
    
      Chapter 1
    

    
      The room seemed to shrink around us as we grappled with Irene’s probing gaze. Sue’s grip on the bedsheets tightened, a futile attempt to hide the lingering traces of our recent escapade, while I sat there, struggling to find words that could navigate the labyrinth of our actions.
    

    
      “What was Aaron doing here?”
    

    
      Irene’s scowl deepened as she awaited an answer, her patience wearing thin. It was clear that she wasn’t willing to let this slide without an explanation. Her nipples stiffened in the cool night air, poking through the thin fabric of her dressing gown but my mind was in too much of a whirl to pay attention.
    

    
      Sue was the first to break the silence, her voice wavering as she attempted to weave a tale that could obscure the truth. “Mum, it’s not what you think,” she began, her eyes pleading for understanding. “Aaron… I ran into him at the pub, and, well, I thought it was best to bring him home to clarify some things with Phil.”
    

    
      Irene’s skepticism was palpable as she arched an eyebrow, her arms folded across her chest, covering her shapely bosom. “Clarify what, exactly?”
    

    
      Sue hesitated, her gaze darting to me before returning to Irene. “Our past, Mum. Phil and I thought it was time to address my history. The things I’ve never told him… with Aaron. I thought if we talked, we could move forward.”
    

    
      Irene’s eyes bore into Sue’s, her intuition far keener than we had anticipated. “It’s obvious you’ve had sex,” she stated bluntly, her voice tinged with disappointment. “Don’t think you can fool me, Susan. What was it? A full threesome, like you used to do before?”
    

    
      The tension in the room was stifling, and I found myself caught in the crossfire of a confrontation I had never anticipated. My own guilt weighed heavily on me, and it was clear that Irene hadn’t bought Sue’s hastily constructed narrative. She knew too much.
    

    
      Sue, her composure faltering, attempted to salvage the situation. “Mum, we’re just trying to be honest with each other, to clear the air,” she said, her voice trembling. “I didn’t want secrets between us any longer.”
    

    
      Irene’s scowl deepened, and she regarded us both with a piercing gaze. “You’re playing with fire, both of you,” she admonished. “Involving Aaron in your lives like this, it’s dangerous. Come on, we’ve all known him for a long time, and he’s bad news. If you’re not careful, you could risk your marriage.”
    

    
      Sue’s discomfort mirrored my own and she simply sat there, with the covers wrapped around her in silence, pondering on what to reply to that. We’d been caught and there was no easy way out of this now.
    

    
      With a final, disapproving look, Irene stormed out of the room, leaving Sue and me in a dishevelled state of disarray. The weight of the unspoken truth hung heavy in the air, and Sue turned to me, her eyes pleading for understanding.
    

    
      “I don’t understand why Mum reacted like that,” Sue murmured, her voice tinged with frustration.
    

    
      “What do you mean?” I asked. “Isn’t it obvious? She’s worried that we’ve done something stupid. Plus, she might still have feelings about Aaron and everything that happened. Seeing him again might have brought them to the surface.”
    

    
      “Fuck,” Sue cursed, then picked up her phone from the bedside cabinet and started typing a message to someone.
    

    
      “What are you doing?”
    

    
      “Telling Aaron that mum saw him leave,” she explained. She must have taken his number during the evening. “Just in case she does something crazy.”
    

    
      “Crazy?” I frowned as she typed in her message and then hit send. “Like what?”
    

    
      “I don’t know,” Sue sighed, then she pulled the covers over herself and after lying back down in bed, closed her eyes. “Let’s get some sleep. I’m tired.”
    

    
      Her sudden change in mood caught me by surprise, but to be honest, my own mood had changed too. I felt intensely regretful at what had happened tonight. Not only had my wife slept with someone else, but I’d watched and joined in. I’d enjoyed it — to my shame — but that didn’t change the fact that our marriage would never be the same now. Sue had been with another man. That changed things.
    

    
      “Shouldn’t we talk about things?” I said softly, lying next to her and wrapping her in my arms.
    

    
      “Tomorrow,” she sighed without turning to look at me. “We’ll talk tomorrow. I need time to think.”
    

    
      ***
    

    
      The morning sunlight filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the bedroom. Sue lay beside me, already awake, her expression reflecting the uncertainty that had hung in the air since Irene’s abrupt departure last night. We got up and made a coffee, an awkward silence hanging over us until finally, Sue turned to me, her blue eyes searching for answers.
    

    
      “Phil, I don’t get something,” she said, her voice slow and deliberate. “Something about last night.”
    

    
      “What?” I said, shifting in my chair and putting my coffee cup down on the kitchen table to look at her.
    

    
      “Mum didn’t question you about Aaron at all,” my wife said, taking a sip from her hot cup and setting it down opposite mine. “It’s like Mum knew that you knew about Aaron. Am I missing something? I feel like I’m missing something”
    

    
      I sighed heavily, the weight of my own actions bearing down on me. I needed to come clean.
    

    
      “Sue, there’s something I need to tell you.” I hesitated, unsure of how to broach the subject that had led us to this point. “That first day, when we were moving your mum’s stuff…I saw some of your photos, the ones with Aaron, the ones you read from your diaries.”
    

    
      Sue’s face fell as my words hung in the air, heavy with betrayal. “You saw them?”
    

    
      I nodded, guilt washing over me. “Yes, I saw them, and it was wrong of me to invade your privacy like that. I’m sorry.”
    

    
      She pulled away from me, her expression a mix of anger and hurt. “So… wait, let me get this right. You’d already seen the photographs but you let me worry about it this whole time?”
    

    
      “I didn’t know what I was doing at the time,” I confessed, my own frustration bubbling to the surface. “I was confused, and I needed answers. I didn’t know how to ask you about Aaron, so I went behind your back and spoke to Irene about it. She caught me looking at the pictures. I’m not proud of it, Sue, but I was curious and didn’t know what to do.”
    

    
      Tension crackled in the air between us as the weight of our secrets and betrayals bore down on our fragile relationship. Sue’s voice trembled as she spoke, her anger evident. “So, Irene didn’t just blurt it out last night. You already knew.”
    

    
      I nodded, my admission a bitter pill to swallow. “Irene told me about Aaron before you even started to tell me.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes welled with tears as she looked at me, a mixture of hurt and disappointment in her gaze. “You could have at least let me explain, Phil. All you had to do was tell me you’d accidentally seen the photographs and ask me,” she said, her voice tight.
    

    
      “I know,” I whispered, the regret gnawing at me. “I should have, but I was scared and confused. Plus, how could I ask you? How does a husband ask his wife about her secret amateur pornography past?”
    

    
      “Pornography?” Sue’s eyes widened and I saw her jaw tighten with anger.
    

    
      “Well, that’s what it is,” I answered, refusing to back down. She was the one who had kept all of this from me through our entire marriage. “I never expected you to have that side to you. It was a shock.”
    

    
      The revelation hung in the air like a heavy fog, casting a suffocating pall over our once-intimate kitchen. The room, which had been witness to countless breakfasts and whispered confessions, now bore witness to an emotional reckoning. Sue’s eyes bore into mine, a fiery intensity that could sear through steel.
    

    
      “It was my past. You lied to me. You invaded my privacy,” she seethed, her voice quivering with a mixture of anger and hurt. “You went behind my back, betraying my trust to uncover my past, and then you let me stew in guilt and anxiety.”
    

    
      I felt the weight of her words pressing upon my chest like a vice, guilt gnawing at the edges of my conscience. “I had to find out, Sue. You’ve kept this from me for years. How else was I supposed to learn the truth?”
    

    
      Tears welled up in Sue’s eyes, her frustration threatening to overflow. “I was going to tell you, Phil. I was working up to it. But you had to go and ruin everything by involving Mum. You don’t know what you’ve done. This could cause us to fall out again.”
    

    
      A heavy silence filled the room, only broken by the distant hum of the refrigerator. I could feel the tension between us crackling like electricity, sparks of anger and regret igniting our confrontation.
    

    
      “What about last night, Sue?” I continued, my voice laced with accusation. “Was that your way of telling me? Bringing home so you could fuck him again?”
    

    
      Sue’s face twisted with a mixture of emotions, hurt and anger warring within her. “How dare you say that? Do you think I wanted it to happen like that? It was a mistake, Phil, a drunken mistake! Things got out of hand.”
    

    
      “Yeah right,” I said bitterly. I couldn’t restrain the tempest of emotions that raged within me any longer. My frustration and regret surged, compelling me to confront her further. “A mistake? Or an excuse to relive what you’ve missed all these years? Maybe Aaron’s better in bed than I am.”
    

    
      The words hung in the air, a tense silence following the bitter accusation. Sue’s face paled, her eyes brimming with hurt, a profound sense of betrayal mirrored in her gaze.
    

    
      “Maybe I have missed the kind of sex I used to have with Aaron,” she said, lifting her chin and challenging me with her gaze. “Maybe I missed his big cock.”
    

    
      “Oh, right,” I said, laughing despite the twisting feeling in my gut. “Now the truth’s coming out.”
    

    
      “Phil, I didn’t mean that,” she uttered, her voice breaking with remorse as I stood up sharply and walked out of the kitchen. “I was angry, and I said something I didn’t mean.”
    

    
      The damage had been done, and the weight of my own words pressed upon us like an unyielding burden. Hurt and anger had pushed us to a breaking point, and neither of us could retract the venomous words we’d unleashed.
    

    
      “Sue, perhaps we need some time apart,” I suggested, my voice heavy with the regret of our fractured relationship as she followed me upstairs and into the bedroom.
    

    
      “What?” she said, surprise in her eyes. “Are you being serious?”
    

    
      “I told you to see Aaron,” I replied, making my decision and beginning to stuff some clothes into an overnight bag. “I didn’t tell you to fuck him.”
    

    
      “You didn’t stop it,” she replied, her hands on her hips as she watched me get dressed after filling the bag with what I needed. “You could have stopped it at any time but you didn’t.”
    

    
      “You wouldn’t have stopped,” I shook my head. “It was too far gone. This is what you wanted all along.”
    

    
      “You’re overreacting,” Sue said but her expression was one of annoyance, not regret. Did she really think she’d done nothing wrong?
    

    
      “You fucked your ex,” I sighed, feeling a sense of calm wash over me as I stood and walked past her. “That changes things, whether I was complicit or not. I need time to think.”
    

    
      “Phil, if you walk out now-”
    

    
      “No, Sue,” I said, interrupting her as I reached the front door, pausing as I made to walk out. “I can’t keep living like this, not knowing what’s real and what’s a lie. I need time.”
    

    
      Tears streamed down Sue’s cheeks as she nodded, her voice choked with emotion, and then she found her resolve, her eyes steely as she gazed at me. “Fine… maybe it’s for the best that you go. Maybe I need some time to work out what I want too.”
    

    
      I didn’t want to wonder what she meant by that, so with a heavy heart, I left and got into the car, the weight of our shattered relationship heavy on my shoulders. Our once-unshakable bond had reached its breaking point, and I knew that I needed time to reflect on where we stood. I didn’t know where to go at first. My mind was racing, my heart was thumping violently in my chest.
    

    
      Then I had an idea. I still owed Dale an explanation for the events in the pub when Aaron had interrupted me while showing him the photos of Sue and me. Perhaps he’d let me sleep on his sofa for a few nights.
    

    
      Turning the engine on, I pulled away, leaving Sue behind in a house now haunted by memories and regrets.
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 2
    

    
      The morning sun spilled through the curtains of Dale’s spare room, casting a warm, golden hue across the walls. I lay there, still bleary-eyed from a restless night’s sleep, trying to make sense of the turmoil that had brought me to this unfamiliar place.
    

    
      Dale had been a true friend, offering me a sanctuary in his home after the bitter argument with Sue. Jenny, his girlfriend, had been equally accommodating, assuring me that I could stay for a week or two until I figured things out with Sue or found a more permanent solution. But as I stared at the ceiling, the weight of our shattered relationship pressed upon me like a leaden shroud.
    

    
      My phone buzzed on the bedside table, rousing me from my thoughts. I reached for it and saw a message from Sue. My heart clenched with a mixture of hope and trepidation. Perhaps she wanted to talk, to find a way back to each other. Was that what I even wanted? She’d fucked her ex-boyfriend and her arguments that I’d encouraged it did nothing to lessen the fact.
    

    
      The message was brief and to the point: “We need time apart, I agree. Please respect that but I’m just checking to see if you’re okay.”
    

    
      The words felt like a punch to the gut, a confirmation of the chasm that had opened up between us. Sue’s decision echoed in my mind, a painful reminder of our fractured bond but at the same time, she was concerned for me.
    

