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		The bedroom light does this thing at four in the afternoon that I have spent eleven years failing to explain and have long stopped trying. It comes through the tall linen curtains at a low angle, falls across the bed in a warm bar, and turns ordinary skin into something that makes me want to keep shooting until the card is full. I know this room's light the way I know Martha's face, completely, without having to think about it. I know where to stand at any hour of any season. I have shot this room in rain and in the flat blue-white of January and in the thick heat of August. Nothing it does surprises me.

		I stood at the window and checked the angle. Another forty minutes before it shifted off the bed. I brought the camera up and ran a check of the settings. Not because I needed to, but because the feel of those dials under my thumb settles something in me that nothing else does. The 35mm prime. Available light only. Always.

		My wife appeared in the doorway.

		She had pinned her dark hair up and a few strands had already escaped and were lying against the side of her neck, which was exactly how it always went. She had the silk robe on, deep burgundy, loosely belted, and I could see the black lace of the bra at the open collar and the upper curve of her left breast where the fabric had not quite closed. She looked at me with the expression I knew, the one that said she was doing this because she loved me and was not entirely sure why I loved it so much and had decided a long time ago that it didn't matter.

		"Don't say I look good before you've even lifted the camera," she said.

		"You look good."

		"David."

		I lifted the camera and fired the first shot. Eleven years of shooting her and the first frame of a session still did something to me that I had never found a way to account for. The shutter was almost silent, a small flat click, barely a sound at all. She did not flinch at it. Eleven years of being shot by me had made the sound as ordinary to her as my voice.

		"Window first," I said. "Just stand there."

		She crossed to the window and the afternoon light found her immediately. It hit the burgundy silk and turned it warm, fell across her throat and collarbones and lit the loose strands of dark hair from behind. Her hands hung at her sides. She was not posing, just standing, taking up space the way she always did, comfortable in her body in the easy unconscious way that I had been photographing for years and still had not exhausted. It was the thing about Martha. She didn't perform for the lens. She just existed in front of it, and that was always more than enough.

		I shot eight frames. Moved two steps left and shot four more.

		"Left shoulder toward me. Slightly."

		She turned. The robe pulled tight across her hip for a moment, the full round weight of it obvious even through the silk, then settled. I fired.

		"Sit. Edge of the bed, facing me."

		She came to the bed and sat, knees together, hands loose in her lap. The robe fell open at the knee and the top of her left stocking appeared, the suspender strap bisecting her inner thigh. I dropped to one knee and brought the angle up and the afternoon bar of light crossed her chest and the open collar of the robe and the upper slope of her breasts where they pressed together in the bra cups, heavy and full, the soft skin above the lace catching the light and holding it. Her dark eyes came straight down the lens. Steady, patient. That particular expression she reserved for me and the camera that I had never been able to name correctly in eleven years of looking at it.

		"Do I look fat sitting like that?" she said.

		"You look like the sexiest woman alive."

		She held my gaze for a moment, deciding whether to believe it. Then the corner of her mouth moved.

		"Okay," she said. "Shoot."

		I stood and circled right and shot the line of her back in the robe, the hair, the way her weight settled into the mattress. Then I moved her back to the window, hands flat on the frame, the light coming directly from outside, and this close, with her weight forward and the silk pulled against her body, I could see through it. The heavy drop of her breasts inside the bra. The wide flare of her hips. The suspenders as shadow lines across the softness of her belly. I shot the detail of her hands on the white frame, then stepped back for the full figure.

		This was the part I loved. Not the finished photos, though those mattered. This: the moving, the adjusting, the collapsing of the world down to what was inside the frame. Everything outside it ceased to exist. I stopped being a man who sat at a laptop and thought too much. I became just the eye behind the glass, and everything was clear.

		"Belt," I said.

		She reached down and pulled the sash loose. The robe opened. The bra was black with a light underwire and her breasts filled it completely, large and heavy, pressing against the cups with the particular soft weight that I had memorised years ago and still shot every time like I was seeing it for the first time. Below them, her belly, soft and warm-toned. The suspenders ran from the bra line down across her stomach and clipped to the stocking tops at mid-thigh. Wide hips. The robe still hanging off her shoulders, the burgundy silk framing her like something I had composed on purpose.

		I was already hard. I noted this the way I noted the light: factually, without comment.

		"Good," I said. "Now let it go."

		Her shoulders rolled back and the silk fell. It dropped behind her and hit the floor in a dark pool and she stood in front of the window in just the bra and suspenders and stockings and heels with the afternoon light at her back turning her outline gold and her face in soft shadow watching me with that same unreadable expression.

		I raised the camera.

		The shutter ran.

		She stood at the window and let me shoot her and the light did everything I needed it to do.

		I worked her through it methodically, the way I always did, moving her by degrees, small adjustments, nothing rushed. Turn slightly. Chin down. Hand on the window frame. Her breasts were bare now above the bra cups, the underwire lifting them from below while gravity pulled the soft heavy weight of them forward, and the afternoon light caught the pale skin of her areolae where the cups no longer covered them and made everything warm and specific and exactly right. I shot close, close enough that the frame was just her chest and throat and the loose dark hair falling against her collarbone. Then I stepped back and shot the whole figure again. The wide hips. The suspenders framing the soft belly and running down to the stocking tops. The heels adding four centimetres she didn't need.

		"Turn around," I said. "Hands on the frame. Look out."

		She turned. Her back to me now, the bra strap crossing her shoulder blades, the suspenders running down from the clasp at the small of her back over the full round curve of her ass. The stockings ended at mid-thigh and above them the bare skin of her upper legs was warm and smooth in the light. Her ass in the suspenders was the kind of thing I had shot fifty times and still could not take for granted, high and round and heavy, the kind of ass that changed the atmosphere of a room. I shot it from directly behind, then from the left, then crouching low and angling up so the curve of it filled the top half of the frame with the window light bleeding in behind her.

		"Now the bed," I said. "On your back. Arms above your head."

		She crossed to the bed and lay back and stretched her arms up and her breasts fell to the sides with their full natural weight, spreading across her chest, the large pale areolae pointing slightly outward, the nipples still flat and soft. The afternoon bar of light was across her stomach and the top of her thighs. I stood over her and shot straight down, then moved to the foot of the bed and shot along the length of her body, the stockinged legs, the suspenders, the soft belly, the heavy breasts falling wide, her face at the far end turned slightly to one side, eyes on the ceiling.

		"Look at me," I said.

		She turned her head and looked straight up the lens.

		I fired six frames and every one of them was good and I knew it without checking.

		"Bra," I said.

		She reached back without sitting up, unclipped it, and pulled it free. Her breasts settled fully onto her chest, no longer lifted, just themselves, large and heavy and soft, the areolae wide and pale against the olive skin, the nipples small and flat. She dropped the bra off the side of the bed and put her arms back above her head and looked at the ceiling again.

		The light crossed her body and I shot all of it.

		I moved her through the next twenty minutes the way I always did when a session was going well, not thinking, just seeing, letting the frame tell me where to go next. Her on her side, one knee drawn up, the curve of hip and waist and breast in a single unbroken line. Her sitting up with her legs over the edge of the bed, back straight, breasts heavy in the light, hands in her lap. Her lying on her stomach with her arms folded under her chin and her ass in the suspenders aimed at the ceiling while I shot from the doorway and then from directly above, standing on the bed beside her.

		The stockings came off. My instruction, her hands rolling them down her legs and dropping them. Then the suspender belt. Then the heels, which she stepped out of and pushed aside with one foot without being asked.

		She was fully nude.

		She lay back on the bed in the afternoon light and I stood at the foot of it and looked at her through the lens and shot one frame and then lowered the camera and just looked. Eleven years. I had shot her a hundred times and there was still this moment, every session, where I lowered the camera and the image hit me without the glass between us and my chest did something that I did not have a word for.

		"Are we done?" she said.

		"Nearly."

		I raised the camera again.

		The shutter ran and ran.

		She watched me from the bed with her dark eyes and did not move and let me shoot her and the light held for another ten minutes before it shifted off the bed and the session was over.

		She sat up and pushed her hair back and looked at me.

		"Good ones?"

		"Very good ones," I said.

		She nodded, satisfied in the practical way she always was when a thing had gone well, and reached for the robe.

		I sat down on the edge of the bed with the camera in my lap and ran back through the last twenty frames on the back screen. Sharp. Well-exposed. The light across her body exactly as I had wanted it. I stopped on one, her on her back, arms above her head, breasts fallen wide, looking straight up the lens, and stayed on it longer than the others.

		Very good ones.

		Martha got dressed in the way she always did after a session: unhurried, no performance, pulling on jeans and a soft shirt like she was getting ready for a Saturday morning rather than reassembling herself after forty minutes of being photographed naked. She pinned her hair back up, glanced in the mirror once, and left the room without ceremony.

		"Tea?" she called from the hallway.

		"Please."

		The apartment went quiet. I heard the kitchen tap, the small percussion of cups on the counter, the kettle clicking on. I opened the laptop on the low stool beside the chair and connected the camera cable and started the upload. Ninety-three frames. I watched the thumbnails populate the screen in rows, clothed first, the robe, the window shots, then the bra, then the progression toward nothing, then the nude work on the bed at the end.

		I got up and moved the chair to face the laptop squarely and sat back down.

		The photos were good. Better than good. The afternoon light had done exactly what I knew it would do and Martha's body had done the rest. I went through them slowly, full screen, one at a time. The robe translucent at the window with the light behind her. The suspenders crossing the soft skin of her belly. The bra coming off and her breasts settling into their full natural weight across her chest, the large pale areolae warm in the light. Her on her stomach with the round full curve of her ass filling the frame. Her on her back, nude, arms above her head, looking straight up the lens with that steady dark-eyed expression that gave nothing away and somehow gave everything away.

		I stopped on that one.

		Martha came back with two cups and set mine on the stool beside the laptop without looking at the screen. She curled into the far end of the sofa with her own cup and picked up her book and that was that: session over, evening beginning, the ordinary shape of our life resuming around it. I appreciated this about her. She did not need to process it afterward or talk about what it meant. She did it for me, it was done, and now there was tea and a book and the comfortable quiet of a Sunday that had nowhere to be.

		I went back to the photos.

		I worked through them a second time more slowly, pulling the ones I wanted into a folder, discarding the soft or the badly framed. The edit was easy, more keepers than usual, fewer mistakes. I kept going back to the nude work at the end of the session. Her body in that light. The specific weight and softness of her, the way the afternoon bar had crossed her stomach and thighs and left her breasts and face in the warmer ambient glow. The camera had seen all of it. Every frame was evidence of something I already knew: that my wife was extraordinarily beautiful and that I was the only person who had ever properly looked at her.

		The thought arrived quietly.

		It did not announce itself. I was looking at the photo of her on her back, arms above her head, breasts fallen wide, and what came first was not a fantasy but something closer to a small private grief: that these photos would sit in a folder on my laptop and no one else would ever see them. That no one else knew what I knew. That my wife was this beautiful and the world would never find out.

		My cock was hard against my jeans.

		I sat with that for a moment, the arousal of it, the idea of other eyes on her, other men seeing what I was looking at right now, and out of that, almost as an afterthought, came the next thought: what would she look like with someone else's hands on her.

		Not anyone specific. Just, other hands. Hands that were not mine. Hands that did not know her the way I knew her, that would have to learn the weight of her, the warmth of her skin, the specific geography of her body that I had memorised over eleven years without trying.

		I sat with it for a moment.

		Then I closed the laptop and finished my tea and told Martha the photos had come out well and she said good and turned a page and I took the cups to the kitchen and came back and we watched something on television that I could not have described an hour later and went to bed.

		I lay in the dark beside my wife and listened to her breathing slow and deepen into sleep.

		The thought was still there.

		I looked at the ceiling for a long time.

		It was still there in the morning.
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		The pasta had gone lukewarm before I said anything.

		I had planned it better than this. In the shower that morning I had run through exactly what I wanted to say, the sequence of it, the logic, the way I would keep my voice level and my hands still and present it like something reasonable because it was something reasonable. I had it clear. I had it almost word for word.

		Then Martha set the plates down and sat across from me and I looked at her face and opened my mouth and none of it came out in the right order.

		"I've been thinking about the photos," I said.

		She picked up her fork. "Which ones?"

		"From the session. Last week." A pause that lasted too long. "The ones where... the ones I took in the bedroom."

		"I know which session," she said. Not impatient. Just precise.

		My glass was on the table in front of me. I had picked it up and put it back down four times without drinking from it. I picked it up again. "I was thinking about doing another one. A different kind."

		She was eating. She did not stop eating. "Different how?"

		This was the part I had rehearsed. This was the part that was supposed to come out clean and confident and considered. Instead I talked for what felt like three minutes without landing on a single complete sentence, something about the light in the bedroom, something about composition, something about how I had been looking at the photos and thinking about contrast and presence and the way another body in the frame would change the geometry of the thing entirely and how I had been thinking about that, just from a photographic standpoint, just as a formal question about the work.

		Martha set her fork down.

		"David."

		I stopped.

		"Do you want to photograph me with another man?"

		The word yes was in my mouth before she finished the sentence. I did not say it immediately, which cost me something. "I want to talk about it."

		"We are talking about it." She picked her fork back up. "What exactly do you want to see?"

		The question was so direct it took a moment to process. She was not angry. She was not flustered. She was asking the way she asked anything, the way she asked which wine I wanted or whether we needed to call the plumber. Clear and practical and waiting for a usable answer.

		"Photos," I said. "Both of you. Together."

		"Just photos," she said.

		"Yes."

		"Posed? Or..." She paused, turning it over. "Do you want it to look like something? Like they are together?"

		The question landed differently than I expected. "Yes," I said. "Like they are together. Like it is real."

		"Intimate."

		"Yes."

		She nodded. That same small nod. Logging it. "Touching."

		"Yes."

		"His hands on me."

		"Yes."

		She looked at me for a moment. Not searching. Just looking, the way she looked at something she was deciding how to frame. "And erotic," she said. "Not just close. Actually erotic."

		"Yes."

		She picked up her wine. Drank. Set it down. "All right," she said. "I'll think about it."

		I could not read her face. I had spent eleven years learning Martha's face and I could not read it. She was not alarmed. She was not disgusted. She was not lit up either, there was no visible excitement, no flush, nothing I could point to and call a tell. She was just Martha, sitting across the table from me, eating her pasta, having filed the information away somewhere I couldn't access.

		She asked me to pass the bread.

		I passed the bread.

		We finished dinner. She talked about something that had happened at work. I answered when she asked me things. Cleared the plates. She made tea, and when she brought mine to me on the sofa she sat close, her leg against mine, same as always.

		I did not ask again. There was nothing to ask. She had said she would think about it and she would think about it and pushing would accomplish nothing except make me look like I could not hold myself together for twenty-four hours, which I could.

		Her hand was warm around her mug. The television was on low. I sat beside my wife and pretended to watch it and thought about nothing except what she might be deciding.

		I do not know what time it was when we went to bed. Late enough that the street outside had gone quiet. Martha brushed her teeth and came out of the bathroom in the oversized t-shirt she slept in most nights, nothing under it, and pulled back her side of the duvet without looking at me. I was already in bed with the lamp still on, not reading, just lying there with a book open on my chest doing nothing.

		She settled. Reached over and turned off her lamp without asking about mine. I took the hint and killed the light.

		The dark came in completely. Thick curtains, thick walls, the kind of dark you had to get used to before shapes came back.

		She moved against me. Her head found my shoulder the way it always did, that small adjustment she made every night, tucking herself in at the exact same angle. Her hand came to rest on my chest. Flat. Still. The warmth of it went straight through the fabric.

		I stared at the ceiling and said nothing.

		Her breathing did not slow the way it did when she was falling asleep. It stayed even and shallow and present. I was aware of every gram of her hand.

		Then she said, "I've been thinking."

		Not a question. Not a preamble. Just that, dropped into the dark like she was continuing a conversation that had been running in her head all evening, which she was.

		I did not move. "Okay."

		"About the shoot." A pause. "About whether I want to do it."

		"All right."

		Her thumb moved once against my chest. Barely. She may not have meant it. "I think I do."

		My heart did something I could not control. One hard knock against my ribs, loud enough that I felt it in my throat. I was still and silent and it did not matter at all because her hand was directly over it.

		She made a small sound. Not quite a laugh. "There it is."

		"Martha..."

		"Your heart just did something very interesting."

		"I'm aware."

		"I've been talking to you for eleven years." She shifted slightly, not moving her hand. "You think I don't know the difference between your resting heart rate and that?"

		There was nothing useful I could say. I said nothing.

