
        
            
                
            
        

    
Touched Through The Lens

A virgin. A camera. A man who never asks twice. 

Chapter1

I always know when someone’s never done this before. Not just from the stiff posture or the too-careful makeup. It’s the eyes. The way they dart, latch, then flee again. Like prey too curious to run.

She stepped into my studio ten minutes late, arms crossed in front of her stomach, eyes too big for her face. Nineteen, maybe twenty, wearing a sweater two sizes too large and leggings she tugged down every time they rode up too high. Her hair was pulled into one of those messy buns girls think hides the fact that they spent twenty minutes trying to make it look “natural.”

Cute. In that fresh, untouched sort of way. Like skin no one’s ever traced properly.
“You’re Eden?” I asked. 

She nodded, clutching her purse strap like it might anchor her. “Um. Yeah. Sorry I’m—”
“You’re right on time,” I cut in, just to see her relax. And she did—barely. Shoulders dropped maybe half an inch.

I held out my hand. “Jace Maddox.”
Her fingers slid into mine. Small, cold. She flinched slightly at the contact.
I didn’t let go right away.
“Relax,” I said. “This is fun. That’s the whole point.”
She gave a nervous smile. “Right. Sorry. I’ve just… never done anything like this before.” 

I let go of her hand and stepped back, eyes dragging over her like I was already framing her through the lens. Because I was.
“First time’s always a little awkward,” I said. “You’ll warm up. Most do.” I let that hang for a second. “Do you want tea or water before we start?”

She shook her head, then quickly added, “No thank you. I’m okay.”
She wasn’t. But she was trying. 

I led her deeper into the studio, the low lights and soft playlist already humming through the room. My space doesn’t look like the sets people expect—no sterile white, no harsh fluorescents. Everything here is wood, leather, dark velvet, warmth. Every part of the environment was designed for women to let their guard down.

She hovered near the chaise when I gestured for her to sit. 

“You sure you want to do this?” I asked, gently. Not because I doubted her. Because I wanted her to say yes out loud.
“I think so,” she said, tucking her hair behind her ear. “It’s… it’s not for anyone else. Just for me.”

I smiled. “That’s the best kind.”
She looked at me like she didn’t expect that answer. Then, slowly, sat.
“I just want to feel…” She stopped.
“Sexy?” I offered, walking past her to prep the camera. “Powerful? Like you own your body for once?”
Her eyes widened. Then she laughed—soft, embarrassed. “Yeah. That.” 

“I can work with that,” I said, glancing back at her. “What did you bring?”
She opened her bag and fumbled out a small stack— delicate lingerie folded into neat little piles. Lace, sheer, a bit of silk. All new. Tags still attached.

I raised a brow. “Shopping trip?”
She flushed. “I, um. Yeah. I didn’t really have anything like this.”
“Never worn any of it?”
She bit her lip. “No.”
I took a slow step toward her, gaze low, voice lower. “You’ll let me help you pick?”
Her breath caught. Just barely. But I noticed. 

She nodded. I took the top piece—white lace bralette, dainty, probably too tight—and ran my fingers over the strap.

“This one,” I said. “Start with it. The light’ll love you in white.”
She stood, still clutching the rest of the pile. “Where do I…?”
I pointed toward the screen in the corner. “Changing area’s there.”
She walked off quickly, but not before I caught the way her fingers trembled.
I watched the screen sway behind her. 

And I waited. The screen whispered open, and she stepped out barefoot. White lace, fine enough to disappear against her skin, and trembling hands that didn’t know what to do with themselves. The overhead softboxes picked her up like she was carved from light.

I stayed behind the camera a moment, pretending to adjust the lens, giving her time to exist in the space. Her eyes flicked to me, then away, a flush blooming high on her chest. The air itself changed — charged, slow, full of quiet static.

“Turn toward me,” I said. My voice came out lower than I meant. “Just your shoulders.” 

She obeyed, hesitant, uncertain where to put her weight. I watched the small shift of her feet, the tremor at her thigh. “Good. Now lift your chin a little. There—don’t fight the light.”

The shutter clicked once. She jumped at the sound, then laughed, a small breathless thing that broke through the nerves.

“That’s all it is,” I said. “Sound and stillness.” She nodded. The second shot came easier. 

“Relax your hands.” I crossed the floor toward her. She froze when I stopped close enough for her to feel my breath. “You’re holding tension here.” I touched the back of her wrist, tracing the veins down to her fingertips. “Let them fall.”

Her fingers unfurled, slow, as if melting under my voice.
“Better.” 

I circled behind her, moving the fall of her hair over one shoulder. The scent of her shampoo — something faintly floral, young — brushed against my throat. “Tilt your head to the left,” I murmured. “Good. Don’t think about the camera, think about what you want to feel.”

She whispered, “I don’t know.” “Then let’s find it.” 

I guided her elbow higher, palm against the soft inside of her arm. Her skin was cool and fine-grained, every nerve alive under my touch. The lens clicked again, and again.