    
      I sighed heavily, my heart heavy with regret. It was the right decision, of which I had no doubt, but it didn’t make it any easier to accept. I had sought refuge in Dale’s spare room, but it was no sanctuary from my upset emotions. I texted her back that I was okay and staying with Dale for a few days while I got my head into a good place, then, with a heavy heart, I got out of bed and went downstairs to find Dale and Jenny in the kitchen, preparing breakfast. Their cheerful banter contrasted sharply with the storm raging inside me.
    

    
      “Morning, mate,” Dale greeted me with a smile as if nothing was amiss in my life. “You slept in, huh?”
    

    
      “Yeah, I took the day off work,” I muttered, taking a seat at the kitchen table. “I did get a message from Sue.”
    

    
      Dale and Jenny exchanged a knowing glance, their expressions filled with sympathy. They didn’t know the precise details that had brought me here, and they had opened their home to me without judgment.
    

    
      “She asked how I was but said she wants time apart,” I continued, my voice heavy with resignation. “I don’t blame her, after everything that’s happened.”
    

    
      Jenny didn’t ask for any information. She simply placed a plate of scrambled eggs and toast in front of me, a comforting gesture that spoke volumes. “Give it time, Phil,” she said softly. “Sometimes, a little distance can help gain perspective.”
    

    
      I nodded, my appetite nonexistent in the face of my emotional troubles. I’d been the one to suggest time apart, but now that it was a reality, it weighed on me like an anchor.
    

    
      That day and the next, I settled into a routine at Dale and Jenny’s place. I kept myself occupied at work during the following day, trying to distract myself from the constant gnawing at my thoughts. But the nights were the hardest, the silence of the spare room a stark reminder of the void that Sue had left in my life.
    

    
      The following evening, as I sat alone in the living room, Dale approached me, a concerned look in his eyes. “You doing okay, mate?” he asked, sinking into the chair opposite me.
    

    
      I mustered a weak smile, though it didn’t reach my eyes. “As well as can be expected, I guess.”
    

    
      “Listen, Phil, I know this is tough, but remember, you’ve got friends who care about you. Jenny and I are here for you, and we’ll support you through this,” Dale leaned forward, his voice filled with empathy. “You know… you haven’t really told me what’s going on. Jenny is curious too. I haven’t told her about the guy in the pub and what he said about Sue’s photos but I’m guessing this has something to do with him?”
    

    
      I hesitated for a moment, contemplating how much to reveal to my friend. Dale and Jenny had been kind enough to open their home to me, and it felt like the right time to confide in him.
    

    
      “Yeah, it has to do with that guy in the pub,” I admitted, my voice strained. “His name is Aaron, and he’s Sue’s ex-boyfriend from years ago. We ran into him, separately, Sue and I, and things… things got complicated.”
    

    
      Dale leaned in closer, sweeping his dark hair back, his brow furrowing with curiosity. “Complicated how?”
    

    
      I took a deep breath, trying to find the right words to convey the mess of emotions and events that had unfolded. “We ended up inviting Aaron back to our place, and it led to… well, a night I never imagined. Sue and Aaron… I don’t even know where to start.”
    

    
      Dale’s eyes widened in surprise and concern. He exchanged a quick glance with Jenny, who had entered the room and was now listening intently to our conversation.
    

    
      “Can you give us some time alone?” my friend asked his pretty, blonde-haired partner.
    

    
      “No, it’s fine,” I replied, smiling softly at Jenny. I didn’t want her to feel uncomfortable in her own home. She may as well know everything too. Perhaps she could give me some good advice.
    

    
      The room seemed to grow heavy with the weight of my confession as I continued. “I’ll start at the beginning. I found some old photos and diaries of Sue’s when we were helping Irene move her stuff into her new place. It was all hidden away in a box. Photos from her past… explicit photos, of her and other guys… and diaries detailing everything she did with them. There’s more to Sue than meets the eye, Dale. I had no idea.”
    

    
      Dale and Jenny exchanged a glance, their expressions a mix of surprise and curiosity. I could see the shock in their eyes, but they remained silent, waiting for me to continue.
    

    
      “I couldn’t stop myself from looking through them,” I confessed, my voice tinged with guilt. “I wanted to know more about her past, to understand what had happened before we met. It was a mistake, and I invaded her privacy. But I couldn’t help myself.”
    

    
      Jenny spoke softly, her voice gentle. “Phil, we all have a past. Sometimes, it’s best to leave them alone.”
    

    
      I nodded, acknowledging her wisdom, but my guilt still weighed heavily on me. “I know, but I couldn’t let it go. So I tracked Aaron down, one of the men from the photos. I wanted to confront him, to understand what had happened between them. But I didn’t expect things to spiral out of control like they did.”
    

    
      Dale leaned back in his chair, running a hand through his dark hair, clearly absorbing the gravity of the situation. “So, that’s how he ended up back at your place with Sue?”
    

    
      I nodded, the memories of that night still vivid in my mind. “Yeah, I wanted answers, and Sue… she agreed to see him, to clarify things. But it turned into something I never anticipated. I watched them, Dale. I watched them …”
    

    
      I trailed off, unable to say the words. The shock on Dale’s face mirrored my own realization of the situation’s complexity. Jenny, who had been mostly quiet, finally spoke up. “They had sex? Phil, I can’t even begin to imagine how difficult this must be for you. But remember, relationships can be incredibly complicated. People make mistakes, and sometimes, they need time to figure things out.”
    

    
      “And they did it with you there?” Dale chimed in, his voice tinged with curiosity as well as sympathy. “Wow. Look, you’re our friend, Phil, and we’re here for you. Whatever you decide to do next, just know that you’re not alone in this.”
    

    
      “Yes,” agreed Jenny, sitting down opposite me. She was wearing a low-cut black top and a short skirt, and I couldn’t help but look at her long, slim legs and subtle cleavage. She was a good-looking woman. Dale was a lucky guy. Jenny wouldn’t cheat on him. She was what she looked like — a respectable, honest woman. “We’re here for you. I have to ask though. How exactly does something like that happen? I mean… They ended up having sex… In front of you?”
    

    
      “Sue was drunk,” I shrugged. “They got talking about all the sexy stuff they used to do, years ago, when they were together. It was clear that there was still chemistry between them and one thing just led to another.”
    

    
      “Didn’t you even try to stop it?” Dale asked, confusion and disbelief in his brown eyes. “If a guy tried it on with Jenny, I’d punch him right in the face and kick him out of the door. I’m not judging, by the way, I’m just trying to get a handle on what happened.”
    

    
      I continued to recount the events, keeping it vague so as not to completely embarrass myself as well as Dale and Jenny, feeling a mix of embarrassment, anger, and regret as I went along. “Sue talked me into playing along. It was what she wanted, that it was part of her past she needed to confront. I was torn between wanting to stop it and understanding her need for closure but she said it was just a one-off thing, just a bit of fun and that I’d encouraged this to happen by looking into her past and being so obsessed by it.”
    

    
      Jenny listened attentively, her brow furrowed in thought. “Sometimes, emotions and history can blur the lines of reason. It’s not easy to make the right decision in the heat of the moment, especially if Sue was drunk and not thinking straight.”
    

    
      Dale chimed in, his expression still a mixture of disbelief and curiosity. “I can’t imagine what that must have been like for you, mate. It’s a lot to handle.”
    

    
      I nodded, grateful for their understanding. “It was overwhelming, to say the least. But that night changed everything between Sue and me. We argued about it the following day, and I ended up here. You know the rest.”
    

    
      Jenny sighed, offering her support as she stood up. “Well, you’re here now, and we’re here for you. If you need anything, just let us know. I’ll leave you two to talk. I’m heading up to bed, okay?”
    

    
      “I’ll be up soon,” Dale promised, watching her leave before turning to me. “I hope you were okay with Jenny hearing all of that.”
    

    
      “Yeah,” I nodded. “Jenny and Sue aren’t close friends or anything, so it doesn’t matter. I was hoping she might give me a woman’s insight on it.”
    

    
      “I’ll talk to her tomorrow,” my friend replied, then bit his lip before speaking further. I could tell from the look on his face that, now that it was just the two of us, his curiosity had grown, and he leaned in closer, his dark eyes locked onto mine, eager for more information.
    

    
      “So,” Dale began, his voice hushed, “You watched them, Phil? Was it… like a threesome? Do you want to tell me more about what happened?”
    

    
      I took a deep breath, feeling a mixture of unease and relief that I could finally share the full story with someone. “Yeah, I watched them,” I admitted, my voice tinged with embarrassment. “And yes, I joined in, so it was a threesome, I guess. It started with Sue and Aaron reminiscing about their past, and their shared experiences. They were both clearly still attracted to each other. Sue suggested that they recreate some of those old memories, just for one night.”
    

    
      Dale’s eyebrows shot up, clearly surprised by Sue’s proposal. “Recreate old memories? What did they do?”
    

    
      I hesitated for a moment, then decided to be as honest as possible. “It was meant to be simply Aaron taking photographs of Sue and me. You know… Sexy photos. But then she suggested we swap and I take pictures while they… you know. They began by kissing, and it escalated from there. It was… intense and passionate. That caught me by surprise.”
    

    
      “So they ended up fucking?”
    

    
      I nodded, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Yes, they did. Right in front of me. It was… difficult to watch, to say the least.”
    

    
      Dale leaned back, taking in the revelation. “That’s unbelievable, mate. I can’t even imagine what that must have been like for you. But you said Sue wanted this, that she thought it was just a one-off thing?”
    

    
      “I don’t know, Dale. It’s all so messed up. I thought I was doing the right thing by confronting the past, but now everything’s fallen apart.”
    

    
      He placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. “Relationships are never easy, and people make mistakes. Maybe this time apart will give both you and Sue some perspective. You’ll figure it out.”
    

    
      I appreciated Dale’s support, but the uncertainty of my future with Sue still weighed heavily on my mind. “I hope so, Dale. I really do.”
    

    
      “I should head to bed,” my friend said, after a moment, but he made to move to leave. “Have you looked at the pictures?”
    

    
      “Huh?” I shook my head, not realising what he was asking at first. “Oh, you mean-”
    

    
      “The pictures you took. You said you swapped places with Aaron?” Dale stopped himself, realising he was probably overstepping the mark. “Sorry. That’s in bad taste, isn’t it? I shouldn’t even be asking.”
    

    
      “It’s fine,” I chuckled, not wanting him to feel awkward. He’d been a good friend to me and to be honest, I hadn’t even considered the photos I’d taken amidst the chaos of the past few days. “I haven’t looked at them since that night. They’re probably still on my phone.”
    

    
      Dale leaned in, his eyes filled with intrigue. “I enjoyed the photos you showed me on Christmas Day. The ones of you and Sue having sex. I’ve got to admit, I’m curious to see these pictures too. Then again, do you think it’s a good idea to keep them? I mean, they’re a reminder of what happened, and that might not be healthy for you.”
    

    
      I hesitated, unsure of whether I should share looking at these intimate images with my friend. But his curiosity was infectious, and it seemed like he genuinely wanted to understand the situation better. “You really want to see them?”
    

    
      Dale nodded, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Only if you’re sure you want to look at them. Or… you could just let me look at them and delete them. It might even help me give you some perspective.”
    

    
      I contemplated his words for a moment, knowing that he really just wanted to see Sue naked again, then reluctantly agreed. “Okay, let me grab my phone.”
    

    
      With that, I slid it from my pocket and handed him the phone. He took it with a sense of excitement, his fingers deftly navigating to my camera roll. “Are you sure you don’t want to look at them first before I delete them?”
    

    
      As he examined the pictures, his reactions ranged from surprise to amusement. “Well, I’ll be damned,” he muttered, his eyes widening at one particular shot. “His cock is huge. This is like something out of a porn movie.”
    

    
      Then as he kept scrolling through the pictures, he reached the video I’d taken, a 
      real 
      porn movie. The sounds of Sue crying out while Aaron fucked her filled the air, causing him to hurriedly press the volume down button so that Jenny wouldn’t hear. Curiosity got the better of me and I moved to sit next to him, watching the end of the video together as my wife’s ex came, spurting his hot load onto her face.
    

    
      “Holy fuck,” Dale murmured quietly as the video ended. I could tell from his voice that he was aroused, and much to my shame, so was I. “No wonder you’re feeling so screwed up. He really did a job on her, didn’t he?”
    

    
      I took the phone from him. “Maybe deleting them isn’t a good idea. Perhaps I should look at them get them out of my system, and then delete them myself. It might be… cathartic if that’s the right word.”
    