		"It's all right," she said. Still that same tone, warm, slightly amused, completely in control of the room even though the room was pitch black and we were lying down. "I just wanted you to know that I noticed. So we're both clear on what this means to you."

		I exhaled. "What made you decide?"

		She considered this for a moment. Genuinely, the way she considered everything, not performing the thinking, actually doing it. "You weren't asking for something strange," she said. "You had a clear idea of what you wanted the photos to look like and you were honest about it."

		Her hand shifted. Not lifting, just settling more firmly, like she was checking something. My pulse was not behaving.

		"I've been thinking about who," she said.

		The air in the room changed. Or I changed, which amounts to the same thing.

		"It needs to be someone I trust," she said. "Someone who won't make it awkward afterwards. Someone already inside our life who understands where the edges are." A beat. "Someone I feel comfortable with. In front of a camera. Physically comfortable."

		She said it simply. No emphasis. Included it with the rest as if it were equally practical, which maybe it was. I felt the back of my neck go warm.

		"I've been through the list," she said. "It's a short list."

		"How short?"

		"One."

		She said his name.

		Marco.

		Just that. Just his name in the dark with her hand on my chest, said in the same voice she used to tell me what she wanted for dinner or that she had booked a restaurant or that she had made a decision and it was made. Certain and quiet and already finished.

		My heart knocked again. She felt it. She did not comment this time.

		"He's a good man," she said. "He's never once made me feel like something to be won. In all the years I've known him he has never made me uncomfortable." Another pause. "He'll treat it seriously. He won't make it into a joke the next day or make things strange between any of us." She paused again. "And I trust him in front of a camera. I'd feel safe."

		I understood all of it. The understanding arrived with a weight I hadn't anticipated.

		"That's who I want," she said. "If you want to do this, it's Marco."

		She shifted against my shoulder. Settling. Her hand did not move from my chest.

		The conversation was finished. She had said what she had to say and the decision was on the table and she was done with it for tonight.

		I lay in the dark with her hand over my heart and stared at nothing.

		Outside a car passed. The sound came and went. The room settled back into silence.

		Her hand was warm and heavy and still, and under it my pulse did not slow for a long time.

		

		I made the call from the kitchen.

		Not for privacy. Martha was in the bedroom folding laundry and the apartment was small enough that she would hear my side of it regardless. I went to the kitchen because I needed something to do with my hands and the coffee machine was there and making coffee gave me somewhere to look while the phone rang.

		It rang four times. I had the counter edge in my free hand.

		"Hey." Marco's voice, easy and close, the same as it always was. Background noise behind him, he was outside somewhere, or had a window open.

		"Hey," I said. "You got a minute?"

		"Yeah, always. What's up?"

		I had not rehearsed this one. I had spent a week rehearsing the conversation with Martha and it had still come out wrong, and somewhere in the wreckage of that dinner I had decided that rehearsing the call to Marco would make it worse, not better. So I had nothing prepared. Just the fact of it, sitting in my chest, waiting to be said out loud to my best friend.

		I made the coffee. Watched the machine run. "I want to ask you something and I need you to hear the whole thing before you say anything."

		A beat. His tone shifted, not alarmed, just attentive. "Okay."

		"Martha and I have been talking about doing a shoot. A boudoir shoot, but different from the ones I do with her alone." The coffee was almost through. I watched it. "I want to shoot her with someone else. Another person in the frame. Erotic. The two of them together, his hands on her, that kind of thing. Posed. Intimate." I stopped. Started again. "I want to ask if you would do it."

		Silence.

		Not the silence of someone about to hang up. The silence of someone who had just been handed something unexpected and was holding it carefully, checking the weight of it.

		"Say that again," Marco said.

		I said it again. Shorter this time. Cleaner. My hands had stopped moving.

		Another silence, longer. Then: "David." A low sound that was almost a laugh but wasn't quite. "Jesus."

		"I know."

		"You're serious."

		"Yes."

		The not-quite-laugh again, shorter. Then it stopped and he went quiet and I could hear him breathing and thinking, and I knew him well enough to know that the joke was done and he was actually in it now, actually considering it, which meant he had not said no.

		"Martha knows you're asking me specifically?" he said.

		"It was her idea."

		A pause. "It was her idea."

		"Yes."

		Something shifted in the silence after that. I could not name it exactly. He processed it and moved on. "What would it involve?" he said. "Practically."

		"A session here. The bedroom. You and Martha, I direct, I shoot. Same as any shoot except..." I stopped. "Except it's you. And it's erotic."

		"How erotic."

		"Nude. Touching. Posed to look like lovers."

		"But just photos."

		"Yes," I said. "Just photos."

		He went quiet again. The background noise behind him, traffic, or wind, something outside, came and went. I had the coffee in my hand now. I had not drunk any of it.

		"When are you thinking?" he said.

		Something released in my chest. Not completely. But enough. "Whenever works. No rush."

		"I'd want to talk to Martha first," he said. "Not about whether. Just, I'd want to talk to her."

		"That's fine. That makes sense."

		"Okay," he said. And then, simply: "Yes. Okay. I'll do it."

		I put the coffee down on the counter. My hand was completely steady, which surprised me. "Thank you."

		"Don't thank me yet," he said. The joke was back in his voice, brief and light, and then it was gone again. "We'll talk. Sort out the details."

		"Yeah."

		"David."

		"Yeah."

		He paused. "We're okay. You and me. This doesn't... we're fine."

		I had not known I needed him to say that until he said it. "I know," I said. "Same."

		We hung up.

		I stood in the kitchen for a moment with the phone in my hand and the untouched coffee going cold beside me. The bedroom was quiet. Then Martha appeared in the doorway, a folded shirt in her hands, and looked at me.

		"He said yes," I said.

		She nodded. "Marco's a good choice." She looked at me for one more second, her face giving me nothing, then turned and went back to the laundry.

		The doorway was empty. The kitchen was quiet. I picked up the coffee and drank it cold and stood there a little longer, listening to the sound of her moving around in the other room, already on to the next thing, already somewhere I couldn't follow.
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		The buzzer went at seven minutes past four.

		I was in the bedroom checking the light. The afternoon bar was already on the bed, low and warm, the linen curtains diffusing it into something I could work with for at least another hour. I had already moved the chair back two feet and put a fresh card in the camera and run my settings twice without needing to. The thing my hands do when something matters.

		The buzzer went again and I heard Martha's footsteps cross the hall.

		I stayed where I was for a moment. The camera was in my hands. The light was right. Everything I had arranged was arranged. I had a thought, standing there in the bedroom doorway with the 35mm prime pointed at the floor, that this was the last moment it existed only as a plan. That after I walked out to the hall it became something that was actually happening.

		I walked out to the hall.

		Marco was already inside. He had his jacket over one arm and his hands were going to Martha's shoulders for the greeting, both of them, and she was leaning in for the kiss on the cheek, and the first thing I thought was that they looked easy with each other in a way that was different from how I looked easy with him. Lower register. The kind of ease that comes from years of conversations I wasn't in.

		"David." He dropped the jacket on the hook and turned and crossed the three steps to me with his hand out, and when he gripped mine there was the usual pressure, the usual eye contact, and then the very brief thing that happened in his eyes that was not usual at all and that we both agreed without saying to leave alone.

		"Beer's in the kitchen," I said.

		Martha had already gone for it.

		I had set out the outfit on the back of the bedroom door. White linen trousers, loose, low on the hips. White shirt, unbuttoned. No shoes indoors. I had thought about it for longer than I would admit to anyone, the clean palette, the contrast against Martha's lingerie, the way linen moved. I told Marco where it was and he took his beer and went to get changed and Martha came to stand near me in the kitchen doorway with her own bottle, and we looked at each other.

		"You alright?" she said.

		"Yes."

		"You're doing the thing with the camera."

		I looked down. My thumb was running the dials. I stopped.

		"I'm fine," I said.

		She took a drink and looked past me toward the bedroom. No readable expression. Just the particular quality of attention she had when she was running through something quietly inside herself, not for show.

		Marco came back down the hall.

		He had the shirt open to the sternum and the trousers sitting on his hip bones the way I had wanted them to and the sleeves pushed to the elbow and I thought, clinically: that works. Wide across the shoulder, the shirt falling open over a chest that was flat and defined without being constructed. He moved easily, the way he always did, nothing that announced itself. Strong forearms. Two days of stubble on a jaw that sat well in a frame.

		Martha looked at him.

		I was watching her face when it happened. Her eyes moved from his to his chest and back to his face in less than a second and then she took a drink of beer and said something about the lighting I had set up and she was right, she had a good eye, but I clocked it. Filed it. My cock was already doing what it was going to keep doing for the rest of the evening.

		"Right," I said. "Fifteen minutes. Drink."

		We stood in the kitchen and the conversation went the way it needed to go, Marco made a joke about the outfit that landed, Martha said something dry about whether she was getting an outfit allowance, I said the photos would be payment enough. Laughter. The specific careful laughter of three people who have agreed to do something that none of them have done before and are using lightness to keep the air breathable.

		I finished my beer and set the bottle on the counter and picked up the camera.

		Something settled.

		I was behind the glass and everything else became the frame.

		"Okay," I said. "Let's shoot."

		Martha put her bottle down and straightened her shoulders by about two millimetres, the small involuntary thing she always did when a session started. She had the robe on, burgundy silk, same as always, belted loose at the waist. Marco was standing slightly back, one hand in his trouser pocket, waiting for an instruction. Looking at her.

		I brought the camera up and put them both in the frame.

		Standing, side by side, the living room wall behind them. The afternoon light came from the right and fell across the side of Martha's face and caught the dark hair above her temple and ran along the white of Marco's linen shoulder. Good light. Natural arrangement. I shot six frames without saying anything, just getting the base, their proportions together, the height difference of a few centimetres, the space between their bodies that was ten or twelve inches and charged with every conversation about this that we had all had over the last several weeks.

		"Step closer together," I said. "Just a step."

		They stepped. The space collapsed to six inches. I shot.

		"Marco, hand on her shoulder. Your left."

		His hand came up and landed on Martha's right shoulder, and I watched it land. He placed it carefully. The fingers came down like he had thought about where exactly they belonged and had decided on the answer before he lifted his arm. Index finger resting at the top of her collarbone. The heel of his hand on the joint of her shoulder. Minimal contact, maximum precision.

		Martha did not move. Her chin was slightly lifted, her weight even on both feet, her dark eyes coming straight down the lens.

		"Good," I said. "Don't move."

		The shutter ran.

		The hand on her shoulder stayed exactly where it was. I moved two steps left to change the angle, the window light now behind them both, their faces in the warmer ambient, a thin rim of light along the line of Martha's jaw and the line of Marco's shoulder. I crouched and brought the angle up slightly. Shot the line of his arm running to her shoulder. The specific deliberate placement of his fingers against the silk above her collarbone.

		Careful. He was being so careful.

		Martha noticed it. I saw the moment she did, something settling in her face, a decision being made about something, gone before I could read what it was. Then she was back to the expression I knew, the one she wore for me and the camera, steady and patient and dark-eyed.

		I stood and moved right and shot four more frames.

		"Facing each other," I said. "Close. Leave a foot."

		They turned. Marco's hand came off her shoulder and they rearranged themselves, facing, and I had them now in a three-quarter view from my right. His back was mostly to me, her face three-quarter toward the lens over his shoulder. I could see her expression from here. He could not.

		She was looking at his face.

		Not performing looking at his face. Actually looking at it, in the direct specific way Martha looked at things she was deciding about. His jaw, the two days of stubble, the dark eyes that were meeting hers with that same quality of attention I had noticed when he had first walked in. The attentiveness. The way he made people feel properly seen.

		The shutter ran.

		I shot everything I was looking at and kept my mouth shut and let it develop.

		"Belt," I said.

		Martha's hands found the sash without looking down. The knot came loose and the robe opened and the afternoon light came in and found her immediately. The black bra with the light underwire, the cups full and strained by the weight of her tits, the soft skin above the lace warm in the afternoon bar from the window. The suspenders running from her hip points down across the lower belly to the stocking tops. Wide hips. The robe hanging open, framing all of it.

		Marco's eyes moved. One clear factual pass down her body. Her tits first, the heavy press of them against the bra cups, the pale skin above. Then her belly, the suspenders, the stocking tops. Then back up to her face.

		Then he put his eyes away and looked at the lens and set his jaw and I lowered the camera.

		"Stop," I said.

		Both of them looked at me.

		"You're performing comfortable. I can see it in every frame." I dropped the camera to my side. "Marco. You just looked at my wife's tits and then immediately pretended you hadn't. Don't do that. She has great tits. Look at them."

		Silence for a beat. Then Martha made a short soft sound and Marco's mouth moved at one corner and he looked at the floor for half a second.

		"Martha," I said. "You've been looking at the lens since we started. You're not shooting for me right now. Look at him. Actually look at him."

		She turned her head.

		He looked back at her and this time he didn't put his eyes away. He let them move down her body openly, the way a man looks at a woman he has wanted for a long time and has just been told he is allowed to want. Her tits in the bra. The weight and press of them, the pale skin above the cups. The belly and the suspenders and the wide hips. He looked at all of it and let her see him looking.

		Martha watched his face while he did it.

		Something moved through her expression. Not a performance of being looked at. The real thing, arriving without permission. A warmth in her face, a small brightness in her dark eyes. Then she laughed. Low and a little unsteady, the laugh of a woman surprised by her own reaction.

		Marco laughed too. The careful thing he had been carrying since he walked in broke open along that line and for the first time he looked like himself. Easy and warm and direct. The quality of his attention on her was no longer restrained. It was just there, honest in his face.

		"Better," I said, and raised the camera.

		"Let it go," I said.

		Her shoulders rolled back. The silk dropped behind her and hit the floor and she was standing in front of the window in the bra and suspenders and stockings and heels with the light turning her outline gold. She was not looking at the lens. She was looking at Marco and he was looking at her and I was shooting all of it.

		I moved right and crouched and brought the angle up. The bra cups from below, the weight of her tits pressing forward into them, the pale skin above. Shot six frames. Stood and moved left. Shot the full figure. The wide hips, the suspenders framing the soft belly. Kept moving.

		"Marco. Shirt."

		He reached for the buttons and Martha said, "Let me."

		I had not told her to do that.

		I kept the camera up and said nothing.

		She stepped toward him and her hands went to his shirt, starting at the second button, working down. He stood completely still and looked at her face while she did it and his chest was rising and falling more deliberately than it had been a minute ago. Her fingers moved through the last button and she spread the shirt open with both palms flat against his chest, feeling it, and pushed it back off his shoulders. It fell behind him.

		Her hands stayed on his chest for two seconds after the shirt was gone.

		Then she stepped back and looked at what she had uncovered. Flat, defined, wide across the pectoral line, a line of dark hair running down the sternum. Strong arms, strong forearms. She looked at it the way she looked at the photos after the first session, taking a thing in properly, without hurry.

		The corner of her mouth moved.

		"Good choice," she said.

		She was talking about the outfit. She was not talking about the outfit. Marco's eyes creased at the corners.

		"David picked it," he said.

		"I know he did."

		I kept the shutter running and said nothing.

		"Bra," I said.

		Martha reached back. The clip released and the cups came forward and her tits fell. The full natural weight of them dropping and settling onto her chest. Heavy and warm-toned in the afternoon light, the large pale areolae wide against her olive skin. Nipples soft and flat. She dropped the bra without looking for it and straightened and her tits moved with the shift in her posture and the light held on them.

		Marco looked at her tits.

		Not quickly, not with his jaw set against it. He looked at them the way a man looks at something he has been thinking about and is now seeing and finds exactly what he expected and more. His eyes moved over the weight of them, the wide pale areolae, the way the light crossed the full curve of them.

		Martha's nipples pulled tight. Small hard points drawing up out of the soft skin while he looked at her. She felt it happen. She did not look down at herself. She looked at Marco's face and let him see what looking at her did.

		His eyes came back up to hers.

		Something passed between them that had no name and did not need one. I had it in the frame. The shutter ran.

		"Hands on her waist," I said. "Both."

		Marco stepped in and his hands landed on her waist, fingers spreading around the curve of it, thumbs forward across her belly just above the suspender line. Not gripping. Holding. The warmth of his palms against her bare skin was visible in her face, a small release, a breath settling lower in her chest.

		I shot the detail of his hands on her waist. The width of his fingers against the soft skin above the suspenders. Then I stepped back and shot the full frame, his bare chest close to her bare tits, his hands on her waist, their faces near each other, the afternoon light splitting them down the middle.

		"Martha, hand on his chest. One."

		Her right hand came up and pressed flat against his sternum. I had them now, his hands on her waist, her hand on his chest, both of them looking at each other from eight inches apart with the particular expression of two people who have stopped pretending they are somewhere else.

