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Chapter 1

ow can they possibly lay you off?" Jen

"Hshrieked.

"I don't know," I shrugged. "They just did."

I tried to hide the depression that was sinking deep within me, but I doubted I was doing very well.

Focusing on taking another breath was all I could do to stop myself from crying.

"But you swept up the awards at the Press Association last month," Jen griped. "It doesn't make any sense!"

"I guess they don't care about awards. Half the reporters take photos on their phones now, and that's just good enough for them."

"But it's not!"

"It's a lot cheaper," I explained.

"Maybe you can get a job at another newspaper?"

"I doubt it. They're all dying," I muttered. "Same with magazines. Everything these days is amateurs with their damned phones."

"What are we going to do?" Jen whimpered.

"I don't know," I sighed.

I collapsed onto the couch.

This whole thing really was a disaster. Jen had her hours cut last year, and we had been barely scraping by. We have already started dipping into our little savings, and I doubt what's left would hold us over for very long.

I watched as Jen's cheeks began to redden, and her eyes seemed to swell up. I knew tears would soon start pouring. That was the last thing I needed, mainly because I was sure to break down with her.

"I'm sure I can find plenty of freelance work," I said, trying to sound optimistic. "I always wanted to start my own studio anyway."

"You're right. That job kept you tied down," Jen declared. "I bet you'll do better without them."

I got the feeling Jen was now the one trying to sound positive for my benefit. Either way, it didn't help.

A month later, I sat in my studio. Actually, it used to be the basement rec room of our home. I stared at the selection of new umbrella lights that I had purchased and wondered why I had wasted the money.

When I left the paper, I had most of the equipment needed to kick out on my own. However, the more I failed to get the business started, the more it seemed like I was missing something vital that would let this venture take off.

I spent, and I spent. Our savings dwindled, and I had more than I could ever use in my new photo studio. Well, everything except customers.

So far, I had only gotten a few odd jobs from our friends. I'm sure it was mostly because they felt sorry for us, but we were in no position to be picky.

There was a ten-year-old's birthday party.

"Hey Ted, I wanted to thank you for hiring me for this," I said.

"Don't mention it," Ted shrugged. He grabbed a fist full of miniature candy packets and flung them across the backyard to distract some of the devilish children.

"Well, I'm sure you're overpaying for a birthday party."

"Are you kidding?" Ted laughed. "You brought Jen! Crap, without her, these monsters would have already revolted on me. There is no price you can put on her help."

"Yea," I grinned.

Jen wore a little yellow and green summer dress.

She was lovely and caught my eye when I was focused behind the camera lens. I noticed Ted checking her out on a few occasions too, but who could blame him?

My wife also had a small following of a half dozen young men who traveled close behind her. She was a bit out of a ten-year-old's league, but their budding hopes wouldn't let them give up. Besides, Jen didn't seem to mind having a band of helpers who were all eager to do anything she asked.

"Still," I sighed. "You really didn't need me here." I tapped my camera and felt far more useless than the assistant I had brought along.

"Oh, no!" Ted roared. "You're the most important one here. Well, other than the birthday boy," he cringed.

"I seriously doubt that," I frowned.

"I'm counting on you." Ted slapped a hand over my shoulder. "Did you notice Rachael isn't here? She's off on another business trip with her 'boss,'" he said with harsh air quotes. "After we separated, you would think she would drop the code and just say she's spending the weekend in the Poconos sucking off her boss."

"Sorry about that," I frowned a little more.

"You're the best photographer I know. I was hoping you could work your magic and make this disaster look like the most awesome day of Adrian's life. I want to show those pictures to Rachael so she'll regret not being here for her son. I want to post them everywhere, so they'll be like little daggers stabbing her soulless heart each time she sees them."

"Sure, sure," I nodded. "That's a little twisted, don't you think?"

Ted snatched up another batch of candy and flung it across the yard.

"Maybe," he grinned. "Sending these monsters foraging for their candy seems twisted, too, but I'm sure it's the right thing to do."

I also got a job doing school photos for some homeschooled kids. Possibly the best assignment thus far was action shots at an annual company picnic.

They planned on posting them on their website to help attract applicants. I might even get some credit for that one, though, at this point, I really wished they had a job I was qualified to apply for instead.

Chapter 2

ello?" I questioned.

"HIt wasn't often someone would appear at my front door. Even less often, perhaps never, I would open that door to find a pretty young lady on the other side.

"Hi. You wouldn't happen to be Mick? I mean, Mitchel Sedrick?" she asked.

The young lady knew my name but not my face.

That struck me as a little odd.

I peeked out beyond her frail frame, expecting that she may have been sent as a joke by one of my buddies. However, no one else was in sight. Not even in the bushes; I checked.

Perhaps this woman worked for the police or IRS; I should deny all knowledge of this Mitchel person. However, I don't think I was in any sort of trouble, at least not yet.

Then, at last, it occurred to me. This young lady must be a friend of my wife's. Of course, Jen would have mentioned me in passing, and that's why this woman knew my name and where I lived even when we had never met.

The woman's face was beginning to twist into a curiously fearful state. After all, people generally expected a question like, "What's your name?" to be something someone could easily answer. However, I stood silent and dumbfounded in front of her for so long it was becoming dreadfully awkward.

"Umm, yea," I muttered. "That's me, but you can call me Mick."

"Oh great!" the woman sighed. "I'm Kristy."

"Nice to meet you," I nodded. "I'm afraid Jen is out right now, and I don't know when to expect her back."

"Jen?"

"My wife," I puzzled. "That's who you're here to see?"

"Oh, no. I came to talk to you." Kristy's cheeks blushed the softest of pinks. "I wanted to hire you. For a photo shoot."

Yes! Yes! Yes! At last, my reputation precedes me, and I'm not just being thrown scraps by my friends. I knew all the piles of money I threw into social media ads wouldn't be for nothing.

A few minutes later, Kristy and I sat at the dining room table. Above us, a crystal chandelier cast flecks of light across her face. She was stunning, like the beauty of an angel washed in the light of a new dawn.

I would love to get this woman beyond my lens.

In fact, I was desperate to take pictures of her. Thus far, my portfolio was relatively weak; with her, it could burst with breathtakingly glorious images.

Sadly, Kristy was almost certainly here to have me take pictures of another tedious birthday party.

After all, that's practically all my portfolio had in it.

Then again, she seemed a little young to have children, and her body seemed untouched by the burdens of motherhood.

Ahh, maybe her cat? I did one session with a pet... never again.

I poured some coffee and slid a cup in front of Kristy.

"So, how did you hear about me?" I asked.

Undoubtedly it was the ads, ads, and more ads.

They wanted me to hand over a heap of money, and I gave up several small mountains. However, they did promise I'd be raking in the returns. After all this time, I was more than ready to start raking in cash.

"Will told me you're doing his bachelor party next week."

"Oh," I sighed.

So much for the ads, but I guess word of mouth was something.

"I'm Kristy," she repeated. "Will's Kristy. The girl he's marrying."

"Oh," I groaned.

I suddenly realized this wasn't a job. Not a real one. She probably just wanted me to spy on Will during the bachelor's party. All things considered, I expected it to be a pretty tame event. Otherwise, he never would have wanted evidence of the night. Then again, you never know with some people.

"Let me stop you right there," I said diplomatically. "I'm not going to spy for you.

Honestly, if you think there is something to worry about on a single night out, you might need to reconsider this whole marriage thing."

"It's not that," Kristy smiled. "I am fairly sure I

know what's going to happen." She leaned over the table to whisper, "I hired the entertainment."

"Alright, so you don't expect anything indecent?"

"Let's hope so," Kristy giggled. "I wouldn't mind seeing a few photos, so I know Will got what I paid for," she said with a wink.

"Okay," I nodded. "So why are you here?"

"Will says you're the best photographer he has ever seen."

"Thanks," I grinned.

"He said even if the guys spend the entire night puking in the corners, your photos will make them look like princes on a grand adventure. Somehow you can make people look their best even when they're at their worst."

"I take that as pretty high praise."

"Will also told me about the first cameras and how Indians thought the pictures stole their souls. He says he can see why they thought that when he looks at your pictures. They are more than just a glimpse at a moment in time. They're more than just a memory. He says what you photograph becomes something special, and your images have a life and soul he's never seen."

"Well," I cringed. "Will might be overselling me a little."

"I hope not because I want to hire you," Kristy said.

"Oh, right, for your wedding?" I grinned. "I would love to. I'd be honored."

"Will didn't hire you for that already?"

"No," I shook my head. "Is that not what this is

about either?"

"That job is yours, too. Will probably just forgot to ask in all the chaos. Or he assumed the bachelor's party meant you would keep going straight into the wedding day."

"Alright then... ?"

"I want you to take some pictures of me. As a little wedding present for Will."

"Sure," I nodded. "We could do that right now if you like. I have a green screen downstairs, or we could go to a park or something."

"Oh, no!" Kristy shrieked. "I must look like a disaster. Even if you can make me look better, I doubt you're that good."