    
      “Sure,” my friend nodded. He was breathing deeply and seemed awkward now. A tension had somehow settled in the air between us. “Listen, thanks for showing me the photos and the video. I can totally empathise with you now and I think I get it. That night must have been really sexually charged. I can see how one thing led to another, to something you regret.”
    

    
      “That’s good,” I said, sighing in relief. “I hope you and Jenny won’t judge me.”
    

    
      “Absolutely not.” Dale shook his head. “Jenny and I like to think we’re pretty open-minded about these things. It’s our first time coming into contact with anything like this, but please don’t worry. I totally get it and I’m sure Jenny does too.”
    

    
      With that, he clamped a hand on my shoulder and bid me good night. I watched some TV for a little while, then headed up to bed myself. I’d only been under the covers for a few moments when I heard them fucking. I hadn’t heard anything on the previous nights here, so what Dale had seen — what he had heard — must have turned him on. Perhaps it had turned Jenny on too. From the relentless sounds of their headboard bashing the wall and Jenny’s high-pitched moans until it finally went silent, some ten minutes or so later, it certainly seemed that Dale and Jenny’s sex life had found some energy tonight.
    

    
      I slid my hand into my shorts and toyed with my own cock, the images of what I’d seen on the video playing in my mind. The memory of Aaron’s big cock ploughing in and out of my wife’s pussy made me instantly hard again and I allowed myself some pleasure, stroking myself until I came in my hand a few minutes later. While wanking, I thought about getting my phone, tantalisingly out of reach on the bedside cabinet, but I didn’t need to. The mental image of Sue and her ex was enough to bring me to climax.
    

    
      Then, feeling regret and shame wash across me once more, I closed my eyes to sleep, but something stopped me and I sat bolt upright in bed.
    

    
      Aaron had taken photos of Sue and me on his phone. He would still have them. I hadn’t thought about that at all. My only thoughts these past few days had been about our relationship and where we went from here.
    

    
      Shit. I needed to deal with that. I decided to call him tomorrow, then got back beneath the covers, finally falling into a fitful sleep full of dreams of my wife and her slutty past.
    

    
       Chapter 3
    

    
      “You came alone,” Aaron said as I approached him at the bar of his favourite pub, the place where I’d first met him.
    

    
      “Of course I came alone,” I frowned at him quizzically. “What do you mean?”
    

    
      “I wondered if you might have brought your friend,” he replied, taking a sip from his half-empty glass of beer while keeping his eyes focused on me. “You know… To kick my ass.”
    

    
      “No,” I shook my head, then ordered a drink from the greasy-haired young barman. “I’m just here to talk. There’s something I wanted to ask you, and I thought it better to ask in person.”
    

    
      He shrugged, trying to act casual, but he was obviously on edge. I’d called him this morning, and he’d immediately begun to apologize. He’d spoken to Sue, and she’d told him about us taking some time apart. He felt awful, and he began to explain to me, but I told him to keep his explanations to himself and asked if we could meet up. And now here we were, with a lot to talk about.
    

    
      We found a corner booth away from the noisy chatter of the pub’s regulars, the dim lighting casting a shadow over our conversation. Aaron shifted uncomfortably in his seat, avoiding eye contact as he fiddled with the condensation on his glass.
    

    
      “So, what did you want to talk about?” he finally asked, breaking the tense silence.
    

    
      I took a deep breath, trying to find the right words to address the myriad of emotions swirling inside me. “Obviously, you know what’s happened since… that night. I need to make sure of something, Aaron. I need to know if you still have any of those photos or any videos of Sue and me on your phone.”
    

    
      His gaze flickered nervously, and he shifted in his seat again. “Look, Phil, I swear, I forgot I’d even got them. I mean, I looked at them the next day but then I spoke to Sue and when she told me what had gone on, I felt terrible. I haven’t looked at them since. As I say, I forgot.”
    

    
      “I don’t believe that,” I said firmly, then downed my drink in one. “Email them to me then delete them. I need to see you do it.”
    

    
      “Email them to you?” He raised his eyebrow, looking at me straight for the first time. “Okay, I guess. Hold on.”
    

    
      I watched as he pulled his phone from his pocket, asking for my email address before scrolling through his gallery, tapping away on the screen as he went along. Then after a few more taps, he selected all the images and while his screen was at an angle, I saw them disappear from the screen as he hit the delete option.
    

    
      “Thanks,” I nodded, feeling a slight sense of relief but still not entirely convinced just yet. “That’s good. I don’t want any reminders of that night hanging around for any of us.”
    

    
      Aaron’s eyes met mine again briefly, and he seemed to understand the gravity of the situation. “I get it, Phil. I messed up, and I’m truly sorry about that. Sue explained everything to me, and I never meant for any of this to happen.”
    

    
      We locked eyes for a moment, the weight of our shared mistakes hanging heavily between us. Then, I pushed forward, needing answers to the questions that had been eating away at me.
    

    
      “So you’ve spoken to Sue since we decided to take some time apart?” I asked, my voice tinged with both curiosity and apprehension.
    

    
      Aaron nodded, his expression more serious now. “Yeah, we talked. I’ll be honest, Phil, I wanted to see her again. That night was fun but she shut me down straight away, saying it wasn’t a good idea. When I asked why, she told me you’d argued and it had gotten so bad that you’d left to take some time apart.”
    

    
      “Yeah well,” I sighed, trying to hide the fact that I was happy that Sue had denied him. “That’s about it.”
    

    
      “She suggested she should focus on fixing things with you first,” Aaron continued, “Before we even discuss being friends or anything. I’m guessing you want me to stay away.”
    

    
      “She said that?”
    

    
      “What?”
    

    
      “That she wanted to fix things with me?” I felt a ray of hope flickering inside me. It seemed that Sue still cared about our relationship.
    

    
      “She loves you, Phil,” Aaron shrugged as though it was obvious. “You’re a lucky guy. Sue’s a great girl. A lovely person, sexy, great in bed. What more could a guy want?”
    

    
      Great in bed? 
      I found it difficult to believe that he had the balls to say that, considering the situation and the words hung in the air for a moment. I couldn’t help but feel a mixture of emotions — anger, jealousy, and a surprising curiosity about what he meant by “great in bed.” Despite my better judgment, I found myself leaning in closer, my voice dropping to a hushed tone.
    

    
      “What do you mean, ‘great in bed’?” I asked, my words tinged with a hint of frustration. “How can you even say that after what happened?”
    

    
      Aaron raised an eyebrow, clearly aware of the tension in the air. “Come on, Phil, you know what I mean. Sue’s passionate, and adventurous. She knows how to please a man. She’s a great fuck and a lot of fun. I’m paying you and Sue a compliment.”
    

    
      My jaw clenched, and I fought to keep my emotions in check. It was infuriating to hear him talk about my wife in such a manner, but I couldn’t deny the part of me that was intrigued by what he was saying.
    

    
      “She’s my wife,” I said firmly, trying to assert some control over the situation.
    

    
      “Look, I’m jealous, okay? Chill,” Aaron chuckled, taking a sip of his beer. “Yeah, she’s your wife. But that doesn’t change the fact that she’s got a wild side. And you… well, you might not have fully explored that side of her yet.”
    

    
      I gritted my teeth, struggling to maintain composure. It was a conversation I never expected to have with another man about my wife. Part of me wanted to punch him for his audacity, but another part wanted to know more, to understand what he meant. I headed to the bar and returned with another beer to continue the conversation, glancing at my phone as I walked back. I noticed I hadn’t received his promised email containing the photos.
    

    
      “Hey,” I said, sitting back down in the booth next to him. “I haven’t got your email. Where did you send them?”
    

    
      “I sent them to Sue,” he said, cringing slightly as he turned to face me. “You and Sue might not get back together. I couldn’t risk you having those photos and trying to use them as leverage against her. So I sent them to Sue. If you want to see them, you’ll have to ask her.”
    

    
      “You did what?” I said, a little too loud as some of the other customers turned to look at us in interest.
    

    
      Aaron didn’t reply, he just shrugged and returned to sipping from his beer. The revelation about sending the explicit photos to Sue left me momentarily stunned, the weight of the situation sinking in. The other patrons in the pub returned to their own conversations, oblivious to our heated discussion. As I processed this unexpected twist, Aaron leaned in closer, his voice low and earnest.
    

    
      “Phil,” he began, his eyes locking onto mine, “I know Sue and I messed up that night, and I’m truly sorry about it. I admit, I called Sue wanting round two. But she said no. She loves you. She wants to fix things with you. To me, that means your marriage is worth fighting for.”
    

    
      I met his gaze, torn between the doubts that had plagued me and the renewed hope that perhaps Sue still cared about our relationship. Aaron’s words carried weight, and it was clear he genuinely regretted his role in the ordeal Sue and I were going through.
    

    
      Before I could respond, my phone buzzed on the table, drawing my attention away from Aaron. It was a text from Sue, and my heart raced as I read her message: “Can you come over and talk? I’m ready.”
    

    
      I looked up at Aaron, a mix of emotions swirling inside me at the serendipitous timing. “I… I need to go,” I said, my voice filled with uncertainty. “Sue wants to talk, and maybe it’s time we have that conversation.”
    

    
      Aaron nodded understandingly, a hint of remorse in his eyes. “Phil, I hope things work out for you two. Remember, she loves you. Don’t let one mistake define your relationship.”
    

    
      With that, I pushed away from the booth, leaving the pub behind and making my way towards the uncertain future awaiting me at home. Aaron’s words echoed in my mind as I stepped into the night, my heart heavy with anticipation and hope for the conversation that awaited me with Sue, the woman I still loved despite the complexities that had come to define our relationship.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      “I’m glad you’re here,” Sue said, closing the front door behind me. It was cold outside, and I was grateful for the warmth of the house. I’d had a couple of beers and didn’t want to drive, so after leaving Aaron in the pub, I’d walked here rather than get a taxi. Just to give myself some time to think.
    

    
      Sue led me into the living room, and we settled onto the sofa. She looked at me with a mixture of apprehension and hope, her eyes searching mine for some sign of what I was thinking.
    

    
      “How’s your mum?” I asked, breaking the silence.
    

    
      “She’s okay,” Sue nodded, her eyes distant. “We haven’t really spoken since that night. She’s angry with me.”
    

    
      I nodded, unsure of what to say next but Sue started to speak further, her words hesitant.
    

    
      “Phil, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, and I — “
    

    
      I couldn’t let her continue without being completely honest, so I interrupted gently, “Sue, before we go any further, there’s something you should know. I met with Aaron today.”
    

    
      Her eyes widened in surprise, and she sat up straighter. “You met with Aaron? When?”
    

    
      “Just a little while ago,” I admitted, watching closely for her reaction. “I was with him in the pub just now when you text me.”
    

    
      Sue seemed taken aback, her emotions playing across her face. “Why did you meet with him? What did he say?”
    

    
      “He apologized, Sue,” I replied, my voice softening. “He told me he’d spoken to you and that he’s sorry for what happened that night. He also said you want to fix things between us.”
    

    
      Sue’s expression shifted, and I could see a mixture of relief and guilt in her eyes. “Yes, Phil. I do want to fix things. I love you, and I regret what happened with Aaron. It was a mistake, and I never meant to hurt you. He called me the same day we… we decided to take some time apart. He wanted to… you know, have sex again sometime but I told him no.”
    

    
      A question formed in my mind and I knew I needed to ask it, even though it was difficult.
    

    
      “Were you tempted?” I said softly, keeping my eyes on my wife’s face to gauge her reaction.
    

    
      Sue took a deep breath, her gaze dropping to her lap. “Do you want me to be honest?”
    

    
      “Of course I do,” I nodded, knowing what the answer was going to be as soon as she said that.
    

    
      Sue’s blue eyes looked up at me, shame in her expression as she admitted it, “Yes, I guess I was tempted. But I told him no. I couldn’t do that to us, to our marriage or what’s left of it.”
    

    
      I felt a mix of emotions — relief that she had turned him down and sadness that she had been tempted in the first place. It was clear that we both had a lot to work through if we were going to rebuild our relationship.
    

    
      “I’m glad you didn’t go through with it,” I said sincerely.
    

    
      Sue allowed herself a smile, then her eyes sharpened and she nodded as if working something out.
    

    
      “It makes sense why Aaron sent me the photos from that night now,” she said, picking up her phone and quickly showing me a message from him with the pictures attached.
    

    
      I sighed, running a hand through my hair in relief that he’d been telling the truth, then explained, “I asked him to send them to me and delete them from his phone. I didn’t want him to have any reminders of that night hanging around. But he thought it was best to have them in your possession, so we could deal with them together.”
    

