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  Foreword



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




If you haven’t read The Photo Shoot and enjoy ‘The Camera Doesn’t Lie’ then consider picking it up from your favourite eBook retailer - it’s a good read, even if I do say so myself.




I’d also like to thank fellow erotica author Lucian Cordray for his help with editing and proofing the book. Check out his work too.




But for now, I hope you enjoy this; the fourth No Angels Story and the first story from The Photographer’s Secret Portfolio.
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  The Surprise

  
  




“Happy birthday, Paul,” Emily beamed at me as I walked in through the front door. “Have you had a nice day at work?”

“It was fine,” I nodded, taking off my coat and shoes in the hallway before following her through into the living room. “Rory and some of the team got me cards and a cake.”

“Awww, that’s nice,” Emily smiled happily. Rory was my manager at work. “I hope it’s not better than the cake we’ve got for you tonight.”

“Happy birthday, dad!” My two boys dropped their PlayStation controllers and came running over to me, both giving me a huge hug before returning to their games.

“How’s your day been?” I asked Em, walking through into the kitchen to make myself a much-needed coffee.

“Fine,” she replied. “Just the usual while waiting for my amazing husband to come home so I can spoil him with presents.”

I turned around with my drink to see her leaning on the inside of the doorframe, waiting for me to rejoin her in the living room with the kids. Emily was gorgeous, way out of my league if I was being honest. I’d struck gold when she said yes the day I asked her to be my wife, twelve years ago now.

Back then, her hair had been the colour of white gold. These days it had dulled slightly but it was still blonde, albeit a darker shade. She was short and petite but had curves. Her breasts were slightly too large for my hands; the perfect size; her waist was narrow and the flare of her hips to her ass was enough to still steal a lingering gaze from men ten years younger than her.

I sat back down, opening my cards and gifts (some socks, a shirt and a new aftershave) and enjoyed the special birthday meal with the family and they sang to me as they brought me in a cake topped by flickering candles.  

“We couldn’t fit thirty-five on,” my youngest son apologised. “So we put ten on because you’re a ten out of ten, dad.”

“Awwwwww.” I pulled him in close for a cuddle. “That’s so sweet.”

“I’ve got two other presents for you,” Emily said quiet enough so only I could hear. “But you’ll have to wait until we’re in bed later.”

“That sounds promising,” I replied, raising my eyebrows suggestively, then whispered back, “What is it?”

“You’ll have to wait and see,” she breathed mysteriously into my ear before disappearing with a mischievous smile into the kitchen to wash up.

That night, when we headed up to the bedroom, I was excited. With Emily saying the two other presents were something I had to wait until we were in bed for, I knew it had to be something sexual. I hoped so anyway. We hadn’t made love in more than a week.

“So,” she said, sliding under the covers next to me. “I have this for you.” She leaned over the edge of the bed, reaching beneath it and bringing out a flat black box tied elegantly in a pink ribbon. “And this.” The second gift was wrapped similarly but was slightly larger so I opened the smaller one first.

“What the…?” I said, then realised what the pink and black silky fabric item was as I lifted it from the box. “Wow,” I chuckled. “You’re wearing this for me. Now.”

Emily usually slept in pyjamas - the vest top and long bottoms type and that’s what she was wearing now as I passed her the sexy basque lingerie set.

“If you insist.” Her full lips curved into a happy crescent. “But I want you to open the other gift first.”

“Okay.” I unwrapped the second present to find another box inside the first box. This one was a golden metallic colour and on the front was embossed the word ‘Emily.’ I glanced sideways at my wife. She was watching me intently while chewing her lip as though she was nervous.

I opened it. Beneath the golden lid was a book, bound in faux-leather the same colour as the shiny box it came in. I recognised it as an album of some sort and when I turned the heavy front cover, my jaw dropped in shock.

A photograph took up the whole first page, a photograph of Emily.

“Oh,” I said softly, gazing at it. “Oh… my… God.”

It was a professionally taken picture of Emily wearing what looked to be the basque set she’d just let me unwrap moments before. She was standing in front of a dark background, the lighting catching the upper swell of her breasts which protruded upwards from the bodice and highlighting the contours of her hips above a tiny panty set that barely covered her modesty. Around her waist was a gossamer-thin suspender belt which was fastened to a pair of sultry thigh-high stockings.

“There are more photos,” Emily said in a voice hardly louder than a whisper. Before I turned the page, I looked at her. She was still biting her lip, her blue eyes searching my face for a reaction to the picture.

I carefully flipped open the next leaf in the album and was presented with another two shots. In these ones, Emily was wearing the same lingerie but this time rather than posing in front of a background, she was reclining on a dark leather Chesterfield sofa. The first photo featured her laid lengthways on her back, one leg raised over the back of the glossy leather furniture; in the other one, the photographer had posed her seated, with her legs open and her eyes staring straight into the camera lens provocatively.

“These are so… hot,” I gasped. I wasn’t exaggerating. I could feel my erection pressing upwards against the thin material of my shorts.

“There are a few more.” Emily encouraged me to move on to the next two pictures, lifting the page herself.

“Jesus Christ,” I murmured as my eyes scanned the photos in front of me now; Emily on the same sofa, but this time with both of her slim legs slung over the back while her head hung upside-down off the edge, making her breasts almost spill out of the basque top. In the second, she was kneeling on the leather seat, facing away from the photographer, her behind being the focus of the shot and the angle revealing that the panties had a thong back.

“There’s also-” Emily took the black tissue-lined box from me and pulled out a small flash drive, “-this. I had lots of photos taken but only chose six to have printed. The rest are on here. I thought you could look through the rest and choose which ones you like, then I’ll get them printed and put in the album too. It would be nice for you to have your favourites in there as well as mine.”

“So, there’s one more picture,” I deduced from her saying six when I’d only seen five. I went to turn the fifth photo over but she stayed me with one hand.

“This one is the naughtiest,” she said shyly. “I hope you don’t mind.”

I examined her face for a moment, those light blue eyes, her button nose and full lips, the bottom of which she was once again nervously chewing. “It’s naughty, is it?” I raised an eyebrow in doubt until she finally let me flip the page.

It was naughty. She was stood but leaning against what looked like a Roman or Greek marble pillar. The basque top was gone and she was covering her breasts with one arm, while her hand covered the area between her legs, because the thong panties were also missing. The only thing she was wearing in this shot was the suspender belt, the stockings and pair of open-toed, black, high-heeled shoes.

“You’re naked,” I gasped, unable to tear my eyes away from the picture. The way her breasts were crushed beneath her arm made look bigger. The lighting was direct, showing off the smooth skin of her lower belly, her hand barely concealing the landing-strip of pubic hair that Emily sported between her thighs. “And you’re laughing. Em, you look gorgeous, like a real model. A supermodel, even.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” she replied, a broad smile growing across her face at the compliment. “The photographer caught me off guard and said something funny, I can’t remember what exactly, but he put me at ease and made me laugh.”

“He?” I asked, suddenly jealous that a man - a stranger - had seen my wife in this level of undress. For some reason, I’d assumed the person behind the camera to be female.

“Don’t worry,” Emily reassured me, putting a hand on my arm as I stared at the picture again. “He was very professional.”

“I hope so,” I replied, admiring how beautiful she was in this final picture, not just because her body looked incredible but because of the way the camera captured her laugh. Her open smile was genuine and honest like when the subject doesn’t know they’re being photographed. Emily knew she was being photographed, of course. Her twinkling eyes were smiling right into the lens but the way she was posed made me imagine that she’d been caught unawares and was laughing in comical embarrassment like she sometimes did when I sneaked into the bathroom to spy on her showering.

“Do you like them?” she asked, something in her voice finally drawing my attention away from the photo.

“Of course I like them,” I replied as if the question was a stupid one.

“So, you want to see me wear this,” she dangled the lingerie set in front of my face, “In the flesh?”

“Yes and hurry up about it,” I grinned. “Before I get tempted into looking at these photos again and cum in my pants.”

“You better not.” Emily skipped out of bed, vanishing with the lingerie set into the en-suite bathroom.

I did look at the pictures again, mind-blown by the surprise. I would never have expected Emily to do something like this. She wasn’t exactly shy, but no one would describe her as particular outgoing either and I’d never thought of her as bold enough to have a glamour photoshoot taken. It was a good surprise though and things were about to get better as Em reappeared from the en-suite in the sexy basque.

“I didn’t put the suspender belt on,” she apologised, posing for me at the foot of the bed. “They’re rather fiddly. I had someone - a girl - help me put them on at the studio.”

“You look so fucking sexy,” I growled at her, beckoning her towards me with a curled finger. “Come here.”

Emily licked her lips and slowly - deliberately slowly - made her way around the bed towards me, giving me plenty of time to admire her body in the sexy attire before flicking off the light switch and slipping beneath the sheets next to me.

We kissed and Emily’s hand drifted across my stomach, working their way inside my shorts. “Oh,” she giggled. “Little Paul seems to approve of my lingerie.”

‘Little Paul’ was the affectionate nickname she occasionally used for my dick. I wasn’t little - I was average - but she’d once told me about her ex-boyfriend, Thomas, who’d been blessed with the largest penis in the world by all accounts, and from that point onwards she sometimes had fun teasing me with ‘Little Paul’ comments. 

All dicks are small compared to Thomas, she’d said once when I complained at the nickname being annoying. Don’t worry about it, Tom was actually too big. I didn’t like it. It hurt sometimes. Little Paul is perfect for me.

“I do approve of the lingerie,” I replied, trailing kisses along her collarbone while reaching behind her back and searching for clasps to undo the basque top. “But it’d look better on the floor.”

“You are so cheesy sometimes,” Em laughed, then reached behind her and undid the top for me, casting it to one side. My hands immediately went to her soft breasts, my thumbs gliding over her small, sensitive nipples.

Moments later, she’d discarded the thong and I’d kicked my shorts across the darkened bedroom. My hand deserted her breasts as my mouth found hers again, kissing her passionately, my need for her growing by the second and then I paused as it passed over her mound.

“You’re shaved,” I said, breaking the kiss in surprise. “Totally shaved.”

“I did it for the photoshoot,” Emily explained. “I didn’t want any pubes sticking out, that wouldn’t be very glamourous, would it?”

“I like it,” I said, my voice shaking from how aroused I was right then. My hand stroked her pussy. It was completely smooth. Then my fingers found her slit and slipped inside her to discover that she was hot and very wet.

“Good. Now shut up and fuck me,” she whispered in my ear. Her hand was wrapped around my erection and she pulled me nearer, then guided it into her. 

I sighed at the feeling of going inside her. It was all too much. I was too excited and wasn’t going to last long, so I fucked her hard and fast, making the most of the minutes that I knew were left before cumming.

Once I’d finished, filling Emily up with my cum, I moved downwards, ignoring the sticky mess leaking from her and worked my tongue against her clit until she reached her own orgasm. Then I moved back to the pillow and wrapped her in my arms.

“Thank you,” I said sincerely. “For the best birthday present that I’ve ever had.”

“Which one?” she said, her smile somehow evident in her voice. “The lingerie, the photos or the sex?”

“All three,” I replied.

“Good,” Emily whispered to me in the dark before shifting tighter into my embrace and resting her head against my shoulder.

I lay there staring at the ceiling for a little while, listening to her soft breathing deepen as she fell asleep. For some reason, I wondered if the photographer had enjoyed seeing Emily’s body and the question of how much he’d seen.

Jealousy returned and I pushed the emotion down. He was professional, Emily had said.

But what if he wasn’t?

What if he’d enjoyed looking at my wife’s almost-nakedness?

And why did the thought of him enjoying looking at her make me feel - strangely - aroused?
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  The Flash Drive

  
  




The following morning I took the flash drive with me to work. I was a senior web designer and had my own office, so I had enough privacy during my morning break time to slot the stick into a spare USB slot on my PC and open the folder to look through the rest of the photographs.

Emily had told me that she’d only had the six printed and mounted in the album but that she’d paid for ten, so I was to choose another four and the studio would print them and send them to us.

The folder opened on my monitor and I scrolled down the list, counting the total number of photos as twenty-one. That seemed an odd number, but so be it. I checked that no one was able to see my screen through the glass-panelled walls of my office, twisting it slightly to make sure and then I clicked on the first picture.

It was similar to the very first picture in the album; Em standing in front of a black background wearing the pink and black basque. The second picture was the actual first picture in the album and as I scrolled through, the first five pictures were all similar, they just featured Em in a slightly different pose each time. She’d chosen just one from that set for the album.

The next six pictures were of Emily posing on the Chesterfield settee. I’d already seen most of these in print in the album but there were a couple of her in slightly different poses again. However, neither of them were dramatically different from what we already had.

Another set followed, comprising of six pictures again. This was a series of pictures that I’d only seen one from again, the final shot of Emily posing completely naked against the Greek pillar. What was fun about these photographs were that they showed her in the various stages of undress. The first shot had Emily’s basque falling away and her holding it to her chest to stop it from uncovering her breasts. In the second, she’d discarded the basque and was covering her breasts with both hands; I liked that one and made a mental note to include it in the four new pictures to get printed. The third had her covering her breasts with one hand and arm while suggestively slipping down her panties - not enough to show anything between her legs, but enough to suggest that she’d shaved down there. The fourth was different; it only features Emily’s legs, with her panties around her knees. That was sexy. I liked it. The fifth was the one she’d gotten printed, of her totally naked but preserving her modesty with her hands and the final shot was of her naked again, but this time facing the pillar, her naked back and bottom on show to the camera.

I felt my dick pressing against the inside of my shorts and had to adjust it to make myself comfortable. There were still four pictures to see.

The first of this final set was of Emily, again possibly naked but this time she was lying on her back in the middle of a four-poster bed. She was covered by a white silk sheet but what made me suspect she was naked beneath it was how the sheet clung to her body. The shape of her breasts and her erect nipples were almost completely visible through the gossamer-like fabric. I could see the form of her hips further down and it didn’t look like she was wearing the panties, although I couldn’t tell.