"Are you kidding me?" I chuckled. "You're lovely, and my camera will adore you."

"Umm, well," Kristy hummed. "I didn't bring over any lingerie."

"Oh... you want those kinds of pictures for Will?"

"Un-hun," Kristy nodded. Her cheeks rushed with crimson waves. "I was hoping you could take a photograph of me and make it into something special."

"You're already special," I smiled. "I'm sure Will can see it, and that's why he wants to marry you."

"That's sweet," Kristy giggled. "But when Will goes online to look at porn, I'd rather if he wanted to look at pictures of me instead. Can you do that?"

"I'm sure I can," I grinned.

I think I'll enjoy this job far more than cats and kids.

Chapter 3

he photoshoot with Kristy was amazing. I never Texpected things to go so well, nor did I expect Jen to actually be supportive. She helped with makeup, hair, and clothing. She even made some sensual suggestions.

On that day, I knew I was the luckiest of men.

How many wives would let their husbands leer at, much less photograph nearly naked women in their basements? For that matter, how many men had women paying to flaunt their exquisite bodies before them? Lucky!

Best of all, Kristy shared a few select images with her friends, and they also came to us for a boudoir photo shoot. Then a few husbands mentioned it to other husbands, and we had several more wives come searching for immortalized beauty.

Unfortunately, of all the pictures I took, none of the women or their husbands were willing to let me post them on a website as examples for my portfolio.

I can't say I blame them.

I doubt Chris wanted Bob to see his wife sprawled out on a bed, caressing herself. Nor would Bob want Ryan to see his wife crawling across the floor wearing nothing more than a dog collar. After seeing those intimate images, dinner parties might become a little uncomfortable among our small collection of friends.

"Come on," I begged.

"Not a chance," Jen repeated.

"They'll be tasteful and hardly show a thing," I argued.

"No way am I going to let you put pictures of me online in my underwear!"

Perhaps going back a step was a better plan. I could ease Jen into the idea of putting her on display to the entire world.

"How about you let me take a few photos... just for me," I pleaded. "You know I've always wanted one or two to inspire my dreams."

"Nope," Jen snapped.

I grumbled. After I had even one picture, I hoped I could talk my wife into letting me post it.

"Wait," Jen muttered. "I'm standing right here.

Am I not good enough to inspire your dreams?"

"That's not what I mean," I sighed. "I just want..."

"I know what you want," Jen smirked. "You've asked me to pose for you since before we made love, and it will never happen."

"I saw how turned on you got when I was taking pictures of those other women."

"I didn't get turned on," Jen scoffed.

"Yes, you did," I chuckled. "I had to wonder, was it because you were thinking of me photographing you, or was it from watching sexy women sprawling out in our bed?"

I thought for sure Jen had only one answer to my question, and I'd be able to trap her.

"Well," Jen shrugged. "Maybe a little of both."

"Oh?" I stuttered before getting back on track. "If the idea of me taking your picture turns you on, we should do that."

"No"

"But why?" I whined.

"I don't know," Jen flailed. "Maybe if you have pictures of me, you won't need ME anymore."

"That's crazy," I wailed.

"Yea, well, it makes sense to me," Jen said.

"You've taken pictures of a dozen women. Why can't you use some of those?"

"I've asked and asked again," I sighed. "None of them are willing to let me post them, and you know why."

"Yea," Jen muttered. "I don't want all our friends looking at me like that either."

"I don't mind," I smirked.

"I do!" Jen squealed. "They would never stop laughing when they see me."

"You saw the pictures of the other women. Did you laugh?" I asked. "I bet your heart will skip a few beats the next time you see them."

"Yeah, sure, but they're not me," Jen rolled her eyes.

"You're right. You're far more gorgeous and sexy than any of them could ever be."

"And you're far more delusional than any husband could ever be."

"Please," I begged. "Just let me take a few so I can show you."

"Nope, never," Jen huffed. "If you're serious about starting a boudoir studio, you'll just need to find someone else who is willing to model for you."

I was serious, very serious. It seemed when Kristy stumbled onto my front porch, she pointed me in a direction that could save us.

People seemed reluctant to hire me to take pictures they could take with their phones, but the boudoir photos were something special. If their husbands took the pictures, the women felt awkward and uncertain, but when they posed for Jen and me, we transformed them into goddesses.

I could offer women an intimate glimpse into how their partners viewed them. I could rekindle the desire someone felt for the women beyond my lens.

Not to mention, I rather enjoyed photographing nearly naked women crawling on my bed. It sure beat the hell out of doing another child's birthday party.

The sudden surge of jobs had padded our bank account just enough to give us another month or two of breathing room. I spent that time searching for models to build my boudoir portfolio.

Still no luck.

I offered free photo shoots if the woman would allow me to use just one or two images. I even offered to let them select the ones I could post, though nothing ever came of it.

Finally, I broke down and hired a few young women to pose for me. Strangely, they seemed far less desirable than any of the wives I had photographed.

They were unquestionably beautiful and radiant. They

were accomplished, professional models but lacked the spark of intimacy that set all the others apart.

Perhaps it was just a job for these models, and they looked into the camera seeking money. The wives all smiled and posed for their husbands and lovers.

They were unique, and my camera knew it.

The models may not have been all that I hoped for, but I had the beginnings of a portfolio for my boudoir studio. Finally, I started searching for work.

 

Chapter 4

few months passed without hardly a scrap of a Ajob to show for it. Then I ran across a chat group that suggested I put a post on the local section of a kink website. At last, it seemed I had found the right audience for my boudoir studio. Well, almost the right clients.

"I can't believe it!" I cheered as I gawked at the endlessly enthusiastic inquiries to my post.

"What?" Jen asked.

"Over fifty responses asked about our studio in the first hour," I said. "This is it! We finally got this thing figured out."

I spent the next day passing messages back and forth between all the interested parties. At the end of the day, I slumped into a chair at the dining table.

"Oh my," Jen sighed. She slipped a dinner plate of macaroni and hotdogs in front of me. "I take it those people weren't as interested as they sounded."

"One guy wants us to take pictures of his wife and girlfriend."

"Really?" Jen gawked. "That's risky. Doesn't he think we'll let something slip? He's got to know they'll find out about each other."

"No," I shook my head. "He wants them to be together."

"Un-hun," Jen nodded. "Oh! Oh..."

"If it bothers you..."

"No. You need the work, and I know we need the money," Jen smiled. "You said it was a kinky site you were advertising on, so we should expect a few kinky requests. Besides, it wasn't like some of the women we had already photographed weren't a bit wild.

Remember Tracy and her collar? She even brought dishes."

"Actually, I thought the one of Tracy taking a nap, curled around the water and food dish, was one of the better ones I've taken lately," I said.

"It might have been, but she's not really a lazy dog. That's a little bizarre if you ask me."

"Well, is having two women to photograph going to be too bizarre for you?"

"No," Jen shook her head. "I'm sure it'll be even sexier than Tracy was. Certainly a little more normal."

Jen scrunched up her eyes and looked over the table at me. "All those messages, and that was the only one?

Or did they have other requests you're afraid to tell me about?"

"I think most of the others were genuinely interested, too," I said.

"Really?" Jen chirped. "So, what do they want?"

"It wasn't the boudoir photos of wives I was expecting. Mostly they want me to photograph a normal couple... together."

"Okay, that doesn't sound hard or bizarre. Why won't you do it?"

"They would be nude and offering the appearance of them doing things," I said.

"Oh?" Jen smiled.

"It would be fine-art photography depicting the human body with an emphasis on form, composition, and emotional content," I said.

"Yea," Jen laughed. "I'm sure that's what your thinking, but they're going to get off once they start rolling around."

"Only one couple wanted hardcore shots," I said.

"Most of the others just wanted me to make them look magical while they held each other."

"Sure, but even if you're not photographing the action, those softcore couples might want a picture of them climaxing together. I'm sure that's when all the magic happens," Jen winked.

"It's alright. I shouldn't have mentioned it," I said.

"No, I think you should do it," Jen said.

"What? Really?" I mumbled.

"Yea," Jen smiled. "Who knows? Watching some people fool around up close like that could be fun."

"Sometimes you really surprise me," I smiled.

"Na, the only thing that surprises you is how lucky you are," Jen giggled.

"Don't I know it!"

My luck didn't hold out for long.

I wrote back, and while everyone was impressed by the photos of the models, they all wanted to see action pictures of an average couple. Unfortunately, that wasn't something I had or could offer them.

Weeks passed, and requests trickled in each day.

Nearly everyone wanted their love-making session to be immortalized. Sadly, they all wanted some proof that I could do the job and do it well.

Like the wives, the couples were not inclined to allow me to post images of them publicly in exchange for a complimentary session. Especially when they weren't sure that I wasn't a lecherous troll looking for a chance to spy on them up close.

One couple asked how I could prove that I took the pictures. Surely, I could download a few shots and claim them as my own. To be fair, I even considered it.

