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From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


The Photographer's Lens

By Raven Merlot and Christi Cabernet

Emma traced her finger along the edge of the brochure, studying the images of dramatic cliffs and secluded beaches. The words “Exclusive Photography Retreat” were embossed in elegant silver lettering across the top. Her stomach tightened with nerves.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked, glancing up at Andrew, who was meticulously organizing his camera equipment.

“Of course I’m sure,” he replied without looking up. “Do you know how hard it was to get a spot? Liam Barnes only does a handful of these private sessions a year.” He carefully adjusted the aperture on his favorite lens before adding, “Besides, it’ll be good for you.”

Emma bit her lip. Good for me, she thought. That was what he always said when he wanted to take pictures.

She turned away to hide the flush creeping across her cheeks. Andrew had always insisted she was beautiful, but the mirror told her a different story—slightly too curvy in places, not quite enough in others. She’d learned to pose in ways that hid what she considered flaws, a careful choreography of angles and shadows.

“You’ll thank me later,” Andrew continued, excitement evident in his voice. “This could really help your confidence.”

My confidence. The words echoed in her mind as she moved to the window of their private villa, gazing out at the rocky coastline below. The resort was built into the cliff face, each suite offering unparalleled privacy and breathtaking ocean views. It was exactly the kind of place featured in the magazines Andrew subscribed to, the ones with artistic nudes that he called “studies in form and light.”

Emma knew she should feel grateful. The retreat cost more than they could afford, and Andrew had been planning it for months. But something about the way he described Liam Barnes—”brilliant,” “visionary,” “transformative”—made her uneasy. She’d seen the photographer’s work. His images were raw, intimate, exposing vulnerabilities his subjects probably didn’t know they had until his lens found them.

“We should head down,” Andrew said, zipping his camera bag. “The session starts in twenty minutes.”

Emma took a deep breath and nodded, smoothing down the sundress she’d chosen carefully—modest enough to feel comfortable, but light enough to remove easily when the photography began. Just like any other shoot with Andrew, she told herself. Only, this time, someone else would be directing them.

***

The studio overlooked the ocean, floor-to-ceiling windows flooding the space with late afternoon light. Emma paused in the doorway, momentarily stunned by the view. She barely registered the man standing by the windows until he turned.

“You must be the Fosters,” he said, his voice deeper than she’d expected. “I’m Liam.”

He moved toward them with casual confidence, no hint of the pretentiousness Emma had anticipated. He was taller than Andrew by several inches, his dark hair styled just enough to suggest care without vanity. But it was his eyes that caught her—piercing blue, studying her with such focused intensity that Emma found herself standing straighter.

“Andrew,” her husband said, extending his hand too eagerly. “It’s an honor to meet you. Your Chiaroscuro series changed how I approach my own work.”

Liam smiled politely, shaking Andrew’s hand before turning to Emma. “And you must be Emma.” When he took her hand, his grip was firm, his palm warm. His eyes never left hers as he said, “Andrew told me you’re new to professional shoots.”

Emma nodded, acutely aware of how long he held her hand. “I only pose for my husband.”

“Well, that’s about to change.” Liam’s smile shifted slightly, less professional and more … something else. Something that made her pulse quicken.

He released her hand and gestured to the space. “I’ve set up a few different areas. We’ll start simple.” He moved to a white backdrop. “Andrew, you can set up over here if you’d like to capture some of the session.”

Andrew nodded eagerly, already unpacking his equipment.

Liam turned back to Emma. “Before we begin, tell me why you’re here.”

The directness of the question caught her off guard. “I … Andrew thought—”

“I didn’t ask what Andrew thought,” Liam interrupted gently. “I asked why you’re here.”

Emma blinked, suddenly aware that Andrew had stopped fidgeting with his camera to listen. Why am I here? The question seemed simultaneously simple and impossible to answer.

“I don’t know,” she finally admitted, feeling the heat of embarrassment crawl up her neck.

To her surprise, Liam smiled. “Perfect. That’s the most honest answer you could give.” He stepped closer, lowering his voice. “Most people come with expectations. They want to be transformed but aren’t willing to be vulnerable. You’ve already passed the first test.”

Emma swallowed, unsure if his words were reassuring or terrifying.

Liam stepped back. “We’ll start with some simple portraits by the window. The natural light there is”—he glanced at her face, studying it as if already framing the shot—“perfect for your complexion.”

As he positioned her near the window, his hands on her shoulders were professional but firm, turning her body at subtle angles she wouldn’t have considered. With each adjustment, Emma felt something shifting—not just her physical positioning, but something deeper.

“Look out toward the ocean,” he instructed.

She did, feeling the warmth of the sun on her face.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, and the click of his camera followed.

From the corner of her eye, Emma saw Andrew watching, his own camera momentarily forgotten. There was something in his expression; pride, yes, but also something else. Something hungry.

Liam moved around her, his camera capturing angles she didn’t know she had. “Turn toward me,” he said, and when she did, he paused, lowering his camera. “You’re still hiding.”

Emma frowned. “I’m not—”

“You are,” he insisted gently. “You’re posing the way you think I want, the way you’ve learned to hide what you believe are flaws.” He glanced briefly at Andrew. “Has anyone ever told you that you don’t need to do that?”

The question hung in the air between them. Andrew shifted uncomfortably.

“Let me show you what I see,” Liam said, taking her hand and leading her to a monitor. He scrolled through the images he’d just taken, stopping on one where she was looking out toward the ocean, her profile illuminated by the golden light.

Emma stared, not recognizing herself in the woman on the screen. This woman looked serene, elegant, with a quiet strength Emma had never associated with herself.

“That’s what’s hiding beneath your discomfort,” Liam said quietly. “That’s what I want to capture today.”

He returned to his position, camera raised. “Now, let’s try something different. I want you to think about who you are when no one is watching.”