    
      Sue’s expression shifted from shock to understanding, and she reached out to hold my hand. “He wouldn’t have done anything untoward with them. Aaron’s a lot of things, misguided, led by his dick, but he’s not a totally bad guy. But you did the right thing.”
    

    
      “Good,” I replied, hope building in my heart. “I’m glad you agree.”
    

    
      We sat there in silence for a moment, the weight of our past actions and decisions hanging heavily between us. It was clear that we both wanted to make things right, but we had a long journey ahead of us to rebuild the trust and love that had once defined our relationship. Sue looked at her phone screen again, her thumb idly clicking on the first photo and then swiping through them one at a time. The room was quiet, the only sound being our steady breathing and the occasional crackling of the fireplace. It felt like the weight of our past mistakes hung in the air, but I was determined to face them together.
    

    
      I reached out and gently took the phone from Sue’s hands, my fingers brushing against hers as I did. “Let’s go through them together,” I said, my voice soft and reassuring.
    

    
      Sue nodded, her gaze fixed on the screen as I swiped through the photos one by one. I’d felt pangs of jealousy and regret as I saw Sue in the arms of another man when sharing the pictures with Dale but this was different. Even though they were taken by another man who’d gone on to fuck her afterwards, these photos were just of Sue and I.
    

    
      “That one,” Sue said, pointing to a particular photo as I flicked through the pictures slowly. “I remember feeling so lost in the moment, Phil. It was like nothing else mattered except what was happening right then and there.”
    

    
      The first pictures were Sue in her underwear on the bed, then the next few were of my cock about to penetrate her. Aaron had captured them really well, close enough to see every detail of Sue’s pussy. But the one she pointed at was me on top of her, fucking her, hard and fast, as I remembered it.
    

    
      “I guess it’s kind of hot,” I chuckled, trying to lighten the tension in the room. “Seeing us have sex like that.”
    

    
      Sue looked at me, her eyes filled with a mixture of love and determination. “I want to make things right, Phil. I want us to be happy again.”
    

    
      “Me too,” I nodded. “But I guess I broke your trust with what I did, going behind your back to find out about your past.”
    

    
      “You did,” Sue sighed. “And I’ve broken yours too, taking things too far with Aaron. I just thought… with you encouraging me to go and see him…”
    

    
      “I know,” I nodded, reaching out to hold her hand. “We fucked up. So where do we go from here?”
    

    
      “I’m not sure.” Sue looked down at the phone in my hand as I swiped to the next picture, of my dick with cum spurting from it across her pussy and belly. “You have to admit, Aaron knows how to take a photo.”
    

    
      “He does.”
    

    
      I’m not sure what happened next. My phone dropped to the floor as Sue and I moved as one, our mouths meeting each other passionately as we tugged at each other’s clothes. Within moments, we were both naked from the waist down and I pushed her legs open roughly as she pushed her hips upwards to meet my urgent thrust.
    

    
      As my cock slid inside her, a moment of reality hit me like a punch in the stomach and I had to stop for a moment.
    

    
      “What’s wrong?” she gasped, her hands on the small of my back, urging me to fuck her.
    

    
      “It’s just…” I had to take a moment to process everything in my head. “Aaron’s dick was inside you just the other day. It feels… different.”
    

    
      “Really?” she replied, sounding puzzled. “I mean… He’s bigger and I guess he kind of stretched me out a bit but I don’t think that one time would do anything to-”
    

    
      “Not physically,” I interrupted her before she got into the detail more than I needed to hear. “Emotionally. Mentally. Whatever. It feels like… like someone’s been inside my woman.”
    

    
      “They have,” Sue confessed, “But I’m still yours. I’m yours, Phil. I promise. My heart, my mind, I belong to you. I love you.”
    

    
      I shoved my cock inside her again. This was my pussy, even if Aaron had been here a few nights before. It didn’t change anything if I didn’t let it.
    

    
      We fucked, sliding from the sofa to the floor in our passion until a little while later, I exploded inside her and then we stayed there for a while, getting our breath back, my mind trying to process everything that had happened today.
    

    
      “Come home,” Sue whispered into my ear. “Tell Dale we’ve sorted out our problems.”
    

    
      “Okay,” I smiled, kissing her on the forehead. Did I tell her that I’d told Dale everything? As far as Sue knew, I’d just told him vague details and certainly not about her fucking Aaron or about her past and the photographs. How would she react if she knew that I’d let him watch the video of her with Aaron?
    

    
      We might have taken the first step towards rebuilding our marriage but there were still complications. We had to talk about the fact that she’d been tempted to sleep with Aaron again when he’d asked. We needed to discuss what all of this meant for our relationship moving forward. And then I needed to face the fact that I was still curious about James and what had transpired with him, including the sex tape they’d made and the impact it had on Sue and her mother’s relationship.
    

    
      We cleaned ourselves up and had a coffee, talking about things other than Aaron and the unintended threesome that had almost cost us our marriage and then I headed to Dale’s house to collect the few belongings I’d taken with me. As I got into the car, I glanced back and saw Irene at her bedroom window. My mother-in-law was yet another issue. How did we explain all of this to her?
    

    
      Then, as I pulled away, a text came through to my phone. It was from Irene.
    

    
      “If you and Susan are going to get back together,” it read, “You need to know everything. If she won’t tell you herself, I will. There are still things you don’t know, Phil. Come and see me tomorrow, when Susan isn’t around.”
    

    
      Oh fuck.
    

    
      Chapter 4
    

    
      When I got back to Dale’s house, he and Jenny were pleased that Sue and I had somewhat reconciled things. He said he didn’t mind if I wanted to stay one more night but I replied that I’d rather get out of their hair tonight and start working on rebuilding things with Sue immediately. I didn’t want a repeat of last night’s sleepless night, listening to him and Jenny fucking and I also didn’t want Sue thinking I’d had second thoughts about coming home. Dale and Jenny helped me pack my belongings and then I headed back, eager to sleep back in my own bed for the first time in a while.
    

    
      Sue was waiting for me when I arrived and as I unpacked, the reunion became emotional. We both shed a tear and talked, promising more transparency in our relationship moving forward while also not over-committing ourselves. There was still a lot to discuss, Sue told me, but hopefully, over the next few days, we’d talk more, taking it slowly and rebuilding our trust in each other.
    

    
      We had supper and went to bed. There wasn’t any further love-making. Instead, we cuddled, holding each other tight, both full of renewed hope for the future. When she finally fell asleep in my arms, I wrestled with my conscience, wondering if I should tell her what Irene said, or let my mother-in-law do the talking tomorrow and then take it from there. Sue had a full work schedule for tomorrow whereas I wasn’t working, so I had the perfect opportunity to let Irene divulge everything she had to tell me. I decided to give her the chance to talk but resolved to discuss it with Sue at the first opportunity. Keeping my curiosity from Sue had been a mistake, one that I didn’t want to repeat but at the same time, I still didn’t completely trust my wife to tell me everything.
    

    
      As Sue headed out to work the next morning, I gave her a kiss goodbye, feeling a surge of affection and determination to make things right between us. Watching her go, I couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt for what I was about to do. But Irene’s message weighed heavily on my mind, and I knew I needed answers. First, I needed a shower, so I headed into the bathroom and as I stood under the refreshing hot water, I rehearsed in my head how the conversation might unfold. I had to be prepared for whatever revelations she had in store. It couldn’t be anything too shocking. I was fairly confident that I knew most of what Sue had hidden from me by now.
    

    
      Just as I was lathering up, the sound of the phone ringing startled me out of my reverie. I quickly rinsed off the soap, heading downstairs to answer it but as I turned to head into the living room, there stood Irene, her expression unreadable as she took in my nakedness.
    

    
      “Shit, Irene,” I cursed, covering my dick with one hand while picking up the phone, a moment too late as it stopped ringing. I looked to see who it was and saw Aaron’s name, so I put it back down for a moment. I couldn’t speak to him while talking to Irene. Her gaze lingered for a moment longer than was comfortable, her eyes betraying a mix of surprise and amusement as she looked me up and down. “Well, well,” she finally remarked, her tone tinged with a hint of mischief, “I must say, Phil, you’re certainly not shy.”
    

    
      I felt a blush creeping up my neck as I tried to maintain some semblance of composure. “Sorry about that, Irene,” I mumbled, shifting uncomfortably under her scrutiny. “I was just about to get dressed and come to see you but heard the phone ringing and came downstairs to grab it. I didn’t know you were here.”
    

    
      Her laughter echoed in the quiet living room as she waved off my apologies. “No need to apologise, dear. It’s not every day I get a glimpse of my son-in-law in all his glory.” With a playful wink, she added, “But if I were you, I’d grab a towel next time.”
    

    
      Taking the hint, I made a hasty retreat upstairs, grateful for the relative privacy of my bedroom. As I rummaged through my wardrobe for something to wear, I couldn’t shake the feeling of Irene’s eyes lingering on me and it didn’t get any easier as she followed me, walking in on me, her expression amused again as she watched me pull my boxer shorts up my legs hurriedly.
    

    
      “Everything alright, Irene?” I asked, trying to mask the unease creeping into my voice. “You didn’t need to follow me. I can get dressed on my own, you know?”
    

    
      I made the joke to try to lighten the weird tension that hung in the air. As if things weren’t weird enough already, my mother-in-law had now seen me naked.
    

    
      “I’m just enjoying the view,” she giggled to herself, watching me pull on my jeans and a t-shirt. “You’ve seen me naked. I thought it only fair that I get to see you too, given the opportunity.”
    

    
      “What?” I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at her.
    

    
      “I’ve not mentioned it until now,” Irene started, flicking a stray lock of silver hair out of her eyes while considering me, “Because it’s embarrassing. But did you think I hadn’t seen you look at my photos that day? I went into my bedroom, then realised I needed a drink but when I turned back around, there you were, looking at them in my kitchen. I watched you put them back, then headed back to my room until you left. Even then, as you were leaving, I was going to confront you but stopped again. There was too much at stake. You needed to understand about Susan and Aaron but it was too much, too fast.”
    

    
      “Fuck,” I cursed under my breath, feeling my cheeks turn red with shame. “I’m sorry, Irene. I was just curious. Why didn’t you mention it until now?”
    

    
      “I was waiting for you to raise the subject.” She shrugged, making her voluptuous breasts wobble through the thin fabric of the yellow sweater that she wore. “And you never did. But after the events of the last few days, I realised it was time for us to talk about everything, including your brazen nosing through my personal belongings.”
    

    
      The tension in the room thickened as Irene’s words hung in the air, punctuated only by the sound of our shallow breaths. I shifted uncomfortably on the edge of the bed, suddenly feeling exposed in more ways than one. “Irene, I apologise,” I began, my voice tinged with regret. “Curiosity got the better of me.”
    

    
      “So you saw what I was doing before that?” she asked. It was her turn to blush now. She knew I’d seen her masturbating to the photographs. Otherwise, how would I have known where they were?
    

    
      “I didn’t mean to,” I explained. “I was coming over to talk to you and there you were… in the kitchen, like that. I saw you put the pictures back and had to see what they were.”
    

    
      Irene’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but she offered me a small, understanding smile. “It’s okay, Phil,” she replied, her voice gentle. “I understand. We all have moments of curiosity that lead us down unexpected paths. Just look where all of this has brought us.”
    

    
      “That’s true,” I murmured, nodding. “I never saw any of this coming. To think it all started with accidentally seeing a few photos when moving you out of your old house. A lot has happened since then.”
    

    
      “It definitely has,” Irene nodded. Then her smile widened, and a mischievous glint sparked in her eyes. “I guess we don’t have many secrets left between us, Phil,” she said, her tone lightening. “What you saw me doing that day… I might be older than you, but I still have needs. I’m not dead from the waist down, you know?”
    

    
      I couldn’t help but chuckle at her candid admission, the tension in the room dissipating with each shared moment of honesty. “I won’t tell anyone,” I promised, a hint of amusement colouring my voice. “Your secret’s safe with me.”
    

    
      With a playful wink, Irene gave me a knowing look. “I’m pretty sure you’ve masturbated to Susan’s pictures,” she said, raising her eyebrow. “But what I want to know before I tell you what you need to hear, is what happened with Aaron? I’m guessing he and Susan talked you into doing a threesome? Like they used to do, back in the day. Always bringing different men home. Into their bedroom. I should know, he did the same with me.”
    

    
      “Something like that,” I confessed. There was no point in lying.
    

    
      “And then you regretted it the next day?” Irene probed, walking over and sitting next to me. “And that’s why you left.”
    

    
      “Yes,” I admitted. Irene sat close to me, her body leaning into mine, making me feel strangely uncomfortable, especially considering that she’d just seen my cock.
    

