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I found the folder when my wife was away at her annual 2-day work conference.

Even though she’d gone to it for the past decade or so, our daughter – our only child – had recently left home for university, and those two nights were the first nights I’d spent properly alone in almost twenty years.  It was a strange feeling, and something must admit I was quite looking forward to.  That first evening, I ordered a curry, bought a four-pack, and watched the game, pretending, if only for a few hours, that I was once again a young, responsibility-free bachelor.

Josie called me at around ten that night.  She was at a pub with a load of the other delegates, and had stepped outside to have a cigarette.  Josie had pretty much quit smoking entirely, except for those rare instances where she went out and others were lighting up.  

‘How’s it going?’ I asked, half-distracted, muting the television yet still keeping my eye on the replays of the goals.  ‘The usual?’

The sound of her inhaling smoke.  ‘Yeah.  Nothing new, really.  A few interesting developments.  Gail made it, this time, which is nice.  Marcus told me he may not be able to make my talk, which is fine by me…’

I zoned out a little as she spoke, talking work and mentioning names that were familiar enough to me, even if I had never actually met them.  Josie was hardly interested in these things herself, and sounded bored.

She asked me how my day had been, and it was my turn to talk work for a few minutes.  I wished her luck with her presentation in the morning, jokingly warning her not to have too many glasses of wine.  She’d given the exact same key-note speech for the past five years, and could probably turn up still asleep and give it.

‘Will you be out much later?’ I asked her.

‘Not too late,’ she said, non-committed.  ‘There’s a few people still out.  I’ll probably get a cab back to the hotel with Gail.’

We wished one another a good night and hung up.  I finished the beer I’d been drinking and realised I didn’t fancy another.  I yawned.  Typical.  The cat is away, the mouse is falling asleep.  What a wild singleton I’d make these days.  I switched off the lights downstairs and headed to bed.

The following day was uneventful, forgettable, the office devoid of incident.  I texted Josie a couple of times and got no response – not uncommon, as those conferences tended to pack the events in pretty tight – until the late afternoon, when I got a message to tell me her talk had gone well.  I sent her a ‘Well done x’ back.  It was raining as I drove home, cold, and dark already.  The urge to close the doors to the outside world was strong.  I made a simple dinner, and ate it in the lounge, watching the news.

I bathed.  I felt tired.  It was still early, not quite eight.  I decided to watch a movie in bed.  Relax, and allow sleep to take me if it crept up.  I went to reach for my tablet, intending to watch a film online, and cursed: I’d lent the device to Josie.  She’d needed easy access to her emails whilst at the conference, but didn’t fancy carrying her laptop with her.  I reached across to the bedside table on her side of the bed, and lifted her laptop up onto the duvet.

Josie tended to use the same password for everything – the name of her childhood dog – so I tried that at the sign-in screen.  Success.  It took a few moments to boot up.  I grabbed a glass of water from the bathroom as I waited.

I lay back down.  Her wallpaper image was a photo she’d taken of a castle at dusk in northern France.  We’d visited there a couple of years prior.  I smiled, seeing it: it had been a good couple of weeks.  I hadn’t really thought of it recently.  I wanted to see more.  Feeling a touch strange, going through my wife’s documents, but knowing there would be nothing private from me on there, I went into the Start menu, and from there her Photos file.  Sure enough, in there was the folder of photos taken from that holiday, as well as other folders, of birthdays, Christmases, get togethers.  I looked through them, at pictures of us and our daughter and our friends.  I smiled, realising I was missing her, now.  I sent her a text, telling her I loved her, that I hoped she was having fun at her post-conference drinks.

I don’t know why I clicked on the Documents tab.  I wasn’t expecting to find anything of interest, and wasn’t looking for anything.  I admit, it comes down to little more than nosiness.  Living with someone for almost twenty five years, as I had with Josie, privacy wasn’t something at the forefront of my mind.  What was mine was hers, what was hers was mine.

Folders of work documents.  Saved emails.  Spreadsheets.  None of it meant much to me.

My little curiosity was pretty much sated.  I was already thinking about which film to watch when I unthinkingly clicked on a folder blandly titled ‘Misc Work Data.’

I froze.

The folder led to a screen filled with about half a dozen or so more folders, all tucked away in ‘Misc Work Data.’  Small indistinct thumbnail photographs where in these folder icons, signifying that they were storing pictures within.  The thumbnails, mere fragments of images rather than the images themselves, seemed to show skin-tones, body parts.  Figures.

Was Josie storing porn on these?

I looked at the folder names, and my stomach began to churn.  ‘Oct ’06.’ ‘Oct ’07.’

It was October now.  Josie’s work conferences were always held in October.

I felt strange, a little distant from myself, as I clicked one of the icons.  I was telling myself, dimly, that they could just pictures of the conference, of the meals and the drinks.

But if so, why would she never have bothered showing me?

A list of thumbnail photographs popped up when I opened ‘Oct ’06.’

They were bodies.  Men, women.  Various stages of undress.

I felt strangely blank as I recognised, even at such a small scale, my wife in some of them.

I clicked on the first picture.

Nothing professional about any of these, just snaps taken from the people who were there.  No real composition, no great focus.

Nothing staged.

The room was indistinct.  Bland cream walls, no pictures.  Twin beds pushed to either side.  I’d have assumed a hotel, but was thrown off by the plastic sheeting laid down across the floor.