Emma’s eyes flickered to Andrew, who had finally raised his own camera.

“No,” Liam said firmly. “Not who you are when he’s watching. Who you are when you’re alone.”

Emma closed her eyes briefly, searching for that version of herself. When she opened them, she looked directly into Liam’s lens and,, for perhaps the first time, felt truly seen.

***

The session progressed with a subtle but unmistakable shift in energy. Liam moved Emma from the window to a simple chaise lounge, his directions becoming more specific, more intimate.

“The sundress is beautiful,” he said, adjusting his camera settings, “but I think we need something that flows more with the natural light. There’s a silk robe behind the screen. Would you be comfortable changing?”

Emma glanced at Andrew, who nodded encouragingly, his eyes bright with excitement.

Behind the screen, Emma’s fingers trembled slightly as she slipped out of her sundress and into the robe—a deep blue silk that felt cool against her skin. It was more revealing than she’d anticipated, the silk draping in ways that accentuated rather than concealed. She tied the sash tightly, took a deep breath, and then stepped out.

Liam’s expression didn’t change, but something in his eyes did—a flash of appreciation that was professional yet unmistakably masculine. “Perfect,” he said simply.

Andrew’s reaction was less subtle. His lips parted slightly, his gaze traveling over her in a way that felt both familiar and newly hungry.

Liam directed her back to the chaise lounge, positioning her carefully. “Extend your leg a bit more,” he directed, briefly touching her ankle to guide her. The contact was fleeting but electric. “Let the robe fall naturally along your side.”

Emma tried to follow his instructions, but something in her remained tense, controlled.

“You’re still too rigid,” Liam observed, setting his camera down. He approached her, his movements deliberate. “May I?”

She nodded, not trusting her voice.

Liam’s hands were warm as he gently repositioned her arm then her shoulder. Unlike Andrew, who usually directed from behind his camera, Liam was hands-on, physical, each touch precise and purposeful. As he adjusted the drape of the robe across her hip, his fingers brushed against her skin, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

“Breathe,” he reminded her softly.

Emma exhaled, unaware she’d been holding her breath.

From across the room, Andrew’s camera clicked rapidly, the sound oddly intrusive.

“Andrew,” Liam called without looking away from Emma, “why don’t you move over there? The light is better.”

Andrew hesitated before complying, moving to a position that gave him a different angle but also placing him farther away, more observer than participant.

Liam returned to his camera, capturing a series of images before pausing to study Emma again. “These are good,” he said, “but I think we can push further.”

He approached her again, this time kneeling beside the chaise. “Photography is about trust,” he said, his voice low enough that Andrew wouldn’t hear. “The camera captures what you’re willing to reveal.” His eyes held hers. “Do you trust me, Emma?”

The question hung between them, loaded with unspoken implications. Emma was acutely aware of Andrew watching, of Liam’s proximity, of the silk robe that suddenly felt too thin.

“I …” she began, her voice catching.

“Don’t answer yet,” Liam said. “Just think about it.” He rose and returned to his camera, adjusting settings before looking at her again. “The robe is beautiful, but it’s also a barrier. Would you be comfortable if we tried some shots with it partially open? Just shoulders, perhaps a glimpse of your back?”

Emma’s heart raced. This was crossing into territory she hadn’t anticipated. She looked at Andrew, expecting—perhaps hoping for—some sign of protest.

Instead, he nodded eagerly. “It would be stunning with the light coming in like that,” he said, gesturing to the golden rays now streaking across the room as the sun began its descent.

He wants this, Emma realized. He wants to see me through Liam’s lens.

Liam was watching her, waiting for her decision. There was no pressure in his gaze, only patient certainty, as if he already knew what she would choose but respected her enough to let her come to it herself.

“Yes,” she finally said, the word barely audible.

Liam’s smile was subtle but approving. “Turn away from me slightly,” he instructed. “Let the robe fall naturally from your shoulder.”

Emma did as he asked, feeling the silk slide against her skin as she loosened the sash just enough. The fabric slipped down, exposing her shoulder and the curve of her upper back. The air felt cool against her bare skin.

“Beautiful,” Liam murmured, and the camera clicked.

Emma looked toward Andrew again. He had lowered his camera, watching now with an intensity that made her both uncomfortable and strangely exhilarated. His breathing had changed, becoming slightly faster, less even.

Liam moved around her, capturing different angles, occasionally pausing to adjust her position—a finger tilting her chin, a hand lightly pressing against her lower back to arch it slightly, each touch lingering just long enough to make her pulse quicken.

“You have remarkable bone structure,” Liam commented, his voice professional yet intimate. “And your skin catches the light in ways most photographers would kill to capture.”

The compliments weren’t like Andrew’s eager praises. They were observations, stated as facts, and that somehow made them more powerful.

Emma felt herself relaxing into the role, allowing Liam’s direction to guide her into poses she would have found unthinkable an hour ago.

“Let’s try something more dramatic,” Liam suggested, moving to adjust the lighting. “Andrew, would you mind helping me with this reflector?”

As Andrew moved to assist, Liam positioned him even farther away from Emma, effectively removing him another step from the intimate space being created between photographer and subject.

When Liam returned to Emma, there was a new intensity in his approach. “I want to try something,” he said. “The nape of your neck has a beautiful curve. Would you be comfortable if we captured that more fully?” Without waiting for a response, he moved to the sash of her robe, hovering there in question.

Emma nodded almost imperceptibly, and he slowly untied it, allowing the silk to loosen but not fall open.

“Turn away from me,” he directed. “Look over your shoulder, back toward the camera.”

As she moved, Emma felt the robe shift, clinging to her body in some places, revealing more skin in others. The sensation was both terrifying and thrilling.