    
      “But you’re back. So you’ve forgiven her?”
    

    
      “It started off with Aaron taking photos of me and Sue… in bed, you know?” I explained, stumbling over my words. It felt weird, telling my mother-in-law this now but as she’s said earlier, we had very few secrets left between us now.
    

    
      “Then either Aaron or Sue suggested you swap places with him?” Irene nodded her voice one of experience. “Did he have sex with her?”
    

    
      “He did,” I confessed, feeling shame burning inside but determined not to show it. Irene had been in Sue’s shoes once. She knew what Aaron was like.
    

    
      “Well, there’s no going back now,” Irene sighed. “You’ve probably opened the floodgates. I hope you know that.”
    

    
      “What do you mean?” I turned to look at my mother-in-law.
    

    
      “You’ve seen the photos,” Irene said, holding my gaze. “You know she did threesomes, gangbangs. Everything. Then she did what she did with James. The sex tape. Then, after that, she went through a period of… shall we say… promiscuity?”
    

    
      I swallowed hard, the weight of Irene’s words sinking into my consciousness like a heavy anchor dragging me down into turbulent waters. “Promiscuity?” I echoed, the word tasting bitter on my tongue.
    

    
      “Yes, Phil,” Irene confirmed, her voice low and tinged with a mixture of sympathy and apprehension. “After the fallout with James, Sue… she went through a lot of boyfriends, shall we say?”
    

    
      “Well, knowing what I know now,” I nodded, “I’m not surprised. I thought you were going to tell me something worse.”
    

    
      “There was an art teacher… Neil,” Irene recalled, “She posed nude for him and his class. I only found out because my friend attended the class and was shocked to see Sue. She learned that she was sleeping with Neil, and she slept with a couple of the male students too.”
    

    
      “Wow,” I breathed. What else was there I didn’t know?
    

    
      “She’d go out drinking, to clubs,” Irene continued, “And bring random guys home. It wasn’t until she met you that she changed. She found someone that liked her and who she really liked. You saved her, Phil. I needed you to know that.”
    

    
      I didn’t reply to that. I sat there, gazing at Irene, taking in what she’d just said.
    

    
      “But now that you’ve let her go there again,” the silver-haired woman said, her words cautionary, “I’m worried that you’ve brought that… slutty side out of her again. Before you get back together, you might want to think about that, Phil. Knowing the Susan of old, I can’t see her going back to how you were before. Not now that she’d had a taste of Aaron again.”
    

    
      “You did slutty things with Aaron,” I pointed out, my mouth blurting out the words before I could take them back. “I’m sorry, but you did. And you managed to leave it in the past. Why can’t Sue?”
    

    
      “Susan might be my daughter,” the older woman replied, “And we might be similar but we’re also different. Let me show you something.”
    

    
      She moved from the bed, going to our drawers and carefully, she slid out the top drawer entirely. I noticed the diaries and envelope hidden in the space behind before she drew them out and handed them to me, then sat by my side once more.
    

    
      “How did you know they were there?” I asked
    

    
      “I know Susan,” she shrugged, making her tits bounce again. “She always used to hide stuff behind her drawers when she lived at home as a young girl. It didn’t take me long to find these yesterday when she was out. Anyway, you need to look through the diaries. She kept a record of all the men she slept with during her… slutty phase, including the art teacher and all the others. Then, there’s some writing about you. It’s important that you read it.”
    

    
      “Okay, I will,” I said, my heart racing at the thought of what could be in there about me.
    

    
      “Before I go,” Irene said softly. “Just out of curiosity, did you enjoy the threesome with Aaron? Did Susan say she enjoyed it? Is he still… Like he used to be? In bed, I mean.”
    

    
      I frowned at her, shocked at the question. Was she actually asking me if Aaron was still good in bed?
    

    
      “It was… intense,” I admitted. “Susan enjoyed it, yes. Aaron was… impressive, I guess.”
    

    
      Irene’s blue eyes met mine and she licked her lips, squirming slightly where she sat. I could feel the tension in the room crackling between us, the air thick with unsaid words and unspoken desires. Despite the gravity of our conversation, there was suddenly an undeniable spark between Irene and me, a magnetic pull that seemed to draw us closer with each passing moment.
    

    
      As Irene leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear, I felt a shiver run down my spine. “I can’t deny that I’m jealous,” she whispered.
    

    
      “Irene…” I started, my voice barely a whisper but before I could utter another word, Irene’s hand brushed against mine, sending a jolt of electricity coursing through my veins. “Phil,” she breathed, her voice husky with desire. “Did you enjoy looking at the photos of me and Aaron?”
    

    
      “I… Um…” I began but then she stood up abruptly, giving herself a visible shake.
    

    
      “What am I doing?” Irene crossed her arms across her chest, shoving her breasts upwards. “I’m sorry, Phil. I don’t know what came over me. I think I need to head home and… Well, you know what.”
    

    
      She laughed, despite her glowing cheeks giving away her discomfort, and I laughed too, knowing she was referring to me catching her masturbating.
    

    
      My cock was stiff, pushing hard against the inside of my boxer shorts and as I stood up, I adjusted it without thinking. Irene saw the motion and smiled to herself. “I’ll come downstairs with you.” I nodded. “I could use a drink.”
    

    
      “Put the diaries back where you found them after you’ve read them,” Irene advised me. “You do need to read them, Phil. So you understand Susan better.”
    

    
      I followed her down the stairs and walked her to the door that led to her extension.
    

    
      “Thanks, Irene,” I said, as she left. “I’m glad we had this talk.”
    

    
      The silver-haired woman smiled at me. “Me too. Especially when I got to see you fresh out of the shower. That was an unexpected bonus.”
    

    
      With that, she walked through the door and closed it behind her, leaving me with a hell of a lot to think about.
    

    
      Chapter 5
    

    
      As I ascended the staircase, each step seemed to echo the racing of my heart. The encounter with Irene had left my mind spinning, grappling with a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Her unexpected flirtation had stirred something within me, igniting a spark of desire that I had struggled to suppress. Yet, beneath the surface, a nagging sense of guilt gnawed at my conscience. The temptation we shared, however fleeting, felt like a betrayal of Sue, a breach of the trust we were striving to rebuild. And yet, amidst the turmoil of my thoughts, there lingered a haunting curiosity, a longing to delve deeper into the secrets that threatened to unravel our fragile reconciliation.
    

    
      Entering the sanctuary of our bedroom, I found myself enveloped by a profound sense of solitude, the silence of the room echoing the tumultuous storm raging within. With trembling hands, I reached for Sue’s diaries, hesitating for a moment before placing them on my lap and staring down at them. Some of the photos of my wife and Aaron slipped from the envelope, scattering across the bed but I ignored them, staying focused on the diaries. I needed to understand Sue deeper. She wasn’t going to share everything with me. I knew that. And I needed to know what she’d written about me.
    

    
      As I skimmed through the pages of Sue’s journals, my fingers trembling with a mixture of anticipation and apprehension, I couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt for invading her privacy. Yet, the allure of uncovering her innermost thoughts proved irresistible, a temptation I struggled to resist. With each turn of the page, I delved deeper into the labyrinth of Sue’s confessions, searching for clues to unravel the enigma of her past.
    

    
      It wasn’t long before I stumbled upon the passage I sought, the inked words leaping off the page with startling clarity. 
      My heart raced as I devoured Sue’s description of me, her words painting a portrait that was both flattering and disconcerting. “Nice, maybe too nice,” she wrote, her candid assessment cutting to the core of my insecurities. And yet, as I read on, a glimmer of hope flickered within me, a fragile ember of possibility that perhaps, just perhaps, I was exactly what she needed amidst the chaos of her tumultuous past.
    

    
      “He might just be what I need, after all the jerks I’ve been dating.”
    

    
      “Phil doesn’t seem motivated to get me into bed. Doesn’t he fancy me?”
    

    
      “I just want to fuck the guy. But perhaps he’s taking his time. That’s a good thing, right? It means he likes me and doesn’t just want me for sex like most guys.”
    

    
      Eventually, I got to the part where we’d had sex. “Finally, we did it! It was a little underwhelming, to be honest, but I like him so much, I don’t care. His dick isn’t the biggest, maybe five inches, but it was… nice. I enjoyed it.”
    

    
      I had to stop. Those words felt like a punch to the gut. No guy wanted to be described as ‘not the biggest’ or ‘nice’ but I read on because, amidst the sting of her criticisms, there lingered a glimmer of hope, a fragile ember of possibility that perhaps, just perhaps, our connection ran deeper than physical attraction alone and that must be why our marriage had outlasted all of her previous relationships.
    

    
      “It’s taken me a while to realise this, but I love him. I’ve been looking in the wrong direction all this time.”
    

    
      “Phil is the one. He makes me so happy.”
    

    
      That was all I needed to read. I closed the diaries, smiling to myself. Our marriage was worth saving. This was all the proof I needed to fight for what we had.
    

    
      I looked down at the diaries that I’d set down on the bed beside me, wrestling with the temptation to read more but hesitated. If I did this, I was breaking Sue’s trust. I’d already invaded her privacy by reading her innermost thoughts about me, back from when we met, but despite my misgivings, curiosity got the better of me, and with trembling hands, I reopened the diary, my eyes scanning the pages in search of answers. Shortly, the entries detailing Sue’s encounters with other men during her promiscuous phase loomed before me, their words a haunting reminder of the past she couldn’t erase.
    

    
      “Colin. A hot stud that I met at the gym. Nice body, sculpted, good abs. Average sized dick but clumsy. I won’t be seeing him again.”
    

    
      “Stuart. Another art student. Bit of a nerd, like Andy. Huge cock. At least seven inches. Gave me two orgasms. A bit clingy, so probably a one-off.”
    

    
      Andy? Was he another student? Or the teacher? I kept scanning, unable to believe that she’d kept a record of all the guys she’d fucked, but then, amidst the litany of names and measurements, one stood out above all others when I got to him, a spectre from Sue’s past that refused to be ignored.
    

    
      James.
    

    
      As I read Sue’s account of her encounter with James, a knot formed in the pit of my stomach, the weight of her words pressing down upon me like a leaden weight. “He was different. Dangerous, unpredictable. All the women at the club liked him but he was too old for me. I’ll fuck a guy ten, twenty years older than me, but I think he must be at least twenty-five, maybe thirty years older.”
    

    
      And yet she had slept with him and as I read on, a sense of unease settled over me, knowing what the fallout had been from their eventual sexual encounter.
    

    
      “So, obviously, imagine how shocked I was when the new man in my mother’s life turned out to be James from the swingers club. They met at the swimming pool, where James swims to keep fit. Mother has gone there for years. They got talking and hit it off right away. But I bet James is still going to the swingers club. He was insatiable, the last I heard.”
    

    
      Swingers club? Sue went to swingers clubs?
    

    
      “I’m so angry. What right does mum have to be happy and screwing someone like James? Several of the women at the club tell me he’s an absolute beast in bed. Amongst the best they’ve ever had, even as an older guy. I’m so fucking mad right now. She fucks my boyfriend, causes us to break up then finds love before I do?”
    

    
      And then, there it was.
    

    
      “I thought why should mum get all the fun? I was right, he was still going to the club, although only in a social aspect. Yeah, right. I only had to flash my cleavage at him and he was putty in my hands. I’m going to fuck him this weekend and make sure my mother finds out. Then she’ll know how it feels.”
    

    
      I felt guilty for reading and stopped, not wanting to go any further. I knew what had happened and the damage it had caused to Sue and Irene’s relationship but as I was about to close the diary, something caught my eye.
    

    
      His size. A cold shiver ran down my spine as I read Sue’s assessment of James’ endowment, her words a stark reminder of the inadequacies that plagued my own insecurities.
    

    
      “The women I spoke to weren’t lying. He was massive. At least nine inches. I’ve never felt so full and satisfied. I hope it’s visible on the video. I want mother to know how good he fucked me.”
    

    
      “So, tonight I saw James again. He can’t get enough, the dirty, cheating dog. But I did what needed to be done. Mother and him share his laptop. I know because I’ve seen her using it. She saves recipes on there, so I put the video in the folder she uses. She’s bound to see it. And when she does, she’ll know how I felt when I saw the photos of Aaron and her.”
    

    
      Then I scanned to the next page, reading the final words there.
    

    
      “I do feel guilty for hurting my mother but at the same time, it’s the same as what she did to me. Plus, I’m saving her, in a way. She doesn’t really know what James is like. I’ve done her a favour. He’d never be faithful to her, not long-term. Even if it wasn’t me, it would have been some young bimbo that turned his head.”
    

