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Intimacy Coach



I didn’t know when it started, only that I noticed it too late.

There was still love between us—I wasn’t confused about that. Nate wasn’t cruel or distant in the way some men turn cold when they’re done trying. He still kissed my forehead every morning. Still pulled me against him in the kitchen sometimes just to hold me. We still talked. Still laughed. But it had been months since I felt wanted in that desperate I have to have you right now sort of way.

And yeah, I missed the sex. But I missed how it used to feel even more. How we used to feel when we touched each other like we couldn’t get enough. That first-year kind of hunger where even the way he looked at me used to light something in my chest. It wasn’t like that anymore.

Now it was me watching him undress, waiting for the spark. Watching him crawl into bed and roll onto his side with a half-hearted “you good?” before falling asleep. And me lying awake afterward, wondering if something was broken or if this was just what marriage became after a few too many years of busy schedules and polite orgasms.

I tried not to overthink it. I really did.

But the last time we had sex, it felt like we were doing a chore. Like we were just trying to get orgasms out of our system so we could move on with life. Like he was checking a box and hoping I didn’t notice.

I noticed.

I started looking things up online after that. Quietly. At night. Terms like “low libido marriage” and “sexual disconnection” and “couples therapy for intimacy.” And then, because I was desperate enough to want something different, I clicked into a few pages about sex coaching. I didn’t even know that was a thing. But there were photos—smiling women, confident and calm—and phrases like “body-based intimacy support” and “practical guidance for couples who still love each other but feel stuck.”

It made my chest ache, because that was us. Still in love. Still trying. Just… stuck.

I didn’t tell Nate right away. I hated the idea of making him feel like he wasn’t enough. That was the part I kept circling around in my head—how to say “I want more” without it sounding like “you’re failing me.”

So I waited. I swallowed it down. For days.

And then one night, over takeout at the kitchen island, it just… came out.

He was sipping his beer, distracted, probably thinking about the game. I was picking at my salad, trying to find the courage.

“Nate?”

“Yeah?” He looked up, smiling. Still sweet. Still him.

“I’ve been thinking about something. About us.”

His smile dipped. “Okay…”

I hesitated. My fingers gripped the edge of the stool. “I know things have been kind of… flat between us lately. Sexually, I mean. I miss the way it used to be. And I think you do too.”

He didn’t say anything at first, but I watched his throat tighten as he swallowed. His eyes dropped to the countertop.

“I was wondering if… we’d ever think about maybe talking to someone. A coach or therapist or… I don’t know. Just someone who could help us figure this out. I love you. I just… I want to feel close to you again.”

He set his beer down and rubbed the back of his neck. “I didn’t think you noticed,” he said finally.

That hit harder than I expected. “Of course I noticed.”

“Yeah. I guess I just figured it was a phase. I thought maybe you weren’t in the mood much anymore.”

“I am,” I said, probably too fast. “That’s the thing. I do want you. I just don’t know how to get back to the part of us that used to feel… hungry.”

He smiled faintly at that. “I remember that part.”

I felt my eyes sting a little, but I held it in. “Then let’s figure it out. Maybe we could get a sex coach.”

He nodded. Quiet for a second. Then, “You already looked into this?”

I shrugged. “A little. There are people who specialize in this. It’s not weird or anything. Some of them even work with couples who’ve been married a long time. It’s not just therapy. It’s… coaching. More hands-on. I mean, not literally hands-on. Just… it’s more about real strategies. Real connection.”

He gave me a sideways look. “You sure it’s not some kind of sex cult?”

That made me laugh. “Pretty sure.”

He leaned back on his stool and exhaled. “Okay. If you think it’ll help, I’ll try. I want us to be good again.”

I reached across the counter and took his hand. “I want us to be better than good.”

He squeezed my fingers. “Alright. Let’s see what this sex wizard can do.”

But that night, when I climbed into bed beside him, I still felt the ache of distance. Not as wide as before. But still there.

I laid on my back, eyes on the ceiling, and wondered what would happen if we opened that door. What kind of woman I’d find behind it. What she’d see in us. What she’d teach him.

What she might awaken in me.

I turned toward Nate and tucked myself against his chest, breathing in the scent of his skin—familiar, comforting. But somewhere deep inside, my body was craving something else. Not instead of him.

Something with him. Something more.
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I opened the door before Nate could. I didn’t even mean to. I just… wanted to be the first face she saw.

Which, in hindsight, was probably telling.

She stood there in jeans and a sleeveless silk blouse—soft sage green that made her brown eyes look gold when the light hit them. She had dark, shoulder-length curls and skin the color of coffee with a touch of cream. No clipboard, no lab coat. Just a leather messenger bag slung across one shoulder and a calm, steady energy that made me feel like I’d already said too much, even though we hadn’t spoken a word.

“You must be Rachel,” she said, smiling.

Her voice was warm. Low. Not sultry, but not clinical either. And when she smiled, it felt like she meant it.

“I am. Come in.” I stepped back, and she entered like she already knew the layout. Like she’d been here before in some other version of our lives, and this was just the next natural step.

“Nate,” he said, reaching to shake her hand.

She shook it without hesitation. “Nice to meet you both. I’m Tessa.”

