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      Logan was still warm beside me when I woke up, the weight of his arm draped across my waist like it had been for years now. Familiar. Comforting. And yet, in that quiet moment before either of us said a word, I found myself noticing the little things—his steady breath against my neck, the faint scratch of stubble on my skin, the way his fingers curled loosely against my hip like even in sleep, he wanted me close.

      “Morning,” he murmured, his voice rough from sleep, a sound that still made something low in me stir.

      “Morning.” I tilted my head to look at him. Even half-asleep, he was gorgeous. Logan never really saw himself the way I did, but to me he was all sharp jawlines and kind eyes, the kind of man who turned heads everywhere we went. His hair was a little messy, dark strands falling over his forehead, and I had to resist the urge to brush them back.

      He stretched, his body pressing into mine, and I felt the solid heat of him through the thin cotton of my nightshirt. I’d gotten used to it over the years, that constant awareness of him—his size, his strength—but mornings like this made me remember just how much I liked it.

      “We’ve got a big day,” he said, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “You ready for our close-up?”

      I laughed softly. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

      The truth was, the idea of posing in front of a professional photographer had me a little nervous, but Logan was the one who’d balked at it first. He hated being the center of attention, hated the idea of someone telling him how to stand, where to put his hands, what to do with his mouth. I’d talked him into it, telling him it would be fun to mark our anniversary with something different. Something we could look back on years from now.

      Still, I knew he was doing it for me. Just like he’d gone along with the weekend getaway last year even though he’d been swamped at work, or the cooking class the year before despite claiming he could “burn water.” Logan was steady like that. He gave. And I tried not to take it for granted.

      “You sure you’re not going to hate it?” I teased, sliding my fingers along his arm. The muscle under my touch flexed instinctively, and I felt his pulse quicken just a little.

      “I’ll survive,” he said. “But only because you’ll be there.”

      There it was again, that look in his eyes—something warm and hungry all at once. Even after years together, it still caught me off guard.

      I shifted onto my side, propping my head on my hand. “You know,” I said slowly, “we could get a little practice in. Just to loosen you up before the camera starts clicking.”

      His grin was slow, lazy. “Practice, huh?”

      “Mm-hm.” I trailed my hand down his chest, over the soft cotton of his T-shirt, until my fingers brushed the waistband of his shorts. His body stirred under my touch, the response immediate.

      “You’re terrible,” he said, though there was no heat in it—just that deep, familiar amusement.

      “And you love it.”

      We kissed then, a long, unhurried kiss that tasted like morning and history and the kind of intimacy that only comes from knowing every inch of someone’s body and mind. My lips moved against his slowly, deliberately, coaxing him to kiss me back harder. His hand slid up into my hair, holding me there as he deepened it.

      By the time we broke apart, I was a little breathless.

      “You’re going to make me want to cancel the shoot,” he said, his thumb brushing over my lower lip.

      I shook my head. “No. We’re going. I want those pictures. And… maybe I want to see what you look like when someone can get you to loosen up.”

      He gave me a curious look at that, but I just smiled and slipped out of bed.

      The shower steamed up quickly, the hot water loosening my muscles as I thought about the day ahead. Logan would be handsome, of course, even if he didn’t see it himself. But there was something about the idea of someone else seeing it—someone capturing it—that made my stomach flip in a way I didn’t quite understand.

      When I stepped out, wrapped in a towel, he was already pulling on a crisp white shirt, the sleeves rolled up to his forearms. I caught myself watching him button it, the sure, efficient movements of his fingers. The faint stretch of fabric across his shoulders.

      He glanced up and caught me staring. “What?”

      “Nothing,” I said, though the word felt dishonest. I wanted to tell him he looked good enough to photograph even without trying, but instead, I just smiled and went to get dressed.

      We had an appointment to keep.
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        * * *

      

      The studio smelled faintly of coffee and something warmer—amber, maybe—when we stepped inside. Afternoon light poured through the wide windows, turning the hardwood floor into a pool of gold. I was still tugging at the hem of my blouse when she appeared from behind a divider.

      “Arya?” I asked, though I already knew it was her.

      She smiled, and just like that, the air felt different. Late twenties, maybe early thirties, with skin like warm honey and a cascade of dark hair swept over one shoulder. Her eyes locked onto mine, then slid to Logan in a way that was nothing but friendly… yet it still landed with an almost physical weight.

      “You must be Kylie and Logan,” she said, crossing the room. “Happy anniversary.” Her voice was low and smooth, with that easy confidence some women seemed to be born with.

      I managed a “Thanks” as she shook my hand, her palm warm and her grip firm, then turned to Logan.

      The smile she gave him was brighter, wider. She held his hand a beat longer than mine, looking up at him like she already knew how to get past that shy smile of his.

      Logan chuckled awkwardly. “Thanks for having us.”

      “It’s my pleasure.” Arya tilted her head, studying him the way an artist studies a canvas. “You’re going to be easy to photograph.”

