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      The spa was tucked into the side of a lush hill, almost hidden from view, as if it wanted to keep its indulgences a secret. Carly stepped out of the car and smoothed down the hem of her dress, eyes darting to the discreet wooden sign etched with gold: Solace Retreat – Private Wellness Experiences.

      “This is... unexpected,” she said, glancing toward her husband. “You told me we were getting lunch.”

      Jason gave her that crooked smile she loved—just a little smug. “I figured you could use something better than overpriced salads and small talk.”

      She softened instantly. Ten years married, and he still managed to surprise her.

      Inside, everything smelled like sandalwood and citrus. Warm, humid air pressed gently against her skin. The receptionist greeted them with a soft voice and an elegant bow of her head, her uniform crisp, posture perfect.

      “Couples experience under Mr. and Mrs. Taylor?” she asked.

      She laughed, touched. “Couples massage?”

      “Not just a couples massage,” he said. “The works. Private suite, full body, the good oil, all of it. You’ve been stressed. We both have. I thought we deserved something… indulgent.”

      Her heart squeezed. It was thoughtful, in a way he didn’t always show. “You’re full of surprises lately.”

      Jason gave her that look—half-boyish, half-smug.

      The receptionist smiled. “Your therapist will meet you in the suite. If you’ll follow me?”

      Carly exchanged a look with her husband as they walked down a gently curving hallway, the polished wood floor muffling their steps. Small alcoves glowed with candlelight. The walls were dark, textured, and soothing.

      The suite was at the end of the hall. The room was a cocoon of warmth and amber light. Dark wood walls curved gently inward. Candles flickered in carved recesses. The massage tables in the center were wide and low, draped in soft ivory linen. Two velvet ottomans sat nearby, and a low stone table bore a tray with a carafe of water and two folded robes.

      But the most striking thing in the room wasn’t the setting.

      It was the woman.

      She appeared from a side door as if conjured by scent alone—tall, sun-kissed, barefoot. Her hair was dark and braided over one shoulder, her skin golden and glowing. She wore a slate-gray wrap robe that parted just high enough on the thigh to show the smooth shimmer of oiled skin. She moved with quiet certainty, like someone used to being watched.

      “Jason. Carly,” she said, voice warm. “Welcome.”

      Jason opened his mouth. Then seemed to forget how to speak.

      Carly noticed.

      The way he stood a little straighter. The way his eyes flicked quickly down her body—then back up, too fast, like he hadn’t just done it.

      Not subtle.

      And not lost on Carly.

      Something moved in her chest. Not anger. Not insecurity.

      Something else.

      Awareness.

      She turned her gaze to the woman, who was already approaching with unhurried grace.

      “I’m Lena,” she said. “I’ll be your therapist today. If you’ll take a moment to get comfortable, there are robes here for each of you. Undress to your comfort level. I’ll step out while you change.”

      Her voice was low, even, and soothing. But there was a texture to it. Something just beneath the surface—like honey with the faintest burn of spice.

      She turned and walked to the door, braid swinging gently behind her. Her hips moved like she wasn’t even trying.

      Carly didn’t realize she was staring until Jason let out a breath beside her.

      “Well,” he murmured. “She’s… not what I expected.”

      Carly blinked. “You mean not eighty with tennis-ball sneakers?”

      Jason laughed. “Exactly.”

      She crossed to the side table and picked up one of the robes. The fabric was surprisingly heavy, soft like water between her fingers. She was suddenly aware of her body—of the faint film of sweat under her dress, of her bra strap digging into her shoulder. Of how she must look, compared to Lena.

      She untied the sash on her dress, careful not to look at Jason, and stepped behind the modesty screen in the corner of the room. The curtain didn’t fully close.

      She didn’t fully care.

      Carly undressed slowly. Peeling the dress over her head, letting the fabric fall. Her bra next. Then her panties, soaked with heat she hadn’t quite noticed until now.

      She paused, naked, before pulling on the robe.

      The candlelight made her skin look softer. Her nipples were already pebbled, catching against the robe’s lining when she tied it around her waist. She rolled her hair into a loose knot and stepped out.

      Jason was already on the table, his robe discarded, a towel draped across his hips. He looked relaxed—but not casual. Not anymore.

      She met his gaze, and he smiled at her. A little crooked. A little guilty.