Tessa. Of course that was her name. Not Dr. Something or Ms. Anything. Just Tessa. Friendly. Disarming. Beautiful in that unbothered, quietly commanding way some women were. The kind of woman who didn’t need to raise her voice to get the room to focus on her.

We sat in the living room. I’d tidied it earlier, nervous-cleaned it, really—fluffed the throw pillows, lit the good candle. The one that smelled like sandalwood. Subtle, so you couldn’t be sure if it was a candle or just the way the place smelled.

Tessa sat across from us in the armchair, legs crossed. No notebook. No recorder. Just her eyes, trained on us like she was studying a weather system and trying to decide if we were the type that’d blow over or build into something bigger.

“I want to thank you both for letting me into your home,” she began. “It takes courage to do this kind of work. Most people wait until it’s already too late. The fact that you’re here now tells me you still care. That’s a good sign.”

Nate nodded beside me. I felt the tension in his thigh under my palm. I hadn’t realized I was touching him.

Tessa continued, “Today’s not about sex. Not directly. It’s about connection. Eye contact. Listening. Being honest, even when it’s uncomfortable. That’s how this starts.”

Her gaze flicked between us.

“I don’t work from a script. I don’t assign homework. I read energy. I listen. And I reflect back what I see. If I ever cross a line, you tell me. If I ever miss something, you tell me that too. We’re here to practice intimacy, not perform it.”

That last line stuck with me. Practice, not perform. God, when was the last time anything in our marriage didn’t feel like a performance?

We started slow. Tessa asked open-ended questions. What drew us to each other. What intimacy used to look like. What it looks like now. There were no tricks. No icebreakers. Just… directness.

Nate’s voice was tight at first, like he didn’t trust himself not to say the wrong thing. But Tessa didn’t rush him. She let silence stretch until he filled it.

“I don’t know,” he said finally. “We used to feel… closer. Not just physically. But, like, all the time. Touching, joking, teasing. Now it’s like we’re roommates who get along really well but… something’s missing.”

Tessa nodded. “And Rachel, do you feel that too?”

I didn’t look at Nate. I looked at her.

“Yes. I feel like we still love each other, but sometimes I don’t know how to reach him. Like there’s a wall I didn’t mean to build.”

I felt myself getting hot. Not embarrassed—just exposed.

Tessa didn’t flinch. “Walls happen. Even between people who love each other deeply. The good news is that walls can come down. But it takes honesty. And patience.”

She leaned forward slightly. “Let’s try something. Just for a minute. Face each other. Sit close. Look into each other’s eyes. Don’t talk. Just breathe and look.”

Nate shifted on the couch. I turned toward him. Our knees brushed.

At first, it felt ridiculous. Forced. Like we were two actors in a play pretending to be in love. But then I looked at his eyes—really looked—and saw the man I’d married. The one who used to make me come with a single whispered word. The one who knew the spot behind my ear that turned my legs to jelly. The one who used to pin me down and say, I can’t wait anymore.

He blinked. I blinked.

“I miss you,” I said quietly, breaking the rule.

Tessa didn’t correct me.

Nate reached out and took my hand. His thumb traced along my knuckles, a slow, familiar rhythm.

“I miss you too,” he said.

There was a pause. Not awkward. Just thick.

I could feel Tessa watching us. Not intrusively. Just… present.

Something shifted. A pulse in the room. And when I glanced at her—just for a second—I caught the way her gaze lingered on Nate.

Not overt. Not inappropriate. But not neutral either.

And he… he looked back.

He didn’t leer. He didn’t flirt. But his body language changed. He sat a little straighter. His chest rose when he breathed. He looked seen.

I tried to tell myself I was imagining it. That I was projecting. That this was normal. She was just good at what she did. People responded to her. That didn’t mean anything.

But something in my stomach tightened anyway.

When the session ended, Tessa stood and thanked us again. No handshake this time. Just a soft smile and a promise to return next week, same time.

I walked her to the door.

She turned before stepping outside. “You’re both doing better than you think.”

“Thank you,” I said. And meant it. But also didn’t know what had passed between them earlier.

Later, in bed, Nate curled against me like he used to. His hand slid under my shirt, just resting on my stomach. Not moving. Just touching. And even that—just that—felt like a breakthrough.

But my mind drifted anyway. To the look he gave her.

To the one she gave him back.

And to the tiny, secret part of me that wasn’t angry.

It was curious. And just a little turned on.
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The next morning, I made coffee for us before he even got out of bed, because I needed something to do with my hands.

I kept thinking about Tessa. About how she sat with one leg crossed over the other, her eyes fixed on us like she could see every little current passing between our bodies. About how Nate had leaned toward her without realizing. How his voice had dropped just slightly when he answered her questions.

I stirred almond milk into my mug and stared out the window, trying not to read too much into it.

He padded into the kitchen barefoot, shirtless, still half-asleep. Hair sticking up on one side. That used to do it for me. Still did, kind of. Just not in the same automatic way.

“Morning,” I said, handing him his coffee.

“Thanks.” He took a sip and leaned against the counter. “You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep much.”

He gave me a sideways glance. “Still thinking about yesterday?”

I nodded. “You?”

