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Going Too Far with the Boudoir Photographer




The boredom had crept in so slowly that Leah hadn't noticed until it was too late. Two years with Colin, and somehow their relationship had transformed from passionate encounters and breathless anticipation into predictable Netflix evenings and perfunctory kisses. Leah stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror, applying a touch more mascara than usual, and wondered when exactly the spark had died.

"Maybe it's my fault," she whispered to herself, the words hanging in the steamy bathroom air. She'd grown comfortable, perhaps too comfortable. The early days of lace underwear and spontaneous shower visits had given way to cotton briefs and scheduled sex on Friday nights.

Her phone buzzed on the counter. A message from her friend Mia: “Did you check out that photographer's website yet?”

Leah's stomach fluttered. The idea had seemed so exciting when Mia suggested it yesterday over coffee—surprise Colin with boudoir photos, something to reignite that flame. But now, faced with the reality of stripping down in front of a stranger's camera, her courage wavered.

"I'm looking at it now," she messaged back, though in reality she hadn't yet worked up the nerve.

Setting down her phone, Leah padded into the bedroom and opened her laptop. Her fingers hesitated over the keyboard before typing: "Lee Robins Photography." The site loaded, professional and sleek, with a gallery prominently displayed on the homepage.

Leah clicked, and her breath caught. The women in Lee's photographs weren't models with impossible bodies—they were ordinary women… transformed into something extraordinary. A curvy brunette lounging on satin sheets, a redhead peering over her shoulder with just a hint of breast visible, a woman about Leah's age with her back arched against a window, silhouetted.

Heat crept up Leah's neck as she scrolled through the images. These women looked… powerful. Sensual. The way Lee captured them—it wasn't vulgar, but intimate. Like he'd caught them in a private moment of self-discovery. She couldn't help but wonder if she could look like that—confident, desirable, bold.

"God, what am I thinking?" Leah murmured, closing one photo and opening another. A lump formed in her throat as she imagined herself posed on those same sheets, her own body captured through Lee's lens. The thought made her pulse quicken—partly from embarrassment, partly from something else she couldn't quite name.

She clicked on the "About" page. Lee Robins smiled back at her from a professional headshot—dark hair, strong jawline, kind eyes that somehow made her feel both nervous and at ease. His bio mentioned ten years of experience in boudoir photography and a commitment to "helping women see their own beauty."

Ten years of experience, she thought. He must have started young! Assuming the headshot was recent enough, he looked barely thirty, barely older than Leah herself. Could she really put her trust into this stranger? Into his “experience”?

Leah's finger hovered over the "Contact" button. Colin would never expect something like this from her. That was the point, wasn't it? To surprise him, to be unpredictable for once.

But the thought of undressing for this photographer, this stranger—this man—made her cheeks burn. Would he judge her body? Would it be awkward? She'd never even worn a bikini in front of her male friends, much less lingerie.

"This is ridiculous," she whispered to herself. But she didn't close the laptop.

Instead, she found herself clicking through to the testimonials page. The words of previous clients jumped out at her: "empowering," "life-changing," "made me feel beautiful in ways I never expected."

Leah bit her lip. Maybe she could do this. Maybe she needed to do this—not just for Colin, but for herself.

Before she could talk herself out of it, she clicked "Contact" and filled out the form. Her hands trembled slightly as she typed her name, email, and phone number. In the message box, she wrote: "I'm interested in booking a boudoir session. I've never done anything like this before."

She stared at those words for a long moment, her finger hovering over "Send”. Then, with a deep breath, she clicked.

The confirmation page appeared: "Thank you for your inquiry. Lee will be in touch within 24 hours."

Leah shut the laptop quickly, as if closing it fast enough might somehow undo what she'd just committed to. Her heart pounded in her chest. What would Colin think if he knew? How would he feel knowing another man had seen her in her underwear—or less—before he saw the photos?

She picked up her phone, half-tempted to message Mia and tell her she'd gone through with it. Instead, she set it down again. If she told anyone now, she might lose her nerve.

"It's just photos," she told herself, trying to sound more confident than she felt. "Professional photos. People do this all the time."

But as she returned to the bathroom to finish her makeup, Leah couldn't shake the feeling that she'd just set something in motion that wasn't entirely professional.

∞∞∞

Lee's response came that evening, a warm, professional email that outlined his services, pricing, and availability. Over the next week, they exchanged a flurry of messages—each one making the abstract idea more concrete, more worryingly real. They settled on a date. She selected a package. He sent her a preparation guide with suggestions for what to bring.

And now, today was the day.

Leah stood in front of her closet that morning, heart fluttering as she selected her outfit—something easy to remove, but that wouldn't wrinkle her hair when she changed. She'd spent extra time on her makeup, applying a shade of red lipstick she rarely wore, one that Colin had once mentioned he liked, though he hadn't commented on in months.

"I'm meeting the girls for brunch," she told Colin as she slipped on her shoes, the lie bitter on her tongue. She'd never been good at deception, and the guilt twisted in her stomach like a living thing.

Colin barely looked up from his phone, sprawled across their couch in the same position he'd been in for the past hour. "Have fun," he mumbled, still scrolling through whatever held his attention more firmly than she did these days.

Leah lingered by the door for a moment, waiting for him to notice her effort, to ask why she looked so nice just for brunch. But the question never came.

The drive to Lee's studio took twenty minutes, each passing mile amplifying her doubts. Was she really doing this for Colin? Or was there something else driving her toward this stranger's camera lens? The thought made her grip the steering wheel tighter. Maybe this whole idea was ridiculous—a desperate attempt to salvage something already broken.

But then she remembered how it used to be with Colin. The way he'd once looked at her like she was the only woman in the world. The way his hands used to tremble with anticipation when he undressed her. She wanted that again. She needed that again.

The satnav announced her arrival, and Leah pulled into a small parking lot beside a converted warehouse. The building was modern, industrial—nothing like the seedy place she'd half-feared. A discreet sign reading "Lee Robins Photography" hung beside a heavy metal door.

She checked her makeup one last time in the rearview mirror, grabbed her bag—stuffed full with the lingerie she'd purchased specifically for this occasion—and stepped out of the car. Her legs felt unsteady as she approached the door and pressed the buzzer.

Moments later, the door swung open, and Leah's breath caught in her throat.

The headshot had been recent after all. But it hadn't captured the full impact of Lee Robins in person. His eyes were more intense, his jawline sharper, his presence more commanding than any photograph could convey. He wore a simple white button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows, revealing strong, tanned forearms.

"Leah?" His voice was warm, resonant. "I'm Lee. Come on in."

She managed a nod, suddenly aware of how dry her mouth had become. Following him into the studio, she was struck by a new concern—How was she supposed to strip down in front of this man? This undeniably attractive man whose gaze seemed to penetrate deeper than she was comfortable with?

The studio itself was spacious and bright, with high ceilings and exposed brick walls. One section was set up as a bedroom scene, complete with rumpled white sheets on an ornate iron bed. Another corner featured a vintage velvet sofa against a minimalist backdrop. Professional lighting equipment surrounded both areas.

