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My Fiancee Feminized Me



I hear June before I see her. She makes this low humming sound when she’s focused, like she’s got a tune in her head but no energy to let it out. It’s weirdly soothing, especially coming from the other end of the couch. I glance up from my phone, where I’ve been half-reading an article I don’t care about, and see her scrolling through the wedding photography site with her legs tucked underneath her.

“Any luck?” I ask.

“Not yet,” she murmurs, still scrolling. “A lot of them look the same. Weird filters. Washed-out light. I want someone who actually knows how to capture emotion, not just slap a sepia preset on everything.”

I smile and set my phone down. “Sounds like you’ve got opinions.”

“I’m allowed to have opinions. This is our wedding.”

I scoot closer, stretching one leg out until it bumps hers. She doesn’t pull away. She’s in her soft pajama shorts, the ones that hang a little low on her hips. I try not to stare, but I fail.

“You sure you want me involved in this part?” I tease. “I thought picking the photographer was sacred bride territory.”

She lifts an eyebrow. “Simon. If I leave it all up to me, you’ll be bitching ten years from now that you didn’t get a say.”

“That does sound like me.”

She narrows her eyes. “It is exactly you, and we both know it.”

I lean in a little more and glance at her screen. She’s on a website for someone named Enzo. There’s a big header photo with a laughing couple on a beach, and smaller thumbnails underneath—backlit kisses, tearful parents, golden-hour vows. It’s good. I mean, I don’t know much about this stuff, but even I can tell it feels… intimate. Real.

She clicks a tab labeled Boudoir.

I raise an eyebrow. “Didn’t know we were shopping for that kind of shoot.”

She shrugs, too casually. “Just curious what else he does.”

“Right.”

The screen loads a series of photos. Women in delicate lace, dim lighting, a few posing on hotel beds or chairs, most of them smiling, confident, a little shy in that performative way. It’s tasteful, but not boring. Sexy, but not trashy. I can feel something shift in the room—the faint tension of shared arousal, maybe. June clicks through like she’s just browsing, but her breathing’s slower now.

And then she freezes on one of the thumbnails.

“Oh,” she says softly. “Wait…”

She clicks.

The album opens full-screen.

I blink.

It’s a couple shoot, but not like the others. The bride’s in ivory lace, hair done up soft and loose. She’s beautiful, radiant even. But it’s the groom that draws my eye—and holds it.

He’s in matching black lace. Stockings, garter belt, sheer panties that cling to his hips in a way that shouldn’t look good on a guy, but somehow does. There’s a shot of him sitting on the bed with his wrists tied together loosely with a silk ribbon, looking over at her with a grin like he’s about to say something dirty. In another, they’re both lying on the bed, her hand resting on his stockinged thigh, and his eyes closed like he’s letting go of something.

It’s not a joke. It’s hot. And real. And weirdly… beautiful?

I feel my stomach twist. Not in a bad way exactly, but—tight. Like something just got bumped inside me that I didn’t know was there.

June is quiet.

Then she lets out a soft “Huh.”

I glance at her.

She’s smiling. Not in a laughing-at-it way, either. More like—thinking. Processing.

“I’ve never seen anything like that,” she says.

“No kidding.”

She lingers on the next photo. A close-up of their hands, fingers interlocked over his tied wrists. It’s not porn. It’s something else. Intimate. Erotic in the kind of way that doesn’t feel like it’s trying to sell sex.

“You think that was his idea?” she asks.

I hesitate. “Maybe hers?”

She snorts. “That’s what you’re hoping.”

I laugh, but it feels hollow in my chest. There’s a long beat where neither of us speaks.

Then June says, in this low, speculative voice, “You’d actually look good like that.”

I whip my head toward her. “What?”

She shrugs, too casually. “In lace. Or stockings. If we ever did a shoot like that.”

I stare at her. “You’re joking.”

“Am I?” Her tone is teasing, but her eyes don’t match. They’re locked on mine, searching for something.

I force a laugh, and it comes out too fast. “Yeah, okay. Let me just throw on a pair of panties and heels.”

She giggles, but it sounds tight in her throat. Not like before.

“You don’t have to be so defensive,” she says lightly, still smiling. “I just think you’d pull it off. You’ve got the legs for it.”

“Jesus, June.”

“What? I’m just saying.”

“I don’t—” I cut myself off. I don’t what? I don’t want to think about it? Don’t want to admit I didn’t hate the idea?

Because truth is, I didn’t. I’m still half-hard from looking at that guy. And not in a gay way—at least I don’t think so. But something about it… the confidence. The way he owned it. How natural he looked in something that should’ve made him look ridiculous. It stirred something.

Something I’m not ready to unpack right now.

She scrolls down, back to the homepage, like we didn’t just wander into a room we weren’t supposed to see.

“Okay,” she says decisively. “I’m picking him.”

“What?”

“Enzo. He’s our guy. I don’t even need to see the rest.”

I clear my throat. “Because of that shoot?”

She smirks. “Because he clearly knows how to capture chemistry. And he doesn’t judge people. That’s the kind of energy I want in our photos. Not some uptight dude who’s going to pose us without actually seeing us.”

I nod slowly. “Right. Sure.”

She closes the laptop and leans back into the couch, letting her head rest against my shoulder. I wrap my arm around her automatically, but my chest still feels tight. Not in a bad way. Not exactly.

There’s a current between us now. Nothing huge. Just a subtle flicker. But it’s there.

She kisses my neck. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Just thinking.”

And I am. Not about the wedding. Not about Enzo.

But about that guy in the stockings. About how he looked at her. About how he looked at the camera. And maybe, just a little, about how I might look too.

If I let myself go there. If.
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The next morning, I’m not even halfway through my coffee when she brings it up again.

June’s legs are curled under her on the couch, her oversized sweatshirt slipping off one shoulder like she’s in some lazy Sunday morning photoshoot. She looks casual, but I can tell she’s waiting for the right moment. She’s not making eye contact, not quite. She’s staring into her mug like it might confess the thought for her.

“So,” she says finally, drawing the word out like a warm stretch. “I’ve been thinking about that shoot.”

I blink once, slow. “The boudoir one?”

She nods. “The couple. With the lingerie.”

“Right.” I pretend to focus on my phone. “The guy in stockings.”

She hums a yes and takes a sip. “It was kind of hot, right?”

I shrug. “I mean, sure. For them. If that’s what they’re into.”

She turns toward me fully now, folding her legs underneath her like she’s getting serious. “Well, I’ve been thinking…what if we did something like that? Just for us.”

I look up. Is she serious?

“No one else would ever see the pictures,” she says quickly, like she already knows where my brain’s going. “Not even Enzo, if that’s what you’re worried about. We could use a tripod. Lock them in a folder. Print one or two and shove them in a drawer we only open on special occasions.”

I laugh, but it comes out a little nervous. “You’ve really thought this through.”

She leans forward, resting her elbows on her knees. “I just can’t stop thinking about it. How intimate it looked. How… freeing.”

“Freeing?”

“For him,” she says. “And for her too, in a different way. It was like she was showing off this other side of him. A side he trusted her with. That’s hot to me.”

I rub the back of my neck and set my mug down. “You want me to dress up like a girl?”

June rolls her eyes but she’s smiling. “Not like a girl. Like yourself. Just… with a little lace. Maybe some silk. Maybe some garters, if you’re feeling brave.”

My cheeks go hot, and I try to laugh it off again. “Yeah, okay. I’ll just hop into your underwear drawer and see what fits.”

“You’d look good,” she says, voice soft and deliberate now. “You don’t realize how pretty you are.”

“I’m not pretty,” I mutter.

“You are to me.”

She shifts closer, crawling over slowly until she’s straddling my lap. My breath catches a little. Her thighs press warm against my hips. The sweatshirt rides up just enough to show the curve of her panties.

“Your skin’s so smooth,” she murmurs. Her hands slide under my T-shirt, fingertips grazing up my stomach. “Your chest. Your arms. Your thighs.”

“June—”

“And your cock,” she adds, brushing her lips against mine. “Your cock would look so fucking good in a pair of soft silk panties. Just barely held in. Or pressed flat, like a secret.”

I make a sound that’s supposed to be resistance, but it comes out more like a groan.