		I kept shooting and moved them through it slowly. His hands from waist to hips, spreading wider, fingers finding the curve of her. Her hand moving slightly on his chest, not stroking, just present. The poses building contact incrementally, each instruction adding something without breaking what was already there.

		"Trousers," I said.

		Marco's hands left her hips and went to his waist. The linen dropped and he stepped out of it and straightened. Dark briefs, fitted, and his cock was thick and heavy against the fabric, already half hard, pushing the front of them forward in a way nobody in the room could ignore or pretended to.

		Martha looked at it.

		She looked at it for a long time. Her eyes on the front of his briefs and her face doing something unperformed and specific. A woman looking at a cock she is going to feel and understanding for the first time what that is going to mean. When she brought her eyes back up to his face her expression had changed. Her mouth had softened. Her chest had risen.

		Marco held her gaze. Steady and open, the last of the careful restraint gone from his face, replaced by something direct and honest and warm.

		She smiled at him. Small, private. Not for me.

		He smiled back.

		I shot it and my cock was so hard it hurt and I kept shooting.

		"Good," I said, and my voice came out level. "Marco, behind her."

		He moved. Three steps and he was at her back, facing me over her shoulder. Her bare tits forward in the light, his bare chest behind her. Before I gave the instruction his hands came to her hips and I noted this and said nothing.

		Both thumbs on the points of her hip bones. Fingers spreading forward across the suspenders, pressing lightly into the soft skin of her lower belly. His hands were large and the width of his grip covered her and she felt it and her chin lifted and her tits rose with the breath she drew.

		"Step back into him," I said.

		She stepped back. Her ass, full and round and high in the suspenders, pressed into his groin, and his cock was there and she felt it and the breath she had drawn came out slowly through her nose. Her back settled against his chest. His hands moved from her hips up her sides, a slow deliberate drag of his palms against her bare skin, stopping just below her tits and holding there. I had not told him to do that.

		I kept shooting.

		His jaw came down near her temple. Not touching. Close enough that his breath moved a strand of her dark hair.

		Her fingers curled toward her palms at her sides.

		"Hold it," I said. "Don't move."

		Nobody moved.

		The shutter ran and ran and ran.

		I held the position for another ten seconds, shooting from the crouch, then stood and circled left. The frame from the side: her tits forward in the warm light, his hands cupping them from below, his chest at her back, his jaw near her temple. His cock pressed against her ass. Neither of them had moved since I told them not to.

		I came around to the front and crouched and shot up the line of her body. Her tits filling his hands and spilling over the edges. Her head tipped back against his shoulder. Her eyes slightly closed.

		Martha's hips pushed back into him. One small movement, not instructed.

		I kept shooting.

		"Bed," I said. "I want you on the bed."

		They separated. Martha crossed to the bed and sat at the edge, one stocking-clad leg crossing over the other, and looked at Marco. He looked back at her. I shot them looking at each other across six feet of charged air. His cock still heavy in the briefs. Her nipples still hard. Her dark eyes on his face with an expression I had never seen on her before.

		"Kneel in front of her," I said.

		He crossed to the bed and went to his knees on the rug between her feet. His hands came to her knees without instruction and rested there. I shot his face looking up at her from below. Then her face looking down at him.

		The look on her face as she looked down at Marco on his knees between her legs was something I was going to carry for a long time. Not the calm patience she gave the lens. Something that had been behind her face for years and had just been let out.

		"Hands up her thighs," I said. "Slowly."

		His palms moved from her knees up the outside of her thighs, over the stockings, to the bare skin above the stocking tops. He stopped there. Both hands on the warm bare skin of her upper thighs, fingers pressing lightly in.

		Martha's lips parted.

		I had the frame. The shutter ran.

		"Stand," I said. "Facing."

		They stood three inches apart. His chest and her tits almost touching. His cock pushing the front of his briefs forward. Her underwear the only thing below the suspenders. Both of them aware of every inch of what was close.

		"Hands on each other," I said. "Wherever feels right."

		His hands went to her waist and hers went to his chest and then he pulled her in and her tits pressed against him and she felt his cock against her belly and neither of them looked at the lens. They were looking at each other from two inches apart and the room had its own gravity now and I was just the man circling it with a camera.

		I shot the line of his cock against her belly through the fabric. Her tits pressed flat against his chest. Their faces close, his jaw near her temple, her chin slightly up.

		"On your back," I said. "Martha."

		She stepped back from him and lay back across the white duvet. Her tits fell to the sides with their full natural weight, spreading across her chest, nipples hard and tight. The suspenders framing her belly. The black underwear below. She turned her head and looked at Marco standing at the foot of the bed.

		He looked at her the way he had been not allowing himself to look at her for years.

		"Marco," I said. "Get over her."

		He put one knee on the bed. Then the other. He moved up over her, forearms landing either side of her head, hips settling between her thighs. His cock against the front of his briefs. Her pussy directly below him with two thin layers of fabric between them.

		Martha's hands came to his forearms. Not pushing. Just holding.

		I was at the foot of the bed with the camera up. Her spread beneath him, his broad shoulders, her tits visible either side of his chest, their faces four inches apart in the warm afternoon light.

		I shot it.

		The shutter ran.

		I kept shooting.
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		The briefs were still on. His and hers both.

		I could see it in the frames on the back of the camera, the black fabric of his briefs, the black underwear riding low on her hips, the two thin layers sitting between his cock and her pussy in every shot. The composition wanted them gone. I lowered the camera.

		"Hold on," I said.

		They both looked at me.

		"The underwear," I said. "Both of you. Are you okay with that?"

		Martha looked at me for one second. Then she nodded.

		I looked at Marco over her shoulder. He nodded once. No hesitation, no joke.

		"Take your time," I said. "Get back into position."

		Marco pushed himself up and off her and sat back on his heels. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pulled his briefs down and off in one movement and set them on the floor beside the bed. His cock hung heavy and thick between his thighs, not fully hard, but close. Substantial. The kind of cock that had changed the quality of attention in the room the moment his trousers had come off and had not stopped doing it since.

		Martha lifted her hips off the mattress. The black underwear came down her thighs, over the stocking tops, off the heels. She set it on the nightstand without looking at it. Then she lay back and put her arms above her head and looked at the ceiling and her tits fell to the sides with their full natural weight, the large pale areolae wide and warm in the afternoon light, the nipples pulled tight and hard.

		The black suspenders framing her belly. The dark neat strip of hair above her bare pussy. The stocking tops at mid-thigh and the warm skin above them. The full round weight of her hips spreading slightly against the white duvet.

		I raised the camera.

		Marco moved back over her. Forearms down either side of her head, the same position, the same careful placement of his weight. His hips settled between her thighs. This time there was nothing between them. His cock hung against the inside of her thigh and she felt the heat of it and her chin tilted up by a fraction and nothing else moved.

		I was already shooting.

		The frame was different now. Everything the same geometry but nothing between them, the bare skin of his cock against the bare skin of her inner thigh in the lower corner of the frame, just present, just true. I shot six frames and moved left to cut the angle and shot four more.

		"Good," I said. "Martha, left leg up. Hook it around his waist."

		Her left calf came up and settled against the back of his thigh. The shift in her hip opened her and his cock moved against her and her breath went out through her nose and she held the exhale and said nothing.

		I dropped to one knee and brought the camera up from below the bed line. The line of her hip in the suspenders, the stocking top, her leg hooked around him, the full round weight of her ass compressed against the duvet. His cock visible now at the inner edge of the frame, thick and close, the head of it a few centimetres from her pussy. I shot that. Shot it three more times from slightly different angles.

		"Marco. Drop lower. Face closer to hers."

		His forearms bent. His chest came down toward her tits and his face dropped to four inches from hers and his cock pressed forward with the shift in his hips and moved against the lips of her pussy and both of them went very still. Not the still of people following an instruction. The still of two people registering a specific piece of information.

		Martha's eyes were on the ceiling. Her chest was rising and falling in long shallow pulls.

		I stood and moved right along the foot of the bed, shooting through the frame of his shoulder, her face at the far end. Her dark eyes. Her lips slightly parted. His jaw near her temple and the stubble catching the light and the tendons in his forearm standing out where his weight was in the mattress.

		"Good," I said. "Hold that. The light is right."

		The shutter ran.

		Ten seconds. Twelve. His cock against the lips of her pussy, barely, just the pressure of proximity, his hips holding still. Martha was not moving. Marco was not moving. I was moving, circling, crouching, changing the angle, the shutter ticking its near-silent pulse into the quiet room.

		Her fingers came to his forearms. The same hold as before, not pushing, not pulling. Just her hands on his arms, feeling the muscle under the skin.

		I shot that.

		"Right leg," I said. "Same as the left."

		Her right calf came up. Both legs now hooked around his waist, her thighs closing against his hips, her pelvis tilting up with the change in angle, and his cock pressed forward and the head of it parted her lips and slipped just inside.

		Both of them went completely still. The shutter ran.

		The shutter ran and I kept it running.

		"Hold that," I said. "The light is perfect."

		My eye was in the viewfinder. The frame was tight, her face turned slightly to the side, his jaw above her temple, the line of his forearm in the mattress, the white sheet rumpled at the edges. Good composition. The ambient bar of afternoon light crossing her throat and the upper slope of her tits where they pressed against his chest. I moved two steps left without lifting my eye from the glass and shot four more frames.

		The shutter ticked.

		Ten seconds. Eleven.

		Neither of them breathed.

		His cock was just inside her. I did not know this yet. My eye was in the viewfinder and I was thinking about the light on her throat and whether the angle from the left was flattening her face and whether I wanted to go tighter on the detail of his forearm or pull back for the full figure. I was thinking about the photograph. I was hard behind the camera and the room was very quiet and I was thinking about the photograph.

		The shutter ticked.

		Twelve seconds. Thirteen.

		The quality of the stillness reached me before the image did. Something in the frame that was not about composition. The way neither of them was performing held, they were held. The specific tension in Marco's forearms, the tendons standing out, the locked stillness of a man keeping himself from moving. Martha's fingers on his arms, not decorative, gripping. Her lips parted and her chest not moving, the tits pressed against him, her nipples hard and dark against his skin.

		I kept shooting.

		I moved right. Changed the angle. Shot the line of her hip, the suspender running down to the stocking top, her thighs closed around his waist, his hips between them. Shot the full figure from the foot of the bed. The geometry of it.

		My brain caught up.

		I lowered the camera.

		They were completely still. His forearms in the mattress. Her legs around his waist. Neither of them looking at me.

		"Wait," I said.

		My voice came out flat and even. I was aware of this with a small detached part of myself. The rest of me was doing something else entirely, something I did not have a name for yet, something that started in my chest and ran down and made my cock strain hard against my jeans in a way that was different from the last two hours of different.

		"Wait," I said again. "Are you actually inside her right now?"

		The room held the question.

		Martha turned her head.

		She looked directly at me. Not the look she wore for the camera, that steady unreadable patience. This was something else. Her dark eyes on mine, her cheeks flushed, her lips wet, her tits rising and falling against Marco's chest in short shallow pulls. She looked at me the way she had looked at me in the dark two weeks ago with her hand over my heart, listening to it knock.

		"Just take the photos," she said.

		One second. Two.

		I raised the camera.

		Marco pressed forward and drove all the way in.

		Martha's head dropped back against the pillow and her mouth opened wide and what came out was a long, wrecked "ohhhh" that broke at the end into something smaller and higher, "oh, oh god," and her fingers went hard into the muscle of his forearms and her hips rolled up to meet the full depth of him and her thighs locked around his waist and pulled.

		He held it. All the way in, hips flush against her, not moving.

		"Fffuck," she said, low and pressed into the pillow, barely a word. "Fff..."

		Her tits were heaving. The wide pale areolae, the nipples hard and dark. Her belly pulling in under the suspenders with each short breath. I had the camera up and the shutter was running and I was shooting all of it, the locked fullness of them, her face wrecked and open, his jaw set and his eyes down on hers and the long deliberate stillness of a man who has just buried himself completely inside a woman and is giving her time to feel all of it.

		Then he pulled back and drove in again.

		"Ohhh, hh." The sound punched out of her on the thrust, cut off at the top, her chin lifting. "Oh, there, right..."

		I moved.

		Not back. Not to the door. I stepped left along the foot of the bed, crouching, bringing the angle up, shooting along the length of her body, the stockinged legs falling wide around him, the suspenders pulling taut across her hips with each thrust, the full round weight of her ass compressing and releasing against the mattress, her heavy tits rolling and swaying with the movement. Marco's back above her, the defined line of his shoulders, the muscles in his arms moving as he held himself over her and drove.

		"Hhh, hh, hh." Each thrust pushed a short clipped breath out of her, rhythmic, building.

		I stood. Moved right. Shot his face from the side, jaw set, dark eyes down on hers, focused and deliberate. Then her face under his, flushed and open and completely unguarded in a way the lens had never found before, not in eleven years, not in a single frame in any folder on my laptop. Her dark eyes unfocused and her lips moving and the broken sounds coming through them continuous and unconcealed.

		The shutter ran.

		Marco dropped lower and the rhythm slowed and deepened and Martha's back arched off the mattress, "ohhhh god, yes, yes," and her tits lifted with the arch and I shot that, the full arch, the suspenders pulling tight, the stocking tops, the heels pressing into the duvet, and then moved fast to the left side of the bed and crouched and shot her face close, the profile of it, her lips parted and wet, a strand of dark hair across her flushed cheek.

		I was hard enough that moving was difficult and I kept moving.

		He found a rhythm and kept it.

		Long, deep strokes, his hips pulling back and driving in, the wet sound of it filling the room along with the creak of the bed frame and Martha's voice, which had stopped being careful about anything. I was circling the bed with the camera up, crouching and standing and moving, the shutter ticking its quiet pulse under everything else, and the everything else was loud.

		"There," Martha said. "Right there, right there."

		I shot her face. The flush across her cheekbones and down her throat. The dark hair spread against the pillow, damp at the temple. Her mouth open, lips swollen, the sounds coming out of her in a continuous broken stream that she was making no effort to control.

		Her tits moved with every thrust. Heavy and full, rolling up toward her chin and falling back, the large pale areolae, the nipples standing hard and dark. I shot the detail of them from the left side of the bed, close, the afternoon light picking up the texture of her skin, the fine sweat on her chest. Then I stepped back and shot the full figure, her body under his, the suspenders still on, the stocking tops framing her thighs where they gripped him, the heels hooked at the small of his back pulling him in.

		She was using her legs to pull him in. She was doing it without appearing to know she was doing it, the way her hips had tilted in the first place, her body deciding before she did.

		"Harder," she said. "Marco, harder."

		He gave it to her. His hips drove down and she took it and her whole body moved up the bed with the force of it and she grabbed the headboard with both hands and braced and said "hhyes, hh, yes" through her teeth.

		I moved to the head of the bed and shot down over them, her knuckles white on the headboard, his shoulders working, the full length of their bodies below, the gathered white duvet at the edges. Shot six frames. Moved back to the foot of the bed and crouched and shot the detail of her heels locked at his back, the pull of the stocking tops across her thighs, the suspenders taut and shaking with each thrust.

		The sounds she was making were the sounds of a woman approaching something and not trying to arrive quietly.

		"Fuck, oh fuck, I'm..." She did not finish it.

		Her thighs locked hard around him. Her back came off the mattress. The headboard knocked once against the wall and her voice went up and cracked and she came, long and loud and unmistakable, her whole body rigid under his and her mouth open and the sound she made went through the room and through the walls and I shot her face through all of it, the camera close, the shutter running, her expression completely broken open and beautiful and nothing I had a folder for.

		Marco held himself deep and still while she came. Waited for the last of it to move through her. Her thighs released. Her back settled. Her breathing came in long shaking pulls and her hands loosened on the headboard and dropped to his shoulders.

		"God," she said, to the ceiling. Just that.

		I lowered the camera for three seconds. My heart was hitting my ribs. My cock was pressing hard enough against my jeans that the denim seam had become a specific problem. I raised the camera.

		Marco started to move again.

		"Oh," Martha said. "Oh, I'm sensitive..."

		He slowed. Shorter strokes, shallower, his hips rolling rather than driving. She made a sound low in her throat that was not a complaint. Her hands moved from his shoulders to his back and pulled him down against her, his chest on her tits, his face at her throat.

		"Mmmh," she said. "Mmmh, yes, like that."

		I moved around them. Shot the detail of her hands splayed across his back, the fingers spread, the nails pressing in. Shot his jaw at her throat, the stubble, the tendons in his neck. Shot the side of her face with her eyes closed and her lips parted and the expression she wore entirely for herself, for what was happening to her body, with no awareness of the lens at all.