"Can I get you something to drink? Water? Tea? I've got wine, but I generally don't recommend it until after we're done—steadier hands that way." Lee smiled, and the corners of his eyes crinkled in a way that made him seem instantly more approachable.

"Water would be nice," Leah said, her voice smaller than she’d intended.

He gestured toward a small lounge area away from the photography sets. "Make yourself comfortable. I always like to chat a bit before we start. Gets everyone relaxed."

As he fetched water from a small kitchenette, Leah perched on the edge of a modern armchair, clutching her bag to her chest like a shield. She watched him move with easy confidence, so at home in this space where she felt like such an imposter.

"So," Lee said, returning with two glasses of water. He sat across from her, leaning forward slightly. "Tell me what brought you here today. In your emails, you mentioned this was a gift for your boyfriend?"

Leah nodded, taking a sip of water to buy herself time. "Yes. We've been together two years, and things have gotten… comfortable." The word hung in the air, laden with all the things she wasn't saying.

Lee nodded, understanding in his eyes. "Comfortable can be nice. But it's not always exciting, is it?"

"Exactly." Something about his direct gaze made Leah want to be honest. "I thought this might… remind him of how things used to be."

"And how do you feel about doing this? Not in terms of him—how do you feel yourself?"

The question caught her off guard. She'd been so focused on Colin's reaction that she hadn't really considered her own feelings beyond her nervousness.

"I… I don't know," she admitted. "Terrified, mostly."

Lee laughed, the sound genuine and warm. "That's completely normal. But I want you to know something—" He leaned closer, his expression serious but kind. "My job isn't just to take photos your boyfriend will like. It's to help you see yourself the way you deserve to be seen. These sessions, first and foremost, are about you."

His words, the whole way he was approaching this, eased the tension in Leah's shoulders. He continued, explaining his process, how they would start slow, how she would always have control over what they captured, how nothing would happen that made her uncomfortable.

"I've been doing this for ten years," he said, "and I've worked with women who were nervous, excited, shy, bold—all of it. There's no wrong way to feel about this experience."

As he spoke, describing his methodology and approach, Leah found herself relaxing further. His professional demeanour created a strange but welcome separation between the attractive man she'd first seen and the photographer now sitting before her.

"So," Lee said finally, setting down his water glass. "Are you ready to start? We can begin with some simple portrait shots to get you comfortable with the camera. And you can change whenever you feel ready."

Leah took a deep breath. Despite her lingering nerves, she felt steadier now. Perhaps it was Lee's calm confidence, or maybe it was the way he'd framed the session as something for her rather than just for Colin.

"Yes," she said, surprising herself with the firmness in her voice. "I'm ready."

∞∞∞

Lee led her to a simple backdrop first, a pristine white screen that seemed to make the studio lights even brighter. Leah smoothed down the front of her white sundress, grateful she'd chosen to wear something modest for the drive over.

"We'll start with some simple portraits," Lee said, lifting his camera. "Just look at me and try to relax your shoulders."

Leah tried to follow his instructions, but her body felt stiff, her smile frozen. The mechanical click of the shutter made her flinch.

"You're doing fine," Lee assured her, lowering the camera slightly. "But I can see you thinking about every move. Let's try something different. Tell me about your favourite place to visit."

"The beach," Leah answered automatically. "There's this little cove near my parents' house…"

As she spoke, Lee began shooting again, but this time she barely noticed. He moved around her, adjusting angles, occasionally giving gentle directions—"Chin up a little," "Turn slightly toward the window"—that she found herself following without question.

"Perfect," he murmured as he worked. "That's exactly right."

They moved to a bare brick wall next, where Lee had her stand with her back against it, then by the large windows that flooded the studio with natural light. Her white dress caught the sunshine, creating a soft glow around her.

"Look out the window," Lee instructed. "Like you're waiting for someone."

Leah turned her gaze to the world outside, letting her mind wander to the fantasy he was creating. Who would she be waiting for? For Colin? The thought felt hollow somehow.

Lee guided her to a section where gossamer curtains hung from the ceiling, their translucent fabric dancing in the breeze from a nearby fan. He showed her how to position herself behind them, how to hold the edge of the curtain, how to peer through as if glimpsing something forbidden.

"That's it," he encouraged when she got it right. "Hold that for me."

The camera clicked rapidly, and Leah found herself enjoying the rhythm of it, the dance between photographer and subject. Her earlier awkwardness had melted away, replaced by a surprising sense of play.

After what felt like both minutes and hours, Lee lowered his camera. "Want to see a few?"

Leah nodded, surprised by her genuine eagerness. Lee beckoned her closer, turning the camera's display screen toward her. She leaned in, her arm almost brushing his.

The woman on the screen took her breath away. It was her—unmistakably her—but somehow… more. The way Lee had captured the light falling across her face, the subtle curve of her neck, the wistful look in her eyes—she looked ethereal. She looked… desirable.

"That's… me?" she whispered, unable to hide her astonishment.

Lee's smile was warm, satisfied. "That's exactly you. This is what I see through my lens."

He scrolled through more images, each one making Leah's heart beat a little faster. In one, she stood by the window, the sunlight turning her dress almost transparent, hinting at the silhouette beneath without revealing too much. In another, she peered through the curtain with an expression that could only be described as yearning.

"These are beautiful," she admitted, a flush of pleasure warming her cheeks.

"They are," Lee agreed, his voice low. "And we've only just started." He set the camera down on a nearby table, his eyes meeting hers, searching her face. "Do you think you're ready to step things up a notch?" he asked, his voice gentle but direct. "We could move on to the lingerie that you brought, if you're comfortable with that."

The question sent a flutter of nerves through Leah's stomach. Just when she'd started to feel at ease, the reality of why she was here at all came rushing back. This wasn't just about portraits—this was meant to be a boudoir shoot. For Colin. Right?

She glanced back at the camera display, at the woman who looked so confident, so… alluring. That was her. Lee had somehow captured a version of herself she'd forgotten existed. If he could make her look like that while fully clothed…

"I… yes. I think I am." Her voice came out steadier than she’d expected.

Lee smiled, but his eyes remained professional. "Remember, we go at your pace. If at any point you want to stop or take a break, just say the word."

He gestured toward a corner of the studio where a decorative folding screen created a private changing area. "There's a hook for your clothes and a mirror. Choose whatever you feel most comfortable in. I'll adapt the shoot to match what you select."

Leah nodded, clutching her bag tightly as she walked toward the screen. Once behind it, she exhaled a shaky breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding. Her hands trembled slightly as she unzipped her bag.

Inside was an explosion of lace, satin, and mesh—far too many sets. She'd gone overboard, unsure of what would look best, unsure of what Colin would prefer. There was a red lace bralette with matching thong, a white satin corset, a sheer black bodysuit with strategic opaque panels.

As she sorted through them, her cheeks grew hot. These weren't just for Colin anymore. Lee would see her in these. The thought sent an unexpected tingle down her spine.

