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Foreword

If you’ve previously read ‘The Photo Shoot’, one of my No Angels novels, you’ll recognise some of the locations and characters from this short - but this is a standalone book and you don’t need to have read The Photo Shoot to enjoy this one.

However, this is a direct sequel to the first in the series, ‘The Camera Doesn’t Lie’ so you might well want to read that before checking out ‘Camera Shy’.

I’d also like to thank fellow erotica author Lucian Cordray for his help with editing and proofing the book. Check out his work too and also, check Ronin’s reviews on Goodreads. He knows his stuff when it comes to hotwife erotica.

But for now, I hope you enjoy this; the fifth No Angels Story and the middle book of The Photographer’s Secret Portfolio trilogy.


The Treat

“So, tell me about this photoshoot that you did,” my wife Lorna asked. “I’m thinking of doing one for Rory but I’m a bit nervous about it.”

“You’re nervous?” Emily replied. “Why would you be nervous? I’ve always had you down as the confident type.”

We were in the La Tavola, our favourite restaurant, with my work colleague Paul and his gorgeous wife Emily. They’d never been here before, the expensive La Tavola was a little out of their usual budget, but I was treating the couple to a night out, on me.

“Confident? I might come across that way,” Lorna replied, brushing her long brunette hair over one shoulder as our food arrived, “but I’m really not.”

“If I had your looks and your body, I’d be way more confident than I am,” Emily mused while tucking into her dinner, a delicious-smelling pasta dish.

“There’s nothing wrong with either your looks or your body,” Paul, her husband, pointed out and I agreed. Emily was stunning, if totally different to Lorna. Whereas my wife had shoulder-length, dark-brown hair, Emily’s long hair was honey blonde. My Lorna was slim and petite where Emily was full-figured and curvy. But both women were good-looking and equally sexy in my opinion.

“Didn’t the photoshoot make you feel more confident?” Lorna asked.

I saw Paul and Emily glance at each other for a moment before Emily replied. “Maybe. But a lot of it is down to Eddie, - that’s the photographer - the way he lights the shot and his makeup guy is really good too. The pictures are flattering. I’m still the same Emily I was before having the shoots done.”

“Shoots?” I asked. “You’ve done more than one?”

“We had a second one last week,” Paul replied, again glancing at his wife for some reason. “We don’t have the photos from it yet though.”

“Did you bring the ones from the first shoot?”

“Yeah.” Emily reached into the bag she’d brought with her and pulled out an iPad. “We’ve had a proper album printed but it was easier to show you on this.”

A few weeks ago, in the office where we worked, Paul had told me about the photoshoot Emily had surprised him with for his birthday and I’d managed to talk him into showing me some of the pictures on his PC. Emily looked incredible in some sexy pink and black lingerie and there were other photos of her discarding the underwear - although she’d kept her boobs and private parts covered with her hand. I’d pestered Paul for the more revealing shots - there had to be some, right? - but he insisted it’d never gone further than the implied nude shots he’d shown me.

Emily pushed her blonde hair over her shoulder and put the iPad flat on the table so we could all see it.

“I can’t believe I’m going to let you see me in my underwear,” Emily giggled and I noticed her cheeks redden slightly as I glanced at her. “So, these are the first ones.”

She double-tapped on the first image and it popped up on the screen. I’d seen it before, or a similar one at least, when Paul showed me the other week. Emily was in a pink and black lingerie set, the bra of which barely managed to contain her boobs and the tiny panties didn’t leave a lot to the imagination either.

Emily scrolled through a couple more images. These ones featured her reclining on a shiny leather Chesterfield sofa and then the next few were of her resting against what looked like a Roman pillar. She was removing her underwear in these, although the cameraman did a great job of choosing angles that didn’t show any nipples or pussy. In the final picture, she was totally naked but again, her hands and the angle of the camera obscured her most intimate parts.

“Wow. They’re fantastic,” I complimented Emily, pretending that I hadn’t seen any of them before. Lorna would be furious if she knew that I’d sat in the office ogling them that day with Paul.

My wife was now going through the photographs with Emily, swiping backwards to take another look but I saw her glance up at me as I spoke, her dark eyes narrowing for a second, probably wondering if I was admiring the pictures for their artistry or if I was simply enjoying seeing my friend’s wife almost naked.

“They are really good,” Lorna said, studying a picture where Emily was naked apart from a pair of stockings and suspenders. “Are you really naked in this one? Or did you have those things they stick on to cover your nipples?”

“Pasties?” Emily helped her find the word. “No. I was completely naked but I kept everything covered up with my hands.”

“What about-” Lorna nodded towards Emily’s lap. “Your… you know?”

“Down there?” Emily giggled. “Nope. As I said, I was nude but Eddie made me feel really relaxed. He’s seen it all before. He does glamour shoots all the time. There’s nothing he hasn’t seen and he’s really professional about everything.”

“I mean, I’d love to do this sort of thing but-” Lorna looked at me, her big brown eyes wide, “I don’t know if I could take my clothes off in front of a total stranger. It’d feel weird.”

“You don’t have to get naked.” Emily shrugged. “You could just do a lingerie shoot. It can be as revealing or as demure as you want it to be.”

“They’re great, aren’t they?” Lorna said, sliding the iPad towards me. “What do you think? Would you like me to have something like this done?”

I looked down at Emily’s image on the screen and pictured the subject being Lorna instead. My cock twitched in my shorts at the thought.

“I’d love it but it’s up to you.” I smiled at my gorgeous wife. “Paul’s given me the guy’s business card. I could call him and set it up tomorrow but it’s really up to you.”

“Would he be okay if we went to his studio for a look around first?” Lorna asked Paul, who’d been sitting there very quietly for the past few minutes.

“That’s how it usually works,” he replied. “You go for a meeting, get to know him a little bit. He gets to know you. You discuss what you’re looking for and he tells you how it all works. He’ll show you the studio and tell you about the various packages and then leave it up to you to decide in your own time.”

“That sounds good.” Lorna was chewing her lip, clearly giving it serious thought, which pleased me. I really did want her to do it, but I didn’t want to pressure her into it.

We had a fantastic meal after that and a few glasses of wine but once the iPad went back into Emily’s bag it didn’t come out again, which was a shame. I’d been hoping to see some more pictures, some I hadn’t seen before. The photoshoot wasn’t discussed either. We had a nice night but once we’d bid farewell to Paul and Emily, I decided to restart the conversation once we got home.

“What do you think about the photoshoot idea?” I asked after we’d kicked off our shoes and were relaxing on the sofa with one last drink before bed.

“I’m not sure.” Lorna looked at me and smiled. “I know you want me to do it, Rory. I can tell. But I just don’t know if I could take my clothes off in front of people. I mean, no one has ever even seen me in my underwear apart from you, never mind naked.”

“You’ve worn bikinis on the beach - and swimwear when you go swimming,” I pointed out. “Lingerie is kind of similar.”

“Not really.” She shook her head, her long dark hair falling over one shoulder. “Lingerie is sexy. It’s totally different. I don’t know if I could do it. Plus, most of my lingerie is see-through.”

That was true, as was the fact that nobody had ever seen her naked apart from me. Lorna and I had been married for almost a decade now and while I’d had several partners before we met, Lorna hadn’t. I was her first; her one and only.

Lorna was half-Spanish. Her mother had raised her as a devout Catholic girl and when we’d first met, she’d been very reserved and prudish sexually. She’d opened up a lot since then, she wasn’t a practising churchgoer any more - she hadn’t been since her mother passed - but even now, Lorna was still somewhat restrained in the bedroom.

“Why don’t we talk about it in bed?” I suggested, finishing off my whisky and heading upstairs. As I left, I gave her a smile over my shoulder and she returned the grin as she followed me.

I stripped down to my boxer shorts and got into bed while she looked through her drawers.

“I guess I could wear something like this,” my wife said, holding up a silky pink one-piece bodysuit.

“The idea of these photoshoots is to show off your body,” I explained. “Not cover it up. I know you’re shy, but you’ve got an amazing body, Lorna. I’d love for you to embrace how beautiful you are, lose your inhibitions, and wear something really daring.”

“Like this?” She put the pink lingerie back into her drawer and pulled out a lacy black bra and panty set. “Oh, my God, no. The photographer would see everything!”

“As Emily put it,” I said as casually as I could, trying to reassure her, “Eddie has seen it all before. He photographs women fully naked or half-naked every single day.”

“She did say he’s very professional,” Lorna agreed. “Anyway, I’ll think about it. For now, I just want to go to bed. I’m quite tired. The wine we had earlier went right to my head.”

I watched as she slipped out of the skirt and top she was wearing. Unfortunately, she turned her back - as she often did - as she removed her bra and panties. Even after nearly ten years of marriage, she could still be conservative around me sometimes.

Once she’d tugged a nightshirt over her head, she climbed into bed alongside me and switched off the bedside lamp.

“So you’re tired?” I sighed melodramatically. “I was rather hoping to make love to my beautiful wife tonight.”

“I am tired,” she nodded, her face barely visible next to mine in the darkness of the bedroom. “But seeing as you’ve been so good as to take me out for dinner at La Tavola and paid for Paul and Emily too, I guess you do deserve a treat.”

I felt her hand slip down over my chest and then push under the waistband of my shorts. She took hold of my semi-hard dick and stroked it.

“A treat?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said softly, pushing the covers back and kissing along my stomach as she tugged my shorts down. Then she took my cock into her mouth and slowly twirled her tongue around the head, making me moan in pleasure.

“I want more than a treat,” I said, thrusting upwards into her mouth. Seeing the photographs of Emily earlier had turned me on, but also, the thought of Lorna doing something similar aroused me further.

Lorna sucked me for a minute longer, then pivoted a leg over me and pressed her pussy against the head of my cock. She was wet, so there was little resistance and I slid straight inside her.

As she sat up and began to ride me, I lifted the front of her nightshirt, pulling it up to expose her body. It was dark, but my eyes had adjusted to the gloom and I could see her tits - larger than a handful with small, dark nipples - and the dark landing strip of hair between her thighs.

I had a mental image in my head - of Lorna posing sexily in her see-through lingerie in front of a photographer, a total stranger, and the thought drove me wild. I grabbed her hips and pushed up into her, enjoying the groan she made and then I turned and tossed her to the bed, spreading her thighs and getting on top of her, driving my cock into her hard and fast until I filled her with my cum.

“Was that a nice treat for you?” Lorna giggled into my ear as I pulled her into my arms to go to sleep.

“It was,” I sighed. “But an even nicer treat would be some sexy photos. Please think about having a shoot done for me.”

“I’ll think about it,” she replied, closing her eyes and snuggling against me. “I promise.”


The Chat

“Come in,” I called out to Paul when he knocked on my office door the following morning.

“Good morning,” he said as he walked in, closing the door behind him. “Thanks for taking us out last night. I really enjoyed it.”

“No problem.” I smiled and pointed at the chair on the other side of my desk. “Sit down. I wanted a word with you anyway.”

“Oh yeah?” He sat down and rubbed a hand through his short hair. “I’m not in trouble, am I?”

“No,” I chuckled. “Don’t worry. I wanted to talk to you about the photoshoot thing.”

“Cool. That’s what I wanted to talk to you about too,” Paul visibly relaxed for a moment, then leaned over the desk towards me slightly. “Is Lorna thinking about doing it?”

“We talked about it last night,” I replied. “And again this morning. She wants to visit the studio and see the set up then she’ll make her mind up. But I think she’ll go for it.”

“Great.” Paul nodded then tapped his fingers for a moment before replying. “Look, I didn’t want to say this last night in case it put doubts into Lorna’s mind but today I decided I had to say something to you.”

“Fire away.” I sat back in my chair, wondering why he seemed so troubled. “What’s up?”

“Nothing’s up exactly.” Paul fidgeted in his seat. “The thing is - Eddie doesn’t just do boudoir photography. He does proper glamour photography and-”

“I know,” I stopped him. “It’s okay. You sort of told me that - without ever showing me the photos, I’d like to add - but it’s okay. I’m fine with Lorna doing the glamour thing and getting a bit sexy with it as Emily did.”

“You didn’t let me finish.” Paul itched the back of his neck. Why was he so twitchy? “He does more than glamour. He does… well, full-on porn.”

“Porn?” I scoffed. “What do you mean, porn?”

Paul raised an eyebrow. “Come on. You know what porn is.”

“What? Like… fully nude?”

“No.” He rolled his eyes. “Use your imagination, Rory. Porn as in more than just a woman posing. Porn as in - you know - people… having sex.”

“Sex?” That caught me off guard. “Proper porn?”

“Yes, for fuck’s sake.” Paul sighed. “He’s got male models and female models - and they have sex.”

“Okay,” I nodded, absorbing what he was telling me. “But what’s that got to do with Lorna? He does normal shoots too, just the boudoir and glamour type of stuff, right? Like what Emily had done.”

“Yes, but…” Paul puffed out his cheeks then let out a deep breath. “I’m just going to say it. While Emily was there, he kind of - tried to - talk to her into going further than she originally intended.”

“Right…” I waited for him to continue but he didn’t. He looked down at his feet, fidgeting in his seat again for a moment. “Going further than intended… how?”

“At first, he just encouraged her to get naked for more and more revealing shots.” Paul didn’t look at me. He kept his eyes down as he spoke. “To do… explicit poses. As in really explicit.”

“I knew it!” I bumped a fist on the desk, startling him for a second. “I knew she’d done some more risque pictures. Ones that you didn’t show. I knew you were holding back on me.”

“Yes, well-”

“They can’t have been that bad though,” I pointed out. “You said you went back for a second shoot last week. Or was this at the second shoot?”

“No, it was at the first shoot.” His eyes dropped again. “The second shoot, we took things even further.”

“Even further?” I asked, liking what I was hearing. “It can’t be a bad thing though, right? Or Emily wouldn’t have been recommending this Eddie as strongly as she was last night.”

“All I’m saying is that if you go, you need to be prepared.” Paul picked at a piece of lint on the knee of his black trousers. “You might go with the intention of it just being a boudoir or lingerie shoot but Eddie - he’s very good at talking his subjects into going further. If you don’t want Lorna to do that, then it might be an idea to go with her and tell her that she doesn’t have to do anything she doesn’t want to - no matter how persuasive Eddie is.”

“Hmm,” I nodded slowly, then laughed, trying to alleviate the mood. “So, this Eddie - he likes to try talking the girls into getting their kit off. I don’t blame him.”

“And he tries to talk them into having sex,” Paul added. “Simulated sex, at first, then if they’re up for it… real - as in penetrative - sex.”

What was he trying to tell me here? Had Emily…? No, surely not? Had she had sex with someone?