		Eleven years. Hundreds of sessions. Thousands of frames.

		She had never looked like this.

		The shutter ran and I shot it and kept shooting it and my chest was tight and my cock was hard and both of those things were true at the same time and neither of them cancelled the other out.

		Marco's rhythm built again. The short rolling strokes lengthening, deepening. Martha's breathing changed under him, the pulls getting shorter, her hips rising to meet him.

		"There," she said again. Her voice lower now, less broken, more deliberate. "There, deeper, give me..."

		He gave her deeper. She took it and her nails dragged down his back and he made a sound against her throat, low and short, "hhf," and drove harder and Martha said "yes, yes, come on" in a whisper that was not a quiet sound at all and I shot her mouth making the words, close, the camera a foot from her face, the shutter ticking.

		Her second orgasm built slower and hit harder.

		I saw it in her face before I heard it, the specific tightening around her eyes, the jaw dropping, the flush going dark across her chest. Then her thighs snapped around him and her hips drove up and she cried out, loud and raw and long, "ohhhh, ohhhh god," and her whole body shook and Marco drove through it, deep and fast, chasing his own, and she said "yes, inside, give it to me inside" and his hips slammed home and locked and he groaned against her neck, low and wrecked, "hhhnn," and came.

		Deep. All the way in, as far as he could go.

		Martha felt it. Her legs pulled him in tighter, her heels pressing hard into the small of his back, holding him there, keeping him buried while he finished. His hips pulsed once, twice, small and involuntary. Her hands came to the back of his head and her fingers went into his hair and she held him against her throat.

		The room went quiet except for their breathing.

		The bed frame settled. The afternoon light was still on the white duvet, lower now, the bar narrower, the hour moving on without anyone having noticed.

		I lowered the camera.

		Neither of them moved. His weight was on her and she was holding it. Her tits rising and falling against his chest with each slow pull of air. Her eyes closed. His face still at her throat.

		I stood at the foot of the bed for a moment with the camera in my hands.

		"We got it," I said.
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		The camera came off my neck at the bedroom door.

		I walked to the kitchen, set it on the counter, and plugged the cable into the laptop. The upload window opened. I clicked confirm and watched the first thumbnails begin to populate the screen, small and precise, the sequence starting from the beginning: Martha at the window in the robe, clothed, composed, the session in its first minute. I poured a whisky while the card read, poured it heavy, and did not measure it.

		Martha came in behind me, the silk robe loose at her waist, and stopped at the other end of the counter. She picked up her glass and drank half of it without putting it down. Her eyes went to the window above the sink.

		Marco came to the kitchen doorway. He had pulled on the linen trousers but not the shirt and he stopped there, one hand on the frame, and looked at me. Not at Martha. At me. His face was doing the thing it did when he was reading a room carefully, the attentive stillness of a man checking the temperature before he stepped into it. He had just fucked my wife on our bed while I shot it. He was trying to figure out if something was about to blow apart.

		I reached for a second glass and poured it and held it out to him.

		He crossed the kitchen and took it. He did not drink yet.

		I poured mine and picked it up and turned to face them both. Martha's eyes came off the window. Marco was watching me with that same careful attention.

		"To best friends," I said. "Unexpected events. And the hottest thing I have ever seen in my life."

		Martha made a sound, short and unsteady, and drank. Marco held for one more second, reading my face, and then the careful thing in his expression came apart along a single line and he laughed, quiet and genuine and slightly wrecked around the edges, and drank.

		I drank.

		The kitchen settled.

		"You're actually alright," Marco said. Not a question. He was still reading me.

		"I'm actually alright."

		"Because I can just..." He gestured loosely toward the hall.

		"You're not going anywhere," I said.

		He looked at Martha.

		"Stay," she said. Simple, flat, the same voice she used to confirm any practical arrangement. She put her glass down and opened the fridge and started pulling things out.

		Marco turned back to me. Something had released in him, the last of the held-breath quality he had been carrying since he walked in. He set his glass on the counter and leaned back against it and looked at the laptop screen where the thumbnails were still loading, the sequence filling in row by row.

		"These are going to be extraordinary," he said.

		"I know."

		"I could see it while you were shooting. The light was..." He stopped. "It was good."

		"The light was perfect," I said. "And Martha was perfect."

		She said something from inside the fridge that sounded like disagreement.

		"You were," I said.

		She came out of the fridge with cheese and leftover something and set it on the counter and did not argue further, which meant she had accepted it. Her robe had come slightly open at the collar with the movement and she retied the belt without looking down and reached for her glass again.

		"Are you actually alright?" I said to her. The same question, but different. She heard the difference.

		She put the glass down and looked at me. The direct look, the one that did not perform anything. Her dark hair was loose from where it had been pinned and there were strands along her neck and her cheeks still had colour in them. She looked like a woman who had been thoroughly fucked by her husband's best friend while her husband circled the bed with a camera, because that was exactly what she was.

		"Yes," she said. "You?"

		"Yes."

		"You're not just saying that."

		"I am not just saying that."

		She held my eyes for another second. Then she came around the counter. She did not say anything. She just walked to me and put her arms around me and pressed her face against my neck and I held her, both arms around the warm weight of her, the silk robe against my forearms, her breath slow and even against my skin. We stood like that for a moment. Her body was completely relaxed against mine, no tension in it, nothing held back.

		I pressed my mouth to the top of her head.

		She pulled back and looked up at me. Still no performance in her face. Just Martha, close, her dark eyes on mine, her hands loose at my waist.

		"We're good," she said.

		"We're good," I said.

		She stepped back and went back to the cheese.

		Marco was looking at the laptop screen when I glanced over. He had the particular focused expression of a man who had been very carefully not watching something.

		"Pour yourself another one," I said.

		He reached for the bottle.

		The upload finished. The window showed ninety-four frames loaded and I turned the laptop to face the room and opened the folder and the full sequence sat there in rows, small and sharp, beginning with Martha clothed at the window and ending with the two of them on the bed in the last light of the afternoon. Ninety-four frames of everything that had happened.

		Martha looked at the screen from across the counter.

		She set the cheese knife down.

		Marco looked. His hand stopped on the bottle.

		None of us said anything for a moment. The thumbnails sat there in their rows, organised and complete, and the room was very quiet and the whisky smell was in the air and somewhere in that silence the three of us understood at the same time that the evening was not over.

		"We should look at them properly," I said.

		Martha picked the cheese knife back up. "Open another bottle first."

		I opened another bottle.

		Marco pulled out a stool and sat down at the counter and turned the laptop to face him squarely and looked at the first frame: Martha at the window, the robe, the afternoon light falling across her shoulder. His face was very still.

		I came around the counter and stood beside him and opened the first photo to full screen.

		The room went quiet again, a different quiet this time, and we began.

		The first frames loaded large and Marco leaned forward on his stool.

		Martha clothed at the window, the robe belted, the afternoon light on her shoulder. She had seen photos of herself like this before, had sat with me at this same laptop after a dozen sessions and gone through them with the same quiet attention she brought to everything. She knew what she looked like in front of my lens. She knew the way the bedroom light fell across her skin and what the 35mm did to the proportions of her body. None of that was new.

		What was new was Marco. Standing at her shoulder in the second frame, his hand on her collarbone, looking at her with that quality of attention that the camera had caught and held. The restraint of it visible even in the thumbnail. Martha looked at that frame for a long moment.

		"I didn't know you were looking at me like that," she said.

		"I was trying not to," Marco said.

		"You weren't succeeding."

		"No."

		She looked at it a moment longer, then nodded for me to scroll.

		I moved through the early frames quickly. The two of them clothed, then the robe open, then the bra. The standard session geography, the incremental undressing I directed in every shoot. Martha barely paused on these. Her eyes moved through them with the efficient eye of someone who had done this before, checking the light, the angle, her own posture. Nothing that stopped her.

		Then the shirt.

		Her hands on Marco's chest in the frame immediately after, the shirt gone, his chest bare under her palms. The two seconds where neither of them had moved. Martha had not been aware of the camera in that frame. I could see it clearly now on the full screen, the way her attention had narrowed to the thing directly in front of her, the width of his chest under her hands, his face above hers. She was not performing anything. She was just there, present, feeling something.

		She put her finger on the trackpad and scrolled back to it herself.

		"That one," she said.

		Not asking. Noting.

		Marco looked at it without comment. His elbow was on the counter and his jaw rested in his hand and his eyes moved across the frame slowly, taking in the detail of it, his own chest and her hands and the expression on her face. Studying it the way you studied a thing you had been inside and were now seeing from outside for the first time.

		I watched the two of them looking at it and drank my whisky and said nothing.

		Martha scrolled on.

		The frames where he had cupped her tits from behind, his large hands lifting the full heavy weight of them, her head tipped back against his shoulder, her eyes half closed. The afternoon light had been perfect for this, the warm bar crossing their bodies from the left, her skin and his hands and the pale wide areolae all in the same quality of light. I had shot twelve frames in this position and every one of them was good and I had known it at the time and the screen confirmed it now.

		Martha stopped scrolling.

		Her face was still. Not the polite neutrality she wore for the lens, something different. Something that was deciding whether to be admitted or not.

		"I look different," she said.

		"Yes."

		"Not different like..." She paused. "I know what I look like in your photos. I've seen enough of them." Her finger moved on the trackpad, not scrolling, just resting. "It's not that."

		"It's the chemistry," I said. "It reads in every frame."

		She looked at the screen. Marco's hands holding her tits, her head back on his shoulder, her face turned up and open and lit from the side. The specific looseness in her body that came from being held by someone whose hands she had been aware of for a long time before they touched her.

		Marco reached past her and scrolled forward.

		The frames where they were lying together, his body alongside hers on the bed, her back against his chest. She still had her underwear in these, the last frames before everything came off. His arm across her waist. Her hand over his. The full length of their bodies together, his face close to her hair. Her expression in these was the one I had been watching all afternoon and had never quite been able to name and was looking at now on the full screen with a glass of whisky in my hand and my cock hard against my jeans.

		Marco stopped on one. The two of them lying together, his mouth close to her ear, her eyes closed. His cock visible through the linen, pressed against the inside of her thigh.

		The three of us looked at that frame.

		The room understood what came next on the card. We all knew what was on the other side of this frame. Martha's finger hovered on the trackpad. The kitchen was very quiet.

		She scrolled forward.

		The fucking began in the sequence and neither of them looked away.

		I stopped looking at the screen. I looked at them.

		I looked at the two of them looking and felt the whisky warm in my chest and watched what the photos were doing to them. Marco had shifted on the stool. His linen trousers were doing nothing to hide what was happening and he was not trying to hide it, his cock hard and obvious against the fabric, his jaw tight, his eyes moving across each frame with a focused intensity that was not casual and was not retrospective. It was appetite. Present tense, immediate, pointed directly at the screen and at the woman standing beside him.

		Martha's breathing had changed. Not dramatically, not a performance, just the small unmistakable shift in rhythm that I knew, the chest rising more slowly and more fully than it had been a minute ago. The robe had fallen slightly open at the collar and the upper curve of her left breast was visible and the skin there had a flush to it, faint and warm, that had not been there when she walked into the kitchen. Her nipples were hard through the silk. Both of them. I could see the small tight points of them pressing against the fabric and I looked at them for one second and then looked at her face and she was still looking at the screen, fully absorbed, and had no idea I had just catalogued all of this.

		I felt my cock strain against my jeans and drank my whisky and said nothing.

		Martha's face was open and intent, her eyes moving across each frame the way they moved across things that mattered. Her tits heavy in the frames, Marco's hands on them, her legs around him, her mouth forming words I had heard from behind the lens and had not stopped hearing. She looked at her own face in the orgasm frames without flinching. She looked at the colour in her cheeks, the gone-away quality of her eyes, the specific thing her mouth did that I had never seen from the outside before. She looked at all of it.

		Marco went through the fucking frame by frame, slowly, his elbow on the counter, his jaw in his hand. His own back in the frames, the movement of it. Her legs locked around him. The close frames I had shot of their faces together, his mouth against her neck, her fingers in his hair. He stopped on the frame of her second orgasm, the one that had been louder than the first, her whole body locked up under him and her mouth wide open. He looked at it for a long time.

		The last frame. Both of them in the quiet after, the afternoon light going warm across the duvet, her legs slowly releasing, his shoulders dropping. The specific stillness of two people in the first seconds after something that had taken everything they had.

		Martha sat back from the screen.

		The laptop sat open on that last frame and the kitchen was warm and the bottle between us was two thirds gone and outside the window the sky had gone from grey to dark without any of us noticing. Marco's cock was still hard against his trousers. Martha's nipples were still hard through the silk and the flush on her chest had not faded and her breathing had not fully returned to where it had been before she started scrolling.

		I refilled my glass. The whisky went down easy and the warmth spread and I was half drunk and had been hard for three hours and the photos were still on the screen and Martha and Marco were both right there and the evening was sitting open in front of us with no shape to it yet, no agreed-upon ending, just the three of us and the bottle and the laptop and the question of what happened next.

		"We could do a bit more," I said.

		Martha turned her head and looked at me.

		"Just different shots," I said. "Things I didn't get. Different positions."

		The kitchen held the silence for a moment.

		"Like what," Martha said.

		The question sat in the kitchen and I let it sit there for a moment. Her dark eyes on me, steady, the same look she had given me across the dinner table when I had fumbled through the original ask and she had cut straight to the middle of it. Do you want to photograph me with another man. The same tone. Not hostile. Not encouraging. Just direct, waiting for something usable.

		Marco said nothing. He was on the stool with his elbow on the counter and he had not moved and he was not going to move until he understood what the room was doing. His cock was still hard against the linen and his eyes were on me.

		"Kneeling," I said. "I didn't get any frames of you kneeling." I looked at Martha. "On the floor, looking up. The angle." I reached past Marco and tapped the trackpad, pulling up a frame from the session, her on the bed. "The perspective I had from here, I couldn't get low enough. The bedroom floor, natural light from the window, you looking up at him." I stopped. "It's a good shot. I didn't get it."

		Martha looked at the frame I had pulled up. She looked at it with the practical eye, the compositional eye, the one she had developed from years of sitting with me at this laptop. She could read a frame. She knew what I meant.

		"What else," she said.

		"Across his lap," I said. "You draped across his lap, looking back at the camera." I kept my voice level. "It's a strong image. I had it in my head from the start and I never got there."

		Martha looked at me for a moment. Then she looked at Marco. Something passed between them that was not quite a look and not quite a decision, faster than either, the kind of exchange that happens between two people who have already been inside each other and have moved past the point where pretending is available to them.

		"What else," she said. Back to me.

		"You on top," I said. "Straddling him. Facing him. The shot I want is from behind you, your back straight, his hands on your waist, your hair down." I pulled up another frame from the session. "I was at the wrong angle for most of this. I kept moving to follow the action and I missed the static shots. The composed ones."

		"The artistic ones," Martha said. Dry. The corner of her mouth moved.

		"The artistic ones," I said.

		Marco made a sound that was almost a laugh. He picked up his glass and drank and set it down and his face settled back into the attentive stillness it had worn all afternoon. He said nothing. Which was the right answer. The same answer all three of us were giving, which was that this was a photo shoot, a second session, different shots, and none of us were going to name what else it was because naming it would require someone to decide something and none of us were going to do that.

		Martha set her glass down.

		She looked at me for one more second, the dark eyes giving me the same thing they always gave me, steady and considered and not performing anything, and then she turned toward the hall.

		"Bring the bottle," she said.

		She walked out of the kitchen. The robe swung at her calves and the silk moved with her hips and she did not look back.

		Marco looked at me. I picked up the bottle. He came off the stool and followed me down the hall and the bedroom door was open and the lamp on Martha's side was on, the low warm bulb, and Martha was standing at the foot of the bed looking at the room the way she looked at it at the start of every session, taking in the light.

		I set the bottle on the stool beside the chair. I picked up the camera from the counter where I had left it and the strap went around my neck and the body settled against my chest and the weight of it landed and something in me focused the way it always focused when the camera was in my hands. The slight drift that lived in me the rest of the time went quiet.

		I brought the lens up and looked at them through it.

		Martha at the foot of the bed. Marco a few feet away, watching her. The warm low light from her lamp falling across them both, softer than the afternoon had been, more amber, the kind of light that made skin look like something you wanted to put your hands on. Her robe. His bare chest and the linen trousers low on his hips. The space between them charged with the knowledge of what had already happened and the question of how much further the evening intended to go, and nobody in the room was pretending not to know the answer.

		"Both of you," I said. "Everything off."