He shrugged. “Yeah. I guess.”

That was it. No follow-up. No man, that was intense or I didn’t expect to feel so exposed. Just yeah, I guess, like he was talking about the weather.

I let the silence sit for a second before I pushed.

“How’d it feel for you? The session?”

He scratched the back of his neck. “Weird, I guess. But not bad. Just… new.”

“Did anything surprise you?”

Another shrug. “I mean, the staring thing. That was intense.”

I waited. He didn’t say more.

“And… Tessa?” I asked lightly, watching him over the rim of my mug. “She was different than I expected.”

He smirked faintly. “Yeah. I figured she’d be, like, fifty and super clinical.”

“But she’s not,” I said.

“Nope.”

Again—no elaboration. No she’s great at what she does or she made it easier to talk. Just that little glint in his eye. That subtle shift in posture. The kind of thing I wouldn’t have even clocked if I hadn’t known him as well as I did.

I tilted my head. “You have a little crush on her.”

His eyes snapped to mine. “What? No.”

“Oh my God,” I laughed, but it wasn’t entirely playful. “You’re acting like a teenage boy.”

“I’m not,” he said, a little too defensively. “I just… I respect what she does. And she’s confident. It’s attractive in a professional way.”

“Uh-huh.”

He made a face and walked past me to grab the oat milk from the fridge. “Aren’t we supposed to be focused on us? What is this? Some kind of trap?”

I followed him with my eyes. “It’s okay, you know. To find her attractive. I’m not going to bite your head off.”

He didn’t answer right away.

Then, as he poured, “I didn’t expect her to be so…” He paused. “Direct.”

“That’s what turned you on, huh?”

“I’m not turned on,” he said quickly. It wasn’t really an argument. In fact, the teasing felt light and…freeing. Even though it was our intimacy we were supposed to focus on, something loosened up in me when thinking about the two of them together.

I smiled into my coffee. “Sure.”

But the truth was, I wasn’t mad. Not exactly.

Annoyed? A little. Not because he liked her—I mean, who wouldn’t?—but because I couldn’t tell if it was just the idea of her that got under his skin, or if he’d already started building fantasies in his head.

And the worst part?

I’d started building them too.

That night, we didn’t talk about it again. He kissed my shoulder when we got in bed. Said goodnight. Rolled onto his side.

I stared at the ceiling for a while.

Then I shifted under the covers and let my thighs fall open just slightly, as if that made a difference. As if that changed anything.

I slid my hand down beneath the waistband of my sleep shorts. My fingers were warm. Nervous. But when they pressed between my legs, the heat there was undeniable.

I pictured her.

Not naked. Just her hand on Nate’s thigh. Her voice low, calm, instructive.

“Don’t rush. Look at her. Tell me what you want to do to her.”

My breath caught.

I let my fingers trace a slow circle over my clit. I kept my other hand flat against my stomach to stop it from trembling.

I imagined Nate sitting obediently, flushed and hard, waiting for her permission to touch me.

“Good. Just like that. But slower. Make her beg for it.”

My hips twitched. I bit my lip.

Beside me, Nate breathed evenly—deep and slow, already asleep. Completely unaware.

I turned my head to look at him. He looked peaceful. Handsome. Innocent, almost. Like he had no idea I was wet with the thought of someone else whispering in his ear. Of her coaching him. Watching him. Watching us.

“She’s moaning now. You’re making her feel so good. Keep going. Don’t stop until I say so.”

I moaned under my breath. Quick and quiet. Just air through my teeth.

I slid two fingers deeper and held still for a beat. My thighs clenched. I bit down on the inside of my cheek to keep from crying out.

When I came, it was sharp. Fast. A little desperate.

I gasped into the pillow, barely muffling the sound.

Nate shifted beside me but didn’t wake.

I laid there for a while, heart pounding, fingers sticky, the ghost of her voice still circling my thoughts.

And even then, I didn’t feel guilty.

I felt curious.

Maybe that was worse.
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I wore jeans and a fitted black sweater to the second session. Nothing flashy. Nothing that screamed I see you watching him and I want you to know I see you. And definitely nothing that asked Do you find me attractive too? Still, I couldn’t help but wonder if I was trying too hard to be…something.

Tessa arrived right on time again, like she had a sixth sense for pacing. Same leather bag. Same low, confident voice. Same goddamn scent—something warm and earthy that made my throat catch when she brushed past me to sit in the armchair.

We didn’t sit as close this time, Nate and I. Not because anything was wrong. Just… less performative. Less like we were trying to prove we still liked each other and more like we were both waiting for something to happen. For someone to say something that would open a door.

Tessa gave us her usual grounding nod and folded her hands in her lap.

“This week I want to talk about fantasies,” she said, calm as ever.

Nate shifted beside me. She noticed.

“Not the scripted kind,” she clarified. “Not the stuff you think your partner wants to hear. I mean real fantasies. Unedited ones. Things that light you up—even if they surprise you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s a pretty intimate direction for a second date.”

Tessa smiled, eyes flicking toward mine. “We’ll ease into it.”

She glanced down at a small index card on her knee.

