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The coffee maker beeped twice before Heidi heard it, which meant it had probably been done for five minutes already. She poured a mug anyway, lukewarm or not, because the alternative was nothing, and nothing wasn't going to get her through a Saturday with two kids who'd been awake since six.

"Mom, Theo took my…"

"I didn't take anything, she's lying!"

"Both of you, shoes," Greg said, already at the door with his keys, his own coffee in a travel mug he'd apparently made time for. He had a gift for triage that Heidi had never quite matched, a way of cutting through the noise without raising his voice. Eleven years of marriage and she still found it a little unfair how calm he stayed at seven in the morning.

"Soccer's at nine," she said. "Don't let him talk you into the gas station donuts again."

"One donut."

"That's what you said last time and he had two and then threw up in the car."

Greg grinned at her over the rim of his mug, that same grin she'd fallen for at twenty-four, a little less rested now but otherwise unchanged. "Noted. No donuts. I make no promises about the gas station."

He kissed her on his way out, quick, coffee-flavored, gone before it really registered as a kiss at all. The door shut. The house went, for exactly four seconds, quiet.

Heidi stood in the kitchen and drank her lukewarm coffee and thought, not for the first time, that this was what their marriage had become: a series of handoffs. Shoes, soccer, donuts, keys. They were good at it. She loved him. She was sure of that the way she was sure of her own name.

She just couldn't remember the last time he'd looked at her like she was something other than the other adult in the house.

That wasn't fair. Last Tuesday he'd come up behind her at the sink and put his mouth on her neck and said something low that had made her laugh and lean back into him, and for about ninety seconds it had felt like something. And then Theo had started screaming about a missing library book and the moment had evaporated, the way moments did now, like steam off a shower door.

The want was there. But the want had gotten quiet, polite, easy to talk yourself out of. Last night had been a good example. They'd put the kids down at eight, and she'd come out of Maya's room thinking, tonight, we should actually do it, and found Greg flat on his back on top of the comforter, one shoe still on, dead to the world. She'd stood in the doorway for a second, looking at him with sympathy, and then gone and folded the laundry that had been sitting in the basket since Thursday, and by the time she'd finished that she was tired enough to just get in next to him.

It used to be different. She thought sometimes about the hotel bathroom at Jenna's wedding, three years into dating, both of them half-drunk on champagne and bad decisions, Greg's tie still on and nothing else, her dress hiked up and bunched at her waist while some stranger banged on the door asking how much longer they'd be. They'd laughed so hard afterward they could barely get themselves back together. Or the time in his old Civic outside her apartment, nineteen-year-old urgency, windows fogged, neither of them caring who walked by. They'd had range, once. A whole register of want that didn't require scheduling.

Now want had office hours. Now want got interrupted by library books.

She rinsed her mug and went to get dressed for her run, and that was when she caught herself in the closet mirror in just her underwear, reaching for a sports bra. She paused.

Thirty-five looked different than twenty-five had. Not worse, she made herself think the word deliberately, not worse. Just different in ways she still occasionally had to relearn. Her stomach had a soft slope to it now, a silvery seam low across it from Theo's C-section that she'd spent the first year after hating and now mostly just thought of as paperwork, proof of something she'd done. Her hips had widened a little with both pregnancies and never quite gone back, and her thighs had more weight in them than they used to, more weight than the girl who'd run track and danced four nights a week in college, the girl who could eat anything and never think about it.

But she ran four miles most mornings and could still beat Greg up the last hill on Marborough without trying that hard. Her arms had definition in them from two years of actually using the weight bench instead of just owning one. She turned a little, checking the line of herself in profile, and felt something that was somewhere between vanity and insecurity. She wasn't twenty-one anymore. She was something else now, something with more history in it, and most days she didn't think about it at all, and some days, like this one, she stood in front of the mirror a beat too long, just looking.

She pulled the sports bra on, then leggings, and went to find her shoes, and didn't think about it again until that night, when Greg told her to save her real birthday present until after the kids were in bed.

