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

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

My wife appeared in the doorway.

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

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

"You look good."

"David."

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

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

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

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

"Left shoulder toward me. Slightly."

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

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

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

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

"You look like the sexiest woman alive."

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

"Okay," she said. "Shoot."

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

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

"Belt," I said.

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

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

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

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

I raised the camera.

The shutter ran.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Look at me," I said.

She turned her head and looked straight up the lens.

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

"Bra," I said.

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

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

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

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

She was fully nude.

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

"Are we done?" she said.

"Nearly."

I raised the camera again.

The shutter ran and ran.

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

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

"Good ones?"

"Very good ones," I said.

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

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

Very good ones.

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

"Tea?" she called from the hallway.

"Please."

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

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

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

I stopped on that one.

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

I went back to the photos.

I worked through them a second time more slowly, pulling the ones I wanted into a folder, discarding the soft or the badly framed. The edit was easy, more keepers than usual, fewer mistakes. I kept going back to the nude work at the end of the session. Her body in that light. The specific weight and softness of her, the way the afternoon bar had crossed her stomach and thighs and left her breasts and face in the warmer ambient glow. The camera had seen
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