She kisses me—light, slow. Her mouth lingers like she’s savoring it, and when she pulls back, she grinds into me, just once, and I feel myself twitch against her. Hard already. Way too hard for someone who was trying to act unfazed thirty seconds ago.

She smirks.

“I can tell it turns you on too.”

“I didn’t say yes,” I breathe.

“You didn’t have to.”

Her hips move again, just enough to make me feel the heat through both layers of fabric. She brushes my hair back from my forehead and leans in close.

“I want to see you like that,” she whispers. “I want to touch you while you’re wearing something pretty. Something that makes you feel exposed and adored at the same time.”

“That’s a lot,” I manage.

She nods. “It is. But not in a bad way.”

I hesitate. My hands settle on her hips. I can feel her breathing—deep and slow, like she’s giving me space but not backing off.

“This isn’t a joke to you?” I ask.

“No.” Her voice is soft but firm. “It’s about trust. And desire. And maybe curiosity too. But mostly—it’s about wanting to see you in a new light. And letting you see yourself that way too.”

I close my eyes for a second. Something inside me twists again, but this time it doesn’t feel like shame. It feels like a door creaking open.

I want her. That much is obvious. I mean, that’s why we’re getting married.

But I also want… to be wanted like this. To be invited into something I don’t fully understand yet. Something a little dangerous. A little vulnerable.

When I open my eyes again, she’s still watching me. I nod once.

She exhales like she’s been holding it in.

“Okay,” I say. “Let’s try it.”

Her smile is wide, but not giddy. It’s warm. Grounded. Like she was hoping I’d say yes, but she would’ve been okay if I hadn’t. That makes it easier somehow. Like I still have the reins.

She kisses me again—deeper this time—and I kiss her back like I mean it. Because I do.

And somewhere in the back of my mind, while her tongue slides over mine and her fingers slip under my waistband, I start wondering what lace would feel like against my skin.

Not for a joke. But for her.

And maybe… for me too.

[image: ]


The box is sitting on the edge of the bed when I walk in the house after a long day at work.

It’s white, matte-finished, with a soft ribbon tied around it like a gift. The kind of box that usually holds something delicate. Breakable. Or expensive. I shut the door behind me, slower than necessary, and glance over at June. She’s sitting cross-legged in the middle of the bed, biting the edge of her lip in a way that makes it obvious she’s been waiting.

“You bought something.”

Her eyes light up. “Open it.”

I sit down beside the box but don’t touch it yet. “You said we’d use stuff we already had.”

She shrugs. “I changed my mind. You deserve something that fits right. That feels good. And,” she adds, smiling now, “that matches mine.”

That makes something shift low in my stomach. I untie the ribbon with more care than I expect and lift the lid.

It’s not what I pictured.

I thought she’d get something ridiculous. Cheap mesh or black lace with holes in stupid places. But this… it’s white. Satin, maybe? No, silk. Smooth as water. Bridal, obviously, but understated. There’s a pair of soft, high-cut panties lined in the faintest silver. A matching bralette. Thigh-high stockings in a sheer, almost pearlescent fabric, and a white garter belt with tiny, gleaming clasps. It doesn’t look like a costume. It looks sophisticated.

“I thought it might help you feel less weird,” she says softly. “If it felt… beautiful.”

I look over at her, still holding the panties in one hand. “You think I’m really doing this.”

“I think you’re curious,” she says. “And brave enough to try.”

I don’t say anything. I just stare down at the silk in my hands. I didn’t think this would feel real until I had the fabric between my fingers.

“And…” she says carefully, “I know I said we’d just take pictures ourselves, but would you consider letting Enzo shoot it?”

That lands hard in my chest. I blink. “You want me to wear this in front of someone else?”

She lifts a palm. “Only if you want. I trust him. He’s professional. I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t think you’d feel safe.”

My mouth opens, then shuts again.

She watches me closely. “We can say no. You can say no. You can change your mind any second. But… the way he shoots people, Simon—it’s not creepy or sleezy. He sees something and brings it out of them. Something beautiful.”

I hesitate. Every part of me is buzzing with a thousand reasons to say no. But she’s still biting her lip, and something in her face makes it impossible to pull away from this.

“I’ll think about it,” I say.

She smiles like that’s a yes. “And there’s something else.”

“Do I dare ask?”

She clasps her hands together excitedly. “I want to shave you.”

My eyes fly wide open but she takes my hands in hers and I immediately feel calm. “Please? I want you nice and smooth for me.”

I exhale and nod slowly. This is snowballing way too fast, but I can’t say no to June. I’d give her the world and she knows it.

Later, after dinner, she follows me into the bathroom without saying a word. I’m standing there awkwardly in just my boxers, staring at the kit she laid out like a ritual. New razor. Warm towel. Unscented shaving cream. A bottle of lotion. Everything precise.

“I can do it,” I mumble, embarrassed by how naked I already feel.

She shakes her head gently. “I want to. If you’re okay with that.”

I nod before I can second-guess it.

She kneels in front of me like it’s nothing. Like it’s a favor she does for me all the time. She drops my boxers and smiles at my half-hard cock.

She runs the warm towel over my thighs first, then down to my calves, slow and careful. Her hands are soft, steady. When she finally reaches for the razor, I don’t flinch.

It’s not sexual, but my skin sings with awareness. I’m being taken care of in a way I didn’t know I liked. The gentle scrape of the blade. The way her fingers brace my skin. The way her breath hits my hip when she leans in. It’s too much and not enough.

She doesn’t tease. Doesn’t push. But when she rinses the razor and moves higher, she pauses and looks up at me.

“Still good?”

I nod, throat dry. “Yeah.”

She keeps going, slow and tender. I’m hard before I even realize it. Not from the shaving itself, but from how close she is. How careful. How goddamn intimate it all feels. I hate how much it turns me on. I hate that I don’t really hate it.

She presses lotion into my skin afterward, whispering, “God, you’re so sexy like this.”

I close my eyes and try to breathe through the ache in my groin. She’s not even touching my cock. Just smoothing lotion into my thighs and saying things that light me up from the inside out.

“I can’t wait to see you all dolled up,” she whispers.

I swallow hard. I know for certain now that I won’t be saying no. I’ll be going through with this. In front of a total stranger. For June.

When I climb into bed that night, I can’t stop noticing the way the sheets feel. My legs are smooth and warm and weirdly sensitive, and every time I move, the fabric brushes against me like a reminder. I tug the blankets tighter around me and stare at the ceiling.

I don’t touch myself at first. I don’t even think I’m going to. But then I shift, and the way my thighs slide together makes me gasp.

My hand drifts down, tentative. I palm myself through my boxers, and it’s electric. Not just the friction—but the memory of her hands. Her voice. The way she looked at me while I stood there letting her shave me like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I picture myself in that silk. The panties. The stockings. Standing there while she watches.

I get close—closer than I mean to—but I stop. I don’t know why. Maybe it feels too much like something I’m not ready to let happen all the way. Like if I come now, it’ll be admitting something I haven’t figured out yet.

I fall asleep aching.

And I dream.

In the dream, I’m already dressed. The silk clings to me like it belongs there. June’s behind the camera. And when I move, it’s not awkward or wrong. I like how I look.

I like it more than I want to admit.
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The studio is cleaner than I expected. Minimalist. The kind of space that feels more like an art gallery than a place where people take their clothes off.

White walls, high ceilings, warm wood floors. A couch in the corner. A rack of robes and silky hangers. Lighting gear looms around us—softboxes, tripods, a tall reflective umbrella that looks like it belongs on a film set. I try not to stare like it’s my first time in the world.

June’s practically glowing.

She’s chatting with the photographer like they’re already friends. Enzo—tall, late thirties maybe, tan skin, dark hair in a loose bun. Trim beard. Fitted black T-shirt that makes him look like he walked out of a catalog. His voice is soft. Controlled. And when he turns to greet me, he doesn’t reach for a handshake—just offers a calm nod and this small, genuine smile.

“You must be Simon,” he says. “Nice to meet you.”

I nod back. “Hey.”

June’s doing all the talking, which I’m grateful for. She’s explaining what we want—not just the basic bridal boudoir stuff, but that shoot. The one with the groom in the silk and stockings. The one that stuck in both of our heads like a song we couldn’t forget.

Enzo listens. Doesn’t blink. Just nods along like this is normal.

When June trails off, he smiles at us both.

