
    
      Chapter One
    

    
      The early light filtered through the curtains, casting a soft, golden glow across the room. Sue lay beside me, her skin kissed by the dawn’s gentle touch. Everything I’d learned over the past weeks had come sharply into focus last night, and an air of tension hung over me this morning.
    

    
      I turned towards my wife, my gaze fixed on her beautiful face, the delicate lines of her lips, and the way her hair tumbled haphazardly across the pillow. It was a new day, and some conversations needed to be had, questions that begged for answers. She’d finally confessed to some of the things she’d done with Aaron, but it had only been a tiny peek into her past. The smallest of confessions. But it was a start. How much more would she tell me, if I encouraged her to open up further?
    

    
      Her eyes opened and she smiled at me as she saw me staring at her.
    

    
      “Good morning,” she murmured before stifling a yawn and then shifting to a sitting position.
    

    
      “Hey,” I began, my voice barely a whisper, as if afraid to break the fragile tranquillity that enveloped us. “I’m sorry for staring at you. I was just thinking about those photos we took the other night…”
    

    
      Her eyes, those deep pools of emotion, met mine with a mixture of curiosity and trepidation. She didn’t say anything, just waited, her fingers tracing idle patterns on the rumpled sheets.
    

    
      “It was really sexy and I was thinking,” I continued, choosing each word carefully, “Maybe you should have another look for the photos Aaron took of you. They might be in those boxes. Maybe we just missed them. They could help you… process everything.”
    

    
      Sue’s expression flickered, a brief moment of inner conflict playing out on her face. She drew her knees up to her chest beneath the covers and yawned again.
    

    
      “I don’t want to talk about it right now, Phil,” she replied, her voice carrying the weight of uncertainty. “We’ve only just woken up. But I promise I’ll look for them later.”
    

    
      Her words hung in the air, suspended between us like a delicate thread. I understood the complexity of her emotions, the hesitance to revisit a past that had remained shrouded in secrecy for so long. Reaching out, I gently brushed a stray strand of hair away from her face, my touch a silent reassurance. “Take your time,” I said, trying to act cool, even though the thought of her finding the pictures that I’d replaced back where I’d found them made my heart beat faster in my chest. “We’ll look for them together when you’re ready if you like?”
    

    
      Our eyes locked, and for a moment, I thought she was onto me — that I knew more than what I was letting on, but then she relaxed and nodded. “Sure, if you want to. Right now I need a coffee and a shower. I’m taking Mom out to get her a new sofa if you remember?”
    

    
      I’d forgotten about that but I nodded as if I hadn’t and she slid out of bed and headed downstairs. I stayed in bed for a moment, gathering the rest of my thoughts. What was Irene hinting at when she’d said that I didn’t know half of it? What else was in Sue’s past that I didn’t know about? If I could just look at the photographs with her, maybe she’d begin to tell me her other secrets and we could explore this uncharted territory together.
    

    
      Later, with Sue and Irene out buying her new sofa, I felt an odd sense of restlessness and impatience. I couldn’t resist the obsession that had taken hold of me; to look at the photos again. The house was silent, and the opportunity was too tempting to ignore, so, quietly, I made my way to Irene’s extension, the door creaking slightly as I pushed it open. As I made my way to the room where the boxes were stored, my heart pounded in my chest with excitement and my cock was already stiff as I opened the box where I’d stashed the envelope last night.
    

    
      Then I stopped, staring into the box. “Huh?” I said aloud, rifling through the envelopes that were there but I knew straight away that they weren’t there. It was as if they’d vanished into thin air. I looked through the other boxes. Perhaps I’d remembered incorrectly which box I’d put them in but none of them held the envelope of dirty pictures. They’d gone. Had Irene moved them? She’d seen me last night and knew what I was doing. Perhaps she’d put them with her own photographs?
    

    
      I moved on to her kitchen, walking towards the cupboard where I’d found them before, my hands trembling slightly as I reached for the handles. But to my astonishment, they were gone too. Irene’s own secret stash of photos, the ones hinting at her own passionate past, had disappeared without a trace along with Sue’s. My mind raced with questions. Where could she have hidden them? Had she anticipated my intrusion while they were out and decided to take matters into her own hands by hiding them?
    

    
      I had a quick look around but couldn’t find them. I didn’t want to look too hard and leave clues that I’d been searching, so with a sense of bewilderment, I left Irene’s and returned to the main house, my thoughts swirling like a tempest. Irene must have hidden both sets of photographs, Sue’s and her own, but why? I’d already seen them, she knew that. I could understand Irene hiding her own photos better but why Sue’s?
    

    
      As I waited for Sue and Irene to return with the new sofa, I couldn’t shake the feeling of frustration mingled with curiosity. I could ask Irene later when I got the opportunity but the last thing she’d asked last night was for some privacy and for me to keep walking into her house unasked.
    

    
      Later that evening, as Sue and I sat in the living room, a subdued atmosphere hung between us. She had returned from her shopping trip with Irene and then gone to search for the pictures. When she’d returned, her face was a mask of disappointment as she recounted the fruitless search for the missing photos. It seemed that my mother-in-law was as skilled at hiding her secrets as she was at keeping them.
    

    
      “I hoped they’d be there,” Sue’s eyes flickered with a mix of frustration and curiosity, mirroring my own feelings about the vanishing photographs. I’d been looking forward to her revisiting the moments captured in those explicit images. “My mom probably threw them out years ago.”
    

    
      “Did she know about them?” I probed gently. “I mean… she didn’t throw away all the innocent photographs. Just the… less innocent ones.”
    

    
      “Maybe,” my wife replied, her voice tinged with disappointment, perhaps as a way of hiding the truth of what really happened. “Anyway, I was hoping to see those pictures again but there is something I could… maybe… show you.”
    

    
      “Go on,” I said, sitting up straighter in my chair, the gameshow we’d been watching playing away forgotten on the TV.
    

    
      “My old diaries were in the boxes,” she began hesitantly, her voice barely above a whisper. “I started to read through them again the other night, just for old times’ sake and… They contain… well, some of my deepest thoughts and fantasies. I hadn’t looked at them in years, but when I did, well, that’s why I was reminded about Aaron and the things we used to get up to.”
    

    
      Her words hung in the air, and I could sense the weight of her confession. Sue was offering me a glimpse into her most intimate desires and fantasies, a chance to delve deeper into her past and her innermost thoughts. But it came with a condition, an unspoken plea for understanding and acceptance.
    

    
      “If you promise not to push me too far, too fast,” Sue continued, her voice slow and measured, “And you promise not to judge, perhaps we could read some of them together.”
    

    
      I reached out, taking her hand in mine, my touch a silent reassurance. “Sue, you know I won’t judge you. Whatever is in those diaries, it’s a part of your past, just like the photos. If you want to share them with me, I’m here, ready to listen and enjoy whatever it is you want to share.”
    

    
      A faint smile tugged at the corners of her lips, and she squeezed my hand gently. “Thank you, Phil. I appreciate your understanding. Let’s do it together then, in bed tonight. But promise me, no matter what you read, you won’t think differently of me.”
    

    
      I met her gaze with sincerity, my words carrying the weight of my commitment. “I promise, Sue. We’re in this together, with no judgments, just understanding. I have to admit you’ve gotten me curious now.”
    

    
      As the evening settled into the quiet embrace of our bedroom, anticipation hung in the air, palpable and thrilling. The mystery of Irene’s hidden photographs still gnawed at me, but for now, I pushed it aside. Tonight belonged to Sue and the secrets locked within the pages of her diaries. We climbed into bed, close but not touching, sharing a sense of intimacy and privacy. The soft lamplight cast gentle shadows on the walls, and I couldn’t help but glance at Sue. Her eyes shimmered with a mix of vulnerability and excitement as she reached for the drawer of her bedside table, extracting one of the diaries I’d seen the other day. I briefly wondered where she’d hidden it between then and now but I didn’t have time to think about it too much because she cradled it delicately, as if it were a fragile treasure and then opened it slowly.
    

    
      “You ready for this?” she asked, her voice quivering with nervousness.
    

    
      I nodded, my anticipation building with each passing moment. “Absolutely. Go for it.”
    

    
      With a deep breath, she opened the diary and flicked through it until she finally settled on a page and began to read. Her voice was soft, and filled with emotion, and immediately made me wonder what she was going to read.
    

    
      “I remember this day,” Sue began, her eyes scanning the ink on the page. “Aaron and I had spent the day together, camping in the woods, just him and I. It was a warm summer night, the kind that follows a hot day.”
    

    
      I listened intently, my mind conjuring images of that long-ago summer evening as Sue began to read, her narrative flowing hesitantly in stops and starts.
    

    
      “We had fun today,” Sue read from the page. “The view from the mountain was breathtaking, and Aaron had his camera, as he always did, and took some amazing photos of the forest and the city in the distance. Then he suggested taking some photos of me. I agreed but I didn’t realise he meant nude.”
    

    
      Sue’s voice quivered, and I couldn’t help but be drawn into the story as she continued.
    

    
      “We walked down into the woods and he positioned me against a particular tree,” Sue described, 
      “He took a couple of pictures, saying I looked good with the wind in my hair but then he suggested I shed a few pieces of clothing. I hesitated, but there was a spark in his eyes that ignited something within me. So, I did it, piece by piece, until I stood there, exposed to the camera and to him.”
    

    
      My heart raced as I listened, my desire awakened by each word. I envisioned Sue in the woods, vulnerable and sensual, and then I remembered seeing the photo that she was describing but I kept that to myself for now.
    

    
      “He took more photos,” Sue continued, “All of them naked. Some in the woods and then some back at his place, in front of the mirror, which felt even more erotic. I found myself enjoying it. It was like he’d unveiled a hidden part of me, and I didn’t want it to end. Tonight, when we go to bed after I’ve finished writing this, I’m going to screw his brains out because we’re both totally turned on.”
    

    
      Tension filled the room, an unspoken desire that hung between us. I reached out, my fingers brushing against Sue’s brunette hair, pushing a lock out of her bright blue eyes.
    

    
      “Carry on,” I murmured. “I’m enjoying imagining it.”
    

    
      “That’s the tame part,” Sue replied with a shake of her head, setting the diary down on the nearby bedside cabinet. “It gets much crazier after that but I’m not ready to delve into all of that just yet.”
    

    
      “Well, thank you for sharing that part with me,” I said, my voice filled with warmth and understanding. “It sounds like a good memory and I’m grateful you trust me enough to tell me about it.”
    

    
      “Maybe I’ll tell you some more tomorrow.” Sue reached across to turn off the lamp, plunging the room into darkness. Then her hand snaked beneath the bedsheets, finding my cock and squeezing it through my shorts when she found it erect. “You’re hard.”
    

    
      “I told you I was imagining you as you went along,” I explained. “I was picturing you naked outdoors in the forest, with your boyfriend taking photos. It got me horny.”
    

    
      “Me too,” Sue confessed, then she slithered beneath the covers and a moment later, my cock was in her mouth. Immediately, the mental image of the photographs where she was sucking off other men sprung to mind and I allowed myself to relax, fantasies of the young, slutty Sue running wild in my mind. Moments later, she moved her body over mine, shimmying out of her shorts and sliding her hot pussy onto me. We didn’t speak. She rode me hard, grinding her body against mine, until eventually, I came inside her and she also came with a shudder and a long, soft moan into my shoulder.
    

    
      After our passionate lovemaking, a contented exhaustion washed over us, leaving us both breathless and sated. Sue nestled against my chest, her rhythmic breathing gradually lulling her into a peaceful slumber. I, however, lay there in the aftermath, my mind a whirlwind of emotions and thoughts. I wished I’d thought to take more dirty pictures as we’d fucked but it had happened too spontaneously. I held her close, contemplating what I’d said the other evening, about potentially showing the photos we’d taken to my friend, Dale. It was an intriguing proposition, one that could take our exploration to a new level, but it also carried a weight of responsibility. I’d have to speak to her first, to make sure that it would turn her on like I suspected it would.
    

    
      As I lay there, bathed in the dim glow of moonlight filtering through the curtains, I couldn’t help but replay the evening’s events in my mind. The diary entry Sue had read aloud had ignited a fire within both of us, a passionate connection to her past that we were now navigating together. It was a journey into uncharted territory, filled with desire, curiosity, and the unspoken promise of more shared secrets, ones I didn’t even know about yet, if what Irene had hinted at was true. I was also thinking of telling her that I’d met Aaron. Perhaps it might be fun — albeit risky — to let her know where she could find him, if she wanted some sort of closure on what had happened between them all those years ago.
    

    
      With that thought, I closed my eyes, joining Sue in the realm of dreams, ready to face whatever adventures awaited us in the days and nights to come.
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 2
    

    
      
    

    
      The next day arrived with a sense of purpose. I knew there was a conversation I had to have. With Sue out running errands when I returned home after work, the time was right to address the issue that had been bothering me since last night — the missing photographs. Bearing in mind what Irene had said regarding having some privacy, I knocked on the door to her extension and Sue’s mother opened it, smiling when she saw me.
    

    
      “I see you’ve learned to knock before just walking in,” my good-looking, grey-haired mother-in-law commented, inviting me into her hallway and closing the door behind me.
    