“There are five basic erotic comfort zones,” Tessa said. “Most people fall into a combination of a few. Sensual, playful, dominance-based, emotional connection, and exploration. Think about where you feel the most comfortable—and where you feel the most turned on. They’re not always the same.”

She looked at Nate. “Want to go first?”

He hesitated. “Sure, I guess.”

He rubbed the back of his neck—nervous habit—and shifted a little closer to the edge of the couch. “I’d say emotional connection has always been the anchor for me. But lately I’ve been thinking about trying new things. Stuff we haven’t done before.”

Tessa nodded once. “Like what?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. Nothing specific. I just keep thinking maybe it’s not about one fantasy. Maybe it’s just… changing things up. Getting out of our usual rhythm.”

“Is that more about variety or intensity?”

“Both,” he said. “I want to feel something different. Something that makes me not think so much.”

That last part landed. I could feel it in my chest.

Tessa nodded again, then turned to me.

“Rachel?”

I glanced at Nate, then back at her. “I probably lean toward dominance-based and emotional connection too. But not dominance in the usual way. I don’t want to be in charge of everything. I just like knowing the energy is going somewhere on purpose. I like knowing I’m the reason for his pleasure.”

“Interesting,” she repeated softly. “What does that look like for you?”

I thought about it. “I like seeing him get out of his head. When he’s really in it—fully present, not overthinking—it gets me there faster too. That’s when I feel the most connected. When we’re not just… going through the motions.”

There was a quiet pause.

I realized then that I’d spoken a little more honestly than I meant to. But neither of them looked at me like I’d overshared.

Tessa folded her hands in her lap. “And what about fantasies? Not the kind think are safe to say. Genuine fantasies. Just… ideas that pull at you. Even if they’re still forming.”

Nate glanced at me again. I gave him a subtle nod.

“Well, I mean…I think every guy has the threesome fantasy,” he said. “Two girls, of course.”

Tessa didn’t write anything down. She just watched him. Her throat bobbed with a swallow.

“And you, Rachel?”

I exhaled slowly. I wanted something similar but not quite the same. I wasn’t ready to completely say it out loud. So I made it vague. “Sometimes I think about changing the balance. I don’t even have a clear picture of what that looks like. I just know I’m craving a different kind of spark.”

Tessa tilted her head. “Different how?”

“Something with more edge,” I said. “Less routine.”

Her gaze lingered on me—warm but alert.

Then she looked back at Nate, and that’s when I saw it. The way her eyes stayed on him a beat too long. Not dramatically. Not inappropriately. But long enough for me to feel it in my gut.

She wasn’t just taking notes in her head. She was picturing something. And it wasn’t theoretical.

I didn’t say anything. But the coil of heat in my stomach told me I wasn’t imagining it.
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After the session, Nate went upstairs to take a work call. I lingered behind.

Tessa packed her things slowly, like she knew I was going to say something.

I waited until she was at the door.

“I saw the way you looked at him,” I said, calm. Not accusing. Just… clear.

She blinked. “Rachel—”

“Don’t. Don’t insult me by pretending.”

She hesitated, then sighed. “It’s not what you think.”

“Isn’t it?” I asked.

She met my gaze. Held it. And then—just for a second—looked scared.

“I’m human,” she said quietly. “And sometimes that complicates things.”

“But you felt it.”

She didn’t answer. That was all the confirmation I needed.

I didn’t feel betrayed. I felt turned on. Which scared me more.
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I was folding laundry when my phone rang. I didn’t recognize the number, but I answered anyway. I knew. I fucking knew.

“Tessa?” I asked, already bracing.

There was a pause on the other end. A breath. Then: “Rachel. Hi. I—do you have a minute?”

My heart knocked once, hard. I sat down on the edge of the bed, one of Nate’s T-shirts still warm in my lap.

“Yeah. Of course.”

She didn’t waste time.

“I need to step away from your case. From the sessions.”

I blinked. “Why?”

Her voice was steady, but I could tell it was practiced. Like she’d already rehearsed this a few times, maybe out loud. Maybe in her car.

“It’s not ethical for me to continue. I’m feeling… drawn. In a way I didn’t anticipate. And I don’t want to blur boundaries. That wouldn’t be fair to either of you.”

Drawn.

She didn’t say “to Nate.” She didn’t say, “I want to fuck your husband,” or “I picture him naked when I fall asleep.” But she didn’t need to.

I stood, laundry forgotten.

“So that’s it? You’re quitting because you’re attracted to him?”

Another pause. This one longer.

“Yes.”

She said it like a confession. Like it embarrassed her.

“I’m sorry,” she added. “I really am. This isn’t something I planned. It’s the opposite of professional. I thought I could manage it. But after the last session, I—”

“So I was right,” I said, cutting in. My voice felt calm. Too calm. Detached, almost. “You denied it, but I was right.”

Another breath. “You were. I’m sorry.”

I stared at the wall for a second, trying to figure out what emotion was trying to claw its way out of my chest.

It wasn’t jealousy. Or hurt. It was something older than that. Hungrier.

“I want you to come over,” I said.

“What?”

“Tonight. I want to talk in person.”

“Rachel—”

“Please. One more time. You don’t have to stay long. I just… I need to understand this. We both do.”