“We can absolutely do that,” he says. “Tasteful. Intimate. It’s all about trust. And communication. If at any point you’re not feeling something, we stop. No pressure.”

June exhales like she’s relieved, even though I don’t think she was ever nervous. I glance over at the dressing room door, already cracked open.

“We’ll start with individual shoots,” Enzo suggests. “You’ll each get time to be the focus, as a kind of gift to the other. Then, if you're both comfortable, we’ll bring you together at the end.”

June claps her hands once. “Perfect. I’ll go first.”

She shoots me a wink as she disappears into the changing room, closing the door behind her. The click of it feels louder than it should.

Now it’s just me and Enzo.

He moves around the studio with a quiet confidence. Adjusting a light. Tucking a cord out of the way. Giving me space without making it awkward.

“You two have great energy,” he says over his shoulder.

I blink. “Thanks.”

“She lights up when she looks at you. It’s easy to see.”

I shift on my feet. “She’s good at getting what she wants.”

He chuckles, low and smooth. “Smart woman.”

There’s a long pause. I can hear a zipper behind the door. Something thuds gently against the floor.

Enzo walks back over and tilts one of the lights, eyes flicking to me again. “So—first time in front of the camera?”

“Like this? Yeah.”

He smiles, soft and unreadable. “You’re going to be great. You’ve got a strong look.”

I snort. “Strong like… what? I look like a gym teacher.”

“No,” he says, stepping closer. “Strong like… classic. Angular features. Good skin. You’re handsome.”

The word hits me like a slap. Not harsh. Just unexpected.

I meet his eyes and try to figure out if he’s flirting. He doesn’t look away. He doesn’t smirk. Just waits, still calm, still polite. I don’t know if he’s doing it on purpose or if I’m just projecting, but something twists low in my belly. It’s not quite discomfort. Not quite arousal either. Just… friction. A kind I’m not used to feeling.

I clear my throat. “Thanks.”

He nods and takes a step back. No pressure. No follow-up.

The door opens, and I forget how to breathe for a second.

June steps out barefoot, wrapped in sheer white and silk. Her bralette cups her breasts like it was stitched directly onto her skin. The panties are high-cut, hugging her hips. There’s a thin, lacy robe hanging open that makes the whole thing feel both modest and scandalous at the same time. Her hair’s half up, loose and romantic. No jewelry. Just flushed cheeks and a look in her eye that makes me feel like I’ve been caught staring before I even do it.

Her gaze lands on me, and she smiles. Slow. Satisfied.

“Your turn next, babe,” she says, then walks past me, hips swaying, and steps into the spotlight like she owns it.

Enzo doesn’t say a word.

But I catch the faintest shift in his eyes—something like curiosity. And I realize he saw it. The way I didn’t just look at her. I looked at her lingerie. How my cheeks flushed when I realized I’d be wearing something similar soon, right in front of Enzo.

He saw all of it.

And part of me wonders if he’s going to see even more.

Enzo directs her in front of the camera.

I sit on the couch in the corner while June stands beneath the lights, glowing like some half-dressed goddess. She’s barefoot, her toenails painted a soft pink I didn’t know I liked until just now. The satin robe slips off her shoulders with a quiet rustle and pools around her feet. The studio’s not cold, but I see goosebumps spread down her arms when Enzo steps closer.

He doesn’t touch her right away.

He starts with direction—gentle, clear. “Turn a little… there. Tilt your chin toward the light. Perfect.”

June does what he says, and she does it without hesitation. She trusts him. That’s obvious. But I can’t help noticing how close he stands when he adjusts the strap of her bralette. How his fingers graze her shoulder, linger for a beat longer than I would if I weren’t trying to make it weird.

She doesn’t seem to mind. If anything, she seems more aware of herself now. Like his presence is pulling something out of her she doesn’t usually show—not just sexiness, but ownership. Power.

Enzo circles her slowly, camera clicking like a metronome. He crouches to shoot upward from the floor, adjusts a light, then murmurs, “Bring your knee up on the ottoman. There. Hold.”

She does. Her thigh flexes, long and smooth, and the garter strap stretches slightly against her skin.

I shift on the couch, trying not to be obvious about it. My cock’s been half-hard since she walked out of the changing room, and watching her like this—posed, praised, exposed—makes it worse.

Or better. I don’t even know anymore.

Enzo touches her again, lightly at the waist, adjusting her angle. She sucks in a small breath. He says, “Beautiful,” without looking at me, and I feel it like a punch to the stomach.

He’s not hitting on her. That’s not what this is.

He’s… admiring her.

Like she’s art.

And fuck, it’s doing something to me.

Because I’ve looked at June a million times—naked, flushed, moaning, crying, laughing—but I’ve never looked at her like this. Never paused to frame her in my mind, to see the way light hits her cheekbone or how the curve of her hip fits the edge of the chair. I’ve never treated her like a work of art.

And he does. Calmly. Confidently. Almost reverently.

I don’t feel jealous. But something sharp cuts across my chest. Something needy. Something I don’t want to name yet.

June is blushing now, but it’s not from embarrassment. It’s arousal. I know that look. She bites her lip when Enzo tells her to turn her back to him and glance back over her shoulder. Her eyes find mine for a second—just a flick—but it’s enough to make my stomach clench.

She likes being looked at.

And suddenly I understand that in a way I never have before.

I thought I knew what it meant to desire someone. To be desired. But this is different. This is being seen. Watched. Composed.

Celebrated.

And god help me, I want it too.

I want that careful gaze on me. I want someone to frame the angles of my body, even the ones I don’t like. I want to be touched not to be undressed, not to be jerked off—but to be arranged. Understood. Turned into something worthy of being captured.

I want someone to say beautiful and mean you are allowed to be like this.

I shift again, harder this time. My boxers are useless at this point.

Enzo lowers the camera. “Let’s try a few on the floor,” he says, offering his hand to June.

She takes it.

I watch the curve of her spine as she stretches out on the thick white blanket they’ve spread beneath the main light. Her hair fans out around her. She looks up at the ceiling while he walks in a slow circle around her, adjusting the tripod, crouching low, angling the camera until her whole body lines up in the frame.

Click.

Click.

She breathes out through her nose. Her nipples are stiff through the bralette. Her legs part slightly on his instruction, one thigh drawn up to obscure anything explicit. But there’s no pretending it isn’t sexual. It is. Not pornographic. But erotic. Intimate. Raw.

I swallow hard. My face feels hot.

She catches my eye again, and I can’t tell if she’s trying to check in on me or if she just wants me to see her this way.

Either way, I do.

And I’m starting to realize I want to be seen like that too.

Even if it scares the shit out of me.

June’s just stepping out of the lights when Enzo turns to me.

“You’re up,” he says, soft but steady. Then, with a faint smirk, “If you’re still in.”

June looks at me like a kid asking for a puppy. Lips slightly parted, eyes round and pleading, like I might break her heart if I say no.

I could still walk away. Nobody’s forcing me. I know that.

But the way she looks at me right now—it’s not just hope. It’s desire. Curiosity. A kind of desperation, like I’m about to show her something she’s been waiting to see for a long time.

I exhale, slow. “Yeah. Okay.”

She lights up like I just said ‘I do.’

Enzo nods and walks off to check his gear. June grabs my hand and pulls me toward the changing room. Her fingers are warm, firm, like she’s afraid I’ll change my mind if she lets go.

Inside, the lighting is low and warm. There’s a mirror in the corner, full length. A chair. A small velvet ottoman. The white box with my lingerie set is waiting on the table like a dare I left for myself.

She turns the lock and spins to face me.

“You ready?”

I hesitate.

She steps forward and hooks her fingers under the hem of my T-shirt. “Let me do it.”

I nod, not trusting my voice.

She lifts the shirt slowly, baring my stomach, then chest, until it’s off. Her eyes stay on mine while she unbuttons my jeans, pushing them down with my boxers in one smooth motion. I step out of them. My cock’s already halfway hard. I don’t mean for it to be—it just is.

She grins, eyes flicking down. “Well, someone’s excited.”

I shift on my feet. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be.” She bends and picks up the panties. “Your cock’s gonna look so hot in these.”

I groan, half-laughing, half-mortified. “June…”

She leans in close, brushing her lips against my ear. “Seriously. You have no idea how turned on I am.”