Greg had been weird about it all day, in a way that took her most of the afternoon to place. Not weird-bad. Weird like he was holding something behind his back, which, it turned out, was more or less exactly what he was doing.

The kids had done their part that morning: a card from Maya with a drawing of the family that gave Heidi roughly the same amount of hair as Greg, a card from Theo that was mostly stickers. Then Greg had handed her a small box at breakfast that turned out to be the earrings she'd actually mentioned wanting back in March, which still astonished her a little, that he remembered. But when she'd thanked him and reached for her coffee, he'd said, "That's not really the gift, though. That's the warm-up."

"What's the actual gift?"

"Tonight. After the kids are down." He'd looked almost nervous saying it, which was unlike him, and it had nagged at her in the back of her mind through the entire rest of the day — through Theo's game, through the grocery run, through the low-grade chaos of a Saturday with two kids under ten.

By the time they'd gotten Maya and Theo into bed, she'd half-convinced herself it was something practical. A trip, maybe. A weekend away they'd have to plan around school and the dog-sitter.

"Okay," Greg said, when they were finally alone in the kitchen, leaning against the counter with his hands in his pockets like he didn't know what to do with them. "So. I got you something, and I want you to actually hear me out before you say anything."

"That's an ominous way to start."

"It's not ominous. It's… okay. I booked you a massage."

She waited for the rest of it, the part that would explain the nervousness, but he just looked at her, like that was the whole reveal.

"A massage," she repeated.

"A really good one. In-home, mobile, the guy comes to you. I did a stupid amount of research. Heidi, I read like forty reviews. He does sports recovery stuff, deep tissue, the works. You're always complaining about your hip after you run, and your shoulders are always wrecked from the desk, and I just thought…" He stopped, recalibrated. "I wanted to get you something that was just for your body. Not a candle. Not a gift card to a place you'd never actually use a gift card at. Something where someone spends two hours just working on you and you don't have to do anything but lie there."

It was, objectively, a thoughtful gift, and she felt the warmth of that land before anything else did. She almost said something about the earrings, about how he always did this.

"He's apparently the guy everyone in the running club uses," Greg went on, encouraged now that she hadn't said anything alarming. "Booked solid for weeks normally, but I got lucky with a cancellation. He's coming Tuesday afternoon. I'm taking the kids to the movies so you'll have the house to yourself, no interruptions, no Theo busting in asking where his cleats are."

"You really thought this through."

"I wanted it to actually be relaxing. Not the kind of thing where you're half-listening for a kid to start screaming the whole time."

She crossed the kitchen and kissed him, properly this time, no library books interrupting it. "Thank you. I mean it. That's really sweet, actually."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." She pulled back, studying him. "Why do you still look nervous?"

"I don't know. I guess I just hope it's actually good. I want you to have a day that's just  yours."

She didn't examine, in that moment, the small flicker underneath her own gratitude: something that wasn't quite nerves, just a low hum of attention. She filed it under normal, the ordinary self-consciousness of letting anyone touch you who wasn't your husband, and didn't think much more about it until Tuesday morning, when she found herself standing in front of her closet for considerably longer than the occasion warranted.

It was, she told herself, a practical question. What did you wear to a massage? Her only frame of reference was a spa thing at a work conference, years ago, where she'd worn the robe they gave her and not thought twice. This was different. This was her own house, a man coming to her, and no robe waiting on a hook to make the decision for her.

She pulled out an old oversized t-shirt and leggings first, sensible and modest, the kind of thing that said busy mother of two, wellness appointment. She held it up in the mirror and felt like she was dressing for a doctor's visit.

Then, mostly out of curiosity, she pulled out the spandex set instead. The good sports bra, the higher-compression one, matching shorts that ended a few inches above her knee. The set she wore to the gym when she wanted to look athletic instead of frumpy.

It's just workout clothes, she told herself. He needs access to actually work on muscles. A massage therapist has seen every body type there is; this is professional for him no matter what she wore.