      I laughed softly. “He hates being in front of a camera.”

      “Then you just haven’t had the right photographer,” she said, and the way she said it—light, teasing—made my stomach tighten unexpectedly.

      She moved around us as she spoke, adjusting the light stands and checking her camera settings. Her jeans hugged her hips in a way I couldn’t help but notice, and the soft knit of her top clung when she reached up. I told myself I was just observing, like anyone would, but my gaze lingered longer than it should have.

      “All right,” she said, motioning to a backdrop draped in cream and gold. “Let’s start simple. Stand here, side by side.”

      Logan took his place, and I joined him, but Arya’s attention was squarely on him.

      “Relax your shoulders,” she said, stepping closer. She reached up to smooth the collar of his shirt, her fingers brushing lightly against the side of his neck. “Better. You’ve got good lines here.”

      He gave a quick, almost boyish smile, and I felt an odd mix of pride and something sharper twist in me. Arya wasn’t doing anything wrong—it was her job—but watching another woman touch my husband, even in something as innocent as fixing a collar, sent a small current through me.

      “Let’s see a smile,” she coaxed, lifting the camera. Logan’s mouth tugged into one, but it was the polite kind. Arya lowered the camera and shook her head playfully.

      “No, not that one. Give me the one you give her.” She nodded toward me.

      Logan’s eyes flicked to mine, and the change was immediate. His smile deepened, softened, his whole face opening. The click of Arya’s shutter was almost lost under the sound of my own pulse.

      “There it is,” she said warmly. “Perfect. And that little smolder you just did? Keep it. You’ve got something there.”

      I blinked. Smolder? Logan?

      Arya moved again, adjusting the angle. “Kylie, turn just a bit toward him. Logan, keep your hand at her waist… no, right here.” She placed it lower, her fingers curling around his to guide him.

      My breath caught at the subtle intimacy of it. It wasn’t sexual, not exactly, but it was close enough to stir something low in my belly.

      “Good,” she murmured, stepping back to frame the shot. “Now, look at each other. Forget I’m here.”

      Logan’s gaze locked on mine, and for a moment it felt like the room fell away. There was no camera, no Arya—just the familiar weight of his eyes and the way my body responded to them.

      Click. Click. Click.

      “Beautiful,” Arya said, lowering the camera again. “You two photograph like a dream.”

      I smiled, a little breathless without knowing why. Arya moved to adjust a light, the fabric of her shirt pulling across her back, and I realized my eyes had followed her without permission. She was magnetic in a way that made it hard to look away, and I wondered, just for a second, if she knew exactly what she was doing.

      Arya was in her element now, moving around us with an easy, fluid grace, the camera in her hands an extension of her body. Every time the shutter clicked, I felt like she was catching something I didn’t even realize I was giving her.

      “Okay, let’s bring you in closer,” she said, stepping forward to guide us. She placed her hand lightly on my back, nudging me toward Logan. “I want it to feel like you’re holding onto him because you can’t let go.”

      Logan’s arms came around me, the solid press of his chest warm against mine. My breath caught as his fingers flexed against my lower back, pulling me that extra inch until I could feel the rise and fall of his breathing. It was such a simple adjustment, but something about doing it under Arya’s watchful eye made it feel… different.

      “Perfect,” she murmured, the lens aimed squarely at us. “Now, Kylie, tip your chin up—yes, just like that. Logan, look at her like you’re about to tell her something you’ve been keeping to yourself.”

      I felt the change in him instantly. His gaze darkened, his mouth softening just slightly, and suddenly I was aware of every inch of where our bodies met.

      The camera shutter kept time with my pulse.

      “Hold that… and now touch foreheads.” Arya’s voice was softer now, coaxing, almost intimate. “Breathe each other in.”

      Our foreheads met, and the world shrank to the warmth of his skin against mine. His breath fanned over my lips, close enough to taste if I leaned in just a little more. I didn’t. Not yet.

      “That’s it,” Arya said, a smile in her tone. “That’s the real magic shot.”

      Something about the way she said it—like she’d caught us in a moment that wasn’t just for the camera—made heat curl low in my belly. I could feel Logan’s grip tighten fractionally, and I wondered if he felt it too.

      “Okay,” she said finally, lowering the camera. “Let’s take a look at what we’ve got so far.”

      We followed her to the monitor where the images were already uploading. She clicked through the shots, each one sharper and more alive than I expected. Logan didn’t just look handsome—he looked… hungry. For me. And under Arya’s direction, I looked like the kind of woman who could match him beat for beat.

      “That one,” Arya said, pausing on the shot of us forehead-to-forehead. “You see it, right?”

      I swallowed, nodding. “Yeah.”

      She smiled, almost conspiratorially. “This is why I love my job. Capturing something real between people—it’s rare.”