“Beautiful,” I said quietly. “You see? That right there. Don’t move.” I set a hand lightly at the small of her back, adjusted her posture. “Straighten here. You’re stronger than you think.”

Her breath hitched. She didn’t move away.
“Look at me.” 

When her gaze met mine through the lens, the nerves were gone. Something else had taken their place — curiosity, maybe hunger, definitely heat. I took the shot.

“Good girl.” She swallowed hard. I watched the movement down her throat. The compliment sat on her skin like a touch.

I kept working: fingers at her jaw to angle her face toward the light, a thumb beneath her chin, my other hand ghosting down to correct the set of her hips. Each instruction, each small adjustment, drew her deeper out of her shell. Her breathing slowed, eyes half-lidded, movements softer.

When I stepped back to the tripod again, she was standing tall, head turned over her shoulder, lips parted slightly — nothing feigned about it. The room was silent except for the faint hum of the lights and the steady rhythm of the shutter.

I let the last photo hang on the screen for a moment, the image of her bathed in white, open, unguarded.
“That’s it,” I said quietly. “That’s what you came for.”
Her voice was almost a whisper. “You really think so?” “I know so.” 

I lowered the camera, studying her, the faint tremor still in her hands. “You did better than most do their first time.”

She smiled, small and real. “You make it easy.” “Good. Then next time, we go a little further.” 

Chapter2

She stood there in white lace, still catching her breath like she’d just run a race she didn’t know she’d signed up for. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair slightly loosened from its bun. Every photograph of her up until now had been soft, light, innocence framed in skin.

But I was ready to shift tone. And I wanted to see her.
“Pick another set,” I said.
She blinked. “Already?” 

I moved in slowly, brushing a hand down her shoulder until my knuckles grazed the strap. “You’re warmed up now. That’s when the best shots happen.”

Her eyes dropped to her pile of outfits folded on the edge of the couch—black lace, deep wine silk, something strappy with more open than covered. I saw the hesitation. The flicker of what if I can’t pull this off?
I took the black one in hand, held it between us. The fabric was fine and sheer. Almost nothing.

“This one,” I said. “Let me help.”
She froze. “Help?”
I tilted my head, kept my voice smooth. “Unless you’d rather I step out.” 

She didn’t answer. Not with words. Just stood still as I moved closer, fingers at her shoulder. I watched her jaw clench and unclench, breath hiccup in her chest.

“Relax,” I murmured again. “Let me take care of you.” 

I slipped the white lace bralette strap down her arm. My knuckles grazed the outside of her breast—barely—and she made the tiniest sound in her throat. Not a protest. Not even close.
“You okay?” I asked softly.

She nodded. Her eyes were wide, locked to my chest like she couldn’t look directly at me. 

I slid the bralette off, let it fall into my hand. She was facing me now, nearly bare from the waist up, save for the fall of her hair and the tension in her arms. She started to cover herself.

I caught her wrists.
“Don’t,” I said. “Let me see.”
She let me lower her arms. 

I didn’t gawk. I studied. Slowly. Her skin flushed pink over her chest, her nipples drawn tight in the cool air, small goosebumps spreading down her arms. I brushed my thumbs gently over the undersides of her arms, calming, coaxing. Letting her know that I was still in control. That she didn’t have to be.

“You’re stunning like this,” I said. “You don’t even know.”
She looked up. Just for a second. That second was everything. 

I leaned in, letting my hands settle on her waist, my thumbs slipping beneath the band of her panties— white, matching, and soon to be gone. I hooked them slowly, peeled them down, watching the fabric slide over her hips, the soft patch of hair just above her sex. She wasn’t fully bare. That made it better.

She stepped out of them, trembling, cheeks burning. She was completely nude in front of me, hands halfraised like she didn’t know where to put them.

I reached for the black set. The bra was less a bra than a framework—lace cut into sharp triangles, the center narrow, open.
“Arms up,” I murmured.

She obeyed. 

I guided the bra down over her head, settling it over her breasts, adjusting the straps by hand. My fingers slid over her skin more than they needed to. Cupping, lifting, shaping.

“Perfect,” I said, voice low, brushing one thumb just beneath her breast, where the skin was softest. “You’ve got no idea what this does to a man.”

She gasped. Actually gasped. Quiet, like she hadn’t meant to.
I smiled. 

Next came the bottoms. Black lace again —this time high-waisted, cut narrow between the legs, framed to emphasize the curve of her ass and the V of her thighs. I knelt to help her into them. Let her put her hand on my shoulder for balance. Let my fingers drag slowly up her calves, then thighs, sliding the lace up inch by inch.

When I stood, she was still holding on to me.
I didn’t move away.
“You trust me?” I asked.
She nodded.
“Then good. We’re going to make art.” 

I stepped back and gestured toward the couch, a vintage velvet thing set against a charcoal backdrop. The contrast would be perfect—her pale skin against dark red, black lace, low lighting, soft focus. Every inch of her was shaking with anticipation and something else.

Want. This shoot wouldn’t just change how she saw herself. It would change how she felt herself.