      Carly felt that strange tension rise again in her chest—warm and tight and low.

      She walked over, climbed up, and lay down face-first on the table. The linen felt cool against her skin. The sheet she pulled over her hips was light, but still left her feeling exposed. The nearness of Jason—his scent, the heat radiating off his body—was suddenly more intimate than she expected.

      The door opened.

      Lena returned with a bottle of oil in one hand, her robe now belted tighter, her eyes calm and unreadable.

      The hum of music, the flicker of candles, the whisper of cloth—Carly took it all in like she’d crossed some invisible threshold.

      She wasn’t nervous.

      But she wasn’t relaxed either.

      She was waiting. For some reason, deep inside, she was hoping this wouldn’t be just a massage.

      Lena’s hands touched her calves—warm, slick with oil, firm enough to make Carly exhale without meaning to. The sheet draped over her hips rustled softly as the massage. Lena didn’t rush. She smoothed upward in long, unhurried strokes, her thumbs pressing into the muscles just enough to blur the line between relief and something deeper. Carly closed her eyes, her breath catching again as pressure gathered at the backs of her knees. It felt less like treatment and more like exploration—slow, attentive, and dangerously good.

      Lena’s oiled hands pressed gently into the soles of Carly’s feet, thumbs gliding up through the arch with firm strokes. The sensation was exquisite—strangely grounding, oddly erotic. Carly exhaled into the face cradle, letting her body sink deeper into the padded table.

      The pressure was perfect—deep enough to press into tension, but slow enough to suggest it wasn’t just about relief. There was something indulgent in the way she lingered, as if she were taking her time not because she had to, but because she wanted to.

      A low hum buzzed behind Carly’s breastbone. Not arousal, not exactly. But something so close to it that her thighs tensed involuntarily beneath the linen sheet.

      She swallowed and kept her eyes closed.

      “Let me know if anything feels too intense,” Lena murmured, her voice a warm exhale near Carly’s ear.

      Carly couldn’t speak. She nodded, hoping that would be enough.

      Lena’s hands moved up the back of her knees, thumbs circling slowly before dragging upward to the swell of her thighs. Carly shivered. The sheet shifted slightly, air brushing coolly across the newly exposed skin.

      Still, Lena didn’t cross any lines. She never touched what wasn’t meant to be touched. But the nearness—God, the nearness—was its own kind of intimacy.

      Carly’s breath shortened.

      She wasn’t cold.

      She was aware.

      Aware of the way Lena’s hands slowed near the curve of her ass, smoothing oil in wide, deliberate circles. Of how her skin tingled in places that hadn’t felt heat in weeks. Months. Maybe longer.

      Jason lay beside her, silent.

      But not asleep.

      His breathing was slower now, deeper—but not in a restful way. More like the way he sounded after sex, when he was half-drunk on sensation.

      Lena shifted her focus again, sliding her hands up Carly’s back. She pressed into the muscles beside her spine with measured pressure, drawing long lines to the base of her neck. The scent of the oil changed—still floral, but now with something richer beneath it. Amber. Sandalwood.

      Carly breathed it in. The tension in her shoulders began to melt, her awareness folding inward.

      Lena worked her way up, pausing at the knots near Carly’s shoulder blades, rolling them loose with her thumbs. The pleasure there was almost painful—almost too much. Carly bit her lip against the moan building in her throat.

      She didn’t want to make noise. Didn’t want to break whatever spell had fallen over the room.

      And then the hands left her.

      She listened.

      A shift in fabric. A quiet creak of the table beside her. A breath—Jason’s—drawn in deeper, then released on a low exhale that sounded almost... gratified.

      Carly’s eyes fluttered beneath her lashes, but she didn’t open them.

      She heard the slick sound of oil being poured, followed by Lena’s hands beginning again—this time on him.

      The rhythm was the same, slow and deliberate. But his reactions were different. More vocal. She heard his breath catch, then lengthen. The low sound he made in the back of his throat—half sigh, half groan—sent a bolt of heat straight through her.

      Lena wasn’t talking now. Just working. The only sound was oil and flesh and Jason’s uneven exhale.

      Carly’s chest rose and fell faster, her skin flushing under the sheet.

      She didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

      But she felt everything.

      The silence in the room had changed. It was no longer serene.

