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      Margie beat the sun again. She came in with two coffees and a grin that usually meant trouble we would enjoy.

      “Morning, boss. One cream, two sugars, a small prayer for mercy.” She set the cup by my keyboard and wiggled her eyebrows. “And a referral that made me blush before eight o’clock.”

      “Blushing is good for circulation.” I took a sip. “What are we working with?”

      She fanned herself with the mouse pad as if it were a church program. “Voyeurism. Not your garden-variety either. She wrote the most elegant email about wanting to be seen. Not touched. Not swapped. Seen.”

      I opened my laptop, and Margie slid into her chair, all business under a layer of mischief. The office smelled of cinnamon and toner. Our flower wall looked a little extra in the morning light. Success had a way of making pretty things look prettier.

      “Name?” I asked.

      “Jessica Rowen. Married to an art professor named Aaron. Shelby, who was referred by Jonathan, who was referred by Simon, referred her. Our little tree of knowledge is thriving.” Her nails tapped out a rhythm on the desk. “She says they are solid on paper. Mortgage, retirement, occasional date nights with pasta and guilt. The spark went missing around the time tenure did.”

      I skimmed the email while Margie summarized. Elegant was the word. Jessica’s voice sounded like silk. She wanted to feel watched without shame. She wanted her husband to see her hunger from the outside, safe knowing that she still belonged to him.

      I looked up. “Where is she on boundaries?”

      “She prefers no contact from the watcher. At least at first.” Margie leaned forward. “She wants an eye on her. Not a hand.”

      “Clear is kind.” I nodded. “And him?”

      “Guilty enough to be generous. His words.” Margie clicked to the intake notes. “He had an emotional affair with a colleague. There were too many late studio nights and not enough truth. They did counseling. They forgave. They are still married and still stuck. His idea is that if she may be seen, she might not feel invisible.”

      I set the laptop aside and let the picture form. Some requests smelled of panic. This did not. It smelled of longing, carefully folded and put away too many times.

      “What are you thinking?” Margie asked.

      “I think that being watched is a kind of mirror. Most people do not know what they look like when they want to. She wants to know. He wants to witness it without flinching.” I stood and straightened the little tray of pens that never stayed straight. “We need the right watcher. Quiet. Observant. Nonintrusive. Someone who understands bodies as stories, not trophies.”

      Margie’s grin came back. “Already ahead of you. Lucas Hale. Photographer, thirty-two. Known in the KinkWorld board for intimate portrait sets that look like worship and rain. He signed our NDA two months after that lingerie couple. You said he had priest energy without the guilt.”

      “I said contemplative, not celibate.” I took another sip. “Schedule them. All three. Here, I want to watch the way they breathe around each other.”

      Margie saluted. “On it.”

      By ten, the office had warmed up. The light slid across the framed certificates and the silly mug that said Matchmaker, Heartbreaker, Caretaker. I was tweaking the consent language for a voyeur package when Margie popped her head around the doorway.

      “They are here.”

      “Together?”

      She nodded. “Holding hands nervously. Our favorite.”

      We always staged first consults in the room we charmingly called the receiving room. No candles, no gimmicks. Just chairs, good light, and a pitcher of water with lemon slices that made people feel like something was being taken care of.

      Jessica was beautiful. She had curly dark hair pinned back, a mouth built for secrets, a sweater dress that skimmed curves without apologizing for them. Aaron stood a little behind her, the protective sort who still wasn’t sure if he was protecting her from me or himself. Wire-rimmed glasses. Hands stained faintly with charcoal. He was the kind of man who loved form but forgot to love heat.

      “Jessica, Aaron.” I opened my arms like a hostess and not a ringmaster. It mattered. “I am Ann. This is my right hand and my left brain, Margie.”

      Margie waved. “I make the coffee, the calls, and the magic.”

      Jessica’s smile was polite until it wasn’t. Then it lit up. “Thank you for seeing us.”

      “Of course.” I gestured to the chairs. “This is the part where we talk like normal people about not-so-normal things.”

      We took our places. Aaron’s knee bounced. Jessica’s fingers toyed with the ring she did not take off. Margie set a notepad on her lap but mostly watched the way I watched them.

      “Tell me what you are asking for.” I let the question land, then settle.

      Jessica looked at Aaron first. He nodded. She met my eyes.

      “I want to be seen,” she said. “Properly. Completely. I am tired of pretending I am not hungry when I am. I am tired of being polite with desire.” She took a breath. “I want my husband to witness what he has trouble remembering. That I am still alive in my skin.”

      There was a hush in the room that had nothing to do with silence. Margie’s pen made a tiny sound, a heartbeat on paper.