      Her eyes lingered on me for a beat before returning to the screen. “You two have incredible chemistry. If you ever want to do something more intimate—less about posing, more about connection—I offer those kinds of sessions too.”

      I laughed lightly, trying to defuse the sudden tightness in my chest. “More intimate? How much more intimate are we talking?”

      She tilted her head, her expression playful. “It’s whatever you make it. Some couples keep it romantic, others… let it get a little steamier. It’s about what feels right for you.”

      Logan shifted beside me, and I felt the warmth of his body even without touching him. I kept my eyes on the monitor, pretending the offer didn’t send a ripple of heat through me.

      “That’s… interesting,” I said finally, aiming for casual but hearing the faint hitch in my voice.

      Arya just smiled, clicking to the next image. “Well, if you’re ever feeling adventurous, you know where to find me.”

      I made some noncommittal noise in my throat and forced a smile, but my mind was still stuck on the word adventurous. It wasn’t something I usually associated with myself, not in that way. I was the stable one, the steady one, the wife who didn’t wander in thought or deed.

      But standing there with Logan’s earlier warmth still ghosting over my skin, and Arya’s voice in my head, I couldn’t help wondering, just for a flicker of a moment, what she’d look like behind the camera in one of those sessions.
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        * * *

      

      That night, long after we’d come home, after dinner and dishes and the familiar rhythm of our evening had settled back around us, I found myself lying in bed, staring at the ceiling. Logan’s breathing beside me was slow and steady, the easy cadence of someone already deep in sleep.

      I should have been asleep too. We’d had a long day, and there was nothing to keep me awake. Nothing except the memory of that look.

      It had been just a second, maybe less. The weight of Logan’s gaze, the way his eyes had softened and sharpened at the same time when Arya told him to look at me like he had something to confess. I’d seen plenty of emotions in my husband’s face over the years—love, amusement, desire—but that moment had been different. It wasn’t just for me. It was for her too, in a way, because she’d drawn it out of him.

      I shifted onto my side, pulling the blanket up over my shoulder, and the memory replayed again, clearer this time. Arya standing there, camera lifted, her mouth curved in that knowing smile. Logan holding me like he wasn’t just posing, like he needed me close. My skin still remembered the heat of his palm pressing into the small of my back, the subtle pull that brought me even closer than the pose required.

      It should have been easy to dismiss—just good photography, just someone skilled at making their subjects comfortable. That’s what I told myself as my eyes traced the dark lines of the ceiling fan above us. Arya was a professional. She did this for a living. That’s all it was.

      But the thought didn’t stick.

      Because underneath the logical explanation, there was the way my body had responded. The sudden tightness in my chest, the heat that had coiled low in my belly when she’d told us to breathe each other in. It had been like she wasn’t just giving direction—she was pulling strings neither of us had realized were there until they moved.

      I rolled onto my back again, staring at the shadowed rise of Logan’s chest. He looked peaceful in sleep, one arm thrown loosely across the bed, his bare forearm catching the dim light from the hallway. It was ridiculous, but part of me wanted to wake him, to see if that look was still there when it was just us.

      Instead, I let my mind wander to the other thing Arya had said—the part I’d laughed off at the time. More intimate. The words felt heavier now, echoing in my head with possibilities I hadn’t dared consider before.

      I thought of her voice, smooth and unhurried, saying it like an invitation that could be as tame or as dangerous as we wanted it to be. I thought of her hand curling over Logan’s to guide it lower, the light brush of her fingers against my back when she moved me into position. None of it had been inappropriate, and yet… it had been enough to make my skin hum.

      What exactly did “more intimate” mean to her? I imagined it in safe, contained ways—soft lighting, closer embraces, maybe something like the forehead-to-forehead shot but longer, more lingering. But then my mind slipped further, unbidden, into less contained territory.

      Would she tell Logan to hold me against him and kiss me until we both forgot about the camera? Would she come closer herself, step into the frame, her body pressed warm and solid against mine under the pretense of “adjusting” something? Would she ask me to touch her?

      I exhaled sharply, pushing the thought away.

      I wasn’t that kind of woman. I’d never been curious about anything outside of us, never wanted to share him, not even in a hypothetical. And yet, lying there in the dark, I couldn’t ignore the twist of heat that had started at the base of my spine and spread outward just from picturing it.

      I turned onto my other side, facing away from Logan, hoping the shift would help me settle. But my body was too aware—of him, of the warmth between us, of the pulse low in my belly that refused to fade. My mind kept circling back to Arya, the way she’d looked at us like she was watching a secret unfold.

      Was it part of her job to make people feel that way? Or was there something personal in it, something deliberate?

      I squeezed my eyes shut, willing myself to stop. This was just a photo shoot. That was all.

      But the words she’d left me with refused to fade. If you’re ever feeling adventurous, you know where to find me.

      Adventurous.