I glance toward the door, voice dropping to a whisper. “What if Enzo sees me like this? I mean, like—hard?”

She straightens up, expression playful. “He’s a professional.”

I raise an eyebrow. “He touched your shoulder for like ten seconds. And your hip. You don’t think that was a little…”

She cuts me off with a smirk. “You’re imagining things. He was getting me into the mood. That’s kind of his job.”

I want to argue, but she’s already kneeling again, panties in hand.

“Step in,” she murmurs.

I do. She pulls them up over my legs, slow and careful, like she’s unwrapping something instead of dressing me. The silk clings to me instantly. It doesn’t feel like underwear. It feels like something else. Something sacred.

She cups me gently through the fabric, her thumb brushing the underside of my erection.

I let out a sharp, breathless sound I don’t mean to make.

She grins.

Then—thud.

Something clatters on the floor outside.

We both freeze.

June’s eyes flick toward the door, then back to me.

“You think he heard that?” I whisper.

She shrugs, lips twitching. “Does it matter?”

I narrow my eyes. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

She laughs under her breath and picks up the bralette. “Arms up.”

I raise them.

She slips the bra on me slowly, adjusting the straps, smoothing the cups across my chest. It doesn’t fit like it’s supposed to, but somehow that makes it feel more intimate. It’s not about passing as a girl completely. It’s about surrender. About letting her see me differently—and letting myself feel it.

She rolls the stockings down and kneels again.

My breathing’s shallow by the time she starts sliding them up. First one, then the other. The nylon catches slightly on my calf, and her hands skim over the muscle as she adjusts it.

I swear she’s doing this slower than she needs to.

The garter belt clips in next—little metallic clicks, neat and precise. Her fingers press into my hips as she adjusts it, tightening it just enough that I can feel the tension pulling against the stockings.

She looks up at me, finally.

Her voice is soft. “You’re beautiful.”

I shake my head, but I don’t pull away. I can’t. Something in me’s unraveling, and I’m not sure I want to stop it.

She stands and leads me to the mirror.

I look.

And something inside me short-circuits.

I look… vulnerable. Not like a joke. Not like a guy playing dress-up. But like something raw. Open. Almost… delicate.

The silk hugs my hips. The panties frame my erection like they were stitched to do it. The stockings smooth over my legs in a way that makes them look longer, softer. The garter belt gleams faintly under the overhead light.

I hate how good it looks.

And I love it.

I feel like I’ve crossed into some new version of myself, one that was always waiting, crouched just beneath the skin. I don’t know what this means yet. But I know I’m not pretending.

I stare at my reflection and let it sting. Let it seduce.

June moves behind me and presses her hands to my waist, kissing my bare shoulder.

“You ready?” she asks.

I nod. Even though I’m not sure I am. When I open the changing room door, I step into the studio slowly. Quietly.

Enzo looks up from his camera. His eyes land on me. And in that second, I feel it—the weight of his gaze. Not hungry. Not shocked. But focused. Intent.

I don’t know what he’s thinking. But I know I have his full attention.

I step into the light, and the room changes.

It’s subtle, like a shift in barometric pressure. Enzo lowers his camera slowly. His expression doesn’t change, but something in his posture does. Like he’s holding his breath. Or bracing for something.

I feel like I’m on a ledge. And no one’s sure what’s about to happen—including me.

He adjusts the lighting, moving with quiet efficiency, but his voice when he speaks—that’s what gives it away. It’s softer than before. Not performative-soft. Not coddling. More like he’s… impressed. A little shaken.

“Let’s start simple,” he says. “Just stand with your weight on one leg, jutting out your hip. Let your arms relax.”

I nod, trying not to think about how naked I feel. Not physically—I’m wearing more than I usually do at the beach—but it’s not the same. This is intimate in a way I can’t fake my way through. The silk clings to me. The garters pull at my thighs just enough to remind me they’re there. And the bra doesn’t hide anything. It highlights what I don’t have, whereas the panties highlight too much. My cock feels like it’s fully on display. Somehow, that’s the part that makes it feel real.

Enzo lifts the camera and clicks a few times. The shutter sounds louder now.

“You’re doing great,” he says. “Chin slightly down. Look at me.”

I do.

His eyes stay on mine for a beat longer than they should. And then the camera goes up again.

He circles me slowly, directing me with gentle, specific words.

“Turn your shoulders.”

“Hand to your thigh—yes, like that.”

“Hold still.”

He steps closer. His fingertips brush my hip lightly as he tilts me, adjusting the angle.

“May I?”

I nod.

He touches my waist. His fingers are warm. They press in, firm but respectful, guiding me a few inches to the left. He doesn’t say anything unnecessary. But he’s not unaffected. I can see it in the way he moves. The way his jaw clenches when he steps back.

I swear I catch him swallow.

And that does something to me I didn’t expect.

My cock throbs in the silk. Just enough to tent the lace.

He notices. His eyes flick down and back up again so fast I almost miss it.

Almost.

He doesn’t say a word. Just lifts the camera and keeps going. But his focus sharpens, like he’s suddenly trying to stay very professional. And that only makes it worse.

For both of us.

I hear June’s breath catch from across the room. She’s perched on the couch now, elbows on her knees, biting her lip as she watches.

Her eyes flick between us—me in lingerie, and Enzo pacing around me like he’s trying not to touch. She’s reading the room. And I can feel her registering something new.

She’s turned on. I can see it in the flush creeping up her neck. In the way her thighs press together slightly under her robe.

She likes this.

She likes watching him look at me.

I don’t know what the fuck to do with that.

Enzo crouches slightly, trying a low angle. “Just a little more curve in your spine,” he murmurs. “Good. Now tilt your head, give me softness—there.”

He steps forward again. This time he reaches for my hips, one hand lightly guiding me back into position.

His thumb brushes against my cock. Barely. But enough. I let out a moan. Short. Too honest to be disguised as anything else.

His hand flinches back.

“Shit—sorry,” he says quietly. He clears his throat. Eyes lock on mine. His mouth parts like he wants to say more, but he doesn’t.

We just stand there. Breathing.

I can feel the heat in my face. My skin tingles with it, but I’m not humiliated. There’s too much tension strung between the three of us now for that. It’s no longer just me and June. It’s no longer just me and him. We’re all part of whatever this is.

My gaze drifts back to her. She’s staring. Her cheeks are flushed. Her mouth is slightly open. Her eyes are dark with arousal.

She saw what happened. She liked it.

I don’t know if that makes it better or worse.

Enzo clicks a few more shots quickly—too quickly. His hands are tighter on the camera now. Less fluid. Like he’s trying to finish the set before something gives out.

“Okay,” he says after another burst. “Let’s get set for the couple shots.”

Just like that. Like he needs a reset.

He moves toward the lighting rig, fiddling with cables. His back is turned. His body is stiff in a way that wasn’t there ten minutes ago.

June rises from the couch, walking toward me slowly. She says nothing, but her hand grazes my lower back as she passes. Possessive. Encouraging.

I stand there, still in the light, chest rising and falling. The lace is still tented.

Enzo doesn’t look back. But I can feel him thinking about it.

June’s robe is off again. Just the bralette, panties, stockings, and a gleam in her eyes that wasn’t there earlier. She looks at me like she knows something about me I haven’t said out loud yet. And maybe she does.

The floor beneath us is warm from the lights. There’s a soft white blanket spread out in the center of the studio, inviting and theatrical at the same time. Enzo’s already got the camera back in hand, and his mouth is a little tight like he hasn’t quite recovered from earlier.

“Start facing each other,” he says, voice low. “Just close enough to feel each other’s breath.”

We move into place. June presses one hand lightly to my chest as we find our balance. My skin tightens at the touch. The feel of her is familiar—but this context isn’t. We’re not alone. We’re being seen. Arranged. Captured.

“Chin up just a little, Simon,” Enzo murmurs. I do. He steps forward and brushes his fingers under my jaw, guiding it the way you might guide someone delicate. His thumb lingers at the edge of my mouth, and I suck in a breath.

He’s not treating me like a man. He’s treating me like something softer. Like I might bruise. When he moves back, I feel the absence of his touch.

“June, hand on his waist. Pull him a little closer. Good.”

Our bodies align. Her thigh slides between mine and her breath is warm against my cheek. I know this woman. I know how she moans and what she looks like when she falls apart. But right now, she’s calm. Intent. Watching me. Not with need—but with wonder.