    
      I slammed the diary shut. I could have read more — there was so much more to read, not just about James, but Aaron and the gangbangs and all the guys between — but it felt wrong. With a sigh, I carefully concealed the diaries and photos back behind the drawer, returning them to their rightful place, hidden from prying eyes.
    

    
      I felt terrible for breaching Sue’s privacy, for betraying her trust in such a manner, but a part of me couldn’t shake the feeling of relief that washed over me. I knew about James now, his name no longer haunting the shadows of my mind, and I took solace in the words I had read about myself, about how Sue loved me, flaws and all. I’d resisted the urge to spend the day poring over the diaries, to unravel every secret they held, knowing that it would only lead to further heartache and uncertainty and that felt good. It was the right thing to do. I had to earn Sue’s trust back so I forced myself to focus on the present, to confront the questions that still lingered unanswered, but by asking Sue herself and not delving into her past secretly, behind her back.
    

    
      Still, as I went downstairs, fetching a beer from the fridge to calm my thudding heart and jangling nerves, what I’d read started to sink in. I thought I knew Sue, but I clearly didn’t, not truly. Not only did she have a previous exhibitionistic, promiscuous side to her that I never knew existed, but she also had a vengeful streak. One so strong as to even break her own mother’s heart, and in such a callous way as to leave a video lying around of the act.
    

    
      As I sat on the sofa, the soft glow of the television casting flickering shadows across the room, my mind swirled with thoughts and questions that refused to be ignored. Watching the screen but not really seeing it, I pondered the enigma that was my wife. Despite her outward affection and declarations of love, I couldn’t shake the lingering doubt that gnawed at the edges of my consciousness. Was she truly satisfied with our sex life, or did she yearn for the excitement and thrill of her past indiscretions?
    

    
      The image of Sue, once wild and promiscuous, now settled down with someone like me, taunted me relentlessly. How could she go from such extremes and still claim to be happy? Did she truly love me, average that I am, ‘Mr Nice’, or was I simply a safe choice, a comfortable refuge from the chaos of her past?
    

    
      With a heavy sigh, I pushed aside my doubts and fears, resolving to confront them head-on. I couldn’t continue to dwell on uncertainties and insecurities; it was time to seek answers, to bridge the gap between us. I’d speak to her when she got home. There was more talking to be done, she’d said that herself, so hopefully, she’d be open to my questions, even the blunt and difficult ones that were in my head.
    

    
      Then, like a bolt from the blue, I remembered something, the missed call I’d had from Aaron while talking to Irene earlier. What could he be ringing for? I reached for my phone and dialled his number, knowing I needed to speak to him before Sue came home or it would lead to another awkward situation to explain.
    

    
      “Hi, Phil,” Aaron’s voice boomed through the earpiece, breaking the silence that had settled over the room.
    

    
      “Hey, Aaron,” I replied, my tone cautious yet curious. “I saw you called earlier. Is everything okay?”
    

    
      “Yeah, just wanted to check in, see how you and Sue are doing,” he explained, his sincerity evident even though there was a lot of background noise where he was. “I still feel terrible at what happened, and just wanted to make sure you’re both alright.”
    

    
      I nodded, grateful for his concern. “Thanks, Aaron. We’re getting there, slowly but surely. I’m back at home now. We’re working on it.”
    

    
      “That’s awesome news. Good for you.”
    

    
      There was a moment of hesitation before I mustered the courage to broach the topic that weighed heavily on my mind. “Listen, Aaron, I’ve been thinking… Do you think Sue is truly happy with me?”
    

    
      Aaron’s response was immediate yet measured, his words tinged with a hint of regret. “What? Of course she is. You should have heard her on the phone the other day when I spoke to her, Phil. She was heartbroken.”
    

    
      “Really?”
    

    
      “Really.” Aaron paused, then spoke slowly, his voice quieter, the background noise making it hard to hear. He sounded like he was in the pub again. “Although… Look, If I’m honest, Phil, I think she might be a little frustrated sexually.”
    

    
      “Ah,” was the only thing I could say, my voice choking, his admission catching me off guard.
    

    
      “She mentioned it that night we met at the pub,” Aaron confessed. “She said she was happy but sometimes, she thought about the old times. I’m sorry, mate, I know it’s not easy to hear.”
    

    
      I swallowed hard, the weight of his words settling like a stone in the pit of my stomach. “No, I appreciate your honesty, Aaron,” I replied, my throat tight with emotion. “It’s something we need to address, and soon.”
    

    
      “Absolutely,” Aaron agreed, his tone reassuring. “Work on it, Introduce some new things to your sex life. I don’t know what, but… sex toys. Something like that. Maybe a romantic hotel break somewhere. Paris. Rome.”
    

    
      “That’s what I’m thinking,” I lied, trying to keep my voice level even though my emotions were all over the place.
    

    
      “And just remember, I’m here if either of you ever want to talk,” Sue’s ex continued, “Or if you want to… you know, repeat that night.”
    

    
      I chuckled nervously, unsure whether he was joking or not. “Thanks, Aaron. I’ll keep that in mind.”
    

    
      He laughed, reassuring me that he was simply trying to lighten the mood and then, with a final farewell, I ended the call, the weight of what he’d said lingering in the air, an unspoken truth. As I set my phone down, a surge of determination coursed through me. It was time to confront the issues that plagued our relationship, to seek the honesty and understanding that could lead us towards a brighter future.
    

    
      I glanced at my watch, noting the ticking minutes until Sue’s return. Tonight, we’d have the talk that we needed to and that impending conversation weighed heavily on my mind, a looming cloud of uncertainty and apprehension. We couldn’t just sweep what had happened under the carpet. We couldn’t just pretend Sue’s past never happened.
    

    
      I refused to settle for a marriage built on complacency, where love was a mere shadow of what it should be. Love, I believed, was the foundation, but it needed more than mere existence; it required the spark of desire, the flames of passion that ignited the soul. If I couldn’t fulfil that for Sue, if her heart yearned for more, I needed to know. And together, we’d face the truth and determine the path forward. Whatever it may be. Together… or apart.
    

    
      Chapter 6
    

    
      The evening had finally arrived, a culmination of hours spent apart, each moment building towards this inevitable conversation. Sue had returned from work just an hour earlier, and we’d gone through the motions of dinner in an uneasy silence. We both knew what needed to be said, what had been lingering between us like an unspoken truth, waiting to be acknowledged.
    

    
      As we sat in the living room, the soft glow of the television casting shadows around us, I felt the weight of the moment pressing down on me. This was it, the moment I’d been building up to all evening, the moment when we could finally lay everything bare and confront the truths that had been haunting us.
    

    
      “Sue,” I began, my voice steady despite the nervous fluttering in my chest, “I guess now’s as good a time to talk as any.”
    

    
      She turned to me, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of anticipation and trepidation. “I know,” she said softly, her voice tinged with resignation. “I’ve been expecting this. I’ve been thinking a lot today at work today but don’t know where to start.”
    

    
      I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding, relieved that she was already aware of the weight of the conversation we were about to have. “I’ve been thinking too,” I continued, my words coming easier now that the moment had arrived, “A lot’s happened and if we’re going to make this work, we need to go through it.”
    

    
      Sue nodded, her expression a mirror of my own thoughts. “Yes. We do,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.
    

    
      I reached out to take her hand, the connection grounding me as I prepared to dive into the depths of our shared history. “Sue, whatever it is,” I said, my voice filled with a newfound resolve. My wife looked gorgeous tonight even though she was dressed simply in a black t-shirt and jeans. Her brunette hair flowed in gentle waves down her neck and she smiled softly as I continued. “We need to talk about it. We need to be honest with each other.”
    

    
      She nodded, a single tear sliding down her cheek. “I know,” she whispered. “I’m ready.”
    

    
      “Okay, so,” I began gently, squeezing her hand in reassurance, “I feel like I understand what happened during your time with Aaron, but what about after? What happened between you ending it with him and when you met me? I know it’s not just the time you spent with Aaron that you feel bad about.”
    

    
      She took a deep breath, her blue eyes dropping to her lap as she struggled to find the right words. “After Aaron,” she began slowly, her voice tinged with uncertainty, “There was… a period of time when I was… lost, I suppose you could say.”
    

    
      I listened intently, my heart aching at the vulnerability in her voice. “Lost how?” I prompted, my voice soft with understanding.
    

    
      She sighed, running a hand through her hair as she searched for the words to explain. “I didn’t know who I was anymore,” she admitted, her words laced with regret. “I’d been so focused on Aaron, on trying to make things work with him, trying to explore these crazy desires that we shared, that I’d lost sight of myself in the process.”
    

    
      I nodded, silently urging her to continue. “So what did you do?” I asked gently, my heart breaking for the pain she must have been feeling.
    

    
      Sue glanced up at me, her eyes filled with a mixture of sadness and determination. “I… I did things I’m not proud of,” she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. “I made choices that I regret, that I wish I could take back.”
    

    
      I reached out to her, brushing away a stray tear as I tried to offer her some semblance of comfort. “Sue, whatever it is, you can tell me,” I assured her, my voice filled with a sincerity that echoed through the room. “You 
      need 
      to tell me.”
    

    
      “Do I?” she questioned, arching a fine eyebrow. “Do all couples know everything about each other? Isn’t it good to have some mystery? Some things… memories, that are personal to you?”
    

    
      “I guess,” I said, finding that hard to argue with. “But if those personal things come between us and I don’t know about them, how do we get around that?”
    

    
      She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what she was about to say. “Fine… I… slept with other men,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “A lot of men, I… I sought validation in all the wrong places, trying to fill the void that Aaron had left behind.”
    

    
      I felt a pang of sadness at her words, at the pain she must have been feeling during that time. “Sue,” I began softly, “But it’s in the past now. Whatever happened, happened. Don’t be ashamed of it.”
    

    
      Sue took a deep breath, her gaze fixed on some distant point as she delved into her past. “After Aaron,” she began slowly, her voice tinged with resignation, “I… I met someone else.”
    

    
      My heart clenched at the admission, but I forced myself to remain calm, to give her the space she needed to tell her story. “Who was he?” I asked softly, my voice barely above a whisper.
    

    
      “His name was James,” she replied, her tone heavy with regret. “He was… different. But I got with him for the wrong reason.”
    

    
      “What do you mean?”
    

    
      I listened in silence as she recounted her encounters with James, her words painting a vivid picture of the tumultuous relationship they shared. “He was older, more experienced,” she continued, her voice tinged with bitterness. “Phil, while you were staying with Dale, Marie called me. Mum told her that we’d had a disagreement and that you’d moved out temporarily.”
    

    
      “Right,” I nodded, knowing where this was going and cringing inwardly.
    

    
      “Marie told me that you asked about Aaron,” Sue continued, “Don’t worry. I understand, Phil. You’ve already told me you were poking around in my business and I get it. I wish you’d handled it differently but we can’t go back and change it now.”
    

    
      “I’m sorry,” I sighed, wishing Marie had kept her mouth closed as I’d asked.
    

    
      “Anyway, Marie was worried about me. She’s my sister, after all, and she thought she might have caused us to fight.” Sue’s eyes met mine, holding my gaze. “She told me that she mentioned James and suggested you needed to know what happened. So, be honest with me, Phil. Do you already know about James, like you did Aaron?”
    

    
      I breathed out slowly, my nerves on edge at being caught out unexpectedly.
    

    
      The weight of Sue’s words hung heavy in the air, the truth of her past looming between us like an insurmountable barrier. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to confess. “Sue,” I began slowly, my voice tinged with hesitation, “I… I did talk to Irene about James, yes.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes widened in surprise, her expression a mixture of shock and confusion. “You did?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
    

    
      I nodded, my throat tight with apprehension. “Yeah,” I admitted, feeling the weight of my confession bearing down on me. “I needed to know… about him. About what happened between you.”
    

    
      Her gaze softened, a flicker of understanding passing across her features. “And did you find out?” she asked softly, her voice tinged with uncertainty.
    

    
      I swallowed hard, the memories of my conversation with Irene front and centre in my mind but I didn’t mention that I’d learned the rest from the diaries. “Yeah,” I replied, my voice barely audible. “I did.”
    

    
      Sue reached out to me, her hand finding mine as she searched my eyes for reassurance. “Phil,” she began gently, “Whatever you found out, whatever you heard… it’s in the past now. We can move forward from this, right? What I did… it doesn’t make me a bad person.”
    

    
      “I didn’t want to take Irene’s side of the story as the whole truth,” I squeezed her hand. “I was hoping you’d bring him up and give me your take on what happened.”
    