The way she settled onto the couch —hesitant, folded in on herself, knees pressed close—was something I could have captured as-is. Raw vulnerability, untouched beauty. But I wanted more than that. I wanted to see her uncoil. To let go.

I adjusted the lighting slowly, deliberately, letting her sit with the air on her skin, the brush of lace between her thighs. The more she waited, the more she felt it. The more aware she became of every inch of herself.

And of me.
“Lie back,” I said softly, moving behind the tripod again. “Arms above your head. Let your chest open.” 

She obeyed with that same breathless nervousness, her hair spilling across the cushion, eyes flicking up toward me, then darting away.
Click. Shutter. Click.

“Beautiful,” I murmured. “You’ve never done this, but your body knows how.”
She smiled without meaning to. I caught it mid-frame.
“Now bend one knee. Let the other fall.” 

Her thighs shifted, one lifting, the other sliding down the couch’s edge until the lace of her panties drew taut between her legs. I watched the way she fidgeted, hips tilting just slightly, her breathing slowing, sharpening.

Click. 

“Good. Now reach down, just a little. Touch the side of your thigh. Not too high.”
Her hand hovered, then settled. Fingers on skin, tentative.

“Let it glide,” I said, voice lower now. “Like you’re not posing. Like you’re thinking about what it feels like.” 

She moved her hand slowly, fingertips dragging from hip to knee and back again. A soft sigh slipped from her lips.

“Feel that?” I said. “How warm your skin’s gotten?”
She nodded, dazed.
“Now touch your stomach. Trace a circle around your navel. Good—stay right there.”
Click. 

Her lashes fluttered. She was sinking now, dropping into her own body. Exactly where I wanted her. “Higher,” I murmured. “Over your ribs. Let your fingers brush the edge of the bra. Like you’re teasing yourself.”

She hesitated —but only for a heartbeat. Her hand moved up, ghosting over the swell of one breast, the lace shifting under her knuckles.

Click. 

“Fuck, Eden…” I stepped away from the camera, slow, deliberate. “You’re so goddamn beautiful when you stop thinking.”

She looked up at me, lips parted, chest rising and falling under her own hand. Her pupils were blown wide. 

I moved beside the couch and knelt, bringing myself level with her. My fingers slid along her thigh again, adjusting the angle. “Loosen this leg. Let your knee fall open. You trust me?”
“Yes,” she whispered.

“Then show me.”
Her leg dropped. 

The lace of her panties stretched tight again. I could see the shape of her beneath it. The faintest dampness, the curve of her lips under black sheer.

My hand stayed on her thigh, not moving higher —but close. I pressed my palm there gently. She didn’t flinch. She leaned into it.

“Now your hand,” I said. “Let it rest between your thighs. Don’t move it. Just… place it there.”
Her cheeks flamed. “There?” 

I met her eyes, steady. “There.” She obeyed. Fingers trembling, she slid her hand down, over her stomach, across the narrow fabric, until her palm rested over herself. Over the heat building there. Her breath stuttered.

Click.
I leaned in, close to her ear. “Stay just like that.”
Her eyes closed. Her hips shifted, just slightly. Barely a rub. 

My hand slid up her other thigh, slow, smoothing, grounding her. I didn’t touch between. Not yet. But I let my fingers trail high enough to make her gasp again.

“You don’t have to do anything,” I said. “Just feel. Let me watch you feel.”
Click. She shivered. 

God, she was close already —not to orgasm, not yet— but to that mental snap. That moment where the body gives permission before the mind does. Where she stops worrying whether she should be turned on and just is.

“You’ve never been touched there, have you?” I asked quietly.
She shook her head, eyes still shut.
“But right now… you want to be.”
Her whisper cracked. “Yes.” 

I stayed crouched beside her, one hand on her hip, the other brushing hair from her cheek. Her hand was still resting between her legs, not moving, but I could see the way her fingers flexed.
I reached for her wrist. Brought her hand up to her mouth.

“Kiss it,” I said.
She did.
And I smiled. 

She kissed her own hand like it was sacred. The same one I’d had her rest between her thighs moments ago. Still warm from her own body, flushed from being seen. It was the smallest thing—but it told me everything.

She wanted more. I slid my fingers back along her inner thigh, featherlight. Her skin jumped beneath my touch. I leaned closer, nose nearly in her hair.

“Do you want me to help you feel it?” I asked. 

She didn’t answer right away. Her whole chest lifted, held, then dropped with a breath like a plunge into deep water. She nodded.

I cupped her cheek, turned her face toward me. “Say it.”
“Yes,” she whispered. “Please.”
That was all. 

I drew my hand down slowly, knuckles grazing her ribs, her belly, the top edge of those black lace panties that had already molded to the shape of her heat. My other hand hooked beneath the thin band of the bra, lifting it up, off. Her breasts bounced free—big, perfect, nipples peaked from arousal and air. I dragged the lace over her shoulders, down her arms, off entirely. Tossed it behind me.

Then I returned to her hips.
“Lift for me,” I said.
She did. God, she did. So trusting. So eager now, under my hands. 