What would he think? Would he find her attractive? Would he compare her to all the other women he'd photographed? Women who probably knew how to pose, how to be sexy in front of a camera.

She pulled out a black teddy, the most modest piece she'd brought. Its full cups would cover her breasts entirely, and the loose frills would conceal most of her backside. Only her midsection would be visible through mesh panels. Safe. Comfortable. Not too revealing.

Leah slipped out of her sundress and underwear, avoiding her reflection until she had the teddy on completely. Finally, she turned to the full-length mirror.

The black fabric contrasted with her skin, accentuating the curves of her hips and the slenderness of her waist. The frills softened her silhouette while still hinting at what lay beneath. Objectively, she knew she looked good—better than good.

So… why was she still so nervous?

She stood there for several long minutes, gathering courage. "It's just a photoshoot," she whispered to herself. "Just photos for Colin."

But Colin's face wasn't the one she pictured as she imagined stepping out from behind the screen.

Her knees felt weak, and she almost turned back to reconsider her outfit choice. Maybe she should try the white corset instead? Or the red lace? But no—if she delayed any longer, she might lose her nerve completely.

"You can do this," she whispered to herself. "Just… pretend you're at the beach in a swimsuit."

But this wasn't a swimsuit, and this wasn't the beach. This was a nearly sheer teddy, and she was about to walk out in front of a man she barely knew.

Taking one final deep breath, Leah forced herself to step out from behind the screen. Her shoulders immediately hunched forward as she crossed her arms protectively over her chest, making herself as small as possible. Her eyes fixed on the floor, unwilling to see Lee's reaction, terrified of disappointment or, perhaps even worse, indifference.

"Wow," Lee's voice was soft but filled with genuine appreciation. "Leah, you look absolutely stunning."

She glanced up, surprised by the warmth in his tone. Lee was standing by the velvet couch, camera in hand, but it was his face that caught her attention. His eyes had widened, his expression one of unmistakable admiration—neither the clinical assessment or detachment she had feared, but something more personal, more… affecting.

"Really?" The word escaped before she could stop it, small and uncertain.

"Absolutely," he said, his smile growing. "That black is perfect against your skin tone. And the cut of that teddy—" He gestured appreciatively with his free hand. "It's like it was made for you."

A flush of pleasure spread through Leah's body, warming her cheeks and easing the tightness in her chest. Relief flooded through her, but there was something else too—a flutter in her stomach that had nothing to do with nervousness and everything to do with the way Lee was looking at her.

"Thank you," she managed, her arms loosening slightly from their protective position.

"Let's try some shots on the couch," Lee suggested, gesturing toward the deep scarlet velvet sofa. "The colour will contrast beautifully with your outfit."

Leah nodded, making her way to the couch with small, careful steps. She perched on the edge, still tense, unsure how to position herself.

"Try sitting back a bit," Lee guided. "Cross your legs—yes, just like that. Now, imagine you've been waiting for someone special, and they've just walked in the door. How would you look at them?"

Leah tried to picture Colin entering the room, tried to summon the desire she used to feel when he came home from work. But instead, her mind conjured Lee's appreciative gaze from moments earlier.

"That's perfect," Lee murmured as she shifted her posture, straightening her back slightly. "Now, try putting one finger at the corner of your mouth, like you're considering something… mischievous."

The suggestion made her blush deepen, but she complied, touching her fingertip to the corner of her lips in a gesture that felt at once foreign and strangely natural.

"Beautiful," Lee said, the camera clicking rapidly. "Absolutely beautiful. You're a natural at this, Leah."

His praise washed over her, each compliment melting away another layer of her inhibition. Why did his words affect her so much? Why did the approval in his eyes make her feel more desirable than she had in months?

"Let's try something different," Lee suggested after a series of shots. "Lie back on the couch for me. Just find a position that feels comfortable."

Leah hesitated only briefly before reclining, arranging herself on the velvet cushions. The fabric felt cool and soft against her exposed skin.

"Perfect," Lee said, beginning to circle the couch. "Just relax. Think about something that makes you happy."

The camera clicked from different angles as he moved around her, sometimes kneeling, sometimes standing on a small stepladder to shoot from above. Leah found herself following his movements with her eyes, watching the concentration on his face, the way his forearms flexed as he adjusted the camera settings or lighting.

"You're doing wonderfully," he said, pausing to show her a few shots on the camera display. "See how the light catches your skin here? And the way your hair falls across the cushion?"

Leah leaned forward to look, amazed at the sensual creature on the screen. That woman in the photos looked so confident, so alluring—nothing like the nervous girl who'd walked into the studio earlier.

"I still can't believe that's me," she admitted, a smile tugging at her lips.

"Believe it," Lee said, his voice low. "That's all you, Leah. I'm just capturing what's already there."

Their eyes met over the camera, and something electric seemed to pass between them momentarily. Leah felt her breath catch in her throat.

"Let's try something a bit more… daring," Lee suggested, breaking the tension. "Only if you're comfortable, of course."

"What did you have in mind?" Leah asked, surprised by her own willingness.

"Turn over for me. On all fours, looking back over your shoulder at the camera."

Leah's heart raced at the suggestion. It would be far more provocative than anything they'd done so far—far more provocative than anything she'd planned when booking this session. But the photos had turned out beautifully so far, and Lee had been so professional, so respectful…

Before she could overthink it, she turned over, positioning herself on hands and knees on the velvet sofa. She glanced back over her shoulder, feeling incredibly vulnerable with her backside presented to both the camera… and to Lee.

"Like… this?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

"Just like that," Lee confirmed, his own voice deeper than before. "Arch your back slightly—yes, perfect."

The camera clicked rapidly as he moved to capture different angles. Leah tried to focus on being a good model, on creating beautiful photos for Colin, but all she could think about was Lee behind her, watching her, seeing her in a way that only Colin had ever seen her before.

Suddenly, the reality of her position hit her. What was she doing? This wasn't just about photos anymore. The heat building inside her wasn't just from embarrassment or the studio lights. She was enjoying this—enjoying being seen by Lee, enjoying his attention, his approval. The realisation made her freeze, self-consciousness crashing over her like a wave.

Lee lowered his camera immediately. "Leah? Are you alright?"

The genuine concern in his voice made her throat tighten with emotion. He'd noticed her discomfort instantly, had stopped without hesitation.

"I just…" She sat back on her heels, wrapping her arms around herself. "This is more intense than I expected."

Lee set his camera down and approached the couch, maintaining a respectful distance. "We can take a break, or stop completely if you want. There's no pressure here."

His consideration, the care he was taking with her feelings, touched something deep inside Leah. When was the last time someone had been so attentive to her comfort, her needs? When was the last time Colin had noticed her discomfort without her having to spell it out for him?

"No, I don't want to stop," she said, surprised by the certainty in her voice. "I just needed a moment."

Lee nodded, his eyes soft with understanding. "Take all the time you need. This is your session, Leah. We go at your pace."