		Marco pushed the linen trousers down and stepped out of them. Martha let the robe drop from her shoulders and it hit the floor behind her and she was fully nude in the amber light, her tits heavy, the wide hips, the dark hair loose against her collarbone. She did not reach for anything to cover herself. She stood and let the light have her the way she always did when a session was going well and she had stopped thinking about the camera.

		I looked at them both through the lens. Two nude bodies in the warm low light of our bedroom, the proportions of them together, the specific contrast of her olive skin and his darker tone, the full soft weight of her tits and the flat defined line of his chest. My cock was hard and the camera was steady and the room was exactly where I needed it to be.

		"Floor," I said. "Martha. In front of him. Kneel."

		She went down onto the rug in one smooth movement and settled back on her heels. Marco was directly in front of her, his cock hard and thick at the level of her face, and she looked at it the way she had looked at it the first time it had come out of the linen trousers, directly and without pretending not to.

		"Hands on his hips," I said. "Look up at him."

		Her hands went to his hips. She tilted her face up toward his.

		I moved behind her and crouched low.

		The shot was exactly what I had seen in my head. The long line of her spine from the base of her neck to the curve of her arse, the full round weight of it settling onto her heels, the flare of her hips. Her dark hair falling forward, her head angled up toward Marco's face, her hands on his hips. His cock inches from her mouth, thick and hard, a bead of precum at the tip catching the amber light. His hands coming down to rest on either side of her head, fingers loose in her hair, not directing, just resting.

		The shutter ran.

		I shot the full length of her back, the arse, the taper of her waist, her hands on his hips. Shot the detail of his cock at the level of her mouth, close enough that the light caught the wetness at the tip. Shot Marco's face above her, his jaw tight, his eyes down on her, the specific quality of restraint in him that had been running all afternoon and was considerably thinner now than it had been at four o'clock.

		Martha's thumbs moved against his hips. Small circles. She was not aware she was doing it.

		"Good," I said. "That's enough. Up."

		She did not move immediately.

		Her eyes were on his cock, close and hard and right there, the bead of precum at the tip catching the light. Her thumbs still moving against his hips. Her lips had parted.

		"Martha," I said.

		She leaned forward and her tongue touched the head of his cock, one slow flat lick, taking the precum off cleanly, and then she was on her feet, upright, two steps back, her hand going to her mouth. Her eyes wide. The colour in her face gone high and dark.

		Marco had not moved. His hands were still where they had been, slightly raised now, fingers open, as if she had stepped out from under them too fast for him to lower them.

		The room was very quiet.

		Martha looked at me over her fingers. Her chest was heaving, the full heavy tits rising and falling, the nipples hard and tight. The shock on her face was real. So was everything underneath it.

		"I didn't..." She stopped. Her hand was still at her mouth.

		I looked at her for a moment. The camera was still up. Through the lens her face was completely open, the composed steady Martha I had photographed for eleven years entirely gone, replaced by something I had no frame for because I had never seen it before. She was turned on and startled by herself and standing in our bedroom with another man's precum on her tongue.

		I lowered the camera.

		Martha looked at me over her fingers. The shock still in her face, real and unperformed, her chest heaving, the flush high above her tits.

		"Get down again," I said. "I want a few more shots like that."

		She stared at me.

		"Maybe holding his cock this time." I kept my voice level, the same voice I used to say chin down or hand on the frame or turn slightly left. "Is that alright with you, Marco?"

		Marco looked at me for one second. Then he nodded. Once, slow, his jaw set, his eyes steady.

		Martha looked at me. The hand was still at her mouth and her dark eyes were moving across my face looking for something, checking the temperature the way Marco had checked it from the kitchen doorway an hour ago. Looking for the edge of it, the place where this became something other than what I was saying it was.

		I looked back at her and kept my face still and waited.

		She dropped her hand from her mouth.

		She looked at Marco's cock. Thick and hard in the amber light, a fresh bead forming at the tip where her tongue had been.

		Then she went down.

		Slowly, one knee at a time, settling back onto her heels on the rug, her full round arse coming to rest on the backs of her thighs, her spine long and straight, her dark hair falling forward. Her hands came up and her fingers wrapped around the base of his cock, both hands, and she held him and looked up at his face.
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		Her hands were warm . I could see it in the way his cock twitched against her grip, the involuntary answer to contact after the long afternoon of almost-contact, and I had the camera up before either of them registered that I had moved.

		I came in behind her and crouched low, the same angle I had found before, the long unbroken line of her spine from the curve of her neck to the full round sit of her arse on her heels. Her dark hair falling forward. The wide flare of her hips. Both hands wrapped around the base of his cock, fingers not quite meeting. His cock was thick and hard in her grip and the amber lamplight caught the wetness at the tip and I shot the detail of it, her hands, the thickness of him between them, the bead forming at the head, and then moved the frame upward to her face.

		She was looking up at him.

		Not at me. Not at the lens. At his face, from below, her chin tilted up and her dark eyes steady on his, and the expression on her face was the same one she had worn looking at the photos twenty minutes ago at the kitchen counter, the one with nothing performing in it, just appetite and a woman who had stopped pretending she did not have any.

		The shutter ran.

		Marco's hands were loose in her hair. Fingers resting, not gripping, the restraint of a man who was not going to take anything she was not already giving. His cock pulsed once against her palms. She felt it and her thumbs moved, just slightly, rolling over the underside of the shaft, and his jaw tightened and his chest rose.

		"Open your mouth," I said. "Look at the lens."

		Her eyes came up to the glass. Her lips parted.

		I shot that. The full shot from behind and above: the arch of her back, the wide hips, the heavy tits hanging with their full natural weight, and at the far end her face with the open mouth and the dark eyes looking straight down the barrel of the lens while both hands held his cock six inches from her lips.

		Then she leaned forward and took him in.

		No instruction. Her lips closed over the head and she moved down the shaft and the sound she made, low in her throat, carried the specific quality of a woman tasting something she had been thinking about for a while. Her hands stayed at the base. Her head began to move.

		I kept shooting.

		I came around her left side, changed the angle, brought the frame in tighter on the detail of her mouth moving on his cock, her lips stretched around the thickness of him, the wet sound of it in the quiet room, a strand of dark hair falling against her cheek with the movement of her head. Marco's hands tightened in her hair. Not directing. Just holding. His hips had gone completely still, the deliberate stillness of a man applying significant effort to not moving.

		His cock was large. It had been apparent the moment the trousers had come off and had not stopped being apparent since, and with her mouth on him it was apparent in a different way: the specific stretch of her lips, the way she worked him in short careful strokes and then took more, testing the depth of it, her throat moving. I registered all of this the way I registered the light. Factually, with an eye for what it meant. Martha noticed it. I could see her noticing it in the specific careful attention she was giving the thing, the slow deliberate nature of what she was doing, a woman acquainting herself with new information.

		My cock was pressing against my jeans hard enough to ache.

		I kept the camera up and moved around her, crouching, standing, circling. Shot the line of her spine and the full round weight of her arse on her heels. Shot his face above her, jaw tight, eyes down on her with an expression somewhere between reverence and the specific agony of holding still. Shot the close detail of his cock going into her mouth, pulling back slick, going in again. The sounds she was making were not quiet and were not performing quiet. Short low sounds, rhythmic, each time she took more of him in, the specific satisfaction of a woman doing something she is choosing to do.

		"Hhf," Marco said, very quietly, to himself.

		Her dark head moved.

		"Good," I said. My voice came out level. "That's the shot. Stand up."

		She did not stand up.

		Her hands tightened at the base of his cock and she took more of him and the sound she made this time was not a low note but something higher and briefer, "mmhh," and her hips moved on her heels, a small unconscious roll of her whole body forward into what she was doing.

		"Martha."

		She came off him slowly, lips dragging, and sat back on her heels with her mouth wet and her chest heaving and her tits swaying with the weight of her breath. She looked up at Marco first. Then at me. Her lips still parted, chin damp, the colour in her face so high and dark it was visible in the amber light.

		"I wasn't done," she said.

		"I know," I said. "Stand up."

		She stood.

		I moved her. That was the job. Moving her through the frames I had in my head, the session with its own logic, my direction the only thing between this and the evening doing whatever it wanted to do without me. I had the camera and I had the direction and both of those things were a kind of control and I was aware of leaning on both.

		"Floor," I said. "Hands and knees. Face toward the window."

		She went down and the amber light hit her from the side: the full heavy hang of her tits below her chest, the round high weight of her arse in the air, the wide hips, the long strong line of her back. I moved behind her and shot the arse first, the full round curve of it, the natural weight and sit of it in this position, the dark strip of hair just visible between her thighs. Shot the profile: the hang of her tits, the dip of her spine, her dark hair falling forward over her hands. Shot the full rear figure, low and wide, the bedroom receding behind her and the lamp throwing its amber column across the rug.

		Then I moved forward and shot her face.

		Her chin was up, her dark eyes finding the lens from between the fall of her hair. Lips slightly parted, still wet. The flush still high across her cheekbones. The expression of a woman on her hands and knees in the amber light of her own bedroom who is not pretending to be anywhere else.

		"Now crawl," I said. "Toward the window. Slowly."

		She moved.

		The weight of her arse shifted with each movement forward, rising and dropping, the round full globe of it swaying slightly, the wide hips rolling. Her tits moved with her, swinging with the heavy pendulum weight of them, the large pale areolae, the nipples still hard and tight. Her hands found the floor and her knees found the floor and the amber light moved over all of it continuously and I shot the movement from behind, from the side, crouching low and shooting up the line of her body from her knees to the peak of her arse to the long straight run of her spine to her dark head.

		Marco was standing at the foot of the bed. He had his arms at his sides and he was watching her crawl across the rug toward the window and his cock was still hard and his jaw was still set and he was watching the way a man watched a thing he had been given permission to want.

		I shot him watching her. The frame composed around the line from his eyes to the movement of her arse. Specific, clean, the kind of image that held everything in the relationship between two elements and needed no caption.

		Martha reached the wall below the window and stopped. Sat back on her heels and pushed her hair off her face and looked at me over her shoulder.

		"Well," she said. Her voice had a quality to it I had not heard before this evening and had now heard several times. Lower than her ordinary register. A warmth that was not about friendliness.

		"Good," I said. "Come back. I want you across his lap."

		A pause. She looked at me.

		"For the shot," I said.

		The corner of her mouth moved. She came back across the rug on her hands and knees, the arse rolling, and rose smoothly and stood in front of me with the amber light at her back and her tits forward and her dark eyes on mine.

		"Across his lap," I said again.

		She turned and crossed to the bed. Marco sat down at the edge without being asked, as if the instruction had been for him too, which it had been, and Martha stood beside him for a moment and then went over his knees in one easy movement: her belly across his thighs, her tits hanging on one side, her legs on the other, her full round arse directly in the air at the level of his hands.

		I crouched to get the angle.

		The full round weight of her arse in the amber light, two hands directly above it, his palms not yet touching. Her dark hair falling forward to the rug below her face. Her tits hanging, swaying slightly from the movement of getting into position. Her long strong legs laid across his thighs.

		I shot the composition. Then I looked up at Marco.

		He looked back at me.

		"Go ahead," I said.

		His right hand came down.

		The sound in the quiet room was very specific, sharp and full, the flat crack of palm against the full round weight of her arse, and the sound she made immediately after was not a laugh. It was short and high and broken off at the top, punched out of her involuntarily, and her whole body tensed across his lap, her toes pointing, her fingers going into the rug.

		I shot the moment of impact. Shot the immediate after: the red rising in the skin of her arse, her fingers clawed into the rug, the long tight line of her body across his lap.

		She was still.

		Then her hips pressed up.

		Small, deliberate, upward. Toward his hand.

		He did it again. His own decision, no instruction from me, his hand coming down in the same place with the same force and the sound filled the room again. "Hhah." Her hips drove up and her fingers dug deeper into the rug and she said, to no one, to the floor in front of her face, "again."

		Not loudly. Not performing it. Just the word, out into the rug, as if she could not help it arriving in her mouth.

		Marco looked at me.

		I raised the camera and kept the shutter running.

		He did it again.

		The red in her arse had settled into a full warm flush across both cheeks, and his hand was resting on it now, palm flat, feeling the heat come off her skin.

		I moved around them, shooting the full picture from the side: her body draped across his lap, the wide round weight of her arse under his hand, her tits hanging, the dark hair falling loose past his knee. Then close on his hand against her skin, the contrast of it, his palm covering the flush he had put there. Then her face, level with his thigh, turned toward the floor, eyes half closed, lips parted, her breath moving in and out in a way that had nothing composed about it.

		"Up," I said.

		She pushed herself off his lap and stood. Her hair was across her face. She pushed it back with both hands and stood in front of him with her arse still hot and her tits forward and said nothing.

		"Bed," I said. "Straddle him. Facing him."

		Marco moved back toward the centre of the bed and lay back against the headboard, his cock hard against his stomach. Martha put her knee on the mattress, then the other knee, and moved over him on all fours until she was above him, her knees either side of his hips, and lowered herself down.

		I was already at the foot of the bed, crouching, the frame composed.

		Her arse from behind, full and round and still flushed, the wide hips, the long line of her spine rising to her shoulders. His cock laid flat against his stomach, the head just visible above her slit where it rested along the length of him. The heat of it. The specific picture of his cock underneath her and her pussy resting directly on the shaft, slick and present against him, every centimetre of contact visible in the frame.

		The shutter ran.

		"Sit up straight," I said. "Hands on his chest."

		Her palms went flat against his chest and she straightened her spine and lifted her chin and the full weight of her tits came forward, heavy, hanging, the large pale areolae and the tight small nipples. His hands moved to her hips and settled there and she shifted very slightly on top of him, adjusting her weight, and the movement dragged her slit along the underside of his cock and he made a sound that was almost nothing and she stilled.

		I moved to her left. Shot the profile: the full heavy hang of her tits, the line of her belly down to where their bodies met, his cock flat beneath her and her lips pressed along the top of the shaft. The specific detail of it. Shot his face past the line of her shoulder, his expression set and deliberate, the jaw, the eyes on her face.

		"Good," I said. "Marco, hands higher. Just above her hips."

		His hands slid up her waist and Martha shifted again with the movement, a small roll forward that was not entirely about following the instruction, and the shaft of his cock pressed up between her lips and she exhaled once, short and controlled.

		"Still," I said.

		She stilled.

		I moved to the other side and shot the mirror of the previous frame. Her tits from the right now, the hang and weight of them, the flush still on her chest from earlier. His large hands against her waist, the thumbs meeting at the small of her back. Her slit wrapped along the full length of his cock, the wetness of her visible on his shaft in the amber light, coating him.

		The shutter ran.

		I stepped back for the wide shot. Both of them in the frame, the bed, the amber lamp behind them. The full picture of my wife straddling my best friend on our bed, his cock under her, her arse sitting back on his thighs with the flush still in the skin of it, her back straight, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. Beautiful. Composed. The kind of image that held together as a picture and also as something else entirely, something I was going to be going back to for a long time.

		I shot six frames.

		"Now lean forward," I said. "Hands on his shoulders. Forehead against his."

		She moved. Her hips shifted as she leaned, the weight of her redistributing, and she completed the movement, her forehead dropping to his, her hands finding his shoulders, her tits pressing against his chest with their full heavy weight.

		His hands did not move from her waist. His jaw was set hard.

		"Hold that," I said. I moved forward and shot close: their faces, the inch between them, her dark hair falling around both of them. Her eyes were closed. His were open, looking at her face. Shot the detail of her arse from behind and above, the round full curve of it, the line of her spine. I stayed high, framing their faces, the fall of her hair, his hands on her waist. The intimacy of the position. That was the shot I was after.

		I moved right and brought the frame back to their faces.

		"Now sit back," I said. "Hands behind you. His knees."

		She pushed up off his shoulders and straightened and her hands went behind her, finding his knees, and the change in angle was immediate. Her spine arched back, her tits lifted and forward, her hips tipped. I was at her side, shooting the profile: the full arch of her, the heavy tits, the line from her throat to her belly, the wide hips sitting back over him.

		Good frame. I stayed on it. Shot the full figure, then moved in tighter on her face: the arch of her neck, her chin up, her dark hair falling back. She was looking at the ceiling, her lips slightly parted, her weight settled on his thighs.

		I moved to the foot of the bed and crouched for the rear shot. Her arse, the wide hips, the arched spine, the hands gripping his knees. The full compositional frame I had been building toward. I adjusted two steps left to catch the lamp light along the line of her left hip.

		The shutter ran.

		She shifted her weight. A small adjustment, hips dropping slightly, resettling. I was looking at the line of her spine and the fall of light across her arse.