I peeled the panties off her inch by inch, watching as the last of her modesty left with the lace. I could see her fully now—bare, open, wet. The faint sheen between her thighs caught the low light like she was made of something molten.

I knelt at the edge of the couch, one hand resting on her stomach to ground her, the other easing down between her legs. I didn’t rush. I touched her like I was memorizing the shape of her sex.

She jerked when I made contact. A soft gasp. “Sshh,” I murmured. “It’s just me.” 

I traced one fingertip along the soft lips of her pussy. Warm. Silky. Wet. I let the pad of my finger gather some of it, spread it gently, teasing at her folds.

She arched, but I kept my palm firm on her stomach.
“You feel that?” I asked. “That slick little sound?”
She whimpered. I dipped lower. 

Her clit was swollen, pulsing under the faintest brush. I circled it once—soft, slow. Her thighs clamped. I eased them apart again with pressure from my other hand.

“Stay open for me.” 

She did. I started working her in delicate circles, the lightest pressure, barely enough to stroke—just enough to torment. Her mouth fell open. Her fingers gripped the cushion.

“There you go,” I whispered. “You’re doing so good.”
She moaned—first real one. A shaky little nhh that sounded half-drowned. 

I shifted higher, letting my fingers move with more intent now. Rubbing her clit in a rhythm, slow but steady, watching every twitch of her stomach, every hitch of breath.

Her hips rolled into it. Her thighs started trembling. 

“You’re close already,” I said, voice low in her ear now, hand moving faster. “You didn’t even know how sensitive you were, did you?”
She shook her head wildly, whimpering again, lips parted in stunned disbelief. Like her body was doing something without her permission.

I licked my thumb and pressed it lower, stroking again, firmer this time. Two fingers brushing over her entrance—not inside, not yet. Just letting her feel how much she wanted it. How soaked she was.

“First time someone’s touched you here,” I murmured.
“Y-yeah,” she choked out.
“You’ll never forget this,” I growled. “Not when I’m done.” 

She was writhing now, bucking slightly, hips grinding against my hand. Her hands reached out—blindly— found my shoulder, clung.

I slipped my middle finger down, dipped it just barely inside. Her pussy clenched hard.
“Goddamn, Eden,” I breathed. “You’re so tight.”
She let out a sob—not pain. Pleasure. Almost too much. 

I didn’t push in deeper. Just held there, finger teasing her rim, my thumb circling her clit in perfect rhythm. Not hard, not soft—right. Her body shuddered. Her legs jerked. Her breath turned frantic.

And then she broke. 

It came like a wave through her —her whole back arched, thighs shaking, moans spilling uncontrolled. Her pussy clenched hard around nothing. She cried out, legs trembling violently as the orgasm ripped through her, raw and unstoppable.

I didn’t stop touching. I slowed, softened, letting her ride it all the way down, her hips twitching, her voice breaking into little ah-ah-ah gasps.
When it faded, she collapsed against the cushions, boneless, flushed from chest to cheeks.

I brought my hand up. Let her see her wetness on my fingers. Licked them clean, slow.
“Told you,” I said. “You’d never forget.” 

She was spread out across the couch like a fever dream—naked now, flushed and shivering in the aftermath. Her eyes fluttered open, dazed, lips parted, breath coming in ragged waves. One thigh still twitched now and then, little aftershocks rippling through her body.

And fuck, the way her nipples were still tight from it, her skin slick along the stomach, that wet sheen glistening between her thighs…

I hadn’t touched the camera yet, but I was already framing her in my head.
“You’re not done,” I murmured.
She blinked up at me.
“I need you just like this.” 

I stood, adjusted the tripod. The camera clicked softly as I locked it into a lower angle, the lens leveled directly at the soft V between her thighs. She didn’t close them. Not even a little. She just watched me, body open, legs draped wide, wrecked in a way that was more real than anything I could’ve staged.

“Hands above your head again,” I said, voice slow and smooth, like I was coaxing her back into a dream. “Let me see everything.”

She obeyed. The shutter sang like a breath between us. 

Her arms stretched up, hair wild around her head, breasts rising high with each exhale. Her thighs had fallen even farther apart now, her glistening slit fully exposed, flushed and puffy, still twitching with the memory of my touch.

Click.
“God, Eden,” I breathed. “You’ve never looked more beautiful.” 

A small smile touched her lips —loose, sleepy, fuckedout in the way that made my cock throb under my jeans. She wasn’t faking anything now. Her blush was earned.

I walked around the couch, slow, circling her like prey I’d already claimed. Shot from the side—her jawline exposed, one leg bent, the line of her body stretched like silk over bone.
She moved—just slightly. One hand drifting down between her legs again.

“No,” I said gently. “Leave it.”
She froze, fingers hovering.
I stepped back in, leaned down close over her. “You don’t cover this. Not from me.”
I guided her wrist back up, gently pinning her hands in place above her head again. She exhaled sharply.
Click. 