    
      “Shall I make us a cup of tea?” I offered. “I wanted to talk to you about something before Sue gets home.”
    

    
      Irene nodded, so I headed into her small kitchen and put on the kettle. While at work today, I couldn’t help but think about the events of the previous evening. Sue had shared an intimate part of her past with me, which sparked a flurry of questions about where we went from here but for now, I wanted the hidden photographs. They were the key to getting Sue to fully open up.
    

    
      Once I’d made the tea, we moved, walking through and sitting in her living room, and I got straight to the point.
    

    
      “Irene, it’s about the photographs,” I began. “I know you’ve hidden them, and I need to understand why.”
    

    
      Irene met my gaze, her expression shifting with a mix of emotions. “Phil, I didn’t ever want anyone else to see those photos. I know they’re of Susan, but they’re also a part of my past I’d rather forget.”
    

    
      I leaned forward, my tone sincere. “Irene, it’s not just about your past. Sue and I need those photographs to help us understand what happened and to move forward. Sue is beginning to open up to me, and I believe those photos could be a crucial part of that process.”
    

    
      Irene’s eyes widened in surprise, and she let out a sigh. “You don’t know the full story, Phil. There are things you’re not aware of.”
    

    
      Frustration welled up within me, but I kept my tone steady. “Irene, you mentioned last night the other day that I don’t know the half of it. That was unfair. I need to know the whole story and I’d rather hear it from Sue. If I can get her to show me the photos, to talk about it, she might feel better about her past.”
    

    
      She hesitated, her gaze distant for a moment. “Alright, Phil. I understand. But I’m not sure Susan is ready to share right now and trust me, she doesn’t feel bad about it. She still thinks what she did was right.”
    

    
      What did she mean by that?
    

    
      “But, I’ll put the photos back. I was just trying to protect you.” Irene sipped at her tea. “You might be better just leaving all of this alone, Phil. Have you thought about that? Stirring up the past is rarely a good thing.”
    

    
      I nodded, relieved that Irene had agreed to share the information. “Irene, Sue is starting to open up, and I want to be there for her. Please, put them back so Sue can find them, and soon. We can’t let these secrets continue to strain our relationship, and yours too. You and Sue. I get the feeling you still haven’t reconciled everything that happened.”
    

    
      Irene blinked, then put down her cup and crossed her arms, pushing her large breasts up so that some cleavage showed through the V-neck of her sweater. “The past will always be there, Phil. We can’t undo what happened. Besides, I don’t regret it. Aaron and I… We had a good time. I just wish it had happened under different circumstances and not affected my relationship with my daughter.”
    

    
      “You don’t regret it?” I squinted at the woman sitting opposite me. “That’s not what you said before.”
    

    
      Irene coolly took a sip of her tea, regarding me over the rim of the fine china cup. “I regret the way it happened. I never meant to hurt Susan, but as I said, you don’t know the full story.”
    

    
      “Then tell me.”
    

    
      My mother-in-law shook her head softly. “It’s complicated. You know enough already, Phil. I’ll put Susan’s photographs back if that’s what you think is best. If she wants to tell you the full story, then so be it, but I don’t think she’s ready for that. I’m not sure she ever will be.”
    

    
      “We’ll see.” I finished my tea, placing the cup back on its saucer and standing up. “I should get back. Leave you to it.”
    

    
      “Can I ask a question, before you go?” Irene took the last sip of her tea and placed the cup aside. When I nodded, she stood and walked over to me, standing close enough for me to smell the lavender scent of her perfume and gazing into my eyes. “Did you… like looking at Susan’s photographs, Phil?”
    

    
      “That’s… a very personal question, Irene.” I folded my arms defensively. “I’m not sure I’m comfortable talking to you about it. It’s personal, between Sue and I.”
    

    
      “So you enjoyed seeing them,” my mother-in-law assumed, pursing her lips and then smirking as she led me towards the exit that led back into our house.
    

    
      “I didn’t say that,” I replied, feeling my cheeks heat up.
    

    
      “You didn’t have to,” Irene commented and I left, heading home and closing the door behind me so I didn’t have to look at her amused face. I hadn’t learned much from our chat, but at least she was going to put the photographs back. I wasn’t sure how to prompt Sue into looking for them again but I’d figure it out.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      Later in the evening, I found Sue in the kitchen, her attention focused on a recipe book. The remnants of our earlier conversation with Irene still lingered in my mind and I’d been preparing for this conversation in my head all night. I cleared my throat, trying to sound casual as I approached her.
    

    
      “Sue,” I began, my tone gentle, “I was thinking… Maybe you could read some more of your diary to me later.”
    

    
      She turned, sweeping her dark hair from her eyes and contemplating me for a moment. “You’re really curious about all this stuff, huh?”
    

    
      “I guess.” I nodded. “Hey, I was also wondering if Marie or any of your friends knew about Aaron and what you did with him?”
    

    
      Sue looked up from the book, her expression thoughtful. “Marie knew. She’s my sister, so we used to tell each other everything.”
    

    
      “Everything?”
    

    
      Sue nodded, closing the book and giving me her full attention. “When I told her that Aaron liked to take pictures, she was fine but when I told her more — about the other guys, she wasn’t too thrilled about it. She can be judgmental but she’s always been supportive. As for Debbie and the rest of my friends, they have no idea about my past. I never saw a reason to tell them anything other than Aaron was my boyfriend.”
    

    
      I nodded, absorbing the information. “And Marie’s kept your secret all these years, which is cool.”
    

    
      “You know Marie,” Sue shrugged, making her breasts wobble sexily in the loose blue blouse she wore. “She’s a good person.”
    

    
      “And, um, I know you said that you couldn’t find those photographs,” I said, moving on to the next part of my rehearsed conversation, “But if you don’t mind, I could look for them. Maybe you missed them?”
    

    
      Sue hesitated for a moment, frowning at me. “I looked everywhere, Phil. They’re not there. Plus, I wouldn’t want you to find them and look at them without me. There’s… a few things in there I wouldn’t want you to see right away.”
    

    
      “Like what?” I probed, wondering which of the pictures she was uncomfortable about.
    

    
      “Look,” she replied, avoiding the question. “I’ll have another search for them. Maybe I’ll even ask my mum, see if she put them someplace without realising.”
    

    
      “Great,” I said, relieved. “And if you still can’t find them, maybe we could take some more of our own, like we did before?”
    

    
      Sue’s lips curved into a small smile. “Okay, Phil. I’m open to that. I enjoyed that, you know I did.”
    

    
      I took a deep breath, putting my hands on the kitchen worktop to steady myself, feeling the weight of my next question. “And would it bother you if I showed Dale the photos? I know I mentioned it before, but I wanted to check if you’d be okay with it.”
    

    
      Her eyes sparkled with curiosity and a hint of excitement but she took a moment before replying. “When we talked about that… I was horny. Maybe I got carried away a little.”
    

    
      “You enjoyed Aaron showing the pictures to his friends,” I continued. “So maybe you’d get turned on by Dale seeing our photos too.”
    

    
      Sue furrowed her brow, considering the question. “Well, I suppose it could be exciting, but I’m not sure. What about you? Would you be okay with your best friend seeing you like that? Seeing your penis.”
    

    
      I paused, contemplating the idea. “Honestly, I’m not sure, Sue. It’s a bit of a new territory for me too. But if it’s something that excites us both, maybe it’s worth at least talking about more.”
    

    
      “Wouldn’t it make you feel possessive?” Sue continued, moving closer so that she was next to me, her body leaning into mine. Even without makeup — she’d showered earlier — she was pretty. Her hair was still damp and smelled of citrus. I breathed her in as she kissed me lightly on the mouth. “Wouldn’t your best friend seeing your wife naked and having sex make you feel weird? I mean… he was the best man at our wedding.”
    

    
      “But he’s the only person, I’d trust to try it with,” I replied, then kissed her back. Sue’s body pressed against mine. I could feel the warmth of her as she shoved me back gently so that I was almost sitting on the kitchen table.
    

    
      “You said he thinks I’m hot,” Sue murmured, undoing my belt and tugging down my shorts. “Is that right?”
    

    
      “Fuck,” I breathed, watching her as she pulled my cock out and began to stroke it. “Sue… We shouldn’t, What if your mother comes around for some reason?”
    

    
      “She won’t,” my wife replied, taking me in her mouth.
    

    
      The wet warmth of her sucking my cock felt good and 
      I found my mind drifting away, picturing the pictures of her with Aaron and the other men he liked to photograph her with. I wondered what Dale would think if he saw those photos. That was probably a bad idea.
       He’d no doubt enjoy seeing Sue naked. He’d always told me how lucky I was to get to sleep with her every night but if he knew about her past, he might not be as accepting of it as I was.
    

    
      Sue stopped sucking me and stood up, her bright blue eyes ablaze with horniness. Perhaps my question about Dale and the prospect of him seeing her intimately had ignited a fire within her. It was clear that this wasn’t going to be just a blowjob. Her fingers worked deftly, undoing the buttons of my shirt, and I reciprocated by removing her blouse and then slipping my hands under the lacy vest top she wore beneath, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath. Sue’s breaths became ragged, and I could feel her heartbeat quicken in sync with mine. With a shared, unspoken understanding, we eased onto the table, our movements clumsy and urgent. Our clothes soon joined the forgotten recipe book on the floor, discarded in our haste to fuck. The smooth surface of the table was cool against my back as she pushed me down.
    

    
      “I can’t help but wonder, Phil,” she murmured between kisses, “What it would be like if Dale were to see us like this.”
    

    
      “He’d probably enjoy it,” I murmured, looking down at my cock as she positioned it between her legs, then lowered her wet pussy onto it. The idea of Dale seeing us fuck sent a surge of excitement through me and it seemed to have the same effect on Sue as she rode me hungrily.
    

    
      “Where’s your phone?” she asked. “Take a picture of me fucking you.”
    

    
      “It’s in my pocket,” I replied. “My trouser pocket. I can’t get it from here.”
    

    
      “Damn,” Sue groaned, grinding her bald pussy against me while holding her breasts, cupping and squeezing them as she rode me.
    

    
      The thought of Dale seeing her like this was too much. I slid from beneath her, collecting my phone from the floor before returning back to where I was. As soon as Sue got back on top, this time playing with one nipple while using her other hand to rub her clit while she fucked me, I took a couple of pictures but the thought of Dale seeing them was too much and I almost immediately came inside her.
    

    
      “Already?” Sue complained, feeling my cock tense and pulse inside her. 
      “Does the idea of Dale seeing your wife getting fucked turn you on that much?”
    

    
      I didn’t answer. I just lay there, enjoying the feeling of her continuing to ride me until I grew soft, sliding out of her in a sticky pool of cum. Sue kept touching herself though, until a few minutes later, she finally finished frantically rubbing her clit, orgasming in a close-together cluster of moans as the shockwaves of her orgasm shuddered through her. Then she collapsed on top of me, her skin coated with sweat.
    

    
      “Were you suggesting that Dale watch us fuck?” I whispered into her ear as she lay there, getting her breath back.
    

    
      “No,” she shook her head, her damp hair in my face so that I had to push it aside to gaze at her. “Just… Maybe you can show him our photos. You have to promise to tell me everything that he says though.”
    

    
      “Of course I will,” I promised. “Now perhaps we should get dressed and cleaned up. You know… Just in case your mother does decide to pop in.”
    

    
      “It might be hard to explain why our table is covered in sweat and cum,” Sue quipped, her bright blue eyes dancing mischievously.
    

    
      I chuckled, nodding in agreement. “Indeed, it might. The curtains were open too. Anyone walking past outside could have seen us. We’ll have to be more discreet next time.”
    

    
      “I hadn’t even thought about that,” Sue giggled as we reluctantly disentangled ourselves from the table, gathering our discarded clothes and straightening our dishevelled appearance. “So, how are you going to show Dale the photographs?”
    

    
      “You really want me to?”
    

    
      Sue nodded, biting her lip shyly as she finished getting dressed, wrapping her shirt back around her without bothering to put her bra or vest top back on. Her erect nipples poked through the thin material pleasantly.
    

    
      “I guess I’ll take him out for a beer,” I shrugged, “And work the conversation around to sex. Which usually happens anyway. I don’t know. I’ll work it out.”
    

    
      “Okay.” Sue sighed. “Are you sure you’re okay about all of this? It feels so strange, opening up to you about Aaron and… my little kinky side, I guess we can call it.”
    

    
      “I’m fine with it,” I nodded, walking towards the sink and picking up a wet cloth to wipe the table down with it. “Really, I am. I just hope you manage to find those pictures. The old ones, of you and Aaron. I’m really curious after what you said about them earlier.”
    

    
      “I’ll have one final look,” Sue replied, the smile sliding from her face momentarily, and she licked her lips as though she was nervous about something. Why did I get the feeling that there was something she wanted to tell me?
    

    
      “Great,” I grinned at her, trying to reassure her the best I could. “I’m just happy and excited that we’re able to talk about all of this so candidly. How about we go to bed soon and you can read some more from the diary?”
    

    
      “I think I’m done for tonight,” Sue responded apologetically. “But I promise, we’ll get around to it soon.”
    