		She made a sound.

		Short. Barely there. Swallowed almost before it left her mouth, but not quite.

		I kept shooting. Her hips had gone still. Her fingers had tightened on his knees, I could see it, the white of her knuckles, and her spine had changed, some quality of held tension running up the length of it that had not been there a moment before.

		Marco's hands were flat on the bed either side of his thighs. Also still.

		I moved around to her left, bringing the lamp behind me now, the light falling across her front. Shot the profile. Her face was turned slightly down, her chin no longer lifted. Her lips were pressed together.

		His face was aimed at the ceiling, jaw hard, throat moving.

		I looked at my frame. I was shooting the composition I had set up: the arch of her back, the tits forward, the hands on his knees. It looked correct. The pose held.

		Her hips moved. The same small shift as before, but lower this time, a slow deliberate press downward, and the sound she made this time she did not swallow. "Mmhh." Low and long and completely honest.

		I thought: the pose is shifting. I thought: get the shot before she moves.

		"Martha," I said. "Chin up. Look at the lens."

		She turned her head.

		Her dark eyes found mine over the camera.

		It was not the look she gave the lens during a session, not the steady patient expression I had been reading for eleven years. This was something else. Wide open. A brightness in it, a heat, and underneath that something almost like apology except it was not apology at all. It was acknowledgement.

		She held my eyes for two full seconds.

		Then she turned back to Marco, and her hips began to move, a long slow roll, unmistakable, and I understood exactly what I was looking at.

		I had not seen it happen.

		I had been shooting the composition of her back and the line of her spine and the frame I had built and the whole time, under the frame, without me seeing it, he had been inside her.

		Her hips rose and fell.

		"Oh god," she said. Quietly. To him, not to me. "Yes."

		I stood at the side of the bed with the camera at my eye and the shutter running and I did not say a word.

		Her hips found the rhythm on their own.

		Rise and fall, slow at first, the full round weight of her arse lifting and dropping onto him, and the sounds coming out of her were continuous now, short punched exhales on the way down, longer open sounds on the way up, her whole body committed to what it was doing. Her hands left his knees. Her spine straightened and her palms went to his chest and she was sitting up fully on him, riding him, her tits moving with each drop, the heavy natural swing of them, forward and back, the large pale areolae catching the amber light.

		I moved back.

		Not toward them. Away. I had the 35mm on and 35mm meant getting close and close was not where I needed to be right now. I went to the camera bag on the chair and pulled the 85mm and swapped it in thirty seconds without taking my eyes off them. Back up, longer glass, and suddenly I had reach: I could stand at the edge of the room and pull them in tight without being in the scene at all. Without them feeling me there.

		They did not notice the swap. They were not noticing me.

		I crouched against the far wall and found Martha in the frame.

		Her arse, the wide hips, the full round weight of her rising and dropping onto him, the wet sound of it carrying clearly across the room, slick and rhythmic and loud. His hands were on her arse, both palms full of it, gripping the flesh hard and pulling her down each time she came back. I shot the detail of his hands on her, the fingers sunk into the full soft weight of both cheeks, the way the flesh gave under them, then pulled the frame wide to take in the whole picture.

		She dropped onto him and held herself there and ground down in a slow circle and said "hhnngh" into the middle of the room. Not to him. Not to me. Just out.

		His hands moved.

		They left her arse and ran up her sides and she straightened instinctively as they came, her spine going long, and his palms closed over her tits, both of them, the full heavy weight of them filling his hands completely, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh, thumbs finding the nipples and pressing.

		"Oh..." Sharp. Her hips stuttered.

		He squeezed. Both hands, the full grip of them, mauling the weight of her tits in his palms, and she made a sound that started low and climbed: "mmhh, mmhh," and her head dropped back between her shoulders and her back arched and she pushed her chest forward into his hands and rode him harder.

		"There," she said. Breathless. "Keep your hands there. Don't move them."

		I had the frame on her face, pulled in tight with the 85mm from across the room, her expression filling the glass. The open mouth. The colour running up her throat and into her cheeks. The wet brightness of her half-closed eyes, her head dropped back, her dark hair hanging loose behind her. The face of a woman receiving exactly what she wanted and not managing how she looked receiving it.

		The shutter ran.

		He kept his hands on her tits and she kept riding him and the sounds in the room built continuously: her voice, the wet rhythm of them together, the creak of the bed finding their pace. She was talking to him in the low stripped register I had first heard twenty minutes ago and had not been able to stop hearing since.

		"Like that," she said. "Keep going. Don't stop that."

		"Mmm." From him. Low. Agreement.

		Her hips snapped down hard and she said "yes," flat and immediate, and did it again.

		I moved along the wall, keeping wide, and found a new angle. Her profile in the long glass, the arch of her spine, the full heavy shaking of her tits in his hands as she moved, his thumbs still working the nipples, her mouth open. I pulled the frame tighter on her chest, the specific picture of his hands full of her tits, the fingers pressing into the soft olive skin, and shot six frames.

		She leaned forward over him.

		His hands left her tits immediately and went back to her arse, both palms gripping the full round weight of it as her hips kept moving, pulling her down onto him as she came forward, and she kissed him. Not the controlled version from earlier in the evening: her mouth went onto his hard and her hips kept moving and she was making sounds into his mouth that filled the room.

		"Mmph... mmph... mmph..."

		Rhythmic. Rising. Her whole body working on him, his hands working her arse, pulling the cheeks apart and squeezing and pulling her down and she was grinding and kissing him and the sounds were continuous and the room was full of all of it.

		He rolled them.

		One movement, both arms around her, and she was on her back in the white bedding and he was over her and her legs went around his waist before his weight had fully settled. He came down onto her heavily, his chest against her tits, his face dropping to hers, and she took all his weight without adjusting and turned her head and found his mouth and they kissed, deep and continuous, while his hips began to move again. No pause. No reset.

		His hands went under her, both of them, finding her arse through the bedding, gripping it, tilting her hips up to meet each thrust. She pulled her mouth off his and turned her face to the side, her lips against his jaw, his cheek, his ear.

		"Hah... hah... hah..." Each thrust pulling the sound out of her, short and hard. Her hands came up and gripped his back, pulling him down harder, wanting more of his weight, all of it, and he gave it: settling lower, driving deeper, his face pressed into her hair.

		I moved along the wall to a wider angle and found the full frame: her wide hips, her legs locked around him, his body laid fully over her, heavy and close. I pulled the 85mm in on her face, visible past the line of his jaw. The open mouth. The flush from her chest to her jawline. The dark hair spread and stuck against the pillow. Her eyes squeezed shut and her lips finding his ear, his neck, the side of his face.

		His hands tightened on her arse and he drove into her and held.

		"There," she said. Sharp and high. "Right there. Don't move."

		He held the position, held the grip, his hips still working in short deep strokes, and she said "yes" and then "yes" again and then her voice cracked and climbed and stopped making words entirely.

		She came.

		Her whole body drove up into him, both hands fisted in his back, the sound ripping out of her: "oh fuck... oh fuck... oh..." and then just sound, no words left, her back arching hard against the press of his weight and her thighs clamped around him and she shook.

		He kept moving through all of it, his face next to hers, his mouth at her ear, saying something low and continuous that was only for her.

		I moved along the far wall and shot his back and shoulders over her, the muscles shifting with each thrust, her legs locked around him, her hands gripping his back. Then the wide frame of the two of them on the bed: the pulled-loose bedding, the amber lamp, the whole wrecked picture.

		Then he slowed.

		His hips drove down once, twice, deliberate and deep, the full length of each stroke, and on the third he pressed in fully and stayed and the sound he made was low and long and Martha felt it arrive. Her legs pulled him in harder. Her hands went to his arse. Her voice dropped to a whisper against his neck.

		"Yes. Give it to me. All of it."

		He did.

		His back locked and released, locked and released, the specific stillness that was not stillness, his hips pressing and pressing and Martha beneath him with her hands holding him there and her face turned into his neck and her lips moving against his skin, saying something the room kept between them.

		I stood at the far wall with the camera up and shot the stillness of it. The amber lamp. The white bedding pulled from the corners. Her dark hair across the pillow. Both of them breathing.

		The shutter clicked once more.

		I lowered the camera.

		The room held everything that had happened in it and was perfectly quiet.
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		The room was quiet .

		Martha's arm was across her eyes. Marco's breathing was still coming back down, his chest rising and falling against her side, his hand flat on her stomach. The lamp on the far nightstand threw amber across the bed and everything it touched looked like something I had composed on purpose. I had the camera at my side. The shutter had nothing left to say.

		I stood at the far wall and let the quiet happen.

		Her tits rose and fell with her breathing. The weight of them, the soft spread of them across her chest, the wide pale areolae catching the lamplight. One of her legs was still hooked over his thigh. His cock was softening against her hip, still large even now, slick, the evidence of what it had done sitting on her skin and between her thighs in a way the camera had recorded from six different angles and I had not looked away from once. I noted all of this the way I noted light. Factually. Without comment. My cock was still hard against my jeans and that was also just a fact.

		"I'm going to start the upload," I said.

		Neither of them moved. Martha made a small sound that was not a word.

		I crossed to the chair and lifted the camera strap over my head and set the camera on the seat. The cable was on the stool where I always left it. I plugged one end into the body and opened the laptop with the other and connected it and clicked confirm and the progress bar appeared at the bottom of the screen. Uploading. The counter ticked: one frame, three frames, seven. I straightened up and went to the kitchen.

		The whisky bottle was on the counter where we had left it before the second session. Three glasses. I poured them without measuring and carried them back down the hall with two in one hand and one in the other, and I came to the bedroom doorway and stopped.

		Marco had rolled to his side. Martha was on her back with her arm still over her eyes. And then he leaned down and kissed her.

		Not the way they had kissed during the session. His mouth on hers, unhurried, his hand moving up from her stomach to her jaw, tilting her face toward him. Her arm came off her eyes. Her hand found his jaw and both of them took their time with it, the lamp on them, the room silent except for the small sound of the kiss and the faint tick of the upload counter on the laptop.

		I stood in the doorway with three glasses of whisky and watched them and did not move.

		His mouth on hers in the quiet of the room they had just finished fucking in, nothing performed, no instruction, just the two of them in the lamplight deciding to do it before the evening ended. My chest did something. My cock was very hard.

		I said their names.

		Martha turned her head. Her dark hair was across her face and she pushed it back and looked at me, and the expression on her face was not guilt and it was not performance. It was just Martha, warm and a little undone and present. She took the glass I held out and sat up and her tits settled with the movement and she drank.

		"I need to clean up," she said.

		"You should," I said. I held out the second glass to Marco. "You too, before you drive."

		He took it. Drank. Looked at me over the rim with the steady dark eyes and the two days of stubble and the easy quality he always carried, and whatever passed between us in that look was not something either of us was going to name tonight.

		Martha was already off the bed, her weight shifting as she found her legs, her tits swaying as she crossed to the ensuite door. Marco set his glass on the nightstand and followed her in and the door clicked shut behind them.

		I set my glass on the stool beside the laptop and sat down in the chair.

		The upload was at sixty-three frames. The thumbnails had started populating in the left panel, the first rows already showing: Martha standing at the window, fully nude, Marco behind her, his hands on her hips. Then the bed, the two of them facing, his cock hard against her stomach. Then the floor sequence, Martha on her knees with her dark hair loose and her heavy tits hanging forward and Marco's hand in her hair. The sequence building from there, explicit in every frame, the poses giving way by the second row to something that had stopped being posed entirely by the time I had swapped to the 85mm.

		I picked up my glass and drank half of it without looking away from the screen.

		The water started on the other side of the bathroom door.

		The thumbnails kept coming. I went back to the beginning and scrolled through slowly, one at a time, finishing the glass somewhere around frame forty. I reached back to the stool without getting up, found the bottle, and poured. The later frames filled the bottom of the screen. Martha on Marco's lap, her back straight, her tits forward in the lamplight, his hands at her hips. Her face in the last ten frames was turned slightly away from the lens. Toward him. I had not noticed that at the time.

		I drank and looked at it and poured again.

		The water ran for a long time.

		I kept scrolling. The 85mm frames were at the bottom of the folder, the last fifty or so, and they were different from everything above them. The 35mm work had a nearness to it, a presence, the lens close enough that you could feel the room in every frame. The 85mm pulled back and compressed and what it gave you instead was weight. Martha's body filling the frame from across the room, every curve dense and specific in the lamplight. Her face in profile, her mouth open, her dark hair loose across the pillow. Marco's back, broad and defined, the muscle moving under the skin with each thrust. The geometry of two bodies that had stopped thinking about the camera entirely.

		I poured another and did not measure it.

		The water was still running. Underneath it, just below the threshold of the sound, something else. I was not certain at first. I sat with the glass halfway to my mouth and I listened and the water kept running and underneath it there was movement, the low percussion of the shower, and then Martha's voice, just a shape of sound through the door, not words, just the particular quality of it that I knew.

		I set the glass down.

		The upload had finished. One hundred and twelve frames, all transferred, the progress bar gone and the full folder sitting open on the screen. I was not looking at the screen.

		Her voice again. Clearer this time. Not loud. The kind of sound a woman makes when she is not performing it, when it comes out because it cannot stay in, low and involuntary and specific to exactly what is happening to her. I had heard that sound twice tonight already. Both times from across a room with a camera in my hands. There was no camera in my hands.

		I stood up.

		The chair scraped back and I was on my feet without deciding to be and I was standing in the middle of the bedroom with the laptop open on the stool and the whisky on the floor beside it and the bathroom door four metres away. The lamp threw its amber across the white duvet and the empty bed and the nightstand where Marco's glass was sitting with two fingers still in it.

		Her voice again. His, low and close, barely audible under the water.

		I crossed the room.

		My hand went to the door handle and I pressed the lever down and pushed and the door opened and the steam came out first, warm and thick, and then the light, low, the single bulb above the mirror, and then the sound of the water hitting tile and hitting skin, and then them.

		Martha's back was against the far wall of the shower, the glass door open, the water hitting them both from the side. Her legs were around Marco's waist. His forearms were flat against the tile either side of her head, his hips driving into her, her tits pressed against his chest and riding up with each thrust, the full heavy weight of them flattening and swelling. Her head was back against the tile and her mouth was open and her hands were on his shoulders and her fingers were white where they gripped.

		Neither of them looked at me.

		Neither of them knew I was there.

		Her voice broke on something and she turned her face into his neck and said his name against his skin, said it twice, and the second time it was not a word anymore, just a sound, just the shape her mouth made when she was too far gone for language. His hips kept moving. The water came down. Steam filled the top half of the room and the mirror above the sink was completely white and the single bulb above it threw everything in a low warm blur and my wife was being fucked against the shower wall by my best friend and I was standing in the doorway watching it with three whiskies in me and my cock so hard it hurt.

		I did not announce myself.

		I stood there for long enough that it was not accidental. Long enough to hear her tell him not to stop, the words coming out broken and wet against his shoulder. Long enough to see his pace change, harder, the sound of it louder than the water, her tits shaking with the force of it. Long enough to see her come, her whole body locking up against the tile, her legs pulling him in, the sound she made muffled in the skin of his neck and still loud enough to fill the bathroom and go through me like something physical.

		Then I pulled the door shut.

		The latch clicked. I stood on the other side of it with my hand still on the handle and the sounds still coming clearly through the door and my heart going very fast in my chest. The steam had followed me out in a thin curl. It dissipated against the cool air of the bedroom.

		I went back to the chair and sat down. Picked up the glass. Drank what was left in it and poured again and looked at the screen.

		The folder was open. I went straight to the bottom.

		The 85mm frames. The ones from the far wall, the ones where I had stopped directing and started just shooting what was in front of me. I clicked the first one and went full screen and my cock was already hard before the image loaded.

		Her on her back, him over her, his cock sunk into her to the root. That was the first thing. The size of it, the full obscene fact of it inside my wife, her pussy stretched around him in a way that even from across the room the 85mm had caught in complete detail. Her lips pulled wide. Slick. The wetness of her visible in every frame I clicked through, the specific shine of a woman who had been thoroughly fucked and was being fucked still and wanted more of it. I went through them fast, one after the other, her body in each one slightly different, a different angle, a different position, but the same central fact in every frame: the size of him, the wetness of her, the way she was taking all of it.

		I unzipped my jeans.

		The sounds through the bathroom door had not stopped.

		Movement and water and then her voice cutting through both: "hhh, yes," low at first, then not. The shower wall and his weight and whatever he was doing to her at that exact moment turning it into something she could not keep small. "Mmh, fuck, don't," and then the don't becoming "don't stop," run together into a single breathless instruction.

		My hand closed around my cock and I kept clicking.