Liam’s camera clicked rapidly, capturing the movement. “Hold that,” he said, his voice slightly deeper than before. “Now let the robe slip just a bit more.”

Emma hesitated before allowing the fabric to slide farther down her back, catching it before it revealed too much. She heard Andrew’s sharp intake of breath from across the room.

“Perfect,” Liam murmured. He lowered his camera and approached her again, this time standing close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. “You’re a natural at this,” he said, his voice low. “Some people spend years learning what you’re doing instinctively.” He put his hand on her shoulder, ostensibly adjusting her pose, but his touch felt different now—less clinical, more deliberate. He lightly trailed his fingers down her upper arm, raising goosebumps in their wake.

“Do you trust me?” he asked again, his lips closer to her ear than necessary.

This time, Emma didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

His smile was almost predatory. “Good.” He stepped back, raising his camera again. “Now, let’s see what happens when you stop thinking and start feeling.”

The atmosphere in the studio had transformed entirely. What had begun as a professional photography session now crackled with an undeniable tension. The sun had dipped lower, casting long shadows across the wooden floor and bathing everything in a rich, golden glow.

Liam moved with purposeful grace, adjusting equipment, shifting positions, his focus on Emma unwavering. Andrew had retreated to the periphery, his camera still raised but his hands visibly unsteady.

“I think we’re ready to move to the next setup,” Liam announced, gesturing toward an area near the windows where sheer curtains billowed gently in the breeze. “Emma, would you mind waiting there? I need a quick word with Andrew.”

Emma nodded, securing her robe before crossing to the indicated spot. She couldn’t hear their conversation, but she watched Andrew’s expressions shift—first surprise, then uncertainty, followed by a reluctant nod.

When Liam returned to her, something had changed in his demeanor. The professional courtesy remained, but beneath it lay a more primal confidence, as if a mask had partially slipped.

“Andrew is going to step back for a while,” he explained. “He’ll continue taking photos, but from a distance. I find that sometimes the presence of someone familiar can inhibit the creative process.”

Emma glanced at her husband, who had moved to a corner of the room, his expression a complex mixture of emotions she couldn’t quite decipher.

“Is he okay with that?” she asked quietly.

Liam’s smile was slight. “He understands it’s for the best. This is about capturing you at your most authentic, and his proximity might be limiting what you’re willing to reveal.” He paused, studying her face. “Unless you’d prefer he stay closer?”

There was something challenging in the question, as if Liam already knew her answer. Emma should have insisted Andrew remain involved—it would have been the expected response—yet she heard herself say, “No, it’s fine.”

“I thought so,” Liam murmured, his tone carrying a hint of satisfaction that made her cheeks warm.

He positioned her by the window, the sheer curtains partially obscuring her from Andrew’s view. “I want to try something different with these shots,” he said. “Less posed, more … instinctive.”

He reached for the sash of her robe again, but this time he didn’t pause for permission. He worked the knot loose with casual authority, maintaining eye contact that dared her to object. When she didn’t, the corner of his lips lifted in approval.

“Keep the robe closed with your hand,” he instructed, stepping back to his camera, “but let it fall open when it feels right.”

Emma’s heart hammered against her ribs as she clutched the silk to her chest. The fabric felt impossibly thin, the only barrier between her vulnerability and Liam’s penetrating gaze.

“Look toward the ocean,” he directed. “Think about how the sun feels on your skin.”

She turned, letting the warm light caress her face. The sensation was luxurious, sensual in its simplicity.

“Beautiful,” Liam murmured. “Now, slowly let the robe fall from one shoulder.”

Emma complied, feeling the silk slide against her skin. The exposure of her bare shoulder shouldn’t have felt so intimate—Andrew had photographed her in less—but something about Liam’s gaze, the deliberate way he directed her, made each revealed inch feel profoundly significant.

From across the room, Andrew’s camera clicked rapidly, the sound somehow both reassuring and intrusive.

“Why don’t you step back a bit more, Andrew?” Liam called, not taking his eyes off Emma. “I’m worried about shadows from your position.”

Emma watched her husband retreat another few steps, his expression flickering between fascination and discomfort. She should have felt guilty for the growing thrill of being caught between these two men’s gazes. However, she felt a surprising surge of power.

Liam moved closer, his camera temporarily forgotten. “You’re still holding back,” he observed, his voice low enough that only she could hear. He reached out, fingers lightly tracing the line of her collarbone. “There’s a version of you that wants to emerge. I can see it in your eyes.”

His touch sent electricity through her body, making her breath catch audibly. She was acutely aware of Andrew watching, of his camera capturing this moment of undeniable reaction to another man’s touch.

“Did you feel that?” Liam asked quietly.

Emma nodded, unable to form words.

“That’s what I want to photograph. Not just how you look, but how you feel.” He trailed his fingers down her arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. “Your husband has never seen you like this before, has he?”

The question hung between them, loaded with implications.

Emma flickered her eyes toward Andrew, who was staring at them with undisguised intensity, his camera momentarily lowered.

“No,” she admitted, the word barely audible.

Liam’s smile was knowing. “I didn’t think so.” He stepped back, reclaiming his camera. “Let’s show him what he’s been missing.”

What followed was unlike any photoshoot Emma had experienced. Liam directed her with increasing boldness, each instruction pushing her further beyond her comfort zone. The robe slipped lower, revealing more skin with each pose. He adjusted her position with casual intimacy, lingering in ways that could no longer be mistaken for purely professional guidance.

And through it all, Andrew watched, his expression a tormented mixture of arousal and dismay.

“You’re a natural at this,” Liam told her, kneeling to adjust the drape of silk across her thigh. His hands were warm against her skin, his touch confident. “Some models work for years to achieve the kind of presence you have innately.”