There seemed to be about four or five men.  All fairly anonymous, grinning, chatting.  Bulges of everyday stomachs and receding hairlines.  A couple looked younger, more toned.  One couldn’t have been more than twenty.  Cocks flaccid in some shots, stiff in others.  Some balls shaved, some wiry with tangles of hair.

I could feel myself growing colder, more sickeningly excited, as I pressed the arrow key on the keyboard, slowly moving through the pictures, though this garbled narrative made of snapshots.

The only other female was young, perhaps in her early twenties.  Asian.  Light olive skin, sleek black hair.  Dark eyes that always seemed to be gazing at the camera.

Josie was there.  In underwear I’d never seen before, in underwear I wouldn’t have imagined she’d wear in a million years.  Purple, with frills.  Holes exposing her nipples, her pussy.  Her hair a slightly different cut than now.  Shorter.  I remembered it like that.

I moved through the photos of my wife having sex with the entire room.

The photos were clearly focused on either her or the Asian girl, but the male faces did make it into the frame.  What appeared to be each man taking turns in her mouth, in her pussy.  A couple of shots were down by her buttocks, deliberately spread to show a penis stuffed into her anus.  In a couple of shots she was being double penetrated, sitting on one man whilst another worked in behind her.  In a few, she was being shafted from behind, her face, red, sweaty, and contorting in effort, held down into the other girl’s bare pussy, Josie working her tongue on the girl’s lips.

Then the pictures began to shift.

Josie, suddenly, lying on her back on the floor, against that crinkled plastic sheeting.

The girl standing over her, casually, feet on either side of my wife’s head.  The guys hovering around, directing, chatting.

The girl squatting over Josie’s face.

I began to grown queasy, even as my cock raged with an aching stiffness and excitement it had probably never before quite known.  The shots became close-ups.  I imagined the cameraman, naked and stiff, getting down on his knees, leaning forward, into the action, able to smell the sweat.  Able to smell what was about to happen.

Josie had her head turned to the side ever so slightly.  I couldn’t make out her expression.  A brown length of firm shit was growing from the girl’s arsehole.  There were several pictures of these moment, as it gradually inched out.  The effect was of painful slowness, of terror and erotic trepidation.  It touched Josie’s face before breaking, on her cheek, curling round a little.  It covered much of the right hand side of her face.  It was dark, heavy looking.

I’ve never vomited with an erection before but that is exactly what I did, stumbling through to the bathroom – thankfully only the next room – and falling to my knees in front of the porcelain.  I brought up my dinner, head flickering crazily between thoughts and emotions.  I sat up, spat into the bowl.  Flushed.  Looked down.  Incredibly, my erection still jutted out the front of my boxers.  I was desperate to get back to the laptop.  I rinsed with mouthwash.  My eyes wandered back to the toilet, and remained there.

Some girl used my wife’s face as a toilet, I thought dumbly.

I rushed back to the bedroom.

I felt cold yet flushed at the same time.  I felt a little crazed, wanting to see but not wanting to see anything more.  I got back on the bed and continued to move through the pictures.  My fingers were trembling as they pressed the keys.

The Asian girl had shit on my wife’s face.

Incredible.

There were a few images of just this, of Josie’s face partly obscured by the young woman’s waste.  Josie was keeping her mouth and eyes firmly closed at first, and I was wondering how much she was struggling, how into this she actually was.  Who were these people?  Was this against her will?  Was she being –

These questions were answered in a following photo, taken from a little further back, clearly showing the blur of Josie’s hand as she furiously masturbated herself.

Time began to grow hazy as I looked through the rest of the album.  I obsessed over the smallest of details, as if I could some discover some hidden truth, some meaning behind my wife’s secret life.

With Josie lying wanking on the floor, one of the guys who looked young enough to be dating our daughter climbed on top of her and began thrusting in her.  He pressed his face to hers and they kissed, passionately, smearing brown filth across their own faces.  It looked obscenely intimate.  At some point he was replaced by another.  At some point a cock or two pumped jizz across my wife’s degraded face.  In the background the Asian girl was having her rear cleaned by the tongues of the other men.  Eventually Josie clambered to her knees and thrust her own face between the girl’s cheeks, her tongue probing her messy hole, her eyes fuzzy with arousal, disbelief, booze, god knows what.

I ejaculated there in my pyjama bottoms, my shaft touched by nothing but the cotton, my fingers still on the keyboard.  I didn’t recall having ever experienced that in my adult life, such was my delirious, confused arousal. 

The album ended abruptly with that image.

I sat there stunned as I looped round to the first photo.

The silence of the house was broken only by the soft whirring of the laptop.

I got up with slightly shaking legs, and changed my wet pj bottoms.

On the bedside table, my mobile beeped and glowed in the soft light.  It was almost eleven o’clock, somehow.  It was Josie.

‘Hi hun.  Hope you’re having a nice eve.  Just having drinks with a few people. X’

I looked back at the computer screen.  I backed out of the ‘Oct ’06’ folder.  Saw the others: ‘Oct ’07.’  ‘Oct ’08.’  ‘Feb ’09.’  On and on.  I clicked, almost at random, not looking properly yet.  So many faces of anonymous men.  My wife.  Drinking piss.  Eating shit.

I looked at her message again.

‘Just having a bite to eat and drinks with a few people.’

Within seconds I was stiff again.  I scrolled through the photos once more, this time with a hand firmly wrapped around my cock.
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