		Her face. That was what kept stopping me. I would be looking at his cock in her and then I would look up at her face in the same frame and it would hit me somewhere different entirely. Not the expression she gave the lens. Not the steady dark-eyed patience of eleven years of sessions. Something that had been living behind that face the whole time and had just been let out. Her mouth open, her eyes half shut, looking up at him like he was the only thing in the room. Like I was not across it with a camera. Like there was nothing in the world except what he was doing to her and what she wanted him to keep doing.

		I stroked harder.

		His face when I had it. The restraint gone completely. Jaw set, eyes down on her, the focused specific look of a man who has wanted something for a long time and is no longer pretending he hasn't. The two of them looking at each other in the frames where I had caught it and the charge between their faces so dense you could feel it through the screen.

		"Ah, ah, Marco..."

		Her voice broke on his name and came back louder. The water came down. Something hit the tile, her hand or her head, a hollow knock and then she didn't care, "there, right there, don't you fucking stop," the words stacking up and losing their edges and becoming just sound, just the shape her mouth made when she was past the point of managing it.

		My fist moved fast.

		I had the screen in front of me and her voice in my ears and underneath both the memory running its own reel: her legs around his waist against the tile, her fingers white on his shoulders. Her face in the lamplight when he kissed her before I said their names. The way she had crossed to the bathroom door without looking back.

		"Hhng..." A sound that was not a word. Then: "inside me, I want," and the rest of it lost under the water and the rhythm of it and another sound that was just her, just the noise of my wife being fucked exactly the way she wanted to be fucked by a man who was not me, loud and unguarded and completely real.

		I came.

		Violent and total, my whole body locking up in the chair, jaw clenched, completely silent while she was anything but, the orgasm tearing through me from the base of the spine outward while her voice crested on the other side of the door and cracked and she said his name one more time in a way that was not language at all.

		Then it was done.

		I sat in the chair with my hand in my lap and my heart slamming in my chest. The sounds through the door dropped to something lower. Water. His voice, close and quiet. Hers answering. The particular ease of two people coming back down together.

		I reached for the glass and drank.

		The screen was still open on the last frame. Her face, his jaw, the two of them looking at each other from two inches apart with the session finished and nothing left to perform. I cleaned up with the hem of my shirt and zipped up and sat back and looked at it.

		I poured the last of the bottle and waited for the door to open.
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		Ido not know when I fell asleep.

		One moment the laptop screen was in front of me, the photos of the two of them still running in sequence, her face turned up toward Marco's with her mouth open and her dark hair spread across the pillow. Then the screen is dark and the glass is still in my hand and the room is completely quiet and I am somewhere between here and nowhere, heavy in the chair, my head dropped to one side against the leather.

		The whisky is gone. I know that without checking. My mouth has the specific dryness of a man who has been drinking steadily and then stopped without meaning to.

		The room is dark. The curtains hold the streetlight out almost completely. I can make out the shape of the bed, the white of the duvet, the low dark frame, and nothing else. I do not know what time it is. I do not know how long they were in the bathroom. I do not know if they are still there.

		I close my eyes again.

		The leather chair holds me the way it always does: wide and deep, the arms at exactly the right height, the kind of chair that has memorised the shape of a man over years of use. My hands are loose in my lap. The glass is between my palms, tipped slightly, nothing left in it. The inside of my trousers is cold and damp against my skin and I register this the way I register everything right now, from a long way back, through the specific fog of too much whisky and not enough sleep and everything that has happened in this room tonight.

		My cock is soft. I note this. It has done what it was going to do and is done now, and the rest of me is following it down.

		I sleep.
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		THE DOOR.

		I surface on the sound of it, not all the way, just enough to know I have heard something. The bedroom door, opening. The small change in air pressure that comes when the seal breaks and the hallway comes in. My eyes do not open. I am still mostly under, the chair still holding me, but some part of me registers the sound and files it.

		Voices. Low. Martha's first, her particular register when she is keeping her voice down, which is not a whisper but something just above it, the tone she uses when she is trying not to wake me.

		"You've had too much to drive. Stay."

		A pause. Then Marco, lower still, something I cannot catch.

		"David's in the chair anyway." Her voice, flat and practical, the same voice she uses to tell me the plumber is coming Tuesday. "Take the bed."

		The floor. The soft sound of bare feet crossing the boards. The mattress shifting its weight.

		I do not move.

		The darkness behind my eyes is warm and total and I am aware of the voices and the movement the way you are aware of things in a half-dream: present, registered, not yet requiring a response. The duvet. The specific sound of it being pulled back. The mattress again, settling under a second weight. Then her weight beside it, the frame adjusting, the sheets pulled across.

		A low sound from one of them. Settling. Then nothing.

		I am looking at the ceiling of some room that is not this room. I am somewhere behind the glass, behind the lens, and the frame is full of something I cannot quite resolve. The shutter is running but the images are not coming through. I press my eye harder against the viewfinder.

		The mattress settles and goes quiet.

		I drift back down.
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		THE SECOND TIME I SURFACE it is different.

		Not the door this time. Not a voice. A sound that does not need interpretation: the rhythm of the bed, the specific creak of the frame at the head, low and regular, and underneath it Martha breathing in a way I know. Not sleeping. Not talking. Something else entirely.

		Hh. Soft. Caught in the back of her throat.

		Then again. Hh... hh.

		I am awake before I have decided to be.

		My head is still against the leather. My eyes are not open. I hold completely still because moving is a decision I have not made yet and until I make it, keeping still is the only thing I have.

		The rhythm is slow. Building. Marco's breathing in the gaps between hers: controlled, deliberate, the breathing of a man concentrating on something. A low sound from him. Not words. Just weight and air.

		Hff.

		The headboard shifts against the wall. Once, then settling into a pattern.

		My cock is hard.

		I sit in the dark with it and do not move and do not open my eyes and do not make a sound, and the sounds from the bed come across the two metres between us and there is nothing between me and them. No camera. No frame. No lens to put my eye to and no shutter to press and no professional purpose to hide behind. Just the chair and the dark and the sound of my wife and the specific unhurried rhythm of a man who has all night and knows it.

		Martha's breath catches. Once, hard. Oh... Then settles back into the rhythm.

		The room is very dark and very quiet around the sounds it is making, and I sit in it and do not move, and the sounds keep coming, and then they slow, and then they stop.

		A long exhalation from the bed. Then the sound of them settling, the sheets, the duvet, a murmur from one of them too quiet to catch. Then the breathing of two people winding down toward sleep, slow and even, running in the same rhythm.

		It works on me the way the whisky did.

		My eyes are already closed. The chair has me. The breathing in the room is deep and steady and even, and it reaches me across the dark and pulls, and I go where it takes me.

		The third time there is no drifting up from the bottom of anything.

		I am simply awake, completely, the chair solid under me and the room dark and a sound cutting through the dark that my body understands before my mind does. Not the slow creak of before. Something harder. The headboard against the wall, irregular, driven. And underneath it Martha: not the soft caught sounds of before but something open and climbing, hh, hh, hh, the breath coming out of her in a rhythm that matches the rhythm of the bed.

		My eyes open.

		I can see them. Not clearly, not in detail, but the shape of it is unmistakable in the dark: Martha on her knees on the bed, her back to me, her hands gripping the sheet in front of her, and Marco behind her, upright, his hands at her hips, and the movement between them that needs no interpretation at all.

		The camera is on the stool beside me. I do not pick it up.

		I sit in the leather chair and look at my wife on her knees in my bed and I do not move and I do not make a sound. My cock is hard in my trousers already, pressing against the damp fabric. I note this the way I note everything: factually, without comment.

		Marco's hands tighten on her hips and his pace changes, harder, and the sound of it fills the room. The wet sound of it. The sound of his body meeting hers, the specific percussion of it loud and close in the dark, again and again, no hesitation in it.

		Hh. Martha, breath forced out of her on impact.

		Hh... hh.

		His hands pull her back to meet him and she goes, her back arching, her ass rising to take him, and the sound of that changes too: wetter, deeper, a low obscene slap that fills the room and sits in my chest.

		Marco's breathing, short and hard. A low sound from him, not words, just effort and want.

		Hff.

		"So fucking good," he says. Low, close against her ear, rough at the edges. Not a conversation. Just the thing coming out of him because it has to. "Your pussy is so fucking good."

		Martha makes a sound that is not a word.

		His hips keep driving. The headboard finds the wall in a hard knock and finds it again. Her tits are moving with it, the full heavy swing of them forward and back with every thrust, and I can see that from here, the shape of it, and I sit with what I am seeing and I do not look away.

		"Christ." His voice, strained now. "The things I have done to this ass in my head."

		Oh god. Her voice breaking up around it. Oh god...

		"Every time you walked away from me." A thrust that pushes a sharp sound out of her. "Every time. Eleven years of watching this ass and keeping my hands off it."

		Hh, fuck, hh...

		"Tell me you knew." His grip shifting, one hand coming up her spine. "Tell me you fucking knew."

		"I knew." Just air. "I knew, I knew..."

		A low sound from him, something satisfied and hungry at once. His pace does not slow. If anything it finds something harder and more deliberate, and the wet sound of him inside her is loud and the room is loud with it and Martha is not managing anything anymore, just making the sounds she makes, open and unguarded and nothing like any sound I have heard in eleven years.

		Ah, ah, ah...

		"You wanted it." Not a question.

		"Yes." Barely a word.

		"How long."

		"...yes." The wrong answer, or the only answer. Her hips rolling back to meet him. "God, yes."

		"Dirty girl." Low, almost to himself, his mouth at the back of her neck. "Letting me fuck you in his bed. Letting me fuck this perfect pussy in his bed."

		Martha's head drops forward and she makes a sound I have no name for, high and loose, oh fuck, oh fuck, and pushes back against him, taking all of it.

		I am not breathing.

		My cock is straining against my trousers, hard and untouched, and I sit in the dark with my hands flat on the arms of the chair and I watch the shape of them moving in my bed and I do not move and do not make a sound and do not look away.

		"These tits." His hand sliding around and under her, cupping the full heavy weight of one breast, the swing of it, gripping it. "I have wanted to grab these tits since the first time I saw you. Wanted to get my hands on them and never let go."

		Hh, yes, yes...

		"Tell me," he says. His voice has gone rough, stripped of everything careful. "Tell me how it feels."

		Her breathing breaks up around the words as they come out.

		"So full." A sharp sound, oh, and then: "I have never been this full. Never."

		He groans against her neck.

		"You're the best fuck I've ever had." Her voice dropped to something just above a whisper, completely certain, the voice of a woman saying a true thing out loud for the first time. "The best. The biggest. The..."

		The words break apart. The rhythm is too hard for words now.

		Hh, hh, oh, hh...

		The headboard is loud against the wall and the room is loud and I am sitting in the chair two metres away and I am not breathing and I am harder than I have been all night and there is nothing I can do with any of it except sit here and take it.

		The sounds keep coming.

		The rhythm does not slow.

		Then her voice drops to a whisper.

		Not quieter because she is done. Quieter because what she is saying is not for the room. It is for him, close against his ear, and I can hear it anyway because the room is dark and still and two metres is nothing.

		"I want to feel you come," she says. "I want to feel it inside me."

		The words arrive in my chest before my mind has them.

		"Fill me up." Her hips rolling back against him, slow and deliberate, taking him deep. "I want to feel you fill me up."

		I come in my trousers without a single touch.

		Silently, completely, my whole body locking up in the leather chair, jaw clenched, hands flat and hard on the arms, everything contracting at once and then releasing in a long slow wave while my wife whispers to another man two metres away in my bed. No sound comes out of me. Nothing moves. I sit in the chair and it happens to me and I let it happen and when it is done I am still sitting in the same position in the dark and the room is exactly as it was.

		On the bed neither of them notice.

		Marco's hands pull her hips back hard and his rhythm breaks apart, ragged and uncontrolled, the headboard loud and irregular against the wall, and Martha is loud with it, past whispering, past anything careful.

		Yes, yes, there, don't stop, yes...

		"You want it," he says, strained, his voice barely holding together. "Tell me you want it."

		"Inside me." Her hips driving back against him, taking all of it, every thrust. "Come inside me, come inside me, I want to feel it, I want..."

		Ah, ah, oh fuck, yes...

		Her voice climbing and breaking apart and then she comes, long and hard, her whole body dropping forward into the sheets, and Marco follows her down, buried deep, his hands pulling her back onto him one last time and holding her there, and his sound when he finishes is low and long and pressed into the back of her neck.

		Then Martha, barely a whisper, her face in the pillow.

		"I can feel it," she says. "God... I can feel it."

		A low sound from him. His weight settling over her back.

		"All of it," she says. "I can feel all of it inside me."

		She exhales, long and slow, and her body goes completely loose beneath him.

		They are still.

		The room goes quiet around them. Just their breathing, heavy at first, gradually slowing, and the soft sounds of the sheets as they settle into each other. A murmur from him. One short syllable from her. Then nothing.

		I sit in the wet dark in the leather chair and look at the ceiling.

		My chest is doing something I have no name for. Not regret. Not doubt. Something closer to the feeling of a man who drew a blueprint and built the thing exactly to spec and is now standing inside it finding the walls are higher and the air is different from anything the blueprint told him to expect. It arrives. I sit with it. Then it settles, and what is left is just the room and the dark and the slow deep sound of their breathing.

		It finds the same rhythm as before. It works on me the same way.

		My eyes close. The chair holds me. The breathing comes across the dark, slow and even, his and hers together, and underneath it, threaded through it, my wife's specific cadence, the sound I have fallen asleep beside for eleven years, coming now from somewhere that is not beside me at all.

		I follow it down anyway.
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		The grey light came first.

		Flat and even through the linen curtains, the kind of light that does not announce itself, just arrives and fills the room slowly. My neck had locked where my head had dropped sideways in the chair. My lower back ached. The whisky glass was on its side on the rug, the last of it long dried into the fibres.

		My jeans were cold and stiff.

		That came back immediately.

		I did not move. I let the grey settle around me and let my ears catch what they were already hearing, what had already been running under my sleep for however long, woven into it like weather.

		Movement from the bed. The slow, low tick of the frame. And Martha's breathing, changed from sleep, lower and more deliberate, the specific quality of it I knew from eleven years of lying beside her, except now it had a shape to it that matched the rhythm of the man she was lying against.

		I turned my head.

		They were facing me.

		Martha was on her side closest to the window, her back against Marco's chest, both of them turned outward so that the grey light fell directly across her face and throat and the front of her body. His arm was wrapped across her, his hand cupped around her upper breast from below, holding the full heavy weight of it in his palm. His hips moved in long, slow pushes and her hips rolled back to meet each one, a small rearward press of her ass against his pelvis, and her breast moved in his hand with each thrust and his fingers tightened on it and spread again.

		Her face was pointed toward me, toward the window, toward the grey morning light.

		Her eyes were closed.

		Her lips were parted.

		"Mmh." Low. Soft. The sound of something arriving and being received without resistance.

		His hips pressed forward again and her mouth opened a little more and his thumb moved across her nipple and she made a short involuntary sound in her throat, a sound that started as breath and became something else halfway through.

		"Hnnh."

		Not loud. Not performing. Just the sound a woman makes when a man she has been sleeping against all night moves inside her in the morning and her body is still soft from sleep and offers no argument.

		His mouth was at her ear. He said something I could not fully hear, a low murmur pressed against the side of her head, and Martha's chin tilted upward and her hand came up and covered his where it held her breast and she pressed his fingers tighter into her skin.

		"Again," she said. Just that. Barely above a whisper, her lips barely moving.

		He obliged. His hips drew back and pushed forward with a little more weight and her breast rolled in his hand and she exhaled a long, soft, shaking breath all the way out.

		I sat completely still in the chair.

		My cock was hard against the denim. I left my hands flat on the armrests.

		The morning light fell across her face and I looked at it the way I had looked at ten thousand photographs of her, except this was not a photograph and I was not behind the glass. Her cheek pressed into the pillow. Her dark hair loose and tangled across the white linen. The line of her throat, the soft curve of her jaw, both lit clean by the grey window light. Her heavy breast in Marco's hand, the pale skin compressing between his fingers where he held her, the large areola dark in the low light, the nipple pulled into a tight, hard point.

		His thumb ran across it again.

		"Oh." Her lips barely moved. "Oh, that."

		He did it again. Slower.

		"Mmhh. Yes."

		His hips kept their pace. Long and even and unhurried, the pace of a man who is not finished and knows it, who has all morning and means to use it. His mouth moved from her ear to the back of her neck and she tilted her head forward to give him more of it and his lips pressed into the nape and she made a sound that was half sigh and half something closer to a word that did not make it all the way out.

