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Chapter One — The Brief
Eve Hartley didn’t shoot fashion. Her studio lived on clean lighting, portraits, families, corporate headshots—faces over fabric. But Marc Solano’s proposal landed in her inbox with a fee she couldn’t ignore and a promise of “tasteful, sculptural, fully clothed.” A short campaign spread over several sessions. Three models. Controlled styling. No drama. She told herself it was structure, not temptation.
By the first shoot, the studio was spotless. Fresh seamless backdrop, light stands checked twice, floor swept until even dust gave up. When the wardrobe courier arrived, satin and wet-look fabrics glinted through plastic in a way she refused to read into. She hung everything quickly and didn’t linger.
Marc and the models arrived just before ten. Noor grinned like she’d been born inside a dressing room. Cass moved with the confidence of someone who’d never taken a bad picture. Then Lena stepped in last—jeans, charcoal tee, coat unbuttoned. Nothing loud, nothing glossy, but something in the room shifted around her as though it recognized her before anyone did.
“Eve,” Marc said, shaking her hand. “Appreciate you fitting us in.”
She ran through the rules: no nudity, no oil on skin, no touching without permission. They all nodded. Lena listened instead of waiting her turn, like she was tuning to Eve’s frequency before speaking it.
Wardrobe moved fast. Lena in ivory satin and black wet-look leggings. Noor in oxblood gloss. Cass in a tailored black satin set. Light caught every surface as though it wanted to get involved.
“Consent check,” Eve said, her standard opening. “If I need to adjust anything physically, I’ll ask first.”
Lena’s reply came before the others could speak. “And if you want something adjusted but don’t feel like asking out loud, you’ll say so anyway?”
Not teasing. Just precise.
Eve stepped behind the camera, grateful for the barrier of glass and equipment. “Turn slightly. Chin up. Hold that.” The shutter clicked—steady, disciplined. She followed the light, not the bodies. But Lena made stillness look like an invitation. At frame twenty, she wet the corner of her lip before turning. The light caught it briefly—bright, soft, gone—and something in Eve’s pulse dropped low before she smothered it.
She shot past it anyway.
By the break, Noor had claimed the floor with her coffee, Cass was texting, and Marc was muttering about deadlines. Eve checked exposures at her monitor. When Lena’s frame filled the screen, she zoomed in out of habit. The satin across her chest held warmth, not glare. The shine along her thigh looked like breath had passed over it. A pulse flickered low in Eve’s body—unexpected, unwelcome, insistent.
“Thoughts?”
Lena was suddenly beside her. Eve hadn’t heard her approach. Lena leaned in to look at the screen, and the barest brush of her arm against Eve’s sleeve felt like contact on skin.
“They’re strong shots,” Eve said.
Lena examined the image. “You frame bodies like they’re light sources. Most photographers don’t.”
Eve didn’t answer. She clicked to the next photo.
After lunch, a collar fold ruined a line. Eve waited for permission with a glance. Lena gave a small nod. Eve smoothed the satin near her shoulder with two fingers—efficient, brief—but the heat beneath the fabric startled her. She stepped back fast, but her hand buzzed like she’d touched something live.
The atmosphere shifted without anyone announcing it. Her instructions dropped softer. Lena’s movements adapted as if tuned to breath rather than direction. Noor and Cass joked somewhere behind them, but their voices felt further away than they were.
During a lighting tweak, Lena moved closer again. “If you need to move me with your hands,” she said quietly, “you can. I don’t break.”
Eve didn’t touch her. She just lifted the camera and said, “Back to one.”
Lena met her eyes and didn’t look away until Eve did.
Marc eventually called wrap. Eve’s body felt overstimulated in ways she refused to analyze. Professionalism held—barely—but something had cracked under it.
At the door, Lena offered a goodbye handshake. Her fingers lingered just long enough to mean something. Then:
“Could you send a couple of preview shots later? Ones you liked. I want to reference how you lit the set before the next session.”
Direct. Not passed through Marc. Not written off as logistics.
“I’ll pull a few,” Eve said.
“Good.” There was no smile, but her eyes said she already knew Eve would.
They left. The studio was too quiet.
That evening, Eve sat at her laptop and pretended it was efficiency, not anticipation. She chose three shots—neutral, composed, safe—and sent them to the number on the intake form.
The reply came five minutes later.
Lena:
Interesting choices. They feel… closer than standard previews. Do you always frame bodies like that, or was it just how you saw me?
Eve stared at the message too long before typing something that sounded impersonal.
Eve:
I frame light. The rest follows.
Three dots appeared. Then vanished. Then:
Lena:
Then I’ll give you more to work with on the next shoot.
Eve closed the laptop.
Her heartbeat didn’t.








Chapter Two — The Fabric and the Angle
Eve arrived an hour before the second session, telling herself it was to check batteries and lighting grids. The truth sat quieter and lower: she hadn’t stopped thinking about the first shoot, or the way Lena had said I’ll give you more to work with next time.