The compliment washed over her like warm honey. Emma had never thought of herself as naturally anything—certainly not a model, certainly not someone who commanded attention. Yet Liam made her believe it, and that belief transformed how she moved, how she responded.

“Keep taking pictures, Andrew,” Liam called out, not bothering to look in his direction. “I think she likes this.”

The comment was deliberately provocative, drawing attention to the fact that Emma was visibly responding to Liam’s direction, to his touch.

Andrew’s face flushed, but his camera continued to click, documenting his own subtle humiliation.

As the session progressed, the power dynamics shifted palpably. Liam no longer asked for permission before touching her, before adjusting her robe, before directing her into poses that grew increasingly suggestive. And Emma no longer looked to Andrew for approval.

When Liam’s hand slid along her waist, guiding her into a new position, she gasped audibly, the sound hanging in the air between them.

Liam held her gaze, a knowing smile playing at his lips. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Don’t hold back.”

From across the room, Andrew made a small, strangled sound. Both Emma and Liam turned to look at him—Liam with cool amusement, Emma with newfound confidence.

“Everything all right over there, Andrew?” Liam asked, his tone almost taunting.

Andrew nodded jerkily, his knuckles white around his camera.

Liam turned back to Emma, his voice lowered. “Your husband is struggling,” he observed, seeming more amused than concerned. “He’s never seen you respond to someone else before.”

The comment should have shocked her, should have made her retreat back into her shell of self-consciousness. Instead, Emma felt a surprising thrill. For the first time, she wasn’t the uncertain one, wasn’t the one grasping for control.

“I think,” Liam continued, his hands still on her waist, “we should give him a choice.”

He looked over his shoulder at Andrew. “You can stay and watch,” he called out, “or leave knowing she needed more than you’ve given her.”

The challenge hung in the air, cruel in its directness.

Andrew’s face contorted with conflicting emotions—humiliation warring with undeniable arousal. “I’ll stay,” he finally said, his voice strained.

Liam’s smile was triumphant. “I thought you might.”

He turned back to Emma, his expression softening slightly. “Are you comfortable continuing?”

Emma glanced at Andrew, saw the mixture of shame and excitement in his eyes, then looked back at Liam, at the confidence radiating from him. In that moment, her decision felt inevitable.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steadier than she’d expected.

Liam nodded approvingly. “Good. Now”—his voice dropped lower—“I want you to show your husband exactly what he’s been missing.”

***

The studio had grown dimmer as the sun continued its descent, casting long shadows across the polished floor. Liam moved to adjust the lighting, creating a warm, intimate atmosphere that transformed the space from professional studio to something far more private.

Andrew had retreated to a chair in a corner, his camera still raised but his hands visibly trembling. His eyes never left Emma, watching with a mixture of fascination and dismay as she responded to Liam’s increasingly confident direction.

“I think we’ve reached the limit of what this setup can offer,” Liam announced, setting his camera down on a nearby table. He approached Emma with deliberate slowness, his gaze unwavering. “There’s a more comfortable area prepared in the adjacent room. I’d like to continue our session there.”

The implication hung heavy in the air. This was no longer about photography—or at least, not primarily. This was the moment where pretense would be abandoned.

Emma glanced at Andrew, searching his face for some sign, some instruction. But he remained frozen, his expression a conflict of desire and uncertainty.

“Andrew,” Liam called, not taking his eyes off Emma, “will you be joining us?”

The question was a formality, a final twist of the knife. All three knew what role Andrew would play if he followed.

Andrew swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. “I’ll … observe,” he managed, his voice barely audible.

“As you wish,” Liam replied, a note of triumph in his tone. He extended his hand to Emma. “Shall we?”

Emma hesitated only briefly before placing her hand in his. His grip was warm, firm, confident—everything Andrew’s nervous energy was not.

As Liam led her toward the adjoining room, Emma felt the weight of her husband’s gaze on her back, the silent pleading mixed with unmistakable arousal.

The adjacent space was smaller, more intimate—clearly designed with this progression in mind. A plush bed dominated the room, illuminated by soft, indirect lighting. Large windows overlooked the darkening ocean, the first stars beginning to appear above the horizon.

“You can set up there,” Liam told Andrew, pointing to a chair positioned at the foot of the bed. “The lighting is ideal from that angle.”

Andrew moved mechanically to the indicated spot, adjusting his camera settings with fingers that wouldn’t quite steady. His breathing had become shallow, his eyes wide as he watched Emma stand beside the bed, still clutching her robe closed.

Liam moved behind her, his presence solid and imposing. He settled his hands on her shoulders, warm through the thin silk. “Are you nervous?” he whispered into her ear.

“A little,” she responded honestly with a shudder from his breath at her ear.

“Good,” he murmured. “Nervousness means you’re about to discover something new about yourself.” He moved his hands down her arms in a slow, deliberate caress. “Something your husband has never seen.”

His words were clearly intended for both of them, and Emma heard Andrew’s sharp intake of breath from across the room.

Liam returned his hands to her shoulders, gently guiding her to turn and face him. When she did, he studied her face with unnerving intensity.

“Ask me,” he commanded softly.

Emma blinked in confusion. “Ask you what?”

“What you want.” His eyes held hers, allowing no escape. “I want to hear you say it.”

The request was deliberate humiliation—not for her, but for Andrew. Liam wanted her to verbalize desire for another man while her husband watched, helpless and aroused.

Emma’s heart raced, her mouth suddenly dry. She’d never been in a situation like this, never imagined herself capable of such boldness. Yet something had awakened in her during the hours under Liam’s direction, something that had always existed beneath her carefully constructed shell of propriety.

“I want …” she began, her voice barely above a whisper. She cleared her throat, finding unexpected strength. “I want you to show me what I’ve been missing.”

Andrew made a small, strangled sound from his position by the wall. Neither Emma nor Liam acknowledged him.