All true, and none of it the real reason, and she knew it even as she pulled the set on and checked herself in the mirror one more time. She still had it, whatever it was. She just wanted, for reasons she wasn't going to examine with twenty minutes left before the doorbell rang, to know that a stranger might notice.

* * *

He wasn't what she'd pictured. She'd pictured, if she was honest, someone older and a little more clinical-looking wearing scrubs, maybe, or that generic athleisure that massage therapists seemed to default to, someone built like a physical therapist who'd seen ten thousand backs and stopped registering them as bodies at all.

Tucker was not that.

He was tall, broad through the shoulders in a way his fitted t-shirt didn't try very hard to hide, with the kind of build that came from actual training rather than vanity. Forearms that flexed when he hauled the massage table up the front steps like it weighed nothing. A back that tapered in a long clean line she registered, then immediately felt guilty for registering. Twenty-five, maybe twenty-six. Easy, open face, the kind of good looks that hadn't had time yet to get complicated or self-aware about themselves.

"Heidi?" He had the table half-folded under one arm and his other hand out, and his smile arrived a half second before the rest of his face caught up to it, like it was the most natural thing in the world to be standing on this particular porch. "Tucker. Good to meet you."

"Hi. Yeah, come in, sorry, let me…" She stepped back to let him through, abruptly aware of the spandex set in a way she hadn't been thirty seconds ago, aware of her own bare arms, and made herself stop noticing herself noticing. He's a professional, she thought. He does this every day. This is not a thing.

"No apology necessary, this is the job." He glanced around the entryway, easy, scanning. "Your husband said you've got a home office? That usually works great for these. Door, privacy, no thoroughfare traffic."

"End of the hall, I'll show you."

He followed her down, table tucked under his arm, duffel bag of supplies over the other shoulder, and made a small approving sound when they got to the office. "Perfect. Good size, hard floor's actually better than carpet for the table legs." He set the table down and started unfolding it with quick, practiced movements, snapping the legs into place without having to look at what his hands were doing. "You mind if I close these?" He was already at the blinds before she answered, drawing the curtains over them, and the room went a few shades dimmer, more private. "Helps people relax if it's not bright. You can always tell me to open them back up."

"No, that's… fine. Good, actually."

"Cool." He crouched by his bag and came up with a small speaker, thumbed something on his phone, and a moment later something low and instrumental filled the quiet — not spa-cliché whale sounds, something warmer, almost like a coffee shop playlist. He set it on the desk and then, without asking, reached over and dimmed the overhead light with the switch by the door, leaving just the lamp in the corner doing most of the work.

"Is all this okay?" he asked, glancing back at her, and something in his face made it clear he'd noticed her noticing. "I do this for every session, I just find people get more out of it if the room isn't doing the wellness-center fluorescent thing. But I can put it back exactly how it was if you'd rather."

"No, it's good. You'd know better than me." She heard herself say it and thought, too eager, and tried to relax her own shoulders, which she only then realized had crept up toward her ears.

"I get a lot of people who are nervous the first time," he said, snapping a fresh sheet over the table, smoothing it with two efficient passes of his hand. "Totally normal. Some people apologize to me for, like, existing in their own house. You don't have to do that." He looked up and caught her eye, and there was something easy and a little playful in it, a smile that tugged sideways. "I promise I've seen weirder things than a nervous mom in workout gear."

She laughed, surprised into it. "Is that supposed to be reassuring?"

"Extremely reassuring. You have no idea what bar you're clearing." He straightened, wiped his hands on his shorts, all business again in the next breath. "Okay. Your husband mentioned a hip thing, and desk shoulders. Anything else bothering you I should know about? Old injuries, anything that's off-limits?"

"Just… that's pretty much it. Hip's been weird since I upped my mileage. Shoulders are always a disaster."