Enzo steps closer again.

“Simon, your hand here,” he says, tapping the curve of June’s hip.

I lift my hand and falter slightly. He reaches out—just fingertips again—and adjusts my wrist, then my fingers. Guides me like I’m a dancer and he’s leading.

When he finishes, his palm grazes the side of my thigh.

I flinch—not from fear. From how gentle it is.

“Sorry,” he says, voice tightening. Not because he’s embarrassed. Because he’s feeling it too.

The camera clicks a few times. He steps around us, slow and deliberate, like he’s documenting a ritual.

Then he’s back.

“Eyes on each other,” he says. “Simon, tilt your head—yeah, there.”

He reaches forward again and brushes a piece of hair out of my face. His fingers are light. They trail across my temple, down to my cheekbone, and I gasp before I can stop it.

Not loud. But enough that he notices. Our eyes lock. Something tightens between us. His lips part slightly, like he’s going to say something, but June beats him to it.

“Do you always take such care with all of your clients?” she teases, voice warm and amused.

Enzo swallows visibly. “Yes,” he says. But his voice isn’t steady. He’s telling the truth. But not the whole truth.

June sees it. I see it. And still—there’s no jealousy in her face. Just… arousal. She likes this. She likes me like this. Likes him seeing me like this too.

The next set of shots has me sitting on the floor with June kneeling behind me, arms wrapped around my waist, her chin on my shoulder. Enzo crouches to capture us from below. His camera shifts, tilts, refocuses.

He murmurs for me to bend one knee, then places my hand gently on it.

June kisses the side of my neck.

“Don’t smile,” Enzo says. “Just stay open.”

Then he reaches forward again, positioning my foot slightly. His hand brushes along the inside of my calf, right up the silk of the stocking.

My cock twitches under the panties, but he doesn’t look. He doesn’t need to. The energy between us has already crossed the threshold.

It’s not overt. We’re not touching each other in any way that could get us in trouble. There’s no kissing, no groping, no grinding.

But everything feels like foreplay.

Every breath. Every angle. Every unspoken thought.

June shifts behind me, and I feel her arousal in the way her hips move slightly, like she’s imagining something that hasn’t happened yet. Her breath is steady, but deeper now. Hot against my ear.

Enzo keeps shooting. His brow is furrowed, and his mouth keeps doing this twitch thing—like he’s focusing harder than he needs to.

He’s unraveling. Same as me. Finally, he lowers the camera. “Okay,” he says, a little too fast. “That’s… that’s good.”

He clears his throat and doesn’t meet my eyes right away.

“You two can get dressed,” he says. “Come meet me in the editing room when you’re ready. I’ll pull up a few unedited shots.”

Then he walks away before either of us can say anything. I watch him go. His shoulders are stiff. His hands a little too tight on the camera.

I’m not the only one turned on. And I don’t think I’m the only one who doesn’t know what to do about it.
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I’m fully dressed again—jeans, T-shirt, hoodie zipped up like armor—but I still feel raw as hell.

June walks beside me, fingers laced loosely with mine, leading us down the narrow hallway to the editing room like we’re heading into something sacred. Or something dangerous. She has that post-shoot glow on her skin, like a flush that never quite faded. It’s not from nerves. It’s satisfaction. And I think she knows I’m still catching up.

The editing room is smaller than the studio. Dark walls, a huge monitor, shelves stacked with old lenses and prints. There’s a faint smell of coffee and dust. Enzo’s already there, clicking through folders on the screen, back straight, posture a little too composed. Like he’s worked hard to push something down.

He glances at us over his shoulder. “Almost ready.”

We sit on the couch behind him. June leans in, chin on her fist. I stay quiet, hands in my lap, heartbeat still not fully settled.

He clicks open a thumbnail and the image fills the screen.

I stop breathing.

It’s me.

But it isn’t.

The lighting is soft. The angle exact. I’m standing with my arms at my sides, one hip cocked slightly, chin tipped toward the camera like I was born knowing how to do it. The bra hugs my chest, the garter stretches across my thighs, and the look on my face—God, I don’t know how to describe it. Vulnerable. Present. A little dazed. Like I’ve been caught in a moment I didn’t expect and I’m not trying to hide it.

I barely recognize myself.

“Jesus,” I whisper.

Enzo doesn’t turn around. His voice is quiet, almost like he’s talking to himself. “You’re stunning.”

I feel the heat rush up my neck, fast and humiliating. I look down, not sure what to do with that.

June doesn’t miss a beat. She smiles at the screen and says, “I told you.”

There’s a warmth in her tone that anchors me for a second. She knew I’d look good like this before I did.

Enzo clicks to the next photo.

Me, sitting with June behind me, her arms wrapped around my waist, her cheek pressed to mine. The silk clings to my legs. Her fingers splay across my stomach. Our eyes are half-lidded.

Something presses in my chest. It’s not just how I look. It’s how I’m being seen.

By her. By him.

There’s another shot—me alone again, this time caught in motion, adjusting a strap. My mouth slightly open. A look in my eyes I don’t remember giving.

Enzo leans back, finally, and runs a hand through his hair like he needs a second to regroup.

“That’s all I’ll show you for now,” he says. “Once they’re edited, I’ll send over a preview gallery.”

There’s a pause that feels like it’s holding something back.

Then he stands, businesslike. “That’s it for today.”

I nod, slow, but something tightens in my throat. I didn’t think I’d want more. I didn’t think I’d care. But suddenly I feel this small, strange disappointment. Like we just pulled the curtain back on something I wasn’t ready to stop looking at.

June rises and offers her hand to Enzo. “I’d love for you to shoot our wedding,” she says. “You’re incredible.”

He takes her hand, gives a small nod. “I’d be honored.” He looks at her when he says it—but then he looks at me.

And something lingers there a beat too long. A breath between us. I feel it in my stomach. In my hands. In the part of me I tried to cover back up when I got dressed.

We don’t say anything, and the moment passes. He breaks eye contact, steps toward his desk.

“We’ll be in touch,” he says, already moving like he needs something to do with his hands. June gives me a look like she felt that too, but she doesn’t say a word.

We step out into the hallway, and I hear the soft click of the editing room door closing behind us.

The air feels different out here, but something in me still buzzes from the inside. And I don’t think it’s going away anytime soon.
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We don’t talk much on the drive home.

June keeps her hand on my thigh the whole way, quietly humming under her breath and glancing at me now and then like I’m something new she gets to keep discovering.

I still feel that studio light on my skin. Still feel the silk under my jeans. And I can’t stop thinking about the way Enzo looked at me. Or didn’t.

Like he was trying not to.

By the time we walk through the front door, I’m buzzing with something strange. Not just arousal—though that’s there, coiled and warm. It’s deeper than that. Like I’m not entirely myself anymore, or maybe I am for the first time and just didn’t realize it until now.

June tosses her purse on the couch and heads straight to the bedroom. “Come on,” she calls over her shoulder. “Take your clothes off.”

I blink. “Just like that?”

She looks back at me from the hallway, raising an eyebrow. “Did I stutter?”

I follow her.

In the bedroom, the white box is waiting on the bed like it never left. She pulls out the lingerie and lays each piece out carefully, smoothing the panties with her fingers like they’re precious.

“Put it on,” she says. “I want to see you in it again.”

I don’t move right away.

She walks over and starts undoing my jeans for me. “Unless you want help?”

I let her undress me. Shirt, pants, everything. My cock’s already getting hard, and I’m not even sure what exactly triggered it this time—her tone, the anticipation, or just knowing what’s about to touch my skin.

She hands me the panties.

I step into them. Pull them up.

And it’s all there again. The shift. The hum. The way the silk cups me, presses against me, makes me feel exposed and owned. She watches me adjust myself, her eyes tracking every twitch.

“Bra,” she says, holding it out.

I slide my arms through. She does the clasp behind my back, slow, like she’s enjoying the process. She walks around me once, eyes roaming over my chest, hips, thighs.

“God, look at you,” she murmurs. “Do you know how fucking gorgeous you are right now?”

I open my mouth, but nothing comes out.

She moves in front of me, close enough to feel her breath. Then her hand slides between us and presses against my cock through the silk.

I hiss through my teeth.

She grins and starts rubbing gently, up and down, just enough to tease.