It might be illegal and immoral, but I couldn't think of any other way to get this started.

"Why don't you hire someone?" Jen asked.

"I wish I could," I sighed. "We could have a hundred jobs if I could just show people what I can do."

"I know!" Jen wailed. "Just post on that kinky site. With all the people who want you to take their pictures, I'm sure someone would be willing."

"I've tried," I shrugged.

"Did you offer to pay them? Like hiring models?"

"No," I huffed.

"Well, then, do that," Jen said plainly.

"As I said, I wish I could."

"You hired the women. Is paying people to pretend to have sex so different?" Jen looked around the room and secretly whispered, "Is it illegal?"

"No." I shrugged. "I don't think so."

My shoulders slumped, and I walked over to a kitchen cabinet. I slowly pulled open the drawer and took out the overflowing stack of envelopes tucked within. I handed them to Jen.

"What's this?" my wife asked. However, all the red ink on large overdue stamps quickly answered her questions.

"Bills that we haven't been able to pay," I said.

"What happened to our savings?" Jen asked in staggered disbelief.

"We've gone through it. Everything has gotten so expensive," I explained.

Jen flipped threw the envelopes and opened one that read 'Final Notice.'

"They're going to turn off our water next week,"

Jen gasped. "Shit, and the electric, too?"

"They're threatening to start foreclosure procedures on our house this month," I whimpered.

"How did it get this bad?"

"I don't know," I said. "I tried."

"I know you did, but..." Jen hummed. "Maybe we could pay these with a credit card and buy a little more time."

"You haven't gotten to those bills yet?" I cringed.

"I maxed them out buying equipment and hiring models."

Jen scrambled to find and open another envelope.

"Oh, crap! How will we get out from under all these late fees?"

"I just don't know," I sighed. "I might be able to sell off some of my equipment. Enough to buy us another month. Maybe I could find a shitty job. The gas station on the corner is hiring a cashier."

"I offered to apply for that job, and you said it

wasn't good enough!" Jen flailed.

"It wasn't, and it still isn't, but maybe it could be enough, so we don't starve when we're homeless."

"Damn it, Mick! I could have taken it, and it could have helped," Jen yelled. "Maybe not much, but some."

"Sorry, I liked having you here with me each day," I said. "I liked the idea of us starting and building this studio together."

"I wanted to do this together, too, even if I feel useless most of the time," Jen faintly smiled.

I wrapped my arms around my wife and pulled her into my chest.

"You're far from useless. You've kept me fighting and trying to find a way to get this to work."

"You said you told those people a photo shoot of them making love would be three thousand dollars for the day."

"Yea," I nodded.

"And you said most of them didn't even balk at that figure."

"No," I said. "They just want some proof their money will be well spent."

"Yeah, I get that," Jen said. "But if we get even two of them by next week, we could start fixing this mess." She tossed the bills towards the countertop, and most were disdainfully scattered across the floor.

"It would help," I smiled.

"If you had the proof they wanted, do you think you could get a few of them here to take pictures of?"

"Oh, yea," I chuckled. "There are four or five

couples that message me each week to see if I have something to show them. They're eager and ready to go. They just don't want to be my first."

"So we're back to the beginning," Jen grumbled.

"How do we find a couple for you to take some pictures of?"

"I don't know," I huffed. My entire body slumped.

Jen smirked and pinched my arm.

"I can tell when you're lying. You have a crazy idea. What is it?" Jen asked. "It might be the time that insane is our best option."

"Well... you could model for me," I whispered.

"What?" Jen laughed. "I wouldn't let you take pictures of me posing in my underwear, and you think I'd be willing to let you take pictures of us having sex?"

"Of course not," I shrugged.

"Besides, how could you get in bed with me and take pictures at the same time? That seems impossible."

"Well, I asked Ted if he would pose with you."

"You what?!"

"I only asked him," I muttered. "I know you think he's pretty good-looking, and my camera likes him. He said he would love to do anything he could to help us."

"I bet he did," Jen scoffed. "Do you really want to see us rolling around pretending to have sex and then put them online for all our friends to see?"

"I know it's not the best option, but..."

"Forget the pictures," Jen balked. "I don't want Ted to see me naked. Can you imagine?"

"Well, that's the thing, you wouldn't need to be,"

I said. "If you both wear flat-colored underwear, the stringy type without much on the sides, I can edit it out. You could wear more than your bathing suit covers."

"But I'd still need to get in bed with Ted."

"Yea, for just a few minutes. A few quick poses, and it will be over before you know it," I said.

"Besides, even if I showed these people my pictures, they still wanted proof that they were truly mine. I don't know any better way than if my wife was modeling for them."

"Ugh!" Jen groaned. "That doesn't make it any better."

"I know, you asked for a crazy idea, and that's all I have left," I moaned. "You don't need to worry about it. We will find another way."

"There isn't time," Jen huffed into my chest.

"This studio was your dream, and I can't be the reason it slipped away."

"You're not," I said. "I would never think that."

"I would," Jen whimpered. "I always thought I would do anything to enchant your life and give you your dreams, but I haven't been a very good wife."

"You're making me regret saying anything," I whimpered. "I'm sorry."

"I think today is finally the day I let your dreams come true," Jen smiled.

"What?"

"I'll let you take the pictures of me that you always wanted," Jen said. "Then we'll see if we can launch your studio."

"What do you mean?" I asked. "Not that I wouldn't mind you posing for me, but I don't think a few pictures of you will help any more than the ones from the models."

"I hope they will," Jen cringed. "I know you wanted pictures of me, but I hope you won't mind that I'm not alone... I think it's time that you call Ted and ask him to come over."

Chapter 5

ou look nice," I said.

"YI raised my camera and took a few photos of Jen.

Click, click, click.

She squinted and glared at the lens.

"I didn't know what to wear," Jen shrugged.

"Should I change?"

"No, you're fine," I assured my wife.

Jen wore a somewhat business-casual suit, pinstripe slacks, and a slim matching jacket. She also wore a white blouse that was the slightest bit transparent to give a hint of the undergarment hidden beneath.

Perhaps in my wife's attempt to be sexy, she left the top three buttons of her blouse undone. Her shirt barely flipped open when she moved, so the tiniest hint of her bra could be seen.

While I waited for Jen to dress, I wondered what she might put on. I have to admit this was not what I expected. I thought perhaps something sexy. Maybe she would just start with the underwear I laid out for her so she could get this over quickly. Perhaps she would wear a seductive evening dress like she was on the prowl.

No. A business suit was last on my list. Actually, it wasn't on my list at all.

Possibly this was a subconscious statement that

what would happen tonight was nothing more than a business arrangement for my wife.

Click, click, and Jen flashed me another disapproving glare.

"I should change. This isn't right," Jen decided.

"Ted will be here any minute," I noted.

Jen turned to rush to the bedroom when the knock sounded on our front door.

"Hi, Ted," I said as I swung the door open.

"Hey," Ted grinned.

"I really appreciate you doing this," I smiled and took his hand for a welcoming shake.

"Don't mention it," Ted laughed. "It's not every day someone asks me to jump in bed with their wife."

"Yea, about that..." I muttered. "Jen's not too happy about this, so I'm going to try and get a few quick shots."

"No worries," Ted slapped my shoulder. "I didn't come here expecting anything other than helping out a friend."

"Let me tell Jen you're here and make sure she is ready. Give me a minute, and then come back to knock on the bedroom door."

"Sure," Ted nodded. He pushed down his baggy jeans without even needing to unbutton them. "Is this alright? They're kinda small, but that's what you wanted?"

Ted turned to display his underwear choice for me. He wore solid white briefs and rather tiny ones, small enough I should easily be able to edit them out if they even appeared in an image.

"Do you mind?" I asked. I raised my camera and took a few shots as if Ted was a bodybuilder on display. Perhaps more like a buff stripper beginning his dance routine.

Ted's thighs rippled like the tensing muscles of a runner.

 

For a moment, I thought he did mind me photographing him and felt the pain of knowing this night would be an utter disaster if both my models were camera-shy.

The profound bulge in front was even more impressive than Ted's athletic legs and ass. It was as if he had stuffed a bundled pair of socks in his underwear. Maybe even two sets of socks! It was possible that he looked so surprisingly large because he was barely contained by the skimpy white fabric.

Hopefully, it confined him enough that Jen would be okay to be near him.

Ted pulled his pants back up to a point where they barely hung from his hips. He unbuttoned them.

Then slowly unzipped them, allowing his jeans to fold open and his impressive bulge to reemerge.

Click, click.

Ted grinned and flexed his arms while slinking down his pants. He turned to the side and let the back slip downward. Then his ass tensed. He had a fine ass, powerful and tempting... for a man.

Damn. I had only glimpsed around Ted's waist, and he was an extraordinary masculine specimen so far. Best of all, he didn't seem the least bit camera-shy.

I made my way back to the bedroom and

knocked on the door.

"Just a minute," Jen answered.

I took a moment to turn on the silent feature of my camera. Perhaps if Jen didn't hear me taking the photos, she could get a little more comfortable. Then I entered.