“Paul,” I said, licking my lips while working out how to phrase the question delicately. “Did Emily go… further than intended in the way you’re saying, during her shoot?”

Paul looked up, his eyes meeting mine. His mouth opened but no words came out.

“She did… She did a porno?” I asked, aware that my mouth was hanging open at the revelation.

“The first time…” Paul replied slowly when he found his voice, “The first time, she just got naked and messed around a little. But the second time, she kind of… went all the way.”

“Oh snap!” I banged my hand again on the desk, this time so hard that the pens rattled in my desk tidy. “Wow. No way? This is awesome! Wait… are you guys okay? Were you okay with it? Or…”

Had I touched a raw nerve? I suddenly realised that I might be behaving tactlessly. I was letting my excitement about the lovely Emily doing a porno override my sensitivity towards how poor Paul might be feeling about it.

“I can’t believe I’m even telling you this.” He took another deep breath, his eyes switching from the floor to my face and then back again, failing to hide his embarrassment. “Please, Rory. Don’t say anything about this to Lorna and don’t tell Emily that I’ve told you. She’d be mortified if she knew that you know.”

“Hey, don’t worry.” I got up and walked around to his side of the desk, sitting on it and putting a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “Seriously, don’t worry. Anything you tell me is purely between us.”

“I’d like to keep it that way,” he replied, looking up at me. “I just thought I better tell you, in case Eddie tries to talk Lorna into doing a similar thing. I’d feel terrible if he did and she was offended or whatever.”

“Oh, yeah, I totally get where you’re coming from.” My mind was whirling with this new information. Curiosity was getting the better of me. “So, you’re cool with what Emily did? Or did you not want her to? There didn’t seem to be any tension between you both last night.”

“Would you think less of me if I was okay with it?” Paul asked right out, his eyes fixing on me, waiting for an answer.

“No way!” I shook my head. “If you’re fine with it, then more power to you.”

I’d always enjoyed porn. What men didn’t? But the truth was that I’d often imagined what it’d be like to be married to a pornstar, or even just to be a pornstar’s boyfriend. How did they cope with their loved one having sex with other guys? The more I’d thought about it, I’d begun to imagine being in that position - with Lorna as the pornstar. To my surprise, the thought intrigued me. In fact, it did more than that. It aroused me.

Since then, I’d often thought about it while Lorna and I had sex. Or while I masturbated. I’d think about her with some well-hung porn stud and wonder how she’d react with someone else. Would she moan and make the same sorts of noises and facial expressions that she did with me? Would a bigger dick bring out a different side of her that my modest five inches couldn’t?

“Really?” Paul asked, pulling me out of my thoughts. “Don’t you think it’s kind of weird? A guy letting his wife pose and do stuff with some male model and the photographer?”

“With the photographer?” I asked, almost slipping off the edge of the desk in shock. “Emily did stuff with a male model and Eddie himself?”

Paul nodded. “Please, Rory. Not a word. And please don’t think any less of Emily. It was just a one-off thing. She’s not a slut or anything.”

I blinked several times, unable to believe what I was hearing. I suddenly realised my dick was hard. Several images of the gorgeous Emily popped into my head - of her having sex with some hunky male pornstar while Eddie photographed it, before joining in himself.

“Of course I don’t think any less of her,” I reassured him. “Or you, for that matter. In fact, I think it’s really good. I’m a bit jealous if I’m honest. It must be nice to be married to someone as liberated as Emily.”

“What do you mean?” Paul asked, watching me as I got up and stretched my legs.

“I told you about Lorna.” I laced my fingers, flexing them back and making the knuckles crack. I was suddenly tense and full of nervous energy, as well as being turned on. “She grew up as a church girl. She’s good in bed - don’t get me wrong - but she’s always been quite… what’s the word?”

“Reserved?” Paul offered.

“Yes, reserved.” I returned to my seat, forcing myself to sit down despite my legs wanting to pace around. “It took me two years to get her to suck my dick or even try any positions other than missionary. It’s the way she was raised. She’s much more relaxed now, you know? But even so, something like this - getting even half-naked in front of someone - that’s a big thing for Lorna.”

“She’s gorgeous though,” Paul said, tilting his head as he took in what I’d said. “Her body is incredible. She’s much slimmer than Emily, so I guess because of that, I assumed she’d be the confident, sexy type.”

“Not at all.” I shook my head. “Which is kind of the idea with this photoshoot. I thought maybe it might make her more…”

“Adventurous?” Paul suggested with a small grin.

I nodded. “You never know.”

“Well, all I’m going to say is ‘be careful what you wish for.’ There’s adventurous and then there’s adventurous. I wouldn’t want Lorna to get talked into doing something she later regretted.”

Paul put his hands on the edge of the desk and stood up to leave but I couldn’t let him go yet. My curiosity was still piqued about exactly what Emily had done in her photoshoot.

“Does Emily regret what she did? I know you said you were okay with it but is she?” I pointed at his now-empty seat, prompting him to sit back down and he did. “She wouldn’t recommend Eddie to us if she regretted it, but did she… enjoy it? Are you planning to do it again or…”

“Slow down with all the questions.” Paul looked uncomfortable and I felt slightly guilty for making him talk so much about it. He obviously felt awkward. “She enjoyed it. We both did. I know that sounds kind of weird, but it was exciting and fun. Things with Emily and I were kind of… stale, I guess you could say, in the bedroom but this made it exciting again. Now, I’m not suggesting you do the same. It might not be for you and Lorna, I’m not saying that, but Emily and I are fine if that’s what you’re asking?”

They enjoyed it. Wow. My dick was hard now. All kinds of mental images were flickering through my brain.

“You said she ‘messed around a little,’ in the first shoot. What does that mean? What did Emily do?”

“She went purely with the intention of doing a boudoir shoot.” Paul’s eyes were unfocused as he explained what happened. “But Eddie talked her into getting fully naked, then he introduced a male model into the scene who was also naked. At some point he got naked himself too… and to cut a long story short, Emily did oral sex with both of them.”

“Holy shit,” I breathed, then to alleviate the tension that had crept into the room, I joked, “And you kept these photos from me. I thought you were a friend, Paul.”

“I didn’t know about them at first,” he replied slowly. “I found out by accident. Emily didn’t tell me because she thought I’d go mad. She literally just got caught up in the moment and then initially regretted it after. However, once I found out and we talked about it, she admitted that she’d enjoyed it and kind of wished it’d gone further.”

“So you set up a second shoot.” Everything was falling into place now.

“That’s right.” Paul’s cheeks were bright red by this point.

“And the second time, she went all the way?”

“Yeah. I was there with her, to make sure she was okay.” Paul rubbed his face with both hands. “I shouldn’t be telling you this stuff, Rory.”

“You can trust me,” I reassured him, not wanting the conversation to end. We were just getting to the good bit. “I think it’s great that you guys did this. I’m intrigued. I hope you don’t think I’m being cheeky but what’s a guy got to do to see these photos?”

“A pay rise would be good,” he said with an abrupt laugh, then immediately took it back. “I’m joking. I can’t show you, Rory. Not without asking Emily.”

“I really want to see them though,” I shrugged. “I’m sure I could talk to H.R. about a pay rise. Come on. I promise it’ll stay just between us. Please. Emily is so hot. I’d love to just see a naked picture or two.”

Paul screwed up his face then sighed. “Fine. You better let me sit there then. I can log into my cloud account and show you a couple, I guess. Just so you know what you’re potentially getting yourself into.”

I practically jumped out of the chair to offer it to him. “It’s all yours.”

Paul moved around the desk, sat down and punched his username and password into Google Drive then clicked on the ‘photos’ link. A screen full of thumbnails appeared on the screen and he scrolled up and down for a moment before settling on one and double-clicking on it.

My eyes widened at the sight in front of me.


The Realisation

I was looking at Paul’s wife totally naked.

Emily was standing next to some sort of pillar, obviously one of Eddie’s studio props. I’d seen a similar photo before when Paul had teased me with a couple of the pictures. In that one, she’d been naked apart from a pair of stockings while preserving her modesty with her arms and hands. In this one, however, her hands were on her hips, making no attempt to cover her tits or her pussy.

“She’s totally shaved,” I noted, feeling my dick straining against the inside of my shorts.

“She was for this shoot, yes,” Paul nodded. “She used to have some pubes but she shaved it all off.”

“Her body is awesome,” I commented, looking at Emily’s fantastic breasts. They were exactly as I’d pictured them, perhaps a 36C or 36D, full and round with smallish, pert nipples.

“Don’t ever tell Emily I’ve shown you,” Paul reminded me, closing the picture and double-clicking on another. “So, that’s when Eddie convinced her to show everything. Then he and the other guy just got their dicks out and this happened.”

The next photograph filled the screen and I saw Emily kneeling on the floor, still totally naked. Only this time, there was an erect penis in her mouth.

“That’s Eddie,” Paul pointed at the dick with his finger. “She didn’t actually suck him, so when I said ‘oral sex’ it was more of a simulated thing. He just put his dick in her mouth while he took the pictures. She didn’t actually suck it as such.”

“Holy shit.” I shook my head in disbelief as Paul took me to the next picture. In this one, Emily was laid out on a four-poster bed, once again naked but now a different man, a muscular, good-looking guy, was on the bed with her. His dick was in her mouth and his was much bigger-looking than Eddie’s.

“That’s Rob,” Paul explained. “He’s one of the male models that work for Eddie.”

“He’s a big boy, isn’t he?” I couldn’t help but comment on the size of his cock.

“You could say that.” Paul closed the photograph down and then the folder too. “So, you get the idea.”

“Oh, come on,” I complained. “I was enjoying that.”

There were dozens and dozens of pictures. Maybe more than fifty. I’d only seen a handful of them, including the ones he’d just shown me and the ones I’d seen before.

“I only said I’d show you a couple,” Paul reminded me. “To prove to you what Eddie is like. Not so that you could sit here perving over my wife all day.”

“Eddie’s a lucky guy getting to put his dick in her mouth if you don’t mind me saying so,” I grinned. “Even if she didn’t properly suck it. I’d probably have instantly cum if I was him.”

“Well, he did cum,” Paul admitted. “But he wanked off to get himself there. Rob did the same thing.”

“They came?” This was getting wilder and wilder. I started to wonder if Paul was making it up, but then I realised I’d already seen Eddie’s cock in Paul’s wife’s mouth, so he had no reason to. “Where did they cum?”

“Rob came on her stomach,” Paul said, seeming more relaxed now it was all in the open. “He had simulated sex with her. He pressed his cock against her but never put it in. Eddie jerked off onto her chin, so it looked like she’d given him a proper blowjob.”

“No way.” I shook my head. “I’d have never thought Emily would do something like that. This is crazy.”

“I was as shocked as you when I found out.” Paul returned back to his seat and sat down. “Emily caught me looking at the photos and explained everything, which was lucky because I think I’d have gone out of my mind if I’d had time to stew over it. As I said, she just got caught up in the moment. Eddie is a persuasive guy, so watch out for Lorna if she has a shoot done. That’s all I’m saying.”

“Do you think he’ll try to get Lorna to do something along the same lines?” I asked. I liked the idea, but I wasn’t going to tell Paul that, even though he’d admitted to enjoying the experience with his own wife and so probably wouldn’t judge me if I did.

“Lorna’s stunning, Rory,” he shrugged. “So it wouldn’t surprise me.”

“I see.” I imagined Lorna with Rob’s dick in her mouth. His huge, thick dick. My own, much smaller cock throbbed at the thought. “So you’re not going to show me the photographs of Emily with their cum on her? I’d love to see them.”

“Maybe another day,” Paul smiled and got up from his chair. “Perhaps if Lorna has a shoot done and you show me her pictures, I might show you some more of ours.”

“Including some from the second shoot?” I called out after him as he turned to leave. “You didn’t tell me what you did in the second shoot. You said she went ‘all the way’ but surely you can tell me more than that.”

“Instead of simulating a blowjob and sex, she did it,” he shrugged. “I’m not going to tell you all the ins-and-outs, Rory. Use your imagination.”

As he left, that’s exactly what I did. I couldn’t help it. My imagination ran riot. Would Eddie and this Rob guy try the same with Lorna? I hoped she say yes to the shoot so I could find out.

* * *

“How was your day?” Lorna asked when I got home that evening.

“Good,” I said, shrugging off my coat and joining in her the living room where she was sitting, watching television. “I had another talk with Paul about the photoshoot Emily did. He was really positive about it and said you should definitely do it.”

I felt bad lying as I sat next to her but as the day had gone on, I’d realised I really wanted this to happen. I liked the idea of seeing Lorna naked in front of another man - or doing something sexual with someone else. Up to now, it had only ever been a fantasy; something I’d thought of occasionally. I’d never expected it to happen, not in a million years. But now an opportunity to explore the fantasy might actually be a possibility.

“I’ve been thinking about it,” my wife said, turning to face me and putting her hand on my knee. “And I want to do it, but I had an idea I thought we could try first.”

I looked into Lorna’s deep brown eyes, savouring her and recognising how lucky I was to be married to someone so beautiful. “What idea?”

Her full lips curved into a smile for a moment and she pushed a lock of dark hair out of her eyes before she spoke. “I thought I could try on some of my lingerie and that you… could…”

“I could… what?” I prompted her to carry on as she went quiet.

“You could take some photos.” Lorna’s cheeks reddened. “Like a sort of practice thing, a trial run. I’ve never let anyone take pictures of me before and I’d rather the first person be you, rather than some stranger.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” I nodded. “I approve. Let’s do it. Now seems like the perfect time.”

Lorna giggled at my enthusiasm so I stood up and tried to drag her upstairs.

“Not now,” she laughed. “I have to cook dinner. But maybe afterwards? We could have an early night?”

That’s what we did. Lorna made us a perfectly cooked steak each, which we enjoyed with a nice bottle of red wine. I made sure to keep her glass topped up, hoping it’d maybe lower her inhibitions so that I could take some interesting photos.

When we headed upstairs, I reminded her about the idea she’d had and she replied that she hadn’t forgotten but I had to wait until she’d chosen what lingerie to wear.

“What about these?” she said, turning around and holding up a gossamer-thin white bra and panty set.

“Perfect,” I nodded from where I was lying on the bed, waiting for her.

She rummaged through the drawer again “Or these?” This time she showed me a lacy dark green set which wasn’t anywhere near as revealing as the first.

“I prefer the white, if I’m honest,” I replied. The green lingerie was sexy too, but I liked the idea of photographing her in the almost translucent white set.

“Okay,” my wife smiled. “Turn around for a minute while I get changed.”

“Turn around?” I laughed. “Lorna, I’ve seen you naked a million times.”

“Do you want to take some pictures of me or not?” She arched an eyebrow.