    
      I felt a twinge of disappointment but pushed the feeling to one side. Things were going in the right direction. I just had to be patient.
    

    
      What I didn’t know right then was that things were going to take another strange twist. One that I could never have seen coming.
    

    
      Chapter 3
    

    
      
    

    
      A week or so had drifted by since Sue and I delved into the first revealing chapter of her diaries. During that time, a reluctance in Sue had become evident. She pulled back from reading more of her diaries or looking for the elusive photographs which I’d arranged for Irene to put back where she’d found them. It was a frustrating time but I had to be patient. It was a busy time, Christmas, no less.
    

    
      Christmas morning had dawned, bringing with it the promise of festivities and family. As the cold winter sunlight streamed through the curtains, I stirred in our bed, the anticipation of the day ahead tingling in the air. My gaze drifted to Sue, still peacefully asleep beside me. Her reluctance to revisit her past any further had caused a lull in our intimacy, but I held onto hope for a change in her attitude once the busy holiday season was out of the way.
    

    
      Quietly, I slipped out of bed, determined to make the day special and I made my way to the kitchen, where the Christmas tree stood adorned with sparkling ornaments. I poured two cups of coffee, a warm gesture to bridge the slight emotional gap that had formed between us the past few days. Perhaps the magic of Christmas would help rekindle the connection we’d shared.
    

    
      Sue stirred in bed as I returned to the bedroom, her eyelids fluttering as she awoke to the scent of coffee and the soft glow of Christmas morning. She greeted me with a sleepy smile as I approached the bed with two steaming cups in hand.
    

    
      “Morning,” I whispered, offering her a cup of coffee. “Merry Christmas.”
    

    
      She accepted the hot drink with a grateful nod, sat up and took a sip, the rich aroma filling the room. We lingered in the cosy embrace of our shared moment, savouring the simple pleasure of being together on this special day.
    

    
      After some murmured words of affection and a kiss that I managed to steal as we got up, we headed downstairs, to the festively wrapped gifts beneath the tree. We exchanged presents, the joy of giving and receiving as fun as it always was.
    

    
      As the morning unfolded, we unwrapped our gifts one by one, sharing laughter at some of the funny presents that we’d bought each other. My favourite thing I got her that she really liked, was a beautiful photo of us both when we first started dating. I’d got it blown up and framed, thinking it quite special considering everything that happened lately. Sue thought it romantic and thoughtful and gave me a long kiss after unwrapping and admiring it for a few minutes with a wide smile on her face.
    

    
      When we finished opening our gifts, there remained one small box, perfectly wrapped, sitting beside me, the tag bearing my name. Sue’s eyes sparkled mischievously as she handed it to me, her voice tinged with excitement. “Save this one for tonight, Phil. Open it before bed. It’s a special surprise.”
    

    
      I glanced at the mysterious package, wondering what secrets it held, and set it aside as instructed. It had to be some saucy lingerie. It had to be. The promise of an evening surprise added an air of anticipation to our Christmas Day, a secret to be unveiled when the stars painted the night sky.
    

    
      I took photos of all our gifts, including the framed picture and afterwards, we got dressed and began to prepare our Christmas dinner. Sue and I were soon bustling around the kitchen, the tantalizing aroma of roasting turkey filling the air and just as we were setting the table, Irene emerged from her extension, her presence announced by the faint scent of her signature perfume.
    

    
      She greeted us with a warm smile, her eyes holding a hint of curiosity as she breathed in the smell of dinner cooking and then looked at the pristine table setting. “Everything smells divine in here. You two have outdone yourselves.”
    

    
      Sue flashed a proud grin as she placed the final touches on the table. “It’s your first Christmas here so we wanted to make this one special, Mum.”
    

    
      Irene’s eyes softened, and she reached out to gently touch her daughter’s cheek. “And it will be, darling. Just being with you here makes it special.”
    

    
      As we chatted and opened some more presents, these between Irene and us in the cosy living room, the doorbell chimed, announcing the arrival of Marie and her husband, Clive. Sue rushed to greet her sister, enveloping her in a warm hug. Clive followed suit with a friendly handshake and a hearty laugh.
    

    
      Marie looked much like her older sister, with long, dark hair and a slim, petite body. Her long lashes and full lips made her very attractive. Clive, a tall, broad man with a permanent frown, was a lucky man.
    

    
      Even though Sue didn’t see her sister and brother-in-law very often, we settled into the familiar comfort of family, the house filled with laughter and the clinking of glasses as we toasted to the holiday season. The day went perfectly, with dinner being delicious and everything going smoothly but I had one thing on my mind and after we’d eaten, I got the opportunity to do what I’d hoped.
    

    
      “Can I ask you something, Marie?” I said to Sue’s sister, after managing to get her alone for a moment. Irene, Clive and Sue were sitting in the living room, playing cards while I finished washing up and Marie entered, offering to help. I gratefully accepted and now we’d done, putting the pots away, I made my move.
    

    
      “Of course you can,” the diminutive brunette replied. “What’s up?”
    

    
      “Please don’t say anything to Sue or Irene,” I started by saying, “Or Clive. This is a personal question about Sue. If you don’t want to ask, I totally understand.”
    

    
      “Okay, now you’ve got me nervous,” Sue’s sister replied but then grinned at me. Marie had a wicked sense of humour. She always had, since I first met her. “Joking. Fire away.”
    

    
      “Something came up the other week,” I explained slowly, as though working out how to ask as I went along. I’d actually rehearsed this conversation a few times lately in the knowledge that Marie was visiting today. “I won’t go into the specifics out of respect for Sue, but her ex, Aaron came up in conversation. She’d never told me much about him before but I found out that he was the cause of Sue and your mum falling out. Then Sue confessed to all the stuff that she and Aaron got up to. I was pretty shocked, to say the least.”
    

    
      Marie put down the washing cloth she’d been using and looked at me, an odd look in her piercing brown eyes. “When you say ‘all the stuff’ what do you mean, exactly?”
    

    
      I hesitated. This was going to be the big gamble. If it backfired and Marie went into the living room and told Sue what I’d asked her, it could cause a huge problem but I knew Marie well enough to suspect that wouldn’t happen. She was witty and mischievous, and more than a little inquisitive.
    

    
      “Sue told me about the photos he took of her. She read me some of her diaries,” I said casually, placing the plates back in the kitchen cupboard where we stored them. “Don’t worry. You’re not overstepping. I just wanted to know what else happened. She told me it caused her and Irene to fall out but then she hinted that there was more to the tale. More she doesn’t seem to want to tell me.”
    

    
      “I’m not surprised she doesn’t want to tell you,” Sue’s sister said quietly, looking over her shoulder to make sure everyone was still in the living room, out of earshot. “It was pretty scandalous. Sue showed me some of the pictures Aaron took and they were way more than I expected. Like 
      really
       perverted. I don’t want to go into the reason why she and mum fell out but-”
    

    
      “Aaron and Irene had a thing,” I whispered, also looking through the open doorway at the other three playing cards. “Sue found out. I know about that. But what’s the ‘more to tell’ part that happened after that? Is it something I should know?”
    

    
      “James happened,” Marie shrugged, then stared at me when I looked at her and shook my head. “You don’t know about James?”
    

    
      “I’ve never heard anyone mention him,” I replied. “Tell me what happened, if only because I don’t want to touch any nerves when Sue and I talk more about things. I want to be in the know, so I can handle it all tactfully and not cause any upset.”
    

    
      Marie chewed her lip, studying me with doubt in her eyes. “I’m not sure-”
    

    
      “How are my two favourite people getting on?” Sue’s voice came from behind us and I spun around, wondering if she’d heard any of that.
    

    
      “We’re good,” I replied, waving my hand around at the clean and empty kitchen surfaces. “All done.”
    

    
      “Wonderful,” my wife replied with a grateful smile. “Thanks, you two. Phil, shouldn’t you be meeting Dale at the pub for your Christmas Day drinks any time now?”
    

    
      I glanced at my watch. “Shit, yes,” I grimaced because I’d almost got to the interesting part with Marie. “I better go, I guess. The pub is only open for a few hours. I don’t want to leave him hanging.”
    

    
      “Okay,” my wife replied. “Don’t get too drunk.”
    

    
      “I won’t.” I nodded at Sue, then called through the open doorway to Clive. “Are you sure you don’t want to come for a beer?”
    

    
      As he did every year, Clive, the non-drinker, shook his head and said, “No, but thanks for asking.”
    

    
      I picked up my coat and headed towards the door. The anticipation of my Christmas Day meeting with Dale at the pub was different this year. Rather than the local bar down the road, this time, I’d chosen a different bar quite deliberately. The one that Aaron was known to frequent. Curiosity had gotten the best of me, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Sue’s enigmatic ex-lover would make an appearance.
    

    
      As I stepped out into the brisk Christmas Day air, I pulled my coat tightly around me. The streets were quieter than usual, with most people enjoying the holiday at home with their families. I got in the car, making a note to stay on soft drinks and made my way to the pub, the anticipation building with every step.
    

    
      When I entered the dimly lit bar, I spotted Dale sitting at a corner table, a pint of beer in front of him. The place was sparsely populated, and there was no sign of Aaron. I greeted my friend with a warm smile and took a seat across from him.
    

    
      “Hey, Dale,” I said, “Merry Christmas.”
    

    
      Dale grinned and raised his glass in acknowledgment. “Merry Christmas, Phil. You made it.”
    

    
      “Of course I did,” I shrugged. “I’d never miss our Christmas pint although this year, it’s a pint of orange juice.” I shook my car keys at him and he nodded understandingly.
    

    
      I ordered a drink and settled in, sitting down and engaging in the usual banter with Dale about our respective holiday plans. It was a comfortable routine we’d established over the years, and it felt good to maintain some sense of normalcy amidst the changing dynamics in my life.
    

    
      As the conversation flowed, I couldn’t help but keep an eye on the entrance, half-expecting Aaron to walk in at any moment. Sue had revealed so much about her past, but some mysteries about Aaron remained and I was itching to see him again and perhaps somehow learn a little more if I could get him to talk once more.
    

    
      Time passed, and the pub began to fill up with more patrons seeking refuge from the Christmas festivities. The atmosphere grew livelier and eventually Aaron, walked in, heading to the bar with a lady friend and ordering drinks.
    

    
      Dale and I continued our conversation, the buzz of the pub around us providing a festive backdrop. As we talked about our holiday plans, I couldn’t help but steer the conversation towards our Christmas gifts for our respective wives, part of my planned and rehearsed conversation.
    

    
      I leaned in, my tone conspiratorial. “So, what did you get for Jenny this year? Any big surprises?”
    

    
      Dale grinned, his eyes twinkling with mischief. “Ah, well, I think I outdid myself this year. I got her all the usual presents, chocolates, jewellery, clothes but I managed to surprise her with a new perfume, Chanel. One she’s wanted for ages. She loved it.”
    

    
      I raised an eyebrow, impressed. “Sounds expensive. Sue liked everything I got her. My favourite thing was this.”
    

    
      I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone, then showed him the photo that I’d taken of the framed picture I’d had made for Sue. “She loved it.”
    

    
      Dale leaned in and examined the photo, nodding approvingly. “That’s so classy and sweet. What a great idea.”
    

    
      As we continued to discuss our gifts, I scrolled through the photos on my phone to show him the other pictures I’d taken this morning. However, my heart raced as I ‘accidentally’ swiped too far, revealing the photo of Sue riding me.
    

    
      I acted slow to react, pretending not to realize what was on the screen until I saw Dale’s gaze fall upon the unexpected image. His eyes widened, and a surprised gasp escaped his lips.
    

    
      I quickly swiped the screen to hide the image, my face flushing with embarrassment. “Whoops, that was a mistake. Must have scrolled too far.”
    

    
      Dale, still taken aback by the unexpected sight, chuckled nervously. “No worries, Phil. A welcome Christmas surprise, I guess.”
    

    
      “How much did you see?” I asked feeling my cheeks redden but also a strange excitement rising inside me.
    

    
      “Not as much as I’d like,” he grinned, composing himself after the initial surprise. “It looked like Sue on top of you. Was she naked? I think I saw her boobs. I only saw for the briefest second.”
    

    
      I licked my lips, wondering how to handle this without seeming weird. I glanced around, then looked back at Dale as he smoothed down his dark hair and took a drink of his beer as a pretty blonde walked past us.
    

    
      “I’ll show you again if you promise not to tell Sue,” I said quietly.
    

    
      Dale’s eyebrows raised. “Well, I’m not going to say no, am I?”
    

    
      I swiped back to the intimate picture, then passed him my phone for a good look. My friend studied the photo, looking at Sue playing with her nipple, her other hand rubbing her clit while she rode my cock. Her breasts and bald pussy were fully in view of the camera and Dale took his time, then swiped sideways without asking, looking at the others I’d taken, all the same, taken a few seconds apart.
    

    
      “I love her tits,” he murmured. “Shaved too. Nice. I’ve always wanted to see Sue naked.” He sighed, then chuckled. “Fuck. This just made my Christmas, Phil.”
    

    
      “I have others,” I confessed quietly. “But it feels weird showing you.”
    

