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The studio sat above a flower shop, the stairwell narrow and smelling faintly of lavender and dust. Paul held the door open for Nina, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back as she stepped into the warm, softly lit space. A curtain of hanging beads rattled gently behind them. The air inside smelled of incense and varnished wood.

She looked around with quiet interest, eyes sweeping over the antique chaise longue, the velvet backdrop, the tripod standing sentinel in the corner. “Swanky,” she said, tossing her coat onto a rack with a flick of the wrist.

Paul smiled, nervous already. “Thought it would be. It’s tasteful. Classy.”

Nina turned to face him, tilting her head slightly. “I can’t believe you booked me a boudoir shoot.”

He nodded, shifting his weight. “Figured it’d be a good surprise.”

At twenty-eight, Paul still moved with the same lanky uncertainty he had when they met fresh out of university, both crammed into the same graduate intake at a digital consultancy. Tall, lean, with hair that never sat quite right and the kind of pale skin that blushed easily, Paul still found it strange sometimes that Nina had picked him. She had this ease about her. A quiet confidence. Medium height, slender, with a dancer’s posture and small breasts that pressed neatly against her jumper. Her black hair was always pinned or tucked in some effortless, practical way. She didn’t speak loudly, didn’t draw attention, but there was an intensity in her green eyes that pulled people in.

They had bonded over board games during after-hours drinks at work. Settlers of Catan and awkward laughter. Shared the kind of introversion that made parties feel like effort and quiet Sunday afternoons together feel like luxury. He liked strategy games and the quiet logic of programming. She knitted on the sofa with documentaries playing in the background.

He watched her now as she pulled the hair tie from her wrist and tugged her hair back into a messy bun. She caught him staring.

“What?” she asked, amused.

“Nothing. Just, you look good.”

She raised an eyebrow, stepping closer, her voice low and playful. “Well, I hope so. You booked me in to pose in my underwear, after all.”

He felt his ears go red. “Right. Yeah.”

From the back room, footsteps approached. The curtain was pulled aside, and the photographer stepped in. She looked like someone who ran a private gallery on a quiet Parisian street. Early forties, maybe a little older. Her silver-blonde hair was cut close to the head, sharp and sculpted, drawing attention to her angular cheekbones and pale grey eyes that missed nothing. She wore a loose linen shirt the colour of wet ash, sleeves rolled up, collar open just enough to hint at the body beneath without offering anything. Her trousers hung just so, draped, not fitted, and she moved with a smooth, unhurried grace that made the room feel slower the moment she entered it.

“You must be Paul and Nina. I’m Delphine. Welcome. Everything’s ready.”

Nina gave Paul a quick squeeze on the arm. “Excited?”

He opened his mouth to answer, but Delphine was already speaking again, her tone smooth, practiced.

“Now, just to confirm, you’re booked in for the Intimate Couple package, yes? We’ll start with some semi-clothed shots and move toward more sensual compositions as you both feel comfortable. I’ll guide the process.”

Paul froze.

Nina turned to him slowly, a grin spreading. “You booked the Couple Package, the Intimate Couple Package?”

His throat went dry. “I... maybe?”

Paul’s stomach twisted as the words echoed in his head. He thought he had booked something for Nina, just Nina. He cleared his throat.

“Um just to double-check,” he said, voice a little higher than he meant, “what exactly does the Intimate Couple package include?” It didn't sound like what he had meant to book.

Delphine, entirely unfazed, smiled like she’d been asked to recite a drinks menu. “Of course. We always like to set expectations clearly.”

She moved to her notes, her voice even, patient.

“We start with guided semi-clothed poses, typically undergarments, silk robes, sheer wraps, that sort of thing. Gentle contact, lots of eye focus, natural affection.”

Paul gave a jerky nod, hoping that would be the end of it. That sounded about what he had booked although he hadn't planned to be a part of it.

Delphine continued, calm and professional. “Then we explore erotic proximity. That includes intertwined limbs, pressing the body together, kissing, caressing, guided touch sometimes to breasts or thighs. Anything sensual, suggestive. Very atmospheric.”

He blinked. Definitely not what he had planned. 

“And,” she went on, “while we don’t capture penetration without explicit consent, couples often choose to progress to full intimacy. I’m comfortable photographing any level of physical connection, provided you’re both willing. I’ll always ask before we cross thresholds.”

There was a pause.

Paul’s mouth opened, about to protest that that's absolutely not what he had thought he was booking, Nina was going to be horrified thinking that he had booked this.

Nina turned to him sharply, green eyes wide.

“Wait,” she said slowly, a grin creeping across her face. “This is what you booked?” She stared at him. Then laughed, delighted. “You’re telling me you booked a porn shoot?”

Delphine raised an eyebrow, but Nina didn’t seem embarrassed. “You absolute bastard,” she said, grinning. “This is so unlike you.”

He was about to protest, to explain, to crawl his way out of it when she stepped close, put her arms around his waist, and kissed his cheek.

“It was a huge risk,” she murmured, “but a lovely surprise.” Paul felt her heartbeat against his chest. “I didn’t even know I’d like something like this,” she said softly. “God, I really like it. How did you know?”

He blinked. “I didn’t. Errm, I guessed”

She looked up at him, searching his eyes, mistaking his panic for modesty.

“You really wanted to do this with me?” she whispered. “Have us photographed, together?”

Paul swallowed and decided to play along. “Yeah. Sure. I mean. If you’re into it.”

Delphine, still by the lights, added smoothly, “I can guide you through every step. We begin gently. There’s no pressure.”

Nina nodded quickly, her cheeks flushed now, but not with embarrassment.

“I want everything,” she said, half under her breath.

Her hand slipped into Paul’s. Her palm was warm and slightly damp. She was practically buzzing.

“Let’s do the whole thing,” she said, turning to Delphine. “If this is what Paul booked then I'm all in.”

Delphine gave a small nod, already adjusting a lens.

Paul stood still, mind spinning. He hadn’t meant for any of this to happen. And yet, somehow, Nina believed this was exactly what he’d planned. And now she was looking at him now with pride. With desire.

He couldn't disappoint her.

Delphine dimmed the lights to a warm, amber glow that seemed to thicken the air. She gestured to a small rack of garments arranged with care against the wall, silk robes in soft pastels, sheer wraps that barely veiled the body, lace lingerie that invited exposure more than concealment.

“You’ll each find a few options. Robes and wraps and the like. You’ll use your own underwear, no one feels comfortable wearing borrowed pants. Choose
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