      I’d never thought of myself that way. But maybe, just maybe, there was a part of me I hadn’t met yet—a part Arya had seen without even trying.
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        * * *

      

      The email arrived late the next morning. I was halfway through my coffee when my phone buzzed with the notification, Arya’s name popping up in the subject line.

      Sneak Peek – Kylie & Logan Anniversary Session.

      My stomach did a little flip before I even opened it.

      The first image filled the screen, and I forgot about my coffee entirely. It was us, forehead-to-forehead, eyes locked, the soft curve of Logan’s mouth visible just over my own. The lighting was golden, our skin warm, our expressions… God, they were almost too much. We looked like we’d been caught in the middle of something private.

      The next photo was worse—or better, depending on how you looked at it. Logan behind me, his hands at my waist, my body leaning back into his. I remembered the moment—Arya telling me to “feel his presence.” In the photo, it looked like I was doing exactly that, my head tilted slightly, lips parted.

      I scrolled through them slowly, each one pulling me deeper into that strange mix of pride and heat. Logan looked more alive in these pictures than I’d ever seen him on camera—shoulders back, jaw set, that smolder Arya had coaxed out of him lingering in every frame.

      At the bottom of the email was Arya’s note.

      You two have incredible chemistry. If you’re ever up for exploring it further, I’d love to shoot something a little… bolder. I’ve attached a few examples from other couples to give you an idea.

      The attachment opened into another gallery. My breath caught.

      These weren’t nude—not exactly—but they were nothing like our session. In one, a woman in lace lingerie straddled her husband’s lap, his shirt hanging open, her hands cupping his jaw as they kissed. In another, the man was shirtless, the woman sprawled across a couch in silk, his hand resting possessively on her thigh. The poses were intimate, suggestive, and left no question about the kind of mood Arya was aiming to capture.

      I heard movement behind me and quickly tilted the phone toward myself, but Logan was already leaning over my shoulder.

      His brow lifted as he took in the screen. “These aren’t ours.”

      “They’re the examples she sent of…um…more intimate shots,” I said, trying to sound casual.

      He reached around me to scroll, his forearm brushing my chest in a way that made me far too aware of him. His gaze lingered on the straddling pose. “Interesting, huh?” His tone was light, but his ears had flushed pink.

      I laughed softly. “I think that’s putting it mildly.”

      He kept looking, his mouth pressing into a thoughtful line. “She’s good. These don’t look staged. They look…”

      “Like the couple’s about to forget there’s a camera?” I finished for him.

      He glanced at me, that smolder from yesterday flickering for just a second before he cleared his throat. “Exactly.”

      We were both quiet for a beat, the weight of the images hanging between us. I tried to joke it off, nudging him with my shoulder. “Guess Arya thinks we could pull that off.”

      Logan’s smile was crooked. “Could we?”

      The question wasn’t loaded, not really, but it still landed low in my stomach. “I don’t know,” I said, and it was the truth. I’d never imagined us doing something like that—posing like lovers in front of someone else, letting another person see us that way. But now that the idea was in my head, it refused to leave.

      I closed the email and set the phone face-down on the counter. “Anyway, it’s just her way of drumming up business. Doesn’t mean anything.”

      Logan nodded, but I noticed the way his gaze lingered on the phone before he turned away. And later, when I was alone in the kitchen rinsing my cup, I realized I was picturing those example shots again—only it wasn’t the couples Arya had photographed. It was us.

      I told myself it was harmless, just curiosity. But the heat pooling low in my belly didn’t feel harmless at all.
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        * * *

      

      We told ourselves it was just for fun.

      That was the line we kept repeating as we pulled up outside Arya’s studio again—no pressure, no big leap into anything we weren’t ready for. Just a “bonus” shoot to capture something a little less formal than the anniversary portraits.

      The truth was, I’d been thinking about Arya’s follow-up email since the moment I read it. And while we hadn’t exactly said yes to the “bolder” version she’d offered, neither of us had said no.

      Arya greeted us with the same easy smile as before, her dark hair swept up today, a few loose strands brushing her cheek. “You came back,” she said warmly, locking the door behind us.

      “We had fun last time,” Logan answered, his voice low but steady.

      “Good,” she said, glancing at me in a way that made the space between my ribs feel tight. “Let’s see if we can top it.”

      This time there was no backdrop—just the studio floor, a faded leather loveseat, and the light streaming in from the tall windows. The setup felt more relaxed, more intimate by default.

      “Let’s start with something simple,” Arya said, motioning for me to sit on the edge of the loveseat. “Logan, stand just here.” She positioned him so he was close enough that his thigh brushed my knee. “Now lean in, like you’re about to tell her something you don’t want anyone else to hear.”

      He bent toward me, his shadow falling over my lap. His hand rested lightly on my thigh, and the contact was warm enough to make my breath hitch.

      “Whisper it,” Arya prompted.

      For a second I thought he’d just murmur something silly to make me smile, but then his lips were near my ear and his voice was low and rough. “I keep thinking about peeling that dress off you the second we get home.”