		"Last night," she breathed. A pause. Another slow push from his hips and the breath came out in a short push. "Last night was—"

		"I know," he said. Low. Close to her ear.

		"I want it again." Her voice was soft and completely certain. "I want this again. Properly."

		His arm tightened across her. His hand full of her breast pressed her back harder against his chest and his hips moved and she said "mm" and then "yes" and then nothing for a while, just the sound of her breathing climbing.

		I had been watching my wife's face for eleven years.

		I had watched it across dinner tables and in the grey of early mornings and through the viewfinder of a camera in afternoon light that turned her skin to gold. I knew every version of it. The version that was patient, the version that was amused, the version that was deciding something, the version that gave nothing away, which was most of them.

		This version I did not know.

		This was the face without any of it. No management. No surface. Just what was underneath, arriving without permission in the grey morning light with a man's hand on her breast and his cock moving slow and deep inside her. Her brow faintly creased. Her lips soft and open. Her dark eyes still closed, turned inward, her whole attention on what was happening in her body and nothing else.

		"Hnnhh." Her hips rolled back hard to meet his and then she did it again and Marco made a low sound against her neck and his grip on her breast shifted, his hand moving to cup the full underside of it, lifting the weight of it, his thumb pressing slow circles around the tight hard nipple.

		Her thighs pressed together around whatever she could reach.

		"Don't stop," she said. "Don't stop, don't stop—"

		"Shh." His voice close. His hips steady. "I've got you."

		"Mmhh." Her hand found his forearm again and held. "Again. Just like that, just—"

		"I know."

		"Marco." His name, barely a breath.

		"I know," he said again, against her hair this time, and his hips drove forward with the same patient unhurried weight and her mouth came fully open and the sound that came out ran long and low and uncontrolled across the quiet room.

		I sat in the dark chair in my cold clothes with my hands on the armrests.

		The frame ticked. The light grew. Martha's face in the grey morning was the most exposed thing I had ever seen.

		Her breath went silent first.

		That was how I knew. The sounds had been building for the last few minutes, climbing in small increments, her voice looser and less controlled with each slow thrust, and then all of it stopped at once. Her whole body locked. Her hand crushed Marco's forearm. Her head pressed back hard against his chest and her hips ground backward and held there, fully seated, taking every inch of him, and for two full seconds the room was completely quiet.

		Then she broke.

		"Hhnnnh, oh god, oh..."

		Her hips rolled in tight circles, working through it, and Marco's arm pulled her hard against his chest and his mouth pressed into the side of her face and he held her through the whole length of it, steady and unmoving, letting her use him. Her breast shook in his hand. Her thighs clenched and released and clenched again. The sounds she made were low and helpless and entirely her own and she did not try to stop a single one of them.

		It ran for a long time.

		When it finished she went soft all at once, her whole body releasing, a long shaking exhale leaving her from somewhere deep. Her hand loosened on his forearm. Her hips stilled.

		"Mmh." A small, spent sound. "Mmhh."

		Marco's lips moved at her temple. He said something too low to hear. She laughed once, short and unsteady, the laugh of a woman surprised by the scale of something, and turned her face into his chest.

		His hips had not stopped.

		Slower now, deeper, working with more deliberate weight, and Martha's spent body answered him anyway, a small helpless roll of her hips back against each push, her breath starting to climb again almost before it had settled.

		"Oh no," she said softly. Not a protest. Just acknowledgement.

		"Mm." His hips pressed forward and held.

		"Oh." Her fingers tightened again on his arm. "Oh, you... hhh."

		He moved with purpose now, the patience of earlier still in it but with more weight behind each thrust, his hand on her breast pressing her back flush against his chest, and Martha's face turned upward toward the ceiling with her lips parted and her dark eyes half open and unfocused and her whole expression stripped to nothing but what was happening in her body right now, in this grey morning, in this bed.

		"Inside me," she breathed. Her voice was wrecked and certain. "When you... I want to feel you. Inside me."

		"Yeah," he said. Against her hair. Low and close.

		"Promise me."

		"Yeah." His hips drove forward. "I promise."

		Her head fell back against his shoulder.

		He came with his face pressed into the back of her neck, a single low sound forced out through his chest, his hips locked hard against her and his whole body rigid for a long moment before the tension left him in slow degrees. Martha held his forearm in both hands and kept him there, her hips pressed back, taking all of it, her own breath going short and sharp at the feel of him spending inside her.

		They did not move for a long time after.

		The grey light had grown to something close to white. The room was quiet except for their breathing, slowing together, falling into the same rhythm. His hand was still on her breast, no longer gripping, just resting. Her hands were still loosely around his forearm. They lay in the sheets and the light and the smell of the room and neither of them spoke.

		I sat in the chair.

		My hands were on the armrests. My back ached. My cock was hard and going nowhere and I left it. The room felt very large and very still and I understood in a way I could not have prepared for that what I had just watched had nothing to do with photography. It had nothing to do with the shoot or the frame or the light or anything I had organised and set in motion. It had happened without me. I had been six feet away in a leather chair and it had happened without me the way weather happens without anyone's permission.

		I did not know what to do with that yet.

		Marco moved first. He pressed his lips once to the back of Martha's neck, soft and deliberate, and then he sat up slowly. He looked at her for a moment, her back bare and warm in the morning light, her hair tangled across the pillow. Then he looked across the room at me.

		We looked at each other.

		No joke came. Neither of us reached for one. He just looked at me with his dark eyes steady and level, and I looked back, and whatever needed to pass between us passed in about four seconds without either of us saying a word.

		He got up.

		He found his trousers at the foot of the bed and stepped into them. His shirt was on the floor and he pulled it on and left it open, the same way he had worn it the night before. He did not hurry. He was not performing ease either: he moved through the room the way he moved through everything, deliberate and present, a man doing a thing he had decided to do.

		He came around to Martha's side of the bed.

		She had turned onto her back when he sat up, the sheet at her hips, her hair loose all around her on the pillow, her heavy breasts settling across her chest in the morning light. She watched him come around and did not pull the sheet up and did not look away. Her dark eyes on his face, steady and unhurried.

		He sat on the edge of the bed beside her.

		His hands cupped her face. Both of them, careful and complete, her jaw in his palms, his thumbs resting against her cheekbones. He tilted her face up toward his and looked at her for a moment before he kissed her. Not brief. Not a goodbye peck. A long, full, real kiss, his hands holding her face like something worth holding, her hand coming up to rest against his wrist.

		When he pulled back he did not go far. His forehead came to rest against hers. His eyes were closed.

		"I would never hurt you," he said. Low and even. A fact, not a reassurance.

		Martha's hands came up and held his face the way he had held hers. Both palms against his jaw. Her thumbs against his cheekbones. She looked at him for a long moment.

		Then she let him go.

		He stood. He picked his jacket up from the floor beside the chair and looked at me again. His eyes held mine for a second and they were warm and clear and carried everything we were not going to say to each other, everything that would wait until we were standing in a kitchen somewhere with beers in our hands and enough distance on this to breathe around it.

		"See you, man," he said.

		A short nod.

		Then he walked out of the bedroom and down the hall and the front door opened and closed with a soft, final, ordinary click.

		The apartment went quiet.

		The quiet settled over the apartment like something physical.

		Not uncomfortable. Not charged. Just the specific silence of a space from which one person has recently left, the air still slightly reorganised by their absence, the front door's click still present somewhere in the walls.

		Martha had not moved. She was on her back with the sheet at her hips and her hair spread loose on the pillow and the white morning light falling flat across her chest. Her breasts lay heavy and soft across her ribcage, the large pale areolae pointing gently outward, the nipples still tight from the cold air of the room. There was a redness at her hip where Marco's hand had gripped her. A faint mark at her throat. She was not looking at the ceiling. She was looking at me.

		I got up from the chair.

		My body took a moment to remember how to do it, the stiffness in my back and neck making the first few seconds ungainly, and I crossed the room and sat on the bed beside her. Not at the foot of it. Beside her, close enough that my hip was against hers through the sheet, close enough to reach her. My forearms on my knees, my hands loose, looking at her face.

		"Are you alright?" I said.

		"Yes." No pause.

		"Good."

		A beat.

		"Are you?" she said.

		I let out a short breath. "My back feels like I slept in a chair, which I did. My mouth tastes like the bottom of a whisky glass, which it is." I looked at her. "And I have never felt better in my life."

		The corner of her mouth moved. Not quite a smile. The thing before a smile, the decision to allow one.

		I reached out and moved a strand of dark hair from her face. It had fallen across her cheek and I lifted it with two fingers and set it back behind her ear and my hand stayed there for a moment, my palm against the side of her face, her jaw warm and smooth against my skin. She did not move into it or away from it. She just let it be there, her dark eyes on mine, steady and present and giving me the full weight of her attention.

		I lowered my hand.

		She was still watching me. Her dark eyes direct, the sheet at her hips, her bare chest rising and falling evenly. She looked like herself: unhurried, present, giving nothing away that she had not decided to give. The marks on her skin. The loose dark hair. The specific heaviness of her body in the morning light, soft and warm and thoroughly used and entirely unashamed of any of it.

		She looked like someone I had been married to for eleven years and someone I had never seen before, both at once, in the same face.

		"I need to say something," she said.

		"Okay."

		She shifted against the pillow, settling herself slightly more upright, the sheet slipping lower on her hips. Her breasts moved with the adjustment and stilled. Her eyes stayed on mine.

		"I never understood it," she said. "Your fantasy. What you wanted from it." A short pause, choosing the words with her usual precision. "I understood what you wanted to see. I understood what it did for you. But I didn't understand what it was supposed to be for me. I thought that didn't matter. I thought I was doing it for you and that was reason enough and it was."

		She stopped. Looked at the window for a moment, then back at me.

		"I understand it now."

		The room was very quiet.

		"Martha."

		"I'm not explaining it," she said. "I'm just telling you that I get it. I get what it is. I didn't before and I do now and I thought you should know that."

		I looked at her face. The face I had pointed a camera at more times than I could count, the face I had spent eleven years learning from the outside, from behind the glass, through the viewfinder of a 35mm prime in afternoon light. I had thought I knew all of it. Every version, every surface, every expression she kept for me and the few she kept entirely for herself.

		This morning she had made a face I had never seen. In the grey light, with Marco's hand on her breast and his cock moving slow and deep inside her, her whole expression stripped back to something that lived underneath everything I knew. Unguarded in a way the camera had never caught because the camera had never been in the right place, because the right place was a leather chair in the dark with no glass between us.

		I had not been the photographer this morning.

		I had just been a man watching his wife.

		I looked at her for a long moment.

		"Would you consider other shoots?" I said. "Other men?"

		The words sat in the air between us.

		Martha looked at me. Her expression did not change and did not perform not changing: it was just still, her dark eyes level, holding the question the way she held everything, weighing it without hurry in some interior place I had no access to.

		Four seconds. Five.

		The corner of her mouth moved.

		"When are you thinking?" she said.
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		Epilogue
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		The kitchen light was on and the rest of the apartment was dark.

		I had the laptop open on the table and my coffee to the left of it and I was going through the frames one at a time, full screen, the way I always did when I wanted to do it properly. The coffee had gone slightly cool. I didn't care. The photos were good and they had most of my attention.

		Forty-seven frames left to consider. I was working through them one at a time.

		He had her on her back in this one, her legs up, his hands flat on the backs of her thighs, pushing them wide. The light fell across Martha the way I had set it up to fall and the composition was good because the composition was always good now. I had gotten better at this particular subject than I had been at anything in my life.

		I heard her before I saw her — the bedroom door, her feet on the hall floor, the soft sound of the robe she had not tied. She came through the kitchen doorway and the light caught her as she moved through it.

		The robe was hanging off her shoulders and fully open. Her breasts moved with each step — heavy, swaying, the large pale areolae marked dark with fingerprints where his hands had been hard on her. Both breasts. He had gripped her there and not been careful about it and the marks were sitting right there on her skin, four distinct pressure points on the left, a deep thumbprint on the right where he had dug in. Her belly was still sheened with sweat. Her dark hair was down and in one place, above her right ear, it had dried stiff. There was more of it caught in the crease where her left breast met her chest, a thin pale line she had not cleaned away.

		She crossed to the coffee machine. On her way past she glanced at the screen — one frame, two seconds — and then leaned down and kissed the top of my head. Her breast swung forward as she bent and the marks on it were right at eye level and I looked at them and said nothing.

		She pressed the button on the machine.

		"He was rough," she said. Not a complaint. A fact, delivered to the coffee machine.

		I looked at her back, the open robe, the curve of her shoulder. "Seemed like you liked it."

		She turned around. The robe was still open and she made no move to close it. The kitchen light was on her chest, on the marks, on the dried evidence of the evening sitting in the crease of her breast. The corner of her mouth moved.

		"I didn't complain," she said. "Just stating facts."

		"High praise from you."

		She held my gaze for a moment, something warm moving behind her dark eyes, and then the machine finished and she turned to pour her cup.

		"Was he bigger than last time?" I said.

		She considered this with the same seriousness she gave everything. "Different," she said.

		"That's not an answer."

		"It's the accurate one." She picked up her cup. "Does it matter?"

		I looked at the screen. The frame that was up was Martha mid-orgasm, his hands hard on her breasts, her face completely gone. "No," I said. "Not really."

		She came to the table and set her free hand on my shoulder and looked at the screen with me for a moment. I could smell the evening on her — sweat and sex and the particular warmth of her skin after. Her breast was at the edge of my vision, the marks on it dark and specific.

		"Did they turn out good, honey?"

		"Very good ones," I said. "Some of the best."

		She made the small satisfied sound that meant a thing had gone well and could be filed. Then: "You say that every time."

		"I mean it every time."

		She squeezed my shoulder once and moved to the sofa. She curled into the far end of it in the open robe and picked up her phone and the apartment settled back into its quiet.

		I looked at the folder name. A string of numbers. I needed the name for it.

		"What was his name again?" I said. "Kieran?"

		"Kieran," she said, without looking up.

		"Just checking. I need it for the file."

		A beat. Then, still looking at her phone: "Of course you do."

		I typed it. The folder named itself and I moved it into the directory.

		Eleven of them now. Eleven folders, eleven names, eleven dates. They sat in a column on the screen, neat and ordered, each one a night like this one — the kitchen light, the cool coffee, Martha coming in from the bedroom in the open robe with the evidence of the evening still on her skin.

		I looked at the list for a moment.

		Then I closed the laptop and picked up my coffee and drank what was left of it.

		The sofa shifted. The sound of her phone going face-down on the cushion beside her.

		"Don't forget Marco is coming Sunday," she said. Casual. The same tone she used for the dry cleaning, the heating, the plumber. "I told him afternoon."

		I looked at the dark rectangle of the closed laptop.

		"I won't forget," I said.

		Behind me she picked her phone back up. The apartment was quiet and the kitchen light was still on.
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		Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

		

	
		

		Did you love She Forgot I Was Watching? Then you should read Expat Hotwife - Entering Paradise by Elyse McCormick!
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		Rachel buried her wild side when she got pregnant, married Tom, became the mother everyone expected. Twenty-three years of faithful marriage. Twenty-three years of being Mom first, wife second, herself never.​

		Then Tom gets a year teaching in Bali. Paradise. Freedom. A chance to escape.​

		And Tom has a confession. He wants Rachel to reclaim what she lost. He wants her to be with  other men. With his permission. His encouragement. His hunger to watch her come alive again.​

		Rachel starts carefully. A look here. A touch there. But the tropical heat makes boundaries melt

		Every time she returns to Tom more alive. Every confession makes him harder..​

		But freedom in paradise has consequences. The woman she's becoming might not recognize the woman she used to be

		Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.
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		About the Author

		

		Elyse McCormick writes erotica that doesn't whisper, it moans and lingers. Born in Norway from a Norwegian mon and a Britisk dad, she mixes dry British humor with Nordic boldness, telling stories that push past the polite. By day she's a marketing director; by night, her search history would make you blush.

		Single by choice, fuelled by tea, whisky, and cold swims, Elyse writes for women who want it real and men who can handle a woman who takes what she wants. If you like your heat honest and filthy, you're in the right place.

		Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.
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		About the Publisher

		

		At Strangelove, we believe passion knows no bounds. Specialising in bold, beautifully written erotic and romance fiction, Strangelove celebrates desire in all its forms — for every gender, every orientation, and every kink. Our books are crafted to ignite imaginations, break taboos, and offer unforgettable journeys into love, lust, and everything in between. Whether you're seeking tender romance, daring exploration, or unapologetic heat, you'll find a home — and a thrill — with Strangelove.

		Read more at Strangelove’s site.
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