The shot caught her in motion —eyes closed, chest arched, her whole body a canvas of surrender. I reached down, brushed my fingers between her thighs once more. Just once. Enough to make her flinch and whimper and drip again. My touch didn’t linger.

“I want to remember you like this,” I said. “Glowing. Open.”
Click.
Her cheeks flushed even deeper at my words—but she didn’t flinch from the lens. She held it now.
“I thought…” Her voice trembled. “I thought I’d feel embarrassed.”
“You don’t.”
“No.” She bit her lip, eyes wide. “I feel—beautiful.” 

“That’s because you are.” Another photo. Her smile, bashful and raw. The kind of smile only a girl gives when she’s been seen completely, and not once made to feel shame for it.

I crouched down beside her again, lowered the camera from my eye. My fingers trailed along her hairline, brushing back damp strands.

“Do you know what this is, Eden?”
She swallowed. “What?” 

I let my hand slide down her cheek, along her neck, over her chest. My thumb brushed her nipple. It peaked again, instantly.

“This is what you look like when someone touches you the way you deserve.”
The remote shutter snapped one more frame—my hand on her body, her face a flushed portrait of surrender.

She closed her eyes. Whispered something under her breath I almost missed.
“…thank you.”
I leaned in, kissed her jaw, her cheekbone, the edge of her mouth.
“You’re welcome,” I said. “But we’re not done.” 

Chapter3

She was still lying there, nude and flushed and dripping onto the velvet, when her eyes flicked down. Her lashes fluttered. Her gaze didn’t come back up.

I followed it. 

My cock was straining hard against my jeans, obvious, painful. I hadn’t hidden it—couldn’t. I’d been rock hard since her first gasp under my fingers, and now her eyes were locked there like she’d only just realized. Like she didn’t know what to do with the knowledge.

She swallowed. I heard it.
Her voice was a whisper. “Does it… hurt?”
I smiled slowly. “A little.” Her gaze darted up. “I want to… I mean… can I?”
My breath stilled.
“You want to touch me?” I asked. I kept my voice even, careful not to spook her—but inside I burned.
She nodded. Then added, “I want to… learn.” 

I stepped away from the tripod and came to her slowly, letting her watch every inch of my approach. She sat up, legs still parted, knees bent, her entire body exposed, but now focused—not on herself. On me.

I stood in front of her and brushed a hand over her cheek. “You’re sure?” 

“Yes.” I took her hand—small, warm, still shaking—and brought it to the bulge in my jeans. Her breath caught. Her fingers twitched but didn’t pull away.

“You feel that?” I murmured. “That’s what you did to me.”
She exhaled through parted lips. “It’s… big.”
That made me laugh, deep in my chest. “I’ll show you. Go slow.” 

I undid the button, unzipped the fly. Her eyes widened as I pushed my jeans down, the waistband of my briefs stretched tight. The shape of my cock bulged up beneath it—long, thick, the head just beginning to peek.

“Take them off,” I said. 

She hesitated —then slid her hands up, hooked her fingers in the waistband, and tugged. My cock sprang free, thick and heavy, standing hard against my stomach. She froze, staring.
“I’ve never seen one before,” she whispered.

“I know. Come closer.” 

She leaned forward, sitting up on her knees. Her face was inches from my cock now, eyes wide and drinking it in. I wrapped my hand around the base, just to show her how. The head was flushed deep pink, a bead of precome already slicking the tip.

“Touch it.” 

She reached out slowly, fingertips brushing the shaft like she was afraid it might burn her. It twitched under her hand. She gasped.

“It moved.” 

“It likes you.” Her hand curled around it, shy, unsure. I guided her fingers with mine, closing them around the thick girth, helping her find her grip.

“Stroke it,” I said, voice low. “Not fast. Just feel it.”
She moved her hand, up and down. Jerky at first, then smoother, more confident. Her lips parted in awe.
“It’s so warm,” she whispered. “And… hard, but soft.”
“Exactly.” 

I slid my fingers into her hair, not pushing, just holding, anchoring. Watching the way she stared at my cock, at her own hand moving on it.

“You’re doing good, baby,” I murmured. “Just like that. 

Nice and slow.”
She kept going, dragging her hand up to the tip, circling it with her thumb the way she’d seen in god-knowswhat porn, then down again. I grunted softly, hips twitching.

“You’re gonna make me come,” I warned.
Her eyes went wide again. “Really?”
“Fuck yes. You feel so good. So soft.” 

Her other hand came up, cupping my balls like I’d shown her. She watched the way my jaw tightened, my hips bucked slightly. My cock was leaking freely now, her strokes slick and easy.

“Faster,” I breathed. “A little.” 

She obeyed. I couldn’t hold it. My stomach clenched, thighs tensing, cock pulsing hard in her hand.

“Eden—fuck—keep going—” 

I came with a growl, thick ropes spilling hot over her fingers, her wrist, her belly. She gasped, startled, but didn’t stop stroking until I gently caught her hand.

My cock throbbed in her grasp, twitching with the last pulses. She stared, lips parted, stunned, eyes flicking from the mess on her skin back to my face.