    
      “Don’t feel weird,” Dale shuffled closer, sitting right on the edge of his seat, “Let’s have a look. Think of it as your Christmas gift to me.”
    

    
      “If you really want to see?” I paused, waiting for him to nod, then scrolled back through my camera roll to the pictures we’d taken before. The first was of Sue lying back on the bed, playing with her tits with her legs open, pussy exposed to the camera.
    

    
      “Phil, isn’t it?”
    

    
      We were interrupted by a familiar voice from behind us and I smoothly locked my phone and slid it into my pocket, turning around to face Aaron, who’d approached unnoticed.
    

    
      “Aaron,” I nodded politely, wondering why he’d come over.
    

    
      “When I saw you here last time,” the tall man eyed me with a firmness to his expression that made me instantly worried. “You forgot to tell me that you were married to Sue. The very Sue that I was talking to you about.”
    

    
      “I… um,” I began but Sue’s ex-boyfriend cut me off with a shake of his head.
    

    
      “I thought you looked familiar, so after you left, I looked through my Facebook and found you in Sue’s photographs. Would you care to explain what the fuck is going on?”
    

    
      I glanced at Dale who was listening with a confused look on his face, then turned back to Aaron.
    

    
      “I can explain but not right now. I’m with my friend.” I indicated towards Dale. “Can we do this another time?”
    

    
      “Whatever.” Aaron shrugged, giving me a look of disdain. “I hope you got what it was you wanted, a perverted kick or whatever it was, but I’m warning you. If you ever hurt Sue, you’ll have me to answer to.”
    

    
      I raised an eyebrow, unconvinced by his threatening tone. I wasn’t scared of Aaron, he didn’t have the necessary physical presence to worry me. Still, I hadn’t come here for a confrontation or to make a scene.
    

    
      “Fair enough, Aaron. Look, I found a picture, one of the old ones that you took and Sue wouldn’t talk about it,” I said. “So I decided to find out for myself. I didn’t think you’d tell me if you knew the truth of who I was. I apologise for not telling you before. Let me buy you a drink to make it up to you. In the spirit of Christmas.”
    

    
      “You found one of the photos?” Aaron said, surprise on his face. “She still has them?”
    

    
      “I think so,” I lied. “I only saw one but I think there were others. Anyway, you told me what I needed to know. Thank you. I promise, nothing bad will come of it. If anything, it’s helped me to understand Sue better.”
    

    
      Aaron nodded. “Interesting. I’m here with a friend,” he gestured to the attractive young woman he’d walked in with. “So I should go, but maybe you and I can talk about this some other time.”
    

    
      “I know where to find you,” I smiled, pleasantly surprised at how the unexpected exchange had worked out. “But maybe you should give me your number or something?”
    

    
      Sue’s ex-boyfriend reached into his pocket and pulled out a plain black business card, passing it to me before leaving.
    

    
      “What was all that about?” Dale asked, watching Aaron walk away to rejoin his brunette companion.
    

    
      “I’ll explain another time,” I said, not wanting to go into it too deeply with Dale. I’d half-forgotten he was there in my haste to recover my position with Aaron and had divulged more than intended already. I slid the card into my back pocket. “It’s getting late. I should finish our drinks and get back home. So should you. Jenny will be wondering where you are.”
    

    
      Dale checked his watch and agreed but I could tell that his mind was working hard to figure out what was going on. I knew I’d have to tell him some time — and show him the rest of the photos but not today. I’d put my plans into motion but after Aaron’s unexpected interruption, I needed to gather my thoughts and figure out where I went from here.
    

    
      We headed home, promising to meet up the following week for a proper drink, when I said I might show him some more photos. He mentioned maybe seeing if he could get a sexy snap of Jenny in return but I told him he didn’t have to.
    

    
      When I got home, everyone was tired, full of food and relaxed to the point of taking evening naps in front of the TV. As the evening wore on, the house gradually emptied. Irene left first, followed by Marie and Clive, bidding us goodbye and expressing their gratitude for the wonderful Christmas dinner. Sue and I exchanged glances as the door closed behind them, leaving us alone for the first time since this morning.
    

    
      Sue approached me, her eyes filled with a mixture of curiosity and excitement. “So, did you have a good time at the pub?” she asked, her voice tinged with curiosity.
    

    
      “Yeah, it was good,” I smiled, sitting down and bidding her to sit next to me.
    

    
      Her blue eyes locked onto mine as she took a seat, anticipation building in the air. Did she know what I was going to say? “Go on.”
    

    
      I took a deep breath. “I showed Dale a couple of the photos. You know, 
      our photos 
      that we took the other night.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyebrows shot up in surprise, her expression tightening. “Really?”
    

    
      “Yeah,” I admitted, my cheeks flushing slightly. “It pretended to show them him by accident, but once he saw one — for just a second, he wanted to see more. So I showed him a few more, and… well, he was quite impressed, to say the least.”
    

    
      A mischievous grin tugged at the corners of Sue’s lips. “Impressed, you say?”
    

    
      I nodded, feeling a surge of desire building between us. “He thought you had an amazing body.”
    

    
      Sue’s arousal was palpable as she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against mine. “Did he now? And what did he see, exactly?”
    

    
      Our lips met in a passionate kiss, our tongues dancing in sync as our hands began to explore each other’s bodies.
    

    
      “I showed him the picture of you riding me,” I murmured, in between kisses. “And the one of you lying on your back with your legs open.”
    

    
      Sue gently pulled away, her eyes smouldering with desire. “Let’s go to bed, then tell me more about what he said.”
    

    
      We went upstairs and undressed, getting into bed and resuming from where we left off, our lips meeting and our bodies pressing against each other but again, Sue stopped, sitting up and bed. I watched with anticipation as she retrieved the small, wrapped box from where she’d saved it for this moment. She handed it to me, and I eagerly tore away the paper.
    

    
      Inside was a pretty gift box and when I opened that, I saw some of the photos of Aaron and Sue, the one on top being of Sue naked in the forest.
    

    
      Sue’s voice was soft as she explained, “I found the photos,” she breathed, her hand finding mine and squeezing it gently. “The ones from my past with Aaron. They’re not all here but I’m happy with you seeing these ones first. I’m saving the rest for when I’ve explained more about what happened.”
    

    
      “Wow,” I breathed, gazing at the image of the naked, younger Sue. “You look… perfect. I can’t believe you let Aaron take this of you.”
    

    
      “Wait until you see some of the others,” she said, her lips finding mine again and kissing me softly and tenderly. Her hand wrapped around my fully hard, excited cock and began to stroke me. “Merry Christmas, Phil.”
    

    
      “Merry Christmas,” I murmured back against her mouth, then pushed her back onto the bed, watching as she opened her legs wide for me to fuck her.
    

    
      This was the best Christmas I’d had for a long time.
    

    
      Chapter 4
    

    
      Last night had been incredible. The memory of Sue’s sensual Christmas night surprise lingered in my mind, the spontaneous, passionate sex was the reason my hard-on lingered this morning too. The sheets were still tangled around us, Sue’s body pressed against mine.
    

    
      I traced my fingers gently along the bare skin of Sue’s shoulder, pushing the sheet down so that her breasts came into view. I enjoyed the sight of her and the sound of her soft, sleepy sighs accompanied my touch as she stirred beside me. Her eyes fluttered open, and a smile tugged at her lips as she met my gaze.
    

    
      “Good morning,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire as it had been last night.
    

    
      “I love you,” I replied, my heart skipping a beat as I leaned in to capture her lips in a tender kiss. Our mouths met with a hunger that had been ignited by our passionate night together, a longing that still burned between us.
    

    
      Sue’s fingers traced a path down my chest, igniting a trail of desire as she moved lower and I couldn’t help but groan softly in response to her touch, my body responding to her with a primal need as she wrapped her fingers around my stiff cock.
    

    
      “Someone enjoyed last night so much she’s ready for more,” I chuckled softly in between soft kisses as she stroked my dick beneath the covers.
    

    
      She looked into my eyes, her gaze filled with longing and smiled. “It seems like you enjoyed it too.” She slid the sheets back, exposing both our naked bodies and then continued to jerk me off, staring at my cock. “And you’ve only seen the tamest photos. Wait until you see the others.”
    

    
      “I can’t wait,” I sighed. With those words hanging in the air, she took me in her mouth and sucked me, only stopping when she could sense I was about to cum. Then she reached beneath her pillow and drew out her diary.
    

    
      “Do you want me to read you some more?” Her bright blue eyes looked at my lips as I licked them in anticipation.
    

    
      “Of course I do,” I replied eagerly. She’d only shown me a few photographs last night. One of her naked in front of the tree, the rest were of her with Aaron, one where he was fingering her, of them nude standing before the mirror, one of her sucking her large, girthy erection and of her doing doggy style sex and riding him, Of course, I knew there were lots of other pictures, of her with other men and even women but I didn’t mention that. I was happy to look at her having sex with Aaron and it turned us both on so much that we hadn’t even really talked about what was happening in the photos. We’d just looked at them in silence, then fucked for a second time.
    

    
      Sue read to me some more about her taking the sex photographs with Aaron. “That’s what we looked at last night,” she said, nodding her head towards the photos that were still on the floor by the bed. “Aaron and I took a lot of photographs of us but things turned naughtier very quickly.”
    

    
      “He took pictures of you with other men?” I replied.
    

    
      “Aaron surprised me today,” Sue read from the diary, nodding in answer, “He told me he found photographing me alone and us together both equally erotic, but he suggested a way of taking things to a new level. ‘What if I took pictures of you with someone else?’ he asked me while we were making love this morning. I didn’t understand. What did he mean by 
      with someone else? 
      He went on to say, yes, 
      with someone else 
      as in having sex with another man. Or woman.”
    

    
      “Wow,” I murmured, kissing her neck while she continued to read. “Go on.”
    

    
      “If it was purely an art thing… an erotic thing… which he said it was, then I said I’d try it.” Sue skipped ahead a page or two, then paused and looked at me. “Are you sure you want to know this?”
    

    
      “Yes,” I reassured her. “It’s your past. I want to know as much as you’re willing to share with me.”
    

    
      Sue resumed reading from her diary, her voice a sultry whisper that sent shivers down my spine. “We decided to invite someone to join us, to create a moment of pure, unbridled passion captured on film. Aaron knew a photographer friend, Ben, who specialized in capturing the raw, erotic energy between couples. He agreed to help us bring our desires to life through his lens.”
    

    
      I listened intently, my desire mounting with every word. The thought of Sue engaging in such explicit photography sessions with Aaron and others stirred my imagination. It was like peeking into a secret world I had never known.
    

    
      “Ben was a handsome man, confident and experienced,” Sue continued. “He put us at ease as he set up his equipment in the dimly lit room. The atmosphere was electric with anticipation. We began with Aaron and me, posing sensually, exploring each other’s bodies, and letting our passion take over while Ben captured it on his camera. Then we shocked him by asking him if he’d like to swap places with Aaron.”
    

    
      My breath quickened as Sue’s words painted a vivid picture in my mind. I could almost see the steamy scenes unfolding before me. Sue’s voice took on a more seductive tone as she described the passionate moments that followed.
    

    
      “Ben was horny, I could tell by the lump in his jeans and he quickly agreed. When he took his pants down I was happy to see that his dick was nice and big and hard. Aaron guided me through my first experience with someone else, suggesting positions where he could get good views of Ben’s dick inside me. It felt strange, being with someone else, especially with Aaron there but at the same time, it was liberating and also exciting to see Aaron torn between his excitement at the taboos of what we were doing and the jealousy which he obviously felt seeing another man fuck me and bring me to orgasm. Ben was a better lover than Aaron in every way. Rougher, more manly, stronger, bigger. I’m sorry, Aaron, if you ever read this, but it’s the truth.”
    

    
      I was completely captivated by Sue’s narrative, my desire burning hot. The images in my mind made me wonder which one of the men in the photographs that I’d seen was Ben, and I couldn’t help but feel the same sense of excitement mixed with a tinge of jealousy that she described Aaron as likely feeling.
    

    
      Sue paused briefly, her fingers tracing the pages of her diary. “I have a couple of pictures from that session,” she said softly. “I’ll show them to you next time we do this if you’d like?”
    

    
      I couldn’t contain myself any longer, my own desire reaching a fevered pitch. “Fuck, yes,” I groaned and then kissed Sue passionately, our bodies entwined, our hands exploring each other’s heated flesh. The diary lay forgotten as our desires took centre stage as I moved between her thighs, shoving my cock into her once more, and the room filled with the sounds of our passionate lovemaking as I fucked her, trying to be as rough and powerful as Ben had been in her diary entry.
    

    
      After our passionate lovemaking, Sue and I lay in each other’s arms, catching our breath. Our bodies glistened with a sheen of sweat from the sex, and I couldn’t help but run my fingers along the curves of her soft skin until I reached the smooth mound between her thighs.
    

    
      “It’s strange seeing you with a hairy pussy,” I murmured as our breathing gradually slowed. “I think it looked sexy.”
    

    
      Sue turned to me, her eyes filled with affection and curiosity. “Do you want me to grow it out, Phil?” she giggled. “I’m glad you’re fine with hearing everything so far. Thank you for understanding.”
    