“Was Enzo hard for you?” she asks, voice low, amused.

I shake my head, but I don’t pull away.

“You don’t think he was?” she presses. “Not even a little? Not even when he brushed your hair out of your face and you moaned?”

I shut my eyes.

Her other hand slips behind me. Down my back. Inside the panties.

Her fingers slide over the top of my ass, then between the cheeks, until they reach my hole. She traces it lightly, no pressure, just a gentle tease.

I jolt and groan. She leans in and presses her lips to my ear. “Don’t lie to me,” she whispers. “You want him, don’t you?”

I open my eyes. She’s right there. Watching.

She presses her fingertip against my hole—not in, just against—and at the same time rubs a little firmer on my cock through the panties.

“You want to know what it’d feel like if he took you like a girl. Don’t you?”

My whole body seizes and I come. Just like that. No warning. No buildup. Just a hot, shuddering rush of pleasure that has me gasping into her neck as I twitch and soak the silk.

She kisses my cheek, smiling. “That’s what I thought.”

I’m trembling. I don’t know what to say. I feel cracked open and full all at once.

She steps back and grabs her phone from the nightstand.

I blink. “What are you doing?”

“Making a call.”

I sit on the edge of the bed, still panting, still leaking. “It’s almost midnight.”

She puts it on speaker. “He’s a night owl. Artists always are.”

My stomach twists. “You’re not seriously—”

She taps the screen. The phone rings once. Twice. Then: “Hello?” It’s Enzo’s voice. Rough, tired, but alert.

June grins. “Hey, it’s June. Sorry for calling so late.”

A pause. Then: “No worries.”

“I was just wondering,” she says, sweetly casual, “do you ever do home visits?”

There’s a pause. He knows what she’s asking, and it’s not for another photoshoot.

“I do sometimes,” he says, carefully. “Not usually, but… sometimes.”

June meets my eyes and touches my nose with her fingertip.

“It’s settled,” she says. My chest feels tight.

They wrap up the call. He says he’ll check his schedule. She says she’ll text him the address just in case. Then the line goes dead.

June sets the phone down and crawls into bed like she just asked him over to water the plants.

I climb in beside her, body still tingling, brain spinning. She curls into me, head on my chest.

“I don’t know what you just started,” I murmur.

She hums. “That’s okay. I do.”

I stare at the ceiling. My cock is soft again, damp in the ruined silk, but my pulse won’t slow down.

She’s already halfway to sleep. I’m anything but settled.
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The clock on the dresser says 6:52.

Enzo’s supposed to be here at eight.

I keep staring at the numbers like they might blink into something else—like maybe if I watch them long enough, time will run backwards and I won’t be here in our bedroom with my fiancée laying out a fucking dress on the bed and humming like she’s getting ready for brunch.

June’s in full motion. Hair tied back, lipstick already on, bare feet padding across the hardwood as she digs through drawers and garment bags. She’s been like this all afternoon—focused, excited, like a stylist before a shoot.

Only the model is me.

I sit on the edge of the bed in my robe, heart thudding, legs already smooth and moisturized from earlier. My thighs are still a little tender. I didn’t think that would turn me on, but it kind of did.

She picks up the white satin panties and holds them out to me like an offering. “Step in.”

I hesitate. “Do we have to do all of it?”

She looks up at me, already smiling. “We don’t have to do anything. But I want to see you like this. And I think you want to know what it feels like, too.”

I open my mouth to argue, but I don’t say anything. Because she’s not wrong.

I step in.

She pulls them up slowly, smoothing the fabric over my hips, adjusting the front so my cock sits right. I’m half-hard already. She doesn’t tease me for it this time—she just gives me this soft little smirk that says good.

Next comes the bra. Then the garter. The stockings. She clips everything into place, fingers brushing over my skin with quiet reverence.

“You make this look so easy,” I mutter.

She grins. “I’ve had practice.”

When she slips the dress off the hanger, I feel my throat tighten. It’s a short one—white lace, delicate as hell, with a flared skirt and a fitted bodice that probably isn’t going to fit my chest the way it’s meant to. But that’s not the point. She wants me to feel like something new.

She zips me into it from behind. Her fingers trail up my spine, slow and teasing. Then she steps back.

I’m standing in front of the mirror.

And even without the hair and makeup, I already look… different. And I don’t hate it.

June walks over to the vanity and holds up a blonde wig on a foam head. It’s curled at the ends, soft and shiny. Way more realistic than I was expecting.

“No,” I say, shaking my head. “That’s too much.”

She just tilts her head. “Why?”

“Because it’s too much. He’s already gonna think—fuck, I don’t know what he’s gonna think.”

She sets the wig down and walks back to me. Her hand cups my cheek.

“Just imagine,” she says, voice low. “Imagine how badly he’s going to want you when he sees you like this. All dolled up. Just for him.”

I close my eyes.

My cock pulses in the panties.

I don’t want to admit how hard that hits me. The idea of being wanted like that—of being seen and craved and maybe even touched that way—it’s dangerous. But it’s electric.

I nod.

She smiles like she won. I guess because she did.

The wig goes on carefully. She pins it in place, adjusts the hairline, fluffs it until it frames my face in soft waves. Then she turns me gently toward the vanity and starts on my makeup.

It’s not over-the-top. Just enough to soften me. Foundation, contour, blush. Mascara. Lip gloss that shines but doesn’t scream ‘look at me.’ She finishes with a light shimmer on my eyelids, and suddenly I don’t look like me anymore.

I look like something in between.

She sprays perfume on my neck—sweet and floral—and I actually shiver. Then she clips pearl earrings onto my lobes. Adds a dainty gold necklace.

When I stand up, the dress rustles over my thighs, and the stockings whisper against each other. Every part of me feels dressed. But not hidden. The opposite.

I feel exposed. I feel seen. And I haven’t even opened the door yet.

I look over at June. She’s watching me like she’s proud. Like I’m the masterpiece and she’s the artist.

“I don’t think I can walk in heels,” I say, half a joke.

She picks up the white pumps and kneels in front of me. “I’ll help you.” She slides them on, one foot at a time, then stands and smooths my skirt.

I look back in the mirror.

It’s me, and it’s not. I don’t know how to feel about it.

Then there’s a knock at the door. A soft, deliberate knock.

June grins. “That’ll be Enzo.”
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June takes my hand as we walk to the door.

My heels click against the floor, awkward but steady. The wig itches a little behind my ears. My chest feels tight, like something big is about to happen and my body already knows it before I do.

She pauses, turns the knob, and opens the door wide.

Enzo stands on the porch in jeans and a dark gray button-down, sleeves rolled, camera slung around his neck. He’s not smiling. He’s looking—at me.

His gaze drops immediately, slow and unhurried, tracing a path down my face, the necklace, the little flare of the dress, the shape of my legs in the stockings. He lingers on the heels. When he looks back up, his mouth parts slightly.

“Wow,” he says, quiet and reverent. “So… this is more than a boudoir shoot.”

June’s smile is all teeth. “You could say that.”

I flush. My palms are sweating. My knees feel weird—tight and loose at the same time. Like I’ve crossed a line that can’t be uncrossed, and now we’re all just pretending to be casual about it.

Enzo lifts his camera slowly. “Ready?”

I nod.

We start in the living room.

June perches on the edge of the coffee table while Enzo positions me on the sofa—knees together, hands on my lap, hair over one shoulder. Every time he adjusts a limb, I flinch a little, but he’s careful. His fingers brush my wrist, my chin, my thigh, and every touch is deliberate but not clinical. There’s heat there. Controlled, but unmistakable.

I keep glancing at June like I’m waiting for instructions. She doesn’t say anything—but her eyes speak volumes. There’s something hungry there now. Curious. Encouraging.

I think I’ve never wanted her approval more than I do in this moment.

And then, while Enzo’s leaning in to adjust the fall of the skirt, I feel something surge up in me. Bold and scared at the same time.

I turn my head and kiss him. It’s fast at first. A peck. Just enough to test the water, but then he doesn’t pull back.

His breath stutters against my cheek. And when I part my lips and lean in again, his mouth opens too, tongue sliding against mine—slow, sure. He tastes like mint and something earthy. He’s careful with me, like he knows I’m not used to this. But he’s into it. I feel it in the way his hand settles on my waist, in the press of his thigh sliding between mine.