Something stirred inside her then, a warmth that spread from her chest down to her core. It wasn't just physical attraction, though that was undeniably there. It was something more—appreciation, connection, desire. She tried to ignore it, tried to remind herself why she was here, who these photos were for. She tried to deny the quickening of her pulse whenever Lee's eyes met hers.

But it was there. Undeniable. Growing.

"I think I'm ready to continue," she said after a moment, her voice steadier than she felt.

Lee smiled, that warm, genuine smile that made the corners of his eyes crinkle. "What would you like to try next? We could go back to some seated poses, or try something different—"

"Actually," Leah interrupted, a sudden boldness taking hold of her, "I brought other outfits. Would you… would you like to see them?"

The question hung between them, laden with implication. She wondered immediately why she’d phrased it that way, why she hadn’t just asked whether she should change. But this wasn't just about changing clothes. This was about continuing down a path that was becoming less about Colin with every passing minute.

Lee held her gaze, his expression both professional and something more. "I'd like that very much, Leah. If you're sure."

She wasn't sure—not about the photos, not about Colin, not about any of it. But as she rose from the couch and made her way back to the changing screen, one thing was becoming increasingly clear. Whatever was happening in this studio today was awakening something in her that had been dormant for far too long.

∞∞∞

Behind the screen, Leah reached for her bag with trembling fingers, bypassing the modest options she'd considered earlier. Her hand closed around the white lace set—the smallest, most revealing outfit she'd brought. The one she'd almost left at home, the one she’d been certain she'd never have the courage to wear.

As she began to change, she wondered if Colin would even recognise the woman she was becoming in front of Lee's camera—or if, perhaps, she was finally recognising herself.

The white lace barely covered her. Leah stared at her reflection, caught between shock and exhilaration. The bra was delicate, almost transparent where it cupped her breasts, the scalloped edges highlighting rather than hiding her curves. The matching thong was equally revealing, sitting high on her hips with just enough lace to preserve the smallest hint of modesty.

She'd brought the matching garter belt and stockings that were sold with the set. When she'd tried it on first, in the shop, her mind had been transported to some future wedding night—entirely theoretical, of course, never discussed with Colin. Now though, she left those added embellishments in the bag. For some reason, they just didn’t feel appropriate.

The minimal fabric hugged Leah's body like a confession. She turned, examining her reflection from different angles, her heart racing as she took in just how much of herself was on display. It was far more revealing than anything she'd ever worn for Colin. Far more daring than she'd planned when she first booked this session. Yet instead of embarrassment, she felt a thrill coursing through her veins, making her skin tingle with anticipation.

As she traced the edge of the lace with her fingertip, the truth hit her with startling clarity. This wasn't about Colin anymore. It hadn't been for some time.

The flutter in her stomach, the heat rising to her cheeks, the way her pulse quickened—none of it had anything to do with how these photos might look in an album she'd present to her boyfriend. No, this feeling, this nervous excitement, was all about Lee. About walking out there and seeing the appreciation in his eyes. About hearing his voice deepen when he told her she looked beautiful

She wanted Lee to see her. She wanted his approval, his admiration. That thought should have horrified her, but instead it sent another wave of excitement through her body.

Taking a deep breath, Leah stepped out from behind the curtain, more tentative than before. Her arms instinctively moved to cover herself, but she forced them to stay at her sides, exposing herself fully to Lee's gaze.

His reaction was immediate. His eyes widened, his lips parting slightly as he took her in. "Leah," he breathed, lowering his camera momentarily. "You look… incredible."

The praise washed over her like warm honey, dissolving her self-consciousness. Her spine straightened, shoulders relaxing as she allowed herself to stand tall under his appreciative gaze.

"I think," Lee said, his voice lower than before, "we should move to the bed for this set."

Leah nodded, unable to form words as she followed him to the bed setup. The white linens looked impossibly crisp and inviting, the iron bed frame elegant against the exposed brick wall.

"Try kneeling in the centre," Lee suggested, already adjusting his camera settings. "Find a position that feels comfortable."

She climbed onto the bed, the mattress giving slightly beneath her weight. Leah settled on her knees, unsure what to do with her hands or how to arrange her expression.

"Try putting your finger to your mouth again," Lee said, seeming to sense her uncertainty. "That worked beautifully before."

Leah brought her index finger to her lips, trying to channel the sultry expression she'd managed earlier. The camera clicked rapidly as Lee circled the bed, capturing her from different angles.

"Perfect," he murmured. "Now lie back for me."

She reclined onto the pillows, her hair fanning out around her head. Lee continued shooting for a moment, then set his camera down.

"I want to try something different," he said. "Would you be comfortable if I stood on the bed? It'll give us some interesting perspective shots."

Leah nodded, her heart racing at the thought. Lee kicked off his shoes and climbed carefully onto the mattress, positioning himself above her, one foot on either side of her hips. He wasn't touching her—was careful to maintain his distance—but the position was undeniably intimate all the same.

As he raised his camera again, Leah felt a strange reversal of power. Despite being nearly naked, despite Lee standing over her, she felt oddly in control. His eyes were hungry behind the camera, his breathing slightly quicker than before. She was affecting him, and the knowledge sent a surge of confidence through her body.

She arched her back slightly, letting her hands rest above her head in a pose of deliberate vulnerability. The white lace stretched across her breasts as she moved, and she watched Lee's throat work as he swallowed hard.

"That's perfect," he said, his voice hoarse. "Hold that."

The camera clicked rapidly as he captured her from above. And as it did so, a thought settled somewhere deep within Leah. She simply couldn't deny it anymore—she was becoming increasingly turned on. The heat between her legs was unmistakable, a pulsing need that grew stronger with each word of praise, each appreciative look from Lee.

"Roll over for me," he directed. "On all fours again."

Leah complied without hesitation this time, positioning herself on hands and knees beneath him. The pose felt even more provocative than before, especially in the flimsy white lace that concealed so little.

"Look back at me over your shoulder," Lee instructed, his voice tight with restraint.

She turned her head, meeting his eyes past the camera lens. Something passed between them then—an acknowledgment, a mutual understanding that this had transcended a simple photoshoot.

"Now on your stomach," Lee said, stepping carefully off the bed.

Leah lowered herself onto her front, the cool sheets a sharp contrast to her heated skin. She turned her head to the side, watching as Lee moved around the bed, capturing her from every angle. There was something thrilling about it—about being seen so completely, so thoroughly.

"These are going to be stunning," Lee said, showing her a few frames on his camera display. "You're absolutely gorgeous, Leah."

She gazed at the images, barely recognising herself in them. The woman on the screen looked confident, sensual, completely at ease in her sexuality.

"Now let’s try something a bit different," Lee said, setting the camera down. "A bit more… intimate."

Leah's pulse quickened. "What is it?"

"I'd like to try some shots with the sheets pulled up partially over you. Like you're just waking up. Like you’ve been caught a private moment."