The next picture proved my suspicions to be correct. Emily was on her side this time and the sheet had been pulled away to reveal her upper shoulder, side, hips and one leg. The rest of the silk she was holding to her with one arm, covering her breasts and the rest of her body. In the third picture, the sheet was gone entirely and only an arm covered her breasts while her leg was folded in a way that hid her pussy from the camera.

The final picture was a shock, however. As I opened it, I quickly minimised it and looked around once more to make sure no one could see my screen. Only then, did I bring the photograph back up on the monitor. In this final picture, Emily was naked but made no attempt to cover up. She was lying on her back, propping herself up on her elbows, with her breasts completely exposed to the camera. Her legs were parted slightly so that not only was her shaven mound in the shot, but her tight slit was too.

I stared at the photograph, unable to believe that she’d gone so far as to let the cameraman see her nakedness so brazenly. My cock was painfully hard at the thought.

Emily, I thought to myself, you naughty girl.

I wondered how she must have felt, exposing herself like this so that I could have these risque shots as a birthday gift. Was she nervous? Did she feel insecure about her body? I guessed the photographer must have been good, to have coaxed her into letting him take these shots as well as making her feel confident and relaxed enough to go through with it.

I was definitely having the final picture printed along with the one of her panties around her legs and the one of her clutching the basque to her chest. I decided to choose another from the final set too; the one of her covered up in the silk with the shape of her nipples poking through and then I picked up a pen and a post-it note to write down the numbers of the four pictures.

The file names of the images were numbered as well as being time-stamped. The first image in the folder was named A001-10-23-51 and the second was A002-10-24-44. The first number following the ‘A’ was obviously the sequence number of the photo while the rest was the time it was taken. The remaining pictures from the first set were A004, A007 and A008. I noticed that A003, A005 and A006 were missing. This was normal. Not every picture was different enough to the previous one to be worth saving. Also, some pictures might come out too dark or blurred and the photographer would simply delete them.

There was a short gap in time between A008 and A009 as the cameraman moved Emily to the settee and again, a few pictures were missing from the second set, again - not unusual. The third set was much the same but was caught my eye was the number of files missing from the ones of her undressing next to the Greek pillar. Whereas the first two sets had just a couple of pictures deleted, the third set was missing fifteen. What pictures had he taken and discarded? And why? Looking at the time difference between the first in the set and the last, they had also spent almost an hour taking the photographs of Emily getting naked.

The last photograph of that set was labelled A40 but the first photograph of the set with Emily on the four-posted bed was A49. This meant there were also eight pictures missing from either the Greek pillar sequence or the bed set. More suspicious still was the amount missing from that last set. The first three photos were three of just six, A49, A52 and A55. But in between the picture of Emily covering herself with her arm and leg and that last shot - the one of her totally naked - there were twelve missing photos. That last photo was A68. What the hell was in those photos? I looked at the time. There was also almost an hour’s difference in time between photos A55 and A68. What had she been doing in that time?

My heart was beating hard in my chest as I thought about the possibilities. Maybe I was being crazy. Maybe I was paranoid. I looked again at the final two pictures taken either side of the missing hour.

At first, nothing struck me. Then I saw it. In the first, the silk sheets on the bed that Emily was lying on were smooth and also, her dark-blonde hair was perfect, rolling over her shoulder in waves. In the final picture, her hair was rather more chaotic, some of it over one shoulder, some over the other and a single stray lock hung down over one eye - a sexy look, perhaps a deliberate one. Maybe.

But what really made me sit up and examine the picture closer was the state of the bedsheets. They were crumpled and wrinkled. Not smooth like in the previous shot.

What’s in the missing photos, Emily? I wanted to call and ask her but I didn’t. I wasn’t sure she’d tell me. There was an easier way of finding out which might work, depending on the photographer’s habits.

I worked with computers. I made websites. One of the hazards of the job was files getting corrupted or accidentally lost and deleted. For this reason, we were all trained to do regular backups of our work but failing that, there was a trick you could do to sometimes recover any lost work.

I found the tool I used to this on my PC, a program called UnDelete and set it to run through the flash drive. If the photographer had dumped all of the photos on there and then deleted them, I might - might - be able to restore them. If he’d only chosen these select files from his camera though, so that the missing ones had never been on the USB stick, then I’d be out of luck.

UnDelete took a while to work, so I left it to run in the background while I did some work and luckily, my current project was on my screen when my boss walked in. I hadn’t seen him coming, so he startled me.

“How’s things going?” Rory asked, walking around my desk and casting his eyes over the monitor’s contents.

“All good,” I replied. “I was just working through my break to try and get it finished.”

“Excellent.” He clapped a hand on my shoulder. “You don’t have to do that but I’m impressed. How is everything else? Emily and the kids all okay?”

“Yes, fine,” I nodded, hoping that he left soon. There was a chance that UnDelete would pop up on the screen when it completed its run through the USB stick and I didn’t want him to see it and wonder what it was. “They threw me a little birthday party at home.”

“That’s cool.” Rory smiled, sitting down next to me.

Oh no, I thought, Don’t sit down.

“What presents did you get?” he asked, casually scratching his bald head and then rubbing his bearded chin as he studied the code on my screen. “Anything nice?”

“You know, the usual,” I half-lied. “Socks, aftershave. This new shirt.” I patted my chest.

“Very nice,” Rory smiled. “I like Emily. She’s lovely. You’re a lucky man.”

“Thanks, Rory.” I turned to the monitor, pretending to concentrate while desperately wishing for him to leave before UnDelete finished running.

“Well, I can see you’re busy,” my manager finally declared. “I’ll leave you to it.”

I sighed in relief as he turned and walked out of the office before leaning back through the open door to say one last thing.

“Yes?” I prompted him, trying to hurry things up.

“We should go out for dinner one night,” he suggested. “You, Emily, me and Lorna. We haven’t been out socially for ages.”

“Definitely,” I agreed, forcing an enthusiastic smile which I let go the moment he finally closed the door.

UnDelete had finished and the results were on the screen. It hadn’t been able to recover all of the files but there were four that it’d successfully found. My finger hovered over the ‘Restore’ button. Did I really want to know what these pictures contained?

Of course I did.

I clicked the button.
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The first two files I opened weren’t anything too revelatory. One was from the set of Emily standing by the Greek pillar only in this one, she was on her knees, with the camera being much closer to her, almost a headshot. Her lips were parted as she stared into the camera but the picture was weird and I could see why it’d been deleted.

The other photograph was from the four-poster bed set. She was topless, her breasts fully in view while her hand covered her pussy. There was something off about this picture too. She was on her back, looking up but what at, I didn’t know. The room behind the bed was just shadowed black, there wasn’t anything there.

The third recovered picture, however, made me sit bolt upright in my chair. In this one, she was again naked on the bed, this time sitting upright and again making no attempt to cover her nakedness. She was laughing and what was startling was that she wasn’t the only man on the bed. A shirtless man with a camera hanging from a strap around his neck was sitting next to her and it seemed as though whatever it was he was saying to her was the thing making her laugh out loud.

It was strange, seeing my wife naked, so close to a random stranger like that. He wasn’t touching her or anything but the weird fact that he was shirtless and sitting next to her puzzled me. I also couldn’t help wondering who was taking the picture if he was sat on the bed alongside Em. Perhaps the camera was on a tripod and he’d set a timer to capture the moment. I didn’t know.

The final picture was the strangest. It was a close-up shot. Emily was gazing straight into the camera, only her face and upper chest visible but again - while it was a terrific picture and I could see why this one was considered to be good enough to go on the flash drive - there was something wrong with it. It was blurry in places.

I zoomed in on her mouth, one of the areas that seemed to be blurred. Her lips looked like they’d been retouched - a practice I was familiar with because our design team sometimes retouched the pictures we put on customers’ websites. Her chin had been smoothed out too and the result didn’t quite look right. None of the rest of the photograph looked like it had been Photoshopped though. I didn’t understand what I was looking at.

I skipped back to the first two pictures and zoomed in and again I saw evidence of retouching. The shadowy grey-black colour at the very bottom of the first picture - the one of her kneeling - looked like something had been blurred out. The second picture had evidence of something being removed from the dark background too, in the vicinity where Emily seemed to be looking. She had been looking at something - or someone - and they’d been Photoshopped out. Why?

I skimmed through the existing photos, the ones that they hadn’t deleted and couldn’t see any evidence of retouching on any of them. I deduced that originally, the photographer had chosen these twenty-five pictures as the best from his camera roll and had done his best to Photoshop something offensive from three of them. Obviously, he’d not been satisfied with the outcome and had just decided to delete them instead along with the one of himself making Emily laugh on the bed.

The rest of the missing photographs had never been on the USB stick to begin with, so there was no way I could find out what they included. What had happened between my wife and the photographer that had taken place during the missing hour was a mystery.

But I had to know. The crumpled sheet, Emily’s messed-up hair, the strangely retouched photographs and the odd picture of her and the photographer together, it didn’t add up. My instincts told me that Emily was keeping something from me and I wouldn’t be able to just forget about it. I had to know the truth.

* * *

“I’m home,” I announced as I walked through the door that evening. I’d spent the rest of my workday finishing off the project I was working on - to the delight of Rory - but the whole time, I hadn’t been able to concentrate. I couldn’t push the nagging feeling that something was wrong to the back of my mind and it had bothered me all day.

“How was your day?” Emily asked, meeting me in the kitchen and filling the kettle with water to make me a drink.

She looked beautiful even though she hadn’t done anything with her hair or makeup and she wasn’t wearing anything sexy; just her usual t-shirt and jeans. But Emily didn’t need to do anything to look beautiful to me. She was my everything. The only woman in the world I desired. But now, I couldn’t help but wonder what she was keeping from me. I couldn’t help but wonder what other secrets she might have too - things that had nothing to do with the photoshoot.

“It was… enlightening,” I replied, unable to help myself. I’d decided during the drive home that I wasn’t going to confront her directly tonight. I had a better idea. If that idea didn’t work then I’d ask her right out, but for now, the plan I’d come up with seemed the safer option.

“Enlightening?” Emily asked, passing me a hot drink and sitting at the kitchen table with her own.

“Rory asked about my birthday,” I said, sipping the coffee. “I told him about the photo album.”

“You didn’t!” Emily said, wide-eyed. “Oh, my God. You didn’t show the pictures on the flash drive, did you?”

“Would you be angry with me, if I did?” I asked, feeling bad for lying to her in this way but it was necessary for my plan.

“Well, I’m not actually- not fully, that is - naked in any of them,” Emily stumbled over her words. “So, I guess it’s not the end of the world if you showed him but-”

“You are naked,” I raised an eyebrow. “The very last picture, you’re completely naked.”

“Oh.” Emily’s widened. “I totally forgot about that picture. The photographer took it without my knowledge. I told him off for it. I hope it didn’t get you angry when you saw that one. He was supposed to delete it.”

“I didn’t get angry,” I reassured her. “It’s hot. Really hot. I can’t believe he saw you nude like that.”

“He wasn’t supposed to,” Emily touched the end of her nose, looking uncomfortable. “Anyway, I hope Rory didn’t see that one.”

“I only showed him a couple,” I went on. “Don’t worry. Not that one or any of the other more revealing ones. The only reason I told him was that I remember him saying that Lorna had thought of having a similar thing done a while ago.”

“Ah, right,” Emily nodded. “Did he… like the photos?”

“He thought they were fantastic,” I nodded. “I suggested that if he was still thinking of letting Lorna have a photoshoot taken, he could use the same studio.”

“Lorna would be great at it,” Emily mused. “She’s got the figure and the confidence to totally work it during a photoshoot. I was nervous and shy but Eddie managed to get me to open up. I really wanted it to be sexy for you so I’m glad Eddie was so helpful.”

I bet you were, I thought to myself.

“Would you mind giving me the contact details for this Eddie?” I asked. “So I can pass it on to Rory tomorrow? I’ve also picked the other four photos I’d like to get printed.”

“Yes, I’ll give you his business card.” Em got up and went to her handbag, hung over the back of the door. She reached in, found her purse and plucked a card from it. “Here you go. Do you want me to give me the numbers of the four pictures you want printing? I could call by the studio tomorrow and give them to Eddie. I’ll also tell him that Rory or Lorna might be calling him so he knows to expect their call.”

I looked at the card as she passed it to me. It didn’t look like anything out of the ordinary. It felt cheap, in fact. A simple plain card with ‘Eddie’s Photography’ in a dated-looking blue font and then his contact number and email address beneath it. On the back was the studio’s address, only a mile or so away and his website, which I decided to have a look at later.

“I can call him and give him the numbers,” I said, putting the card in my back pocket. “I wrote them down on a post-it note but I’ve left it at work. I’ll call him tomorrow.”

“I’d rather call him myself tomorrow,” Emily replied quickly. “Bring the post-it note home and I’ll sort it. I just don’t want you asking how much I paid for it or anything like that. It’s personal and I don’t want you getting angry at me. I spent a little too much, you see, but I wanted you to have a really amazing present.”

She was rambling and looked distinctly uncomfortable now. Emily was definitely hiding something. But what?

* * *

I’d agreed to let Emily deal with Eddie and we’d spent the rest of the evening without mentioning the photoshoot. I could tell she’d been unsettled by the prospect of me having contact with the photographer but she seemed happier once I agreed to let her give him the final print order.

When we went to bed that night, I pulled the album out from under the bed and looked through it again, enjoying the glossy photographs. They looked much better in print than they had on the computer screen.

“I’m so glad you like it,” Emily said, resting her head on my shoulder and looking at the pictures with me.

“I can’t believe you did it,” I commented, skipping backwards and forwards through the images. “I’d never have thought you’d so something like this. Someone like Lorna, maybe. She’s quite in love with herself and would probably get a buzz from seeing herself in photographic form but I never knew you had it in you.”

“I just thought you’d like it,” Em replied. “Plus, it’s something we can keep and when I’m all old and wrinkled and-” she put her hands beneath her boobs, lifting them so they peeked through the v-neck of her bed shirt, “-and these are saggy, we’ll be able to look back and remember how I looked. That’s the idea.”