My skirt rides up as I shift, needing to feel him closer. I gasp into his mouth.

His camera slips from his shoulder to the floor with a soft thunk. He doesn’t even glance at it. Then he breaks the kiss, but keeps his forehead against mine. We’re both breathing hard. “Is this really what you want?” he asks.

His voice is low and serious.

I close my eyes. “God, yes.”

Behind us, June’s voice is like velvet.

“Then I’ll show you to the bedroom.”

Enzo stands. He doesn’t speak. He just reaches down and offers me his hand.

I take it.

June leads the way, hips swaying as she walks. She opens the bedroom door and steps aside, letting us in first. The overhead light’s off—just a warm glow from the lamp on the nightstand.

Enzo closes the door behind him, as if he’s afraid someone would come in and ruin the moment. But there’s no one here besides the three of us.

I’m already breathing hard. Not from exertion. From anticipation. From the heat of the silk clinging to me under the dress. From the weight of Enzo’s gaze when he looked at me in the hallway and didn’t look away.

His presence is quieter now, but charged. Like he’s trying not to spook me. Or maybe himself.

June walks to the bed and turns, arms folded loosely, watching. Her expression is softer now, but no less turned on. She looks like she’s about to unwrap a gift she’s been dying to open.

Enzo steps closer. I can feel the energy shift again when he reaches for me.

He lifts my chin with two fingers and kisses me.

It’s not a polite kiss. It’s not testing the waters. His lips are warm and sure, his mouth open just enough to make me groan as I melt into him. His hands stay on my waist, gentle but commanding. Like he’s known for a while what this would feel like and was just waiting for the green light.

I’m the one who leans in deeper. My fingers curl against his chest, nails grazing through the cotton of his shirt. His tongue brushes against mine, slow and firm, and I hear June’s breath catch behind me. She’s watching. I don’t even have to look to know.

While we kiss, I hear her voice.

“Be a good girl,” she says, low and hungry. “Get on your knees.”

My whole body floods with heat. It’s not humiliation. It’s something rawer than that. Like someone just told the truth out loud and now I have to live in it.

Enzo groans into my mouth, hands tightening on my waist. “Yeah,” he growls. “Why don’t you be a good girl and suck my cock?”

My knees almost give out on their own. I don’t argue. I don’t hesitate. I drop to the floor, the hem of the dress falling around my thighs as I kneel. The carpet’s soft, but my thighs are already trembling from more than just posture.

Enzo unzips his jeans slowly. I watch his hands, hungry and nervous at the same time. He pushes his jeans down, then peels off his shirt. His body’s lean, defined. Tattoos down his ribs, a trail of dark hair leading into his briefs.

When he pulls his cock out, I inhale sharply.

It’s thick. Long. Heavy. Beautiful in a way I didn’t expect—like he’s hard because of me, and not just the idea of this whole thing. The head’s already glistening.

I don’t know how I’m supposed to fit that in my mouth.

I want to try anyway.

Before I can even reach for him, I feel June’s hands on me. She’s kneeling behind me, one hand sliding up my back while the other gathers the wig’s curls and pulls them aside gently, holding them in a loose fist.

She leans in close. Her breath is hot against my ear. “Open wide, baby.”

Her tone makes my cock throb against the silk. I open my mouth and ease forward, tongue out, licking a slow stripe up the shaft.

Enzo swears under his breath. His hand lands gently on the back of my head, just resting, not pushing. I suck the tip first—just that—and his hips twitch.

June whispers, “Good girl. Just like that.”

My thighs clench together. I moan softly around the head of his cock, tongue swirling as I start to bob my head, slow and careful.

Enzo groans again. His other hand brushes my cheek. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.”

I go deeper, pushing past my hesitation. His cock hits the back of my throat, and I gag once—just a little—but I don’t stop. June strokes my back, murmuring praise like she’s training me.

“That’s it. Take him deeper. You can do it.”

I want to. God, I want to.

My hands grip his thighs. I start to find a rhythm. My mouth slides over him, sloppy and eager. I can feel drool on my chin, silk panties damp between my legs, the garters pulling against my thighs every time I move.

Enzo’s hips start to move with me. Slow at first. Then a little faster.

June pulls the wig tighter, keeping it out of the way like she’s proud of me. Like she’s claiming me.

“Look at you,” she murmurs. “You were made for this.”

Enzo’s breathing goes ragged. His hand tightens. “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

I moan around him and suck harder. That does it.

He comes in my mouth with a low, guttural noise, hips jerking forward as he pulses against my tongue.

I swallow, not even thinking. Just acting. Just obeying.

The taste is warm and a little bitter, and I take it all. Because I want to. Because he gave it to me.

When I finally pull back, I’m panting. Lips wet. Heart racing. Enzo’s cock glistens with spit, softening slightly, and he strokes my cheek with something that feels almost tender.

“You’re incredible,” he says quietly.

June kisses the top of my head.

Then she looks up at him, eyes bright. “Now, I want to see you take her ass.”

Enzo’s brow lifts like he wasn’t expecting that—but then his eyes go dark with approval. He growls low in his throat. “Yeah. Fuck yeah.”

And I realize I’m still kneeling, silk panties soaked, legs trembling—and I want it too. Badly.

Enzo steps back just long enough to shrug out of what’s left of his clothes. I hear his belt hit the floor. My chest is still heaving. I’m on my knees, slick around the mouth, breath thick with sweat and whatever’s left of him.

He doesn’t say anything. He just walks behind me.

I don’t move until he takes my hips in both hands and nudges me toward the bed. The dress rides up as I climb on, my knees hitting the edge of the mattress, arms braced. The skirt of it rustles around my thighs, soft and ridiculous, and it makes me feel more exposed than being fully naked.

Enzo lifts the hem roughly and pushes it up to my waist. I can hear the hunger in his breath, the shift in it when he sees me bent over like this. His fingers hook the waistband of my panties and yank them down—not all the way, just enough. They bunch at my knees. I flinch a little when the cool air hits my skin.

Then there’s a pause.

I glance over my shoulder and see June moving across the room. Her steps are light. Calm. Like this is all exactly how she imagined it.

She grabs a bottle of lube off the nightstand and walks it over to Enzo like it’s part of the script. Their eyes meet for a second when she hands it to him. There’s something unspoken there. A shared understanding. She’s giving permission. Again.

Then she walks past us. Onto the bed.

That’s when I realize she’s naked.

She’s bare and flushed, and I don’t know how I missed her undressing. Shame rolls through me as I realize my wife is naked in front of Enzo, but I quickly realize I don’t have to feel jealous.

This isn’t about her. It’s about me. What I’m about to let happen.

She kneels on the bed and looks down at me with that same look she gave me in the mirror earlier. The one that says, You’re still mine. Even now.

She spreads her legs slowly and leans back on one arm, the other sliding between her thighs. “Come here,” she whispers. “Taste me.”

My whole body tenses.

Then I crawl forward, burying my face between her legs like it’s the only safe place left.

She’s already wet. Her scent hits me hard—warm, earthy, familiar in a way that’s grounding. My tongue moves instinctively, slow and deep, licking up the slick that’s already gathered there. She gasps and curls forward, both hands in my hair now, pulling just enough to make me moan.

“Just like that,” she breathes, rocking her hips.

Behind me, I hear the slick sound of Enzo working the lube over his cock. My heart skips. I don’t turn to look. I don’t need to. I can feel the pressure building behind me—the heat of his body, the weight of his hands on my ass.

I keep licking her. Sliding my tongue up and down, circling her clit, sucking gently while she writhes and pants above me. She tugs at her nipples with one hand and grabs my hair with the other, riding my mouth like she owns it.

Then I feel it.

The blunt head of Enzo’s cock, slick with lube, pressing against me.

I freeze for a second, lips still on June, my whole body locking up. There’s no ceremony. No speech. Just the steady push of him entering me, slow at first, then deeper, until I gasp into my fiancée’s pussy and clutch at the blankets.

“Fuck,” I groan, muffled against her.

June moans above me. “God, yes. That’s it.”

Enzo doesn’t stop. He sinks in all the way, stretching me with every inch. It burns—sharp and real—but it doesn’t stop me. If anything, it keeps me grounded.

And then he starts to move.