      Lena’s voice, when it came, was almost too soft to hear.

      “He’s holding tension in his hips,” she said, more to herself than anyone else.

      Another quiet creak of movement.

      Jason let out a sound that was undeniably pleased. His hips shifted slightly against the table. Not obvious, but enough for Carly to hear it, even from her table.

      Her hand gripped the edge of the table.

      The sheet clung to her damp skin, her nipples stiff against the linen, her thighs aching with tension she wasn’t allowed to release.

      She imagined what Lena was doing to him.

      Imagined where her hands were. How low they must have traveled. Whether the towel was still in place.

      Her breathing grew shallow.

      She pressed her cheek into the face cradle, eyes still closed, and let the scene build behind her lids.

      Then she opened them.

      Just a sliver. Just enough.

      She could see the muscles of Jason’s chest and abs, slick with oil. Lena’s hand moved down his body, graceful and strong. Her body was angled in a way that suggested closeness—but Carly couldn’t see beneath the towel. Not yet.

      Still, the sight was intimate. Too intimate to be just professional.

      Carly’s heart thudded in her chest.

      She didn’t stop it.

      Didn’t say a word.

      She closed her eyes again.

      And let it happen.
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        * * *

      

      When she opened them again, her gaze drifted down.

      And stopped.

      Lena was kneeling between his legs.

      Not standing. Not straddling. Not casually shifting weight. Kneeling. One hand braced lightly on Jason’s thigh, the other sliding up the towel that still technically covered him—until it didn’t.

      Carly’s breath caught.

      The sheet beneath her rustled as she shifted slightly, her body tensing with a jolt of something sharp and hot and unnameable. She didn’t speak. Not at first.

      She simply stared.

      Jason’s face was turned away from her, eyes closed, lips parted. His chest lifted in another slow inhale, and Carly saw it—felt it—the moment before Lena’s mouth replaced her hand.

      Carly’s heart pounded. Her breath came faster, shallower, as she watched Lena’s mouth hover over her husband’s cock.

      She didn’t tease. She didn’t stall.

      She took him into her mouth.

      Jason gasped. His hips jerked slightly before he forced them still again. His chest rose high, trembling with the effort of restraint.

      Carly couldn’t look away.

      Lena’s mouth moved in a slow, steady rhythm, her hand wrapped around the base, guiding him deeper. Her lips stretched, her cheeks hollowed, and the sound—slick, soft, obscene—filled the quiet room.

      Jason’s eyes opened and found Carly.

      There was no guilt there. No fear.

      Only hunger.

      She should have felt betrayed. Angry. She’d come here for intimacy, for closeness. Not this.

      But the heat rising through her chest wasn’t fury.

      It was desire. Sharp. Thrumming.

      She bit down on her bottom lip, her nipples stiffening again under the thin robe, more from what she was watching than anything Lena had done to her. Her hips pressed gently into the table, and a tiny moan slipped from her lips before she could swallow it.

      Jason heard it. His eyes fluttered open and locked with hers across the room. He didn’t speak. Didn’t ask. He just looked at her—flushed and waiting.

      Still, Carly said nothing.

      The air grew thicker. The low music faded into the background, overpowered by the sound of her own pulse. Her thighs pressed together beneath the sheet, as if her body were bracing itself against some invisible pressure.

      Jason groaned—low and broken, like something had been pulled from his chest. His hips shifted subtly, his hand flexing against the edge of the table. The towel was gone now, or at least pushed aside enough for Carly to see everything.

      Everything.

      Lena’s dark braid fell over one shoulder, swinging gently as she moved. Her hands were firm on Jason’s hips, anchoring him. Her mouth moved like she wasn’t just pleasuring him but claiming him.

      Carly couldn’t breathe.

      She couldn’t look away.

      The pressure inside her built like a tide, slow and warm and rising with every soft sound Lena coaxed from her husband’s throat. Her own breath came faster, and she shifted again beneath the sheet.

      Her hand moved without thinking underneath the sheet. Her fingertips grazed the top of her thigh, then her soft, slick folds. She inhaled sharply at her own touch—light, but enough to make her thighs clench tighter.

      Still, she watched.

      Lena’s lips glided over Jason’s shaft, slow and deliberate, taking him deeper with every pass. Her hand stroked the base, keeping time. Her mouth glistened in the candlelight, her jaw working with unhurried devotion.