“Not the old cliche of having something to show your grandkids?” I asked with a smile. “I’ve never known why anyone would want to show their grandchildren how hot granny was when she was young.”

“Whatever,” Emily shrugged. “I’m just glad you like it.”

“I really like it,” I growled playfully, putting the album down and kissing her on the neck. “Seeing you in lingerie like that… makes me want to perhaps buy you some more.”

“I’d like that.” Em sighed as my kisses moved from her neck to her collarbone, then moaned in disappointment as I pulled away.

“Can I confess something?” I asked, reaching behind me to turn the bedside lamp off, then sliding down under the bed covers.

“Of course you can.” Emily cuddled up to me.

“I wish there were more photographs,” I whispered into the darkness. “Even naughtier ones.”

“Naughtier ones?” my wife replied. “Like, how naughty?”

“You know… Maybe more pictures where you’re not covering up your boobs or your pussy.”

“But then the photographer would have seen even more of everything,” Em pointed out quietly.

“He must have seen plenty of everything anyway,” I countered. “Surely, you couldn’t keep it everything covered up all the time.”

“Well, yes,” she admitted. “I guess Eddie probably saw more than she should have, but it’s not like I was just flaunting it all and letting him see deliberately or anything. You’d be angry and jealous if I did that. Right?”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged. “If I’m honest, I quite like the thought of you being a bit daring and naughty like that.”

“Really?” Emily went quiet. What was she thinking? Was she going to admit to that final shot, the one where she’d been totally exposed to the camera?

“Yes, really.”

“Maybe I could do another shoot for you one day,” Emily suggested after a moment. “I felt more relaxed at the end of the last one. I’d probably be confident enough to let Eddie take some more risque pictures if I did again.”

“How risque, exactly?” I probed.

Emily fidgeted against me, clearly out of her comfort zone now.

“I don’t know exactly,” she replied softly. “I could go naked from the start. Like a glamour model.”

“What about doing more explicit things?” I asked.

“Such as?”

“More provocative poses,” I said. “Legs open, on all fours, you know - the type of things that you see glamour models doing.”

“Glamour is different from porn, yes?” Emily asked me to clarify. 

“I classify glamour as the woman posing solo,” I said thoughtfully. “Porn is when she introduces either someone else into the scene, a man or woman or I guess, sex toys and things like that. Once it’s more than just posing, it’s porn. Perhaps you could distinguish it that way.”

“So, you wouldn’t want me to pose with a man or anything like that?” Emily asked, then before I could answer, she leaned into me and kissed me on the lips.

I broke the kiss and looked at her in the dim light. Her eyes were shining and her lips were parted. She was turned on for some reason.

“Would you pose with a man?” I asked, watching for her reaction. “If I was okay with it? How far would you go with these more risque photographs?”

“You’re making me feel uncomfortable now,” Emily’s eyes searched my face. “Can we talk about it tomorrow and just make love now? I’m horny.”

She kissed me again and this time I didn’t break the kiss. I lifted her t-shirt up and pulled my boxer shorts down. I was already erect. The conversation had me horny too.

We fucked, a passionate, frantic and satisfying fuck which had the headboard banging against the wall and ended in us cumming almost simultaneously.

Afterwards, I held her in my arms until she fell asleep and then looked down at her restful face. 

What happened during the photoshoot, Emily? I wanted to wake her and ask her, but I didn’t. I closed my eyes and tried to sleep.
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The following morning I had some decisions to make. Firstly, I had dragged Rory and Lorna into this with my fabricated story last night. Emily didn’t talk to Lorna outside of our very occasional get-togethers but when Rory suggested just yesterday that we should all go out for dinner soon, I had to decide whether or not I should fill Rory in on what happened - maybe only partially, just in case Emily should mention any of this to them.

I also had to work out what I was going to do next. I’d had a plan yesterday to fish for information with Emily, using the work story and then hinting that I wished there were more photographs; more daring ones. I hoped that with that little bit of probing, Emily might confess what I wanted to know and tell me about the other pictures and what went on during the shoot on the four-poster bed.

But she hadn’t, despite me teasing her that I’d like to see her do some naughtier pictures and encouraging her to open up to me. She’d instead shut down, saying I was making her feel uncomfortable before making love - clearly a distraction tactic to end the conversation,

So, what was I to do? I had a feeling that no matter how much I encouraged Em, no matter how much I gently probed, she wouldn’t ever tell me about the four-poster bed photographs and what had happened in that last hour of her shoot.

A potential Plan B could be to order the four deleted pictures and see how she reacted when they arrived. I could see how that might cause a problem. She might view it as being sneaky and confrontational and I didn’t want to be perceived that way - even though I was definitely being sneaky.  What if there wasn’t anything more to it than there appeared? I’d grown suspicious and paranoid because of her messy hair and the crumpled sheets but what if she’d simply done a nude set of pictures on the four-poster bed and then regretted it? What if the photographer had talked her into doing it when she didn’t really want to? Perhaps she didn’t like the resulting pictures and had simply deleted them, or maybe she’d been frightened as to how I’d react? Just because my mind was working overtime didn’t mean any of my paranoid suspicions were true.

If I was to directly confront her over the missing photographs and what had happened, I needed to have all my ducks lined up first. I had to know for sure that there was something to confront her about. I needed access to the other photographs.

It was lunchtime and I’d struggled to focus on this morning’s new project. I pushed my chair away from my desk and stood up, stretching and trying to work the tension knots out of my shoulders.

“Good afternoon,” Rory said, pushing the door to my office open. “I wondered if you fancied a sandwich and a drink at the pub for lunch? I could use a bit of fresh air.”

“Sure,” I nodded. I’d brought some lunch with me but a nice pub sandwich sounded much more appealing, plus it allowed me to drop the photoshoot into a conversation with him at the same time. Then I had an idea. “I’ll drive.”

The pub was only five minutes away around the corner from the industrial estate where our office was based but I told Rory I had a quick detour to make along the way.

“A detour?”

“It’ll only take me five minutes,” I said, double-checking the address on the back of the business card that Em had given me last night. It was only a very short drive away. We’d easily have time to get to the pub and have lunch afterwards.

“Cool. Where are we going?” Rory said, looking out the window as I found my way to the street where Eddie’s Photography was based.

“It’s a photography studio,” I replied, finding the address - a surprisingly nice house with the studio built onto the side as an extension - at the end of a cul-de-sac full of similarly expensive-looking properties. “Here we are. I’ll only be five minutes. I’ll explain the rest when I come back.”

Leaving Rory in the car, I walked down the driveway and into the business doorway that was labelled as the studio entrance. A pretty blonde woman was sitting behind a desk just inside.

“Hello,” I introduced myself. “My wife had a photoshoot done here recently and she’s asked me to call in to ask Eddie something.”

“I’m Eddie’s sister-in-law,” the woman smiled at me. She was lovely; curvy and busty with a lot of creamy cleavage showing through the v-neck sweater she had on. “My name’s Kirstie. Eddie’s not here right now, he’s on a location shoot, but if you want to leave a message, I’ll make sure he gets it when he’s back.”

“Ah,” I replied, nodding. “You might be able to help me anyway.”

Kirstie shrugged, making her ample bust bounce appealingly. “I’ll try. What is it your wife wants?”

“Her name is Emily Williamson,” I explained. “She had the shoot done as a birthday surprise for me and I really enjoyed it, Eddie’s work is fabulous. He printed six pictures for us, but Emily paid for ten, leaving me the option of picking the final four pictures.”

“That’s one of our standard packages,” Kirstie nodded. “Eddie sometimes suggests leaving a few pictures for the husband or boyfriend to choose. It’s a nice idea.”

“Great, yes.” I tried to hurry things along, aware that Rory was waiting for me back in the car. “The only thing is that the flash drive Eddie gave us doesn’t have all the pictures on. It only has twenty or so and some of the files seem to be corrupted. I brought the flash drive with me if you could upload all of the pictures for me again?”

“A flash drive?” Kirstie’s large brown eyes considered me thoughtfully for a moment, looking at the USB stick I was dangling in front of me. “I’m sorry. We don’t do flash drives. We put all of the pictures onto a CD. What’s your wife’s name again?”

“Emily,” I said, suddenly confused. “Emily Williamson.”

Kirstie’s fingers tapped away on the keyboard in front of her, her eyes scrolling down the screen until she found Em’s name. “Yes. Got it here. Emily Williamson. According to the files, she bought the ten-photo set and the deluxe album. The prints were done the next day and delivered the same day along with the CD. I don’t know anything about a flash drive. I could ask Eddie when he comes back?”

“No,” I replied, working out what had happened. “I got mixed up. I meant CD. I don’t know why I brought the flash drive.”

“I can’t do another copy of the CD either,” Kirstie said, looking unsure now. “I’d have to check with Eddie and there’s a charge for it too, so you’re aware.”

“So… all of the pictures will still be on the CD?” I mused out loud, turning everything over in my head. “I think Emily must have put the pictures onto the flash drive from the CD. That makes sense. I don’t know why she didn’t tell me that.”

“Well, okay then,” Kirstie said. “Can I ask, do you have ID with you? I just want to check that you’re actually Mrs Williamson’s husband.”

I fished a bank card out of my pocket to reassure her. The last thing I needed would be Kirstie calling Em up at home and telling her that some weird guy had been asking about her photoshoot.

“I’ll ask Emily if she’s still got the CD,” I told the receptionist. “She probably forgot about it. She’s quite dizzy like that. If she hasn’t, then I can order a new one from Eddie, did you say?”

“That’s right,” Kirstie nodded, still not seeming convinced by anything despite seeing the bank card as proof of who I was.

“Thanks for your time,” I said, backing out of the door. “I’m sorry I troubled you.”

I went back to the car and as we set off towards the pub, Rory asked me to fill him in on what was going on.

“I didn’t tell you the other day,” I decided to tell him half of the truth, “But for my birthday, Emily had a photoshoot done.”

“A photoshoot?” Rory inquired. “Like a family group thing?”

“No,” I nodded my head and flashed him a grin. “A glamour shoot. Herself in lingerie.”

“Woah,” my boss smiled back. “Nice. I’d love Lorna to get something like that done one day.”

“Really?” This was working out even better than planned. Rory had just turned last night’s lie into the truth. “Well, I can highly recommend Eddie’s Studio. I’ve got his business card in my pocket if you want to take his details.”

“Maybe,” Rory said as we arrived at the pub and headed inside and then as we sat down with our drinks, waiting for the sandwiches we’d ordered, he couldn’t help asking for more details. “Come on, tell me. These photos Emily had done, are they sexy?”

“Very,” I chuckled at his curiosity. “And they’re for my eyes only, before you ask.”

“So why did you have to go back to the studio?” he asked as our lunches arrived. “Is she having another one done?”

“To order some more prints,” I explained, going into how it worked with the initial six prints in the album with a further order for four more.

“But there’s no chance of me seeing these pictures on this flash drive?” Rory sighed. “I just thought if I had a look, I could decide whether or not to talk to Lorna about it.”

“You just want to see my wife in her lingerie,” I raised an eyebrow at him and laughed.

“Well, she is good-looking,” Rory shrugged. “Who wouldn’t want to see sexy pictures of Emily?”

“What’s it worth?” I joked. “If there was a pay rise involved, then maybe I’d consider it…“

“You’re pushing your luck now.” Rory wiggled a finger at me. “I could go through your history on your PC and if you’ve been perving over these pictures during work time… you’d be in big trouble.”

“You’re kidding, right?” I said, shoving the last bit of my beef sandwich into my mouth. “I remember once walking into your office and found you watching something on PornHub. What was it now… Oh yeah, that was it. The Bukkake Queen and-”

“Shut up,” he laughed, then looked around. “And keep your voice down. I’m a regular in here. I don’t want everyone knowing about my liking for… Never mind. Just describe the photos to me then.”

“Well, she’s wearing this pink and black basque,” I began, “Stockings and suspenders and the first few pictures, she’s just posing for the camera and then as she relaxed, she did some more sexy ones. Laying on a leather sofa then some on a four-poster bed.”

“Naked?” Rory asked, his tone eager as she finished his own sandwich. “Did she take anything off or was it all in lingerie?”

“Jeez.” I shook my head at him as we finished off our drinks before heading back to the car. “You really want to know, don’t you?”

“I think it’s great that she did that for you as a surprise,” Rory shrugged as we got back in the car and fastened our seatbelts. “I’m just making conversation over lunch, that’s all.”

“No,” I corrected him as we set off back to the office. “You want to know all the dirty details so you can imagine it in bed with Lorna tonight.”

That made him laugh out loud. “Maybe. Yeah. So, naked or lingerie? Come on, tell me.”

“She might have gotten naked,” I teased him. “But as I said, you’re never going to see, so you’ll just have to use your imagination.”

“Damn it,” he cursed humorously. “How about I pay for dinner when we next go out? And in return, you show me just a couple of pictures.”

“Wow, Rory,” I laughed softly as we pulled up outside the office. “Look, I’ll think about it. But I want to pick the restaurant and which pictures I get to show you, right?”

“Sounds good to me,” he clapped his hands together triumphantly as we walked back into work. “I’ll see you in my office the last thing before closing time. Don’t forget the flash drive.”

He went back to his office and me back to mine. As I sat behind my desk, I finally had time to reflect on what I’d learned at the studio. Eddie had given Emily a CD with all of the pictures on, according to the receptionist. Not some. All. Emily must have transferred a few onto the flash drive, not wanting to give me the CD for obvious reasons. Perhaps she was the one that had tried to Photoshop the three pictures before deleting them. It would explain why the retouching wasn’t very good. I’d have expected better from a professional photographer. And the other photo - the one of her sat with Eddie or whoever the shirtless man was? Perhaps she just put that on the flash drive in error, then deleted it.

Whatever the truth was, there was one way to find out.

I had to find that CD.
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“I can’t stay long,” I told Rory as I stepped into his office that evening. “I’ve got to get home and sort a few things out.”

“No worries,” my boss said, pulling another chair around to his side of the desk so I could sit alongside him. “Let’s get this flash drive plugged in.”