    
      I smiled, caressing her cheek gently. “It’s okay. It’s not every day you get to hear about your partner’s past adventures, especially ones as intense as yours. It’s… arousing, in a way.”
    

    
      She chuckled, a playful glint in her eyes. “I can tell.” She leaned in and kissed me softly, the taste of our passion lingering on her lips.
    

    
      As I looked into her blue eyes, seeing the happiness and relief there, I knew it was time to steer the conversation in a different direction. I had something I needed to discuss with Sue, something that had been lingering in the back of my mind since I’d seen the photographs of Aaron.
    

    
      “You know, Sue,” I began carefully, “I’ve seen Aaron before. I think I know him. Not well, but I’m sure it’s the same guy.”
    

    
      Her brow furrowed in surprise. “Really? How? Where?”
    

    
      “In the pub I’ve started going to,” I replied, my tone casual, as though it were just a chance encounter. “He’s in there every Saturday night. I’ve only spoken to him in passing but he looks like an older version of the guy from the photos and I’m sure I’ve overheard his name as Aaron.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes widened slightly, her gaze fixed on mine. “He still lives around here somewhere, I know that because he’s still on my social media friends’ lists, so it could well be him. It’d be quite a coincidence but it’s a small town, I guess.”
    

    
      I nodded, maintaining the facade of a casual observer. “Yeah, from the few times we’ve talked, he seems a nice guy. He never mentioned knowing you, though.”
    

    
      Sue bit her lower lip, her thoughts seemingly a whirlwind of emotions. “I guess there are things we both kept hidden.”
    

    
      I took her hand gently in mine, squeezing it reassuringly. “You know, I’m just thinking… If you ever wanted to catch up with him, maybe you could go to the pub one Saturday night. Perhaps you could reminisce about old times, find closure or something?”
    

    
      She considered my suggestion, her eyes searching mine for sincerity. “Why would you suggest that? After everything I’ve just told you. I… I don’t know.”
    

    
      “I didn’t know myself quite why I’d suggested it. It just felt right. For some reason, the idea of her being close to her ex-boyfriend, especially the one that seemed to have the ability to bring out the slutty side of my otherwise conventional wife, was exciting.
    

    
      “I just thought, seeing as we’re processing this together, it might be an interesting idea for you.” I shrugged. “I didn’t know if you’d left anything unsaid between you. Hey, maybe he’d like to see the photos.”
    

    
      I laughed, trying to make the arousing idea casual, almost innocent as she eyed me, curiosity evident on her face.
    

    
      That’s an interesting idea, Phil. I’ll think about it.”
    

    
      “I trust you,” I smiled. “You’re being open and honest with me, so I’m just trying to be open with you too and show you my trust and appreciation.”
    

    
      Sue looked into my eyes, something that resembled anxiety or perhaps guilt flashing across her face. “You know…” She hesitated, her fingers tracing invisible patterns on my chest. “There are more photos and many more diary entries. It didn’t stop with Ben.”
    

    
      I felt a mixture of curiosity and trepidation as I waited for her to continue. The idea that there were more intimate details of her past encounters both intrigued and challenged me.
    

    
      Sue’s voice quivered slightly as she spoke. “I had several more men… and women… and more than one person at a time.” Her admission hung in the air between us, and I could see the fear of my reaction in her eyes. “If you know what I mean by that?”
    

    
      “Right.” I reached out and gently cupped her face, forcing her to meet my gaze. “Sue, you don’t have to tell me everything right now if you’re not ready. We can take this at your pace. Whatever you decide to share, I’ll be here to listen and support you.”
    

    
      Sue’s shoulders relaxed slightly, and a grateful smile tugged at her lips. “Thank you, Phil. I know it’s a lot to take in, and I appreciate your understanding. I feel guilty for not telling you years ago but-”
    

    
      I kissed her forehead softly. “You don’t have to carry this burden alone. Whenever you’re ready to share more, we can talk about it. Just remember, I love you no matter what.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes glistened with tears, and she pulled me close, burying her face in my chest. Had I pushed her too far too fast? “I love you too, Phil. I’m just scared of losing you.”
    

    
      “Why would you lose me?” I held her tight, reassuring her with my embrace while wondering what other secrets she could be hiding that would make her think such a thing. “You won’t lose me, Sue. We’ll navigate this together, and it’ll only make our bond stronger.”
    

    
      “None of it is a burden,” she said quietly. “I enjoyed it. All of it. Any burden I might have is the guilt of hiding it from you all this time.”
    

    
      “Well, we’re working through it now,” I murmured into her hair, enjoying the smell of her hair, filled with the musky scent of sweat and sex. “Better late than never.”
    

    
      “Okay,” she sighed, her body relaxing and the tension dissipating from her in my arms. “I’ll give some thought to seeing Aaron again. If it is him, that is.”
    

    
      Sue stretched, levering her legs out of the bed and standing up. “I’m hungry. We should get up and have breakfast. We have all day to relax, and talk.”
    

    
      I agreed but as we got dressed and headed downstairs to enjoy our Boxing Day together, my head was full of everything I’d learned this morning. And the spontaneous decision to tell her about Aaron and the outrageous suggestion that she meet up with him again had my mind whirling over the possibilities of what doors might be opened next.
    

    
      Chapter 5
    

    
      The next few days were the usual Christmas whirlwind of seeing family and friends and as a result, we had very little time to continue our journey through Sue’s diaries, exploring her past further nor looking at any of her other photographs. By the time we got home after travelling, we were always tired but as the weekend rolled around, with the New Year on the horizon, we finally found a chance to talk one morning. I’d made us both a nice breakfast in bed and as we sat and ate, Sue looked sideways at me and brought up the subject of Aaron.
    

    
      She cleared her throat softly, a hint of nervousness in her eyes. “Phil, about meeting up with Aaron… I’ve been thinking, and I’d like to do it. If you’re sure.”
    

    
      I set down the bagel I was eating and gave her my full attention. “Are you sure? I mean, I suggested it, but I want you to be comfortable with the idea. I wouldn’t want it to bring up any negative emotions.”
    

    
      She nodded, her expression resolute. “I appreciate your concern, but I think you were right when you said it might be a good thing. Closure, you know? Besides, it might not even be him. It could be someone who looks like him.”
    

    
      “True,” I nodded, although it wasn’t. I knew it was Aaron for sure, after speaking to him.
    

    
      “But if it’s not, I think I’ll contact him through Facebook instead.” She pushed her brunette hair over her shoulder, her blue eyes gazing into mine. “Only if you’re completely sure, Phil? You’ve been so understanding and supportive about everything so far. I don’t want you to see this as me taking advantage of you.”
    

    
      “You’re not taking advantage of anything.” I shook my head dismissively and took a bite of my breakfast. “This is all about us exploring your past together and coming to terms with it. If you think meeting up with Aaron to find some closure is a good idea, I’m all for it.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes sparkled with gratitude as she leaned over to kiss me. “Thank you, Phil. You’re amazing.”
    

    
      A few days passed, during which I managed to get in touch with Aaron. I dug out the business card that he’d given me on Christmas Day and made the call. It felt weird, but I explained the situation to him, how I’d stumbled upon her photos, leading to the conversation with Irene and finally about Sue opening up and showing me some of the photos herself alongside reading the diaries.
    

    
      “That’s quite the story,” he said slowly after I’d finished. “I guess it’s turned a few things upside for you, right? You thought you knew Sue then all of this comes out.”
    

    
      “You could say that,” I replied.
    

    
      Aaron’s voice sounded understanding on the other end of the line. “I can imagine it’s a lot to process. But I appreciate you reaching out to me and giving me a heads-up. I hold no hard feelings from the past, and I’m open to catching up with Sue.”
    

    
      I sighed in relief. “I’m glad to hear that. For Sue, I think it’s about closure but I also thought it might be fun for you both to catch up. Your history together sounds like you had fun at the time.”
    

    
      “Until I made the mistake of screwing Irene,” Aaron chuckled softly. “Closure, huh? It’s funny how life works sometimes. So, when and where does she want to meet?”
    

    
      “I thought we could keep this conversation to ourselves,” I explained, telling him the final part of everything that had occurred. “I told her that I recognised you from the photos she showed me, as someone I met in the pub a couple of times. She has no idea that we’ve talked about her previously.”
    

    
      “So you want me to pretend I don’t know you?” he replied sincerely. “I guess I can do that. Tell her to come to the pub tomorrow night, if she’s free. I’ll keep an eye out for her and we’ll just see where it goes from there. How does that sound?”
    

    
      “Okay, I guess.” I paused. “You know… I’m not sure what I want to come out of this, Aaron. I suggested her to it spontaneously. It just felt like the right thing to do.”
    

    
      “Don’t worry,” my wife’s ex reassured me. “I’ll just talk to her. It’ll be nice to catch up. You have nothing to fear. I’m not going to seduce her or anything. I’m just intrigued by what she’ll have to say to me. It’s been a long time, you know?”
    

    
      As we wrapped up the conversation, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of relief. It seemed like things were falling into place, and with Sue and Aaron about to meet, there was a chance for both of them to find some closure and move forward.
    

    
      The next day, I suggested to Sue that she could try going to the bar to see if Aaron was there. It was Saturday and he was always there on Saturdays. Sue told me she’d kind of planned the same thing herself. She was just waiting for me to say so. As the day progressed and the evening rolled around, Sue got ready with a mix of excitement and anxiety. I could tell she was a bundle of nerves as she double-checked her appearance in the mirror. Her outfit was chosen with care, and she looked stunning as always in a well-fitted white shirt that showed off the shape of her bosom and her tight black jeans emphasized her curvy hips beautifully.
    

    
      “How do I look?” she said, toying with her hair so that it rested on her shoulders.
    

    
      “Gorgeous,” I replied honestly. “Perfect, in fact. I hope you don’t get too many guys hitting on you. A woman on her own… looking as good as you do.”
    

    
      “Shut up,” she giggled, sliding her feet into her exquisite black heels, then as she prepared to leave, I held her hand and looked into her eyes.
    

    
      “Remember, I’m just a call away if you need anything. Take your time, and if you decide you don’t want to go through with it, that’s okay too.”
    

    
      She smiled warmly, appreciating my support. Her red lips looked kissable. “I know, Phil. I’ll be fine. Wish me luck.”
    

    
      With a quick kiss and well wishes, Sue headed out to meet Aaron. Meanwhile, I stayed home, my thoughts shifting towards finding a distraction. I knew that if I simply sat and waited, I’d be on edge, wondering what was going on the whole time. I’d got some work to catch up on, so I sat and did that for a little while but as my thoughts started drifting towards Sue, I checked my phone to see if she’d messaged. Right at that moment, a text popped up and I scanned the message quickly.
    

    
      ‘Hey, baby. I just thought I’d let you know I’m fine. I’m at the pub. It is Aaron, you were right. He spotted me and bought me a drink and now we’re in a booth catching up. Love you.’
    

    
      My heart beat fast in my chest at the thought of my wife sitting alone next to her ex-boyfriend. The man who she’d had all those incredible sexual experiences with. It felt surreal. I typed a message back, telling her to have fun — but not too much fun, then put my phone down, trying to calm my mind.
    

    
      “Phil?” said a voice from behind me and I turned to see my mother-in-law standing in the doorway to the front room. “Can I talk to you while Susan is out?”
    

    
      “How did you know she was out?” I asked, wondering if she knew her daughter had gone to see Aaron.
    

    
      “I saw her getting into a taxi outside,” the older but still pretty silver-haired woman replied.
    

    
      “Fine, okay.” I nodded, still a bit surprised by Irene’s sudden appearance. I beckoned her in, inviting her to sit with me at the table. “What’s on your mind?”
    

    
      She walked into the room and took a seat, her expression serious. She was wearing a long sweater and her breasts lifted as she crossed her arms beneath them. “Marie told me that you asked her about Susan on Christmas Day and that you had a short conversation about the past, specifically about Aaron.”
    

    
      “Ah,” I nodded, suddenly understanding why she was here. Irene’s mention of Marie’s involvement in this conversation made me a bit uneasy. “Yes, that’s true. Sue and I have been talking about her past, and Aaron is part of it. Your comment along the lines of there being more than I knew made me curious, so I thought I’d gently ask Marie while I had her alone.”
    

    
      Irene sighed and looked down, her fingers toying with the edge of her sweater sleeve. “There’s something you don’t know, Phil. Something that might change the way you see Susan. I think it’s best you leave it alone.”
    

    
      I furrowed my brow, curiosity and concern growing. “Are you talking about James?”
    

    
      She took a deep breath, her eyes meeting mine with a mix of guilt and sadness. “After Aaron and Susan broke up, she was devastated. We both were. We barely spoke for a while and during that time James came along. He was my boyfriend for almost a year.”
    

    
      “I’ve never heard of James,” I replied, shrugging at her to continue.
    

    
      “It was only a year,” Irene sighed, shifting her arms so that her breasts wobbled pleasantly behind the woollen fabric. “He’s long since forgotten now but the thing is, Susan wouldn’t mention James to you because she was the one that split us up.”
    