"Ted's here," I said.

Jen spun around. Half her closet was scattered all over our bed. Her outfit hadn't changed though her shirt was now untucked and unbuttoned as if she planned to put on something different.

"We don't have to do this," I said.

"Yes, we do," Jen sighed. "Just a few quick shots.

Right?"

"Yea," I nodded. "We could be done in five minutes."

Jen shivered.

"Maybe faster." I raised one shoulder to offer some doubtful hope.

"Alright," Jen huffed. "Let's get this over with."

My wife snatched up all her clothes and tossed them in a pile at the bottom of her closet. She momentarily fought with the folding doors to hide the mess from sight. Then she began buttoning up her shirt.

"You don't need to do that."

My suggestion was met with a horrendous glare.

Ted finally softly knocked on our bedroom door.

"Just a moment," Jen said quietly.

My wife finished buttoning her shirt to the top collar and shoved the tails down into her slacks. She stepped towards the door and reached for the handle.

Then her hands moved back to the buttons, and one by one, they fell open. She stopped at the third, as she had before. Then her hands darted to a fourth button to open her shirt enough it would give a lively glimpse of her lingerie top.

All the while, I stood in a shadowed corner, snapping silent photos of my wife as she prepared to welcome another man into our bedroom. She was gloriously sexy in her timid little way. Her outfit, posture, makeup, and even her hair were all so perfectly proper. Yet there was a sense of sensuality in every aspect of my wife.

Another soft knock rapped on our door to remind us that Ted was waiting. Jen reached for the handle and turned the knob. I took a few photos of that moment though the sight of my wife will forever be etched in my memories.

My wife's hair was golden blonde and rippled in crimped waves. She had it tightly pulled back into a ponytail that swept across her shoulders as she moved.

Jen brushed a few of the shorter hairs from her bangs over her ear, and then I saw her bite her lip with a slight grin.

I could see how nervous and apprehensive my wife was. I knew she objected to me having sultry images of her, and I knew she absolutely disapproved of me posting images for the world to see. I wasn't sure she was even too keen on the idea of rubbing her body against another man. Then again, was she?

I recall seeing this type of nervousness the first

time I picked Jen up for a date. She was filled with this type of timidness the first time I took her to bed.

Tonight I could also see a little bit of excitement flourishing within my wife, just as it had that first night with me.

Jen turned the handle and opened the door. Her head slowly fell forward as if she couldn't look into the eyes of the man who stood beyond the threshold.

She stepped back, and Ted followed my wife into the room.

"Hello." Ted's voice rumbled as if it were an earthquake rattling the very foundation of our home.

 

Chapter 6

rap," Jen groaned. "Go away, and let me put

"Con some normal-people clothes."

"You're fine," Ted smiled. "Lovely even."

"But you're wearing... and I'm..." Jen muttered.

It was a little odd, with Jen dressed as an uptight businesswoman and Ted wearing baggy jeans and a white tee shirt, looking like a handyman. Then again, that's a popular fantasy, so I was fine rolling with it.

Besides, I doubted Jen would let Ted back in if he stepped out of this room.

I was about to break my silence to say something when Ted took action.

He stepped forward so suddenly that Jen didn't have a chance to spring back. Her chin practically pressed against Ted's chest, rippling the cotton fabric as she moved to look up at the man towering above her.

"I agree," Ted said. "We should take this off."

His hands moved high on the collar of Jen's jacket, and he pushed it back. It slipped off her shoulders and plummeted to the floor around her.

My wife stood motionless, breathless, when Ted's fingers moved to the buttons of her blouse and began unfastening them.

My camera captured the flash of red as it streeked over my wife's skin. What I saw was not embarrassment but her timid excitement growing.

Soon Ted reached the bottom and slowly tugged Jen's shirt free from her slacks to undo the final few buttons. His hands slipped under the sheer fabric and clasped her sides. I wished for a camera that could have captured my wife's gentle flutter when they first touched.

Ted slipped his hands upwards and then over Jen's shoulders to guide her shirt off. Like her jacket, it slipped down her arms and drifted like a feather to the floor around her.

"See, you don't need to change," Ted chuckled. "I knew you would dress sexy for this."

Jen shot me a glance. At last, she seemed to have been broken from her trance. It appeared as if she searched for something to say or some way to explain what she wore.

I didn't know that she needed to explain, not really. I had set out a small strapless bra with a thin back clasp. It was plain, flat, barren white, and I thought I could hide or edit it out easily enough.

What Jen put on instead was a stunning piece of lingerie. A corset made of lace wrapped around her torso nearly to her belly button.

The undergarment my wife wore was beautiful and sexy, and I had no chance of editing it out.

Perhaps that was Jen's intention all along. She wanted to ensure people who saw the photos knew she wasn't actually nude.

In that moment of thought and the instant of uncertain glances that I exchanged with my wife, my camera missed what Ted had done next.

Ted had unfastened Jen's slacks and pushed them down. They were tangled around her knees, which she tilted inward to prevent any further fall.

In a singular motion that I only managed to grab one or two pictures of, Ted swept my wife's body into his arms. He stepped over to the bed to sit her on its edge.

My camera carefully followed them. I managed to get several glorious shots of my wife's ass as she was carried away. Though I was torn between awe and disappointment.

Like the bra, I selected a flat white string bikini for Jen to wear. It was perfect for my editing purposes.

Instead, Jen put on boyshorts style panties of white lace. Like her top, they would be nearly impossible to edit out.

If Jen's outfit was proclaiming this as a purely business arrangement, were her choices in undergarments a declaration that it would go no further? Even if it was only the illusion of effects, I could edit in later.

"What are you doing?" Jen asked.

"I thought we were supposed to look like we're fooling around," Ted answered.

He glanced at me briefly before reaching down to grab the pant cuffs around Jen's ankles. Her legs sprung up as he tugged, and he tore her pants away to throw them against a wall.

When Jen's legs fell back to the carpet, I noticed the delicate white heels she was wearing. It wasn't her typical shoe style and didn't match her business attire.

No, I think my wife wore them to match her lingerie.

My camera settled on Jen's curvy calves and the tight straps wrapping around her ankles. I clicked and clicked while her foot nervously twisted into the carpet.

"Now I feel like I'm the one who's overdressed,"

Ted chuckled.

He stepped back from the bed and stood limp on the sidelines. It was like he was given a plan, and now that it had reached its conclusion, he didn't know what to do next.

"That was great," I said. "Jen, why don't you help take Ted's clothes off?" I suggested.

Jen took in a few heavy breaths before she stood.

She grabbed Ted's tee shirt and dragged it up. The man raised his arms, but she just couldn't reach high enough.

"Ted, can you help?" I asked after a minute of seeing my wife's awkward struggle.

Ted whipped off his shirt and tossed it in the direction the pants had flown. He kicked off his shoes and ripped off his socks.

"Wait," I called when Ted reached for his pants.

"Jen, I think you can handle this part."

Jen glared at me and huffed. Then my wife's eyes turned upward to meet Ted's gaze, though I knew she was just avoiding looking down as she reached for the man's pants. Her fingers curled into the loose-fitting jeans, and she pulled them out as she clumsily chased the button.

To see the moment unfold was not the sexiest of

events, though I knew my camera could tell another story.

Jen looked upward at a beast of a man that she was pleading to have. The slack of Ted's jeans she fumbled with would look more like my wife was savagely ripping his clothing away.

The scene I imagined was one that sent a tremor down my back.

"Is that enough?" Jen asked.

I shook my head and refocused. For a moment, I was lost amid a fantasy of watching my wife and Ted's encounter truly turn erotic. I had to adjust my stance as those thoughts affected me in ways I hadn't expected.

Ted's pants had dropped to the floor, and he stepped out of them. Once again, he patiently stood awaiting direction while Jen took a position as close to the bed as she could to stay away from him. Despite being stripped down to their underwear, the couple seemed to be drifting apart, and that would not serve as good action shots.

"No," I sighed. "It's an excellent beginning, but you know we need a few pictures where it looks like you're doing things together."

I don't know that I had taken the pictures that would satisfy our possible customers, but I was sure I already had a few stunning moments to share with them.

A long uncomfortable silence passed. I knew I should be telling the couple what to do. I knew Jen wasn't eager to move this along, and Ted seemed to be awaiting my approval before doing something more. I guess I was waiting to see if my wife wanted to quit before it went too far.

"So?" Jen grumbled. "Should I lay down and let Ted get on top of me? Is he supposed to pretend to hump me or something?"

"Well," I mumbled.

My wife didn't sound happy or terribly willing, but it was clear she was determined to get through this.

"Ted, stand behind Jen and hold her," I said.

Ted moved directly behind Jen, his arms loosely wrapped around her waist. I began to maneuver around the room, searching for a better angle.

"Jen step back," I said. "You two are so far apart."

They were! I could have walked between them.

Jen stepped back and bumped against Ted's chest.