“Fine.” I rolled over on the bed, reaching across to the bedside table for my phone and opening up the camera. “Tell me when you’re ready.”

“I’m ready,” she replied after a few minutes.

I sat up and whistled at how sexy she looked. The bra only just contained her 34C bust and her small dark nipples were clearly visible through the wispy fabric, as was her dark strip of pubic hair.

“If you have a proper photoshoot done, you might want to shave your pussy,” I suggested as she swapped places; Lorna sitting on the edge of the bed while I walked over to where she’d been standing.

“Why?” She looked down at the front of her panties. “I won’t wear something quite as naughty as this if I do a proper shoot.”

“Why not?” I took a picture of her with my phone. Just a simple shot of her sat on the edge of the bed.

“They’re too revealing!” Lorna put her hands over her breasts for a second, then lowered them. “You can see my nipples and everything!”

“So what?” I shrugged, taking another photo and then looking at it. She looked sexy, even just sat casually like she was.

“You don’t want some stranger seeing my nipples and pubic hair, do you?” Lorna stared at me as I continued to take pictures.

“You’re beautiful and sexy,” I replied as she laid herself down on the bed, rolling onto her side and posing shyly for the camera. “I’m proud to be your husband. If another guy sees your body, he’ll be jealous of me and I guess that makes me kind of even prouder that you’re mine.”

“That makes sense, I suppose but-”

I kept snapping away with the phone. The camera on it was surprisingly good. “But nothing,” I interrupted her. “You should be flattered that I want to show you off. What’s the point in me having the most beautiful woman in the world as my wife if I can’t show her off a little?”

“You’re so cheesy at times,” she giggled, leaning back on the bed and raising one leg. She looked gorgeous.

“I mean it though,” I continued. “You’ve got the looks and the body of a model, so why not show off some?”

“Stop it with the idle flattery,” she smiled. “Show me the pictures. Let me see what I look like.”

“Just a couple more,” I requested. “Maybe take the bra off? Let me take a couple of you topless?”

“Rory!” Lorna exclaimed but she didn’t refuse. She reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, letting it slip from her shoulders. I kept taking photos as she slowly slid it off, exposing her pert tits to me.

“Wow,” I gasped, not just at how sexy she looked but how turned on I was getting. “Take your panties down too.”

“You’d better not show these to anyone,” Lorna warned me as she slipped them down her long, smooth legs. “I mean it, Rory.”

“I won’t,” I promised. “These are just for us. It’s just a trial run, remember?”

“Is this okay?” Lorna asked, seemingly reassured enough to pose completely naked for me. She even parted her thighs a little, so that I could see her slit below the rectangle of dark pubic hair.

“Perfect,” I replied, taking a couple more photographs before joining her on the bed. I was so turned on that I didn’t even bother looking at the pictures right away. I put the phone down and positioned myself over Lorna, kissing her softly on the lips.

“So you want me to do a photoshoot then?” Lorna said, kissing me right back.

“I do.” I could tell that she was as turned on as me, a fact confirmed by how wet her pussy was as I slipped a finger inside her.

“Okay. I’ll do it. Now fuck me,” she whispered into my ear and I wriggled out of my clothes while kissing her neck. Seconds later, I was shoving my cock inside her as she reached over to the bedside lamp and switched it off.

We fucked passionately but it didn’t take me long to cum because I’d been horny all day, ever since seeing the photographs of Emily earlier. After I’d finished inside her, I held her tight as she curled up against me, enjoying the feeling of her warm closeness and once again realising how lucky I was to have a woman as sexy as Lorna.

As she fell asleep in my arms, I realised I wanted to share that sexiness with someone. I wanted someone else - another man or maybe even men - to appreciate her as much as I did. The thought of a stranger’s eyes enjoying my wife’s body - as I’d enjoyed seeing Paul’s wife earlier - was a huge turn-on.

She’d agreed to the photoshoot but I wanted it to be more than just a lingerie thing. I wanted Lorna to do something like what Emily had done. I needed to make this happen. I just had to work out how.


The Sharing

“I’m going out for a couple of hours this afternoon,” I said, poking my head through the door to Paul’s office. “There are a couple of jobs I need you to do for me if that’s okay?”

“Of course it is,” he nodded, looking at me over the top of his computer monitor. “Is everything all right?”

“Lorna agreed to the photoshoot last night,” I told him, unable to contain my excitement. “Well, she’s agreed to visit the studio with me this afternoon to talk to Eddie. I hope she likes what she sees so we can book a date with him.”

“I’m sure she will,” Paul nodded. “It’s a good setup he’s got.”

“She’s still a bit nervous,” I admitted, hanging around in the doorway to his office because I’d had an idea. “I took some photos of her last night. Just with my phone, nothing special, but I thought it might be fun and maybe bring her around to the idea of having it done properly.”

“Good idea,” Paul nodded politely, his eyes not leaving his monitor. He was busy. I could see that but I felt a strange urge to show him the photos.

“Do you want a look at them?” I asked. “I mean, you were good enough to show me Emily’s pictures yesterday and you said you’d like to see any that I got done of Lorna. So, do you want to see?”

He finally looked up from his screen, his eyes narrowing as he studied me for a moment. “Do you want me to look at them?” he asked. “If you want to show me, you can, but you don’t have to just because I showed you Emily’s nudes yesterday.”

“I’d like your opinion, I guess.” I stepped into his office, closing the door behind me. The honesty of his question made me think. “Can I ask you something? In confidence, of course.”

“About Emily’s photoshoot?” Paul guessed as I sat on the edge of his desk.

“No, not really.” I knew what I wanted to say but I wasn’t sure how to put it. “Did… showing me Emily’s pictures yesterday… turn you on?”

Paul sat back in his chair, obviously not expecting that question. He looked up at the ceiling for a moment, carefully considering his answer.

“In confidence,” he repeated before replying. “Seeing Emily with Rob and Eddie was a turn-on, yes. I think that showing you the pictures yesterday kind of helped me relive the experience, so yeah - it turned me on - if you want to look at it that way.”

“The thought of someone else seeing Lorna naked - or even just in her underwear - turns me on,” I confessed. It felt good to get this off my chest, even if it was a slightly embarrassing thing to admit. But if I could admit it to anyone, it was Paul. He’d admitted to enjoying his wife actually having sex with other men. I was merely talking about letting someone see Lorna naked.

“She’s hot,” Paul shrugged. “I get why you’d get a kick out of showing her off. You don’t have to explain yourself to me.”

“I just thought you might understand how I’m feeling,” I went on. “When you were telling me about Emily and what she’d done in the shoot - and when you showed me the photos - I couldn’t help but imagine Lorna in the same position.”

“As in… naked? Or as in… doing stuff with other men?” Paul inquired, his expression taking on a look of genuine interest.

“I don’t think I’d let her sleep with someone else,” I said, working through the question in my mind. “I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about it, but the idea of someone else seeing her naked, of Eddie taking photographs of her naked, really excites me. I just wondered if you were the same.”

“I still haven’t figured it all out yet.” Paul folded his arms across his chest, his eyes becoming suddenly introspective. “It’s strange to me that I get a kick out of Emily doing stuff with other men but I’ve tried to just accept it and not question it too much. I’ll be honest, it’s kind of screwed with my head a bit which is why I’m not trying too hard to understand it. It is what it is.”

I nodded. That sounded like good advice. Perhaps that was exactly what I should do; not wonder about it too much. Instead, I should just go with it, like I had been doing up until this point.

“So, let me show you these pictures I took,” I said, pulling my phone from my pocket. Then I hesitated. Was I actually going to do this? No one had ever seen my wife naked apart from me. The most anyone had ever seen was her in her bathing suit at the swimming baths.

“Only if you’re sure,” Paul got up and walked around the desk, sitting next to me like I’d done with him yesterday. “If I’m honest, Lorna is really fucking hot, so I’m not going to say ‘no’ but only show me if you want to - not because you feel like you have to.”

“I want to,” I said after a moment. It felt good to admit it.

I suddenly felt nervous. Lorna did have a good body, but what if he was disappointed? Emily was curvy. Maybe Paul liked girls with a bit more weight on them than what Lorna had.

“Let’s have a look then,” he prompted me, nodding at my phone which I was still holding in my lap, my index finger hovering over the gallery icon.

I tapped on it and Paul stooped slightly closer to look at the thumbnails before I clicked on the first one. It filled the screen; the image of Lorna sitting on the edge of our bed in only her almost-translucent white underwear. I paused for a few seconds, giving Paul time to enjoy the picture before swiping sideways to the next one. It was similar, so I swiped again. This time I’d taken the photo from a little closer, so Lorna was larger on the image and you could clearly see her dark nipples through the thin bra.

“You can see her boobs really good on this one,” I pointed out to him.

“I noticed,” Paul leaned in closer. “Nice. Her breasts are bigger than I thought they’d be. She’s so slim, I didn’t have her down as being so busty.”

“She’s a 34C,” I said, feeling my cock stir in my shorts at discussing Lorna’s bra size. If something as simple as talking about that aroused me, with someone I knew as well as Paul, how would I feel actually showing her off, in the flesh, to a total stranger?

“Emily’s a 36E.” Paul nodded, watching as I swiped through the next picture which was almost identical to the last one to get to the interesting ones, of Lorna removing her bra.

“I can’t believe she let me photograph her naked.” I smiled as Paul again leaned in for a closer look as I got to the first one where her breasts were fully exposed.

“God, her boobs are amazing,” he said. “They’re really pert. Much perter than Emily’s.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” I replied, glancing at Paul and enjoying how wide his eyes were. “Emily’s tits looked great on the pictures you showed me yesterday.”

“Does she have a bush?” Paul said, pointing with one finger at the dark shadow showing through the front of her panties.

“She’s dark, with Spanish heritage,” I replied. “Her pubes are quite thick, so she doesn’t like to shave them all off because she gets a bit of a rash, so instead, she just trims it into a neat landing strip.”

“Emily usually has a bit of hair but shaved it for the photoshoot,” Paul revealed. “She’s not dark though, so it’s easy for her to shave or wax or whatever.”

“Lorna took her panties off too,” I said, flicking my finger across the screen until I got to a picture where my wife was now completely naked. “There you go. You can see her full body there.”

“Wow,” Paul grinned. “She’s so fucking sexy. You’re a lucky man, Rory.”

“She even spread her legs a bit,” I said, realising how much I wanted to show him her pussy - even more than her tits. I scrolled through the next couple of pictures, where Lorna let her thighs part enough to quite clearly see between them.

“Can I?” Paul asked, taking the phone from me so he could hold it closer to his face. Then he put his fingers on the screen and zoomed in on Lorna’s tits first, admiring them properly, then he panned down to have a good look at her pussy. I realised what a good picture it was when I noticed how much detail you could see when zoomed in. Her labia were visible and I might be imagining it, but I thought you could actually see that she was wet.

“What do you think?” I asked him, my heart beating hard and fast with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. “Do you think Lorna’s got a nice pussy?”

“She’s like a supermodel,” he nodded, handing my phone back. “Her body is perfect, Rory. I’ve got to say, I’m jealous. If I was single, I’d love to fuck a woman like that. Her tits are perfect, big for her small frame and her pussy looks tight. You’re a lucky man.”

I’d love to fuck a woman like that. Hearing Paul say that made my already stiff cock throb in my shorts. I needed to cum.

“I can send them to you if you like?” What was I saying? I’d promised Lorna I wouldn’t show anyone - a promise I’d already broken - and now I was offering to let him have copies of the photos. I realised the thought of him wanking over the pictures turned me on.

“I don’t think Emily would be too happy if she found pictures of your wife naked on my phone,” Paul chuckled. “But thanks for showing me, Rory. She’s fucking amazing. Eddie’s going to love her.”

“Do you think?” I replied, swallowing down a bit of disappointment that he didn’t want a couple of the photos. I wondered if I could somehow use future pictures of Lorna to get him to show me the hardcore photos of Emily.

“I don’t think,” Paul said, “I know. I’m sure he’ll try his best to get her naked. Maybe he’ll even try to convince her to suck his dick.”

I looked at him and he winked at me. He was definitely teasing me now.

“I better go,” I said, sliding my phone back into my pocket and walking back to the door. “Thanks, Paul.”

“For what?”

“Letting me talk to you about this stuff,” I shrugged. “And being so understanding about it. For showing me Emily’s photos yesterday. For giving me your opinion on Lorna’s pictures just now. Thanks.”

“I should be thanking you,” he replied with a smile as he sat back down behind his computer screen. “Let me know how the appointment goes with Eddie.”

“I will.” I left Paul to do some work, closing his office door behind me then headed to the bathroom. My cock was aching. Going to the meeting with Eddie while sporting a throbbing erection didn’t seem like a good idea.

I walked into one of the cubicles, closed the door and got my cock out. As I stroked it, I thought about Paul looking at Lorna’s body and all the complimentary stuff he’d said. It seemed surreal. My work colleague had seen my wife’s tits and pussy. He was only the second man to ever see them beside me. Would Eddie be the third?

As I wondered that, I came, my spunk shooting out so hard that it shot straight over the bowl and hit the wall. The fact that I’d shown Lorna’s nudes to Paul made me so horny that I kept stroking until I’d drained every drop of cum out of my dick, before finally fastening myself up and heading back to my office.

My head felt clearer now that I’d cum but I still couldn’t concentrate enough to work properly. I looked at my watch. Only a couple of hours until I could pick Lorna up and take her to the studio.

I couldn’t wait.


The Photographer

“I’m so nervous,” Lorna said as we pulled up in the car outside Eddie’s studio, which was built as an extension to his house. It was a nice cul-de-sac in a pleasant area, which I hoped boded well for the quality of his setup. I didn’t want Lorna to be posing in some horrible room but I felt pretty confident that Paul and Emily wouldn’t have recommended this place if it wasn’t of a good standard.

“Don’t be,” I reassured her. Lorna looked stunning today. She’d dressed nicely in a tight red top which showed off just a hint of cleavage and a slim black pencil skirt. Her dark hair was down in loose ebony waves flowing over her shoulders and her dark brown eyes were made up with smoky eyeshadow that complimented them perfectly. A dark red lipstick completed the sultry look. I agreed with what Paul had said this morning. Eddie would like her. Who wouldn’t?

“Come on then,” she said, opening the door and stepping out. “Before I change my mind.”

I got out of the car and followed her across the gravel drive to a doorway signed ‘Studio Entrance.’ Inside, we were met by a gorgeous young blonde woman sitting behind a desk.

“Hello,” she smiled at us. “Lorna and Rory, is it?”

Lorna nodded, her hand grabbing mine and squeezing it nervously.

“I’m Leanne,” the slim blonde replied. “I’m Eddie’s wife. It’s lovely to meet you. Please wait here for a moment. I’ll tell him you’re here.”