“And what do you think you’ve been missing?” Liam pressed, tracing the line of her jaw.

Emma took a shuddering breath. “Someone who sees me. Really sees me.”

Something flickered in Liam’s eyes—satisfaction, perhaps, or genuine appreciation.

He slid his hand to the nape of her neck, firm and possessive. “I see you, Emma,” he murmured. “I’ve seen you from the moment you walked in.”

His lips found hers with decisive confidence, the kiss neither gentle nor brutal but commanding—a claim being staked. Emma responded instinctively, her body arching toward him as he untied her robe with his free hand, letting it fall open between them.

The camera clicked frantically from across the room, Andrew documenting his own unmaking as his wife surrendered to another man’s touch.

Liam guided Emma backward until her legs met the edge of the bed. He moved his hands with practiced precision, finding sensitive places Andrew had either overlooked or approached too cautiously. Each touch drew increasingly uninhibited responses from Emma, moans she had never allowed herself with Andrew escaped freely now.

“He’s never heard you like this before, has he?” Liam whispered against her neck, loud enough for Andrew to hear.

“No,” Emma admitted, past caring about the cruelty of the confirmation.

Liam smiled against her skin. “I didn’t think so.”

What followed was a masterclass in dominance—not through force or intimidation, but through absolute certainty, through knowing exactly what Emma needed before she knew herself. Liam addressed Andrew occasionally, cruel little observations that twisted the knife of his inadequacy while simultaneously inflaming his voyeuristic arousal.

“Watch carefully, Andrew,” he would say. “This is how she wants to be touched.” Or, “You should take notes. She’s capable of so much more than you’ve allowed.”

Throughout it all, Andrew remained frozen in his chair, his camera continuing to document what would become both his greatest humiliation and his most shameful arousal.

Liam leaned in close to Emma, his breath hot against her ear. “Andrew’s missing out on so much. But don’t worry; I’ll make sure he gets a good show.” He glanced at Andrew. “Aren’t you, Andrew? Aren’t you going to watch every second of this?”

Liam reached the hem of Emma’s skirt, brushing his fingers against the lace of her panties. Emma gasped, her hips lifting slightly.

Liam glanced at Andrew, telling him, “Look at her, Andrew. Look at how she responds to me. You’ve never seen her like this, have you?” He hooked his fingers into the waistband of Emma’s panties, slowly pulling them down, and Emma lifted her hips, helping him remove the last barrier.

Liam tossed the panties aside, immediately returning his hand to Emma’s bare thigh. “She’s perfect, isn’t she? Every inch of her is a work of art.” Liam spread Emma’s legs wider, trailing his fingers up her inner thigh.

Andrew’s breath caught in his throat as he watched Liam’s hand disappear between Emma’s legs. Emma’s head fell back against the bed, a soft moan escaping her lips.

Liam’s fingers found Emma’s center, stroking her gently. She moaned softly.

Andrew’s breath came in short gasps, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew he should stop this, but he couldn’t … or maybe he didn’t want to.

Liam glanced at him, a knowing look in his eye. “See how wet she is for me, Andrew? ” He slid a finger inside Emma, then another, pumping slowly. Emma’s hips bucked against his hand, her body craving more.

“Tell your husband how it feels, Emma. Tell him how much you love my fingers inside you,” Liam taunted as his fingers continued their slow, deliberate motions inside Emma. The, with his other hand, he reached up, cupping her breast through her shirt. He squeezed gently, brushing his thumb over her nipple. Emma arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips.

Liam flick his gaze up ta Andrew’s, his eyes piercing and dominant. “Look at her, Andrew. Look at how responsive she is. You never took the time to appreciate her like this, did you?” He slid his hand under Emma’s shirt, pushing her bra up to expose her breast. He squeezed her naked flesh, his fingers digging into her soft skin. Emma’s nipple hardened under his touch, a gasp escaping her lips.

Liam’s eyes never left Andrew’s as he leaned down, darting his tongue out to circle Emma’s nipple. “She tastes so sweet, Andrew. Don’t you want a taste?” Liam closed his mouth around Emma’s nipple, sucking gently. His fingers continued their work between her legs, pumping in and out.

Emma gripped the bedsheets, her back arching to press her breast further into Liam’s mouth.

Andrew watched, his eyes glued to the sight of Liam sucking his wife’s nipple, his fingers buried inside her.

Liam had a challenge in his gaze as he pulled back from Emma’s breast, a string of saliva connecting his lips to her nipple. “Come here, Andrew. I want you to taste her, too.” His voice was commanding, leaving no room for argument. He waited, his fingers still moving inside Emma, his mouth hovering just above her breast.

The ball was in Andrew’s court now. Would he comply with Liam’s demand, or would he finally intervene, stop this madness?

Andrew hesitated for a moment, and then he slowly stood and walked over to the bed.

Liam watched him approach, a smug smile on his face. He grabbed Emma’s breast, offering it to Andrew like a prize. And Andrew leaned down, his tongue darting out to taste his wife’s nipple. Emma moaned softly, threading her fingers through Andrew’s hair.

Liam observed for a moment then suddenly pulled Andrew away. “That’s enough,” he said dismissively, pushing Andrew back toward his chair. “I think it’s time I showed you both what a real man can do.”

He turned his attention back to Emma, roaming his hands all over her body possessively. He ignored Andrew completely, treating him like an afterthought. Emma was the center of his world now, and Andrew was just a spectator in this twisted game.

Liam’s hands moved with confident purpose, undressing Emma completely. He took his time, savoring each inch of skin he revealed.

Andrew watched, his arousal warring with his jealousy and humiliation.

Once Emma was fully naked, Liam stepped back to admire his work. He turned to Andrew, a cruel smile on his face. “She’s a masterpiece. Too bad you never knew how to truly appreciate her.” With that, Liam kneeled between Emma’s legs, gripping her thighs.