      My pulse stuttered, heat rushing to my face. I didn’t even have to look at Arya to know she’d caught my reaction.

      “Perfect,” she said, her voice smooth, the camera clicking in quick bursts. “Hold that.”

      Logan didn’t pull back right away, his breath warm against my skin. I forced myself to exhale slowly, to keep from shifting under his hand.

      “Now,” Arya said, stepping closer, “Kylie, look at him like you just heard the best thing in the world.”

      I lifted my gaze to his, and for a moment it felt like we were the only two people in the room. His eyes were darker than usual, the corner of his mouth curved just slightly—like he knew exactly what effect he was having on me.

      The camera shutter was the only sound for several seconds.

      Arya finally lowered it. “You two… you’re even better this time. More connected. Less self-conscious.”

      Logan gave a small laugh, straightening up. “Guess we’re getting used to you pointing that thing at us.”

      She tilted her head, smiling like she knew better. “Or maybe you’re getting used to letting go a little.” Her gaze shifted to me. “You’d be surprised what couples discover about themselves in front of a camera.”

      The words lingered, their meaning wide enough to hold all kinds of possibilities.

      We moved through a few more poses—him behind me, his arms around my waist; me leaning back into him with my head tilted so he could kiss the side of my neck. None of it crossed the line, but each one seemed to get closer, blurring the space between posing and touching.

      When Arya finally lowered the camera again, she rested it against her hip. “Have you thought about those more intimate shots we talked about?”

      My stomach tightened. I glanced at Logan, who met my eyes for a beat before looking back at her.

      “Maybe,” he said.

      “Maybe,” I echoed, my voice softer.

      Arya’s smile was slow, knowing. “That’s enough for now. Curiosity is a good place to start.”

      She moved past us to adjust the lighting for the last set, and I caught the faint scent of her perfume as she passed—warm, subtle, and impossible not to notice.

      I sat very still on the loveseat, my skin still tingling where Logan’s breath had touched my ear, my mind replaying his whisper like a loop I couldn’t shut off.

      It was still just for fun. We were still in control.

      At least, that’s what I told myself.
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        * * *

      

      The drive home was quiet, but not in an uncomfortable way. More like neither of us wanted to break whatever spell had been hanging over us since we left Arya’s studio. I could still feel Logan’s whisper against my ear, still see the way Arya’s eyes had lingered on us like she was seeing something more than just a couple in a pose.

      By the time we got inside, I’d convinced myself to keep it to small talk, pretend the whole thing hadn’t gotten under my skin the way it had. But once we’d changed into comfortable clothes and settled on the couch, the words were already pushing at me.

      “I can’t stop thinking about what she said,” I admitted, my voice quieter than I intended.

      Logan turned his head, eyebrows lifting slightly. “About what?”

      “About… doing something more intimate.” I drew in a slow breath, picking at the seam of my leggings. “It terrifies me. And it kind of…” I hesitated, then pushed the word out before I could chicken out. “Excites me.”

      His gaze sharpened, though his voice stayed calm. “Excites you how?”

      I gave a small, embarrassed laugh. “Like, the idea of her photographing us like that. Closer. Touching more. Not holding back for the sake of the camera.” I shook my head. “I don’t know why I’m even saying this.”

      “Because you’ve been thinking about it,” he said simply.

      Heat rose in my cheeks. “Have you?”

      He leaned back, his arm stretching along the back of the couch. “Of course I have. She has… a presence. You feel it as soon as she’s in the room. And when she’s focused on you—on us—it’s intense.” His eyes held mine, steady. “But I wouldn’t do anything unless you wanted it.”

      The way he said it—quiet but certain—slipped right past the part of me that should have been wary. I searched his face, waiting for a flicker of something that might feel like danger, but there was none. Just that same warm steadiness he’d always had, now threaded through with something hotter.

      “I don’t feel threatened by her,” I said slowly, almost surprised to hear it aloud. “If anything… it’s different. I liked the way she looked at you. At us. Like she was seeing something we didn’t even know was there.”

      His mouth curved just slightly. “And what if you said yes?”

      The words hung between us, pulling the air tight. I swallowed, my palms warm against my thighs. “What would you think if I did?”

      His eyes darkened, the corner of his mouth lifting just enough to tell me exactly what he’d think. “I’d think it’s your call. But I’d also think…” His gaze slid deliberately over my face, down to my mouth, lingering there. “…that I’d be very okay with it.”

      The heat in his voice sent a shiver right through me. I didn’t need him to spell it out. I could feel the want coming off him in slow, steady waves.

      I looked away, trying to pull in a deeper breath, but the truth was already settling in my chest. This wasn’t something I was talking about just to satisfy my curiosity. This was something I wanted, even if the wanting still scared me.

      We sat like that for a long moment, neither of us moving, the conversation stretching out into the space between us until my whole body was thrumming with awareness.
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        * * *

      

      I booked it under the guise of stepping out of my comfort zone. That’s what I told Logan. That’s what I told myself.