She hesitated. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

I sat back down, deliberately this time. “Maybe not. But I’m asking anyway.”

There was silence on her end. I could hear the sound of traffic in the background. A car horn. A distant dog barking.

Finally, she said, “Okay. Just to talk.”

“Right,” I said. But I wasn’t even sure if I believed that.

[image: ]


Nate raised his eyebrows when I told him she was coming over.

“She said she can’t work with us anymore,” I explained, clearing space on the coffee table. “She says she crossed a line. She’s quitting.”

He froze. “Crossed a line? How? When?”

“Because of you,” I said. “She’s attracted to you.”

He blinked like he didn’t understand the sentence. “Wait—seriously?”

“Yeah.”

He leaned against the kitchen counter, rubbing his jaw. “Jesus.”

“I asked her to come over,” I said, watching his reaction.

“Why?”

I hesitated. “Because I don’t want this to be the end. I think… “ I think I want you to fuck our therapist, “we might be onto something. We might really be able to fix what’s wrong between us.”

His eyes narrowed, cautious. “By using a therapist that’s attracted to me?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” I admitted. “But I can’t give up. Not yet.”
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When Tessa arrived, I hesitated for a second before opening the door—not because I was nervous, but because I didn’t trust myself to look unaffected.

She looked the same. Leather bag. Jeans. A loose navy blouse that hinted at the curve of her waist when she moved.

Her eyes searched mine, then Nate’s behind me.

“You told him?” she asked me.

I nodded. A tangle of emotions flickered in her eyes. “I wasn’t sure if I should come,” she admitted.

I half-smiled, still nervous. “I’m glad you did.”

We sat in the living room. No tea. No candles. Just the three of us, awkward in a way we hadn’t been before.

“I’m sorry,” she said again. “This was never supposed to happen. I’ve never had this problem before.”

Nate looked stunned. He wasn’t used to women being this direct. Neither was I, honestly. And I was flattered that my husband, of all the husbands she’d worked with, was the one attractive enough to make her want to cross a line.

“I appreciate you being honest,” I said. “But I don’t think you should quit.”

Tessa stared at me. “Rachel…”

“I’m serious.”

“That’s not how this works.”

“I think we both know this isn’t a normal situation anymore.”

She didn’t answer. Just looked at me like she was waiting for me to say what I really meant.

So I did.

“I think you’re what we need. Not just as a therapist. As something more.”

Nate’s head turned sharply toward me.

“Wait. Are you saying—?”

“I don’t know what I’m saying,” I interrupted, then softened. “I just know that when I saw you look at him, something in me came alive. Something that hasn’t woken up in a long time.”

Tessa closed her eyes. Exhaled.

“I can’t be your therapist if we cross that line.”

“Then don’t be,” I said. “Be something else.”

She opened her eyes again. Looked at me like she didn’t know whether to kiss me or run.

“I think about you,” I said, throat tight. “Both of you. Together. The way he looks when he’s flustered. The way your throat bobs. It turns me on.”

Nate stared, mouth slightly open.

Tessa licked her lips, carefully. “Are you asking me to—?”

“I’m asking you to stay,” I said. “Just for tonight. No therapy. No rules. Let’s just talk. Or…” I didn’t finish my thought. She already knew what I was thinking anyway.

Tessa nodded slowly. “Alright.”

The silence between us stretched, hot and expectant.

And I realized something then.

This wasn’t just about fixing a broken marriage. This was about setting something on fire and watching what survived the flames.

I sat on the couch with my hands folded in my lap, knees together, ankles crossed like I was trying to be good. Nate was in the armchair across from me, leaning forward slightly, elbows on his thighs. Watching the space between us like he was afraid to look at either of us too directly.

Tessa took the other chair, off to the side. Same calm posture. But her face was different now—drawn tight in a way I hadn’t seen before. Her confidence was still there, but muted. Coiled.

She cleared her throat after a long stretch of silence.

“I shouldn’t have come tonight,” she said, voice quiet but steady. “Even if I’m not your therapist anymore, I was. It’s not just unprofessional—it’s a violation. You trusted me, and I crossed a line.”

I looked at her. She was trying so hard to do the right thing. I could see it in every inch of her posture. Her eyes didn’t move. Her legs didn’t fidget. She sat there like she was holding herself in check with every breath.

But I didn’t want her to be professional right now. I didn’t want her to do the right thing.

I wanted her to say yes.

“Maybe,” I said slowly, “my husband needs more than just talk.”

Nate’s head turned toward me so fast I could feel the shift in the room.

Tessa blinked. “Rachel—”

“Maybe,” I said again, voice lower now, “he needs someone to show him. Maybe that’s the only way we get back to something real.”

Tessa didn’t move. But her chest rose with a sharp inhale.

“I don’t—” she started. “That’s not what I do.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s not what I do either. But we’re here, aren’t we? We’re already past pretending this is just about therapy.”

I glanced at Nate.

He looked stunned. Wide-eyed. His lips were slightly parted like he wasn’t sure whether to interrupt or just let the moment keep happening. I could see his pulse jumping in his neck.

“I don’t want a replacement,” I said. “I don’t want someone else. I want him. I want us. But I also want to feel that hunger again. And I think… I think you might be the spark we need.”