The suggestion sent a shiver down her spine. It wasn't the pose itself that felt more intimate—it was the narrative it created. The implication that she was in bed, and that perhaps someone else had been there with her.

"I'd like that," she heard herself say, surprising even herself with her eagerness.

Lee smiled, approaching the bed to arrange the sheets. His fingers brushed against her leg as he pulled the fabric up to her waist, and Leah couldn't suppress the small gasp that escaped her lips at the contact.

Lee paused, his eyes meeting hers. "Is this okay?"

The question hung between them, laden with meaning that extended far beyond the arrangement of sheets for a photograph.

"Yes," Leah whispered, her voice barely audible. "It's okay."

As Lee continued to position the sheets around her, his fingertips occasionally grazing her skin, Leah felt herself slipping further away from the woman who had entered the studio that morning—the woman concerned with saving her relationship with Colin. With each touch, each click of the camera, she was becoming someone new. Someone who knew what she wanted and who wasn't afraid to reach for it.

And what she wanted, with growing certainty, was the man behind the camera.

"Leah," Lee said, the near-constant click of the shutter pausing as he set his camera down on the bedside table. "I wanted to ask… have you looked through my entire portfolio?"

She nodded, the sheet still draped across her hips. "Yes, I browsed through it before I contacted you."

Lee sat on the edge of the bed, a careful distance away but close enough that she could feel the mattress dip under his weight. "Then you've seen the more… suggestive shots. The ones where the subjects appear to be experiencing genuine pleasure."

Leah's cheeks flushed hot as she recalled those photographs—women with their heads thrown back, lips parted, expressions of absolute ecstasy on their faces. She'd lingered on those images longer than the others, fascinated by their raw authenticity.

"I remember them," she whispered.

"Would you like to try something similar?" His voice was gentle but direct. "Those are often the most powerful photos in a boudoir collection."

Embarrassment flooded through her again, more intense than before. This would be crossing another line entirely.

"I… I don't know if I can fake that," she admitted, her voice small.

Lee shook his head. "That's exactly it—you can't fake it. Not convincingly. The best shots come when you forget about the camera entirely." He paused, studying her face. "It has to be genuine, Leah."

Something in his words, in the way he said her name, made her pulse quicken. She recalled her earlier realisation. That this was no longer about Colin, but about her. It should have filled her with guilt, but instead… it felt like permission.

"For this to work," Lee continued, "you need to forget where you are. Forget about the photos, forget about me being here with the camera." His voice dropped lower. "Just lie back and think about something that excites you. Something that would genuinely arouse you."

Leah's breath caught in her throat. "And then what?"

"Just respond naturally. Let your expressions come as they will. Let your hands go where they want to go." His eyes held hers. "I'll keep shooting, but you won't even notice after a while. Trust me."

Trust. Such a simple word, yet so loaded in this context. Did she trust him? This man she'd known for only a couple of hours? The answer came surprisingly easily. Yes. There was something about Lee that made her feel safe, even as he pushed her boundaries.

"Okay," she whispered. "I'll… try."

Lee smiled, picking up his camera again. "Lie back for me. Get comfortable."

Leah sank into the pillows, the fabric cooling her flushed skin. She closed her eyes, willing herself to relax, to let go of her self-consciousness.

"That's it," Lee murmured. "Now, just think of something that excites you. Something that makes your heart race."

Images began to flash through Leah's mind immediately—not of Colin, not of past lovers, but of Lee. The way his eyes had darkened when she'd emerged in the white lace. The brush of his fingers against her skin when he'd arranged the sheets. The authority in his voice when he directed her.

Her breathing deepened as she followed these thoughts, allowing them to expand and take shape. In her mind, Lee wasn't behind the camera anymore. He was beside her on the bed, his hands replacing hers, his lips making deliberate contact where his fingers had swept before.

As the fantasy became more vivid, Leah's hand began to move of its own accord, trailing slowly up her stomach. She barely registered the sound of the camera clicking in the distance.

"Beautiful," Lee whispered, his voice seeming to come from miles away. "Just like that."

Her fingertips traced the edge of the lace bra, following the scalloped pattern before dipping beneath it to graze the sensitive skin of her breast. A small sigh escaped her lips as her thumb brushed across her nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core.

She was vaguely aware of Lee moving around the bed, capturing her from different angles, but it felt dreamlike now, unimportant compared to the sensations coursing through her body.

Her other hand drifted down her stomach, fingers splaying across her abdomen before traveling lower, tracing the edge of her thong. The lace felt rough against her fingertips, a delicious contrast to the softness of her skin.

"That's perfect, Leah," Lee encouraged, his voice husky. "You're doing beautifully."

His praise sent another wave of heat through her. Her back arched slightly as her hand continued its journey, stroking along her inner thigh, then back up to the curve of her hip.

"The strap of your bra," Lee said softly. "Would you let it fall?"

Without opening her eyes, without even fully processing the request, Leah reached up and slipped one finger beneath the delicate strap, slowly drawing it down her shoulder. The cup of her bra loosened, the lace shifting to reveal more of her breast.

The air felt cool against her newly exposed skin, raising goosebumps across her flesh. She heard Lee's intake of breath, subtle but unmistakable. And it only fuelled her further.

Her hand returned to her stomach, then lower, fingers tracing the line where her thong met her thigh. Before she could second-guess herself, before she could remember where she was or why this was supposed to be wrong, her fingers slipped beneath the lace, brushing against the most sensitive part of her.

A gasp escaped her lips, her hips lifting slightly off the mattress. The camera clicked rapidly, but the sound was distant, irrelevant. All that mattered was the building pressure, the heat between her legs, the fantasy unfolding behind her closed eyelids.

In her mind, it was Lee's hand between her thighs, Lee's breath hot against her neck, Lee's weight pressing her into the mattress. The thought was so overwhelming, so forbidden, that her eyes flew open, reality crashing back in waves.

Lee stood at the foot of the bed, camera lowered, watching her with an intensity that made her breath catch. His professional demeanour had slipped, revealing something raw and hungry in his expression.

Their eyes locked, and Leah realised with sudden clarity that she had crossed a line she couldn't uncross.

More importantly, she didn't want to.

"Lee," she whispered, her voice trembling with need. She didn't finish the thought—didn't need to. The question hung in the air between them, electric and undeniable. But that question went unanswered… for now.

“You’re doing so well,” he said simply.

Lee proffered the camera towards her, his fingers brushing against hers as she took it. "See for yourself," he said, his voice rough with something she couldn't—or didn't yet want to—name.

Leah looked down at the screen and her breath caught in her throat. The full-body shots captured her hands moving across her skin, one slipping beneath white lace, the other teasing at her breast. Her back was arched, her lips parted. But it was the close-ups that truly stole her breath—her face in a mask of what could only be described as ecstasy, her eyes half-lidded, her cheeks flushed with desire.

Heat crept up her neck as she swiped through the images. They were raw, intimate, almost invasive in their honesty. And yet, she couldn't look away.