"Oh, sorry," Jen muttered. "Ohhh," my wife gasped. For the first time, she glanced down, and I could only guess what had just brushed against her backside.

Click, click. It was unimaginable how sexy my wife was at that moment. Knowing it was from another man's embrace seemed to enthrall me.

"Crap," Ted cringed. "No, I'm sorry."

He stepped to the side so I could see most of his body beside my wife. I could definitely see his bulge, so I had little doubt that was what he was trying to maneuver out of contact with Jen.

"You two need to stop apologizing," I said.

"You're going to end up touching a little bit. It's

unavoidable, so let's just be sorry one last time and move on."

"I am so, so, so sorry," Ted chuckled. "You're a very sexy woman, and this is a little more awkward than I expected."

"Mick is the one who should be apologizing,"

Jen sneered at me. "He got us in this mess."

"I was only trying to..."

"I know," Jen smiled. "I didn't mean that. Not the way it sounded. Sorry," she giggled.

Ted began to sway with his arms wrapped around Jen's waist. It looked like they were dancing, and my wife was relaxing into his embrace.

Click, click.

"Damn, Ted, I had no idea you were so built.

Your chest is cut like a bodybuilder."

"I try to work out when I can," Ted grinned.

He flexed to show off for my camera, squeezing an arm around my wife, which was the response I was looking for. I just wasn't sure which I wanted to see more, his brawny muscles flexing or him seizing my wife.

Jen glanced down at the stiff muscles crushing around her, and I watched as she quivered. Did she quiver? Fuck, that was hot!

"Ted, grab Jen's ponytail and pull her head to the side," I directed.

"What?" Jen squeaked as her head was turned away.

"Now kiss her neck," I said.

Ted's lips fell over the milky flesh of my wife's

slender neck. I watched as his tongue trailed over her, and after finding another sensitive patch, he dithered her with kisses.

When Ted turned his attention to the slight valley below Jen's ear, she moaned. It was a soft and subtle moan, but one I knew well and one that clearly inspired a reaction in Ted. He trailed upwards, and I watched my wife's eyes roll back, her jaw fell slack, and she succame to the pleasures of this man's lips.

I allowed the kisses to continue far longer than needed. I had dozens of photos of this scene, perhaps even hundreds. More than enough to inspire my dreams for the next decade.

I focused on my wife's chest. Around her collarbone and a touch above her breast, the pale flesh began to tint the slightest shades of pink. I watched as another man's kiss aroused my wife. With my camera, I captured each moment her desire intensified, and as I stood aside as a silent observer, I found myself becoming more turned on.

I let the moment linger even though I knew I had the photo we were seeking. Perhaps this image wasn't of a nude couple making love, but it was far more enticing. Any customer I might share these pictures with would desperately want to know what happened next. Perhaps their desperation would bring them running to us so they could find out for themselves.

I let the moment linger because I, too, was desperate to see what would happen next with my wife in another man's arms.

Ted began to nibble on Jen's earlobe. She tilted

and turned her head to offer more of herself to the man's tender kisses. I listened to my wife's light whimpers and his seductively timid suckling.

Jen's hands raised to wrap around Ted's arms like she was clasping him around her. For a moment, it appeared that my wife wanted to be held captive by him.

"Jen, drop your left arm," I directed. As I feared, she opened her eyes to glare at me, and her body stiffened. Even Ted began to shy away. "No, Ted.

Don't stop kissing her."

Jen's arm fell like a stone.

"Now what?" Jen grimaced.

"Reach behind you and grab Ted," I said. "Just raise your hand a little bit. He's right beside you."

"What?" Jen scoffed. "You want me to grab his parts?"

"Well, yea," I nodded. "I'll be a great picture, and it's not like you need to do much more than move your hand, so it looks like you're holding him."

Jen raised her hand slightly and moved back. She found a place to land on Ted's hip and stayed still.

"I'm sorry, Ted," Jen said.

"It's fine," Ted chuckled between light kisses on Jen's neck.

Jen glared at me, and her eye squinted.

"You better make this quick," Jen warned.

"Just a few pictures," I assured her. "Then we can move on."

Jen rolled her eyes and slipped her hand down over the mound that filled Ted's underwear.

"Oh, crap," Jen gasped.

Her expression was indescribable, click, click, but I captured it.

Jen's hand squeezed the slightest bit, and Ted's hips thrust forward, shoving my wife's entire body with him. He groaned loudly and wantonly into my wife's ear as he tugged her hair and devoured her neck.

"Ohh!" my wife uttered. She threw her head back over Ted's shoulder, and her hips lustfully swayed against the body behind her.

Ted's body rocked with Jen's as they began a less innocent dance. He pulled my wife's ponytail hard to tilt her head to the side and uttered his needy grunts into her ear. His mouth opened wide to fall over her neck, and I watched as his teeth scraped over her skin in a sensual bite.

Perhaps it was just a reaction or a response to the bite, but Jen's hand squeezed hard around Ted's bulge.

She tugged and pulled. She writhed before the man.

My wife's expression was impure in every way. It was wanton and lewd and absolutely perfect.

Suddenly Jen's eyes sprung open, and her elbows rammed back to push herself away from Ted. She unappealingly climbed onto the bed and plopped down on her back.

"That's enough of that," Jen said. She reached out her arms as if calling Ted to come to her. "Climb on top, and let's get this over with."

 

 

Chapter 7

o, Ted. Lay down beside Jen," I said.

"N"Okay?" Ted quizzically nodded. He crawled into bed and settled down next to my wife.

If they both weren't so uncomfortably nervous, this could have made a chillingly sensual selection of photos. In my mind, I could picture a brute's body crawling over my wife's timid frame. I shivered with the hope that my camera could express a different view of the situation.

"Now what?" Jen gawked.

"Bend your leg up next to Ted and let him pet your thigh," I suggested.

Ted's hand moved with a careful bit of uncertainty. It came to rest on Jen's knee, and after rubbing a few circles, he drifted down her leg. His fingers curled over her inner thigh, trailing back to her knee.

"Sorry, I should have shaved," Jen muttered.

"This all happened pretty fast."

"It's okay," Ted smiled. His hand slipped back down, and once again, his fingers slipped around Jen's thigh. This time he dared to move far closer to her crotch, and he paused to squeeze. "Your legs feel perfect to me."

Jen shuddered and squirmed as Ted withdrew.

She tensed and waited as once more his hand slid

closer. This time his fingers rippled over the delicate lace of Jen's boyshorts. His fingers dug into my wife's tender flesh, only a few inches from her womanly parts. Then his grip tightened to squeeze her plump thighs.

My camera clicked away as Jen bit her lip. Her hips barely rolled, but my images would show her stroking her body against Ted's touch.

Ted loosened his grip, and Jen's body relaxed.

She likely expected as I did, once again, he would drift back to her knee and begin another slow caress.

Instead, Ted slid further into the crevice of Jen's crotch. He rubbed down, and Jen shook with a slight moan. Her other leg bent outward to spread her legs for the man.

Once again, Ted crushed my wife's thighs as he rubbed her. It was a grip like he wanted Jen to know how close he was to her. He also clung to her like he didn't intend to let go.

I moved around the room to get a better angle, and when Ted pushed a little deeper, I could see the back of his hand brushing against my wife's pussy. I groaned though it wasn't heard by anyone else.

Jen responded to Ted's contact with a hard moan, and her hips thrust up to graze her body against him.

Her eyes sprung wide when her ass collapsed to the bed, and she looked at me.

"Is that enough of this?" Jen asked. I noticed a slight pant that tempered her voice.

"I don't know," I shrugged. "I have a picture of you grabbing Ted. I think it would be best to have one of him grabbing you."

Jen huffed and rolled her eyes.

"Ted?" I prompted.

Jen tensed, and Ted placed his hand over her pussy. They both stayed still and rather unphotogenic.

"Now, is that enough?" Jen asked.

"No," I smiled. "You need to look like you're enjoying it. At least a little. Ted, why don't you move around and rub her some, so you don't look so stiff."

Ted began with a slight stroke. I could tell his hand was hovering over my wife in an effort not to really touch her.

"You need to press down more, Ted," I chuckled.

"You look like a virgin boy who's scared that thing will bite."

"Humph," Ted grunted. His hand thrust down so hard my wife's body sank into the mattress.

"Fuck!" Jen gasped.

Ted's hand whipped, ground, and slid over Jen's panties. Her head tilted back when she gasped, and her legs pulled up further to spread wide.

Ted began grinding against Jen's clit, and then with a few fingers, he pinched and pulled on her. My wife clutched at the sheets around her. Her back arched, and she thrust herself at the man who was savagely fondling her.

I moved close to the couple. Click, click, click.

Jen's face was ignited in shades of passionate reds.

Ted's muscles flexed as he pulled himself close enough to nibble on her shoulder.

"Damn," I moaned.

Suddenly Jen collapsed back into the bed. Her hand slapped over Ted to stop him, and she stared at me.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?"

"Well... " I shrugged.

"You are!" Jen shrieked. "I can tell you're hard as fuck. What the hell?"