      Jason’s head rolled to the side. He was flushed, lost.

      Carly’s fingers pressed a little more firmly against herself, still beneath the sheet, still hidden. She didn’t dare go further. Didn’t dare make a sound.

      But she felt everything.

      The heat. The ache. The dizzying rush of power and helpless, unrelenting arousal.

      This didn’t feel like betrayal.

      It was something more complicated. It felt like a gift.

      And now Lena was taking him in deeper.

      Her throat flexed. Her hand squeezed at the base. Jason groaned again, and Carly’s whole body trembled at the sound. Her fingers moved slightly—just enough to soothe the burn gathering in her core.

      Her breath hitched.

      She bit her lip.

      She wasn’t supposed to like this.

      But she did.

      More than she wanted to admit.

      Candlelight flickered across the curve of Lena’s ass as she shifted for better leverage. The motion was fluid, sensual, powerful. Her mouth never left him, never hesitated. It was a rhythm now—suck, stroke, slide. One that Carly felt in the back of her own throat, like phantom sensation.

      She pressed her fingers tighter against clit, circling faster and faster.

      Her body was a knot of tension, every nerve tuned to the sights and sounds unfolding just inches away. Jason’s groans, the slick sound of Lena’s mouth, the soft rustle of movement on the table.

      It was too much.

      It was perfect.

      And then she came while watching another woman suck her husband’s cock.

      She didn’t know what came next. Didn’t know what she wanted, beyond this—more.

      Carly’s breath came in shallow pulls. Her fingers were still curled beneath the sheet, slick with her own arousal, unmoving now but trembling faintly. Lena was still kneeling between Jason’s legs, her mouth working slow magic, her braid falling forward like a dark ribbon across his thigh.

      When Jason finally came, filling Lena’s mouth with his hot cum, Carly felt a pang of jealousy, but not where she thought it should be. She was flooded with the desire to taste him on her. To taste his cum on her tongue.

      Carly’s heart hammered.

      She couldn't stay still anymore.

      Her other hand reached down and gripped the edge of the linen sheet. Slowly, deliberately, she lifted it—her body flushed and warm beneath the golden light, every nerve ending alive with want.

      The sheet slid from her hips. Her thighs parted just slightly. Just enough to be seen.

      Lena lifted her head. Jason’s gaze dragged slowly to Carly’s face.

      He didn’t speak. Just held her there, looking at her like he couldn’t quite believe what was happening.

      Carly’s chest rose with each breath, her nipples taut, her lips parted. She felt bared in every way that mattered—and yet, not afraid. Not ashamed.

      She met Lena’s gaze.

      “I want to taste him on you.” Her voice cracked on the words. She swallowed, tried again.

      Lena slowed. Let Jason slip free from her mouth with a soft, wet sound. Her hand curled around him at the base, her eyes never leaving Carly’s.

      “Yes,” she said softly. “Come here.”

      That was all.

      No pretense. No ceremony.

      Just permission.

      Carly slid off the table, her knees shaking a little as her feet touched the warm wooden floor.

      Jason let out a slow breath. She felt his eyes move over her body, but didn’t look at him. She looked only at Lena—still kneeling, still grounded and calm, her mouth shiny, her cheeks flushed.

      Carly took one slow step forward.

      Then another.

      She stopped just in front of her.

      Lena rose to her feet in a single fluid movement. The height difference between them made Carly’s breath hitch again—Lena was taller, stronger-looking, her confidence radiating like heat. But there was softness in her eyes. Invitation, not dominance.

      She lifted a hand and brushed her fingertips lightly over Carly’s cheekbone. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Carly’s—not hard, not urgent. Just a press of warmth and breath and careful exploration. Carly’s lips parted in instinct, not experience. She’d never kissed a woman before. But the softness was dizzying. The curve of Lena’s mouth. The scent of her skin—something floral, heady, with an undertone of salt and sweat.

      Their tongues met, and a pool of Jason’s cum flowed into Carly’s mouth. She swallowed and continued to kiss Lena like this had been the plan all along.

      Lena’s hand slid into Carly’s hair, anchoring her gently. The kiss deepened. Still slow. Still gentle. But fuller now, wetter, more curious. Carly whimpered into it, her knees going weak.