      Arya’s reply had been quick and warm, and when she welcomed us into her private studio a week later, I understood immediately that this wasn’t going to feel like the sessions we’d done before.

      The lights were dimmer, the space transformed. Gauzy fabrics draped from the ceiling, soft pools of amber light falling across them like captured sunlight. A low hum of music played in the background—slow, pulsing, the kind of rhythm you felt in your chest as much as you heard with your ears.

      “You look incredible,” Arya said, her eyes sweeping over me in my fitted black cocktail dress. It wasn’t the flashiest thing I owned, but the neckline was low enough to make me feel aware of every breath.

      And Logan—God. He stood beside me in a crisp, fitted shirt that clung just enough to show the shape of his shoulders, the curve of his biceps. His dark slacks were perfectly tailored, and I had to fight the urge to run my hands over him before Arya even picked up her camera.

      “Let’s start simple,” she said, her voice lower than usual, almost conspiratorial. She positioned me in front of Logan, his hands at my waist, her own fingers adjusting them an inch lower. “Closer. Good. Now, Logan, brush her hair aside.”

      His fingertips slid over my neck, a light touch that made my skin prickle. I tilted my head for him, the warmth of his breath on my ear sending a pulse of heat down my spine.

      “Perfect,” Arya murmured, the shutter clicking. “Kylie, close your eyes and lean into him. Feel him.”

      I did, my back settling against the solid heat of his chest, the scent of his cologne wrapping around me. His arms tightened, pulling me in just enough to make my heart stutter.

      The camera clicked again and again, and Arya’s voice coaxed us further. “Logan, turn her toward you. Hands on her hips. Yes, like that. Kylie, look at him like it’s the first time you’ve seen him in months.”

      I lifted my gaze, and it happened—the shift. The studio fell away, and it was just him and me, and the way his eyes caught the low light, dark and intent. We moved toward each other like we weren’t being watched at all.

      “Beautiful,” Arya said softly. “Let’s push it just a little more. Kylie, why don’t you take off the dress?”

      My breath caught, but I didn’t hesitate long. I slid the zipper down, letting the fabric slip from my shoulders and pool at my feet. The cool air touched my skin through the lace of my lingerie, and I heard Logan inhale behind me.

      He didn’t have to say anything; I could feel the change in him without looking.

      “Amazing,” Arya breathed. “Logan, lose the shirt.”

      He tugged it over his head in one smooth motion, and the sight of him—bare-chested, the warm light catching the lines of his muscles—made my pulse kick harder.

      “Closer,” Arya said again, her voice almost hypnotic now. “Hands on each other. Wherever feels natural.”

      Logan’s palms skimmed up my sides, tracing the curve of my waist before settling on my lower back. My hands rose to his chest, fingers splaying over the steady beat of his heart.

      We weren’t just posing anymore. His thumbs stroked over my skin, my nails dragged lightly against his chest, and our breathing fell into the same rhythm.

      “Kiss her,” Arya said.

      It wasn’t our first kiss, but the way it landed—it might as well have been. Logan’s mouth covered mine slowly, deliberately, the kind of kiss that unraveled me from the inside out. My hands slid to his neck, pulling him closer, and I felt the faint tremor in his breath when he kissed me deeper.

      The camera kept clicking, but it was distant now, part of the hum instead of the focus.

      Arya’s voice came again, softer this time. “Yes… just like that. Don’t hold back.”

      Logan’s hands roamed, cupping my hips, brushing over the lace at the edge of my panties, never quite crossing the line but making it impossible to think about anything else. My own hands explored his shoulders, his arms, the curve of his back.

      Somewhere between kisses, I thought I heard Arya clear her throat—a small sound, like she wasn’t immune to what she was seeing either.

      It sent another spark through me, the realization that this wasn’t just for us anymore. She was here, watching, capturing, maybe even feeling the same pull I was.

      And instead of pulling away, I leaned in closer.

      Arya lowered the camera slightly, studying us with her head tilted, lips parted like she was about to say something she hadn’t decided on yet.

      “I have an idea for the next shot,” she said finally, stepping forward. “But I’ll need to guide you a little.” Her eyes flicked to me, then to Logan. “Mind if I come in?”

      Logan glanced at me, giving me the chance to say no. But I didn’t.

      Arya moved between us with unhurried grace, her bare arm brushing mine as she turned to face Logan. “Let’s bring your hands here,” she murmured, wrapping her fingers lightly around his wrists. She moved them lower along my waist, pressing his palms more firmly against me.

      It should have felt like intrusion—another woman touching my husband, moving him like a mannequin—but it didn’t. Watching her hands on him sent a rush of heat through me that had nothing to do with jealousy.

      Her nails were short and neat, the pads of her fingers stroking over his skin as she adjusted him. I could see the way his breathing shifted, the subtle tightening of his jaw. And then she looked up at him, holding his gaze for just a second longer than necessary, and my pulse skipped.