    
      “She caused you to split up?” I frowned. “How?”
    

    
      “She seduced him. In revenge for what I did with Aaron.”
    

    
      My jaw dropped in astonishment. The tangled web of past relationships and betrayals was becoming more complicated by the minute. “Wait, Sue seduced James? While you were dating him?”
    

    
      Irene nodded, her voice filled with regret. “Yes, it was a messy situation. Susan left a video for me to find, a video of her and James having sex. When I saw it, I was furious. I broke up with James, and he rejected Susan too because of what she had done to me.”
    

    
      “Wait…” I raised my hands, putting them atop my head in shock. taken aback by the revelation. The depths of Sue’s past were far more complex and entangled than I could have ever imagined. “Sue did that?”
    

    
      She shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “I was using James’ laptop one day, and the video popped up in his files. It was a deliberate move on Susan’s part, She admitted it to me when I confronted her.”
    

    
      I couldn’t help but feel a mix of shock and sympathy for Irene. The dynamics of their past relationships were filled with hurt and betrayal. “This is why you didn’t want me to pry any further?”
    

    
      She sighed, her gaze fixed on the distant memory. “I think it’s important for you to know who Susan really is. She has a side to her that she’s kept hidden for a long time. That video was a turning point in our relationship. It shattered my trust in her for a long time. Until she met you and convinced me that she’d changed.”
    

    
      I nodded, understanding Irene’s perspective a bit better. “Thank you for being honest with me, Irene. This is a lot to take in.”
    

    
      She leaned closer, a sly grin suddenly replacing the pensive look on her face. “And before you ask, I deleted the video. Sorry.”
    

    
      “What made you think I-” I began but Irene shook her head and laughed quietly. “I know how much you enjoyed looking at the photos of Susan and her lovers. I’m not stupid, Phil.”
    

    
      I blushed, feeling a mixture of embarrassment and — strangely — arousal at Irene’s teasing. I didn’t know what to reply but the older woman stood, putting her hand on my shoulder and gently squeezing it.
    

    
      “It’s okay,” she said in a hushed tone. “Aaron got turned on by seeing her with the other men too. Susan enjoyed showing off in front of him. It’s more commonplace than you think.”
    

    
      “But I-” I began saying but I was rescued by another message popping up on my phone. It was from Dale.
    

    
      ‘Hey. Hope you’re okay, When are going to fill me in on what that guy was talking about the other day? Something about Sue and photographs?’
    

    
      Shit. I’d hoped Dale had forgotten. I’d have to explain to him or he’d pester me forever.
    

    
      “Just my friend, Dale,” I commented, trying to change the subject.
    

    
      Irene raised an eyebrow, a mischievous glint in her eye. How much did she know about what was going on? I was being paranoid. There was no way she could know anything about Dale and I, or the fact that Sue was with Aaron tonight.
    

    
      I put the phone down, realising she wasn’t finished. “So, you broke up with James after seeing the video?”
    

    
      Irene nodded, her expression solemn. “Yes, and he rejected Susan too. He was furious at her for using him like that and couldn’t forgive her for what she did to me. He didn’t want to be a part of family infighting, so he left. We got in touch again, after a while but things were never the same. We’re just friends now.”
    

    
      “I see,” I nodded, the full extent of Irene and Sue’s falling out clear now.
    

    
      “Well, I hope you can understand Susan a bit better now,” she said, her tone softer. “Susan isn’t just the woman you see now. She has a past, with all its complexities and mistakes. I hope you can still love her, knowing all this.”
    

    
      “I love her,” I replied sincerely. “I always have, always will. Her past doesn’t change how I feel about her.”
    

    
      “Good.” Irene got up from her seat, her expression turning more serious. “Did Susan find the photographs? I put them back, as you asked.”
    

    
      “She did.”
    

    
      “Don’t be embarrassed about enjoying them, Phil,” Irene gave me a small smile, a twinkle in her pretty eyes. “Just own it.”
    

    
      “I’ll try,” I replied, feeling my cheeks flush. Then I decided to respond by gently teasing back. There were still some unanswered questions, so I began hesitantly, “Irene. Can I ask something? Did Aaron ever take pictures of you like he did with Sue? Did you ever… you know, have similar experiences?”
    

    
      Irene’s smile faded slightly, and she looked away, avoiding eye contact. It was evident that she was uncomfortable with the question. After a moment of silence, she finally replied, “That’s not something I want to discuss. What happened between me and Aaron is in the past. Let’s leave it at that. Plus, it’s highly inappropriate.”
    

    
      I nodded, respecting her boundaries, and decided not to push further but gave her one last gentle tease. “If you did have any photos like Sue does, I’d love to see them.”
    

    
      Irene swallowed hard, then cleared her throat. “Yes, well, I should be going.” I smiled at her, enjoying her discomfort in the same way she’d obviously enjoyed mine and with that, she left, leaving me to my thoughts.
    

    
      I tried to relax as I awaited Sue’s return, but my mind was buzzing with everything Irene had revealed. I’d never have thought of Sue as the vengeful type but she wasn’t the woman I thought she was. I wondered how much more there was to learn about my wife and her shady past.
    

    
      It wasn’t long before I heard Sue’s laughter outside as she walked down the driveway. I got up to meet her at the door, but when she stepped into the house, she paused halfway through and asked if her mother was still there.
    

    
      “No,” I replied, “she called around but left a while ago.”
    

    
      “Good,” Sue said with a mischievous smile and opened the door fully to walk inside.
    

    
      Before I could react, I noticed that she wasn’t alone. Standing beside her was Aaron, the man from her past. He greeted me with a casual “Hello, Phil,” as if it were the most natural thing in the world for him to be here.
    

    
      My heart raced as I tried to process the unexpected turn of events. Sue had brought Aaron home, and I had no idea what to expect next.
    

    
      Chapter 6
    

    
      My eyes widened in disbelief as I struggled to comprehend the situation before me. Sue and Aaron, one of the key figures from her past who I’d only seen together with Sue in photographs, now stood side by side in our home as Sue ushered him in and closed the door behind them. My response was a hesitant, “Aaron… I didn’t expect to see you here.”
    

    
      Sue, her gaze fixed on me, held a spark of excitement in her eyes that she couldn’t conceal. “Surprise, darling,” she declared, her voice filled with anticipation. “Aaron and I thought it might be nice to continue our chat here, in a more comfortable setting.”
    

    
      “You don’t mind, do you?” the tall man said, doubt in his eyes as I took in my state of bewilderment and confusion. I shook my head and welcomed him inside but as Sue and Aaron discarded their coats and shoes and he followed my wife into our living room, I couldn’t help but wonder where this unexpected reunion would lead and how it would reshape the dynamics of our relationship once more.
    

    
      Sue and Aaron settled on the couch, exchanging smiles and whispered words that hinted at the night they’d spent together. Evidently, they had rekindled something from their past, a connection that had quickly reformed. As I stood nearby, feeling like an outsider in my own home, Sue turned to me with genuine gratitude in her eyes. “Phil, I have to thank you for suggesting this. Aaron and I had a wonderful night at the pub, talking about old times and putting a few ghosts to rest.”
    

    
      Aaron nodded in agreement, his gaze fixed on Sue. “Absolutely. It’s been great catching up with her after all these years.”
    

    
      Their words carried a tone of nostalgia and shared experiences, and it was clear that their reunion had rekindled old flames. While they reminisced about their past escapades and the adventures they had shared, I couldn’t help but feel a growing discomfort. Sue and Aaron’s closeness, the familiarity in their smiles and glances, made me uneasy.
    

    
      I forced a smile, attempting to hide my unease. “I’m glad to hear that you both had a good time. It’s important to revisit old memories and find closure. Can I get you a drink?”
    

    
      “I’ll take a beer if you have one?” Aaron smiled gratefully
    

    
      “I’ll come with you.” Sue stood up, then leaned into me, planting a gentle kiss on my cheek, her affectionate gesture meant to reassure me as we headed to the kitchen. “You were right, Phil. This has been a healing experience.”
    

    
      I could smell the alcohol on her breath and from her flirty giggle as she slapped my ass while I gathered a couple of beers from the fridge, I could tell she’d enjoyed a few drinks tonight, which had probably given her the confidence to bring Aaron to our home. However, as the evening wore on, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted. The presence of Aaron and how comfortable she was around him, the ease with which he and Sue interacted, raised questions and insecurities that I had never anticipated. It was as though the past had come back to life, and I wondered where this reunion would lead and what it would mean moving forward after tonight.
    

    
      Sue and Aaron sat on the living room couch, their proximity and easy conversation making me increasingly uncomfortable. As they shared stories of their past, their laughter and camaraderie seemed almost too familiar for my liking.
    

    
      “So, Phil,” Aaron said with a mischievous glint in his eye as we all sat back down, “Sue tells me you know all about me and our history. I hope you really are okay with us talking and you’re not just being polite?”
    

    
      “I’m cool,” I nodded, taking a long sip of my beer to steady my nerves. “And yes, Sue’s told me all about your time together.”
    

    
      As we settled back into the living room, the conversation flowed between us, though an underlying tension lingered in the air. Aaron, who had clearly grown more comfortable with my presence, leaned forward, fixing me with an inquisitive gaze.
    

    
      “Sue tells me you’re well aware of our history,” he said, a wry smile playing on his lips. “I hope you don’t mind us reminiscing about the old days.”
    

    
      I offered a nod, attempting to mask my discomfort with a casual tone. “I understand that people have pasts, and it’s natural to talk about them. Besides, it’s healthy for me to learn more about Sue’s life before we met.”
    

    
      “Absolutely,” Aaron’s eyes glinted mischievously again as he leaned in closer, lowering his voice as if sharing a secret. “Sue told me that you were interested in mine and Sue’s fondness for taking naughty photos in the past.”
    

    
      My heart skipped a beat and I sat back in my seat, trying to conceal my anxiety at how fast this was all going. “It’s… interesting,” I replied, struggling to keep my tone casual. “I suppose it’s not uncommon for couples to take dirty pictures. “
    

    
      Aaron’s grin widened as he seemed to sense my unease. “Exactly. It’s all in good fun, right? Speaking of naughty photos, Sue mentioned something to me at the pub. She said you two have taken some recently too.”
    

    
      I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment, not expecting our own private moments to be a topic of conversation tonight. Sue, who had been sitting quietly beside Aaron, gave me a reassuring smile.
    

    
      “Yeah, we did,” she admitted, her voice tinged with a hint of playfulness. “It was just a bit of fun, wasn’t it, Phil? We wanted to try something new.”
    

    
      Aaron’s curiosity was palpable as he leaned back, his eyes locking onto mine. “Mind showing us? I’m interested to see how much Sue’s body has changed since our younger days.”
    

    
      The request hung in the air, a weighty pause settling between us. I couldn’t help but feel trapped in an uncomfortable situation, caught between my wife’s past and the curiosity of her former lover.
    

    
      I couldn’t hide the unease that continued to gnaw at me, but before I could acknowledge his request. Sue shifted in her seat, reaching down into the handbag which she’d taken out with her and pulling out the envelope containing the photos, a mixture of excitement and curiosity dancing in her eyes.
    

    
      “We didn’t get a proper chance to look at these in the pub,” she explained, her voice soft and apologetic. “There were too many people around to look at more than a couple. So, I thought bringing Aaron here to reminisce and see how far we’ve come would be nice.”
    

    
      I stared at her, my mind racing. She’d taken the photos with her to show Aaron?
    

    
      Aaron, sitting beside her, chimed in, “But we don’t want to make you uncomfortable, Phil. If you’d rather we didn’t, just say the word.”
    

    
      Their consideration touched me, even though my mind was still wrestling with conflicting emotions. I gazed at the envelope of photographs in Sue’s hand, aware of the explicit content hidden within. It was a tangible reminder of the vivid experiences from her past that I had only glimpsed through her diaries and recounted stories. My curiosity battled with insecurity, and my heart pounded as I contemplated the decision ahead.
    

    
      I finally nodded, a mix of apprehension and curiosity in my voice. “Alright, let’s see them.”
    

    
      Sue’s face lit up with excitement as she handed me the envelope, her fingers brushing against mine in a tender gesture. “Thank you, Phil,” she whispered, her eyes filled with appreciation. “Do you want to get them out?”
    

    
      I sat on the sofa next to them both and Aaron shifted closer, clearly eager to revisit their shared history. Sue was on the other side of Aaron and she leaned over him, the air thick with anticipation as I carefully opened the envelope.
    

    
      As I pulled out the first photograph, Sue standing naked amidst a lush forest backdrop, her hair cascading down her back, my wife giggled. “We’ve all seen these. Get to the good stuff.”
    

    
      Aaron added with a chuckle, “She means get to the 
      really 
      dirty pictures.”
    

    
      I looked at the next picture, of Sue sucking Aaron’s dick and then continued to flip through the photographs until I got to the one of Sue and another woman, blonde and pretty, naked and wrapped around each other.
    

    
      “Zara,” Aaron reminisced. “Do you remember her?”
    

    
      “Of course I do,” she replied, her blue eyes lingering on the picture. “The first woman I ever played with.”
    