“That’s what you do to me,” I said, chest heaving.
Her voice was breathless. “Can we… do that again?” 

I laughed, leaned down, kissed her —soft and slow, with her hand still wrapped around my cock.
“Yes,” I murmured. “But next time, you’re gonna feel it inside.”

Her hand was still wrapped around the base of my cock when the first drop of cum slid off her wrist and onto her thigh.

She didn’t even flinch. 

She just stared —at the mess I’d left on her skin. My cum streaked across her fingers, her palm, splattered high on her belly, one rope stretched across the swell of her breast, a glossy line catching the light on her sternum. She looked baptized in it. Touched by something bigger than herself.

And God, the sight of her like that —wide-eyed, lips flushed, ruined and reverent—hit me harder than release ever could.

I stepped back, her fingers slipping from my cock, and grabbed the camera again.
“Stay still,” I said, voice already thick. “Don’t move.”
She didn’t. 

I crouched low, angled the lens up across her thighs. Her legs were still parted, her pussy gleaming, folds swollen and flushed. Her inner thighs were trembling. My cum dripped from the curve of her hip like oil paint on pale canvas.

Click.
The shutter sang.
“Eyes here,” I said. 

She looked at me through the lens, dazed and radiant. Her lips parted like she was still mid-moan. One hand lay against her chest, smeared with white. She didn’t try to clean it. She just held herself, glowing in the aftermath.
Click.

I adjusted the light slightly, catching the shine across her skin. A smear of cum across her stomach caught the glow perfectly—highlighting the curve of her waist, the dip of her navel. I focused close, the lens drinking in the contrast of thick white against flushed pink.

Click.
She shifted slightly—shy, still. But not afraid.
“You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” I said. “Do you know that?”
She shook her head, smiling. “I look… messy.”
I lowered the camera, just for a second. “You look owned.”
Her breath caught. 

I raised the camera again, zeroed in on her hand resting over her lower belly, fingers spread, cum glistening between them.

“Spread your legs wider.”
She obeyed. 

The new angle opened her fully —her pussy gleamed, lips parted, my cum dripping down the inside of her thigh now. She was a portrait of aftermath, of first pleasure, of submission not demanded but offered.

Click. 

“Now,” I murmured, “take your finger. Just one. And draw a circle around your nipple.”
She did. My seed smudged into her skin, her touch light and slow.

Click.
“Good girl.”
She bit her lip. Her other hand ghosted low, resting against her mound.
“No touching down there,” I warned. “Not yet. Just let me look.”
She whimpered, but didn’t move. Her hips twitched once. She wanted more.
But she held still. 

I knelt beside her now, camera close to her face. “Look at me. No smile. Just… feel it.”
She stared straight into the lens, mouth parted, sweat at her hairline, the beginnings of another blush spreading down her neck. One cheekbone had a tiny smear of my cum across it—that I framed tight, filling the screen.

Click. 

I kissed her afterward. Just once. Not on the mouth, not yet. I kissed her thigh. Right where the slick shine of her release met mine.

“You’ll never see yourself the same again,” I said. She nodded, breathless. “I don’t want to.” 

Chapter4

She barely stirred when I slipped the camera from my hand and crouched beside her. She looked like a painting abandoned by the artist—still dripping, halffinished, breathless.

Cum streaked her stomach, her breast, the slope of her hip. A slow thread ran from the inside of her thigh down onto the velvet cushion beneath her.

She was wrecked.
She was perfect.
But I wasn’t going to leave her like this. She needed care. She needed touch without tension.
I brushed hair from her face and pressed a kiss to her damp forehead. “Come with me.”
Her eyes fluttered open. “Where?”
“Somewhere warmer.”
I lifted her in my arms. 

She didn’t resist. Just let her limbs fall around my shoulders, soft and pliant, cheek resting against my collarbone as I carried her through the hallway, past the dressing mirror, into the wide-tiled bathroom beyond the studio space. Everything in here was soft beige stone, golden light, the faint hum of warmth from the heated floors.

She blinked at the space, then at me. “You have a shower here?”
“Photographers get dirty too,” I murmured, lowering her gently onto the small bench.
I turned on the water—hot, steady, steam rising fast. The wide glass shower fogged in seconds.
When I came back to her, she was watching me.
“You okay?” I asked.
She nodded. “It’s just… I didn’t expect this part.”
“What part?”
“This.” Her voice was a whisper. “You taking care of me.”
I leaned in. Kissed the corner of her mouth.
“This is the most important part.” 

I helped her to her feet. She stood before me, nude again, still damp with me. Her legs wobbled just slightly. Her nipples were tight from air and arousal, her thighs still glistening.
When we stepped into the steam, she gasped as the water hit her skin. I caught her waist and held her steady. Warm rivulets ran down her chest, her belly, over her sex. Some of my release melted off her and swirled down the drain. But not all. Not yet.

I reached for the soap. Poured a generous amount into my hands. Lathered slowly.
And then I began to wash her. 