I paused to look down and adjusted myself a little, so it wasn't as obvious. Even I hadn't realized how badly my dick was straining against my pants.

"I guess I've always been an observer," I shrugged. "That's why I wanted to be a photographer."

"You really want to observe another man rubbing me?"

"It's hot," I grinned. "Insanely provocative."

Ted grinned. I wish I had been taking pictures because I could see something click in him. Something changed. Until this moment, he had been carefully moving forward, and suddenly all caution was cast aside.

Ted's hand moved to rub down Jen's slit, and she slapped at him.

"That's enough of that," Jen growled. She raised her arms like she was awaiting a hug. "Climb on top, and let's get this over with."

"Well, first, we could..." I pondered.

"No," Jen snapped. "You wanted a picture that looked like we were having sex, so we are going to do that, nothing more."

"But..." I pleaded.

"It's that or nothing at all," Jen cast out a firm

ultimatum.

"Alright," I nodded.

Once again, Jen and Ted began their pose as stiff figurines. Ted crawled between her legs which were lifelessly flopped out beside him. Their hips seemed to touch, but Ted propped most of his body over Jen like he was doing pushups.

I moved around the room, trying to find a decent shot, but it wasn't happening.

"Jen," I sighed. "Those aren't the panties I asked you to wear."

"I know," Jen smirked. "They're better."

"They were, but now it's obvious they are in the way."

"Can't you edit them out?"

"I doubt it," I said. "That's a lot of lace."

"So?" Jen huffed. "What are you trying to say?"

"I guess we could be done and hope this is good enough, but if we want a picture that looks like you two are actually doing something, you need to take them off."

"Us doing it... that's the picture you really need.

Isn't it?" Jen quietly asked.

"I'm afraid it might be," I nodded. "But some of the other ones are going to be amazing."

"I don't want all of this to have been for nothing," Jen muttered. She shoved Ted away and raised her hips to push down her panties.

I could tell Jen would tear the panties off as fast as possible, like ripping off a bandaid. She had already pushed them down to her thighs, where Ted knelt and pulled one leg up to push them off before I could say anything.

"Wait!" I cried. Jen glanced at me, but Ted just ogled my wife's pussy. "Ted, lift her leg and roll the panties off her."

"Mick!" Jen screeched.

I hid behind my camera and began clicking away while Ted raised Jen's leg to drape over his shoulder.

His hands wrapped around her thighs and slowly began to glide up. Eventually, they rolled over the panties to move them up a few more inches.

When Jen turned her attention back to Ted, she noticed where he was staring and slapped her hands down to cover her crotch.

"Damn it," Jen muttered. "I really should have shaved."

"You're worried that Ted gets to see a little hair more than he gets to see you?" I chuckled.

"You know what I mean," Jen scoffed.

Ted pushed Jen's knee away so her ankle rested on his shoulder. Then her panties began to slowly drift down her calf.

"Move your hands," I directed. "It'll be a much better picture if Ted is leering at you."

Jen rolled her eyes and slipped her hands over her belly.

"You're enjoying this too much," Jen snarled.

"I am," I grinned.

Finally, the lace panties were looped around Jen's ankle and draped over Ted's shoulder. He had stopped all movement and just longingly stared at my wife.

Jen kicked her foot, and the panties went flying.

She sprung up, grabbed Ted's arms, and pulled his body down on top of her.

"Take your picture," Jen said.

Click, click.

I moved around the couple. They had resumed their previous position and were just as stiff as before.

However, it was unimaginably sexy to see Jen's bear thighs pinned beneath another man's body.

"Is that enough?" Jen asked.

"Well... you don't look like you're enjoying this,"

I said.

"Yea," Jen rolled her eyes. "Do you really want me to?"

"I... um," I mumbled.

"Really?" Jen glared. "Don't answer that."

Jen's eyes dipped down to my bulging crotch, and I couldn't help but wonder what she was thinking.

Her tongue tauntingly slid across her lip.

I think my wife knew watching her like this was turning me on. Strangely, I think that may have aroused her as well, though I knew the bulky man swaying over her also had a little something to do with her mood.

Chapter 8

lright, why don't you put your hands on Ted's

"Asides, and Ted, move around a little. Don't be so tense. Pretend you're making love to Jen."

Jen reluctantly slapped her hands on Ted's sides, though her thumbs caressed over his ribs' faint ripples.

Ted swayed over my wife. He looked more like a teetering drunken man trying not to tumble forward.

What it didn't look like was that Jen and Ted were making love in any way. I moved around the couple, searching for a shot, but no matter what magic I could apply later, it couldn't make up for the complete lack of it now.

I sighed, and I knew Jen could sense my disappointment.

"Do women fall asleep on you?" Jen asked.

"What?" Ted seemed to spring to life and pushed up.

"Mick wants to see a little action. I think he wants to see you fuck me." Jen winked at me, "Don't you?"

My jaw dropped, and Ted looked down at Jen, just as stunned as I was.

"Well?" Jen teased.

My wife reached down to clutch Ted's ass. Her fingers curled, and her nails dug into his flesh. Her leg wrapped around his, and she pulled him close.

Ted's body drifted forward, and his hips rolled to

grind against my wife. His head dropped over her shoulder, and his body arched over her in a lover's bridge.

I began snapping shots faster than my camera could save them. I moved around the couple, searching for the perfect angle, but seeing my wife pinned under another man perfected every angle.

Ted began driving his body against Jen hard enough to shove her across the bed.

"Yes," I wheezed an answer to the question Jen had asked me.

Jen heard me, and for an instant, she opened her eyes to look up at me. She cast me a curious little grin, licked her lips, and thrashed her hips against the man grinding against her.

Suddenly Jen and Ted both stopped. A long silent stare formed between them.

"I'm so sorry," Ted muttered.

"Didn't I tell you two to stop apologizing," I moaned. "You're practically naked, so there will be a little touching. It's alright. Besides, I think we're almost done. You two almost had the perfect picture for me."

"Um," Ted cringed. "I don't think you understand."

"You're just pretending, and you were doing great. Jen even looked like she was enjoying it," I smirked.

"It's okay. I understand," Jen smiled. "Just a little more."

Once again, my wife dug her nails into Ted's ass.

Her other hand wrapped around his neck, pulling him down to kiss. I was a little surprised when it went beyond a light peck. Their mouths opened, and tounges entwined in a wet embrace.

Ted rammed forward as if he was slamming into Jen. His hips pounded my wife into the billowing mattress beneath her, and she squirmed against each thrust.

Their kiss broke, and Ted's upper body collapsed over my wife. His lips sought to kiss her neck, and she turned her head and moaned as he nibbled on her.

Jen's free leg wrapped around Ted, and her ankles crossed. I watched as her thighs flexed and tensed around the man's hips. I saw her hips roll and her legs pull him into her.

Both of Jen's hands moved over Ted's back. They stroked down his flesh. Occasionally her nails would drag over his skin, inspiring a deep groan and hard pounding. She, in turn, would writhe and moan beneath him.

Their performance was astounding. Just like earlier, I was sure I had all I needed, but I let the couple continue enacting their love affair for me.

Forget dreams for a decade. The visions of my wife tonight would inspire my fantasies for a lifetime.

Jen slapped both her hands high on Ted's shoulders. Her nails slowly dragged down, and my camera captured eight scorching trails in their wake.

As she moved, Ted groaned. He swayed away from her as if waiting for her to finish. His voice turned to a tense rumble as my wife continued to tear at his flesh.

At last, Jen's hands swept to Ted's sides. Her heels kicked his ass to spur him on, and her hips rolled to encourage the man.

Ted suddenly lurched forward. His mouth sought to bite my wife's neck.

"Ugh!" Jen grunted. Her legs kicked out, and her bottom bucked against the man. Her arms slapped completely around Ted, and she strangled him as he tried to pull away. Her ass thrust upward to pound against his body.

After a slow drawback, Ted drifted forward. His moan was intense enough to shake the room, though Jen remained almost entirely still. Her legs fell to the bed and seemed to tremble fiercely.

Ted slinked away from my wife, and her arms shook as they tried to gather the strength to hold him in place. Then he began pressing into Jen, and her nails slowly dragged across his back.

Suddenly Jen scrambled to put her hands on Ted's shoulder, and she fought to push him up.

"Stop," Jen gasped.

Ted's eyes flittered as if he had just awoken from a dream. Briefly, he lingered over Jen's body. He looked at her and then at me. Jen shoved at his shoulders once more, even though it did little to move the man.

Ted's eyes flared wide with sudden

understanding, and his body thrashed backward. He scooted back on his knees between her legs, and she slapped her hands down to cover her crotch.

"I'm so sorry!" Ted frantically muttered. He tried

to scramble further back but was caught in the blanket.

"I told you, don't be," I smiled and took a few shots of the panicking man. "It almost looked like...

oh..." I gasped breathlessly.

I guess with their bodies rubbing against one another, two things happened to Ted.