    
      “I doubt my mother would lie to you,” Sue’s smile was tinged with bitterness. “She got a boyfriend and as it happened, I already knew him. We’d never slept together but I’d seen him in… certain circles, and I knew what type of man he was. He wasn’t right for mum. He was… still is… a playboy. Older. Wealthy. Arrogant. I knew him for what he was, so I exposed that to mum.”
    

    
      “By sleeping with him?”
    

    
      “Yes,” Sue nodded, chewing her lip nervously before she continued. “I seduced him, brought him home and had sex with him. Then sent a video of it to mum. I know it’s an awful thing to do, looking back, but I guess maybe I wanted revenge for what she did to me with Aaron.”
    

    
      “That’s more or less what your mother told me,” I said, still holding her hand, stroking the back of it gently. Then I stopped and frowned at her, wondering about something she’d just said. “Wait. A playboy… you said he was… and still is? What do you mean? Do you still know him?”
    

    
      Sue laughed sourly, taking her hand from mine and shaking her head. “You’re going to be so angry with me.”
    

    
      “What? Tell me?” Then something fell into place and I sat back in my chair, staring at her. “No way. James is…”
    

    
      “The same James that got me the job where I work now,” she nodded, keeping her eyes averted. “James is the owner of the company.”
    

    
      My mind was reeling. I’d met him once, at a company party. Sue had introduced me to him and I recalled him as a tall, broad, older man, handsome despite his lined face and balding, grey hair.
    

    
      “I rarely see him these days,” Sue reassured me. “And even when we do talk, he never mentions what happened. He was really angry with me when it first happened. He loved mum but I know he’d have broken her heart eventually, so I don’t regret splitting them up like I did. He took a long time to forgive me and only got in touch when he heard through the grapevine that mum was unwell.”
    

    
      That would make it a year or so ago, the same time that Sue got a brand new job out of the blue. The better pay had enabled us to build the extension and move Irene in with us.
    

    
      “How did he know where to get in touch with you?” I asked. “And how did he know about Irene? What grapevine?”
    

    
      As soon as I asked, the answer came to me.
    

    
      “Clive,” Sue explained. Clive was Sue’s brother-in-law and I remembered him once telling us that he used to work at the same place Sue did now. “James knows Clive. It’s a small world. Clive gave him my number when he asked and I got this call out of the blue, asking how my mother was.”
    

    
      “And then he offered you a job?”
    

    
      Sue looked down into her lap, closing her eyes and it was a while before she spoke. “We talked for a while. About mum. About what had happened.”
    

    
      “And?”
    

    
      “And he asked if I still had a copy of the sex tape we made together.”
    

    
      “What?” My heart was thudding in my chest at this latest revelation. This was just over a year ago. While we were together. What the fuck?
    

    
      “Don’t worry,” Sue said, her eyes wide and pleading at me and I realised that I’d elevated my voice. “I didn’t do anything with him. I’ve never cheated on you, Phil. It’s not like that.”
    

    
      “Then what is it?” I asked, trying to calm myself down. Sue hadn’t gone all regretful as she had for no reason. She’d done 
      something.
    

    
      “Long story short,” she sighed, “I let him see the video in exchange for the job.”
    

    
      “No way,” I breathed. That meant… “So the sex tape you made… still exists?”
    

    
      “Yes,” Sue confessed. Her chest was rising and falling fast beneath her T-shirt. Her eyes were wild as she stared at me, waiting for a reaction, then continued when I just sat there looking at her in disbelief. “I negotiated with him hard. I got the role I wanted, the pay I wanted and he got to watch the video again. I told him I wouldn’t let him have a copy. That would be crazy. He could blackmail me or something. Instead, I met up with him and let him watch it.”
    

    
      “You did what?” I said, raising my voice again, truly angry this time. “And you expect me to believe you didn’t fuck him or something? After what happened with Aaron.”
    

    
      “Call him and ask him,” Sue said, standing up, her eyes ablaze. “I swear to you, Phil, nothing happened. I’m a lot of things, as I said, but I’m not a cheat. I let him watch the video and I let him take a couple of screenshots — ones without my face in — for him to enjoy later. But that’s all. He texted me later that night and said he’d jerked off twice to what he’d seen but I ignored it. I didn’t respond. After that, James kept his end of the bargain. I got the job and it pays well. Look at what we’ve managed to do with the money. Vacations, the house, the extension. I did it for us. For mum. Can’t you see that?”
    

    
      After Sue’s explanation, I took a moment to collect my thoughts, the anger slowly dissipating as I processed everything she had revealed. Despite my initial reaction, I knew I needed to trust her, to believe in our relationship and the bond we shared. Taking a deep breath, I met her gaze, searching for reassurance amidst the turmoil.
    

    
      “Sue,” I began, my voice softer now, “Promise me. Promise me that nothing happened between you and James. Promise me that you didn’t… do anything with him.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes held mine, filled with sincerity and determination. “I promise, Phil,” she said firmly, her voice unwavering. “Nothing happened between us. I never cheated on you. I had an awkward hour at his place while he watched the video with his dick out and that was it. I swear.”
    

    
      Her words eased the tension in my chest, a weight lifting off my shoulders as I chose to believe in her honesty. If I found out later that she was lying, then I’d cross that bridge when I came to it. “Okay,” I replied.
    

    
      “I’m not lying, Phil,” she said, as if reading my mind but there was one more thing I needed to know, one last reassurance to set my mind at ease.
    

    
      “And promise me again,” I continued, my voice tinged with vulnerability, “That you’ve never slept with anyone else during our marriage. Besides Aaron, I mean.”
    

    
      Sue nodded, her expression softening with understanding. “I promise, Phil,” she affirmed, her voice gentle yet resolute. “I’ve never been unfaithful to you until what happened with Aaron the other night. Apart from him, you’re the only one I’ve been with since we got married.”
    

    
      “I wish it was easy to believe you,” I replied. “This is all just so much to take in.”
    

    
      “I’m sorry I kept all of this from you for so long,” my wife apologised, her voice quivering with emotion as she stood there, in the centre of the room, her hands clasped together in front of her. “Everything. Aaron, my past, all the men… James. It’s just that… when I met you, I liked you so much that I was afraid. I was scared that a nice, kind, lovely man like you wouldn’t want to be with a slut like me.”
    

    
      My heart hurt at those words. I hated the fact that I was putting her through this but it needed to be done. But now, as she continued, telling me how much she loved me and how sorry she was, I did begin to believe her. It wasn’t just her words, but her body language, and the sincerity in her tone all told me she was telling the truth. It was like a balm to my soul, soothing the doubts and insecurities that had plagued me but the conversation wasn’t done yet. I still had concerns.
    

    
      “Sue,” I began, my voice steady but laced with vulnerability, “I need you to answer me one last question, honestly and truthfully. Can you promise that?”
    

    
      Sue nodded, her gaze unwavering as she met my eyes. “Ask me, Phil,” she replied softly, her tone still infused with sincerity. “Ask me anything.”
    

    
      I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the question that weighed heavily on my mind. “Am I enough for you sexually?” I asked, the words hanging in the air between us. “Moving forward, do you still want me? Or has everything that’s happened — starting with James last year and culminating in what happened with Aaron and the threesome — awakened that part of you again?”
    

    
      Sue’s expression softened, her eyes filled with understanding as she reached out to take my hand in hers. “Phil,” she said gently, “You are more than enough for me in many ways. In all the ways that really matter. I love you, and I want our marriage to work. What happened with Aaron was a mistake, a moment of weakness that I regret deeply. It wasn’t about wanting something more — it was about wanting something different. But that’s not what I want anymore. I want you, Phil. I choose you.”
    

    
      “I’m enough for you in many ways,” I repeated her words, choosing them carefully while reading between the lines. “I believe that, but be honest. That side of you… the sexually adventurous, wilder side of you. It’s still there. I saw it, that night with Aaron. You wanted him… had sex with him… in a way I’d never seen before. I don’t want you to stay with me, Sue, if you’re feeling… frustrated or unfulfilled. Aaron told me that you admitted to him that day, that you were sexually frustrated.”
    

    
      “He told you that?” Sue’s eyes filled with tears and she scrubbed at them with the back of her hand. “Shit. I’m sorry, Phil. I shouldn’t have told him that.”
    

    
      “So it’s true?” I asked softly, stepping forward and taking her into my arms for some reason. I knew what she was about to say was going to hurt but I didn’t care. I loved this woman and couldn’t stand seeing her upset and ashamed any longer.
    

    
      “Maybe,” she murmured into my chest, her own arms wrapping around my back and squeezing tightly. “Please, don’t hate me, Phil. I can’t help it. I love you and love what we have. Our sex life is fine, I promise. It’s just that sometimes, I think back to those times… I have fantasies about them. It doesn’t mean I want to go back to hanging group sex and picking up random guys every weekend again.”
    

    
      “But when the chance of sleeping with Aaron came up,” I said softly into her long, dark hair, “You couldn’t help yourself.”
    

    
      “Just looking through my old photos, reading my dairies,” she confessed, “It all turned me on so much. Watching the video with James was weird, but yes, it turned me on — but I promise nothing happened — and then when we took our own naughty photos and when you showed them to Dale… Yes, I liked it. I can’t help who I am. I’ve tried to be… normal. Boring. Whatever you want to call it, but since all of this started, I’ve been thinking about it more and more… and feeling terrible about it.”
    

    
      She was sobbing into my chest now and I gave her a moment to compose herself, then eased her away from me so I could look into her eyes.
    

    
      “Don’t feel terrible. I love you, Sue. I want to find a way to make this marriage work. Tell me honestly, do you want the same?”
    

    
      “I do,” she insisted, some of the fire finally returning to her blue eyes. “Whatever it takes, I’ll do it.”
    

    
      A flicker of relief washed over me at her words, a renewed sense of determination propelling me forward. “Then let’s try something,” I suggested, my mind racing with possibilities. “Maybe we could… experiment sexually. Take more photographs, like we did before. Show them to Dale. Maybe with you there? Show them to Aaron, perhaps. We could push our sexual boundaries together and see how it goes. If that’s what you’d like.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes widened in surprise at the suggestion, her tears subsiding as a hint of curiosity sparked within her gaze. “I… I’d like that,” she admitted her voice tentative but tinged with a newfound sense of excitement.
    

    
      “Good,” I said, offering her a reassuring smile. “But before we dive into anything else, there’s something I need to do.”
    

    
      Sue furrowed her brow in confusion, her gaze searching mine for answers. “What is it?” she asked softly.
    

    
      “I want to see the sex tape,” I said, my voice steady despite the unease that gnawed at my gut. “The one you made with James, if it still exists.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes widened in shock, her breath catching in her throat as she processed my request. “I do. I have it stored in the cloud, but, Phil, are you sure?” she asked, her voice tinged with uncertainty.
    

    
      “Yes. Let’s watch it together,” I said. I knew that this might be the weirdest request yet but something deep inside me needed this. The very thought of seeing it made my cock hard but also deeply unsettled me and what I might be about to witness, yet another facet of Sue that I hadn’t come across before.
    

    
      With a silent nod of acceptance, Sue rose from the embrace, her eyes filled with a mixture of apprehension and determination. “Okay,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll get my laptop.”
    

    
      Chapter 7
    

    
      As I sat beside Sue on the edge of our bed, the laptop perched on my knees, a nervous flutter danced in the pit of my stomach. The weight of what we were about to do hung heavy in the air, the anticipation palpable as we both stared at the screen before us.
    

    
      Sue’s hand trembled slightly as she reached out, clicking through several folders, one of which was password-protected before hovering the mouse over the video file, her breath catching in her throat. I could see the mixture of apprehension and curiosity in her eyes, mirroring my own conflicted emotions.
    

    
      “Are you sure?” she asked softly and when I nodded, she tapped the touchpad and after a moment of loading, the video began to play, the screen flickering to life with a burst of static before settling into a grainy image of Sue’s face. My heart hammered in my chest as I watched, unable to tear my gaze away from the scene unfolding before me as this younger version of my wife, her dark hair pouring across her shoulders in wavy cascades, set the camera down at the side of her bed.
    

    
      “I don’t know about this,” I heard a male voice say and there he was, James, a broad, older man with wavy greying hair, as he walked into the view of the camera lens. “I know about your kinks for showing off, Sue, but a video?”
    

    
      “I love watching myself get fucked,” my wife said, her figure stepping out of shot for a moment. She’d been wearing a thin white dressing gown and when she returned to the camera’s view, she’d discarded it. Her naked body looked stunning, slimmer than she was now, her breasts slightly higher, her pussy a dark triangle buried between her thighs.
    