Tessa’s mouth opened, but no sound came out.

I leaned forward.

“Just show him. That’s all. Show him how to touch me.” I didn’t say what I really meant. That he didn’t need instruction. He knew my body as well as I knew it myself. What I wanted was to see him touch her. Even if it was under the guise that it was to simply learn.

The air in the room changed. Not just charged—thick. Like it had weight. Like the three of us were suddenly inside something that didn’t belong to anyone, but also belonged to all of us.

Tessa looked between us. Slowly. Like she was waiting for someone to tell her no.

But Nate didn’t say a word. And I didn’t look away.

“It’s not what I usually do,” she said, voice faint. “But…” Her gaze dropped to my lap, then back to my eyes. “If you really think it’ll help—”

“I do,” I said.

Tessa stood up first.

She didn’t rush. She didn’t smile. Her eyes flicked to mine for one last beat—silent confirmation—before she turned to Nate and said, gently, “Stand up.”

He hesitated, like he thought he might’ve misheard her.

But then he moved. Slow, almost clumsy, like his body wasn’t sure it belonged to him anymore. He stood in front of her, taller by half a foot, arms limp at his sides.

Tessa didn’t touch him at first. She just stood close enough for their hearts to race. Her voice softened. “Look at me.”

He did. His face was pink at the edges, like blood was rushing somewhere he didn’t want to admit.

She reached for his wrists. Lifted them. And slowly—deliberately—placed his hands on her hips.

He exhaled. I could see it in the way his shoulders dropped. Not relief. Not ease. Something closer to surrender.

His fingers didn’t move at first.

She didn’t push.

I swallowed. My thighs pressed together on instinct.

“It’s okay,” I said, my voice barely there. “I want this.”

Tessa glanced at me again. Then back to him.

“Good,” she whispered. “Then don’t overthink it. Let your hands get to know me.”

He blinked. Swallowed. And moved.

His palms slid from her hips up along her waist. Slow, cautious, reverent. Like he was worried she might shatter under his touch. Like he’d never touched a woman before, even though I knew every inch of those hands. I’d watched them fix things. I’d felt them dig into my hips when he came. I’d missed the way they used to grab me without hesitation.

Now, they moved with care I hadn’t seen from him in years.

His fingers brushed the sides of her ribs, then up along the curves under her arms, then rested—lightly—just beneath the swell of her chest.

She shivered.

So did I.

Her breathing changed. I heard it. So did he.

She didn’t tell him what to do next.

And maybe that’s why it worked.

He slid his hands back down, slower this time. More sure. The pads of his thumbs tracing the line of her waistband. His chest rose and fell with a kind of desperate stillness—like he was trying not to make a sound.

Then he leaned in.

It wasn’t dramatic. No sudden pull or lurch. He just moved, like gravity was pulling his mouth toward hers, and he’d finally stopped resisting.

Their lips met.

Soft at first. Careful.

Her hands moved up to his shoulders and rested there while waiting for him to decide if he’d keep going.

He did.

The second kiss had heat behind it. I felt it from across the room. A quiet growl of hunger pushing through whatever guilt he still had left. His hands flexed at her waist. She tilted her head. Her mouth opened for him.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

Watching it was nothing like I thought it would be.

It wasn’t betrayal. It wasn’t even jealousy.

It was arousal—dense and hot and low in my belly, curling down between my legs in a slow, warm flood. My nipples were tight beneath my shirt. My skin felt too sensitive. Too alert. Like I’d been waiting for this without realizing it.

I didn’t know if I should touch myself. I didn’t know if I should interrupt.

I just watched.

He kissed her like he wanted to understand her. Like he was memorizing the shape of her mouth. Like he wasn’t sure how long he was allowed to keep doing it.

And she let him.

She kissed him back with her fingers still planted on his shoulders, like she was keeping him grounded. Not leading. Not taking over.

Letting him want her.

Letting him learn her.

I shifted slightly on the couch. My legs pressed tighter together.

Tessa broke the kiss first. Not abruptly. Just pulled back enough to look at him. His lips were wet. His pupils blown. He looked dazed. Like he’d just come up for air after diving too deep.

She turned to me. My heart hammered in my chest. I met her eyes and nodded once.

Keep going. Whatever happens next, I want to see it. I need to see it. I wanted more.

The kiss hadn’t end the way kisses usually do. It didn’t trail off or lose momentum. It just paused—like both of them realized, at the same time, that stopping would mean either stepping away… or going further.

And neither of them moved.

Tessa kept her hands on his shoulders. Her fingers flexed slightly against his shirt. Her breathing had changed. So had his. They weren’t touching anywhere else yet, but the tension between them was already starting to hum.

Then she reached for the hem of his T-shirt.

Her movements were slow. She was still working through her hesitation. She didn’t look at me, or even look away. She kept her eyes on him while she peeled his shirt up inch by inch. Her fingers brushed his skin as the cotton lifted, and I watched the way his abs tightened under her touch, instinctive and uncontrolled.

He raised his arms to help her take it off. His chest rose, bare and flushed. She dropped the shirt to the floor and let her palms drift back down his torso. I watched his stomach ripple again when she reached his waist. His whole body looked like it was waiting for instructions he didn’t want to ask for.