First, Ted got aroused, and his dick got hard. I think this was something we all expected.

I assume earlier, Ted was doing his best to fight against such a reaction, and I was pretty surprised that just seeing Jen in her lingerie didn't make him burst with excitement. It certainly affected me that way.

Now, I realized when his stiff dick started rubbing against Jen, that was likely why they paused earlier. It was staggering to think he had been grinding that thing against my wife's pussy all this time. When they stopped, and Jen told Ted it was okay, that she understood, she was inviting him to rub his hard flesh against her.

Second, all the grinding and swaying back and forth had slid the front of Ted's underwear down completely. From the look of the man, he would have grown out of them anyway.

Ted's entire shaft stood out from his underwear.

At this point, the undergarment barely contained his balls.

I groaned, and my eyes trailed over my wife's bare flesh. I had told her to remove her panties, and suddenly I realized I had removed the only barrier between them. I allowed this man's dick to wantonly stroke against my wife, and I had photographed every moment of it.

"I didn't mean to," Ted whimpered. He tried to scramble back, but his foot was tangled. He modestly edged his hands over his parts to hide, though he was large enough that it didn't completely cover him. Not at first.

Click, click. Then I lowered my camera.

Ted was wet, or rather his dick was unmistakably soaked. Half the length of his shaft glistened with my wife's juices.

As I gazed upon Ted, I found it hard to even breathe. I couldn't fathom that my wife had gotten so turned on that her fluids lubricated their intimate contact.

Ted reached behind himself to untangle his foot from the blanket. His dick dipped forward, and I saw something more. I saw a moment that my camera hadn't caught.

All around Ted's tip and an inch or two of his shaft were wet. It wasn't just a streak down his front length that I would expect from rubbing against Jen. I might even expect the tip to have wiggled around enough to get a little more slick, but how could the rest of his shaft get covered like that?

There was only one explanation. This man had slipped inside my wife.

I wanted to flip back through the photos of that moment. I pictured them in my mind's eye. I realized when it happened. Jen had groaned and pulled on Ted's body. Her carnal needs drove her instincts to thrash herself against him. When Ted swayed and pulled away, she clawed to draw him back into her.

In those few moments, my wife was a divine sight. Sexy and alluring in a way only my photos could ever describe.

Ted slipped back.

"Wait," I gasped.

I picked up one of Jen's hands and gave it a loving squeeze before laying it beside her. Then I took her other hand and moved it aside.

"Mick, what are you doing?" Jen asked, but she didn't move to re-cover herself.

I trailed my fingers over Jen's lusciously swollen lips. I pressed to part them and let my finger wiggle its way back up.

Ted had stopped his attempt to run away. There were likely no thoughts left in the man's mind other than those of the woman lying before him. Deep in his throat, he rumbled with each stroke of my finger through my wife's slit.

Jen pulled both her hands to her chest and protectively clasped them together.

"Mick?"

I slipped a finger inside my wife and felt her pussy quivering around me in a moistened kiss. My thumb circled her clit. Jen moaned and seductively swayed before us.

Not once did Ted stop leering at my wife, and she chewed on her lip as she let herself be the object of his desire.

"Oh, my," Ted gasped. His hand no longer attempted to cover himself. Instead, he gripped his dick and pulled down his length with deliberate strokes.

"Good, we're all on the same page," I chuckled.

Chapter 9

ed stopped stroking his dick. Perhaps he suddenly Trealized what he was doing, and he looked at me as if he was utterly lost in this situation. Things had certainly gone far beyond what I had explained would happen here tonight.

"What page is that?" Jen suspiciously asked. Her hands slid down from her chest to cover her belly.

"I think Ted wants back inside you," I grinned. "I suspect he didn't go deep enough."

"It was an accident!" Ted scrambled. "It just happened... I never meant to..."

"It's okay," I chuckled. "I think Jen liked it."

"I did not!" Jen glared.

"I saw you squirming." I devilishly grinned and tapped on my camera. "I even have proof. To me, it looked like you wanted more."

"Mick..." Jen began with hideously disapproving eyes.

I plunged another two fingers inside my wife and felt her quiver around me. Her bottom thrust upwards hard to chase me. When she collapsed back into the bed, she stared at me.

"You can't be serious?" Jen sighed. "I would never..."

"I think you just did," I smirked.

"It was an accident!" Ted whined.

"Well then... wouldn't it be nice to crash into

each other again?"

I slowly withdrew from Jen. My fingers flared outward to fan my wife's lips wide. The action and view were not wasted on our guest. He licked his lips and grunted like a bull ready to mount his mate.

"You can't be serious?" Jen asked again.

My wife's hands were beginning to drift further down, and she threatened to cover herself. However, despite everything, I noticed she hadn't rolled away.

After Ted pulled back, Jen could have gone anywhere. Instead, she continued to lay before the man with her legs spread wide. At first, her hands barely covered her pussy. Perhaps there was a hint of modesty or need for protection, though I think I saw her rubbing herself while she gazed upon Ted's marvelously glistening dick.

To me, it seemed like my wife was making an open invitation to the man. Offering herself to be devoured by his desires. She remained in the bed with him between her knees, waiting for his body to fall over hers.

"Did you like it? Do you want more?" I asked.

"We didn't do anything," Jen whimpered.

"You didn't feel him slip inside you?"

Jen's soft eyebrows tucked in as she stared at me.

"Alright," I sighed. "Tell me you don't want more."

Jen huffed but didn't say a word. I stepped back and raised my camera.

"Ted, I want to see you brush your cock over her slit."

Jen's hands slapped back down over her pussy.

"You really want to see us do this?" she asked.

"Oh, yea," I moaned.

I didn't need to tell Ted twice. He was already leaning forward, even with Jen's slightly protective covering. He held his body over her with one arm and took his dick in his other hand. He pressed forward, guiding his exploration lower on Jen's slit, which she couldn't cover.

Sadly, I couldn't capture an image of their first contact. I could only see Ted's long shaft vanishing far between Jen's legs.

Ted pulled back and waved his dick over Jen.

The entirety of his tip was soaked to the point that I expected the images would reveal drips falling from his dick. Wherever he had gone, it appeared he had dipped a little further than just between Jen's folds.

Ted smacked his dick over Jen's fingers and then again as if disciplining her. She pulled her hand back slightly, which was enough that I could see the glistening trail between her legs. With another slap, Jen spread her legs wider.

The enormously swollen head of Ted's dick drifted downwards and glided within the damp folds of my wife's pussy. I watched as he maneuvered up and down. Occasionally his body edged forward, and he would sink within her. His tip nearly vanished from sight as he threatened to penetrate her.

Jen moaned and wriggled each time Ted

teasingly pressed forward. I couldn't help but echo the desire to see this man plunge into her. I wanted to tell him to fuck her, to wildly pound into her, but I quietly remained behind my camera, capturing each of my wife's lust-filled expressions.

"You feel so good," Ted uttered so wantonly it nearly shook the camera from my hand. Jen opened her eyes to gaze at the man hovering over her. It was those words that caused her body to tremble with the realization this man was going to have her.

Ted leaned further over Jen's body. He dragged his dick upward while pressing deeply into the slippery crevice of my wife's body. This time he pressed against the fingers that shielded her and drove them away.

Ted's body rocked over my wife while his dick slipped against her. Then he drifted away, preparing to delve back down. Jen's hand snapped out to grab him, and she pressed his dick over her clit.

"Rub me here," Jen growled.

My wife's hand settled over the thick shaft, and she pressed him against her body. Ted collapsed forward to hold himself up with both arms. His muscles strained, and his hips began lurching forward as if he was making love to her with unbridled passion.

What happened next was only a matter of seconds, but my shutter clicked so rapidly that I captured every millisecond.

Jen bent her knees to raise her legs around Ted's body. For an instant, she clamped around him and stopped all movement. Her hand wrapped around his cock, and she pulled hard.

All the while, Jen and Ted just stared into each other's eyes. It was the silence before a storm, a moment where they wordlessly decided what they wanted next.

Ted pushed back to kneel before Jen once more.

She whimpered as her grasp on him nearly slipped away. Her fingers barely clung to his tip.

Ted grinned. Then his arms brushed outward to sweep Jen's knees into the crooks of his elbows. He fell forward over her, thrusting her legs high in the air.

Her ass rolled up to greet him, and her hand slipped down the length of his shaft.

I saw my wife slip Ted's dick down her slit.

There was hardly a breath before her legs tensed around his arms to pull him forward.

"Ahh!" Jen wailed.

Ted grunted hard as his entire shaft sank into my wife. His body quaked over her until his head dropped onto her shoulder.

The man slowly withdrew, and Jen slipped her hands down his sides. Her nails scratched at his flesh until he slammed back into her. She clawed and clawed while I captured every moment of this man being gouged into another brutal thrust.

It wasn't long before Ted was panting. His body relentlessly quivered after each forceful collision.

"Mick," my wife called from a moment where I thought she was utterly lost in the arms of another man. "You wanted to know if I liked this. If I wanted more."