"Got it. I'll start you face-down, work the legs and glutes first since that hip's probably tighter than you think, then flip you for shoulders and neck." He said it the way a mechanic might talk through a checklist, nothing in his tone that suggested the word glutes was anything other than anatomy, and she told herself, firmly, that it was anatomy, that he said this word probably thirty times a day to people who were nothing to him but a tight IT band and a credit card on file.

He was also, she noticed, holding eye contact about a half second longer than the conversation strictly required, she told herself that was just good customer service, the kind that earns five-star reviews, and not anything else.

"You can hop up whenever you're ready," he said, turning his back to give her a second of privacy, fussing with his oil bottles at the desk. "Face down, head in the cradle. I'll knock before I come back in if you need a minute."

His hands landed on her shoulders first, just resting there a moment, warm even through the thin layer of oil he'd already worked between his palms. "Just gonna ease in," he said, voice lower now, the easy chattiness from before dialed back to something quieter. "Tell me if anything's too much."

He started at her shoulder blades, broad slow strokes that spread the oil and let her get used to the weight of him before he did anything that could be called work. Then his thumbs found the actual knots. The spot just inside her left shoulder blade that had been a low, nagging ache for two years of laptop-hunching. Then the place at the base of her neck where stress always seemed to collect first. He pressed in with a precision that made her breath catch before she could stop it.

"Yeah," he murmured, mostly to himself, like he'd confirmed something. "That's exactly what I figured."

He worked her shoulders for a long time, methodical in a way that left no doubt this was a man who'd done this thousands of times. He wasn’t rushing toward anything, nor skating past anything either. He found every place her body had been quietly hoarding tension and eased it loose with patient, deliberate pressure. By the time he moved down to her lower back she'd stopped bracing without realizing she'd stopped, her whole upper body gone loose and heavy against the table.

Then he moved to her legs.

He didn’t exactly do anything different. He started at her calves, ordinary enough, working the muscle with the same competent pressure he'd used everywhere else. But his hands climbed, slow and unhurried, and by the time he reached her thighs she was sharply aware, almost dizzyingly aware, that this was the first time another man's hands had been on her bare thighs since before she was married. Longer than her marriage, if she was honest

His thumbs dragged up the line of her hamstring, firm, finding the tightness left over from Saturday's run, and she felt the small, traitorous clench low in her stomach before she'd consciously registered why. It's a massage, she told herself. This is what hands do to muscle. It doesn't mean anything. But her body wasn't taking notes on that argument. Her body was simply responding, the way it responded to good pressure in the right place, and the right place kept getting closer to the top of her thigh, his hands working in long confident passes that left no muscle group untouched and no part of her quite as relaxed as the last part had been.

"You weren't kidding about the hip," he said, working into the side of it now, his palm flat and firm against the outside of her thigh, just below the curve of her hip. "This whole side's tight. You said you upped your mileage?"

"Couple miles a week, the last month." Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

"That'll do it. Glutes and hip flexors take the hit when you push intensity too fast." He said it plainly, professionally, already shifting his weight, both hands settling onto her hip and the swell of her glute at once. "Gonna spend some real time here, if that's okay. This is where everything's actually knotted up."

"Okay," she said, and the word came out smaller than she meant it to.

He started at the lower back first, thumbs tracing the muscle along her spine where it met her hip, working in slow circles that built pressure gradually instead of diving straight in. It was, she told herself, exactly where the actual problem was. She could feel the tightness there herself, the kind of ache that had nothing to do with anything except bad ergonomics and a few too many miles. He worked it thoroughly, both sides, taking his time, and she let herself sink into it, grateful for something that read as unambiguously clinical.

But his hands didn't stay there. They moved out and down, onto the meat of her ass itself, and stayed there, working the muscle in long, deep passes. His hands spread wide, digging in with his knuckles to find the dense knot of muscle and work it loose with a pressure that pulled a small sound out of her before she could swallow it back.