The lithe young woman left through a door at the far end of the entrance room and returned shortly with a handsome but ageing middle-aged guy; very tanned with short grey hair.

“Lorna?” he said, offering her his hand. Lorna took it and he raised it to his lips, planting a kiss on the back, which made her smile and then he turned to me. “I’m Eddie. And you must be Rory?”

“That’s me,” I replied, taking my turn to shake his hand.

“Let me show you the studio,” Eddie turned and led us through the door from which he’d just emerged. “We can talk on the way.”

We walked down a corridor that had several framed ‘arty’ nude prints on the walls until we reached a large, square room. I recognised the sofa and the four-poster bed from the pictures Paul had shown me, but the ancient pillar prop wasn’t there now.

Eddie led us towards another smaller side room, where he offered and then made us both a coffee before sitting down at his desk and prompting us to sit on the nearby sofa.

I looked around, admiring the numerous expensive-looking cameras that sat on a nearby shelf. Back in the studio, I’d noticed s a lot of other equipment too; lights of all shapes of sizes, tripods and other photography gear.

“Nice set up you’ve got here,” I complimented him, sipping on the hot coffee.

“Thank you,” he smiled warmly. “So you’re thinking of having a shoot done?”

“My friend, Emily had a couple of sessions with you recently,” Lorna said. “And I really liked what she showed me, so I think I’d like to do something similar.”

Eddie raised his chin slightly, considering what she’d just said. His eyes flickered to me briefly. “Okay,” he paused for a moment. “What did she show you?”

I knew why he was hesitating. He was wondering exactly how much we knew. His careful answer made me almost instantly respect him.

“Just a lingerie shoot,” I answered quickly before Lorna perhaps say the wrong thing. “Emily’s husband told me that he’d had some extra pictures done - and a second shoot - but Lorna’s only seen the first shoot, the lingerie pictures.”

I felt Lorna looking at me but I didn’t turn towards her, in case she read any concern on my face. I looked at Eddie, not blinking, trying to communicate to him somehow that Lorna didn’t know about the more explicit stuff that Emily had done.

“I see,” he nodded, giving me the subtlest of grins and a slight nod to say that he understood. “So it’s just a lingerie shoot that you’re looking to do.”

“Something like what Emily had done,” Lorna replied. “A lingerie shoot or a boudoir shoot. Whatever you call it, but yes. I’m a little bit nervous and shy, so forgive me if I don’t know the right words for everything.”

“It’s fine to be nervous and shy.” Eddie’s eyes twinkled as he gazed at Lorna. “But don’t worry, we’ll do our best to make you feel like the sexiest woman on Earth while you’re here.”

“She is the sexiest woman on Earth,” I pointed out. “Just look at her. She just doesn’t believe it.”

“I’m not going to disagree with you,” Eddie said, his eyes roaming up and down Lorna’s body for a moment, something which she noticed and that brought a pink colour to her cheeks.

He went on to detail the different packages on offer and what they all included. They all sounded great, but Lorna was keen on the full afternoon package, which included a light lunch, champagne, several different backdrops and a printed photo book of the selected pictures afterwards.

“I can fit you in the day after tomorrow,” Eddie said, flicking through his diary. “We’ve had a cancellation. Otherwise, I have a slot free in exactly two weeks time.”

“The day after tomorrow.” Lorna’s dark eyes met mine. “Is that too soon? I’m just thinking if we wait two weeks, I might get nervous and chicken out.”

“I can take a deposit from you,” Eddie suggested, “Or even the full amount in advance. That might deter you from changing your mind between now and then, but even so, there’s nothing to be nervous about. Everything will be at your pace. The level of nudity and what you wear is completely up to you.”

“Nudity,” Lorna repeated the word slowly, getting her head around it. “I don’t know if I’ll be as daring as Emily was but I do want the pictures to be sexy.”

“As I said,” Eddie repeated, “It’s totally up to you. They’re your photographs. It’s your memories that you’re making, so you’re in complete control.”

“I own a lot of sexy lingerie,” Lorna told him. “I’d like some of me posing in it, like what Emily had done, then if I’m feeling brave enough, I could maybe go a little bit more revealing. If we were to book you for the day after tomorrow, do we have to decide in advance exactly what we want or-”

“No,” Eddie said, anticipating what she was going to say. “We’ll just start with a few of you in your chosen lingerie and go through a few poses while you get used to it. Then, when you’re relaxed and feeling okay, we can move to a different setting where you perhaps lie down and let your sexy inner goddess come out. Then, if you’re enjoying yourself and you’re comfortable enough, you get a little sexier with it, perhaps moving on to implied nudes or covered nudes. That’s kind of how it works. You can stop at any time or keep moving on to the next stage. Once you’re happy with what we’ve got on film - I’ll show you the pictures as we go along - we’re done.”

“That sounds great. If it was up to me,” I took Lorna’s hand and squeezed it reassuringly, “I’d say book us in for the day after tomorrow, but it’s up to Lorna.”

“Book us in,” she said, making the decision with a firm nod of her head. “Just do it, before I change my mind.”

“Fantastic,” Eddie said, his smile taking in both Lorna and me as he wrote our name down in his diary. I gave him the rest of our contact details and paid the deposit. “I’ll look forward to seeing you in a couple of days’ time.”

“We’re looking forward to it too,” I said, shaking his hand again before he led us back out towards the entrance where we’d first entered.

“Before you go,” he said as we walked past the reception desk where his pretty blonde wife was busy typing away on her computer. “Just so you’re aware, while we’re doing the shoot, there might be other people in the studio - not just me. We have our own stylist and makeup artist, who will be on hand to help out. Leanne here sometimes assists me during the shoot and there might also be one or two of our other models hanging around the studio and helping me out. I hope that’s okay. They’re all professionals, so you don’t need to feel worried at all about them being there.”

“Okay,” Lorna said, not seeming concerned, which was a relief. I was excited for Lorna to get semi-naked in front of Eddie, but the thought of there being other people around, also seeing her in various stages of nudity, was even more of a turn-on.

“The male models can also join you in the shoot if you wish.” Eddie pointed to a framed photograph on the wall. I recognised the muscular man in it from Emily’s shoot. “That’s Rob - he’s a partner in the business and one of the models and we have several others too. Some clients like to pose with a handsome man to add a certain eroticism to their pictures.”

“Really?” Lorna blinked several times. I could almost see her brain working, processing what Eddie had just said and what it meant. “Join them in the shoot, as in…?”

“Just posing together erotically.” Eddie shrugged, his eyes switching to me with a knowing look. He knew that I’d seen - or at least that I had an inkling - of what Emily had done. “Again, it’s up to you. They can be nude, partially nude. You can kiss, embrace, just lay together, simulate touching, whatever you need. They’re professionals and all very good-looking. It can make for some very exciting photographs.”

“I bet,” Lorna said, wide-eyed at the thought. “Although I think I’ll be fine posing solo, like Emily did.”

Eddie’s mouth opened but he didn’t say anything because I stared at him, catching his eye for a moment and shaking my head subtly.

“No problem.” He smiled and opened the door for us and we made our way to the car, Lorna’s hand squeezing mine all the way there.

“Wow,” she said, letting out a long breath. “I can’t believe I’m going to do this.”

“It’s going to be great,” I reassured her. “I know you’ll be nervous but remember what Emily said - he’s really good at putting his clients at ease. I’m sure you’ll really enjoy it. I can’t wait, personally.”

We pulled away from the studio but instead of heading home, I took a turning which led into the city centre.

“Where are you going?” Lorna asked.

“We’re going shopping,” I informed her with a smile. “I’m going to treat you to some new lingerie from the shoot and maybe a treat of some wine and a nice dinner for tonight.”

“That sounds fun,” she replied, a huge grin breaking out across her gorgeous face.

“Good,” I replied. “I want you to have fun.”

I did want her to have fun. I wanted her to have as much fun as she possibly could during the shoot too. Maybe even some sexy fun with Eddie and his male models. I doubted Lorna would go anywhere near as far as what Emily did, but I could only hope.


The Play

That night, I wrestled with the dilemma of if I should or shouldn’t warn Lorna about what Paul had said regarding Eddie pushing his photoshoots beyond simply being a solo shoot.

Eddie had even touched on this himself earlier, saying how there were often male models around the studio during sessions and that they sometimes joined in. I loved the idea and ever since we’d gotten home from lingerie shopping, I’d found my mind wandering, daydreaming about Lorna being naked; Eddie photographing her and then some muscular young stud climbing onto the bed with her. I pictured Lorna sucking the model’s cock - even letting him fuck her while I watched - and while Eddie captured it all in photographs for us to enjoy later.

Lorna and I talked a little about the meeting with Eddie but she didn’t express any concerns about what he’d said, so I didn’t bring it up either, even though I was tempted to - just to gauge if she’d thought about it at all as I had.

Eventually, later that night when we were in bed, she brought it up.

“I can’t believe what Eddie said about the male models.”

“What?” I asked innocently, as though I hadn’t been thinking about it all evening. “Male models?”

We were both lying in bed and Lorna turned to face me, her dark eyes finding mine. She pushed a lock of hair out of her face. “What he said about the male models sometimes joining in the shoot.”

“Most photographers these days do all kind of photography.” I shrugged. “Weddings, portraits, boudoir and erotic stuff. I guess it pays to spread yourself around, to be versatile, you know?”

“I noticed a couple of pictures on the walls,” Lorna continued, “With men and women together. I assumed that they were husband and wife together type pictures - but perhaps they were women with his male models.”

“Maybe even married women like you,” I suggested.

“Do you think Emily let a male model join in her shoot?” Lorna asked. She was either purely guessing or her female intuition was kicking in. “She said she’d done a second shoot but not got the pictures back yet and she seemed sort of cagey about it when I asked her.”

“Well, the thing is,” I said, then paused, wondering whether or not to tell her what I knew. “Don’t tell her I told you this, but Paul did confess to her doing some more… what’s the word? Some more risque shots and he let me in on a little secret that one of the models there joined in.”

“A male model?” Lorna’s big eyes opened wide when I nodded. “Wow. By risque, what do you mean? Joined in… as in…?”

“I don’t think they did anything,” I quickly half-lied, not wanting Lorna to be freaked out. “He called it simulated erotica. So it looked like they were doing stuff, being passionate or whatever, but not really.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“Well, the male model is naked, Emily was naked and-”

“Emily was naked and the guy was naked?” Lorna asked, her eyes as big as dinner plates now.

“Then he touched her and she touched him-”

“As in touched… his intimate parts?”

“Yes, then he put his dick near her mouth and they angled the camera in such a way that it looked like she was sucking it,” I explained, watching Lorna’s reaction.

“Wow.” Lorna shook her head in disbelief.

“They did the same sort of thing for actual sex,” I went on, “But his dick was just pressed against her groin, without it actually going in.”

“Right. Well, that’s okay, I guess.” Lorna nodded, chewing her lip in thought. “I don’t think I want to do anything like that though. You just want me to pose on my own, don’t you?”

“I mean…” I started then hesitated, wondering how far I dare push this, if at all. “If you wanted to do some erotic poses with a guy, then I’d let you. But if you didn’t, I’d be happy with you just doing some sexy shots on your own too.”

“Wouldn’t you feel jealous?”

“Well, of course I would,” I said, not knowing if that was true or not. Would I be jealous? I’d be turned on - I wasn’t going to admit that to Lorna - but would I be jealous? “You’ve never been naked in front of another man before, so I’ll be jealous that Eddie is getting to see what’s mine… but if a man were to get close to you, especially one of these hunky, handsome male models; if he were to touch you or kiss you or anything like that…”

“I understand,” Lorna replied before I had a chance to finish what I was about to say. “The thing is, you’re the only man to have ever seen my boobs and butt. It’s going to be weird being almost naked in front of someone else for the first time.”

“Weird but… exciting?” I dared to ask.

“Maybe,” she admitted very quietly.

“Would it be exciting if - and I’m not suggested you should do this - if one of the male models was to get a bit up close and personal with you?”

“It might be,” she shrugged, her hands moving under the bed covers, finding my chest and stroking it. “But now I know you’d get jealous and I don’t want to do that to you.”

“If it’s something you wanted to do, I’d be okay with it,” I replied, reaching out and pushing the covers away, exposing the silky camisole top she was wearing. I could see the shape of her nipples poking through the thin fabric. “I’d be jealous, yes, but I’d be able to handle it, for you, if it’s something you wanted to try.”

Lorna’s hand stroked further down, across my stomach to my shorts, feeling my cock through the material. “You’re hard,” she commented softly.

“It’s the thought of you in the sexy lingerie we bought today,” I told her, although that wasn’t strictly true. It was more the thought of her showing her body off to Eddie in a couple of days’ time - never mind the possibility of another man getting close to her.

“I’m horny too,” she murmured, leaning forward so that her lips could meet mine. I slipped down my shorts and got on top, my cock sliding into her pussy, which was hot and very wet. “I’ve only ever been with you and now we’re married - this photoshoot thing is the nearest thing I’ll ever get to doing anything with someone else.”

That was quite the confession, coming from Lorna, my prim, proper and respectable wife. I thrust into her hard and fast, not needing to talk any more. Her words had pushed me over the edge, so I fucked her until I came, deep inside her pussy.

By the time I’d gotten my breath back, my body relaxed and my mind clearing now I was sexually satisfied, Lorna had already fallen asleep. I wanted to talk more. I felt like she’d hinted that she wished she’d been with more men; had other sexual experiences, but it could just be my imagination. It could just be me reading too much into things. Perhaps it was just a fantasy, a daydream she wanted to flirt with a little. Did Lorna resent meeting me so young? I slept, pondering the question. Perhaps tomorrow, I’d find out.

* * *

We didn’t talk about the impending photoshoot much at all the following day. I wanted to, but things kept getting in the way. It was Friday, always a busy day in the office and Paul had taken the day off for some reason, so I couldn’t talk to him about it. I texted Lorna a few times, but with it being so busy at work, I never had the chance to strike up a proper conversation.

Even when I got home, the phone didn’t stop ringing - either my family calling or Lorna’s. It was just one of those days. When we went to bed, Lorna reminded me that the photoshoot was tomorrow and so she wanted an early night in order to look her best. I sensed that she was nervous and didn’t want to over-talk about it, so I let her sleep.

* * *

I didn’t sleep well. I was both nervous and excited for what lay ahead but I did eventually manage to get some rest and then Lorna let me sleep in for a little while before the photo shoot the following morning.

“I’m taking all three sets of lingerie,” she told me, packing them into a bag as we ate a late breakfast. “I can’t decide which to wear, so I’ll show them to Eddie and then take his advice.”