He looked down at her, his expression intense. “Tell him what you want, Emma. Tell your husband what you need.”

Emma bit her lip, her eyes locked with Liam’s. When she spoke, her voice was husky with desire. “I want you to fuck me, Liam. I want to feel you inside me. I want Andrew to watch.”

Liam nodded, his eyes never leaving Emma’s. He ignored Andrew completely, treating him like he was invisible. His focus was solely on Emma now, on claiming her, on making her his.

He unbuckled his belt then unzipped his pants, freeing his erection. Emma’s eyes widened at the sight, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

Liam smirked, wrapping his hand around his shaft and pumping slowly. He leaned down, telling Emma, “I’m going to fuck you so hard, Emma. I’m going to make you scream my name. And Andrew … well, he can just sit there and watch the show.” Without another word, Liam positioned himself at Emma’s entrance. He looked into her eyes, seeking permission, and when she nodded, he thrust forward, burying himself deep inside her.

Emma cried out, her back arching off the couch.

Liam set a brutal pace, his hips slamming against Emma’s with each thrust. He gripped her hips tightly, pulling her onto his cock as he pounded into her. Emma’s cries of pleasure filled the room, her nails digging into Liam’s back.

Liam leaned down, capturing her mouth in a fierce kiss, swallowing her moans. Then he broke the kiss, panting heavily. He flicked his eyes to Andrew for a moment, a smug smirk on his face. Then he was back to focusing on Emma, his thrusts becoming even more aggressive. He knew Andrew was watching, knew he was being tortured by the sight of his wife being fucked so thoroughly. But Liam didn’t care. All that mattered was the feel of Emma’s tight heat around him, the way she surrendered completely to his dominance.

Liam pulled out of Emma abruptly, leaving her panting and empty. Then he grabbed her hips, flipping her over onto her hands and knees. Emma gasped, her hair falling over her face.

Liam kicked her legs apart, exposing her fully to Andrew’s view. He entered her again in one swift motion, gripping her hips tightly. The new angle allowed him to go even deeper, and Emma’s cry of pleasure was immediate.

Liam set a punishing pace, his balls slapping against Emma’s clit with each thrust. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his lips at her ear. “Look at your husband, Emma. Look at him while I fuck you. See how much it hurts him?”

Emma turn her head, her gaze locking with Andrew’s. She saw the jealousy, the humiliation, the shame … and something else. Something dark and twisted that mirrored her own arousal.

Liam slowed his pace, his hips moving in a lazy, teasing rhythm. Emma whimpered, her body still sensitive from her earlier orgasm. Then Liam leaned over her again, taunting her, “You like this, don’t you, Emma? Being used like a toy, fucked in front of your husband?” He snaked his hand around her throat, squeezing lightly. “Tell Andrew how much you love it. Tell him how much better I am than him.”

Emma’s breath hitched, her eyes fluttering closed.

Liam squeezed her throat harder, snapping his hips forward sharply. “Say it, Emma. Tell him.”

“He’s … he’s better, Andrew. So much better than you.”

Liam’s grip on her throat tightened, cutting off her air supply momentarily. He pulled out of her abruptly, flipping her back onto her back. He kneeled between her legs, his cock hovering just above her entrance. “Beg for it, Emma. Beg me to fuck you again.”

Emma’s chest heaved, her eyes wild with desire and shame. She looked at Andrew, saw the devastation on his face. Then she turned back to Liam, her voice clear and steady. “Please, Liam, fuck me again. Use me however you want. I’m yours.”

Liam grinned, his eyes glittering with triumph. He slammed back into her, his pace brutal and unforgiving.

Andrew watched, transfixed and horrified, as Liam pounded into Emma mercilessly. She was transformed, her usual composure replaced by a slutty, wanton creature he barely recognized. Her hair was a wild mess, her lips parted in a constant moan, her eyes rolled back in ecstasy. She looked like a porn star, a cheap whore, completely at the mercy of her own desires and Liam’s dominant thrusts.

Andrew’s stomach churned with jealousy and shame, but he couldn’t look away. He’d never seen Emma like this, never imagined she could be so … so utterly fuckable.

Liam gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he used her body for his pleasure. Emma gripped a pillow tightly, her knuckles white with the effort of holding on.

Liam’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more erratic, and Emma trembled, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“Come for me, Emma. Come all over my cock like the slutty little whore you are.”

His words sent Emma over the edge. She screamed, her body convulsing as her orgasm crashed over her.

Liam groaned, jerking his hips forward as he followed her over the edge. But instead of filling her, he pulled out abruptly, grabbed his cock, and stroked it roughly until he was on the verge of climax. Then, with a grunt, he aimed at Emma’s face. His hot seed spilled over her cheeks, her lips, her tongue. Some of it landed in her open mouth, and she swallowed instinctively.

Liam stepped back, admiring his handiwork. Emma lay there, panting and covered in his cum, a debauched mess.

Andrew stared at her, his mind reeling, his heart shattered.

Liam glanced at him. “You see what she is now, Andrew? An insatiable whore, begging for my cock.” He exhaled and breathed in slowly. “Clean her up. And maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you watch again sometime.”

***

In the hushed aftermath, the room felt transformed—charged with an energy that had irrevocably altered the relationship between the three people within it.

Emma lay against the pillows, her body relaxed in a way Andrew had never witnessed, a faint smile playing at the corners of her lips. Her skin glowed in the dim light, all traces of her earlier self-consciousness vanished.

Liam moved with unhurried confidence, gathering his scattered clothing with the casual ease of a man accustomed to such situations. There was no awkwardness in his movements, no hint of regret or uncertainty; only the satisfied air of someone who had accomplished exactly what he’d intended.