First her shoulders. Then her arms, her collarbone. My palms slicked over her breasts—carefully, reverently. I brushed my thumbs across her nipples and felt her gasp again.

“Still sensitive?” I asked.
She bit her lip. “Yes…” 

“Good.” I knelt before her, dragging the soap down her belly. The suds slid between her thighs. I washed her slowly, one hand parting her gently, the other rubbing soft circles across her mound, then around the folds.

I didn’t touch inside. Not yet. Just cleaned her.
I looked up at her face. Her head was tilted back, eyes shut, mouth open like a prayer.
I kissed her hip.
Then her inner thigh.
Her hand found my hair. 

“I thought you were cleaning me,” she whispered, shivering.
“I am,” I murmured against her skin. “Doesn’t mean I can’t worship you at the same time.”

She laughed—shaky, quiet. “That’s not fair.”
I kissed her again. “You don’t want fair.”
She didn’t argue. 

I moved behind her, soaped her back, ran my hands over her shoulders, down the long line of her spine, across the flare of her hips. I let my cock brush against her ass as I stood. She stilled.

“You feel that?” I asked, lips brushing her ear.
She nodded, barely breathing.
“You did that too.” I kissed her shoulder. “Turn around.”
She did.
I handed her the soap.
“Your turn.”
She blinked up at me.
“I want you to wash me,” I said. 

Her hands were trembling again —but she obeyed. Took the soap, lathered her palms, and stepped forward. She touched my chest first. Fingers sliding down the muscles, slick and unsure. Then my stomach. Lower.

Her hands hesitated as they reached my cock again, still heavy, half-hard against my thigh.
“You can touch it,” I said. 

She did. Gently. Reverently. Her soapy hand slid along it, cleaning carefully. When her other hand joined, she wrapped both around it, cleaning and stroking at the same time.

“Fuck,” I breathed. “You’re a fast learner.” 

She smiled, flushed and glowing beneath the water. The innocence was still there—but it was changing. Evolving. She knew her own effect now. Knew what she did to me.

When I reached for the water controls, she leaned into me, arms around my chest. Her cheek pressed against my sternum, eyes closed, heart slowing again.

I kissed the top of her head. 

“Let’s dry you off, baby.” I turned off the water and reached for the towel—plush, oversized, already warm from the steam. She stepped into it like instinct, like she belonged in my arms, her damp skin slick against mine, her breath sweet in my throat.

I wrapped her gently, slowly. Not to hide her —just to hold her in the moment. My fingers slid into the folds, brushing her bare back, the curve of her ribs.

“You okay?” I murmured.
She nodded, soft and glowing. “Mhm.”
I lifted her chin. “We’re not done.”
She blinked. 

Then I dropped to my knees again and began to dry her off. Every inch. Not rushed. Not distant. I started at her ankles, working upward. Long, slow strokes of towel over smooth, damp skin. Her calves, her knees. When I reached her thighs, I let the towel drag up the inside, and felt her twitch.

I grinned.
She looked down at me, flushed. “You’re making it worse.”
“Better,” I corrected.
I pressed a kiss to the inside of her knee. 

I dried her pussy with careful precision, wrapping the towel around my hand and blotting her gently, then brushing over her ass as I rose behind her. I didn’t miss the little gasp when my palm cupped her there—firm, possessive.

“You’ve got the softest ass I’ve ever touched,” I murmured. I let one hand smooth over the roundness, fingers spreading, then gave it a squeeze.
She shivered.

Then I stood, towel trailing across her lower back. I dried her stomach, her ribs, then let the fabric fall away completely. She was fully exposed again, glowing with heat from the water, from my eyes, from the towel that had turned into an instrument of arousal.

I reached her chest last. 

Her nipples were tight again —ready again. My towel grazed one breast, and she moaned under her breath. So I leaned in and kissed it.

Soft.
Then again—harder. Tongue flicking over the tip. My hand palmed the other, full and greedy.
“You keep doing that,” she whispered, “and I’m gonna…”
“Come again?” I smiled against her skin. “Good.”
I sucked her nipple, then nipped, watching her back arch. 

The towel dropped completely. I lifted her again, one hand under her thighs, the other around her back, carrying her out of the bathroom like she was weightless. Like she was mine.

And she was.
She looked up at me, eyes dazed. “Where are we going?”
I met her gaze. “To the bed.”
I kissed her again. Not soft. Claiming.
“You ready, Eden?” She didn’t speak.
Just nodded.
“Say it.”
“I’m ready,” she breathed. “I want you.” 

I laid her back against the mattress —wide, low-lit, already turned down. Her skin sank into the sheets, legs falling open just enough to tempt.

I stepped back and undressed fully.
Her eyes locked on my cock—hard again, full, leaking at the tip. She licked her lips.
“You remember what I said?” I asked, stepping between her knees.
She nodded. “I’ll never forget.”
I leaned over her, bracing myself with one hand beside her head, the other sliding down her thigh.
“Then you’re ready for me.” 