"Yea," I nearly whispered.

The sudden calmness in Jen's voice frightened me. It was entirely unexpected after what they had been doing only seconds before. Ted also caught the sudden change in tempo. However, he didn't stop making love to her, only slowed to an easy stroke rather than an aggressive pounding.

"Come here," Jen said.

I approached the side of the bed, and as soon as I was close enough, Jen grabbed my wrist and pulled me to her. She practically dragged me onto the mattress with them. Then she thrust my hand down between them.

My goodness, she was soaked. Even the flesh of her pelvis was covered in her erotic juices. I could only imagine her splashing as Ted slammed into her. I whipped over her clit, and she thrashed against us.

Then Jen forced my hand down lower. My fingertips grazed over Ted's shaft as he sank into my wife.

"Do you feel that?" Jen gasped.

"Yea," I muttered.

"I love it," Jen growled. "I want more."

Her legs tightened around Ted's arms and pulled him closer. Her hand reached up to grab his hair, pulling his body down atop her.

My hand was pinned between them, though I could pull back just enough to massage Jen's clit. She grunted and tugged at the man until he dropped her legs and plowed into her one last time.

"Holy fuck," Ted gasped.

I could feel the orgasmic tremor that shook

between the couple, and I watched as the deliriously sweet release swept across my wife's face. She was gorgeous and enticing, and I wished I was in a position to photograph her.

It wasn't long before the couple relaxed into each other.

"Well, that happened," Jen giggled. She nudged Ted, and he rolled off her.

My wife studied me for a while, analyzing me as if she were the one wishing to capture me at this moment.

Jen bounced onto her knees and spun around on the bed so her bottom pointed to me and her head was over Ted's lap. She pulled one of her ass cheeks to the side and asked, "Is this the picture you wanted?"

"Oh my!" I gasped as I watched a small creamy trail dribble down my wife's slit.

My camera raised. Click, click. I edged over so my picture could capture more of Jen's body. I found her holding Ted's dick, her tongue gleefully dancing over his softening flesh. She sucked in his tip, and it popped out when she turned her head to smile at me.

"Did you get your picture?"

"Yea," I silently mouthed and nodded.

"Good," Jen grinned. "Drop that damn camera and your pants. Get behind me!"

My camera crashed to the bed as Jen tauntingly wiggled her bottom before me. I tore at my clothes while listening to my wife slurp around another man.

Then I pressed against her and instantly felt her body's slick warmth drawing me inside.

Chapter 10

he photos I took were astonishing and everything Twe needed. We even confirmed a photo shoot for the very next day, and after posting a few more shots, the reservations started flooding in.

I think perhaps what pushed everything over the edge was when I mentioned the images were of my wife. Anyone with doubts or concerns cast them aside once I told them they would meet Jen when they came over.

She was amazing, and no model could compare to her sensual beauty. How could anyone resist the chance to meet her in person or the hope that I could make their wives look so lovely?

By the end of the week, we were booked solid for the next month. All our troubles were over, and we found the way our talents could bring a little magic into people's lives.

Our doorbell clunked its way through its barely functioning chime. Jen rushed off to answer it and soon walked into the living room with Ted behind her.

"Hey, Ted?" I said. "What are you doing here?"

"Um, well..." Ted looked to Jen, "You didn't tell him?"

I took Jen's hand and twirled her into my arms.

Her blue southern-bell dress gracefully fluttered around her.

"Yea, Jen told me she wanted tonight to be a date

night. She wants to go dancing," I said. "We were just about to head out. Was there something you needed?"

"Well," Ted mumbled. His hand brushed down a washed-out blue tie with wave-like swirls.

I glanced over at the man and his outfit. A tie and slacks were not his typical clothing choices.

"So why are you so dressed up? Do you have a hot date?" I grinned.

"I think I do," Ted cringed.

Jen stepped away and twirled towards Ted. She stopped at his side and brushed her hand down his arm. Then she tucked her arm under his.

"I'm his date," Jen smiled.

"What?" I stuttered.

"You can try to follow us and take pictures, but I don't want to see you lurking about," Jen said. Her eyes narrowed on me. "If I decide I want to bring Ted home, you better be here to take pictures of us."

"You're going to do what?"

"Let's face it, the pictures you took the other night are crap," Jen announced.

"I thought they were pretty good," I defensively argued.

"It was last minute. We were unprepared and far too camera shy," Jen explained.

"Okay?"

"Besides, Ted said the situation put him off his game, and he wanted to show me how good a lover he could be," Jen giggled.

"But, um..." I mumbled.

"Don't worry if he's as good as he thinks he is;

you'll still have your photos to look at when we're done." Jen grinned. "Maybe I can take pictures of you playing with yourself while you look at them."

"What... wait, what? Are you sure about this?" I asked.

"Oh, yea," Jen snickered. "Goodnight," she said with a kiss on my cheek and rushed out the door with Ted.

I was left scrambling to find my gear and chase after them. I spent the night content to be hidden in the shadows as I watched my wife from afar.

The second set of photos I added to my portfolio was far more intense and vastly more erotic. They attracted an all-new crowd to our studio. Even the ones that started showing up were far more flirty with my wife.

Several of our customers asked if Jen would like to join them. She always politely declined, though I think a few times she was tempted.

I expected Jen to go on another date with Ted, but it never happened. I even asked him to come over one night, but she had told him with absolute certainty she would never go to bed with him again.

If only Jen knew how badly I wanted to get her in front of my camera once again, how much I wanted to see her make love to another man.

"So, how are things going?" Jen asked. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and leaned down to look at what I was doing on the computer.

"Good," I said. "I don't want to book more than three months out, so I need to go through all these requests and pick which ones we will do and get them on the schedule."

"That sounds like a pretty good problem to have," Jen giggled. "How many people are writing to you?"

I waved my curser over the folders to the side.

Scheduled, requests, and questions were a few of the headings.

"The requests are the ones I'm trying to pick out now. I only have ten more slots."

"But there's ninety-three!"

"Yea, that's the problem," I chuckled. "We'll be busy all year if these people are willing to wait."

"You need to raise your prices," Jen chirped.

"I did," I said. "Twice, and they still keep flooding in. That picture I posted of you is golden. The one that says, would you like your wife to look like this?"

"You know we never talked about that," Jen sighed.

"About what?"

"Did you want your wife to look like that?" Jen quietly asked.

"Oh, yea," I grunted. "You've never been sexier or more desirable."

"See, that's what I was worried about. Once you had your perfect pictures, I would forever be a disappointment in real life."

"You know that wasn't what I meant," I huffed. "I want you more than ever. The pictures just added a little extra to my lust for you."

"Really?" Jen rolled her eyes. "So if I let you take more pictures, you would want me more?"

"Of that, I have no doubt," I chuckled.

Jen leaned closer to the computer and glanced at a folder titled, 'For Jen.'

"What's that?" Jen asked. "Are people sending me messages I should be answering?"

"Not exactly," I shrugged.

"It has over fifty messages. What are they?"

"Um, well," I mumbled. "I've gotten a few requests from men who would like me to do a photoshoot of you."

"All by myself. Like the models?" Jen shivered.

"I don't think I could do that."

"No, they want you to pose with them like you did with Ted."

"Oh..."

"They're nuts. I just toss them aside," I said.

"I see that," Jen giggled. "But you didn't delete them. Why's that?" Her nails dug into my shoulder to spear out an answer.

"You're right. I should have just deleted them," I said. I clicked and hovered over the delete button for the folder.

"Wait, you still didn't say why you saved them."

"I don't know," I shrugged. "A few of them are offering a small fortune to be photographed with you. I thought if we ever needed the money..."

"Oh no!" Jen cackled. "You're not going to treat me like a prostitute and whore me out."

"I wasn't... They're paying for me to take the

photos," I explained.

"I think we are a package deal, and they would be paying for me, too."

"Then it's settled. I'll get rid of these guys," I said.

"Not so fast."

Jen tugged me out of the seat and quickly took my place. She opened the folder and began glancing down at the headers of the messages.

"Go, go, go," Jen waved at me as if chasing me from the room. "I have a lot of admirers to start chatting with."

"Why would you do that?" I asked.

"I think I feel like having at least one date night each week."

"What are you saying? Do you want to go out and do something tomorrow night?"

"Do you remember asking me if I liked it and if I wanted more?"

"Yea," I nodded.

"Oh, I liked it," Jen groaned, "And I want more.

So I'm going to find a date for tomorrow night, and if you're good, I'll let you take pictures."

"Ahh, that kind of date," I gasped.

"Let me ask you a question," Jen smiled. "Are you going to be good?"

"Fuck, yeah," I grunted. "I'm going to go clean my equipment."

"Good," Jen grinned. "I expect with this many possible dates, there will be no limits to how much you want me."

I rushed off to leave Jen alone on her search for a date. I wasn't sure she was really being serious or that she had found someone until about six o'clock the next evening when she started getting dressed.

I can't wait to see who shows up to romance my wife tonight.
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