    
      There they were, next to each other on the bed — my younger wife with her older lover-to-be, and it didn’t take long before Sue helped him out of his clothes. When she tugged down his boxer shorts, my breath caught in my throat. His dick was huge, long, thick and already erect.
    

    
      “He’s got a big one,” my wife said from next to me and I turned to meet her gaze. Her cheeks reddened as she held my stare for a moment and then both of our eyes went back to the screen on my lap. James and Sue were now locked in an intimate embrace as they lay on the bed, their bodies moving in a rhythmic dance of desire, crashing together violently as James wasted no time in shoving his cock inside her. There was no foreplay. He just rammed his dick into her hairy pussy and began to pump into her hard. Sue’s moans echoed through the room from the tinny laptop speakers, mingling with the sound of James’s ragged breaths as they lost themselves in the throes of passion on the screen in front of me.
    

    
      I felt a surge of conflicting emotions wash over me as I watched, a mixture of arousal and jealousy warring within my soul. Part of me wanted to look away, to shield myself from the raw intensity of their encounter, but another part couldn’t help but be drawn in by the sheer eroticism of the scene.
    

    
      “Sue, I…” I began, my voice trailing off as I struggled to find the words to express the maelstrom of emotions swirling inside me. But before I could continue, James’s voice cut through the silence, drawing our attention back to the video.
    

    
      “You like that, baby?” he murmured, his voice heavy with desire as he continued to thrust into Sue with a relentless determination. “You like my big cock pounding into your tight little pussy?”
    

    
      Sue’s response was little more than a breathless moan as she clung to James, her body writhing beneath his in a desperate attempt to keep up with the frenzied pace of his thrusts. I watched in stunned silence as she succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her veins, her cries of ecstasy mingling with the sound of James’s harsh panting as he drove her to the brink of orgasm before stopping abruptly.
    

    
      “No,” Sue groaned. “Don’t stop. I was almost there. Fuck me.”
    

    
      I felt another surge of conflicting emotions wash over me, my arousal battling against the gnawing jealousy that threatened to consume me whole. It was both exhilarating and terrifying to watch as James took complete control of Sue, his every movement calculated to elicit the most intense pleasure from her quivering body. He rubbed the tip of his dick over her swollen clit, all in full view of the camera which was only a couple of feet away, making Sue’s body quiver. Then he flipped her onto her front, pushing her face into the pillow before lifting her ass up and shoving himself mercilessly into her wet hole.
    

    
      Sue cried out as the shockingly large dick thrust into her pussy, a sound somewhere between a sigh of pleasure and a yelp of pain, then begged him again to fuck her. “Please,” she whimpered as he held his length inside her for a moment, barely moving, “Please, fuck me. I’m begging you.”
    

    
      “How much do you want it?” the older man taunted her.
    

    
      “More than anything,” Sue said, looking over her shoulder and trying to push back onto it but the large older man, held her firmly by the hips, refusing to let her have it. As she continued to beg for it, he smiled and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to be in James’s shoes, to have that kind of power and control over my wife’s pleasure. The thought sent a shiver down my spine, igniting a fire within me that burned hotter with each passing moment.
    

    
      Then he reached forward, pushing her face into the pillow while simultaneously thrusting into her powerfully. Sue’s breath hitched in her throat as she gasped for air, her body trembling beneath James’s powerful grip. And as he smashed into her cunt with relentless force, I could see the pleasure etched into every line of her face, her cries of ecstasy mingling with the sound of my own ragged breathing as I struggled to keep myself composed.
    

    
      “Phil,” Sue whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of our pounding hearts. “I… I’m so turned on right now.”
    

    
      Her admission sent a thrill of excitement coursing through me, my own desire rising to meet hers as I reached out to take her hand in mine. “Me too,” I confessed, my voice thick with arousal as I leaned in to press a gentle kiss to her lips.
    

    
      For a brief moment, we lost ourselves in each other, the heat of our passion igniting a fire that burned brighter with each passing second. But as quickly as it had begun, our kiss came to an end, our shared desire urging us back to the screen before us.
    

    
      “He fucked me so good,” she recalled, her voice thick with arousal, her blue eyes staring into mine from just inches away, then they returned to the screen and mine followed and as we returned our attention to the video, I felt a surge of anticipation wash over me, my heart pounding in my chest as I waited to see what would happen next. But nothing could have prepared me for what came next.
    

    
      Sue had a powerful orgasm, her entire body rippling as James ploughed her from behind and then, 
      she looked up at him over her shoulder again. “Put it in my ass,”
       I heard her say through the laptop speakers.
    

    
      “What the…” I whispered. “Really?”
    

    
      “Really,” my wife murmured from beside me as we watched James work his hefty cock into my wife’s tight asshole, spitting on it several times before it would go in. Sue’s body tensed as it first entered her, but then she relaxed and the older man got into a rhythm, his strokes making Sue groan loudly with every deep motion.
    

    
      I felt Sue’s hand between my legs, feeling at the front of my jeans until she found the hard shape of my cock. Then she undid my zipper and pulled out my throbbing erection.
    

    
      “Keep watching,” she instructed me then moved the laptop to make room for her head to fit between and she took me into her mouth. As Sue’s lips closed around me, her warm mouth enveloping my throbbing cock, I couldn’t help but moan softly, the sensation sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. My eyes remained glued to the screen, where James continued to pound into Sue’s tight ass with relentless force, each thrust eliciting a chorus of moans and gasps from my wife.
    

    
      Her tongue worked wonders on me, tracing delicate patterns along the length of my shaft as I struggled to maintain my composure, my hips instinctively bucking against her mouth in a desperate bid for more. And as the video reached its climax, I felt myself teetering on the edge of release, my every nerve on fire with anticipation.
    

    
      “Sue,” I gasped, my voice thick with desire as she worked me closer and closer to the brink. “I’m… I’m gonna…”
    

    
      But before I could finish my sentence, the intensity of her ministrations drove me over the edge, my body convulsing with pleasure as I spilled myself into her waiting mouth. On the screen, James pulled out and Sue rolled over on the bed, so he could jerk off and cum all over her tits and face and as I collapsed back onto the bed, spent and sated, I couldn’t help but marvel at the raw, untamed passion that still burned between us, igniting a fire that showed no signs of being extinguished anytime soon, despite what I’d just witnessed in the video.
    

    
      “You enjoyed watching that, didn’t you?” said my wife, after a long moment while I caught my breath.
    

    
      “Weirdly, yes,” I confessed, pushing myself to a sitting position again so I could watch the final moments of the video. A happy, smiling and satisfied-looking younger Sue looked into the camera for a long moment before switching it off, no doubt a deliberate look aimed at her mother who was going to see it soon. “I guess there’s no point in denying it. You saw… felt how hard I was.”
    

    
      “I know you probably don’t want to hear this,” my wife said so quietly that I could barely hear her. “But if we’re putting our cards on the table and being open and honest with each other… If we… if we did ever split up, I’d fuck James again in a heartbeat.”
    

    
      “Isn’t he like… really old now?” I questioned.
    

    
      “In his sixties,” Sue nodded, “But I know he still fucks a lot of women. He’s rich, still quite handsome and charming. He goes to the gym and occasionally to sex clubs but he mostly finds women by going to bars and flashing his cash around, He told me this one night after work when we talked, briefly, about what happened. He’s admitted that he uses Viagra to get hard but says he can still fuck any woman into next week.”
    

    
      “Have you ever been tempted?” I asked, not wanting to hear the answer because I knew what she was going to say. “To cheat on me with him.”
    

    
      “Maybe,” Sue admitted after a long hesitation. “I know I could fuck him any time I wanted. But I have never, I promise.”
    

    
      “I believe you,” I sighed. “So you were tempted to fuck Aaron again during our break… and with James at work you’ve been tempted.”
    

    
      “Yes. I’m sorry.”
    

    
      “This isn’t the first time you’ve watched this video, is it?” I asked softly.
    

    
      “No. I’ve watched it quite a few times.”
    

    
      Sue’s admission hung heavy in the air, her words echoing through the room as I struggled to process the implications of what she had just revealed. A part of me wanted to lash out, to demand answers, but another part recognized the raw honesty in her confession, the vulnerability laid bare in her admission.
    

    
      “I don’t know how I should feel about that,” I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper as I turned to face her, searching her eyes for some semblance of understanding.
    

    
      “I understand,” Sue replied softly, her gaze meeting mine with unwavering sincerity. “And I’m sorry. I never meant to hurt you. It’s just… sometimes I feel like I need a little bit more than what you can give me.”
    

    
      Her words cut through me like a knife, the sting of her honesty piercing straight to the core of my being. But despite the pain, there was also a sense of relief, a newfound clarity in the air as we laid bare our deepest desires and fears.
    

    
      “I don’t want to lose you,” I admitted, my voice choked with emotion as I reached out to take her hand in mine. “But I also don’t want to hold you back. Maybe… maybe we need some more time apart, to figure things out. To give you the chance to explore those feelings without the weight of our relationship hanging over your head. To fuck Aaron again and James, get them out of your system once and for all. Then we can make a go of it with those demons exorcised.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes widened in surprise, her expression a mixture of shock and uncertainty as she processed my words. But after a moment, a small smile tugged at the corners of her lips, a glimmer of hope shining through the darkness of our shared turmoil.
    

    
      “I think… I mean… Would you take me back again?” Sue’s blue eyes glistened in the dim light as she studied me, trying to work out if this was me being sincere or trying to trick her. “Would you want me… After I’d been with them both?”
    

    
      “I don’t want to lose you,” I repeated, my voice steadier now, though still laced with emotion. “And yes, I would take you back. I want you, Sue. I just want you to be sure of what you want, without any regrets or doubts lingering between us.”
    

    
      Sue’s smile widened at my words, a sense of relief washing over her features as she realized the depth of my commitment to her. “Thank you, Phil,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper as she leaned in to press a soft kiss against my lips. “Thank you for giving me this chance.”
    

    
      And so, we reached a tentative agreement, a fragile truce born from the ashes of our shattered dreams. While we wouldn’t be officially together, I wouldn’t move out this time. We would continue to cohabit, sharing our home and our lives, but with the understanding that Sue would have the freedom to explore her desires, to be with Aaron and James if she chose to. It was a difficult decision, one fraught with uncertainty and apprehension, but it was also a necessary step towards healing the wounds that had torn us apart.
    

    
      “I want you to have access to the video and the photos,” Sue suggested tentatively, her gaze searching mine for any sign of hesitation. “So you can… you know… wank over them, whenever you want. Hey, maybe you could even show Dale.”
    

    
      “The photos?”
    

    
      “Or the video,” Sue giggled, the noise breaking the tension in the room. “The thought of him watching me get fucked like that is a bit of a turn-on. Oh, and if you ever feel the need to be with another woman, I won’t stop you. I won’t be jealous. I just want us to be honest with each other, no matter what.”
    

    
      I shook my head, a small smile tugging at the corners of my lips as I reached out to take her hand in mine. “I don’t want anyone else, Sue,” I assured her, my voice filled with conviction. “You’re all I need.”
    

    
      “I suppose that could work,” Sue murmured, a hint of uncertainty lingering in her voice, then she stood and undressed in silence, her eyes never leaving mine. “But first, I need you to make me cum, Phil. You’ve had your fun. It’s my turn now.”
    

    
      With a silent nod, I rose to my feet, my desire burning hotter than ever as I pulled her into my arms, my lips crashing against hers in a fervent kiss. Then I lay her back on the bed, my hands roaming freely over her supple curves as I sought to drive her to the brink of ecstasy. I slid two fingers into her, working her wetness then let my tongue roam over her swollen clit but as I felt her trembling beneath my touch a few minutes later, on the verge of release, I noticed a presence lingering just beyond the threshold of our bedroom door. A figure stood there, silent and unmoving, her eyes fixed on us with a gaze that sent shivers down my spine. Irene. How long had she been watching? What did she want?
    

    
      “Don’t stop,” Sue urged me, pulling my head back between her thighs. “What’s wrong? I’m almost there.”
    

    
      “Nothing,” I replied quickly, not wanting Sue to realise Irene was there and another potential argument develop between them. I delved my tongue back into my wife’s soft folds, licking and sucking at them until she shuddered against me, her orgasm making her back arch from the bed and then I turned to look at the doorway. Irene had gone, vanished into the darkness, leaving me with more questions than answers.
    

    
      And as Sue collapsed against the bed, her body wracked with the aftershocks of her release, I couldn’t shake the feeling that our lives were about to change in ways we could never have imagined. Would our marriage… could it… survive what we were about to submit it to?
    

    
      Only time would tell.
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