"I look like those portfolio shots," she whispered, more to herself than to Lee, her finger hovering over the screen. The women she'd admired on his website—the ones whose expressions had seemed too genuine to be posed—suddenly made perfect sense.

Lee shook his head, a small smile playing at his lips. "You look much better than those," he said, his eyes never leaving her face. "Shall we keep going?"

The words were weighted with a meaning that went far beyond photography.

"Yes," she replied, the word escaping before she could even consider another response. It felt inevitable, like the only possible answer in the universe.

Lee took the camera back, his expression softening. "Whatever you're comfortable with," he said, then added in a lower voice, "However much you want to expose."

His brazenness sent a fresh wave of heat through her body, reigniting the flame that had momentarily cooled during their exchange. Leah settled back against the pillows, feeling the soft give beneath her shoulders, the cool silk against her flushed skin. She closed her eyes once more, letting her breathing slow and deepen. The fantasy returned instantly, more vivid than before—Lee's hands on her skin, his weight pressing her into the mattress, his lips against her neck, the imagined scratch of stubble against her collarbone.

She let herself drift in this imagined space, savouring it, allowing the tension to build slowly within her body. Her fingertips traced idle patterns across her stomach, circling her navel, following the curve of her ribs. When her hand finally slipped fully inside her bra, she sighed at the contact, cupping her breast with gentle pressure. Her thumb circled her nipple, first softly, then with more deliberate intent, feeling it harden beneath her touch, the lace of her bra scratching pleasantly against the back of her hand as she moved.

Her other hand travelled a meandering path down her abdomen, lingering at the elastic edge of her thong before pushing beneath it. She found herself ready, her fingers sliding effortlessly through her wetness. The familiar rhythm came naturally to her, knowing precisely what she needed. She played with herself without restraint, without shame, her hips beginning a subtle, rolling motion against her hand. Her body responded as if she were alone in her bedroom rather than under Lee's watchful eye, the vulnerability of being observed only heightening each sensation.

Her breathing grew heavy, ragged, filling the otherwise silent studio. The click of the camera had become part of the rhythm, spurring her on rather than breaking the spell.

Leah's eyes fluttered open. Through the haze of pleasure, she found Lee watching her intently from behind his camera. Their eyes locked as her fingers continued their rhythmic movements between her legs. A moan escaped her lips—unplanned, unrestrained.

Lee lowered his camera slowly, deliberately, until nothing stood between their direct eye contact. The barrier of professionalism, of photographer and subject, seemed to dissolve in that moment.

Without breaking their gaze, Leah reached behind her back with her free hand, her fingers finding the clasp of her bra. Her heart hammered in her chest as she hesitated for just a moment.

"Can I?" she whispered, her voice barely audible over her own shallow breathing.

"Of course," Lee replied, his voice deep and rough with what seemed like desire.

With trembling fingers, she unhooked the clasp. The lace loosened around her, and she shrugged the straps from her shoulders, letting the garment fall away completely. The cool studio air kissed her exposed breasts, hardening her nipples further.

Lee took a breath, his eyes darkening as they travelled across her newly bared skin. "You're breathtaking," he murmured. "Keep going, but try a kneeling position."

Leah nodded, shifting on the bed. She rose to her knees, feeling oddly powerful despite her nakedness, despite her vulnerability. Her fingers resumed their exploration, one hand cupping her breast, the other still beneath the thin fabric of her thong.

Lee stepped onto the mattress again, camera raised, looking down at her from above. The bed dipped slightly under his weight. Leah tilted her head back, gazing up at him through half-lidded eyes, never pausing the movements of her hands. Her pleasure built steadily, waves of heat radiating from her core.

"Leah," Lee said softly, his voice cutting through the fog of her arousal, "do you trust me?"

"Yes," she answered, the word transforming into a moan as her fingers found a particularly sensitive spot.

"Then follow my lead," he instructed, his voice gentle but firm. "But," he added, his eyes softening, "stop if it gets too much."

She moaned her assent, her fingers continuing their rhythmic movements between her legs. The tension was building within her, a tightness coiling at her centre.

Lee held his camera with just one hand now. With his free hand, he reached down toward her face. Leah's breath caught as his fingers made contact with her cheek, warm and slightly rough against her flushed skin.

The camera continued to click above her. With sudden clarity, Leah realised what was happening—Lee was part of the photos now. And that meant that there was now tangible evidence of her transgression, proof that this had gone far beyond a simple gift for Colin. But the thought didn't fill her with guilt or regret. All she could focus on was the sensation of Lee's hand against her skin, the building pressure between her legs, the heat spreading through her body.

His thumb moved to her lower lip, tracing its outline with exquisite gentleness. Instinctively, Leah parted her lips. Lee pressed his thumb forward, the invitation clear in his eyes. Without hesitation, she took his thumb into her mouth, closing her lips around it, sucking gently.

The taste of him—salt and something uniquely male—flooded her senses. She ran her tongue over the pad of his thumb, watching his reaction through her lashes. Lee's breathing grew heavier, more ragged, but the camera never stopped clicking.

Slowly, he withdrew his thumb, replacing it immediately with two fingers. Leah welcomed them eagerly, drawing them deeper into her mouth, lapping at them, sucking them as her imagination ran wild with what else those fingers might do. His breathing became increasingly laboured, his chest rising and falling rapidly, but he continued photographing her, capturing every moment of their shared intimacy.

The wetness between her legs increased as she took his fingers deeper, her tongue swirling around them. With her eyes still locked on his, she sucked harder, making her intentions unmistakably clear. Lee's pupils dilated, his jaw clenching as he struggled to maintain his composure.

"God, Leah," he whispered, his voice strained. "You have no idea what you're doing to me."

But she did know. She could see it in the tension of his shoulders, in the flush creeping up his neck, in the unmistakable bulge pressing against his jeans. And the knowledge that she was affecting him so strongly only heightened her own arousal.

Lee withdrew his fingers slowly, letting them trail wet across her cheek. The camera lowered again as he gazed down at her, desire written plainly across his features.

"These photos," he said hoarsely, "they're not for him anymore, are they?"

Leah shook her head, her fingers still moving between her legs. "No," she admitted, the truth freeing rather than damning. "They're not."

"Tell me what you want, Leah," he said, his voice low and serious. "Right now, in this moment. Tell me what you want."

Her body trembled on the edge of release, her mind clouded with desire. But in that moment, Leah knew exactly what she wanted—had perhaps known since she first saw Lee's photographs online, since she first walked into his studio, since she first felt his eyes on her skin.

"I want you," she whispered, the words both terrifying and liberating. "I want this."

Lee's expression softened, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Are you sure?"

Instead of answering, Leah reached forward, her fingers finding the unmistakable hardness pressing against his jeans. She stroked him through the fabric, her touch both tentative and deliberate.

"I've never been more sure of anything," she whispered, her voice steadier than she expected. "Just keep shooting."

Lee's breath caught, but he raised the camera again, his hands slightly less steady than before. The shutter clicked rapidly as Leah continued to stroke him, feeling his length beneath her palm, exploring the shape of him through denim.