      She felt Lena’s other hand on her waist, steadying her. Her own hands fluttered at her sides before finding purchase—one on Lena’s shoulder, the other against her ribs, fingers splaying over warm, damp fabric.

      The heat between them wasn’t sharp like it had been before.

      It was molten. Liquid. Pulling her in, melting her from the inside.

      Lena’s lips trailed sideways, across Carly’s cheek, toward her jaw. She kissed there, then lower—her mouth brushing the base of Carly’s neck, just above her collarbone. Carly shivered.

      She tilted her head to give her more access.

      Lena took it.

      Her mouth found Carly’s throat, her tongue drawing a slow, deliberate line upward before returning to her lips. Another kiss—this one more certain.

      Carly gasped when she felt hands slide down her back. Lena’s palms pressed gently into her lower spine, then down—cupping her bare ass.

      Carly didn’t stop her.

      She let her.

      She wanted her to.

      Jason exhaled again behind them. Carly turned her head slightly, and their eyes met. He was still lying there, his body half-exposed, flushed and hard in a different way.

      His gaze was worshipful.

      Carly felt her pulse quicken in her throat.

      Lena’s hands slid up again, over her ribs, until her thumbs grazed the undersides of Carly’s breasts.

      She paused. Waited.

      Carly gave a breathless nod.

      Lena touched her gently.

      Her palms cradled the weight of Carly’s breasts, her thumbs brushing slowly across each nipple until they peaked even harder.

      Carly gasped. Her head fell back slightly. Her thighs rubbed together, the ache there growing unbearable.

      She looked down between them, at the contrast of her fair skin and Lena’s golden hands.

      She had never felt safer or more exposed.

      “Now, it’s your turn,” Lena.

      Carly lay back on the table, the sheet forgotten. The linen was cool beneath her, but her body burned. Every inch of her skin felt awake, kissed by candlelight and anticipation. Her thighs trembled, parted slightly, and her breasts rose with each shaky inhale.

      Lena stood above her, gaze heavy. She untied the sash of her robe and let it fall to the floor. Carly had prepared herself to feel nervous, maybe shy—but instead, heat bloomed low in her belly. Lena wasn’t just beautiful. She was magnetic. Smooth curves, gleaming muscle, confidence wrapped around her like perfume. Carly could barely breathe.

      Jason stood just behind Lena, watching. Carly met his eyes. He didn’t look shocked. Or jealous. He looked wrecked—in awe, in love, in lust. The way his eyes moved over her body made her feel worshipped. Desired. Like she was something precious they were about to share.

      Lena lowered herself slowly, her palms bracketing Carly’s hips. Carly gasped at the first contact—warm lips on her belly, soft and sure, then trailing lower. Lena didn’t rush. She worshipped, her breath hot, her hands sliding up to cup Carly’s breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they were stiff and aching.

      "I knew when I saw you that you would want this," Lena murmured, her mouth brushing over Carly’s ribs.

      Carly arched into her touch. Her voice was gone. Her body answered instead, trembling, desperate.

      Then Lena kissed her inner thigh.

      Carly whimpered.

      The first stroke of Lena’s tongue over her slit was gentle. Curious. As if asking for permission even though it had already been given. Carly cried out, hips lifting, legs falling further open.

      Lena moaned into her.

      It wasn’t just worship now. It was hunger.

      Carly writhed, hands gripping the edge of the table. Lena’s tongue was relentless—slow, then fast, then slow again, teasing her with rhythm and pressure. Carly’s thighs quivered around her shoulders, and the coil inside her began to tighten.

      She turned her head—Jason was still there. Watching. Eyes wide, mouth parted, hard and panting as he stood motionless, as if even breathing too loudly would ruin it.

      "Jason," she whispered. "Touch me."

      He was there in seconds, standing behind her, hands trembling as he brushed her hair back from her face. Then his fingers trailed down her arm, her shoulder, her breast—cupping her like he hadn’t touched her in months.

      She moaned.

      Lena didn’t stop. She glanced up, eyes blazing, then sucked Carly’s clit between her lips and held it there, tongue flicking.

      Jason bent down, kissing Carly’s mouth. Her moan broke between them. His tongue tasted of mint and heat, his body leaning over hers, and his hand squeezed her breast in time with the rhythm of Lena’s mouth.

      Carly’s whole body bucked.