I ran my cock along her folds, dragging it up and down, coating myself in her slick. She gasped—pure shock at the size, the pressure.

“Breathe,” I murmured. “I’ll take care of you.”
And with one slow push…
I began to give her everything. 

She was open beneath me. Her legs parted, the insides of her thighs still damp from the towel, from the shower, from me. The sheets beneath her were warm already, crumpled where her back arched, her hair fanned out, her lips parted.

And I was lined up with her pussy. My cock thick and twitching, slick with her wetness. Her breath trembled every time I dragged the head along her folds. She looked at me like she couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Keep breathing,” I murmured, voice low in her ear. “This is yours.”
I kissed her forehead.
Then her jaw.
Then her mouth—soft but steady—while I pushed forward. 

She gasped the moment I breached her. Just the tip. Her entrance clenched hard around me. Hot, soaked, unbelievably tight. Her eyes went wide, hands clinging to my shoulders.

“It’s—ngh—it’s big,” she whimpered.
“I know, baby. That’s why I’m going slow.” 

I kissed her again. My hips pressed forward —inch by inch. The head slid deeper, forcing her open. Her pussy stretched around me, trembling. She buried her face in my neck, moaning softly, her thighs twitching at either side of my ribs.

“You’re doing so good,” I breathed, voice rough. “So fucking good.” 

Her nails dug into my back. Not in pain —just gripping. Holding. Her body was struggling to take it, but not resisting.
And fuck, she felt like heaven. Heat like a furnace. That tight, clinging, virgin pull around my cock was going to ruin me.

I gave her another inch. Then another. My hands braced beside her head, my mouth kissing between her eyebrows, her cheekbone, the edge of her mouth.

“You okay?” I whispered.
She nodded, dazed. “It’s… full. Really full.”
“That’s what it’s supposed to be,” I said. “You’re taking it so well.” 

I moved a hand down her side. Palmed her hip. Guided her gently, rocking her against me so she could feel the rhythm before I even moved.

“I’m not in all the way yet,” I murmured. “You want the rest?”
She hesitated.
Then whispered, “Yes.”
I thrust forward—slow, steady. 

She cried out. Half gasp, half moan. Her pussy clamped hard around me as I sank in to the hilt. Her walls fluttered around my cock like her body didn’t know whether to push me out or pull me deeper.

I groaned into her throat.
“Jesus Christ, Eden—so tight. So fucking warm.”
She was panting now, hands locked behind my neck, her back arched off the bed.
“That’s all of me,” I said, hips flush to hers. “You’ve got it all.”
She whimpered. “I can feel it everywhere.”
“I know.” I kissed her again, deeper this time. “You’re perfect around me. You were made for this.” 

I held still, letting her adjust, letting her feel the shape of me inside her. The weight. The stretch. Her pussy gripped my cock like she never wanted to let go.

Then I pulled back.
Slow. Almost all the way out. Just the head resting inside.
She gasped—her legs wrapped around my waist. 

And I pushed back in. “Ahh—!” Her mouth dropped open. No words. Just sound.

I did it again. Gentle. Deep. Rhythmic. Letting her body learn me.
“That’s it,” I groaned. “You feel that? That fullness? That’s what fucking is.”
She nodded wildly. “I—it’s so much—I can’t—”
“Yes, you can.” I gripped her hand, laced our fingers together. “You’re doing perfect.” 

I thrust again. This time a little faster. She choked on a moan. Her pussy clenched like it didn’t want to let me go.

“You want more?” I asked, voice guttural.
“Please—Jace—please—don’t stop—” I started to fuck her in earnest. 

Long, slow strokes that pushed her up the bed. My hips rocking against hers, my cock dragging through her every nerve ending, filling her completely. Her moans got louder. Her fingers clutched the sheets. Her tits bounced with every thrust, nipples still red from my mouth.

And her body —God—her body started moving with mine. Rolling into each push. Her hips rising, her legs tightening around me, her pussy sucking at my cock like it needed it.

“You feel that?” I growled, slamming deep. “That’s me inside you. Stretching you. Fucking you.”
“Yes—yes—Jace—ohmygod—”
I dropped to my elbows, lips pressed to her ear, my hand slipping between her legs to rub her clit. She screamed. 

Her pussy clamped around me like a vice. Her thighs jerked. Her body arched so hard her shoulders left the mattress.

“Come for me,” I growled. “Come on my cock.”
And she did. 

Harder than before. Her pussy spasmed, soaked me, milked me. Her voice broke on a sob, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a moan that melted into whimpers.

She was still coming when I slammed once—twice— deep. 

And I came too. Hot. Violent. Deep inside her. My cock pulsed, spilling everything into her, thick and slow and too much. I buried my face in her neck, groaning against her skin as I emptied myself inside her virgin cunt.

We stayed like that—locked together, shaking—until the aftershocks faded.
Until her voice came back, soft and amazed: “You came in me.”
I smiled against her throat. “I told you. You were ready.” 
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TOUCHED THROUGH THE LENS

Avirgin. A camera. A man who never asks twice.
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