The first thrust rocks me forward against June’s thighs. I grunt and tighten my jaw, trying to keep my rhythm on her clit, but his pace builds quickly, hips slapping against my ass, skin-on-skin. It’s overwhelming in a way I wasn’t prepared for.

Each thrust shoves me forward, face buried in her. My hands are fisting the sheets now. My mouth is slick with her, jaw aching. I moan and it vibrates through her, making her buck harder against me.

June looks down and watches both of us. I can feel her pulse against my tongue.

Enzo groans behind me, breath ragged. “Fuck, you feel good like this.”

His hands grip my hips tighter, pulling me back onto him. The dress is bunched around my waist, the garter straps tugging every time he slams into me. I’m not even sure I look human anymore. I feel used. Owned. Desired.

And I love it.

I moan louder, licking faster, pushing June closer and closer to the edge.

She gasps, hips jerking. “Simon—I’m gonna—”

I suck harder.

And then she breaks.

Her legs clamp around my head. Her whole body arches. She lets out this soft, desperate whine that tells me I’ve wrecked her.

Enzo’s not slowing down.

If anything, he’s fucking me harder now—faster, deeper, each thrust shaking the bed. I’m barely able to stay upright. My arms are shaking, legs trembling, face still slick with June’s release.

Then I feel it.

The way he grunts. The way his rhythm starts to stutter.

He’s close.

“Take it,” he growls. “Fucking take it, beautiful.”

I bite back a sob and push back into him.

Then he slams into me one last time, deep and rough, and I feel him come inside me—hot and full. His hips grind as he empties himself, holding me in place like he doesn’t want it to end.

And I come.

No hands. No friction. Just the sheer overwhelming sensation of being filled, of tasting June, of surrendering completely.

My cock twitches and pulses, soaking the inside of my panties. I cry out against her thigh, shaking so hard I nearly collapse.

We stay like that for a second.

Breathing.

Heavy. Shaky. Real.

Enzo slips out of me slowly, carefully, his hands still on my hips. June strokes my hair. I rest my cheek against her thigh, still catching my breath.

No one says anything right away.

Then she murmurs, “You did so good.”

I nod, eyes closed, still trembling. “It felt good.”

Enzo is the first one to break the silence. He lets out this low laugh, warm and stunned, like he’s still catching up with what just happened.

“Jesus,” he says, running a hand through his hair. “I’ve never done anything like that before.”

He’s still naked, sitting on the edge of the bed beside us. His thighs are damp, hair sticking to his neck. His cock’s soft now, resting against his leg, but he doesn’t seem embarrassed. Just… a little wrecked. Like me.

“I’ll gladly stop being your photographer if it means I can do it again,” he says, smiling like it’s a joke, but only half.

June stretches out beside me, still catching her breath. “Nonsense,” she says, brushing her hair off her forehead. “Why can’t you have it both ways?”

I shake my head, still breathless, still trying to process the last hour. My body aches in a good way—used, held, undone and somehow more whole for it. I shift a little, feeling the sticky aftermath between my legs, and I let my eyes drift from Enzo’s satisfied sprawl to June’s glowing smile.

They both look at me like they’re proud of me.

Not for taking it. For owning it.

I feel different now. Not like a different person. Just… like I’m free. More free than I was, anyway.

June sits up, brushing her hair out of her face. “You know,” she says, glancing at me, “we should get some photos of you in my wedding dress.”

I choke on a laugh. “You’re joking.”

“Why not?” she teases, grinning. “You looked incredible tonight. Can you imagine the photos? Lace, heels, veil—”

Enzo raises his eyebrows and smirks. “That would be dangerous.”

“Why?”

“Because we’d probably fuck before we got to take any pictures,” I say, already laughing, even as the image flashes in my head. Me, in white lace. Him, sliding the dress up over my thighs. June watching like she did tonight, biting her lip, one hand between her legs.

“Exactly,” Enzo says, tossing me a lazy wink. “We’d ruin the dress.”

June’s still grinning. “I guess we’ll just have to buy you your own.”

I shake my head, but my face is hot. I can’t stop smiling. Something in me cracks wide open at the idea—and it doesn’t feel like fear anymore.

Eventually, Enzo gets up and starts getting dressed. There’s no awkwardness. He doesn’t rush. He moves like someone who knows this moment won’t vanish just because he’s heading home.

He kisses June on the cheek and gives my shoulder a squeeze, eyes holding mine for a second longer than necessary.

“You’re something else, Simon,” he says. “Seriously. Thank you.”

I nod, too full to say much. But it means something. The way he says it. Like I did something brave. Or beautiful. Or both.

Then he’s gone.

June stands and starts picking clothes off the floor. My panties are still tangled around my knees. The garter straps are twisted. The wig’s askew on the nightstand, hair tangled like we dragged it through a storm.

She walks over to me and holds out her hands. “Come on,” she says. “Let’s get you out of this.”

I let her.

She’s gentle as she unclips the garter belt, as she peels the stockings down one by one, smoothing my legs with her palms. She unclasps the bra, lifts the wig, presses a kiss to my temple.

“You did so good tonight,” she murmurs.

“I feel… weird,” I admit.

“Weird how?”

“I don’t know. Lighter.”

She smiles. “Good. Now go sit down. I’m running us a bath.”

She disappears into the bathroom. I hear water start to run, the sound of her opening a drawer and digging for bath salts. Lavender and something citrus waft through the air.

And I just sit there. Naked. Sore. Spent.

The sheets are a mess. My thighs are sticky. I’ve still got a faint smudge of makeup near my mouth. And yet—I feel whole. Settled.

Satisfied.

There’s no tightness in my chest anymore. No guilt. No voice whispering that I should be ashamed. Just… calm.

I let my head fall back against the headboard and close my eyes.

I’m going to marry her.

And I’m not just okay with the version of me she sees—I want it. I want to be that for her. For us.

For me.

I smile, letting the sound of the water fill the room.This is real.

And I’ve never been more ready.
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Epilogue – A Few Days Later

It’s quiet in the kitchen. The coffee’s already brewed. June’s on her second cup, curled into the corner of the bench by the window, one leg pulled up under her. Her laptop’s open in front of her, but she’s half-focused, scrolling with that familiar lazy pace that usually means spam or sale emails.

I’m leaning against the counter, sipping mine slower. The soreness in my thighs is gone now, but every time I move, I remember what we did. Not in a self-conscious way. In a way that makes me feel like I’m still carrying something from that night—like it changed me, but not into someone else. Just a clearer version of who I’ve always been.

June clicks something. Then stops. I see the shift in her posture. Straight spine. Brows lifting.

“Oh,” she says. “It’s from Enzo.”

I cross the room slowly, curious. She spins the laptop toward me.

Subject: Preview Edits — For You Both

Attached: Five photos.

She opens the first one.

It’s me.

In the lingerie. Standing under soft lighting. The silk clings to my hips just right, garters hugging my thighs. I’m not smiling. I’m just… looking. Eyes soft. Lips parted. Skin flushed.

Only, now that it’s fully edited, it looks even more beautiful. I blink, startled by my own face. “That’s… actually really good.”

June doesn’t say anything. Just grins and scrolls to the next.

The next one wasn’t from the boudoir shoot at all. Instead, it was from the night he visited us. Me in the dress, wearing the blonde wig and makeup. Hair falling past my shoulders in perfect waves. My body buzzes with the memory of what happened after.

“You look gorgeous here,” June says. “Now I want to dress you up all over again.”

I smile. “I’d be down for that,” I say, meaning it without hesitation.

She clicks through the rest, and by the time the last one fills the screen, I’m flushed all over again.

But not with embarrassment. With pride. “I want to do more,” I say. “Not just pictures. Just… more. With you.”

She stands slowly and walks over, sliding her hands under my T-shirt. “Good,” she says, and then she kisses me.

Not a quick kiss. Not morning affection.

She kisses me like she’s reminding me what this is. Like she’s still choosing me—and always will.

I kiss her back, hands gripping her waist, and suddenly we’re pressed against the kitchen counter like teenagers. Her tongue slips against mine, and I groan into her mouth, hungry all over again. Not just for sex.

For her. For us. For what we’ve become.

When we pull apart, we’re both smiling, a little breathless.

And I know, deep in my chest, deeper than anything else—I’m going to mean my vows. Every word. Every promise. Every bit of who I am now.

Because I’ve never been more ready to love her for real.
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