“Sounds like a good idea.” I hoped he’d ask her to try them on for him, one at a time. That’d be fun. Far-fetched maybe; Lorna wouldn’t get changed in front of him, not in a million years - but the thought of it was fun.

“Shall we go?” I asked once she was ready. She looked beautiful in a white blouse and denim skirt that showed off her shapely, tanned legs. Her long dark hair was down, flowing in mahogany waves across her shoulders.

“Sure,” she smiled but I could tell she was nervous. “Let’s do this.”

We reached the studio after travelling mostly in silence. I’d tried to talk but Lorna answered everything in one or two-word sentences. Not because she was angry with me or anything - she had no reason to be - she was just uptight and nervous; her mind probably totally focused on what was going to happen when we got there.

What did happen was that we were met on arrival by a very camp Chinese-looking fellow who introduced himself as Liu. He told us that Eddie was preparing the studio and led us to the ‘green room’, a small waiting area with a coffee machine and several comfortable chairs, two of which Lorna and I sat in while we waited.

“I’ll be styling you today,” Liu explained, adjusting his eccentric horn-framed spectacles on the bridge of his nose. “Once Eddie’s here, he’ll give you a quick brief on what to expect, then I’ll take you through there-” he pointed with a long-fingered hand towards a curtained-off area at the back of the room, “-to get ready for the shoot.”

“I brought a few different items to try on,” Lorna said, pointing to the bag between her feet. “I couldn’t decide, so…”

“That’s fine,” Liu smiled. “We’ll take a look and decide between us what’s going to work best.”

“What’s more important is feeling comfortable,” Eddie’s deep voice said as he walked through the door, a bottle of Champagne in his hand. “So wear whatever you feel most relaxed in. Champagne?”

“Yes, please,” Lorna replied, looking at me with a smile. I knew what she was thinking - some alcohol would take the edge off her nerves.

Eddie produced a couple of Champagne flutes from a cupboard on the wall and filled them up, passing one to me first, then Lorna. “I’ve got the studio ready. You’ve got me for the full afternoon, so there’s no rush. Liu will take you through to the dressing room to get changed. He’ll also style your hair and makeup. Is that okay?”

“Sounds great,” Lorna replied, glancing at me and waiting for me to nod my approval.

“Seeing as you enjoyed your friend Emily’s shoot, I thought we’d do something similar,” Eddie continued. “I’ve got four zones set out. One is just a plain grey backdrop, the second is a leather chaise-longue for some reclined poses and the third is a fancy chair for some seated shots. Finally, we have the four-poster bed for the really sexy final photos. Any questions?”

Lorna looked at me and I shook my head. “No,” she replied. “I think that all seems straightforward enough.”

“Great,” Liu said taking Lorna’s hand. “Let’s have a look at this lingerie you’ve brought and get you glammed up.”

After the oriental man led my wife away through the curtains and out of sight, Eddie helped himself to a coffee from the machine and sat down next to me.

“How are you feeling?” he asked. The photographer was wearing a pair of grey sweatpants and a loose, hoodie-type top, making me feel overdressed in my shirt and trousers. I loosened my top button and took a sip of the Champagne, trying to relax.

“I’m okay,” I replied, deciding to be honest. “Maybe a bit nervous? Although it’s the type of nervousness that comes with excitement.”

“I get that,” he smiled, his teeth seeming very white against his tanned skin. “Don’t worry, we’ll take good care of your wife.”

“I know,” I smiled back. I’d been hoping for a moment like this; a chance to talk to Eddie on his own before or during the shoot. Now was the time for me to make my play. “Listen, I wanted to have a quick chat with you, so now is as good a time as any, I guess.”

“Sure.” Eddie nodded, blowing on his coffee.

“My friend Paul showed me some of the photographs you took of Emily,” I explained, speaking slowly as I worked out in my head how to phrase what I needed to say. “Not just the solo pictures but the ones with you and your model. Rob, is it?”

“Ah,” Eddie nodded, seeming less surprised than I thought he’d be. “And you’re… what? Worried about something like that happening with Lorna? That won’t happen unless both she and you want it to. If you don’t want me to offer those sorts of pictures, I won’t. Just say the word.”

“Well, the thing is-” I paused. Was I actually going to say this? “I’d kind of… like it to happen. But, I don’t know that she would. I mean, she’s never been with anyone else but me, so-”

“Don’t worry.” Eddie stopped me with a hand on my shoulder, then looked around to make sure we were alone and lowered his voice. “I have one of my models in with us today. A guy called Victor. I’ll see if I can get Lorna to take some shots with him. Tell me though, how far would you like it to go?”

“I saw Emily sucking your cock,” I said, the words suddenly tumbling from me. “And Rob on top of her. Paul told me everything. How you simulated it, the blowjob and the sex. I’d love Lorna to do something like that. But please don’t tell her I said this.”

“I won’t,” he promised. “I can’t promise anything, but we’ll see how it goes. And don’t worry, Rory. You’re not the first guy that’s asked for this kind of thing and you won’t be the last. Lots of men want to see their wife get sexy with other guys.”

“I only want the simulated stuff though,” I pointed out. “Paul told me that Emily went further on their second shoot but I don’t think I’m ready for Lorna to go all the way like that. Not that she would anyway. She’s kind of prudish. I doubt she’ll go for anything more than just some partially nude pictures if I’m honest.”

“Understood,” Eddie’s hand went to my shoulder again, this time squeezing firmly.

“Hi,” Lorna said just then, stepping through the curtains at the back of the room. She was wearing a fluffy white bathrobe. “I’m ready.”

“Great,” Eddie beamed, standing up and walking towards her. “Are you ready to show us the lingerie you decided to go with?”

Liu had styled her hair into cascading ribbons which flowed down her neck and across her shoulders and her makeup was dark and sultry-looking. She looked at me and again, I could see nervousness evident in her face. I smiled and nodded, encouraging her to remove the bathrobe.

It took her a moment - she obviously had to summon up the courage - but she did it. Lorna slipped the robe from her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor and my heart skipped a beat at the sight.

She was wearing the most daring set we’d bought - a completely see-through, black, lacy two-piece. Her dark nipples were clearly visible through the half-cup bra and the thin landing strip of her pubic hair could be seen through the front of her panties.

My cock hardened instantly when I saw Eddie checking her out. Paul had seen her nudes yesterday but for the first time ever in real life, another man’s eyes were roaming my shy wife’s body.

And I loved it.


The Shoot

I’d bought her the sexy black lingerie set purely out of hope that I might be able to talk her into wearing it but I never actually expected her to. I’d thought she’d end up wearing the more conservative white corset and panty set she’d bought first.

But, nope. Here she was, standing in front of me, Liu and Eddie, in the gossamer-thin black lacy set.

I could see everything. Which meant that Eddie and Liu could too. I don’t think Liu was interested in the female anatomy, with his effeminate manner, but Eddie definitely appreciated what he was looking at.

“Very nice,” he said, his mouth stretching into a wide smile. “You look beautiful. I’d love to know what other lingerie sets you’ve brought but that one is… quite something.”

“Thank you,” Lorna smiled shyly, her cheeks turning red. She picked up the dressing gown and wrapped it around her. “If you like, I can get changed into one of the other sets to show you - to see which you prefer?”

“No,” Eddie replied, giving me a sideways look and a grin. “You look great just as you are. You can always change in-between pictures in the studio if you want.”

“Okay.” Lorna walked over to me. “Do you think I look nice?”

“You look amazing,” I replied honestly.

“Follow me,” Eddie said as Lorna grinned happily at my reply. The photographer led us down a long corridor into the wide-open studio area, which was all set up and lit ready for us. “We’ll start over there.”

He pointed to the far corner of the room, where a large grey backdrop was hanging from the ceiling but my eyes were drawn to the two other people in the room. A tall black man with a bald head and a short beard was standing next to a short, curvy blonde that reminded me of the receptionist we met the other day - Eddie’s wife.

“Hi,” the black guy said, stepping forward and offering his hand for me to shake. “I’m Victor. I work for Eddie. This is my wife, Kirstie.”

“Hello,” Lorna replied, shaking his hand after he’d shook mine. The tone of her voice made me look her way for a moment. She was blushing again. I hadn’t expected Eddie’s male model today to be black, but Lorna didn’t seem to mind, judging by the way she looked at him appreciatively for a moment before realising that he’d said that the woman standing next to him was his wife.

“I’m Eddie’s sister-in-law,” Kirstie said, definitely noticing Lorna’s quick look up and down Victor’s tall, broad body but if she minded at all, she didn’t show any sign of it. “I work for Eddie too, as his other receptionist but he’s asked me to assist him in the studio today. I hope that’s okay with you guys.”

“Sure,” Lorna replied. I guessed that she was happy to have another female in the room with her.

“Great. I’ll start by taking your robe if that’s okay?” Kirstie said, taking the fluffy white garment when Lorna slipped it off and passed it to her. “Would you like some more Champagne or any other refreshments?”

I looked at Lorna and saw that she was covering her breasts and the front of her panties with her hands. She’d not been so shy with Eddie a moment ago. Was it the presence of Victor or Kirstie that was making her feel so self-conscious right now?

“Don’t be shy,” Victor said with a disarming smile. “I’ve seen a lot of women naked, although I admit not many as beautiful as you.”

“Ignore my husband’s flirting,” Kirstie put her hand on Lorna’s shoulder and turned her away, guiding her towards the grey backdropped quarter of the studio. “He thinks every woman is going to fall at his feet as soon as he opens his mouth.”

“No,” Victor grinned, following us towards where Eddie was positioning his camera onto a tripod in front of the backdrop. “That happens when I take my clothes off.”

“Okay, let’s get on with the shoot,” Eddie announced, giving Victor an amused look. “Lorna, if you want to stand in front of the backdrop and just relax. Maybe try putting a hand on your hip and slowly turning around so I can take a few test shots.”

I stood back, next to Victor and Kirstie while Eddie began to talk Lorna through her first few shots. I was impressed how quickly my shy wife relaxed, no longer covering her see-through bra and panties. She seemed awkward still - I could tell she was nervous, but as Paul had said he would, Eddie’s calm and encouraging manner slowly began to take effect, relaxing Lorna more and more.

“Great,” Eddie said, looking at a few of the pictures on the camera’s screen. “I’ve got some nice pictures already. Let’s take it over to the chair next.”

Liu entered the studio, joining the small group of us watching as Eddie directed Lorna to sit on the chair. “How is she doing?” the Chinese man asked me.

“So far, so good,” I said, not taking my eyes off Lorna. As she sat down, one of her bra straps slid down her shoulder but when she went to slide it back up, Eddie stopped her, saying it looked sexy. He was right. It did.

“Spread your legs a little,” Eddie instructed Lorna and I watched as she shyly did as he asked. The photographer dropped to his haunches, taking pictures at a lower level. His lens seemed to be pointing right in-between my wife’s thighs, her landing strip clearly visible through the flimsy black fabric of her panties.

They reversed the chair shortly afterwards and took some pictures of Lorna with her legs splayed open with the back of the chair covering her lower and upper body.

“Do you want to take the bra off?” Eddie asked gently. “If you sit up straight, I’ll be able to capture your cleavage but the back of the chair will cover your nipples.”

“I don’t know-” she hesitated, her dark eyes finding me and silently asking me the question.

I didn’t say anything. I just shrugged and then nodded encouragingly as if to say it was okay with me if she wanted to. In response, she visibly exhaled - a surefire sign of nervousness with Lorna - but then slipped down the strap from her other shoulder before reaching behind her back and undoing the clasp.

She kept her breasts behind the backrest of the chair so we couldn’t see her nipples but it was still incredibly arousing when she threw the bra down onto the floor because I knew that she was topless in a room with four other people that weren’t me.

“Nice,” Eddie murmured, snapping away on the camera. “Now cover your breasts with your hands and stand up. Let me take a few hand-bra shots.”

Lorna did just that, cupping her boobs in her hands and then rising up from the chair, posing as Eddie directed her to; with one slender leg raised up, her foot resting on the chair.

“Her body is incredible,” Victor said softly to me, but not so quietly that Lorna didn’t hear him. I saw her head turn towards us for a moment before returning to the camera with a slight smile on her face.

“Thanks,” I said, glancing at his wife, wondering what she thought of her husband admiring other women but she just smiled at me, not seeming bothered by it.

“Let’s go to the sofa,” Eddie said and Victor, Kirstie, Liu and I turned, following my wife and Eddie as they walked to the adjacent corner where the leather Chesterfield sofa was positioned beneath a series of dimmer lights suspended on metal stands. “Okay. Lie down on your front.”

Lorna knelt on the sofa first, flinching slightly, presumably at the cold of the leather against her skin. Then she let go of her breasts, the full shape of them coming into view for a moment - and her dark nipples - before she lowered herself down onto her chest.

“Like this?” she asked, looking sideways at the camera.

“Perfect.” Eddie started clicking away on the camera, moving in closer and capturing my wife from different angles. From where I was standing, I could see her ass, totally exposed through the sheer fabric. She looked gorgeous and not for the first time today, I felt my dick twitch, because of how close Eddie was to her: just a couple of feet away from my almost naked wife.

Next, he told her to sit up and she complied, covering her breasts with her hands. “Sit with your legs open again,” he said and she did, parting her thighs shyly again.

“She could do this professionally,” Liu commented, again momentarily distracting Lorna’s attention, the compliment putting another smile on her face.

“Absolutely,” Eddie agreed, lowering the camera for a moment. “So, Lorna. The time has come for me to ask you if you want to show a little more. Perhaps, some fully topless shots first, if you’d like to?”

Again, my wife looked at me for help and again I nodded.

“Okay,” she said, in a voice so quiet it was almost inaudible. Then she slowly let her hands fall away, placing them on her thighs.

My cock was fully hard now because everyone’s eyes, including my own, were on my wife’s bare tits. Lorna’s nipples were erect, either from the cool of the air in the studio or because she was excited. I wasn’t sure which.

Victor let out a small whistle. “Wow.”

“Wow indeed,” Eddie grinned, taking photos already. Again, he stepped in close; close enough to touch, but he kept his hands to himself, his camera taking close up shots of her breasts. “Okay, Lorna. Get on all fours on the sofa.”

Lorna didn’t say anything. She just stood up and then climbed onto the leather couch, posing on her hands and knees, her tits hanging down below her as Eddie kept snapping away.

“You look stunning,” Eddie complimented her. “These pictures are going to be the sexiest I’ve done in a long, long time. Sexier than your friend’s, I guarantee you. She went fully nude, of course. Do you want to?”

This was the next big step. I was willing her to in my head. It was such a turn-on having these strangers ogle my wife’s body. I didn’t know why, but it was.

“To be honest,” Victor spoke up. “You might as well. Those panties aren’t hiding anything. We can see everything down there.”