Her fingers moved to his belt, fumbling slightly with the buckle. The metallic clink seemed impossibly loud in the quiet studio. She glanced up at his face, searching for any sign of hesitation, but his eyes were dark with desire, his breathing shallow as he continued to photograph her.

The belt came loose. Next, the button, then the zipper, sliding down with a soft rasp that sent shivers through her. Leah slipped her hand inside, past the waistband of his boxers, and wrapped her fingers around him. The heat of him shocked her, so different from the cool studio air against her bare skin.

She tugged gently, freeing him from the confines of his clothes. His erection stood proud before her, hard as steel yet impossibly smooth beneath her fingertips. The camera continued to click above her, documenting every moment of her transformation from reluctant subject to willing participant.

Leah leaned forward, her eyes locked on his as she ran her tongue slowly from base to tip. His sharp intake of breath was all the encouragement she needed. She took her time, exploring him with her mouth, tasting the salt of his skin, feeling the velvet texture against her tongue.

The rhythmic click of the shutter became the soundtrack to her worship. She circled the head with her tongue before taking him between her lips, drawing him deeper into her mouth. Lee's breathing grew ragged, his free hand moving to tangle in her hair, not directing her movements but simply holding on as if he needed an anchor.

"God, Leah," he groaned, the words strained and broken.

She hummed in response, the vibration making him twitch against her tongue. There was power in this, she realised—in reducing this confident, professional man to trembling need. In making him want her as desperately as she wanted him.

The camera lowered for a moment as Lee struggled to maintain his composure. His fingers tightened in her hair, not painfully but with unmistakable desire.

"Wait," he managed, his voice hoarse. "I want… I need to see you. All of you."

Leah pulled back, her lips swollen and wet. Understanding his meaning perfectly, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thong and slid it down her thighs. The last barrier between them fell away, leaving her completely naked on the bed—his bed—vulnerable and exposed and somehow more powerful than she'd ever felt before.

Lee raised the camera again, capturing her in her entirety. The shutter clicked rapidly as she knelt before him, her body offered up for his lens, for his eyes, for his pleasure.

"You're incredible," he murmured, lowering the camera once more. "So beautiful."

His free hand traced the curve of her cheek, thumb brushing across her lower lip. Leah parted her lips instinctively, drawing his thumb into her mouth again, sucking gently as her hand returned to his erection.

"I want you," she whispered against his skin. "Please."

The camera slipped from his grasp, landing softly on the bed beside them. In one fluid motion, Lee was on his knees before her, his hands cupping her face, his eyes searching hers.

"Are you sure?" he asked one final time, his thumbs caressing her cheekbones.

In response, Leah pressed herself against him, her bare breasts meeting the cotton of his shirt, her mouth finding his in a kiss that left no room for doubt. His lips were soft yet insistent, his tongue meeting hers in a dance that made her whole body tremble with need.

His hands were everywhere at once—tangling in her hair, trailing down her spine, cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing across her hardened nipples. Each touch sent sparks of pleasure racing through her, building the fire that had been smouldering since she first walked into his studio.

"Your clothes," she gasped against his mouth. "Take them off."

Lee pulled back just enough to unbutton his shirt, revealing a chest more defined than she'd imagined beneath his professional attire. Leah helped him, fingers fumbling with impatience, pushing the fabric from his shoulders. Her hands explored the newly exposed skin, tracing the contours of muscle, the light dusting of hair.

He stood briefly to remove his jeans and boxers, stepping out of them with a grace that made her heart race. And then he was back, gloriously naked, his body everything she'd fantasised about not half an hour before.

"Beautiful," she whispered, the word inadequate for what she was feeling.

Lee smiled, a flash of vulnerability crossing his features before he lowered himself over her, pressing her back against the mattress. The weight of him was exquisite, the heat of skin against skin almost overwhelming after so much anticipation.

His lips found her neck, trailing kisses down to her collarbone, her chest, capturing a nipple between his teeth. Leah gasped, her back arching off the bed, fingers clutching at his hair to hold him there. His tongue circled the sensitive peak before moving to the other breast, lavishing it with the same attention.

"Lee," she moaned, the sound raw and needy. "Please."

He continued his journey downward, lips tracing the curve of her ribs, the dip of her navel, the jut of her hipbone. His hands parted her thighs gently but insistently, opening her to his gaze, to his touch.

When his mouth finally found her centre, Leah cried out, the sensation almost too intense after so much buildup. His tongue moved against her with deliberate skill, finding the exact rhythm that made her tremble. Her hands fisted in the sheets, her head thrown back, eyes squeezed shut as pleasure built within her.

Lee's fingers joined his mouth, one sliding inside her, then two, curling upward to find the spot that made her see stars. The dual sensation was overwhelming, pushing her rapidly toward the edge. Her hips moved of their own accord, rising to meet his touch, seeking more, always more.

"Let go," Lee murmured against her. "I want to see you come."

His words, combined with the relentless pressure of his fingers and tongue, sent her hurtling over the edge. The orgasm crashed through her in waves, her body tensing then releasing, her voice breaking on his name as pleasure consumed her.

Before she could fully recover, Lee was moving up her body, his lips finding hers in a kiss that tasted of her own desire. She could feel him hard against her thigh, ready, waiting. He pulled back for a moment, his eyes searching hers, a silent question, permission sought.

Leah simply nodded, her entire body vibrating with need.

Their mutual desire confirmed, Lee positioned himself at her between Leah’s legs, the heat of him pressing against her core. He pushed forward slowly, achingly slowly, filling her inch by delicious inch. Leah gasped as her body stretched to accommodate him, the sensation overwhelming after so much buildup. He was bigger than Colin, thicker, and the difference sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her limbs.

"Oh god," she moaned, her fingers digging into his shoulders as he sank fully into her.

Lee remained still for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed against hers. Their breaths mingled, hot and urgent in the space between them. Then he began to move, pulling back and pushing forward in a slow, gentle rhythm that made her whimper with each thrust.

"You feel amazing," he whispered against her lips, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control.

The tenderness in his movements surprised her. Despite the raw desire that had brought them to this point, Lee was taking his time, savouring her, worshipping her body with each careful stroke. Leah wrapped her legs around his waist, drawing him deeper, urging him on without words.

He increased his pace gradually, his thrusts becoming more insistent. Leah met him movement for movement, her hips rising to meet his, her body singing with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Their lips found each other again and again, kisses punctuated by gasps and moans as the tension built between them.

Their eyes locked, and something shifted in the atmosphere. A smile tugged at the corner of Lee's mouth, unexpected and genuine. Leah couldn't help but smile back, a bubble of laughter escaping her throat. It was absurd, really—this whole situation. A boudoir photoshoot that had transformed into something far more intimate, far more… real.

Lee laughed too, the sound vibrating through his chest and into hers. Without breaking their connection, he leaned down to kiss the tip of her nose, a gesture so sweet and playful it sent a shiver of delight through her.