Andrew remained in his chair, his camera now in his lap. His face reflected a complex storm of emotions: arousal still evident in his dilated pupils, shame in the flush of his cheeks, and something new—a dawning realization that his relationship with his wife had been fundamentally altered.

Liam glanced at Andrew as he buttoned his shirt. “Those should be some interesting photos,” he remarked, his tone conversational but with an unmistakable undercurrent of triumph. “I’d be interested to see how they turned out.”

Andrew nodded mechanically, unable to form a coherent response. His gaze kept returning to Emma, seeing her as if for the first time—not as his wife, not as his subject, but as a woman who was suddenly, startlingly unfamiliar in her newfound confidence.

“I should leave you two to … discuss,” Liam said, gathering the last of his equipment. He approached Emma, leaning down to murmur something in her ear that made her smile widen slightly. He brushed her shoulder in a casual yet possessive gesture before he straightened and headed for the door.

At the threshold, he paused, turning back to address them both. “The resort has my contact information if you’d like to arrange another session.” His eyes lingered on Emma. “You have remarkable potential. It would be a shame not to explore it further.”

The door closed behind him with a soft click, leaving husband and wife alone in the charged silence.

Emma was the first to move, rising from the bed with a languid grace Andrew didn’t recognize. She reached for her robe, slipping it on without any of the self-conscious movements that had characterized her before. She didn’t tie it tightly as she once would have, but allowed it to drape loosely around her body.

“Emma,” Andrew began, his voice hoarse. “I—”

“Don’t,” she interrupted gently. “Not yet.” Her expression wasn’t angry or accusatory. If anything, she looked serene, almost amused. “I need to shower.”

Andrew watched helplessly as she gathered her discarded clothing and moved toward the bathroom.

Just before she closed the door, she paused, glancing back at him over her shoulder with an expression he couldn’t quite interpret. “You should check your camera,” she suggested. “I’d be curious to see what you captured.”

The bathroom door closed, and the sound of running water soon followed, leaving Andrew alone with his thoughts and the incriminating evidence in his camera’s memory card.

He looked down at the device in his hands, both dreading and desperately wanting to review the images. Then, with trembling fingers, he navigated to the gallery and began to scroll, each photo more devastating than the last.

He saw Emma’s transformation documented in stark clarity—from hesitant and self-conscious to radiant and confident. He saw the moment Liam had first touched her, the unmistakable response in her expression. He saw his own progressive marginalization, his relegation from husband to observer.

Most devastatingly, he saw Emma looking at Liam with an expression she had never directed at him—raw, uninhibited desire.

Andrew was so absorbed in the images that he didn’t notice when the shower stopped, didn’t hear the bathroom door open again. He only became aware of Emma’s presence when she spoke from directly behind him.

“Are they good?”

He startled, nearly dropping the camera. Emma stood there, wrapped in a plush hotel robe, her hair damp and her skin flushed from the hot water. She seemed different somehow—taller, more present, as if occupying her body more fully than before.

“They’re …” Andrew struggled to find the right word. Beautiful? Devastating? Arousing? All were true. “They’re revealing,” he finished lamely.

Emma smiled slightly. “May I see?”

He handed her the camera wordlessly, watching her face as she scrolled through the images. There was no shame in her expression, no regret—only a kind of fascinated recognition, as if seeing herself clearly for the first time.

“He was right,” she finally said.

“About what?” Andrew asked, his throat tight.

“About what I’ve been missing.” Her eyes met his, direct and unapologetic. “About what you’ve never seen.”

The statement should have angered him, should have triggered defensiveness. Instead, it sent a complicated thrill through his body, his arousal—never fully subsided—intensifying once more.

Emma noticed, her gaze dropping briefly before returning to his face. “Do you want to touch me now?” she asked, her voice carrying a new confidence.

Andrew nodded, reaching for her with almost desperate eagerness.

She stepped back, just beyond his grasp. “Not yet,” she said softly, no cruelty in her denial, just newly discovered power. “Maybe later.”

The words echoed between them, transforming the dynamic they had shared for years.

Andrew’s hand remained outstretched for a moment before dropping back to his side, his arousal painfully evident.

Emma handed the camera back to him, her movements unhurried. “We should go back to our villa,” she suggested. “It’s getting late.”

***

The walk back through the resort grounds was charged with unspoken tension. Andrew stayed close to Emma, as if afraid she might drift away from him entirely. The evening air was cool against their skin, the sound of waves crashing against the cliffs below a rhythmic backdrop to their silence.

Emma moved differently now—her stride more confident, her posture straighter, as if the weight of self-consciousness had been lifted from her shoulders. Occasionally, their hands would brush, and Andrew would feel an electric jolt of desire, his body responding to his wife with renewed urgency.

When they reached their villa, Emma’s phone chimed with a message notification. She retrieved it from her bag, her expression unreadable as she glanced at the screen.

“Liam?” Andrew asked, unable to keep the strain from his voice.

Emma nodded, her thumb hovering over the message. “He says I’m a natural,” she said, her voice neutral. “He wants to do it again sometime. I wonder how he got my number.”

Andrew swallowed hard. “What …? What are you going to say?”

Emma looked at him then—really looked at him—studying his face with new perception. She saw the conflict in his eyes—the jealousy warring with undeniable arousal, the fear of losing her battling the thrill of what they had experienced.

After a long moment, she deleted the text, but Andrew noticed with a mixture of dread and excitement that she hadn’t blocked the number.

“I’m not going to say anything,” she answered finally. “Not tonight, anyway.”

She moved to the balcony doors, sliding them open to let in the ocean breeze. As she stood silhouetted against the moonlight, Andrew was struck by how beautiful she was—not just physically, but in the confidence she now possessed, the self-awareness that had bloomed under Liam’s direction.

“Do you regret it?” he asked, the question escaping before he could consider the wisdom of asking.