Tessa didn’t say anything.

She just ran her hands up again. Over the curve of his chest. Across his shoulders. Down his arms. Not groping—just exploring. She was quiet, but I could see the way her eyes softened. Focused.

It was strange watching someone study my husband like that. Stranger still that I wasn’t angry. I felt like I should be, but I wasn’t.

Instead, I wanted to touch myself.

I wanted to see how far he’d let her go.

Then his hands moved.

He hesitated at the hem of her blouse. His fingertips hovered there for a second like he was afraid to ask permission. But she nodded once, barely noticeable. It was enough.

He slipped his hands beneath the fabric, and she lifted her arms without a word.

The shirt came off in one smooth motion.

She wasn’t wearing anything fancy underneath—just a plain black bra. But the second he saw her, I could feel the way his breath caught.

His knuckles brushed her breasts as he moved the shirt out of the way, and the contact made her shudder.

Her nipples were hard, poking visibly through the thin material. He didn’t touch them yet. But his hands lingered at the base of the cups, and I could see the way his fingers twitched, like he wanted to.

She stepped back, just slightly. Unbuttoned her jeans. Slid them down over her hips and stepped out of them.

She stood in front of him now in just her bra and panties, hair falling around her shoulders, breathing slow and even—but her body gave her away. Her thighs clenched. Her chest rose and fell faster than before.

Nate looked dazed. His mouth opened slightly like he wanted to say something but didn’t know what.

Tessa moved closer again. Hands at his waistband. She undid the button on his jeans. Unzipped them carefully. Slid them down. He stepped out of them like he was half in a dream.

Then she knelt.

She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his briefs and tugged down.

His cock sprang free, hard and flushed. My husband’s breathing turned ragged.

Tessa gasped. I saw her eyes widen just a little, and for a second, she looked… stunned. Her hand hovered like she didn’t quite know what to do with a cock that size.

I smiled.

Pride swelled in my chest—ridiculous, maybe, but real. He was mine. He’d always been mine. And now someone else got to see what I saw.

She looked back at me. There was a question in her eyes. Are you sure?

I nodded.

Her hand closed around him. And everything started to shift.

His eyes never left mine, even when she took him into her mouth.

I felt my breath catch. My chest went tight. I wasn’t jealous.

I was wet.

She moaned softly as she sucked, and I could tell she meant it. It wasn’t performative. It was hungry. She wanted him, and he wanted her, but he wasn’t watching her. He was watching me. Watching the way my legs shifted on the couch, how my thighs pressed together without me realizing. He watched my reaction more intently than he watched her mouth.

He was still mine. Even now. Especially now.

And then he growled—low and guttural, like something snapped in him—and grabbed her by the shoulders. Lifted her right off the floor with that unfiltered strength I loved so much. He stood her up, unhooked her bra like he’d been thinking about it all day, and pushed the soft cups off her shoulders.

Her breasts were full and flushed, the tips already tight. My husband didn’t hesitate. He cupped them both in his hands, leaned in, and sucked her nipple into his mouth like he needed it. She arched against him, gasping, her hands on his shoulders for balance. I could see the way her fingers dug in. Her eyes fluttered closed.

That was when I started to undress.

I didn’t make a show of it. I didn’t tease or pose. I just pulled my shirt off, let my bra fall. Stepped out of my leggings. Every inch I revealed felt like a challenge I didn’t have to say out loud. This was still our home. Our bed. Our marriage. And if this was happening, I wasn’t going to watch it from the sidelines like some obedient wife pretending not to feel things.

I sat back down on the sofa—completely naked now—and let my hand slip between my thighs.

He saw. Of course he saw. His gaze flicked to me again, and I watched his jaw clench, his lips still wet from her breast.

Then he dropped to his knees.

He pulled her panties down slow, easing the fabric over her hips until they fell around her ankles. She stepped out of them like she was in a trance, legs trembling slightly, and he guided her back until the backs of her knees hit the edge of the sofa.

Then he dropped to his knees.

His hands gripped her thighs and spread them apart, firm but not rough. She gasped when his mouth touched her—really touched her—his tongue sliding up between her folds in one long, deliberate stroke. Not gentle. Not teasing. He went straight for her, licking her like he meant it, like he wanted to make her come undone right there in front of me.

And I watched. I watched as her knees buckled and she reached for his head, grabbing fistfuls of his hair for balance. Her head dropped forward, her breathing sharp and uneven, hips already rocking against his face.

I could hear it. The slick sound of his tongue working her, the little groan he made when she moaned. He wasn’t soft with her. He sucked on her clit hard enough to make her cry out, then buried his tongue deep again, fucking her with it until her thighs started to shake.

My fingers were already between my legs by then, circling my clit in slow, steady pressure as I watched the two of them. Her legs trembling. His shoulders flexing. His mouth wet and eager between her thighs.

She came with a strangled sound, her body going stiff all at once. Her legs shook as she pressed herself harder against his face, and she didn’t even try to hold it back. She screamed for him, high and hoarse and raw, one hand slapping the back of the couch while the other fumbled for something to hold on to.