      “There,” she said, still holding him in place. “Feel that? That’s where you want to anchor her.”

      I felt it. God, I felt it.

      Her hands slipped away from him then, but not entirely. She trailed her fingertips along my arm as she moved behind me, a light graze that left a shiver in its wake.

      “Relax,” she said softly, her voice close to my ear now. “You’re safe.”

      I turned my head slightly, and for the first time her eyes met mine up close. Warm, steady, unblinking.

      Something in me expected to flinch away. Instead, I held her gaze.

      Her touch lingered at the crook of my elbow, light but deliberate, and my skin tingled under her fingertips. She wasn’t pulling me anywhere, wasn’t forcing anything—just… there. Present. Close enough that I could feel the subtle heat of her body.

      Arya moved back in front of us without breaking eye contact. Then she reached for Logan’s hand again, adjusting the angle of his arm so his thumb brushed the side of my breast through the lace. My breath caught, but I didn’t step away.

      She smiled faintly, satisfied, then lifted the camera again. “Beautiful. Don’t move.”

      The shutter clicked, each sound landing heavy in the quiet. My pulse was a steady drumbeat in my ears.

      When she lowered the camera to adjust the light, her knuckles brushed my hip, just barely. I didn’t know if it was on purpose, but the warmth it left behind stayed.

      I realized then that I was letting her touch me. Letting her touch him. And not only that—I wanted to see what she’d do next.

      Arya lowered the camera, her eyes moving over us with that same deliberate calm that always made me feel like she was seeing more than what was in front of her.

      “Can I suggest something for the final shots?” she asked, her tone soft but laced with something that made my pulse jump. “A little riskier?”

      The words hung there, heavier than they should have been. Logan glanced at me, letting me decide.

      I hesitated, my heartbeat thudding in my ears. I could still feel the ghost of her touch from earlier, the way it had lit my skin. My mouth was dry, but I found myself nodding. “Okay.”

      Her smile was small, almost private. “Trust me.”

      She stepped closer, the faint scent of her perfume wrapping around me. “Kylie, I want you to rest your hands here.” She reached for my wrists, her fingers warm as she began to guide me—only instead of placing them where I expected, she lifted one to Logan’s chest, the other to the waistband of his slacks.

      The contact jolted through me, and before I could think, my gaze darted to her face. She was close—closer than she’d been all day—her lips parted slightly, eyes locked on mine.

      Something inside me shifted, like a taut rope giving way.

      I leaned in before I even realized what I was doing. My mouth brushed hers—light, tentative, nothing more than a whisper of a kiss.

      The second I pulled back, heat rushed to my face. “I—I don’t know why I—”

      Arya set the camera down on a nearby chair without looking away from me. Then she stepped back in, her hand cupping my jaw as she kissed me this time.

      It was slow, unhurried, her lips soft but sure against mine, tasting of something faintly sweet. I should have frozen. I should have pulled away. Instead, I kissed her back, the tip of her tongue just grazing mine before retreating, leaving me breathless.

      When she drew back, Logan was watching us, his chest rising and falling a little faster. His eyes moved between us like he couldn’t decide where to land.

      Arya glanced at him, then back at me, her smile deepening just enough to make my stomach flip. “You’re beautiful when you let go.”

      Logan stepped closer, his hand finding the small of my back. “She always is,” he said quietly, his gaze sliding down to my mouth before he kissed me, harder this time, like the sight of me with Arya had lit something in him.

      It was dizzying—his lips urgent, hers still warm on mine, the space between us shrinking until there was none at all. Arya’s hands found my waist, and Logan’s moved over my hips, and then we were tangled together in a way that left no room for thought.

      Arya’s hands skimmed over his chest before returning to me, the tips of her fingers slipping under the strap of my bra. I gasped against her mouth, the sound swallowed by the kiss.

      

      Logan’s hand followed, sliding over my hip, warm and steady. The two of them flanked me without speaking, their bodies radiating heat, their scents mixing—Logan’s familiar and grounding, Arya’s sharp and intoxicating.

      Arya’s palm came to rest against my side, her thumb brushing under the edge of my bra. Logan’s fingers were already stroking the curve of my waist. My breath caught when Arya leaned in and kissed me—slow at first, then deeper, her tongue teasing mine. Logan’s hand moved higher, skimming over my stomach until he cupped my breast through the lace.

      I made a small sound, half protest, half want, and Arya took advantage, pulling me closer, her mouth insistent. Logan’s other hand found my remaining bra strap and slid it down, the elastic snapping lightly against my arm before he tugged it free. Arya broke the kiss only to glance down, her lips curving as Logan bared me completely.