    
      “She was reluctant to sleep with another girl,” Aaron told me, his eyes finding mine for a moment before returning to the photograph in my hand. “But she agreed to do it for the art and once she got over her initial nervousness, she enjoyed it, didn’t you, Sue?”
    

    
      I glanced at my wife to see her cheeks aflame with embarrassment. “I didn’t think I had any lesbian tendencies,” she murmured quietly. “But once Zara and I were naked and she began touching me, it just happened.”
    

    
      “What happened to the rest of the photos?” Aaron asked as I turned to the next picture.
    

    
      “Mum destroyed most of them,” Sue replied, looking down at the image in front of us now, of her being fucked from behind by someone that wasn’t Aaron. “These were the only ones I managed to save.”
    

    
      “Who’s that?” I asked, looking at the girthy dick penetrating my wife in the photograph.
    

    
      “Dean,” Aaron shrugged. “A friend of mine. Sue had already slept with Ben — my other photographer friend — a few times by then — and wanted to try someone new.”
    

    
      “Dean was amazing,” Sue sighed. “What a night that was. He made me cum so many times.”
    

    
      My dick was rock-hard, trying to force its way out of my jeans, despite the intense feeling of jealousy that was burning deep inside at that point. Sue was my wife, but her openness with Aaron, and the shared history they had — that seemed to include lots of different people, new names, new information — all added together to make me feel almost like an intruder in their secrets.
    

    
      We looked at more photos including the man holding the riding crop to her backside, who Aaron introduced as Anton, a kinky friend of his that Sue spent some time with during her more experimental phase and then eventually, we got to the pictures of Sue and one other woman with the large group of men.
    

    
      “Okay,” Sue said, putting her hand across Aaron to retrieve the photos from my grasp for a moment. She held them to her chest protectively. “Phil, I should have told you about this and I haven’t yet. I’m not sure you’re ready to hear this.”
    

    
      “You were with a group of men,” I said slowly, pretending I’d seen the picture for the first time. “And a woman.”
    

    
      “Lisa,” Aaron added her name. “She was Sue’s best friend at the time.”
    

    
      “Yes, she was,” my wife nodded, her face a mask of shame. “We did a… what you might call…”
    

    
      “An orgy,” Aaron helped her out. “A gangbang. Whatever you want to call it. And it was one of the hottest nights of my entire life.”
    

    
      Sue’s bright blue eyes met mine as she gulped air, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Despite the drink, she was nervous about my reaction.
    

    
      “A… g-g-gangbang,” I stammered, scarcely able to believe we were talking about this so candidly. “So… How many, um… you know?”
    

    
      “How many… men?” Sue asked, her voice low, her cheeks still bright red. “I, um-”
    

    
      She turned to Aaron and their eyes met, then he realised she was asking him for help. “Oh, right,” he said, nodding. “Six, I think. Ben, Anton, Dean, Dean’s friend… I can’t recall his name. And me. And Lisa, of course.”
    

    
      “Did she… take them all?” I asked, meaning Lisa while also fishing for more information on Sue and what had happened that night in general.
    

    
      “We both did,” Sue said, so quietly that I could barely hear. She looked at me, her eyes wide. “I’m sorry, Phil. I was a slut. I never told you because-”
    

    
      “Because you were scared I’d think differently of you,” I finished for her and she nodded.
    

    
      “And do you?” My wife asked, a tremor in her voice.
    

    
      “No,” I shook my head. All this new information did make me think differently about Sue, but not in a derogatory or worse way. However, I wasn’t going to say that in front of Aaron.
    

    
      Sue’s ex, sensing the tension, leaned closer and posed a question to change the subject. “Sue mentioned that since the subject of the pictures came up, you two have taken some intimate photos as well. Since you’ve seen mine, maybe it’d be fun to see yours?”
    

    
      The request hung in the air, and I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing. Sue had been open about her past, and I felt a sense of responsibility to reciprocate. Yet, the thought of sharing our private moments with Aaron, of laying bare the intimate details of our relationship, filled me with a mix of excitement and trepidation.
    

    
      Sue cleared her throat, her expression lightening. “I told him you might show him. It’s nothing he hasn’t seen before.”
    

    
      “Do you want to?” I felt my stomach twist into a knot at the thought but Sue reached across across and stroked my knee.
    

    
      “You’ve shown Dale,” she pointed out.
    

    
      “The guy in the pub?” Aaron asked and when I nodded, he laughed. “I saw you showing him something. I only caught a brief glimpse but I wondered if it might be Sue.”
    

    
      Before Sue could question when this happened, I breathed out heavily and nodded, my voice a mix of anticipation and vulnerability. “Alright, Aaron. I guess I’m willing to share. Seeing as we’re all being so open about things.”
    

    
      I reached for my phone, fingers trembling slightly as I unlocked it and navigated to the gallery where the pictures were stored. The images we had taken together were intimate, revealing, and deeply personal, and I couldn’t help but wonder how Aaron would react.
    

    
      As I handed my phone to Aaron, he took it with a knowing grin, his eyes scanning the screen. The first photograph he doubled-tapped on was one of the most intimate — Sue’s lips wrapped around my cock. He swiped to the next photo, of my wife with her legs spread wide as she touched herself, and then the photos of her straddling me, riding my cock, my shaft buried in her shaved pussy.
    

    
      Sue also watched her ex’s reaction closely, her own curiosity apparent. It was a moment of vulnerability, a sharing of our most intimate moments with a man from her past.
    

    
      Aaron’s eyes lingered on the images, his expression a mix of arousal and appreciation. He nodded approvingly, his tone low and appreciative as he handed my phone back to me. “Not bad photos at all. You two certainly know how to capture the heat of the moment.”
    

    
      Sue, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment, stroked my knee again, silently thanking me for sharing our private moments. It was a step towards transparency, a gesture of trust, and I couldn’t deny the complex emotions that swirled within me. I felt strange. Another man — Sue’s ex — was looking at my cock, looking at me fuck my wife, who he used to do the same to, years ago. It was weird that I wasn’t the first man that he’d seen fuck her. This entire situation was surreal and strange and yet my cock was throbbing, hard and painful in my shorts.
    

    
      Aaron’s gaze lingered on the explicit photos of Sue as he swiped through them again, and then, as he handed my phone back to me, he couldn’t help but offer his candid observations.
    

    
      “You know, Sue,” he said, a playful glint in his eye, “your body looks just as good as it did back then. Your breasts look firm, and, well, your pussy is quite the change from the past.” He leaned closer to her, his tone low and filled with desire. “It’s shaved now, huh? Looks different, but I have to say, it’s a damn sexy look on you.”
    

    
      Sue blushed at his comments, her cheeks tinged with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. It was clear that Aaron’s presence and his intimate knowledge of her past had stirred up a whirlwind of emotions within her, just as it had inside me.
    

    
      I couldn’t help but feel like a spectator in my own life, caught between the complex dynamics of the past and the present. The evening had taken yet another unexpected turn, and as Aaron and Sue continued to reconnect, I couldn’t shake the feeling that our relationship had ventured into uncharted territory, where boundaries were beginning to blur as everyone’s emotions were stirred more and more.
    

    
      “It’s kind of hot in here,” Sue said, her voice thick with arousal. She paused for a moment, undoing the top button of her white shirt, then a second and a third, showing a healthy amount of cleavage. “You know, maybe we could try something.”
    

    
      “Try something?” I asked, my pulse quickening. I could feel the blood rushing in my temples. What was she going to suggest? “Like what?”
    

    
      “Do you know what would really turn me on?” she said, undoing one more button so that the cups of her white bra were on show. “Maybe I’m taking this too far, but it feels kind of right.”
    

    
      “What?” I asked again, watching as she stood up, biting her lip as she looked at the two of us, Aaron and I, sitting on the sofa, looking up at her. “What feels right?”
    

    
      “Aaron’s a photographer,” she chewed her lip nervously, “What about if we let him take some photos of us? In bed. Having sex. Tonight.”
    

    
      “I would fucking love that,” her ex said from beside me as I stared at my wife in shock as she undid the final few buttons of her shirt, letting it fall open.
    

    
      “N-now?” I stammered.
    

    
      “Right now.”
    

    
      With that, Sue removed the shirt, tossing it to the floor and walking away in the direction of the staircase and the bedroom above us.
    

    
      Chapter 7
    

    
      
    

    
      Sue’s shirt lay discarded on the floor, and I watched in a mixture of awe and uncertainty as she disappeared upstairs towards our bedroom. The proposition she had just laid before us hung in the air, electrifying the atmosphere with anticipation and desire. My heart raced, and I turned to Aaron, whose eyes were fixated on Sue’s retreating figure. “Did she just… suggest what I think she did?”
    

    
      Aaron grinned mischievously, a glint of excitement in his eyes. “I believe she did, mate.”
    

    
      A rush of conflicting emotions swirled within me. The thought of allowing Aaron to capture the moment through the lens of a camera while we made love both excited and unnerved me. It was an offer that held a tantalizing allure, a chance to push our sexual boundaries further than ever before, but also the potential to change our relationship. Why was I even contemplating this? It was insane.
    

    
      “So what do you think, Phil?” Aaron asked, his voice filled with understanding. “It’s entirely up to you.”
    

    
      I took a deep breath, my mind racing as I considered the possibilities. Sue’s bold suggestion had ignited a fire within me, and I couldn’t deny the intoxicating arousal that coursed through my veins. It was an opportunity to explore new depths of our desires and trust in each other.
    

    
      With a non-committal shrug, I replied, “I need to talk to her.”
    

    
      Aaron nodded, clearly excited by the prospect but understanding of my hesitation. “I think it best to not keep her waiting.”
    

    
      I ascended the staircase, my footsteps echoing in the dimly lit hallway. As I reached our bedroom, a soft glow spilled from the bedside lamp, and I saw Sue, lying on our bed, looking radiant, her eyes shimmering with desire. She’d taken off her jeans, so was in just her white bra and panties and her body beckoned to me, and as we entered the room, I felt a mixture of anticipation and vulnerability wash over me.
    

    
      She extended a hand towards me, a sultry smile playing on her lips. “Don’t be shy, Phil.”
    

    
      I approached the bed, but stopped short of letting her take my hand. “Sue, I don’t know about this. You’re drunk and-”
    

    
      “I’m not drunk,” she replied. “I’ve had a few drinks and I’m… relaxed, I guess you could say. I’m also incredibly horny. Didn’t it excite you, looking at those old photos with Aaron?”
    

    
      “Yes,” I admitted. “But this is a big step. Letting someone into our bedroom. Allowing them to watch us have sex. This is something we should talk about.”
    

    
      “If we talk about it,” 
      Sue shook her head, her long, brunette waves shimmering in the half-light of the dim lamp, “
      We’ll talk ourselves out of it. Live a little, Phil. Do this for me. If it’s weird, we can stop and pretend it never happened.”
    

    
      I hadn’t heard him join us in the bedroom, but when I looked over my shoulder, Aaron, ever the photographer, already had his phone out. taking pictures of Sue in her underwear on the bed.
    

    
      “Aaron, can you wait?” I said, aware of the stress and irritation in my voice at his presumptuous behaviour.
    

    
      “Sure,” he nodded, sliding the phone into his pocket while keeping his eyes trained on my wife’s almost naked body.
    

    
      “Aaron’s seen it all before,” Sue murmured, her gaze fixed on me. “Don’t be nervous, Phil. I know you enjoyed seeing me in those photos. This is a chance to explore that further. It’s an opportunity to explore our desires and see if it’s something we could enjoy together.”
    

    
      Her words offered reassurance, and I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. She was right but it was all happening too fast. While she waited for me to make a decision, she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, tossing it to the floor, her large breasts on show to both me and Aaron. My cock was rock-hard in my shorts.
    

    
      Sue shimmied out of her panties, her bald pussy mound on display as she resettled on the bed, the panties next to the bra, discarded on the floor. Her fully naked body glistened in the soft lamplight as I stood at the precipice of a decision, the tension palpable in the air. Aaron, ever the silent observer, watched with eager anticipation, his camera phone now tucked away. Sue, her eyes locked onto mine, extended a hand towards me again, beckoning me closer.
    

    
      “Phil,” she whispered, her voice a sultry melody that hung in the room. “I know this is new and uncertain, but trust me. It could be incredible. Don’t be nervous. Don’t you want me?”
    

    
      I hesitated, caught between the fear of the unknown and the allure of exploring this uncharted territory with my wife. “Of course I want you,” I replied.
    

    
      Sue, her body radiating desire, reached out to touch my chest, her fingers tracing a path over my skin through the thin T-shirt I wore. Then her hand reached the button of my jeans and she tugged at it, popping it open. “Let go of your reservations,” she urged, her voice a gentle caress. “Give this a chance. For me.”
    

    
      Aaron, still silently watching, seemed to understand the gravity of the moment. He didn’t intrude with words, letting Sue’s persuasive voice guide me. My heart pounded in my chest, my arousal evident, but my doubts still lingered as she drew down my zipper and then my jeans, before sliding a hand inside my shorts to take hold of my erection.
    

    
      “But what if it changes us?” I asked, my voice trembling with vulnerability.
    