“Okay,” Lorna said quietly again but when she started to stand upright, Eddie stopped her.

“No, stay where you are,” he said firmly. “Trust me, let me do this.”

Lorna froze for a second, then repositioned herself on all fours and let Eddie reach out and slip the panties down from her hips. He didn’t take them all the way down right away; he just pulled them midway down her thighs, taking some shots of her pussy from behind. Those pictures would look amazing, I knew they would.

My cock felt like it was going to burst out of my pants as he finished pulling them down, sliding them under her knees and off her feet. She was wearing a sexy pair of black heels, now the only thing she was wearing.

“Okay, you can sit up now. Open your thighs again. Let’s get some really sexy images here.”

To my surprise, Lorna followed his directions, leaning back against the sofa and parting her thighs, letting us all see between her legs. Her pussy looked beautiful, her dark pubes trimmed into the slim landing strip but now her thin, pink labia were on show too.

“You’re turning me on,” Eddie grinned as he took shot after shot of her reclining sluttily on the sofa. “I hope it’s not too much information but I’ve got an incredibly hard erection.”

I was shocked at him just coming out with it like that but Lorna shocked me just as much by not adversely reacting to the unprofessional comment. She blushed, but that was all. She didn’t object but she did look. I saw her eyes drift down to his groin, looking for the telltale bulge to prove he wasn’t making it up.

“I’m not lying,” Eddie chuckled. “It’s very rare that one of my photoshoots is so sexy - that a model is so sexy - that I get turned on. You should take it as a compliment. Anyway, shall we do the final shots over on the bed?”

“Is that where we do the simulated shots?” Lorna said as she stood up, not making any moves to cover either her tits or pussy as she walked across the room with Eddie, towards the four-poster bed.

My heart missed a beat. Simulated shots? Why was she asking that? The moment I’d seen that Eddie’s model today was a black guy and not Rob, the muscular white guy from Emily’s shoot, I’d given up any hope of the simulated stuff. In fact, I wasn’t even sure I wanted her to. Sure, Victor seemed a nice enough guy but he was this huge black guy - he intimidated me, so I was sure he’d do the same to Lorna.

“It can be,” Eddie nodded, directing Lorna to sit on the edge of the bed while he set a second camera up on a tripod, the other one hanging around his neck. “Would you like to do some softcore shots like that? I’m sure Victor wouldn’t mind joining in. Or I can join you if you’d like?”

“I only ever intend to do this photoshoot thing once, so I want to really go for it,” Lorna said. I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my wife’s mouth. “I really want to push my boundaries and step out of my comfort zone, so yes, I’d like to do something, but I’m not sure what.”

“You do?” I asked, loud enough for Lorna to hear. I wanted to make sure she really wanted to do this - that she wasn’t doing it for me or something crazy like that. I didn’t want her to do anything she might regret later.

But she either didn’t hear me, or she just chose not to answer. She was looking at Eddie as he considered her for a moment. “Can I suggest something to you?” he asked. “If it’s out of your comfort zone too much, it doesn’t matter but it’s a little trick I do to raise the intensity and the atmosphere in the studio.”

“Sure,” my wife replied with a shrug, the gesture making her breasts bounce slightly.

“Sometimes, I like to get naked,” Eddie said slowly. “Some women find it a bit alarming but I find that it heightens the eroticism of the scene. Me being naked brings out something in the woman I’m photographing. Perhaps it puts them on edge; perhaps it excites them, but whatever it is it shows in the photographs.”

“I’m okay with that,” Lorna said, after taking a moment to digest what he’d said. “I’m willing to give it a try.”

“Great,” Eddie replied, looking over his shoulder at me for a moment and then undressing quickly when I didn’t object. As his erection - average-sized but bigger than my own - sprang into view, I saw Lorna’s eyes drawn to it and realised that his dick was only the second one she’d ever seen. “Let’s do this.”

He made Lorna lay on the bed, her legs open, taking pictures from such a close distance that she could have reached out and touched his hard cock, which was standing out in front of him. “Nice,” he purred several times as he moved around, capturing her from every possible angle. “How about touching yourself?”

“Touching myself?”

“Like you do when you masturbate?” Eddie explained.

“Okay,” Lorna replied, against catching me completely off-guard. Was this even my shy little wife? Or was it some imposter that had replaced her for the day?

She slipped a hand over her flat, taut belly and let her forefinger find her slit, teasing herself slowly as Eddie climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs, snapping away as she rubbed herself in front of him.

This couldn’t possibly be happening. Had he slipped something into her Champagne?

“I could put my penis close to your pussy,” Eddie suggested next, “And photograph it at such an angle that it looks like we’re having sex. That’s what simulated sex or softcore is.”

“Okay,” Lorna said to my utter disbelief. I’d liked the idea of this but now that the reality was presenting itself, I wasn’t sure it was something I could handle. I started to walk over to them, but a hand on my shoulder stopped me. I turned to see Kirstie holding me back.

“You should let her do this if she wants to,” the curvy blonde whispered.

“However,” I heard Lorna say next. “No offence, Eddie, but I’d like to do it with Victor. If that’s okay with you?”

Victor was already stripping off by the time I’d stopped reeling from those words. By the time I regained the ability to speak and tugged Kirstie’s hand from my shoulder, her black husband was already on the bed next to my wife.

I stopped a few yards away, my eyes seeing his dick for the first time. It was so long and thick that it didn’t look real. I saw Lorna’s eyes look at it too and an expression of similar surprise appeared on her face.

“Lorna, are you sure about this?” I managed to say, my voice coming out as barely more than an embarrassing squeak.

“Yes,” she said, nodding without any hesitation or signs of nervousness at all. “I want to do what Emily did. I want the same experience. I want some amazing photographs for us to look back on for years to come.”

“She’ll be fine,” Kirstie whispered in my ear as Victor moved his dick towards Lorna’s face, Eddie directing her to pretend to suck it.

This was going to happen. Oh, fuck.


The Confession

“I mean it’s not a real blowjob, right?” Lorna said as Victor put his dick right in front of her face. She was knelt on the bed now, with Victor standing over her.

“It’s as real or not real as you want it to be,” the big black guy replied, holding his dick and gently wagging it at her. Lorna’s dark eyes were fixed on it, watching him as he began to stroke it.

“It’s not full hardcore,” Eddie added. “Let’s just try something and see how you feel about it, then take it from there?”

“Okay,” Lorna replied, nodding slowly. She suddenly looked nervous again. I think the enormity of what she was doing was beginning to sink in. “What do you want me to do first?”

“Victor,” Eddie said, standing back behind the camera on the tripod. “Move your penis closer. Lorna, open your mouth and just Victor put the tip between your lips.”

“Between my lips?” Lorna asked. “Not actually in my mouth though, right?”

“Let’s try just putting it there first and see how you feel,” Eddie replied. “Trust me. Anything you don’t like, just say so and we’ll take a break.”

“Okay,” my gorgeous wife replied, her eyes scanning the room until she saw me. Suddenly, I wanted to tell her to stop, but I knew it’d make her feel disappointed. She obviously wanted to try something sexy, so I nodded reluctantly for her to do it.

I watched as she looked up at Victor towering above her and opened her mouth. Victor shuffled forwards, his long black erection moving towards her until the large bulbous tip was between her lips. It was so thick that he couldn’t help but touch her mouth, his dick coming to rest on her bottom lip when he let go.

“Excellent,” Eddie said, taking a couple of pictures. “Let’s try just putting it a little bit further in. Lorna, tell him if you want him to stop.”

Victor pushed forward, a couple of inches of his dick disappearing into her mouth.

“Okay, you don’t have to suck it, Lorna,” Eddie informed her. “Just hold it in your mouth like you’re giving him a blowjob.”

She nodded, closing her lips around the black shaft as he slid a little more into her mouth. I just stood there, feeling stunned by the sight of my innocent, petite wife with another man’s penis in her mouth. Not just that, but a black man’s penis. Eddie kept taking pictures until finally, she gagged as Victor went just a little too deep into her throat, putting her hand against his stomach and pushing him away.

“You did excellently,” Eddie congratulated her. “That’s going to look sensational on the photographs.”

“Are you okay?” I asked my wife but she didn’t reply. She looked surprised at herself, at what she’d just done, but it didn’t stop there.

“Lorna, do you think you’ll be okay to wrap your hand around Victor’s penis?” Eddie called out, moving the camera to a different angle, a little closer to the bed. “Pretend you’re giving him a handjob.”

“I don’t know,” Lorna hesitated. “I’m…” For some reason, she covered her breasts with her hands suddenly and clamped her thighs shut. “Sorry, I’m feeling nervous and…”

“There’s no need to be shy,” Victor said in his deep voice. “It’s just a penis.”

“I know but I’ve not seen many before.” Lorna’s cheeks were glowing. I could tell she felt embarrassed and uncomfortable. “I was a virgin when I met Rory, so…”

“No way!” Eddie exclaimed, lowing the camera. “Seriously? How can someone as beautiful and sexy as you have only been with one guy?”

“Well now you’ve seen three,” Victor informed her. “So am I only the second guy you’ve ever sucked?”

“Well, I haven’t actually sucked it,” Lorna replied. “It was in my mouth but that doesn’t really count.”

“I guess not - if you want to see it that way,” the tall black man answered. “Do you want to touch it? Will it be only the second dick you’ve ever had in your hand?”

“Yes,” Lorna said slowly, doubt in her dark, long-lashed eyes. “And yes.”

“Okay, so let’s get on with it,” Eddie said eagerly. “This is even sexier and more erotic now that I know this is all new for you, Lorna.”

“I can tell,” Lorna replied, pushing her dark hair back from her face, smiling at him and then pointing at his groin. “You’re rather hard, aren’t you?”

I hadn’t paid much attention to Eddie’s nakedness. My eyes had been completely fixed on Victor’s huge black dick. It was literally twice as long and thick as my own and the sheer taboo of seeing my wife naked with a black guy was so intoxicating that I’d almost forgotten that Eddie had taken his clothes off too. Lorna was right - he was turned on. His cock was nowhere near as big as Victor’s but was still slightly larger than my own and it was sticking stiffly out in front of him.

“As I said,” Eddie nodded, not showing any embarrassment about his obvious arousal, “It’s not every woman that gets me excited like this. Take it as a compliment. Do you agree with me now though? Getting naked like this heightens the sexual atmosphere in the room and it often adds to something to the photographs, doesn’t it?”

“Yes.” Lorna’s eyes turned back to Victor’s cock and I watched as her hand reached out and her fingers wrapped it around it, barely covering half of his length.

“Great,” Eddie reassured her. “Now you can either just hold it or you can wank him off if you want to.”

“I don’t mind doing it a little bit,” Lorna replied, glancing at me as she said it. “It’s only pretending, isn’t it?”

She started to stroke up and down his cock, making him visibly stiffen in her hand while Eddie started taking photographs again. “It’s so big,” she murmured. “I’d heard about black men having big ones but now I’m actually seeing one for real, it’s kind of intimidating.”

“You managed to fit it in your mouth okay,” Victor pointed out. For a moment, I wondered if he was saying these things to somehow annoy me or rub in the fact that he was getting jerked off by my wife. “You got almost all of it in.”

“I didn’t suck it though, remember,” Lorna pointed out.

“It’d be erotic if you were to hold two dicks at once,” Eddie said then and without waiting for an answer, he left the camera on the tripod and climbed onto the bed on the opposite side to Victor.

“Are you enjoying this so far?” Kirstie asked me, startling me for a moment because I’d almost forgotten that she and Liu were still standing behind me.

“It’s… interesting,” I managed to say, the words almost sticking in my throat. “Don’t you get jealous of other women touching your husband?”

“Are you jealous that my husband is being jerked off by your wife?” the curvy blonde countered.

“Maybe a bit,” I admitted. “But-”

“But it’s a turn-on too?” Kirstie asked then without warning she reached down and grabbed my cock through the front of my trousers. “Oh yes, it’s a turn-on,” she added when she felt how hard I was.

“Are you feeling okay?” I heard Eddie ask Lorna and my attention was drawn back to the bed where Lorna was now holding both of their penises and stroking them slowly.

“It’s kind of hard to believe that I’m doing this,” Lorna smiled, “But yes, I’m okay.”

“Good. So what we could do now is for Victor to simulate actual sex with you,” Eddie said, seemingly satisfied that Lorna was handling everything well. “Of you want to lay on your back, I’ll show you how.”

Lorna did as she was told and then parted her thighs as Eddie directed her to. Victor positioned himself between her legs, holding his cock in his hand and lowering it so that it was just above her landing strip of dark pubic hair. Eddie brought one of the cameras over, moving in close so he could capture how close his dick was to her. I expected Victor to simply press his dick against her pussy mound but instead, he placed the bulbous, dark brown tip against Lorna’s small pink labia.

“Great, keep it there,” Eddie instructed, getting some pictures of the head of Victor’s cock touching my wife’s pussy lips. “Nice. Now, Lorna - are you comfortable with Victor putting it inside you a little bit, or not?”

“Remember, it’s just simulated sex,” Victor reminded Lorna, speaking to her from where he was holding himself, hovering above her body. “It’s not actual sex. Unless you want it to be,” he added with a gentle laugh.

“If it’s just the end going in - a little bit, then I guess that’s okay,” Lorna replied shyly.

I watched in amazement as Victor eased forward. At first, I didn’t think it would fit but to my surprise, he entered her fairly easily. He only pushed an inch or so inside but I saw Lorna stiffen at the penetration and wondered if it felt significantly different to my smaller manhood.

“Excellent,” Eddie encouraged the models on the bed, snapping away with the camera. “Maybe a little deeper? Lorna, feel free to say ‘stop’ at any time.”

Victor pushed in deeper, which brought a quiet moan of pleasure from Lorna, something I did not expect to hear but I suppose it was involuntary. I was turned on and excited and I guessed Lorna must be too. I hadn’t wanted it to go this far, but it was too late to stop now.

She didn’t say ‘stop’ not even when he pulled out a little and then pushed it in once more, this time much deeper. Lorna’s body twitched in response and I saw a light sheen of sweat had formed across her chest and her face was flushed. Did it feel good? It must do.

“These are fantastic shots,” Eddie said as Victor slid out of her and then back in again, this time a little faster and deeper again. “Lorna, you’re fantastic in front of the lens. The camera loves you. You look beautiful.”

“Stop,” she said suddenly, making Victor slow down and then withdraw his dick from her for a second. I saw how wet his cock was, soaked through with my wife’s juices. “I’m sorry,” she apologised. “I felt like I might orgasm.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Eddie reassured her. “It’s a highly charged sexual atmosphere and the physical side of it is going to arouse you. It happens a lot. It’s nothing to be ashamed about.”