      They touched me together—Arya’s hands cupping and squeezing, Logan’s thumbs brushing over the peaks of my breasts until they ached. I tried to hold myself still, to keep some shred of control, but my hips shifted toward them involuntarily. Logan lowered his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, drawing it between his lips. Arya mirrored him, her tongue circling the other until my knees felt weak.

      I let out a shaky breath, my hands clutching at the sheets for balance. They didn’t stop. Logan’s tongue was slow and deliberate, his mouth hot, while Arya’s touch was lighter, teasing. My pulse pounded in my ears.

      When Arya’s hand trailed down my stomach, slipping beneath the waistband of my panties, my first instinct was to grab her wrist. But before I could, Logan’s lips brushed my shoulder, his voice low against my skin. “It’s okay.”

      Her fingers found me, stroking gently at first, then with more pressure. My body betrayed every thought I had about pulling away. Logan’s mouth returned to my breasts, sucking, while Arya’s hand worked me in slow, circling motions. My breathing grew ragged, every nerve tuned to their combined rhythm.

      When Arya shifted, sliding to her knees between my legs, I didn’t stop her. She hooked her thumbs into my panties and pulled them down in one smooth motion, her gaze never leaving mine. The cool air hit me for only a second before her mouth replaced it, warm and wet.

      I gasped, my thighs tensing, but Logan’s hands held them apart. Arya’s tongue was soft at first, then firm, tracing and flicking until I was squirming. Logan kissed my neck, my jaw, my ear, whispering things I barely processed. My fingers tangled in Arya’s hair without thinking, my hips rolling toward her.

      The pressure built fast, every stroke sending me closer. Logan’s mouth found mine just as it crested, muffling my cry. My whole body clenched, waves breaking through me until I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—only feel.

      I slumped back against one side of the studio sofa, my skin buzzing, my vision hazy. Arya moved away, wiping her mouth, her expression unreadable. It took me a moment to realize she was already climbing over Logan, straddling him right beside me.

      Through the fog of my aftershocks, I watched her unbutton her top, pulling it open to reveal pale skin and lace. Logan’s hands went to her immediately, cupping her breasts, thumbs grazing her nipples until she let out a low sound. She hiked her skirt up to her waist and tugged her panties to the side. The sight of her trimmed pussy made my stomach clench.

      She reached between them, and I knew the moment he entered her—her head fell back, her lips parting, and his grip on her hips tightened.

      They moved together in a rhythm that was nothing like the sex I’d had with him before—urgent, almost desperate. Logan leaned forward, taking her breast into his mouth, sucking hard while she rode him. I couldn’t look away. The sight of his pleasure, the sound of her gasps, the way his hands slid down to grip her ass—it all pulled me in.

      My body responded before my mind could catch up, heat curling low again. I’d thought I’d feel jealousy. And maybe I did, in some small, sharp way. But it was drowned out by the throb between my legs and the pulse in my chest.

      Arya’s movements grew faster, Logan’s hips lifting to meet her. His groan was deep, the kind that always meant he was close. She reached behind her, bracing against his thigh, her own voice breaking as she came. Logan followed seconds later, holding her tight as he spilled inside her.

      The sight knocked the air from my lungs. My reluctance, my hesitation—it all melted, replaced with something raw and hungry. I wasn’t just watching anymore. I was part of it, every sensation from earlier feeding the heat that spread through me again.

      When Arya finally slid off him and lay back beside me, both of them breathing hard, I felt my hand reach for Logan without thinking. He laced his fingers with mine, his eyes still heavy-lidded, and the three of us lay there in the quiet, the air thick with the scent of sex and the knowledge that nothing would be the same after this.

      The room was still warm with our breath, the faint hum of the music mingling with the slowing rhythm of our bodies. I lay curled against Logan, my cheek resting on the smooth, damp skin of his chest. His arm was wrapped around me, heavy and protective, his fingertips idly stroking my hip in lazy patterns.

      I should have felt strange. Exposed. But all I felt was the steady rise and fall of his breathing and the lingering thrum in my body from what we’d just done. It was unreal how natural it had felt, as if this had been part of us all along, waiting to be uncovered.

      Arya was still close, lounging against the cushions with her hair mussed, skin flushed, and that slow, knowing smile playing at her lips. She reached for the camera she’d abandoned earlier, then set it aside again, as though even she couldn’t bring herself to step out of the moment yet.

      “Well,” she said, her voice husky, “I might have to make private sessions a regular thing for you two.”

      The tease hung between us, but there was a thread of sincerity beneath it, a suggestion that this didn’t have to be a one-time thing.

      I looked up at Logan. His eyes met mine, and the heat there wasn’t gone—it had only shifted, tempered into something deeper. His hand squeezed my hip, just enough to tell me he felt it too.

      I smiled, unable to stop myself. A week ago, I wouldn’t have believed this was something I could want, let alone crave. But now, with the taste of Arya’s kiss still faint on my lips and Logan’s heartbeat under my palm, I knew the truth.

      We’d crossed a line. And all I could think about was when we might cross it again.
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