Emma turned to face him, the moonlight casting half her face in shadow. “No,” she said simply. “Do you?”

Andrew opened his mouth to respond then closed it, uncertain of the truth. Did he regret watching his wife transformed by another man’s touch? Did he regret his own arousal at the sight? Did he regret the shift in power that had occurred between them?

“I don’t know,” he finally admitted.

Emma’s smile was gentle but knowing. “You do know,” she contradicted softly. “You’re just not ready to admit it yet.” She crossed the room to where he stood, placing a hand on his chest.

Andrew held his breath, his heart hammering beneath her palm.

“I see you more clearly now, too,” she told him, her eyes searching his. “I see what you really want, what excites you. I’m just not sure you’re ready to face it.”

She slid her hand up to cup his cheek briefly before she stepped away again, moving toward the bathroom. “I’m going to take another shower,” she announced. “I need some time to think.”

As the bathroom door closed behind her, Andrew sank onto the edge of the bed, his head in his hands. His thoughts were a chaotic tangle of conflicting emotions—jealousy and desire, humiliation and excitement, loss and discovery.

His gaze fell on his camera bag, where thousands of images documented the afternoon’s transformation. He knew he should feel outraged, betrayed, yet he felt an undeniable thrill at the memory of Emma’s uninhibited responses, at the realization that his wife contained depths he had never suspected.

When Emma emerged from the bathroom sometime later, wrapped in the hotel’s plush robe, her hair damp and her skin flushed, Andrew was still sitting motionless on the edge of the bed.

She studied him for a moment before speaking. “We should talk about what happened.”

Andrew looked up, meeting her gaze. “What is there to say?”

“A lot,” Emma replied, sitting beside him but maintaining a deliberate space between them. “For starters, we need to acknowledge what this means for us—for our marriage.”

Andrew tensed. “Are you …? Do you want to …?”

“Leave you?” Emma shook her head. “No, Andrew. That’s not what today was about.”

“Then what was it about?” he asked, a hint of bitterness creeping into his tone.

Emma considered her answer carefully. “It was about discovery. For both of us. I discovered something about myself—about what I’m capable of feeling, of becoming. And you …” She paused, searching his eyes. “You discovered something about what truly excites you.”

Andrew couldn’t hold her gaze, his cheeks burning with the truth of her observation. “You’re not angry,” he noted, the realization dawning on him gradually.

“No,” Emma agreed. “I’m not. Should I be?”

The question hung between them, layered with implications. Andrew had no answer that wouldn’t further expose the complicated tangle of his desires.

“I feel different,” Emma continued when he remained silent. “Like I’ve been seeing myself through a distorted lens all these years, and today, someone finally adjusted the focus.” She found his hand, her touch gentle but no longer tentative. “I don’t want to go back to how I was before.”

Andrew looked down at their joined hands. “What does that mean for us?”

“It means we have choices to make,” Emma replied. “About what we want, individually and together. About whether we’re brave enough to be honest about those wants.”

She stood then, moving to her suitcase to retrieve her nightclothes. As she dressed, Andrew watched her with new eyes, seeing not just his wife but a woman emerging into a fuller version of herself, one he both recognized and didn’t.

***

Later, as they lay in bed with a careful distance between them, both too wired for sleep despite their exhaustion, Emma’s phone chimed again. She reached for it, reading the message in the dim light.

“Liam?” Andrew asked, already knowing the answer.

Emma nodded. “He’s offering another session tomorrow. Private.”

Andrew’s heart raced, his body responding to the implications even as his mind reeled with conflicting emotions. “What are you going to tell him?”

Emma set the phone down without responding to the message. She turned to face Andrew in the darkness, her expression unreadable in the shadows. “That depends,” she said softly.

“On what?”

She found his hand beneath the covers, her touch warm and sure. “On what you want, Andrew. On whether you’re ready to explore this part of yourself—of us—further.”

The question lingered in the air between them, weighted with possibilities. Andrew knew his answer would define not just tomorrow but the future of their relationship, the boundaries they would either reinforce or dissolve entirely.

In the silence, Emma watched him struggle with himself, with the competing desires for possession and submission, for control and surrender. She waited, patient in her newfound power, for him to find the courage to speak his truth.

And in that moment, looking at his wife who had been transformed by her experience, Andrew realized that regardless of his answer, their relationship had already fundamentally changed. Emma had discovered a confidence, a sense of self, that couldn’t be undone. The only question was whether he would embrace that transformation or resist it.

His answer, when it finally came, surprised even himself with its honesty.

“I want to watch you become who you’re meant to be,” he whispered. “Even if it scares me.”

Emma’s smile in the darkness was both tender and knowing. She reached for her phone, her fingers hovering over the screen as she held Andrew’s gaze. “Are you sure?” she asked, giving him one final chance to retreat.

Andrew took a shaky breath, his heart pounding with fear and excitement in equal measure. “Yes,” he said. “I’m sure.”

As Emma began typing her response, Andrew felt something shift within him—a surrender of his own, different from but no less profound than his wife’s. Whatever came next, they would face it together, changed but connected in ways neither had anticipated when they had first arrived at the resort.

Emma set the phone down again, turning back to him with a new light in her eyes. “He’ll meet us at ten tomorrow,” she said softly.

Andrew nodded, unable to speak past the tightness in his throat.

Emma moved closer, curling against him in a way that was both familiar and utterly new.

As they drifted toward sleep, Andrew realized that while he might not recognize the woman in his arms anymore, he was eager to discover who she was becoming—and who he might become alongside her.

Outside their window, the ocean crashed against the cliffs, relentless and transformative, wearing away old formations to reveal new landscapes beneath. In the darkness of their room, Emma and Andrew slept, their dreams filled with images not of who they had been, but of who they might yet become.
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