I passed it to him and he slid it into one of the free USB ports on his PC.

“Remember I’m telling you which pictures you can look at,” I reminded him as he opened the folder up on his screen.

“Oh, come on,” he pleaded with me. “Don’t be like that. I’m sure they’re all pretty similar.”

“Apart from her being naked in some of them,” I pointed out, then stole the mouse from him as he went to click on the first one.

“I’m your boss, you know.”

“I know,” I laughed. “Look, I’ll show you a few as promised.”

I clicked on the first one, of Emily standing and posing in the basque set and when it opened up, Rory let out a quiet whistle.

“Wow,” he banged his hand on the desk - not too hard for anyone outside of his office to hear - but hard enough. “What a body. Look at how it pushes her boobs up!”

“Rory, that’s my wife you’re talking about,” I said, staring at him but he didn’t care.

“I’m paying you a compliment,” he shrugged. “She’s got a better body than I thought she’d have. You’re a lucky guy. Anyway, next one.”

I skimmed past the rest of the opening set and showed him the picture of her lying on the Chesterfield sofa. This one really showed off her figure, especially her legs.

“This one and one more,” I warned him. “I told you only a couple.”

“That’s a sexy shot,” he nodded, his eyes never leaving the screen. “Show me one of the naked ones. Please.”

“Rory, you can’t ask to see my wife naked,” I looked at him aghast. “You’re so bad.”

“I won’t tell her you showed me,” he bargained. “Come on. I’ll take you to the best restaurant, buy your dinner. I’ll treat us to some nice wine.”

“You’re trying to basically pay me to show you my wife’s nudes.” I shook my head again at him. “Unbelievable. I’ll show you this last picture and that’s it.”

I decided to risk showing him the one where she was standing next to the pillar. She was naked in it, but you couldn’t see anything. Her arms covered her breasts and her hand protected her pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” Rory moaned, his eyes widening. “She’s sensational.”

“I told you they were good pictures,” I smiled. “Remember, I was supposed to be showing you these so you could decide whether or not to encourage Lorna to have a shoot done. Not so you could perve over my wife.”

“Are there some pictures where she’s properly nude?” he asked, his eyes still fixed on Em’s shapely body on the monitor. “Not as in not implied nude, or covering her boobs but you know…. fully nude.”

“No,” I lied. There was. The last couple of pictures showed everything but I didn’t tell him that. “They’re all like that one. Still sexy though, right?”

“I bet you’re lying,” Rory said back in his chair, his eyes narrowing. “I bet she went all the way. These photographers always managed to talk the girls into at least one nude shot.”

“Nope,” I said, passing him the mouse back and quickly pulling the flash drive out of the USB slot before he could try to talk me into showing anything more. “Maybe she’ll do another shoot one day where she does, but there are no full nudes on this memory stick.”

He didn’t seem convinced. Rory was a good judge of when people were lying. I knew that from working with him over the years but he didn’t try any further to get the truth out of me.

“Thanks for showing me,” he said after a moment. “Emily is beautiful. I’ve always thought that but seeing her in those photos… Makes me jealous of you, I won’t lie.”

“You’ve got Lorna at home,” I said as we walked out of his office, both ready to head out. “She’s gorgeous.”

“Thanks,” Rory put an arm around for my shoulder. “Listen. If I get any pictures of Lorna done, I’ll show you a couple in return for tonight. Okay?”

“Whatever,” I laughed. “Just promise me when we do go for this expensive dinner - not a word to Em about today, right?”

“Not a word,” he promised.

* * *

“You’re later than usual,” Em said as I walked into the kitchen to find her cooking tonight’s meal.

“Rory asked me to stay behind to help him with something,” I explained, looking into the saucepans. “Mmmm. Smells nice.”

“It’s just beef stew. Nothing special.” Emily smiled. “You forgot to leave me the flash drive and that post-it note you mentioned. I was going to order those extra prints for you today.”

“Sorry,” I apologised although of course, I’d taken them to work deliberately. “They were in my pocket for some reason and I ended up taking them to work with me. I think they’re in the car. I’ll go fetch them in a while.”

“Okay.” Emily seemed quiet for some reason. I wondered if she was still feeling uncomfortable about the topic of our conversation late last night.

“I’m going for a shower,” I told her. “I feel a bit tired and sweaty. A nice shower might wake me up and make me feel a bit more refreshed.”

“Sure,” she said, still seeming quiet and preoccupied.

I headed upstairs after saying hello to the kids. I was going to have a shower but I’d really just wanted to have some time alone upstairs to look for the CD. With Emily being preoccupied and stuck in the kitchen cooking, now was the perfect opportunity to have a proper look around without being caught.

It didn’t take long for me to find it. Part of me was worried that she’d have thrown it away or destroyed it somehow - especially if it had some incriminating photographs contained on it - but she hadn’t. The very fact that she hadn’t led me to think that maybe the pictures on there weren’t as bad as the paranoid part of me kept telling me they might be.

I slid it out from beneath her chest of drawers where she tended to hide things. I knew Emily’s hiding places. I’d once found a small selection of sex toys under there that she’d never told me about. I’d not troubled her about that. All women had at least one vibrator or dildo. I didn’t want to embarrass her.

The shiny disc was inside a clear plastic cover and I tucked it under my shirt so no one could see it and then went into the shower, leaving it hidden in the pile of discarded clothes on the floor while I showered.

As the hot water ran over my head and body, relaxing my tired muscles, I worked out what to do with the CD. I could hold onto it and take it to work with me tomorrow where I’d have some time and space but I couldn’t wait that long. I was anxious and nervous about what I was going to find on it. I needed to look at it tonight.

After I’d finished showering, I sneaked the CD downstairs and carefully slid it into the case that held my laptop. I didn’t use the laptop much; just for the occasional bit of work that I brought home. Then I waited until the kids were in bed and for Emily to head up too.

“Aren’t you coming to bed?” she said, about to switch the TV off but pausing when she saw me get the laptop out of the case.

“I’ve just got a couple of things to prepare for tomorrow,” I replied, placing the laptop on my knee and switching it on.

“Okay,” she said, kissing me on the cheek before heading up. “I’m tired anyway. Don’t stay up too late.”

Once she’d gone and I heard the bed creak upstairs as she got into it, I slipped the CD out of the laptop bag and after removing the plastic sleeve, I opened the laptop CD drawer, put the disc inside and closed it.

With a shaking hand, I clicked on the icon to open the folder and a box appeared with more photographs than the flash drive had contained. A lot more. There were seventy, all together, labelled A001 all the way to A070.

Every picture is here, I thought. This is it. I skipped past the first and the second, I’d seen it a dozen times already. The others from the first set and the second set that I hadn’t already seen weren’t much different from the ones she’d put on the flash drive. I enjoyed looking through them until I got to the third set; of her standing by the Greek pillar.

The first was of Emily unclasping the basque, the second was the picture I’d seen before of her with the basque falling away. The next few were of her slipping down her panties - including the one from the flash drive but then things finally got interesting.

The picture of her legs with the panties halfway down was accompanied by another of her legs. However, this one was aimed higher and Emily’s shaven pussy was fully in-shot. Her legs were together but her slit peeked out between her thighs. The camera pulled out for the next two. Emily leant against the pillar, her hands on her hips, making no attempt to cover either her breasts or her slit.

But the next picture took my breath away. It was the first of the deleted files that I’d recovered, the one of Emily knelt down and the camera focused on her face. Now I understood the blurring at the very bottom was there because this was the original, un-retouched picture. At the bottom of the photo was the tip of a penis. An erect penis. The photographer’s penis.

My heart racing, I skipped through the next pictures, all of them the same but in each one, the photographer’s penis was closer to her face until the last one, it was in her mouth, her eyes closed.

I felt sick and had to look away from the screen for a moment until I’d regathered myself. Then I continued, running through the final set of pictures quickly. My suspicions were confirmed. I wasn’t being paranoid. The set of her on the bed started as it had on the flash drive; simply Emily beneath the sheet which was gradually removed over three photos to display her covered nakedness. Then in the next picture, a man was standing beside the bed. It wasn’t the shirtless man that I’d seen sitting on the bed next to Emily in the deleted file I’d seen. This was someone else and he was completely naked, his large erection pointing at Emily. Then I realised this was the second deleted and retouched picture. She’d managed to cut the man out of the picture entirely.

I clicked on. He joined her on the bed. They kissed and his hands were on her body, cupping one of her breasts. Then she sucked his cock. Then he was on top of her.

Again, I had to look away. I couldn’t believe what I’d just seen. My instincts had been correct. Why, Emily? Why?

I had to finish looking. I needed to know what was in the last handful of pictures. I turned my eyes back to the screen and clicked on the next picture. This one was a close-up of Emily’s pussy and lower belly. The man’s cock was held above it and the photographer had managed to catch the moment he ejaculated, a stream of white fluid streaking out from the tip of his dick.

The next picture was of Emily’s belly covered in his cum, followed by the picture of the shirtless photographer sitting next to her. Now it made sense. The male in the previous pictures had fucked her and cum on her. Then the photographer had stripped off his shirt and tried it on with her too.

He didn’t get to fuck her though. The last few photographs were of Emily sucking his penis, then the face shot and now I understood why her mouth and lower jaw seemed retouched. Emily had blurred out the photographer’s cum that was on her lips and dripping from her chin.

The last two photographs were the fully naked one that she’d included on the USB stick and then a final shot which was the most explicit one. Emily was lying on her back, her legs spread and had one of her fingers inside her pussy. The way her back was arched and the expression of exquisite agony on her face suggested she was orgasming. The photographer had encouraged her to make herself cum - and had caught the moment on film.

“I can explain,” Emily said from behind me, making me slam down the lid of the laptop and spin around in shock. Her face was almost frozen with fear. How long had she been there?

“Emily…“ I started, but I didn’t know what to say to her. I still hadn’t processed everything I’d just seen.

“I’m sorry,” she apologised. “Just give me a chance to explain.”
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“What are you doing downstairs?” I turned around to face Emily. She was wearing her nightshirt. Her legs were bare beneath them and I was sure I could see them trembling.

“I had a feeling something was wrong,” she replied. “Call it women’s intuition, I don’t know what it was but when you went into the shower, I went upstairs and looked for the CD. It wasn’t there. I knew you’d taken it.”

“I called by the studio earlier with the flash drive,” I confessed, although I didn’t tell her in exact ins-and-outs of why. “They told me about the CD and I was confused as to why you’d hide it from me.”

“I was waiting for you to ask me about it,” she said hesitantly. “But you didn’t and then when you said you had ‘some work to do’ I knew. That’s why I came back downstairs.”

“Have you been standing there long?” I asked, wondering if she knew that I’d seen all the pictures.

“Long enough,” she nodded. “It’s not what it looks like. You have to let me explain.”

“It’s not what it looks like?” I scoffed. “Come on, Em. I’ve seen all of the photos. The camera doesn’t lie.”

“It really isn’t what it looks like,” she insisted, moving around the settee to sit next to me. “I was supposed to be going to the shoot with Jacqueline. She was the one who recommended Eddie. She’s had shoots done there before and she suggested the idea of having a glamour shoot done for you, for your birthday.”

“Jacqui?” I frowned. Jacqui was Emily’s errant sister. Younger than her by a couple of years and a bit of a tearaway when she was younger. “She put you up to this?”

“She went with me to the first meeting I had with Eddie when I agreed on the package and set a date for the shoot,” Emily explained, nervousness evident in her voice. “But on the day, she got called into work and so I ended up going on my own. I almost cancelled. I wish I had now.”

“Because you got caught lying to me?” I asked, flipping open the lid of the laptop again. “Because I found out you’ve cheated on me?”

“I haven’t cheated on you,” she protested. “Not in the way you think.”

I brought up the picture of the muscular male fucking Emily on the screen, his tanned body on top of her. “I think you’ll find that fucking another man without your husband’s knowledge is cheating.”

Emily glanced at the screen then looked away. “He’s not inside me. It’s simulated sex. His… thing… is just squashed against me. He never actually went inside.”

I squinted at the picture. It was true that you couldn’t see any penetration. All you could see was his ass between Emily’s thighs. I flicked to the next picture, which surely proved that he’d fucked her.

“He came on you.” I pointed to the photo of his dick shooting his load over her belly. “If he didn’t fuck you, how did he cum?”

“He wanked himself off,” Emily shrugged. “He held it there and stroked it until he was close, then told Eddie as he was about to cum so he could get the shot.”

“Of course you’re going to say that.” I shook my head. “Emily, you sucked his dick too. And the photographer. It’s all on captured in the photographs. Why are you trying to deny it?”

“I didn’t suck them.” Emily moved my hand from the laptop trackpad and scrolled to one of the pictures where she was sucking the male model. “Look. His penis is in my mouth but I’m not sucking it. Eddie told me to just hold it in my mouth. I was perfectly still. I never actually properly sucked him, as in giving him a blowjob. The same with Eddie himself. I just held his cock in my mouth while he took the photos. That’s not the same as sucking it.”

“I can’t believe that. You made the cameraman cum. It’s all on your mouth and chin.”

“He did the same as Rob,” she maintained her innocence. Rob must be the name of the male model. “He took a few snaps of my dick in his mouth then finished himself off onto my face. I’m sorry I let him do that. I’m sorry any of it happened but I swear, I didn’t have sex with either of them or give them a blowjob.”

“They had their dicks in your mouth.” I jabbed a finger at the screen. “That’s as good as a blowjob.”

“It’s a simulated blowjob,” Emily’s eyes were downcast. She was trying so hard to lessen the enormity of what she’d done but knew she was failing. “It’s not the same.”

“And you made yourself cum?” I scrolled through the photos to the very last one. “You masturbated and orgasmed in front of two men? Or is that a simulated orgasm? It looks real to me.”

Emily looked at the picture on the screen, her face going from the pale, frightened shade it was before to a bright red. “They asked me to pretend I was cumming.”

“So that’s what a fake orgasm looks like.” I sighed, not believing any of this. “Right.”

“They told me to pretend but I accidentally came,” she confessed after a moment, in a very quiet voice. “I’m sorry. Please let me explain. You’re not letting me.”