He didn’t stop right away. He kept licking through it, sucking and dragging his tongue over her swollen clit while she whimpered and twitched in his hands. When he finally pulled back, his face was slick with her. His mouth looked swollen. He breathed hard through his nose, and when he looked up at me, his eyes were almost wild.

So were mine.

My whole body was hot. My fingers were slick. I was already on the edge just from watching him devour her like that.

He growled again—deeper this time—and stood, grabbing her hips like he already knew what he wanted next.

He brought her to the sofa. Right beside me.

Not to lie down. Not to sit.

He bent her over, her elbows on the back of it, her knees digging into the cushions. Her ass was arched, flushed, ready. And I was close enough to touch her if I wanted to. I could see everything. Smell how wet she still was.

She looked over her shoulder at me, hair falling in her face.

“You okay?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

I nodded, but I didn’t speak. I couldn’t.

I just kept touching myself while my husband stepped behind her, his cock stiff and slick, and both of us waited to see what he’d do next.

“Is this what you want?” Nate’s voice sounded wrecked—low, thick, almost hoarse—and he was standing right behind Tessa with his cock in his hand, slick and flushed and straining.

“Tell me,” he growled. “You want to watch me fuck her brains out?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“Fuck yes,” I said, my voice sharper than I expected. I leaned in, close enough to feel Tessa’s hair brush my shoulder. “I want you to fill her with your cum.”

Tessa let out a shaky breath—almost a whimper—and turned her head toward me.

And I kissed her.

It wasn’t soft or experimental. I kissed her like I meant it, like I’d been dying to know what her mouth tasted like while she was still flushed and trembling from my husband’s tongue. She kissed me back immediately, almost too eagerly, like she’d been waiting for that line to get crossed.

Then Nate slid inside her.

She gasped into my mouth the second he entered her, and I felt the sound of it in my chest. Her lips parted around mine. Her moan was soft and strangled and honest.

“Jesus,” she breathed, pulling back just enough to look me in the eye while Nate sank in deeper.

I watched his hips draw back and drive forward again, slow at first. Measured. Like he was testing how far he could push her. But she was already squeezing her eyes shut, one hand fisted in the cushion, her other arm shaking from the effort of staying upright.

I slid closer, brushing our shoulders. She turned her face toward me again, and this time, her fingers reached between my legs.

I let her.

I spread my thighs and leaned back just enough to give her room. Her fingertips were gentle at first, circling over my clit like she already knew what I liked. The contact sent a jolt straight through me. My breath caught, my hips tilted toward her hand, and I locked eyes with Nate.

He was watching everything. His rhythm faltered for half a second before he growled and grabbed Tessa’s hips harder, driving into her faster.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered against my cheek.

I could feel it building in me—the tension, the pressure, the heat curling low and fast. Her fingers didn’t let up, even as her own body was rocked forward by every thrust of my husband’s cock. Her breath stuttered. Her lips brushed my jaw.

Nate reached around and found her clit with his thumb, rubbing her in tight, filthy little circles that made her whole body twitch.

She was caught between both of us—my clit throbbing under her fingers, her pussy stretched around Nate’s cock—and every sound she made went straight to my spine.

Her hand was soaked now. My thighs trembled.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered. I didn’t even recognize my own voice.

She didn’t. Neither did Nate.

He slammed into her, hips slapping loud and relentless, the sound mixing with her whimpers and my ragged breathing. Her body jerked between us, and when she came, it was sudden and hard. Her fingers clenched against me. She cried out, low and wild, her forehead dropping to my shoulder.

Nate cursed under his breath—his thrusts stuttering—then shoved in deep and froze, groaning like he couldn’t hold back. His hips twitched, and I knew exactly what was happening.

He was coming inside her.

Tessa moaned again, the sound raw and broken, and I tipped over the edge with her. My back arched. Her fingers kept circling. I came so hard I nearly bit her shoulder trying to stay quiet.

The room was thick with it—sweat and breath and the scent of all of us—when it finally started to settle. I slid down into the cushions, still panting. Tessa collapsed beside me with a satisfied grunt, and Nate leaned forward, arms bracketing Tessa’s body. His forehead leaned against her shoulder, chest heaving.

For a moment, nobody said a word.

Then Tessa laughed softly. “Well. That was… productive.”

Nate snorted, wiping sweat from his brow. “Pretty sure that’s not covered by insurance.”

I smiled, still breathless. “We’ll call it a trial session.”

Tessa tilted her head toward me, eyes lazy and warm. “You think you’ll need another appointment?”

I let my eyes travel from her flushed cheeks to the mess between her thighs and then up to my husband, still catching his breath behind her.

I grinned. “Oh, we’ve got a lot more work to do.”

Nate raised a brow.

Tessa smiled. “Yeah,” she murmured. “I think I can make time in my schedule.”

“And do you have time in your schedule for the rest of tonight?”

She nearly purred in response. “Yeah,” she said, beaming. “But I’m definitely no longer your therapist after this.”

“Consider yourself fired,” I teased.

The three of us moved to the bedroom, leaving our scattered clothes behind. I realized then that I’d, somehow, never felt closer to my husband than when he gazed into my eyes while deep inside another woman.

It doesn’t get any more honest and freeing than that.
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