She had her face in the cradle, couldn't see his expression, couldn't see whether his eyes had drifted from clinical focus into something else, and some part of her was almost relieved not to know. He'd spent plenty of time everywhere else: her shoulders, her calves, the long unhurried work up her thighs. There was no single moment she could point to and say, there, that's different. Just an accumulation. Just the sense, vague and impossible to prove, that his hands had settled here and weren't in any hurry to leave, that the careful, professional thoroughness he'd brought to every other muscle group had, somewhere in the last several minutes, started to feel less like a checklist and more like attention.

Her arousal, by the time he finally moved his hands away from her hips toward the center of her lower back again, was no longer something she could file under normal physiological response to good massage technique. It had a pulse to it. It sat low and insistent and entirely separate from anything she'd given herself permission to feel walking into this room, and she lay there with her face pressed into the cradle, grateful for the dim light and the soft music and the fact that he couldn't see her face, and thought, with a kind of helpless, mortified clarity: I am so much more turned on right now than I have any right to be.

"Flip whenever you're ready," he said, stepping back toward the door to give her a beat of privacy. "I'll knock."

She turned over with about four seconds to compose herself, settling onto her back, pulse still loud in her own ears. When he came back in he didn't comment on her face and just resumed at her feet with the same unhurried competence as before.

"I'm gonna spend less time up here," he said, working oil into his palms. "Most of what you flagged was the hip and the lower back, so that's where the real work was. This side's mostly just going to be a light pass of calves, quads, maybe your hip flexor again from this angle. Unless something else is bothering you?"

"No, that's… that's fine. Whatever you think."

He started at her shins, working down toward her ankles first, and she closed her eyes, hard, the second his hands settled on her. It felt easier this way; easier not to watch his face, not to have to manage her own. She was aware, with a kind of low-grade panic she hadn't fully accounted for, that she could feel exactly how wet she'd gotten, embarrassingly so, the spandex doing nothing to hide it from herself even if it was hiding it from him. Please don't let this be visible, she thought, absurdly, eyes still shut. Please let these shorts be doing their one job.

"You doing okay?" he asked, and she realized she must have gone rigid.

"Fine. Sorry. Just relaxed."

"Good relaxed or fell-asleep relaxed?"

"Good relaxed," she said, and heard the smile in her own voice before she'd meant to let it show.

He worked up her shins to her thighs, the same long unhurried passes as before, and when his hands reached the top of her quad and paused there, hovering near her hip, he said, easy and conversational, like it was the most natural question in the world: "You want me to do your pecs too? Lot of people hold tension there from posture, especially if you're at a desk a lot."

"Oh… no, that's okay. I'm good." It came out faster than she meant it to, a little too firm, and she felt her face heat.

"No worries at all." If he registered anything in her tone, he didn't show it. He just shifted his weight and went back to her thigh, thorough as ever, working the muscle with the same clinical attentiveness as the rest of the session. He moved along the top of her leg, down toward her knee and back up, and then, instead of continuing where she'd half-braced herself for him to go, his hands diverted sideways, back to her hip, working the flexor there with slow circular pressure.

She didn't mean to make a sound. It came out anyway: small, involuntary, somewhere between a sigh and a complaint. She opened her eyes just enough to see if he'd noticed.

"Hip's still tight on this side too," he said, either not hearing it or choosing, generously, not to acknowledge it. "Same story as the back. You're carrying a lot right here." He worked it another few seconds, thorough, unbothered, and then straightened up and reached for a towel. "Okay. I think that's everything. You're all set."

She lay there a second, recalibrating, the session apparently over, her whole body still humming with something that had nowhere left to go. "That was… wow. Okay. That was really good."

"Glad to hear it." He was already wiping down his hands, businesslike again, the shift from massage back to guy packing up a folding table almost startlingly fast. "You can take your time getting up, no rush."

She sat up slowly, pulling her knees in, suddenly self-conscious in a way that felt different from the self-consciousness she'd walked in with. "I have to say, you're good at this. Like, suspiciously good."

"I get that a lot." He grinned, easy, folding the sheet off the table. "I take it seriously. It's not glamorous, but I like it."

"How long have you been doing it?"