    
      Sue’s gaze softened but her hand started to work my cock and she pulled my shorts down with the other hand, so she could wank me off better. “Our love is strong, right? Trust me.”
    

    
      Her words worked their magic, dispelling my reservations, and I leaned down to kiss her, our lips meeting with a fiery intensity that had been building since the evening began. Our tongues danced in a sensual tango, and I felt the electric connection between us ignite once more as her hand pulled on my cock urgently.
    

    
      Sue broke the kiss, her breath heavy with desire. “Let’s do this, Phil,” she whispered, her voice a seductive promise. “Let’s show Aaron just how incredible our love is. Fuck me.”
    

    
      I nodded, my resolve firm now, and I shed my inhibitions along with the rest of my clothes. Once I was naked, I joined Sue on the bed, glancing at Aaron, ever the observer, who was watching with a mixture of admiration and desire, his own erection obvious through his trousers, tented at the front.
    

    
      Sue guided me between her legs, pulling me down so that my body pressed against hers, skin against skin. We kissed and caressed each other, the room filled with the sound of our heavy breathing combined and the rustle of the sheets beneath us but as I touched the head of my dick to her smooth slit, she stopped me.
    

    
      “Let Aaron get a picture of it going in,” Sue murmured, her lips brushing against my earlobe.
    

    
      I looked over at Aaron, who had his phone ready once more. His eyes met mine, filled with understanding, and he moved closer, holding the phone just inches from where my cock was resting against Sue’s shaved pussy, her legs open so he could see.
    

    
      The sound of the camera clicking as he took pictures added to the intensity of the moment, as I pushed the head in, and then slowly moved further until I was all the way inside. Sue’s moans of pleasure filled the room, mingling with the soft clicks of the camera as I slowly moved in and out, keeping our bodies apart enough for Aaron to be able to see the wetness on my shaft and capture it on his camera.
    

    
      As our bodies moved in harmony, the sensations building, Sue’s eyes locked onto mine, a look of arousal on her face that I hadn’t seen in a long time. But as I started to fuck her faster, moving to a more comfortable position as Aaron circled the bed, capturing us from different angles, the intensity of the situation overcame me and I felt my climax building way too fast.
    

    
      I couldn’t stop myself from thrusting into her fast and hard, making Sue cry out and then within mere moments, my muscles tensed, a wave of ecstasy ripping through me and I pulled out, unable to stop several jets of cum from exploding over Sue’s belly.
    

    
      “Shit,” I sighed, embarrassed at how quickly I’d cum. “I couldn’t help it. I’m sorry.”
    

    
      Aaron, still holding his camera phone, stepped back and admired the view. “That was fucking sexy to watch,” he said with a grin.
    

    
      Sue looked down at her sticky belly and then glanced at me with a playful pout. “Wow, Phil. That didn’t take long. Were you that turned on?”
    

    
      I nodded. There was no point in denying it. I reached down to collect my clothes and cover myself. My dick was flaccid already and I realised how small it looked, compared to the men in the old photos with Sue.
    

    
      “It was good while it lasted,” Sue smiled at me, watching me get dressed. “I’m still horny though.”
    

    
      I recognized her frustration and couldn’t deny my own lingering arousal, despite my spent cock. Aaron, ever the provocateur, chimed in, “Well, we can’t leave you like this, can we, Sue?”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes sparkled with desire as she nodded. “No, we can’t. Phil, would you mind if I… you know, took care of myself?”
    

    
      I hesitated for a moment, considering the idea. It was an unconventional situation, but the thought of watching Sue pleasure herself was undeniably enticing. “I don’t mind,” I finally replied, my curiosity and arousal winning over my reservations. “We’ve come this far. I don’t suppose you masturbating makes much difference.”
    

    
      Sue didn’t waste any time; she propped herself up on the pillows, her fingers trailing down her body to the apex of her desire. She began to touch herself, her movements slow and sensual, and Aaron, camera in hand once again, captured every intimate detail, getting close enough to kneel on the bed between her legs, preserving the moment for us to enjoy later.
    

    
      As we watched Sue bring herself to climax, I couldn’t help but feel a mixture of desire and admiration. Her moans filled the room, and I could see the ecstasy building in her eyes. It was an intensely intimate moment, and I realized that we were exploring the boundaries of our desires in ways we had never imagined.
    

    
      After she orgasmed, her body trembling with the force of her release, Sue sighed loudly, then turned to me with a seductive smile. “Your turn, Phil. Would you like to try taking some photos of me?”
    

    
      I was taken aback by the suggestion. “Aren’t you done? If you want to play with yourself some more… I guess I could give it a try,” I replied tentatively.
    

    
      Sue’s smile widened, and she turned to Aaron, who was still watching with keen interest, sitting next to my naked wife. “Aaron, do you want to… Maybe… Do something? Phil wants to try taking some pictures.”
    

    
      Aaron, always open to new experiences, nodded with a sly grin. “Sure, why not? Just for this one-off.”
    

    
      Wait. What? The idea of Aaron doing something to Sue while I took photos was shocking and yet strangely thrilling. But it was taking it a step too far.
    

    
      “Hold on,” I said to the pair of them on the bed. “What are you suggesting, Sue? You want to cheat on me?”
    

    
      Sue turned her attention back to me, her voice soft and reassuring. 
      “Phil, it’s not what you think. It’s just a one-off, something to try. I’ve been with Aaron before, you know that. It’s not cheating if you consent to it.”
    

    
      I couldn’t hide the conflict in my expression. “What we did was fun but this feels… different. I don’t know if I can handle it.”
    

    
      Sue reached out and took my hand, her eyes locking onto mine with a mixture of desire and love. “Phil, I love you. This won’t change anything between us. It’s just about exploring our desires and trying something new. If at any moment you feel uncomfortable, we’ll stop, no hard feelings.”
    

    
      My mind raced, torn between the desire to please Sue and the fear of what this could mean for our relationship. She continued, her voice gentle and persuasive, “Let’s start small. I’ll just… suck Aaron. Nothing more. And if you don’t want to continue, we won’t. It’s all up to you, Phil.”
    

    
      She stood, her body looking sexily in the low light with my cum dribbling down her lower abdomen. She came over and leaned in close to me, her lips brushing against mine. “Please, let me try this. It won’t affect our marriage, moving forward. I promise. It’s just a one-time thing, a fantasy we can explore together. Just to see if you like it.”
    

    
      I hesitated, my emotions in turmoil. The thought of Sue being intimate with another man right in front of me was both thrilling and frightening. But her reassurance and her promise that it wouldn’t jeopardize our marriage were enough for me to at least consider it.
    

    
      “You said you want me to get closure,” Sue said, stepping back to the bed and sitting on the edge. next to the waiting Aaron. “This… Living out my past… It’s a kind of closure.”
    

    
      I still hesitated, my heart thudding in my chest. How had we come to this?
    

    
      “Phil, I’m begging you. Please.” Her large blue eyes implored me as I stared at her.
    

    
      “Okay,” I finally conceded, my voice filled with uncertainty. “But only if you promise it won’t change anything between us, Sue.”
    

    
      Sue smiled warmly, her eyes filled with gratitude and desire. “I promise, Phil. It’s just a one-time fantasy, nothing more.”
    

    
      With my consent granted, Sue and Aaron shared a knowing glance and then her ex stood, peeling off his shirt. Sue didn’t hesitate, undoing his zipper and helping him lower his shorts and trousers so that his long, thick cock stood out proudly in front of him.
    

    
      My heart raced as I fumbled for my phone, needing something to occupy my hands as I watched the surreal scene unfold before me. I began taking photos as Sue knelt before Aaron, her lips brushing against his shaft, her mouth enveloping the large, hard tip with a sensuous hunger, just as it had all those years ago.
    

    
      Sue was skilled, her head bobbing slowly but rhythmically as she pleasured Aaron, her tongue and lips working in harmony. The room filled with the wet, sloppy sounds of her soft moans and his quiet gasps of pleasure. It was both erotic and unsettling to watch, a mix of desire and jealousy warring within me.
    

    
      “Fuck,” he groaned as she took him fully in her mouth, holding him there while I took photos of the surreal moment, “She’s even better than she was. You’ve trained her well, Phil.”
    

    
      I couldn’t find any words to reply so I just kept taking pictures as she sucked him until, after a tantalizingly long session, Sue pulled away finally, her lips glistening with his pre-cum. She looked at me, her blue eyes filled with a lustful hunger that sent shivers down my spine. “I want him to make love to me, Phil. Just this once.”
    

    
      My heart pounded in my chest as I weighed the decision. The uncertainty and doubts still lingered, but I was so turned on by the intensity of the moment that I found myself agreeing. “Okay.”
    

    
      Sue’s smile was both grateful and seductive as she motioned for Aaron to join her on the bed. I continued to take photos as she lay on her back and spread her thighs for him, then they came together, his dick thrusting into her expertly and quickly, their bodies moving with a passionate urgency before I could even take in what was happening in front of me. My wife was having sex with her ex-boyfriend. It sunk in suddenly but there was no way of stopping it now.
    

    
      Aaron was skilled and experienced, and he knew how to pleasure Sue in ways that left her gasping for more, thrusting his larger cock into her fully, his body thudding against hers powerfully and purposefully. As they continued to make love, I switched from photo mode to video mode, capturing the sounds as well as the images. Sue’s increasing moans of ecstasy and Aaron’s deep grunts as he pushed into her hard and fast. It was a raw, intimate display of desire, and my camera captured every moment, every expression, every embrace.
    

    
      Then 
      Aaron’s large, thick cock brought Sue to climax effortlessly, her cries of pleasure filling the air and her thighs quivering as her orgasm rippled through her.
       It was a sight to behold, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of emotions — arousal, jealousy, but also a strange sense of complicity.
    

    
      Finally, after a long and intense session, Aaron climaxed, pulling out quickly, and straddling her chest, he released his desire onto Sue’s face as I photographed the moment. The room was charged with a palpable tension as they both caught their breath, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of awkwardness settle in as he finished squeezing out the last few drops of his cum onto my wife’s chin.
    

    
      “That was fucking amazing,” Sue moaned softly, closing her legs as Aaron dismounted from the bed, his cock in his hand, still stroking himself gently. “Did you get plenty of pictures?”
    

    
      “I videoed it too,” I told her, struggling to find my voice because of an overpowering sense of shame and regret at what we’d just done. I couldn’t show it. Sue would be upset.
    

    
      Aaron, ever the considerate one, quickly dressed and left the room to visit the bathroom, giving Sue and me the space to process what had just happened. As he closed the door behind him, I turned to Sue, uncertainty and questions still swirling in my mind.
    

    
      “I can’t believe what just happened,” Sue murmured, wiping the cum from her face on the bedsheet before standing and walking over to me. I took her in my arms, feeling the warmth of her against me. She was still my wife. What had just happened didn’t change that. But I knew that nothing would be the same now. The sanctity of our marriage was gone. What had we done?
    

    
      “I think we should have talked about it more,” I said, sitting on the bed, my knees suddenly feeling weak.
    

    
      “You didn’t enjoy it?” Sue asked, sitting on my knee and looping an arm around my shoulder. “The way you responded to seeing the photos and hearing me read my diaries… I thought this would be a massive turn-on for you. I thought it would help you to understand why I used to love doing this sort of thing with Aaron back then.”
    

    
      “I better go,” Aaron said, standing in the bedroom doorway after his trip to get cleaned up. “I’ll let you guys work through this. Call me in a few days. Maybe we could do this again.”
    

    
      “Sure,” Sue nodded. “Thanks for a fun night.”
    

    
      We listened as Aaron headed downstairs and then we heard the front door close behind him.
    

    
      “You’ve had sex with another man,” I said softly, trying to reconcile what had happened to myself as much as anything. “We’re married, Sue. It’s not like when you were young and single. This is huge. I don’t know how to deal with it yet.”
    

    
      “Aaron isn’t a stranger,” Sue replied equally quietly, shifting on my knee, making me conscious of her nudity as my arm brushed against her breasts. “I had a lot of sex with him in the past. It’s nothing that he and I haven’t done before. I thought that would… Make it easier, I guess.”
    

    
      “Maybe,” I sighed, my mind still spinning at the events of tonight. “I just didn’t expect any of this.”
    

    
      “You told me to go and see him,” Sue replied, pushing her hair back from her eyes and gazing at me. “I thought you were encouraging me… To do something like this.”
    

    
      “I don’t know what I was doing,” I shook my head. “I love you. This is just a lot to take in right now.”
    

    
      We sat there for a moment, the only sound in the room was our soft breathing as we both reflected on the situation for a moment.
    

    
      “Susan?” The sound of Irene’s voice broke the quiet and Sue quickly grabbed the bedsheets, wrapping them around herself before replying.
    

    
      “Mum?” she called out, as my mother-in-law peeked her head around the edge of the door, peering inside. “What’s wrong?”
    

    
      Irene took a step forward. She was wearing a thin dressing gown that clung to her body as she stood staring at us both.
    

    
      “I just saw… Him… Aaron, leaving the house.” Irene scowled at us both fiercely. “What the hell was he doing here?”
    

    
      Sue and I turned, staring at each other for a long moment.
    

    
      Shit.
    

    
      How did we explain this?
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