“Go ahead,” I challenged her, folding my arms and sitting back in the seat. “But don’t lie to me, Em. Just tell me the truth. I deserve that much, at least.”

“The truth?” she said, her voice still quivering slightly. “I am telling you the truth.”

“So tell me,” I said, patiently waiting for her explanation. “Tell me everything.”

“I turned up on the day of the shoot,” she began. “I’d bought the lingerie the day before and brought it with me and showed it to Eddie who said it was perfect. Then he introduced me to Liu, his assistant. Liu is gay. I think. He was very sweet and he took me into another room to get changed. He did my make-up and my hair and oh - we had Champagne. A bottle of Champagne came with the package I’d paid for, a large bottle.”

“So you’re blaming this - all of this-“ I waved my hand at the laptop screen, preempting what she was going to say, “On being drunk?”

“No.” Emily crossed her arms below her breasts defensively. “I never said that, did I?”

“You were going to,” I accused.

“No, I wasn’t.” Emily’s dark eyes turned cold for a moment. “Anyway, I might as well cut this short because you clearly don’t believe me. Liu took me to the studio once I was ready and there wasn’t just Eddie there. There was also his wife, Leanne and another man who he introduced as Rob. He’s a male model, you can probably tell, but he’s also a partner in the business.”

She paused and I gave her a moment to collect her thoughts before prompting her to carry on. “Okay. Keep going.”

“The first few photos were as I expected. Eddie directed me to stand in different poses and it was rather fun. I was enjoying it, even when they had me rolling around and posing sexily on the sofa but then Eddie started asking me if I wanted to take it a little bit further. I asked him what he meant and he asked me if I wanted to do some shots with a little more flesh. He and Rob were both complimenting me, as was Liu and Leanne too. With them being so many of them in the room, I was a little shy but Leanne kept reassuring me that it’d be fine and that if I didn’t like the pictures, they’d delete them once I’d been given the CD with them all on.”

I wanted to tell her that I was fairly sure they hadn’t been deleted but I didn’t. If they’d been deleted, Kirstie would have told me so when I asked if I could get another copy of the CD.

“So I took the basque top off but I kept my boobs covered up,” Em recalled. “But Rob and Eddie kept telling me they were professionals. They’ve seen hundreds, maybe thousands of pairs of boobs, so I could relax. Eventually, I gave in and relaxed a little and went on to even slip my panties down although I did keep my private parts covered. That’s when it got a bit weird. Rob was saying that I had an amazing body and that I was getting him turned on and I guess that kind of made me feel nice. He’s a good-looking man with a really hot body. To have someone like him say you’re turning him on was quite exciting. Then Eddie said he was horny too and he told me to uncover my privates. So I did.”

I was getting horny myself, listening to Emily tell me what had happened, but I didn’t say anything. I just kept quiet and let her talk.

“They were still being really complimentary. Liu and Leanne too. Along with the Champagne and the excitement, I think it all went a little bit to my head. I said I didn’t believe that I was turning them on and then to my surprise, Rob just got his dick out. I couldn’t believe it - he’s huge too, you’ve probably noticed. Then Eddie got his dick out - he’s not small, but he’s not Rob’s size and they were both erect. I felt totally out of my comfort zone right then but I wasn’t scared. Leanne was there, after all, she’s Eddie’s wife. She said something about Eddie often got naked during shoots. The effect of his nudity affects the models and brings something out in them which he then tries to catch on film. I don’t know - it all sounded like mumbo-jumbo to me, but as I said, I went with it because I still felt comfortable with Leanne being there.”

“So how did you end up sucking them?” I asked, believing Emily so far and genuinely intrigued as to how it had unfolded.

“Eddie told me to kneel and said he was going to come really close and not to freak out,” Em told me. “I didn’t know he was going to put his dick right in front of my face though. He said if I felt freaked out or uncomfortable we could stop at any time but I didn’t want to seem like a scared kid, especially in front of Rob. It’s hard to explain, but I kind of felt sexy… like a real model. So, I just went with it.”

“Then he suggested you open your mouth for this simulated blowjob,” I guessed.

“Yes,” Emily nodded, seeming relieved that I was starting to believe her. “I thought he was just going to put it close to my mouth, which he did at first but he kept inching forward and then the next thing I knew, he was sliding it in and out of my mouth and taking pictures. He told me to close my mouth and suck it if I wanted to, but I didn’t. I just held it there for a bit. Then he took me over to the bed, asked me to lie down and Rob came over and covered me with the sheet.”

The mental image she was painting in my head; of my beautiful wife on her knees, naked with a stranger’s cock in her mouth was turning me on. My cock was rock-hard in my pants, so had to adjust it. Emily noticed, but didn’t say anything about it, instead just continuing with her story.

“They took some photos as they moved the sheet. Rob was standing nearby all the time and had stripped completely naked. That did make me feel uncomfortable and I said so to Eddie but they reassured me that it was all for the camera. They suggested I take some shots on the bed with Rob, just the simulated type of thing like I’d done with Eddie and again because I was perhaps slightly relaxed because of the Champagne they kept giving me and because I was excited and flattered, I agreed. Rob ended up putting his dick in my mouth and-“ Emily paused, looking at me with a wild look in her eyes like she was terrified. “-I admit, his penis got me horny. He was really big and hard. His dick reminded me of Thomas’s and you know how much I liked Thomas’s big one. Rob had a big one too but also, unlike Thomas, his body was fit and muscled and the entire thing just felt so erotic. Having this beautiful man’s cock in my mouth and his body against mine, I can’t describe it.”

“You’re doing a fairly good job of describing it,” I reassured her. “So you’re swearing to me that he didn’t actually fuck you? He just put it against you?”

“Yes,” Emily nodded vigorously. “I swear. He tried to. He put the end against my pussy but I said ‘no’ and he just put it on top instead and then laid on top of me while Eddie took the photographs, making it look like we were doing it, but we weren’t. I promise.”

“Then he made himself cum?”

“Eddie asked if I’d be okay with a money-shot,” Emily said. “I didn’t know what that was, so Leanne explained and I felt a bit stupid for not knowing. Again, I can’t make any excuses as to why I let him do it. Just the thought of watching him make himself cum was a turn-on, so I said yes, and then he did it.”

“I believe you,” I said, after a moment. I did. Emily didn’t seem like she was lying or withholding anything. She was nervous and embarrassed. I thought I knew her well enough to know when she was telling me the truth and when she wasn’t and right now, I felt like she was being honest.

“After he’d cum, Eddie came over with some paper towels and cleaned me up and then he sat next to me and was saying how he’d love to finish with a few final explicit shots and he took his shirt off, saying I was making him all hot and bothered. Leanne said I’d look good with a money-shot on my face and Eddie asked me I wanted to do that and by now, I was so horny and in-the-moment I told him yes. He played with himself right in front of me and came on my mouth and face. It was a bit disgusting, looking back with hindsight but at the time, it got me so horny. I’m so sorry.”

“And then you ended up making yourself cum?”

“Rob suggested it. He said I should let Eddie take a couple of final photos of me touching myself. Leanne said that you’d probably love it. She said husbands love this sort of thing. I was so turned-on and stupidly lost in what was going on that I said okay. Eddie told me to make it look like I was having an orgasm but after touching my clit for a just a few seconds, it happened. I was horny and it just happened. I felt so embarrassed afterwards but Leanne came over with a dressing gown and covered me up and Eddie was being so complimentary about how pretty and sexy I was, I guess it just seemed okay. And that’s it. I came home. I phoned and asked them to deliver the album through the post because I was so embarrassed that I didn’t want to have to face Eddie again and that’s it.”

“And you swear that’s the truth?” I said, slowly coming to terms with everything.

“I swear.” Em took my hands in hers and squeezed them. “I’m so sorry. I almost told you last night, when you were talking dirty in bed and said you wished that maybe I’d gone further. I almost told you right then but I knew you were just saying it because you were horny. It was just dirty talk in bed, wasn’t it?”

I didn’t answer. The truth was that the idea of Emily being naked in front of four strangers turned me on. The truth was that the mental image of her having both the photographer’s penis and Rob’s huge cock in her mouth turned me on. The truth was the fact that these two men had both cum on my wife turned me on. Rob’s cock had been pressed against her pussy. He’d tried to put it in her. My cock was rock-hard.

“Paul?” Emily asked, her eyes searching my face. “Talk to me. Tell me how you’re feeling.”

I opened my mouth but no words would come out. Her hand went to the front of my jeans and she immediately felt how hard I was.

“You’re horny, aren’t you?” she asked me. “Please tell me you’re horny. Please tell me you like the photos and that you’re turned on by it. It’d make me feel so much better. I know you’re mad with me for not telling you about this, but I was scared. The moment I came home, I phoned Jacqui and told her what happened and asked her if I should tell you and she said not to. She thought you’d go crazy.”

“So you only put a few pictures from the CD onto the flash drive,” I said, changing the subject from if I was turned on by it or not. “You were going to keep it from me forever.”

“I would have told you eventually,” Emily replied. “In a way, I’m glad that it’s out in the open now. I don’t like keeping secrets from you. I love you. I couldn’t have kept this a secret forever. I don’t know how I’d have told you, but I’d have found a way.”

Again, I found myself lost for words, so after a moment’s silence, Emily’s hand went to the button on my jeans and undid it. I didn’t move or say anything as she pulled down my jeans and shorts and then swung one leg over me, straddling me. I looked into her beautiful brown eyes as she took hold of my cock and guided it inside her and then kissed her as she rode me right there on the sofa.

“I don’t know if I’m saying the right thing,” Emily breathed into my ear after she’d broken the kiss. She was still riding my cock, moaning occasionally as she spoke. “But part of me wishes I had sucked Eddie’s cock properly and part of me wishes I’d let Rob fuck me. Is that bad? Do you hate me?”

“I don’t hate you,” I groaned, feeling incredibly turned on by my wife saying those words.

“Am I horrible?” she moaned. “Am I a complete bitch for saying that I miss Thomas’s big cock and that Rob’s turned me on?”

“No, you’re not horrible,” I sighed, feeling myself close to cumming. “It’s okay. I understand.”

“Does it turn you on, Paul?” Em asked. “Please, tell me the truth. Does it? I won’t think any less of you if it does.”

“Yes, it does,” I admitted, feeling my balls tighten as she ground her pussy down onto me. “I wish you’d let Rob fuck you too.”

“Oh, God,” she moaned loudly, “Fuck.” Then her body quivered and she held onto me tightly as an orgasm shook through her, triggering my own. I felt my dick explode into her and we held onto each for a few moments until we were both finished.

We didn’t speak afterwards. We switched everything off and went to bed. I took her into my arms and we just lay there, lost in our own thoughts over everything that had just happened and what we’d both confessed to until finally, we both fell asleep.
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“Good morning,” Emily smiled at me as she shook me awake the following morning. “You should be getting up. You’ve snoozed the alarm twice. I don’t want you to be late for work.”

“What time is it?” I yawned and looked at the alarm clock. It was late. “Do you know something? I might call in sick.”

“It’s been a while since you threw a sickie,” Em looked at me suspiciously. “Are we okay? After last night, I…”

“We’re okay,” I nodded, allaying her fears. “As you say, I haven’t had any time off work for ages. Perhaps a day together - to talk - might be good for us?”

“I like that idea,” she smiled. The early morning sunshine beaming in through the open window lit her up in its amber glow and made her brown eyes twinkle. Looking at her and taking in how gorgeous she was, I couldn’t believe that Rob, Eddie, Leanne and Liu had all seen her naked and that Rob and Eddie had both had their dicks in her mouth.

I felt my cock twitch at the thought and forced myself to get out of bed before I was tempted into procrastinating from getting up and tempted into doing something with Emily. I needed to call Rory and make some sort of excuse for not coming to work.

“Hi,” he said, answering the call. I was in the kitchen having a coffee and watching Emily wave the kids off to school. “Is everything okay?”

“I’m not feeling too good,” I lied. “I think I ate something dodgy. Maybe the sandwich at the pub, I’m not sure. I’m going to stay at home today if that’s okay.”

“Yeah, no worries,” Rory replied. “Look after yourself. My stomach is okay so I think it was the pub, but whatever. Get yourself better.”

“I will,” I told him. “Thanks.”

“Oh, by the way, before you go,” he added just as I was about to hang up. “I talked to Lorna last night and told her about the photoshoot idea. She’s totally up for it. I’m going to call them this weekend and make an appointment to see them and have a chat about getting her a shoot done. Just like Emily’s.”

I’m not sure you want one just like Emily’s, I thought to myself.

“Excellent,” I said instead. Today was Friday and I didn’t work weekends. “Anyhow, I’ll see you on Monday. I’m sure I’ll be fine by then.”

“Cool. I’ll tell you on Monday how the appointment goes. Maybe I’ll have some sexy pictures of Lorna to show you soon, in exchange for me seeing some of the raunchier ones of Emily?”

“We’ll see,” I chuckled at his persistence, then hung up.

“Did it go okay?” Emily asked, passing me a coffee and sitting down with me at the kitchen table. When I nodded, she looked at me and smiled. “So we’re okay? Everything that I said last night. The photoshoot and…“

“We’re good.” I smiled. “You know I told you about Lorna wanting to do a photoshoot? Well, he’s going to call Eddie this weekend to set it up.”

“Oh, really?” Emily seemed thoughtful, tapping her fingers on the kitchen table. “You don’t think Eddie would tell them anything about our shoot, do you?”

“I’m sure there’s some confidentiality agreement in place,” I replied confidently. “Even if Rory mentions that it was us that recommended him, I’m sure Eddie wouldn’t say anything about what you did.”

“He might even talk Lorna into doing something similar,” Emily mused with a wry grin.

“Possibly,” I nodded. “Rory was practically begging me to show him your more risque pictures. I didn’t, but he really wanted to see more than what I showed him.”

“If only he knew how risque they got,” Emily laughed. 

I finished my coffee and then went for a shower, thinking glad I was to see her feeling happy this morning. Even though we’d both been light-hearted so far, there was still the shadow of last night’s conversation hanging over us and I decided to tackle it when I rejoined her downstairs.