      She was spiraling. Drowning.

      Jason trailed his hand lower, between her breasts, over her belly, to where Lena’s head moved in slow circles. His fingers brushed her hip, then slid alongside Lena’s, gently spreading her thighs wider.

      Lena growled—soft but possessive.

      Carly reached down and touched Lena’s hair, fisting her braid.

      "Yes," she gasped. "Don’t stop."

      Jason’s mouth moved to her throat, his hand stroking the inside of her thigh while Lena feasted.

      She had never felt anything like it—two mouths, four hands, every inch of her body worshipped, adored, claimed.

      Then Lena pulled back, face wet, lips swollen, and looked up at Jason.

      "Your turn."

      Jason nodded. He dropped to his knees.

      Carly barely had time to breathe before his mouth replaced Lena’s. It was different—rougher, more desperate. He knew her, knew exactly where to press, how to move his tongue in ways that made her shake.

      Lena kissed her. Deep and slow.

      Carly whimpered into her mouth, her body caught in a storm. Jason between her thighs. Lena above her, lips hot and wet and insistent.

      Hands moved over her everywhere. Stroking, gripping, sliding. Her legs were parted so far they ached. But she didn’t care. She wanted more. Needed more.

      Lena kissed down her throat. Her hands pinched Carly’s nipples. Jason groaned into her, and she felt it—felt it everywhere.

      The pressure built impossibly high.

      Jason sucked hard at her clit and two fingers slid inside her.

      Carly cried out, her body arching off the table. But they didn’t stop.

      Lena’s tongue traced a line along her jaw, down to her collarbone, while Jason kept working her, dragging pleasure out like he wanted her to beg.

      Her breath came in ragged gasps. She was seconds from the edge—quaking, flushed, teetering.

      Jason’s fingers curved just right.

      And Carly shattered.

      Her back arched. Her cry echoed in the candlelit room. Her body convulsed with release, thighs shaking, mouth open and breathless.

      Jason held her. Lena kissed her throat. The world blurred.

      She had never come like that.

      Not in her life.

      She lay trembling, heart pounding, breath coming in gasps.

      And when she opened her eyes, they were both looking at her.

      Hungry.

      And far from finished.

      Lena brushed a damp strand of hair from Carly’s face. "You’re glowing," she whispered, pressing a soft kiss to her temple.

      Jason’s hand found hers, lacing their fingers together as he leaned down and kissed her other cheek. "Happy Birthday."

      Carly laughed breathlessly, tears stinging her lashes from the sheer overwhelm. Her whole body felt melted, raw in the most exquisite way.

      She’d come here expecting candles, oils, and silence.

      She hadn’t expected to fall open under two sets of hands and mouths, to feel so desired she couldn’t breathe.

      She hadn’t expected this.

      But she didn’t want it to end.
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        * * *

      

      Carly lay back, skin flushed and glistening, legs still trembling faintly from the orgasm they had coaxed from her. Lena led Jason back to his table.

      They just moved—calm and sure—as if this had always been the natural next step.

      Carly didn’t stop them. She watched.

      Lena turned toward Jason, her fingers grazing his jaw, guiding his face to hers for a slow, heated kiss. His hand reached for her hip. Carly’s breath hitched—not from jealousy, but from awe. The contrast of their bodies, the boldness of Lena’s ease, the way Jason’s mouth parted like he’d forgotten how to breathe without her—Carly drank it in.

      Jason leaned back as Lena climbed into his lap, straddling him in one graceful motion. Carly could see the tension in his arms as he gripped her thighs, the way his breath faltered when Lena’s hips aligned with his.

      Lena reached down between them, guiding him inside her with a long, slow press of her body.

      Carly watched it all.

      Jason’s head fell back, mouth open.

      Lena let out a sound—low and satisfied—and began to move, nice and slow. Her hips rolled in smooth circles, her hands braced on Jason’s chest.

      Carly’s thighs pressed together, her breath catching again. She couldn’t look away.

      Jason’s eyes fluttered open, seeking her.

      They locked.

      His lips parted, but he didn’t speak. That look—that look—tethered them together even while Lena rode him. Carly felt it all the way to her spine. He wanted this. He wanted her to see this.

      Lena’s voice cut through the warm hush, breathy and coaxing. “Touch yourself.”