"Having fun?" he murmured, his eyes twinkling with mischief even as his hips continued their relentless rhythm.

"More than I've had in years," she admitted—as much to herself as to him—surprised by the depth of meaning contained in so few words.

Their laughter faded into moans as Lee's pace increased, his thrusts deeper, harder, more urgent. His hands found hers, fingers intertwining as he pressed them into the mattress on either side of her head. The position left her completely at his mercy, and Leah surrendered to it willingly, giving herself over to the pleasure building within her.

"You're close," he whispered, not a question but an observation. "I can feel it."

He was right. The tension was coiling tighter with each thrust, her inner muscles clenching around him, seeking release. Lee shifted slightly, changing the angle, and suddenly he was hitting a spot that made her vision blur at the edges.

"There," she gasped, the word barely coherent. "Right there."

Lee kept his movements precise, hitting that perfect spot again and again until Leah was trembling beneath him, teetering on the edge of oblivion. When release finally came, it crashed through her with unexpected force, tearing a cry from her throat that echoed off the studio walls. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over her, each more intense than the last.

Before she had finished trembling from her release, Lee was rolling them over, his hands guiding her until she was straddling his hips. He was still hard inside her, still wanting.

"Your turn to lead," he said, his eyes dark with desire while still bright with mischief as they roamed over her exposed body.

Leah planted her hands on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath her palms. She rose up slowly, then sank back down, taking him deep. This new position sent fresh pleasure spiralling through her once more, and she set a rhythm that had them both moaning.

She felt powerful like this, in control, Lee's admiring gaze following the bounce of her breasts, the curve of her waist, the point where their bodies joined. His hands found her hips, guiding but not controlling, letting her set the pace. Then they moved upward, cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing over sensitive nipples in a way that made her gasp and quicken her movements.

"You are so beautiful," Lee murmured, his voice strained as she rode him harder, faster.

Leah threw her head back, losing herself in the sensation, in the freedom of this moment. There was no guilt, no shame—only pleasure and connection and the exhilarating feeling of being truly seen.

She was so lost in the moment that she barely registered Lee's hand moving away from her breast, reaching down beside her on the bed. It wasn't until she heard the familiar click of the camera shutter that her eyes flew open in surprise.

Lee had retrieved his camera with his free hand, the lens pointed directly at her as she straddled him. He continued photographing her, capturing her in the throes of passion, her body moving on his, her pleasure written plainly across her features.

"Is this okay?" he asked—a plea and a proposition wrapped in those three words.

The question hung between them for a heartbeat. Leah knew they were crossing yet another line—creating permanent evidence of her infidelity, of this unexpected connection. But instead of shame or regret, she felt a thrill of excitement course through her. These photos weren't for Colin. They never had been, not really. They were for her—proof of this moment when she had chosen herself, her own pleasure, her own desires.

"Yes," she whispered, her hips never slowing. "Keep shooting."

The camera clicked rapidly as she moved above him, her body arching, her hands sliding up to cup her own breasts, putting on a show for his lens. There was something intoxicating about being photographed like this—not posed, not pretending, but genuinely lost in pleasure.

"Perfect," Lee murmured, his eyes darting between her face and the camera display. "So fucking perfect."

His free hand returned to her hip, guiding her movements as she rode him faster, harder. The dual sensations of his body inside hers and his gaze—both direct and through the lens—pushed her toward another peak. This time, when she came, it was with her eyes wide open, staring directly into the camera, letting Lee capture the exact moment of her release.

The sight of her coming seemed to be his undoing. With a groan, he set the camera aside, both hands gripping her hips as he thrust upward, chasing his own pleasure. His movements became erratic, desperate, the pained words “Leah, can I…?” spilling from his lips barely in time.

Leah nodded as she leaned down to capture his mouth in a deep kiss. Locked this way—her tongue circling his, his arms wrapped around her sweat-slicked back, his length thrusting violently into her one last time—he finally found his release, spilling inside her with a muffled cry of pleasure.

The sensation of him filling her made her shudder with a primal satisfaction she'd not felt in far too long—perhaps not ever. It wasn't just physical—it was a surrender, an acceptance, a claiming that went beyond flesh. She'd given herself to Lee completely, and he had filled her with his desire, his need. And the knowledge that she’d driven this man to such desperation, that she’d made him lose control so completely, sent another wave of pleasure through her. She felt marked by him, changed in some fundamental way that went beyond the physical act they'd just shared.

"That was…" Lee's voice trailed off, his chest still heaving beneath hers.

"I know," she whispered, unable to find better words herself.

For several long moments, they remained joined, their breathing gradually slowing, their bodies cooling in the studio air. Leah found herself melting further into his embrace. Her head tucked beneath his chin, listening to the steady beat of his heart. Her body felt heavy, satisfied in a way she couldn't remember feeling in years. Lee's arms remained around her, holding her close, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her salted skin.

"That wasn't part of the standard package," he murmured against her hair, a smile in his voice.

Leah laughed, the sound muffled against his chest. "I hope not. I'd hate to think I'm not special."

His arms tightened around her. "Trust me, you're special."

Reality began to seep back in gradually—the studio lights still bright overhead, the camera lying beside them on the bed, the weight of what she'd just done settling over her. But strangely, the guilt she'd been expected didn't materialise. Instead, there was a sense of clarity—of rightness—that she hadn't anticipated.

"The photos," she said, lifting her head to look at him. "What happens to them now?"

Lee studied her face, his expression softening. "That's entirely up to you. I can delete them, keep them private, or…" He trailed off, letting her fill in the blank.

"Or I could keep them," Leah finished. "For myself."

"For yourself," he agreed, brushing a strand of hair from her face. "Not for Colin?"

The question was gentle, without judgment, but it cut straight to the heart of what had changed today. Leah shook her head slowly.

"No," she said, the truth liberating rather than painful. "Not for Colin. I don't think they ever were… not really."

Lee nodded, understanding in his eyes. "What will you tell him?"

Leah sighed, rolling off him to lie by his side. "The truth, I suppose. That the photoshoot helped me realise some things about myself. About… what I want." She paused, glancing at Lee. "About what I don't want… not anymore."

He propped himself up on one elbow, looking down at her with an expression that made her heart race all over again. "And what do you want, Leah?"

Leah considered the question genuinely for a moment, before she reached up, tracing the line of his jaw with her fingertips. "I'm not sure yet," she admitted. "But I think I'd like to find out. Maybe over dinner?"

Lee smiled, catching her hand and pressing a kiss to her palm. "I'd like that."

As they lay there, bodies cooling in the aftermath, Leah contemplated the fact that what had started as an attempt to save her relationship had instead shown her why it needed to end. She had come to Lee's studio hoping to recapture something lost with Colin, only to discover something entirely new within herself—a confidence, a desire, a woman she barely recognised but desperately wanted to know better.

And as Lee reached for his camera again, angling it to capture them together in the aftermath of passion, Leah smiled directly into the lens. These weren't the photos she had come for. They were something far more valuable. They were the first snapshots of her new beginning.
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