“I guess we should talk properly about last night,” I said, sitting next to Emily on the sofa in the living room. She’d been watching TV but she picked up the remote and turned it off.

“I suppose we have to at some point,” she said. The nervous look from last night had returned to her face, making me want to stroke her cheek and tell her it was okay but I couldn’t. This was serious.

“Did you mean what you said last night?” I asked her. “Do you really wish you’d given Eddie and Rob a proper blowjob, rather than the simulated stuff? And do you wish you’d not stopped Rob from putting his dick inside you? Or was it all said in the heat of the moment?”

“I… um-” Emily began, fidgeting uncomfortably in her seat before continuing. “Why don’t you tell me if you meant what you said, Paul? You said you wished it too.”

Without answering the question, she’d answered it. She wouldn’t be asking me to answer first if her own answer wasn’t ‘yes.’

I looked her straight in the eye and replied. “I do wish it, yes. I was turned on and horny but I was telling the truth. What about you?”

I was gambling. I knew I was. There was still a chance that she’d simply said those things last night during some sort of weird moment and that she’d woken up this morning and felt differently.

“So, you’re glad I did the photoshoot?” Emily asked, indirectly avoiding the question. “You’re okay with the… things… that happened?”

“Yes, I’m glad the things that happened, happened,” I replied honestly. “This isn’t easy for me to say, Em. Answer my question, please. Were you telling the truth or did you just say those things out of horniness?”

“It’s not easy for me to say either,” she said, swallowing deeply like she was trying to build herself up to say whatever it was she was going to say next. “Yes. I miss how sex felt with Thomas. I love having sex with you. I wouldn’t say that Thomas was better than you in bed, but sex with a big penis is different and seeing Rob’s kind of made me realise that.”

“So, you wish you’d let him put it in you,” I nodded because I took what she’d said as an admission that she did. “Do you wish you’d let him fuck you? Not just put it in, but do you wish he’d fucked you?”

Emily shrugged at first, but when I kept my eyes on hers, waiting for an answer, she slowly nodded. “I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “Yes, I sort of wish he had.”

“Okay,” I nodded again, taking this all in. “Then I want to suggest something to you.”

Emily cringed. She was expecting me to say something negative like we should split up or take a break from each other. I could see the worry in her soft brown eyes as she finally spoke, prompting me to tell her. “What is it?”

“I’d like it if you called Eddie,” I said, scarcely able to believe the words coming out of my mouth. “And made an appointment for another shoot.”

“Another shoot?” Emily was staring at me, trying to work out if I was being sarcastic or genuine.

“But this time, you tell him that you want to go all the way and do it properly,” I said, keeping my face serious so she knew I meant it. “I’ll pay for it. I’ll buy you some new lingerie. You can have sex with Rob. You can even have sex with Eddie, give him a blowjob, whatever you feel like doing. As long as I get to see the photographs. All of them. No hiding any this time.”

Emily’s mouth was hanging open and she closed it with a click after a moment. “Really?” She looked away, peering out of the window at the sunny day outside. “I don’t know. I…“

“You said you wanted to,” I reminded her. “I’m giving you the chance to do it. If it’s what you really want, that is? They’ve already seen you naked and had their cocks in your mouth. You said Rob tried to get his dick in you, so it’s not like he hasn’t almost done it. You’d just be taking it one step further, that’s all.”

“I do want to,” she replied. “It just feels too good to be true. Like it’s a trap or something.”

“I’ll take you there right now if you don’t believe me,” I said. “We can get in the car, go talk to Eddie or his receptionist or whoever’s working. We can tell them what you want, book the date, and pay for it. That should prove to you that I’m not lying. I’d like it as much as you would. Last night, looking through the photos, and hearing you tell me what happened, I’ve never felt so turned on in my entire life. I don’t know why, but I did.”

“If you let me do this,” Emily said, putting a hand on my thigh and looking closely into my eyes. “I’ll be having sex with another man, Paul. For the first time since I was a teenager, I’ll be sleeping with someone else. Their dicks will be inside me and they’ll probably make me orgasm. I always came really hard on Thomas’s dick, so Rob’s will probably make me cum. Is that really what you want?”

“Yes,” I said, keeping my face straight and not breaking eye contact with her. “I want you to fuck him and cum on his dick. And I want Eddie to capture it all on camera so I can look afterwards.”

“Okay then,” Em leaned forward and kissed me. “Let’s do it then.”

“Let’s do it,” I grinned. 

* * *

A short while later, we pulled up outside Eddie’s home studio.

“Are we really going to do this?” Emily asked as we walked to the studio door, our feet crunching on the gravel of the drive.

“You can back out anytime,” I informed her, squeezing her hand.

“So can you,” she said, pausing at the door.

“I’m not backing out,” I replied and pushed the door open.

Kirstie was sitting behind the desk again. Today she was wearing another v-neck top which showed off her remarkable cleavage and I found it hard not to stare in front of Em being as turned on as I was right now.

“Hello again,” she smiled at us both. “Did you find the CD?”

“Yes, we got that all sorted,” Em replied, giving me a curious glance before turning back to the receptionist. “We’d like to make another appointment, please. For another shoot.”

“Sure,” Kirstie replied. “Eddie’s here right now, so I’ll go get him. One second.”

The busty blonde stood up and disappeared through a door behind her before returning a moment later with an oldish guy with greying hair and a handsome face. I recognised him as the photographer from the picture I’d seen. It felt weird, knowing what his dick looked like but I tried to focus my thoughts away from that as he invited Emily and me into his office.

“It’s nice to see you again,” he said, taking my wife’s hand and kissing it lightly. “Emily,  isn’t it?”

“That’s right,” she smiled, her cheeks reddening slightly. “This is Paul, my husband.”

“Hi there,” he said, taking my hand and shaking it. “So you want to book another shoot? I presume this means you liked the last one, which is good, I hope?”

“We loved how it turned out,” Emily said. I’d decided to let her do all the talking. It would be less embarrassing that way. “Paul even enjoyed the ones with you and Rob, if you know what I mean?”

“Excellent,” the photographer said, raising his eyebrows as he looked at me but not appearing particularly surprised. “I wasn’t sure if she’d actually show you those pictures. Emily here didn’t come here with doing any hardcore in mind but she really relaxed as the shoot went on and it turned out to be a lot of fun, didn’t it?”

As he turned to Emily, I realised that I should probably be angry with this man. He’d taken advantage of my wife, there was no doubting that fact. Right now, I should be yelling at him and possibly even be reporting him to the police for what he’d done. But I wasn’t. As it had worked out, Emily had wanted those things to happen, even if she hadn’t known it beforehand. And now, I wanted them to happen again.

“It was a lot of fun,” Emily replied with a smile and a glance at me to check my reaction. I smiled back reassuringly. “I- uh… want to do more next time.”

“More?” Eddie asked, keeping his tone professional. “As in you want to do a full hardcore shoot?”

“It doesn’t have to be simulated,” Emily confirmed. “I’d quite like to you know… do what we did last time, but properly this time. With Rob as the model again, if that’s okay?”

I looked at my wife. Her face was practically glowing, she was blushing that hard.

“We do hardcore shoots all the time,” Eddie nodded then picked up a diary from the edge of his desk and flicked through the pages while humming to himself.

“Well, if you can pay today,” he mused, studying the page in front of him. “I can fit you in tomorrow. Or is that too soon? Both Rob and I are free. If not, our next slot is-“ He flicked ahead several pages, “In two weeks. Two weeks today to be precise.”

“Tomorrow?” Emily looked at me, uncertain, the question in her eyes.

I couldn’t believe I was going to say this. “Tomorrow would be great.”

“The kids-“ Emily said. “Plus, I’ll need to get some new lingerie and-“

“What time?” I asked Eddie, waving her doubts away. “And how do I pay?”

“We take cards. Eleven?” the photographer suggested. “Gives you time to make arrangements for your children and gives us plenty of time to get some good pictures. We close the studio a little earlier on a Saturday.”

“So if we can book that. The same package as last time. Eleven is fine,” I said, passing him my credit card. I wasn’t even bothered by how much it cost.

Eddie scanned my card with the reader on his desk and I punched in my PIN. “That’s all booked. We’ll look forward to seeing you both tomorrow.”

“Both of us?” I said as I stood up to leave.

“Sorry,” the grey-haired man said, his eyes going from mine to Emily’s and then back. “I presumed you’d want to watch. Most husbands who are into their wives doing hardcore shoots like to watch. If that’s not the case then-“

“No, that’s fine,” I replied quickly. I’d only imagined looking at the photographs afterwards. To actually watch… I turned to Em. “If that’s okay with you?”

She nodded with the biggest smile on her face that I’d ever seen. She liked the idea too.

“Sounds like that’s sorted then.” Eddie shook my hand and kissed Emily’s and we returned to the car.

“Right then,” I said as we got back into the car, both of us probably slightly stunned at how fast this was all happening. “I suppose I had better drive you into town and buy you some new lingerie?”

“Paul,” Emily said, putting her hand over mine just as I was about to put the car into gear and drive. “Are you one-hundred percent sure about this?”

“Nope,” I admitted. “I’m frankly nervous as hell but it’s booked and paid for now, so…“

“Me too,” Emily replied then giggled. “I’m also excited to hell.”

“Same,” I laughed then put the car into gear and drove, heading to the nearest lingerie shop.
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“This is really happening, isn’t it?” I said as we pulled up outside the studio just before eleven, the following morning.

“Unless you’re thinking of backing out,” Emily said, sitting next to me in the passenger seat.

“I’m not,” I reassured her. “I’m just nervous,”

“Me too.” Em put a hand on my arm. “It’ll be fun though, I promise.”

Yesterday, we’d gone to the lingerie store and bought two new sets for her. The first was a silky scarlet two-piece and the other a sexy white lacy number which we’d decided to save for ourselves. Today, she’d be wearing the red set.

Last night, we hadn’t spoken much last night about the forthcoming photoshoot. For me, I hadn’t brought up the topic because I didn’t want to somehow talk myself out of it. It was an unspoken thing between us all night. We knew it was there - the prospect of it looming over us all evening - but neither of us mentioned it. When we went to bed though - Emily wearing the new white lingerie - we fucked like animals, the excitement of what the next day might hold fuelling our passions.

This morning, we’d spoken about it plenty. We’d asked each other several times if we were sure we wanted this and we’d both agreed that we did. Emily had expressed that she was excited but concerned about how I felt about it. I’d told her I was excited too. My only trepidation coming from not having any idea what to expect. Emily, of course, had the advantage of doing this once already.

“Let’s go then,” I said, opening the car door and stepping out into the bright Saturday morning sunshine. “Before we get any more nervous and change our minds.”

“I’m not changing my mind,” Emily said, taking me by the hand and leading me into the studio reception area.

“Bang on time,” a woman who I didn’t recognise greeted us from behind the desk. “Hello again, Emily. This must be your husband?”

“Hi, Leanne,” Emily smiled at the blonde woman. I remembered her mentioning Leanne as Eddie’s wife. The woman whose presence had made her feel more comfortable at the previous shoot. “Yes, this is Paul, my husband.”

Leanne was gorgeous. Blonde and petite with bright blue eyes. “Follow me. I’ll take you to Liu to get your ready, then I’ll tell Eddie and Rob that you’re here.”

The photographer’s wife led us through a door and into a corridor with dozens of photographs framed and mounted on the walls. I noticed that a lot of them had Leanne as the subject.

“Emily.” A tall, angular Chinese-looking fellow met us as we walked into a large dressing room area. “It’s nice to see you again.”

“You too,” Em replied, handing him a box with the new lingerie set inside. “I’ve brought some new underwear to wear today.”

“Fabulous,” he smiled at her, opening the box and lifting out the red garments. “Very sexy. Let’s get your hair and makeup done first. If your husband wants to wait here, he can but perhaps you’d be more comfortable in the waiting area. We have tea, coffee, biscuits in there, or you can have a glass of Champagne once Eddie brings it through.”

“I’m driving,” I said. “No Champagne for me, but I’ll gladly take a coffee.”

I had no great desire to watch Emily have her hair and makeup done although watching her change into the lingerie in front of another man was an appealing thought. I could use a coffee though and then perhaps make my way back from the waiting area in time to see her undress.

“Lovely,” Liu said, taking me to the door and pointing down the corridor. “The door on the left.”

I wandered down the corridor, leaving Emily sitting in Liu’s changing room, looking again at the pictures on the walls. Leanne was in most of them, looking very attractive and then there were some of Eddie, some of Rob and even one of Kirstie, the previous receptionist that I’d met. The others were people I didn’t recognise, probably past clients who didn’t mind having their pictures mounted on the wall for all to see.

I found the waiting room; a small square room with a large window that looked out over an expansive and well-maintained garden. A coffee machine leaned against one wall and I took one of the supplied paper cups and filled it with a hot latte. Then I sat down on the comfy sofa nearby and tried to assemble my thoughts.

I was about to not only let my wife have sex with another man but I was also I was going to watch her do it - with my blessing. I’d read about people like me - swingers, cuckolds, whatever the expression was - but I’d never thought about ever doing it before now and I’d certainly never realised that it was something I’d enjoy. Not until seeing those pictures of Emily with Eddie’s penis in her mouth and Rob on top of her.

“Paul?” Eddie said, walking through the door and offering me his hand, which I shook. “How are you feeling? Nervous?”

“A little,” I admitted.

“Excited?”

“Also a little bit, yeah,” I managed to force out a smile. Again, it struck me as weird that I was talking to a man who’d had his cock in my mouth wife’s just a week or so ago and who might be doing the same thing again today. Even if he didn’t, he’d be watching my wife suck and fuck someone else and taking photographs of it the whole time.

“Great,” the tanned, grey-haired man said. “I see you’ve got yourself a coffee. That’s cool. I have a bottle of Champagne waiting for us in the studio if you want a glass.”

“I’m driving,” I said the same to Eddie as I did Liu. “But thanks.”