“But you said it was going to be simulated sex,” Lorna pointed out. “That wasn’t simulated. Victor was pushing it in and out.”

“It’s professional though,” Eddie said. “It’s not real sex. It’s just for the camera.”

“And I wasn’t properly fucking you,” Victor added. “I was just moving it in and out so that Eddie could get some good shots for you.”

Lorna slid her legs off the bed and stood up, then walked over to me. “I feel like it’s gone a bit too far. Should we stop now?” she asked. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for it to go this far.”

“No need to apologise,” I replied, suddenly feeling bad for letting it go so far. I hadn’t meant to let Lorna do something she was going to regret. “I don’t mind. I was enjoying watching you because I thought you were enjoying yourself.”

“You were enjoying it?” Lorna asked, her dark eyes looking up at me. “Weren’t you jealous? You said you’d be jealous.”

“A little,” I shrugged. “But it’s just a one-off thing, isn’t it? When we go home, you’ll be all mine. What happens here is just a bit of fun. Memories we’ll always remember. Plus, you’re getting to see some other men naked and have fun which you’d never normally get the chance to do otherwise.”

I realised I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted her to go back to the bed and carry on. I wanted Victor to fuck her. Maybe Eddie too.

“I stopped because I felt bad for you,” Lorna explained. “But if you want me to finish off the shoot, I will. Do you want me to?”

“Do you want to?” I asked her back.

Lorna nodded, then reached up on her tiptoes to kiss me. “Yes, I think I do.”

“I do too,” I confessed. It was a confession. A confession to my wife that I wanted her to do things - sexual things - with other men. I felt embarrassed admitting it and I knew that Lorna might think less of me for wanting it, but we’d come too far to change that now.

Lorna’s dark brown eyes found mine and she smiled. Then she turned and went back to where the two naked men were waiting for her.

“Okay,” she said, laying down on the bed in front of them. “What do we do next?”


The Transformation

“Kirstie, would you mind taking over the camera for a moment?” Eddie asked Victor’s lovely blonde wife. “Just set it to continuous shooting.”

I watched her walk over to the tripod where it was mounted and then she pressed a couple of the buttons on the back of it as Eddie mounted the bed next to Lorna.

“Okay, how about you take me in your mouth while Victor puts himself inside you?” Eddie suggested, offering my wife his erect cock.

Lorna didn’t say anything. She just opened her mouth and let him guide his dick inside while Victor positioned himself between her legs. I walked closer, being careful not to get in the way of the camera until I had a clear unobstructed view of his huge black penis pressing against my wife’s pussy lips and then sliding inside again.

I’d often fantasized about seeing Lorna with someone else, but this was something else. My pretty, brunette wife had another man’s dick in her mouth and a further second man - a black man - inside her pussy.

“This is so fucking horny,” Kirstie said. I turned to look at her for a moment and she smiled at me. “Isn’t it?”

“It is,” I agreed, which in turn made the three people on the bed look over towards me.

Then there was a moment. No one spoke but somehow we knew we were all thinking the same thing; asking the same question. A question that Lorna answered when she moaned around Eddie’s cock and then moved her hips, pushing herself onto Victor’s cock, impaling herself fully onto it.

Eddie tangled the fingers of one hand in Lorna’s dark hair and shoved his cock into her mouth deeper and in response, my wife gagged slightly but then began to suck it properly.

Victor’s hips were moving forward and back slowly, his black length sliding in and out of her. They weren’t simulating anything now. They were having sex, the three of them, real sex, as I watched.

Lorna was sucking Eddie’s cock enthusiastically like she used to suck mine years ago -back when we were first dating. Victor was pumping his dick into her in deep, slow strokes, but after a couple of minutes, he positioned himself properly on top of her. Eddie had to step away for a moment, his fist wrapping around his dick and wanking as he watched Victor begin to fuck her properly.

“These pictures are going to be so amazing,” Eddie said, bending down and looking beneath Victor’s body. He walked around the bed, collecting one of his cameras and then returning to where he was before, placing the camera close to the model’s thick black cock pumping in and out of Lorna’s pussy. “Rory, she looks really tight. You have to see the way her pussy lips are gripping his cock. That’s going to look great on the pictures.”

“She really is tight,” Victor said, slightly breathless from fucking my wife. “You can tell she’s not had much dick before.”

“I am here, you know?” Lorna said from underneath him.

“Sorry,” the black model apologised. “It was intended as a compliment.”

“Let’s change positions,” Eddie suggested before the conversation could progress any further. “Lorna, if you want to move to all fours?”

My wife complied, rolling over onto her hands and knees but to my surprise, Victor went to the front while Eddie got behind her. This was getting out of control, I knew that. This was beyond a photoshoot now - these two guys were just enjoying themselves fucking my wife.

What did I do? Did I stop it? No. That wasn’t up to me. If Lorna wanted to stop it, she would. She might be shy and inexperienced but she knew her own mind and wasn’t usually afraid to speak up. She also didn’t look like she thought it was going too far. She opened her mouth eagerly for Victor’s cock, while simultaneously reaching behind her to guide Eddie’s penis inside her.

That’s her third cock, I thought to myself as I watched the middle-aged photographer put one of his hands on my wife’s petite hips and begin to slide his dick in and out of her while the other hand with the camera took close-up pictures of him penetrating her.

“Can Rory join in?” Lorna suddenly mumbled around Victor’s cock.

What? I blinked, wondering if I’d heard correctly.

“Sure,” Eddie nodded, pulling his soaking wet cock out of her. “Rory? Do you want to?”

Did I? I wasn’t sure that I did. Could I get my humble dick out in front of these two men, especially the well-hung Victor? Plus, Liu - who was obviously gay was still standing at the back of the room watching - and did I want him seeing me naked too? That was also not taking into account the lovely, curvy, Kirstie who was standing right behind me.

“Come on, Rory,” Lorna said, turning her head to look at me. “Please. Don’t be shy. If I can do this, you can too.”

I couldn’t say ‘no.’ I just couldn’t. I’d wanted her to do this - I’d been the instigator of it. How could I refuse her? I stripped off; my shirt first, then my trousers and shorts until I was naked. I was aware that my erection was only half the size of Victor’s as I walked over to the bed, but I tried not to think about it.

“Mouth or pussy?” Victor asked but before I had a chance to answer - I wanted her pussy, of course - Lorna replied for me.

“I want Victor inside me while I suck Rory,” she said, disappointing me for a moment but in a way, I was also relieved. I was conscious that she might think me small now she’d had two larger dicks inside her.

I offered her my cock and she looked up at me with a twinkle in her eye and a smile on her face before starting to suck me, the warmth of her mouth making my cock stiffen fully again. I’d lost a little bit of hardness as I walked over from the stage-fright I’d suddenly experienced.

As Victor re-entered her from behind and began to slowly but firmly thrust into her, Eddie started taking photos and I realised very quickly that I wasn’t going to last very long. The entire thing was just too much of a turn-on - it was too erotic. Luckily, Lorna saved me any embarrassment. Before I could cum, she let go of my dick.

“I’m going to orgasm,” she panted and I could tell she wasn’t exaggerating. Her face was flushed and her breathing was ragged.

“Cool, let’s get a good picture of it,” Eddie said. “Victor, you know what to do?”

Victor nodded and put his hands beneath Lorna’s waist, lifting and turning her onto her back. Then he laid down behind her and to her side, sliding his dick inside her from behind her in the spoons position, her legs open so that we all had a good view of his black cock penetrating her. I saw now what Eddie meant about Lorna’s pussy lips. Her small pink labia were stretched out around Victor’s dark girth - almost ‘gripping’ it, as he’d described.

“Oh, god,” Lorna murmured as Victor began to slowly slide in and out of her again. “I’m cumming.”

And she did. Eddie lowered the camera to catch the moment her orgasm hit her, her hips bucking, pushing herself back onto Victor’s length, and then her thighs quivering as she convulsed. Then Eddie pulled back, making sure to get some photos of her facial expression as she came.

“Can I join in?” Kirstie asked.

My jaw dropped. What? Was this really happening?

“Of course, you can,” my wife replied, obviously still trying to re-gather herself from the huge orgasm that had just rippled through her.

Within moments, Kirstie was naked too, leaving the slim oriental stylist as the only one dressed. He was making no moves to join us. He stayed firmly at the back of the room, seemingly happy to watch from afar.

Victor’s curvy blonde wife got onto the bed next to Victor and Lorna. Her body was attractive, if larger than the typical woman I went for. Her breasts were round and heavy, her nipples a very pale pink and her pussy was completely shaved.

“Would you mind if I touched you?” Kirstie asked Lorna. “I find your body really sexy.”

“Okay,” Lorna replied in an extremely quiet, almost inaudible voice.

Kirstie bent her neck and took one of Lorna’s darker nipples into her mouth as Victor began slowly shoving his dick in and out of her again. This was incredible. It looked incredible.

“Oh, fuck, I think I’m going to cum again,” Lorna said. No way. She never came twice like this. She’d never cum twice in close succession with me before but I guessed Victor’s larger cock and the sexually charged atmosphere in the studio was turning her on more than ever.

Kirstie’s hand slipped down to Lorna’s clit, finding it with her index finger and thumb, teasing it and rolling it as Victor kept fucking her, harder and faster now until Lorna climaxed again.

“This is awesome,” Eddie was saying but his voice sounded like it was coming from miles away. I was in a daze. Things were getting even crazier. Now Kirstie’s other hand was wrapped around my cock, stroking it slowly.

I saw Lorna notice but she didn’t object. Not even when Kirstie moved her mouth away from her breast and onto my dick. It felt amazing - another woman’s mouth around my cock while that woman’s husband fucked my wife. Were we… did this count as… wife-swapping?

“Nice,” Eddie said, circling the bed, capturing everything on film. “Shall we wrap it up with the money shots soon?”

“Money shots?” I asked. Did he mean what I thought he meant? I hoped so, because the way Kirstie was sucking my cock I was close to cumming.

“The ejaculation shots,” Eddie replied, confirming my suspicions. “Lorna? Are you comfortable with Victor and Rory cumming on you - or in you - or would you rather not? Some women don’t like it.”

Victor pulled his dick out of Lorna and I saw her glance at the black man with a disappointed look on her face. She kept moving her hips for a moment, pushing back against him as though she wanted him back inside her. Then she realised that Eddie had asked her a question and she asked him to repeat it.

“Do you want to do some final shots with the guys cumming?” Eddie said. “They can cum inside you or on you - or not at all. It’s up to you?”

“Oh, well… I came so I suppose the men should too. I haven’t thought about it. Rory usually cums inside me but… I don’t know. What do you think, Rory?” my wife said, glancing at me and then watching Kirstie stroke my cock. She’d stopped sucking me when Eddie had asked Lorna about the cum shot but she still had a hand wrapped around me, stroking backwards and forwards slowly.

“I don’t know but Kirstie, you need to stop or I’m going to cum right now,” I told Victor’s wife. I wasn’t lying - I could feel my dick throbbing, right on the edge of shooting my load and fortunately, she released my cock just in time.

“What would you suggest?” Lorna asked Eddie. “What would look good? You’re the expert.”

“Are you on birth control?” Eddie raised an eyebrow. “You could maybe let one of us finish inside you - a shot of your pussy leaking sperm would be really sexy. Then maybe someone could finish on your boobs and someone on your face? Or perhaps - seeing as you have some pubic hair - you could let one of us cum on your pussy. Sticky white sperm on dark pubic hair looks hot.”

“I’ve been a slut, haven’t I?” Lorna said, looking directly at me. “For the first time in my life, I’ve been slutty.”

“You’re not a slut,” I replied, shaking my head. “You’ve just let your hair down for once. It’s a one-off thing like you said.”

“Whatever,” Lorna shrugged. “Do you want me to let Victor cum inside me, Rory? I might as well, seeing as I’ve been so slutty.”

“Yes,” I admitted, ignoring her slut-shaming herself. Lorna was on the contraceptive pill. “If you want him to, that is.”

“I do,” my wife nodded with a shy smile. “Then I want you to cum on my boobs.”

“And what about me?” Eddie asked, stroking his cock, obviously not wanting to be forgotten.

“On my face?” Lorna suggested. “I’ve never had anyone cum on my boobs or my face before, so I’m a bit nervous but I’ll try it.”

“Great,” Eddie grinned. “I’ll go first then if that’s okay? Then I can focus on getting the good shots of Rory and Victor finishing.”

The tanned photographer climbed onto the bed, standing in front of Lorna as she sat up. “Do you want me to suck it again?” she asked and when Eddie nodded, she took him in her mouth while caressing his balls with one hand.

I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. Was I really about to see someone cum all over Lorna’s face?

Yes, I was.

“Now,” Eddie said, slipping his dick out of Lorna’s mouth. “Open your mouth. Stick your tongue out.”

Lorna did just that, her eyes looking straight at his fully hard, throbbing penis as Eddie jerked it a couple more times with one hand, the camera held in the other, snapping away, until he came. A long stream of thick, white cum shot out of the purple tip of his cock, hitting Lorna right in the mouth and disappearing from view. A second shot hit her on the chin and a third splashed up her cheek, making her close her eyes for a moment.

“Wow, that’s going to look good,” Eddie said in a tight voice after he’d finished squeezing the last few drops of cum out onto Lorna’s tongue. “Victor next?”

The big black man replaced Eddie on the bed, my wife immediately lying back down and opening her slim thighs for him. I couldn’t believe how the photoshoot had brought this slutty side out of her. I was beginning to like it.

As soon as Victor got on top of her, she wrapped her arms and legs around him and to my surprise, they kissed as he started pumping his dick inside her. Another surprise was Lorna having another orgasm after just a minute or two of him fucking her, her body visibly quaking and her fingers digging deep into Victor’s backside.

Then he came. His back muscles tensed and his buttocks clenched and when he groaned, I knew it was happening. A stranger was emptying his balls into my wife’s married pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned, holding himself there until he’d finished before finally pushing himself up and moving away. “There you go.”

Eddie quickly replaced him between her legs, one hand easing her thighs further apart, his camera trained upon my wife’s pussy. “Can you push it out? Oh, wait. No, it’s okay. Here it comes.”

I watched as a thick trickle of white cum streamed from Lorna’s pink, puffy slit, running down the inside of her thigh and the curve of her lower buttocks. That was it. It was too much.

“I’m going to cum,” I said, feeling that familiar tingle in my cock and the tightening of my balls. Kirstie grabbed my dick, yanking it fast while aiming it at the prostrate Lorna and within a couple of seconds, I felt my own cum leap from the end of my dick, throwing a streak of white across Lorna’s nearest breast. The second dash of cum landed next to the first and then a third before I sagged backwards, every bit of strength seeming to drain from me.