      “And you, Aaron?” I asked softly.

      He swallowed. “I hurt her once.” The confession was clean, not dramatic. “I fell in love with attention I did not deserve. I told myself it was harmless because nothing happened. That was a lie. We made it through, but I watched her get smaller around me.” His hands opened, empty. “I want to give her back the room I took.”

      “The request,” I said, “is voyeurism. The boundary is not to be touched by a third party unless both of you say otherwise. The intention is not humiliation, not punishment. It is attention. We will build toward it, not hurl you in.”

      Jessica’s relief showed in her shoulders. Aaron’s in his breath.

      Margie chimed in with the practicality that keeps fantasies alive. “We would stage in a suite. Lighting that flatters. Mirrors only on request. We position the observer behind a scrim or in an adjoining space. We keep a safe word and a pause word. A camera, if you want keepsakes. No recordings unless you both sign off. You control what leaves that room.”

      Jessica’s cheeks warmed. She did not look away. “I think I want a camera.”

      “Then we'll give you a camera,” I said. “We give you the right camera and the right eyes.”

      I slid a folder across the table. Lucas’s portfolio was inside. Not explicit. Reverent. Backs of knees. The hollow in a throat where a pulse lives. Hands shaking against silk. His work understood how desire lives in the moment.

      Aaron leaned in first. He looked like a man in a museum who had suddenly found his own marriage on the wall.

      “Who is he?” Jessica asked.

      “A photographer,” I said. “An observer by craft and by temperament. He understands the difference between looking and taking. He signs his name where it matters and disappears where it does not.”

      Aaron’s mouth pressed into a line. “Will he touch her?”

      “Not unless you both ask him to.” I let that stand. “We start with presence, not contact. We can add elements later. Distance has a language. Sometimes it says more than hands.”

      Jessica traced one of Lucas’s images with the pad of her finger. The photograph was just a profile. A woman’s face tipped toward a window, eyes closed, mouth parted as if a storm were about to break. If you listened hard enough, you could almost hear the breath inside the frame.

      “I want to feel like that,” Jessica whispered.

      “You will,” Margie said, knowing too much and never enough. “We do this slowly. Slowly always burns hotter.”

      I asked the questions that save people later. Medical, legal, and confidential. Limits. Triggers. Words they loved and words they hated. Jessica liked praise and the idea of being told to hold still. Aaron liked the idea of setting her free and choosing to stay.

      “Here is how this will go,” I said when the pages were signed and the tea had gone cold. “Tonight, you do nothing but talk to each other. Not logistics. Desire. What you miss. What you want. Tomorrow, you will come back here and meet Lucas with me and Margie. We will watch the way your edges meet his.”

      Jessica exhaled. “And after that?”

      “After that,” I said, “we'll book your first session. Hotel. Lighting. Music that feels like your heartbeat. A boundary you can see. A glass of water within reach.”

      Aaron’s attention snagged on the word session. Academics like ceremony. It made him less alone in the unknown. “What will he do?” He asked, quieter now.

      “He will look,” I said. “He will notice the tremble in your wife’s hands when she lifts her dress. He will hear the catch in your breathing when she smiles at you and not at him. He will treat both of you as subjects, not specimens.”

      Jessica’s eyes shone. She held her husband’s hand under the table. He held back.

      Margie stood. “Give me twenty minutes and I will have tomorrow’s schedule in your inbox with directions and a reminder to eat something salty. People forget.”

      They laughed. Nerves loosened their grip a little.

      When they left, the room remained warm. I gathered the signed pages. Margie leaned against the doorframe and studied me like I were one of Lucas’s portraits.

      “You are a regular saint to sinners,” she said.

      “Saints do not carry emergency lip gloss.” I tucked a curl behind my ear and broke into a smile I could feel all the way to my ribs. “What do you think?”

      “I think she is going to bloom like a field if someone looks at her right.” Margie’s voice softened. “I think he will fall in love with her again by learning to witness.”

      “And Lucas?”

      “Lucas will fall a little in love with the light. He always does.”

      We set up the room we use when eyes need careful staging. I checked the sightlines; the chair placed just far enough away to mean something. Margie adjusted the dimmer until the walls turned honey-colored.

      “You know this one is going to run hot,” she said.

      “That is the point,” I said. “Heat without harm. Attention without trespass.”

      “Should I order the hotel’s newest suite?” She wiggled her phone. “The one with the long window and the velvet chaise that looks like a sin you meant to commit.”

      “Yes,” I said. “And put water and dark chocolate in the room. No champagne for the first round. Sugar, salt, consent.”
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