“No problems. So, shall we get Emily and get started? The studio is all set.”

I topped up my coffee cup and followed the photographer back up the corridor and into the changing room. As we walked in, Emily was wrapping a dressing gown around herself but not before I saw that she’d already slipped into the red underwear we’d bought yesterday. Her hair looked beautiful, Liu had styled it into dark golden ringlets and her makeup was sexy; bright red lipstick; smoky and sultry eyes, which made her pale blue irises really stand out.

“You look stunning,” Eddie said as she slipped the robe from her shoulders and did a little twirl for him, showing off the half-cup red bra and her creamy cleavage. “Liu, you’ve done a great job as always. Shall we head to the studio and have a quick chat about what we’re going to do?”

“Yes,” Emily said, turning to me and showing me the underwear set fully by opening the robe all the way. “Do you like it?”

“I love it,” I replied honestly. “You look… amazing.”

“Doesn’t she just?” Liu said, right before Eddie led us back down the corridor and into the studio at the far end of it.

“So, this is what we’ve got lined up,” the photographer led us around a large square room. The four-posted bed that I’d seen was in one corner, the Chesterfield sofa in another and then a series of different coloured backdrops and props filled the rest of the space.

The Chinese stylist hadn’t followed us, so it was just Eddie, Em and me until a handsome younger man walked through the door at the far side of the room to join us.

“Hello,” he greeted us. I recognised him as the male model from the photo album.

“Hi, Rob,” Emily said as the shortish man kissed her on the cheek. I looked at my wife and could tell from the slight blush in her cheeks and the twinkle in her eyes that she fancied him. He was good-looking, broad with a dark-tanned complexion, a shaved head and a diamond earring that caught and shone in the bright studio lights overhead.

“I thought we’d start with a few shots of Emily in her lingerie, then perhaps move on to her and Rob together, kissing, some sensual shots, you know?” Eddie picked up one from an impressive array of cameras from a tabletop nearby and started adjusting the settings on the back.  “Then, he will undress her, she can undress him and we’ll move from the sofa to the bed. From there, we’ll go slowly, one step at a time, making sure you’re both comfortable. How does that sound?”

I looked at Emily, letting her answer. It sounded fine to me.

“That sounds perfect,” my wife replied, switching her gaze between the two men. “Where do you want me?”

Rob moved behind her and helped her slip out of the dressing gown, his eyes widening as she saw the scarlet two-piece for the first time, then Eddie led her over to the Chesterfield sofa and sat her down upon it.

“Okay, if so you just want to lean back,” he suggested, beginning to snap away on the camera as Emily did that, resting backwards and lifting one shapely leg in a provocative pose. “Sexy. I like it. Keep going.”

Rob was standing next to me and shook my hand as Eddie had done, while the photographer kept shooting Emily through several different poses. “Nice to meet you,” he said with a very white-toothed smile. “Your wife is gorgeous. I can’t wait to get to the action scenes. It’s really cool that you’re letting her do this. Respect to you.”

I just nodded, finding it hard to speak. Simply watching Emily pose in such a skimpy underwear set was a massive turn-on. I had no idea how I was going to cope with watching her and Rob together. I was about to find out.

“Okay, Rob, if you want to join Emily on the sofa,” Eddie said, waving the model across to sit next to her. I watched, feeling my hands tremble as the athletically built Rob walked over, bringing a shy smile from Em. “Emily, why don’t you unbutton Rob’s shirt and then just take it from there?”

Emily looked over at me but didn’t ask for permission. She just smiled and then turned her attention to the man sitting next to her. She reached up and undid his top button and as she worked her way down, spreading the shirt to expose his muscled chest he leaned forward and kissed her.

My dick was hard already but watching my wife kiss another man - a younger man - made it begin to throb in my shorts.

Emily’s hands were on his chest, feeling his pectoral muscles and then they moved towards, brushing over his abdominals as Rob’s hands slid over her shoulders towards her breasts, feeling them through the thin fabric of the red bra.

“Let’s get things moving quicker,” Eddie instructed. They were still kissing but broke the kiss now as Rob stood and let Emily unbuckle his belt as she tossed his shirt to one side.

As she pulled down his trousers and shorts, he reached behind her and unclasped the bra. I took a deep breath as I saw both his impressive semi-erect cock and my wife’s tits come into view, exposed to these two men. Then Rob eased Emily back into the seat and she lifted her backside from the sofa so that he could hook a finger into the hem of the small scarlet panties to pull them down.

Fuck. This was so horny. Watching another man slide down my wife’s panties was possibly the most erotic moment I’d ever experienced. But things were rapidly going to get more intense. I knew that.

Emily’s pussy mound was totally smooth. She’d begun to grow a little peach fuzz on it, so had shaved this morning while in the shower. She’d let me feel and I’d been shocked at how soft and smooth it felt. As she opened her thighs so that Eddie could get a clear shot, I noticed how wet she was, a distinct moistness around the small folds between her legs. She was obviously as turned on as I was.

“She’s got such a nice pussy,” Eddie commented in my direction as he moved in closer to get some really explicit shots, Rob moving out of the way temporarily. “Rob, use your fingers to open her up. That’ll make for a good picture.”

Emily looked up at the model, her eyes going from his face to his hand as he did what Eddie asked, splaying her labia with the fingers of one hand and showing the two men exactly how wet she was.

“You’re soaking wet,” Rob said, sliding just one finger inside her as Eddie moved away with the camera, satisfied with the shots that he’d taken. “That’s good. Makes things easier later.”

“Shall we take things to the bed?” Eddie suggested, looking at the pictures he’d taken so far, his eyes on the screen on the back of the camera as he crossed the room. Emily and Rob stood up and followed him across and after a moment to take another deep breath and slow my pumping heartbeat, I walked over too.

This was it. Was I ready to watch my wife have sex with another man?

I had to be. It was about to happen.
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“Shall we start with a BJ?” Rob said, mounting the bed and lying on his back as Emily sat on the edge of it, waiting for instructions. All she had on was a pair of red stockings and she looked incredibly sexy and hot. At the same time, she also seemed vulnerable. Part of me wanted to go over and protect her, to save her from these two strangers, but at the same time, another part of me wanted to see them fuck her. The conflicting feelings were hard to contain, so I stood a few feet further back than before, my trembling hands shoved into my pockets so no one would notice how much I was shaking.

Emily lay on her front, between Rob’s thighs and she took his penis in her left hand. He was still only semi-erect but already much, much bigger than I was even at a fully erect size. Her fingers barely made it all the way around his thick shaft as she stroked it slowly.

I noticed that she was still wearing her engagement and wedding rings. It didn’t look right, those rings that I’d placed on her finger now pressed against another man’s cock.

As I wondered about what that meant for the state of our marriage, Emily’s head lowered, her dark blonde ringlets obscuring my view for a moment until Rob’s hand moved them out of the way so I could watch her suck him. As I’d seen in the photograph, her mouth was only just big enough to fit him inside and as his hand went from moving her hair to easing her head down his shaft, she choked a little, then came up for air and to apologise.

“I’m sorry,” she coughed.

“It’s okay,” Rob replied in a reassuring tone. “It felt great. Go again, slowly.”

Emily took him back in her mouth, gradually taking him deeper until eventually, she managed to swallow his entire length.

“Great,” Eddie said, the camera clicking away as he moved in close, then he turned to me and asked a question. “So you guys both seemed fine with his being a hardcore shoot, rather than just simulated but how hardcore do you want to take it?”

Rob finally let Emily up from his cock. He’d been holding her head down on him, clearly enjoying being buried in her throat. When she did sit up, her eyes were watering slightly and she was breathing heavily.

“I’ll leave that up to Emily,” I said, surprised that I could even speak. My throat felt dry. I wished I had another coffee to hand.

“We never opened the Champagne,” Rob said, putting an arm around Emily as she moved up the bed to sit next to him for a moment.

“I totally forgot.” Eddie walked over to a fridge by the equipment corner of the room, returning after a moment with a tray full of glasses and the bottle of Champagne, which he carefully uncorked. While he filled the flutes with the fizzing pale wine, I noticed Rob’s hand stroking Em’s thigh, moving towards her pussy. Just as he reached it, his finger stroking against her clit and making her shudder ever so slightly, Eddie passed him the glass, causing him to move his hand away. “Are you sure you won’t take a glass?” the photographer asked me.

“Go on then,” I relented. “Just the one won’t hurt.”

“So, Emily,” Rob asked my wife as we all sipped our Champagne. “Back to Eddie’s question. How dirty do you want to go?”

“Can we just take it a step at a time?” she asked. “See how I feel?”

“For example, I was thinking of undressing and joining you for a few photos,” Eddie said. “We could take a few shots of you with two men, maybe a penis in each hand or sucking one and holding the other. That sort of thing is really popular. Or do you want to keep it vanilla, just you and Rob?”

“I was under the impression that you’d suggest everything and I’d just go with the flow.” Emily finished off her Champagne and set the glass down next to the bed, Rob doing the same. “If you suggested something I wasn’t happy with, I’d say ‘no’ and we’d move on. That’s kind of what I had in mind.”

“So how do you feel about me putting the camera on the tripod and us taking a few shots of the three of us on the bed?” Eddie asked. “It’s totally fine if you say ‘no’.”

“What do you think?” Emily asked me, the first time she’d acknowledged me being present for a while.

I wasn’t prepared for the question. I didn’t have time to think. “It’s fine with me if you want to,” I replied, feeling pressed for an answer. “Whatever you’re happy with.”

Eddie was already securing the camera onto a tall tripod, giving the camera a ‘from above’ view of the bed. Without waiting for Emily’s answer, he took off his t-shirt.

“Okay, we can try it,” Emily said, noticing his eagerness. “If I’m not comfortable, I can stop it, right?”

“Absolutely.” Eddie stripped off his trousers and shorts. His dick wasn’t as big as Rob’s but still larger than my own. He cleared away the glasses from the bed, pressed a button connected to the camera by a cable and then joined Rob and Emily, my wife and the model moving slightly to accommodate him.

This was unreal. Not only was my wife naked on a bed, having a photoshoot taken but she was now naked with two naked men, one on either side of her.

“Just go with the flow,” said Eddie, his hands cupping and feeling her breasts as she lay back onto the bed from her sitting position. Rob moved downwards, getting comfortable between her thighs then after glancing up at the camera above them to make sure he wasn’t obscuring the view of her pussy, he ran his tongue over her clit.

Emily moaned as he softly began to lap against her pussy and she opened her legs further, encouraging him to continue while Eddie left her breasts alone and knelt up, offering her his stiff penis to suck.

I watched as she took it her hand - the one with the wedding rings again - and then wrapped her bright red lips around it, sucking him while Rob went down on her.

The atmosphere in the room was electric. No one spoke but the noises of Rob’s lips and tongue working against her pussy and the wet sounds of her mouth sliding up and down Eddie’s cock over her quiet moans were so erotic, I felt my cock pulsing again in my shorts, begging to be stroked.

“Let’s swap over,” Eddie said after a few minutes and the two men replaced each other, Eddie burying his tongue inside her while Emily struggled to suck Rob’s now fully erect cock.

“Maybe a couple of shots of her with two in her hands,” Eddie mused, moving from the bed after another couple of minutes. He unclipped the camera from its stand while Rob and Emily took a breather. My wife’s face was glowing pink and her breathing was rapid.

“I was close to cumming right then,” she said with a giggle.

“Shit,” Eddie laughed. “If I’d known, I’d have kept going a moment longer. We’ll make you cum soon, don’t worry.”

He took the camera with him as he got back onto the bed pointing it down at Em’s face as the two men both positioned their cocks in front of her. She held them both, one in each hand as Eddie instructed, moving her mouth from one to the other as he took pictures of her acting so sluttily.

“This is going to look absolutely incredible,” Eddie told me as he dismounted the bed again. “You’re going to have something to look at and wank over for the rest of your life.”

I couldn’t believe how blunt he was being and I guessed that I wasn’t the first husband to be standing here watching these two men do this to his wife. I found myself saying, ‘thank you’ and then felt my face redden at the ridiculousness of thanking a man for licking my partner’s pussy and letting her suck his dick. Luckily, neither man seemed to notice my sudden embarrassment.

Emily may have noticed, I wasn’t sure, but she looked over at me. “Are you okay?” she asked. “Are you enjoying it as much as I am? You can say ‘stop’ too, you know? If you think I’m going too far.”

“I’m good,” I muttered, feeling strange and out-of-place but I couldn’t deny that I was enjoying it.

“Okay, so the last time you were here,” Eddie said to me, standing once more by the side of the bed. “You wouldn’t let Rob penetrate you. We simulated the sex, but you said this time that you didn’t want to simulate it, so are you happy for him to put it inside this time?”

“Yes,” Emily said, her eyes unblinking and trained on the photographer.

“Do you want him to use a condom?” Eddie asked next. “He’s tested and certified but I understand if you’re not on birth control you might prefer him to use one.”

“I’d rather him not,” Emily said, looking towards me again for approval.

I nodded my assent. Shit. This is really happening, I realised.

Emily lay on her back, her legs apart and Rob positioned himself on his knees between them. I watched as he pointed the head of his huge cock at her small, shaven slit which was still moist and sticky with her own juices and the saliva of the two men.

“Okay, put the tip in,” Eddie instructed.

Rob pressed the bulbous purple end of his cock against her folds and I watched it slide slowly into her. Emily let out a little gasp as the tip sank inside her, just an inch or two.

“Okay, hold it there,” Eddie said, taking a couple of shots. “Now a little deeper.”

Rob pushed forward, putting roughly half of his length into her and making Emily moan again then he held it again while Eddie captured this first penetration, step-by-step, on film.

“Oh, god,” Emily moaned as he finally pushed the rest of his penis into her. I winced briefly as she twitched at his full penetration, wondering if was hurting her but she actually pushed against him with her hips, taking him as deeply as she could. “That feels so good.”

“Have you ever had one that big before?” Eddie asked, still taking pictures, his own cock rock hard between his legs, obviously enjoying the view almost as much as I was.