“Oh, my god,” Lorna said after a moment. “I’m covered in it.”

“You managed to get it all over my hand too,” Kirstie grimaced, wiping it on the bed linen.

For some reason that made me laugh. Victor also. He was standing by the side of the bed while Eddie took a few final pictures of my cum-plastered wife before putting the camera down and allowing himself a chuckle too.

“It was a lot of fun though, right?” the photographer said with a grin.

“Amazing,” Lorna agreed. “I’ve never cum so hard and so many times in my entire life.”

“I meant the shoot,” Eddie laughed again, “Although, yes, I guess the experience as a whole is important too.”

“I can’t wait to see the pictures,” Lorna said, standing up and taking the box of tissues that Liu offered her. “Rory, did you enjoy it?”

“I didn’t expect what happened to happen,” I said, after a moment to reflect on her question. “But yes, I suppose I enjoyed it. I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“Me neither,” Lorna sighed. “But now that I’ve done it, I think I kind of want to do it again.”

“Really?” I asked. I wasn’t sure that I did. I wanted to take my wife home and have her all to myself. Just me and her. I felt this weird desire to fuck her and ‘reclaim’ her as my wife.

“Maybe you should talk to your friends, Emily and Paul,” Eddie said, beginning to get dressed as Victor and Kirstie did the same. “They’re thinking about coming back for a third shoot. Did they tell you?”

“No, they didn’t tell us that,” I replied.

“Maybe you could do a group thing?” Kirstie said with a smile and a wink.

“A group thing…” Lorna finished wiping Eddie’s cum from her chin and breasts and then swiped some of the cum from the inside of her thigh. “Rory, I think I’d like that. Why don’t you talk to Paul about it?”

Eddie left us to get dressed and promised us the photographs as early as the weekend. As I drove home, I stared at my beautiful wife. What the hell had happened? She’d gone from being this camera-shy, naive and innocent woman to this new woman - someone clearly wanting to explore herself further - and I liked it. Lorna was a woman transformed.

“I feel like all these years, I’ve been missing out on fun,” Lorna said after a while. “I love being married to you. I love us. But I think today has made me realise that I’ve had something inside of me… something I’ve been keeping repressed.”

“I see,” I said, nodding that I understood. I was afraid of what she was going to say next.

“I think the photo shoot was a chance for me to experiment,” Lorna continued. “And see what I was capable of. And now that I’ve done what I’ve done today - what we did - I kind of want to explore it some more. If you’re okay with that?”

I wasn’t sure where this was going to go next or what exactly she had in mind and I didn’t ask. One thing I did know was that like Lorna, I couldn’t wait to see the pictures but more than that, I wanted Paul to see them too. I wanted him to know that she’d done what Emily had done. I didn’t understand why but the thought of it turned me on. Perhaps sharing our experience with Paul and Emily might be a safe way for Lorna to explore this new side of herself that she was talking about.

“I’ll talk to Paul about us doing something together,” I said, bringing a smile to Lorna’s face. “Maybe you could speak to Emily too?”

“Okay. I feel like a night out next week again,” she replied. “Why don’t you arrange it? Let’s treat them to a meal at La Tavola again and maybe we could swap stories about our photoshoots?”

If I showed Paul our photos from today, he might show me the dirtier pictures of Emily. And maybe, just maybe, things might go further than just showing each other our wives’ pictures.

Oh, boy. This was going to be fun.


A Sneak Peek of Lights, Camera Action: Book 3 of The Photographer’s Secret Portfolio

Chapter 1: The Mistake

This entire mess started about six months ago, before we got married. I had no idea that Jacqui and I had any problems in our relationship. We’d been together for almost five years and we were happy, or so I thought. I was so convinced that we were perfect for each other that a year before this, I’d proposed in a fancy restaurant on a beautiful, warm summer night. She’d said, ‘Yes!’ and leapt into my arms as soon as I rose from the knee I’d bent down on.

We’d planned everything well in advance and it had all gone perfectly to plan, but then, with just two days to go before our wedding, she dropped a bombshell on me.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, the moment I walked through the door from work. I worked in the hospital as a male nurse, so I sometimes worked long hours. Tonight had been my final work day before the wedding. I’d taken a two-week break starting tomorrow, so we could make any last minute preparations and then head straight to Hawaii for our honeymoon the day after the ceremony.

“Sorry for what?” I asked, immediately concerned when I saw Jacqui’s face. She’d been crying. Streaks of mascara made jagged lines down her cheeks and her blonde hair looked unkempt - something very unusual for her. She was one of those girls who always liked to look perfect. She’d never leave the house without her makeup or hair being in place.

“The photo shoot,” she said, covering her face with her hands. She was standing in the corner of the kitchen, slumped against the counter and her body shuddered as she sobbed .

“What the hell?” I said, confused. I walked over but she held out a hand to stop me getting any closer. “What’s wrong? What’s happened?”

“I’m really sorry,” she whimpered. “I… I… fucked up.”

“Start from the beginning,” I said, trying to calm her down. This wasn’t like Jacqui at all. She was always so composed. “Did something happen at the photo shoot?”

We’d arranged for her to have a private boudoir shoot done today. She really wanted to have some sexy photos done in her wedding dress and bridal lingerie - something for us to keep and look back on when we were older. My close friend, Liu, worked as a stylist at a local studio and recommended the owner, a guy called Eddie, to do both our wedding album photography and the private shoot. Eddie had seemed a straight-up guy. He’d even done us a deal on the price because we were friends with Liu. What could possibly have gone wrong?

“Katey couldn’t make it to the shoot,” Jacqui said, rubbing the tears from her cheeks and trying to pull herself together. Katey was Jacqui’s best friend. “Her mom’s in hospital. She was really apologetic and asked if we could change it to tomorrow or something but I told her it’d be fine.”

“So you cancelled?” I asked, my heart sinking a little bit for her.

“No,” Jacqui shook her head, her long blonde curls falling from her shoulder. “I asked Emily if she wanted to go with me, then Tina, but no one could make it. So I went on my own.”

Tina was another friend, Emily was Jacqui’s older sister. “Okay,” I said, wondering where this was leading. “And what happened? Didn’t it go well?”

“I…” Jacqui started, then stopped, staring at me with a strange expression on her face. Was it… guilt?

“You… what?” I prompted her to carry on.

“Oh, Karl,” she said, breaking down into tears once more. “I sucked his cock. I’m so sorry.”

She… what?

Had my ears heard that properly?

“You…” I took a deep breath before repeating what she’d just said. “You sucked his cock? Whose cock? What are you talking about?”

“The photographer, Eddie,” she said in a tiny voice. “I gave him a blowjob.”

“Wait,” I took a step back which brought a look of dismay on Jacqui’s already sad face. “I don’t understand what you’re saying.”

“I’ve cheated on you. Two days before our wedding. I’m sorry, Karl. Please, I’m trying to do the right thing by telling you. I feel terrible and-”

“Right,” I interrupted her, unable to get my head around whatever was going on here. “You went for a photo shoot, and you ended up giving the photographer a blowjob? That’s what you’re telling me. Seriously?”

“Please don’t be angry with him,” Jacqui took a tentative step towards me but I moved further back, anger coursing through my veins. “It’s not his fault.”

“How can it not be his fault?” I threw my hands into the air. “It’s a pre-wedding boudoir shoot. He’s doing the wedding photography on Saturday. He knows you’re engaged. What are you trying to say? That you seduced him?”

“It’s a long story,” Jacqui said, shouting over the top of me. I hadn’t even realised I’d raised my voice. “Let me explain.”

I walked away into the living room and slumped onto the sofa. She followed me, sitting in the chair opposite. I looked up at her, shaking my head in disbelief. “Fine. Explain, though I don’t see what difference it makes.”

“What do you mean?”

“I thought you’d changed,” I said, feeling suddenly flat and deflated. “I thought you loved me.”

Jacqui stared at me, hurt plainly visible on her face. I wanted to take back what I’d just said but it was too late now. “I have changed,” she said, after a moment. “And I do love you.”

Before we’d met, Jacqui had been with quite a lot of men. She didn’t tell me at first, out of fear that I might not like her, but eventually she confessed to being something of a slut prior to meeting me. She never told me her ‘number’ and I never pressed her for it, because I’d only been with two women before her; something I felt embarrassed about.

She admitted to having numerous one-night-stands, of which she wasn’t proud, but the simple fact was that she liked sex and she’d always been careful to use birth control. She enjoyed the attention as well as the physical side but all of that had changed when she met me. She’d found love. And it had changed her; that was what she’d said.

“You always loved giving guys blowjobs,” I reminded her of one of the details she’d shared a long time ago. “You told me that. So is that what happened today? You just slid back into your bad old ways because some cool guy behind a camera made you feel good? Or was it that you got horny showing your body off in your bridal lingerie and you just couldn’t help yourself?”

“He gave me Champagne-” she started but I cut her off.

“Oh! You were drunk,” I laughed bitterly. “That’s the excuse, is it?”

“I wasn’t drunk,” Jacqui folded her arms across her breasts. She was wearing a long t-shirt and jeans. “But I’d had a few glasses and it loosened me up, I guess you could say. Yes, I was in my bridal lingerie and yes, Eddie made me feel good. Liu wasn’t there. He’d gone home and the other assistant had left us alone and… well, it just happened.”

“How the hell does a blowjob ‘just happen’?” I shook my head. “I thought you were trying to explain but you’re not doing a very good job of it.”

“He suggested I take the lingerie off,” Jacqui sighed. “Bit by bit. He said I didn’t have to, but it’d be really sexy and make for an amazing shoot. He said you’d love it, which I agreed with, because you would, wouldn’t you? You always say I’ve got an amazing body and I’ve worked so hard to get into shape for the wedding.”

Jacqui had worked hard. She’d been going to the gym three times a week and had shed over ten pounds to get into incredible shape. Her breasts were still a firm handful but now her stomach was flat and her ass was taut. Her thighs were curvy like before but now they were shapely with it. She looked incredible and I felt a pang of envy that Eddie had seen her in her special lingerie before me.

“I suppose some nude photos would have been fun to look at,” I admitted. “But you could have - you should have - asked me first.”

“I thought it’d be a nice surprise,” Jacqui said, biting her lip and seemingly taking my change in tone as a sign of my anger dissipating. “So, I ended up naked - well, I just had my stockings on and…”

“…And?” I prompted her to continue when she fell silent.

“You’re right,” she said, holding back a sob. “I got horny. He’s the first man other than you to see me naked in over five years. He’s good-looking and charming and yes, I got excited. The Champagne went to my head and when I saw that he’d got an erection - it was sticking down his leg in his sweatpants - I asked him if was enjoying this, and if he liked my body.”

I closed my eyes, feeling a pain in my stomach that I’d never felt before as she continued.

“He came nearer, to take some close-up pictures and I couldn’t take my eyes off his bulge,” Jacqui said in a voice so quiet it was barely audible. “Then I touched it. I don’t know why. It was like my hand had a life of its own. He asked me if I wanted to touch it again and…”

“Enough,” I said, standing up and walking away back into the kitchen. I got a beer out of the fridge, popped the lid and took a deep pull.

“Karl,” Jacqui said softly, following me into the kitchen.

“I’ve heard enough,” I said firmly. “I can guess the rest. He got his cock out and you sucked him off. You probably swallowed his cum, then felt guilty and came home. Right?”

“Something like that,” Jacqui replied.

I couldn’t even turn around to face her. How could she do this to me? Two days before our wedding.

“I’m trying to make it right, Karl. I could have kept it a secret, but I’m telling you,” she said softly. “I’m telling you because once I got home I realised what a stupid mistake I’d made.”

“You’re right about that,” I said, taking another long drink from the beer bottle. “Are you expecting me to forgive you?”

“I love you.” I felt her hand on my shoulder. “I’ve been feeling nervous for a while. Getting married is a huge thing, Karl. It’s a big commitment. I think that just made me have a moment of madness today. Please, listen to me. I won’t ever do anything like this again, I swear.”

“I don’t know,” I replied, shaking my head. She was right to tell me and that must have taken some courage, but still - she’d sucked another guy’s cock. How could I live with that?

“At least I did it now,” Jacqui said, her hand pulling at my shoulder, turning me around to face her. “Perhaps it’s better I got this out of my system now, rather than when we’re married, five or ten years down the road. When we’ve got kids. Please, Karl, forgive me. It was just a stupid mistake.”

I looked into her light-green eyes and saw honesty there. Did I want to end it - cancel the wedding - just because of a mistake?

“I’m hurt,” I sighed, moving her hand from my shoulder and I realised that my own hands were shaking.

“I know and I’m so sorry,” Jacqui said, squeezing my hands with both of hers. Then she did something unexpected. She dropped to her knees and her hands moved to my zipper. “Let me make it up to you.”

For some reason, I didn’t stop her. I let her unzip me and pull my trousers down to my knees. I let her take hold of my cock - briefly wondering if Eddie’s was bigger than mine - and I let her stroke it softly before putting it in her mouth.

I let her suck it until I was fully hard and then she rolled away onto her back, raising her backside from the floor to take her jeans and panties down.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said, spreading her legs wide. “Fuck me as hard as you want. Do whatever you want to me, Karl. I’m yours and I want you to know that.”

Jacqui’s pussy was completely shaved. She normally wore a slim strip of fine blondish hair down there, but she’d shaved or waxed it for the boudoir shoot. She spread her thighs wider and her small pink slit glistened with a hint of wetness.

I didn’t say anything. I positioned myself between her legs and shoved my modest length into her as hard as I possibly could.

“You’re mine?” I asked.

“Yours.”

“You’ll never cheat on me again?” I made her promise.

“I promise.”

Then I plunged my cock into her again - hard - and again, and again.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped before I clamped my lips over hers, silencing her and then I fucked her for all I was worth until I buried my cum deep inside her pussy.

We cleaned up afterwards and promised to talk about it another day but for now, we had a wedding to look forward to and make final preparations for. We had to pack our suitcases to fly to Hawaii and more. There was much to do.

We did need to talk about this, but not today. For now - for this moment - we’d pretend it hadn’t happened. Then we’d get married and work it all out later.

Read the rest of “Lights Camera Action” on Amazon today!


A Note To The Reader

I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book, and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!

By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list (you get a free book!) to stay updated about those future projects.

Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!

Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!

Until next time,

Paul
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What if your shy wife’s boudoir shoot got out of control. Would you stop it? Or watch?






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Foreword

		The Treat

		The Chat

		The Realisation

		The Sharing

		The Photographer

		The Play

		The Shoot

		The Confession

		The Transformation

		A Sneak Peek of Lights, Camera Action: Book 3 of The Photographer’s Secret Portfolio

		A Note To The Reader

		Also By Paul Garland

		About the Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94






