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




If you haven’t read The Photo Shoot and enjoy ‘The Camera Doesn’t Lie’ and ‘Camera Shy’ 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 fifth No Angels Story and the second of a planned three stories from The Photographer’s Secret Portfolio.
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“So, tell me about this photoshoot that you did,” my wife Lorna asked. “I’m thinking of doing one for Rory but I’m a bit nervous about it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I watched as she slipped
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