The wardrobe rail was still against the back wall. She should have covered it or wheeled it into storage, but she hadn’t. Half the pieces from last time hung there, waiting—satin, wet-look, tailored gloss.
She walked over as though making a practical inspection. Her fingers drifted across a sleeve of oxblood wet-look, the material cool and smooth under her skin. The contact sent a quiet pulse through her body she hadn’t braced for. She moved to a black satin jacket Cass had worn, letting the fabric slide under her hand. The sensation was soft, but her reaction wasn’t. Heat curled low in her stomach, unfamiliar and insistent.
She didn’t stop.
Then her fingers found the last piece from the previous shoot—Lena’s ivory satin blouse. It still held the faint shape of the hanger, but something about it looked warmer than the others. She hesitated only a second before brushing her fingertips along the collar, light as breath. The memory of smoothing that shoulder, of heat under the fabric, flickered through her body with embarrassing clarity.
Her hand closed gently around the hanger. Almost without thinking, she lifted the blouse off the rail, the satin shifting like skin in her grip. It wasn’t conscious desire—at least she told herself that. It was sensory curiosity. Texture. Warmth. Light. That was all.
She lifted it slightly higher, and the collar neared her face. She didn’t quite breathe it in, but the urge was there—an impulse to know what Lena had left behind in the fabric.
Then the door clicked open.
Eve jerked back as if burned, the blouse still half-raised. Lena was the one who’d stepped in—alone, earlier than scheduled.
For half a second, they just looked at each other.
Lena didn’t speak. Her eyes dropped—not dramatically, just enough to register the blouse in Eve’s hand, the distance from the rail, the almost. Then her gaze rose back to Eve’s face, unreadable but not unknowing.
Before a word could pass between them, Noor’s voice echoed down the hall, and Cass’s laughter followed.
Eve hung the blouse back on the rail with a calmness she did not feel. Lena didn’t comment. She only walked further in, as if nothing odd had happened—though the faintest shadow of a smile touched the corner of her mouth.
 
By the time everyone else arrived and changed, the air in the studio felt warmer than it had the week before.
Wardrobe had rotated some pieces. Noor wore a fitted wet-look corset over satin trousers. Cass was in a cropped blazer with glossy lapels and bare skin beneath. Lena had taken a new set—deep emerald satin with a high-shine black waistband and leggings that caught every angle of light.
Eve focused on cables, lens caps, anything that kept her from glancing too long.
“Same lighting as last time?” Marc asked.
“For now,” Eve said, adjusting a softbox. “We’ll shift mid-way.”
They started with group shots. Eve kept it efficient—pose, adjust, click—until the first solo set.
Lena stepped into position without being prompted.
Eve lifted the camera. “Angle your shoulder toward me—slightly.”
Lena didn’t do it slightly. She shifted her stance in a way that rolled one hip back and curved the line of her ass. The satin clung to the rise, the arch of her lower back slipping into view as she let the movement settle.
Eve cleared her throat. “That’s… too much angle.”
Lena didn’t change position. “Too much for the shot,” she asked, “or too much for you?”
Cass laughed in the background without knowing why. Noor arched a brow but stayed silent.
Eve steadied the camera. “It throws the light off the line of the leg. Square off a touch.”
Lena obeyed—mostly. The new angle was still suggestive, but plausible.
They moved through a few more frames. The curves of fabric made intent look like art.
Then it happened again.
“Turn your body three-quarters,” Eve said.
Lena did—but this time she let her back foot slide an inch wider, pushing her hips out and turning just enough that the shape of her breasts under the satin tightened the fabric.
Eve’s camera hesitated a beat before clicking.
She lowered it. “That’s more lingerie than commercial.”
Lena’s expression didn’t shift, but her voice warmed by a degree. “Are you sure you don’t want at least one like this?”
Eve ignored the pulse in her stomach. “Not for this client.”
Lena’s mouth curved. “Pity.”
They switched to movement shots. Noor spun with glossy flare. Cass arched into a jacket toss. When Lena stepped forward again, she caught Eve’s eye with deliberate casualness.
“Just tell me how much is too much,” she said quietly, “and I’ll stay right under it.”
Eve didn’t answer that. She only adjusted the focus and said, “Hold still.”
But her hands weren’t as steady as usual.
And Lena—whether she moved or stayed still—never once stopped giving her something to look at.
7:42 PM — Unknown Number
(Eve hasn’t saved it, but she knows exactly who it is.)
Lena:
You didn’t send previews this time.
Eve reads it twice before replying. She tells herself to stay neutral.
Eve:
I haven’t finished sorting them.
The typing dots appear immediately.
Lena:
You’d already marked the ones you liked before we left.
Same as last time.
Eve hesitates, then types:
Eve:
I’ll send a few tomorrow.
A pause. Then:
Lena:
Tomorrow is fine.
But I’m curious about
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