“Paul’s not very big,” Emily said, waving a hand in my direction. “He won’t mind me telling you. He knows. But my ex was big, like Rob.”

“And you liked his big one?” Rob asked, beginning to move slowly in and out of her as I listened to them talk.

“I loved it,” Emily confessed. “He used to make me cum so good. It’s a shame he was a total asshole and cheated on me.”

“Well, now you’re getting a big one again, so try to enjoy it,” Eddie said, his camera trained on Rob’s dick now pumping in and out of Emily’s pussy slightly faster.

“How’s it look from over there?” the male model asked, looking at me over his shoulder as he put his hands on Emily’s hips and began to thrust deeply into her.

“Really good,” I said, my voice raspy with a mixture of embarrassment at what Em had just told them and pure arousal at the sight of my wife being fucked in front of me.

“You can come closer for a better view,” Rob said, lowering his body onto Emily’s. “I don’t mind.”

I walked over, crouching at the end of the bed so I could see how his thick shaft stretched out her hole as he began to fuck her properly now. Emily wasn’t making any attempt to hide her enjoyment. She was whimpering and groaning at every hard thrust and then she wrapped her arms and legs around him and came on his dick.

From where I was, I could see a gush of pussy juice explode from her hole as he kept ramming himself into her all the way through her shuddering orgasm. I’d never seen her squirt before and my cock once again twitched hard, so hard that I thought I might cum myself inside my shorts.

I got up and walked away, breathing deeply and mentally trying to calm down. I didn’t want to embarrass myself by cumming without even touching myself. That would be the ultimate ignominy.

“Oh, fuck,” Emily said as I turned around. Her orgasm has subsided now and she was laying there, her large breasts rising and falling as she fought to get her breath back. “That was so good. I’ve missed cumming like that.”

Rob was sitting next to her, his dick still rock-hard. He hadn’t cum yet. Eddie passed the camera to him and mounted the bed.

“My turn,” the photographer said.
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Emily didn’t object to Eddie fucking her. In fact, she spread her thighs wide and wrapped her arms around him welcomingly as he entered her and immediately began to pound at her pussy. Rob was taking pictures as he watched and then moved closer, climbing back onto the bed, and pushing his cock towards her face.

Emily saw him and opened her mouth, allowing him to guide his length into her mouth while pointing the camera down and taking a few shots of her sucking him.

The sight of her being taken like that was something I knew I’d never forget. I stood there, silently watching as my wife took on two men that were practically strangers. There was no pausing and posing for the camera now - they were just enjoying her. They were having sex. Real sex.

Eddie got up and placed the camera on the tripod for a moment, then returned to the bed, posing Emily onto all fours so he could fuck her from behind. Again, she sucked Rob’s cock, seeming to really enjoy doing it until the two men exchanged ends.

From where I was stood, sideways-on to what was happening on the four-poster bed, I could appreciate Rob’s full length and I marvelled at just how deep he was penetrating her with every stroke. From behind, he seemed to be going deeper and harder and it was only a matter of time before Emily orgasmed again but I wasn’t expecting her cum as hard as she did. She pushed Eddie away, tipped her head back and screamed. There was no other word for it - she screamed, almost as though it hurt, then her hips began to quiver and she collapsed forward onto the bed in a heap, going almost still apart from tiny, ragged, whimpering breath sounds.

“I hope the camera got some good shots of that,” Eddie said, glancing up at it atop the high tripod. “I don’t know about you, Rob, but I need to cum.”

“Me too,” the muscular model agreed, stroking his cock while stroking Emily’s ass, waiting for her to recover.

“Emily?” Eddie said, causing Emily to finally roll onto her back and look up at the two men that had just fucked her almost to oblivion. “You asked me to suggest what I think is best, so I’m thinking how about one of us finishes inside you - we can get a nice shot of the sperm oozing out of you - and then the other one performs the money shot on your face or tits?”

The fact that he used the word ‘tits’ indicated to me that he’d gone past professionalism now. He was enjoying fucking my wife. That’s all this was. He was horny and wanted to cum on her face or something. I could just tell. He’d gone from the consummate photographer to just another horny guy.

“How it going in here?” a woman said from behind me and I turned to see Leanne walking towards the bed.

Shit. How would she react to her husband fucking Emily?

“We’re having a great time,” Eddie said, not even slightly flinching at her sudden appearance. “We’re just discussing the cum shots.”

“Excellent,” Leanne smiled at me, then looked down at the tented front of my jeans. “Are you okay, Paul? You seem a little flustered and… um, excited.”

“Rob can cum inside me,” Emily said, pushing herself up onto her elbows and looking over at me. “Then I’d quite like it if Paul got to cum too? Maybe Eddie cums on my boobs and Paul cums on my face?”

“I can’t believe I’ve missed out on all the fun,” Leanne said as I tried to absorb what my wife had just suggested. She wanted me to get my cock out and cum on her face? “But that does like some fun I’d like to watch if you don’t mind me sticking around?”

Eddie’s gorgeous blonde wife was looking at me - asking me the question, I realised.

“Uh, okay?” I said after a nervous and uncomfortable gulp of air.

“Fantastic,” Eddie nodded and prompted Rob to get on the bed. “You first, my friend. You get the honours of cumming in her pussy.”

“Wait,” Emily said, putting a hand against Rob’s chest as he got between her thighs. “I want to get on top. Is that okay?”

“Of course it fucking is,” Rob grinned, rolling over onto his back. Emily sat up and swung one sexy thigh over him then grabbed his dick and lowered herself down onto him.

Ouch. It looked almost impossible. How was my wife taking all that cock inside her? Eddie took several photos as my wife lowered herself up and down along his erection, her eyes closing at the sensation of it going so deep inside her, while Leanne stood alongside me, watching from a few feet away.

“I’m cumming,” Rob said after only a few minutes. “Oh, fuck.”

He pushed his hips up and Emily sat herself down, fully taking him inside her as he tensed up and bucked violently on the bed, groaning as he emptied his seed into her.

“I need to get this,” Eddie said, moving the camera in close as Emily lifted herself from him, taking pictures rapidly as his sticky white cum dripped from her onto his belly.

“Fuck. That looks so hot,” Leanne commented, also moving in closer for a better look.

“It sure does,” Eddie said then passed the camera to Rob. “Okay, Emily. Do you want to rest back onto your elbows?”

Emily did as instructed, returning onto her back but propping herself up on her elbows so that she was sat half-upright.

“Now push your tits together as much as you can.” The photographer directed her to roll her shoulders forward so that her breasts looked even more perfect than they already did.

My mind was reeling. I’d just witnessed my wife being fucked - properly fucked - by two men and I’d seen one of them cum inside her. Now I was going to see another man empty his load all over her tits.

“Would you mind helping out?” Eddie said to his wife and then totally unexpectedly, Leanne lifted her t-shirt over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her small but perfectly formed tits were exposed to us all but before I had a chance to wonder what was going on, she took her husband’s cock in her hand and began to jerk him rapidly as he pointed it over Emily’s upper chest.

This was so surreal. Rob had vanished - presumably gone to get cleaned up - but here was my wife, naked on a bed with a naked man and a half-naked woman wanking his cock onto my wife’s tits.

“Oh, yeah,” Eddie grunted softly and I saw a long jet of white fluid spurt out, hitting Em on both tits, some landing on the nipple furthest away. Then another, less powerful spurt and another, until her breasts were absolutely covered with cum.

“Your turn,” Emily said, looking at me with a wickedly mischievous smile.

“Yes, come on, Paul,” Leanne said, looking over her bare shoulder at me. 

I walked over, feeling suddenly nervous but the anxious sensation in the pit of my stomach did nothing to lessen the erection which Emily couldn’t wait to get her hands on. She frantically pulled at the front of my jeans as I climbed onto the four-poster bed, and then yanked down my shorts.

“Eddie, make sure you take photos of Paul cumming too,” my wife said before wrapping her hand around my dick and beginning to stroke me.

She was sitting up on the bed now, with me standing on it in front of her. Leanne was still at the side of the bed watching while Eddie moved around us, hopefully getting some flattering shots of my much smaller penis. It felt weird, being so exposed when I was so obviously far inferior in the dick size department to the other two men in the room as well as to a strange woman who I’d never met before today but if anything, the bizarreness of it seemed to help me not to cum right away.

“Let me help,” Leanne said and to my utter shock, Emily took her hand away so that Leanne could take over. I looked down at her small hand working my cock then looked at Emily as if to say ‘what the fuck’ but my wife just grinned at me, seeming to enjoy watching another woman jerking me off.

Emily opened her mouth, putting her face right in front of my dick and stuck out her tongue, ready for my cum.

This was too much. I was getting a handjob from a topless beautiful woman while my wife knelt before me, begging me to spunk on her face.

I came. Harder than I think I’d ever cum in my entire life.

Short but thick spurts of cum flew out of the end of my cock, some landing right in her mouth while the rest hit her cheek, chin and some even went into her hair.

“Oh, my!” said Leanne, still stroking me even though she was getting the sticky fluid all over her hand. “That’s a lot of cum, Paul.”

Once she’d finished milking me, I collapsed onto the bed and Emily leapt on top of me, covering me with her body and kissing me hard on the lips.

“That was the horniest experience of my life,” she whispered to me when she broke off the kiss. “I love you so fucking much. Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

“Same,” I sighed. “The horniest experience and I love you too. Wow.”

“Did you have fun?” I heard Liu say and Emily and I looked up to see him standing by the bed. Kirstie was here too, the curvy receptionist.

“We had loads of fun,” Emily replied, sitting up and helping me to get up because I felt completely drained and devoid of energy.

“And we got some amazing pictures.” Eddie was standing nearby, scrolling through the photos with the small screen on the back of his camera. “You’re going to love these.”

“Would either of you like a shower?” Liu asked, which along with Eddie and Leanne walking away signalled that the photoshoot was done. Emily took him up on the offer while Kirstie took me back to the waiting room where she gratefully poured me a coffee and then made idle conversation while I waited for Emily; about the weather and what we were doing when we got home. I was glad to talk about something else for a while. The last couple of hours had been incredibly intense and a little normality was what I needed to bring me back down to earth.

When Emily finally found me in the waiting room, Eddie was with her.

“Thank you so much for today,” he said, shaking my hand and kissing Em on the cheek. “It was a lot of fun and I’m sure you’re going to love the results. I’ll give you a call when the CD is ready for you to pick up.”

“I should be the one thanking you,” Emily replied, blushing for some reason. I had no idea why her cheeks were reddening at merely saying something like that not after everything she’d done. “It really was a lot of fun.”

I found myself looking at my wife in a new light. She’d confessed to missing Thomas’s larger cock and that was something we were going to have to have a conversation about when we were alone. Also, I’d come to realise what a sexual woman she was. We’d had a lot of great sex in the past, but today had opened my eyes to what sex could really be like and it was something I wanted to explore further.

Once we were in the car, I turned to her. We’d barely said anything to each other since the kiss on the bed.

“Emily,” I said, trying to work out how to say what I needed to say. “Seeing you cum like that today, it’s made me feel bad, in a way.”

“Oh no,” my wife said, her blue eyes suddenly looking worried as she looked back at me. “I didn’t mean to-“

“Not bad for me,” I said before she could misunderstand at all. “Bad for you. You said you’ve missed having a big cock like Thomas’s and Rob’s and I hate to think that you’re missing out on something that makes you truly happy.”

“I like big dicks,” Emily shrugged. Just hearing her speak so candidly like that made my cock begin to stir to life in my shorts. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t like yours too.”

“So how would you feel about us doing this again?” I asked. “Not a photoshoot. I was thinking about you maybe finding a… what’s the term… a fuck buddy?”

“Really?” Emily seemed sceptical again, although after what we’d just done, I didn’t know why.

“You clearly enjoyed fucking Eddie and Rob,” I reasoned. “And I enjoyed watching. We love each other. Our relationship is good. Couples do this. Call it swinging or whatever.”

“So you want to watch me do something like that again?” Emily asked with that mischievous twinkle in her blue eyes once more, all hints of concern or worry gone. “Seriously? I thought I was just making a dirty set of photographs for us to enjoy in the future. Like a one-time thing. A get-it-out-of-my-system moment for me, sure, but for you, I thought it’d be just so that you’ve got this fantasy fulfilled and captured in photos.”

“Photos are great,” I nodded, “But seeing it in real life…” I shuddered involuntarily at the memory of just how turned on I’d been.

“You know something?” Emily scratched her chin in thought as we rounded the corner to our home street. “I do still have Thomas’s number.”

“Call him,” I said. “Whenever you like. Or anyone else you can think of that’s got a big one.”

Emily didn’t reply. She just sat there looking at me until I pulled up on the drive outside our house.

“I’m being serious,” I said with a chuckle. “Call him now, if you don’t believe me.”

“Don’t tempt me,” she replied, then got her phone out and scrolled through her list of contacts before stopping on his. I could see the word Thomas at the top of the list of numbers.

“Do it,” I shrugged. “Before we go inside. I want to show you that I’m being genuine.”

Emily called her ex and I listened to her explain to him that she and I were now in something like an open relationship. I heard her tell him that I wasn’t so well-endowed and that she’d just slept with a guy with a huge dick and that it’d made her realise how much she needed sex with someone bigger than me. By the time she hung up, she’d arranged for him to come over next weekend for sex. Thomas wasn’t sure if he’d be okay with me watching, but he said he’d think about it. I didn’t care. Just the knowledge that Emily was getting fucked by someone well-hung would be fun for me.

“I can’t believe I just did that,” she said, putting the phone back into her bag.

“I can’t believe I just watched you get fucked by two men,” I replied. “Or that Leanne jerked me off onto your face.”

“That was definitely not something I expected,” Emily agreed, laughing and shaking her head. “I can’t believe it either.”

“But it happened,” I added. “And soon, we’ll have a CD with photographs to prove it.”

“We will,” she nodded. “And as you said, the camera doesn’t lie.”

“No,” I said, taking her hand as we walked back into our house, “It doesn’t.”
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Chapter 1: The Treat




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A treat?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




Read the rest of Camera Shy on Amazon now!
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