      Carly’s chest rose. Her hand was already drifting under the sheet without conscious thought.

      “Let him see,” Lena added, hips grinding deeper.

      Carly didn’t hesitate.

      Her fingers slid down her stomach, trembling slightly as they reached the slick heat between her legs. Her clit was already swollen, aching. One touch made her moan—soft, unguarded.

      Jason’s eyes darkened.

      Lena smiled.

      She began to ride him harder, each movement a deliberate show. Her breasts bounced with each slow thrust, her thighs flexing, her moans growing louder. She threw her head back, hair spilling over her shoulders, hips undulating like water.

      Carly’s fingers moved in lazy circles, slow and rhythmic. She didn’t need speed—she needed sensation. She needed the feeling of watching, of being the one who’d allowed this.

      Lena wasn’t stealing anything.

      She was performing. For both of them.

      Jason groaned beneath her, his hands gripping Lena’s hips now, guiding her. Carly’s pulse pounded in her ears as she rubbed tighter, her body coiling again—not for release, not yet, but for that edge. That unbearable edge where watching becomes need.

      Lena leaned forward, one hand braced beside Jason’s head, her lips brushing his neck as she whispered something Carly couldn’t hear. Whatever it was made him shudder. His thighs tensed. His jaw clenched.

      “Don’t close your eyes,” Lena said aloud, her voice aimed at Carly now. “Watch him.”

      Carly did.

      She let her hand pause, pressing instead of rubbing, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

      Jason was close. She could see it—the way his body moved under Lena’s, the hitch in his breath, the way he looked at Carly like he was giving her this.

      And he was.

      Lena’s movements grew sharper, more focused. She rolled her hips down hard, grinding herself against him with every thrust, her thighs squeezing tighter.

      Jason groaned—loud now, uncontrolled.

      Carly’s fingers moved again, matching the rhythm. Her own need flared hot and fast, but she held back. She wanted to see it. She wanted to feel it in real time—the way Jason unraveled under someone else’s body while still looking at her.

      “Carly,” he gasped.

      That was all it took.

      She rubbed tighter, gasping with him. She watched as his back arched, hands tightening on Lena’s hips.

      And then it happened.

      Jason came with a raw sound, his whole body locking beneath Lena as she kept riding him through it, slower now, coaxing every last wave.

      Carly watched the whole thing.

      Her fingers didn’t stop until she came undone.

      She lay there, thighs open, hand still pressed against herself, skin glowing in the aftermath of watching her husband come inside another woman—with her permission, her gaze, her pleasure shaping the moment.

      Lena slowed to a halt, her head resting briefly against Jason’s shoulder.

      No one spoke.

      Carly’s body burned.

      Jason turned his head, blinking slowly. “You okay?” he whispered.

      Carly let her fingers fall away from between her thighs and smiled—languid, flushed, proud. “I’m better than okay,” she said softly. “I’m perfect.”
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        * * *

      

      Two weeks later

      Carly scrolled through her emails, biting her lip as her thumb hovered over the new message in her inbox.

      Subject: Your Private Wellness Experience

      From: Lena at Solstice Spa

      Body:

      Hi Carly,

      It was such a pleasure working with you and Jason. If you ever feel the need to… unwind again, I’m available for private couples sessions—discreet, curated, and customized to your comfort.

      Warmest,

      Lena

      Carly stared at the screen a moment longer than necessary. Her thighs pressed together, instinctively. She could still feel the oil on her skin. The way Lena moved. The way Jason looked at her while she watched him come undone.

      Jason’s voice called from the kitchen. “What are you smiling about?”

      Carly minimized the window. “Nothing.”

      He walked in, coffee mug in hand, still shirtless from their lazy Sunday morning. He set the mug down, leaned in, kissed her neck. “Liar.”

      She looked up at him, slowly. “Remember that spa you took me to?”

      Jason grinned. “Vividly.”

      Carly clicked Reply.

      Hi Lena,

      We were thinking about scheduling another session.

      Only… this time, I want to go first.

      She hit send.

      Then she turned in her chair, parted her robe just enough to show she wasn’t wearing anything beneath, and smiled up at her husband.

      “Cancel your plans,” she said. “I’m feeling very... tense.”

      Jason’s grin faltered, replaced by something darker, hotter.

      “Yes, ma’am.”
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