"Couple years. Did sports massage in school first, then branched out." He glanced at her, something a little warmer in it than the purely professional look he'd had the whole session. "Can I say something that's maybe a little outside the scope of the job?"

Her stomach did something complicated. "Sure."

"You're in really good shape. Like, genuinely… I work on a lot of people, and most of them are not taking care of themselves the way you clearly are. That run mileage shows."

She laughed, mostly to cover the warmth that rushed up her neck. "I appreciate that, but you don't have to be diplomatic. I'm thirty-five with two kids, I'm aware I'm not exactly…" She gestured vaguely, self-deprecating, fishing for the joke that would let her get this back onto safe ground. "I'm aware of what twenty-five looks like. I used to be it."

"I mean it, though." He said it plainly, no hedge in it at all, looking right at her in a way that made the joke she'd been reaching for evaporate. "You're stunning. I don't say that to people, for the record. It's not a line I use."

She felt the compliment land somewhere low and unguarded, and reached, instinctively, for something to deflect it with. "Oh, please. I'm sure you've got a line for every client. Hot young guy like you, going house to house. I imagine your weekends are quite busy."

"My weekends are mostly recovering from the week," he said, laughing. "But I appreciate the assumption."

"I'm just saying. You can't tell me a guy who looks like you, doing this for a living, isn't fielding offers constantly."

"Maybe." He shrugged, unbothered, packing the last of his supplies into the bag with easy, economical movements. "I don't usually say anything back, though. Wouldn't be professional." He zipped the bag, slung it over his shoulder, and looked at her for a beat longer than the moment strictly required, long enough that she felt it land underneath the conversation, underneath the joke she'd just made, underneath everything they'd both been very carefully not saying for the last hour.

"Usually," she repeated, before she could stop herself.

"Do clients ever try to flirt with you?" she asked. "Like, is that a whole thing you have to deal with?"

"All the time," he said, no hesitation in it, like she'd asked him something as ordinary as where he was from. "Most of them aren't as attractive as you, for what it's worth."

"I wasn't flirting." It came out faster than she meant it to.

"I know. I'm just saying." He shrugged, unbothered, the duffel bag still slung over his shoulder like he had all the time in the world to stand here. "You're married. I don't know your situation, what you and your husband have going on, none of my business. But I'd be lying if I said I didn't think there was a vibe today. And I find you very attractive. So." He said it simply, like a man reporting a fact rather than making a case.

"That seems like a pretty unprofessional thing to say to a client."

"Maybe." He didn't look remotely bothered by the accusation. "But this isn't, like, physical therapy. There's no licensing board that's gonna come after me for finding a client attractive. No law against dating clients, either, if it ever came to that. It happens. More than you'd think."

She felt her pulse doing something complicated, somewhere between alarm and a kind of giddy disbelief that this conversation was actually happening in her own home office on a Tuesday afternoon. "And what, you just say this to people? See if it sticks?"

"No," he said, and something in his voice shifted, dropped the easy banter for a second. "I don't, actually. This isn't really a thing I do." He held her eyes for a beat, steady, no smirk in it now. "If you ever wanted a more… focused session. Just you and me. You've got my number."

He didn't wait for her to answer. He just hitched the bag higher on his shoulder, gave her one last easy smile like he hadn't just upended the entire afternoon, and headed for the door.

* * *

She made it to the bedroom before the front door even shut behind him, locked it, and didn't entirely decide to do what she did next so much as find herself already doing it. Shorts shoved down and off, phone in her other hand, pulling up his business page before she'd even sat down on the edge of the bed. His professional photo stared back at her, arms crossed, that same easy half-smile, completely composed in a way that felt almost obscene given what she was about to do looking at it.

She didn't last long. She thought about his hands not stopping where they'd stopped, about him taking the liberties he'd very clearly wanted to take, about being taken care of by someone who looked like that and meant it the way he'd said he meant it — you're stunning, I don't say that to people — and she came so fast and so hard she had to bite down on her own forearm to keep quiet, back arching off the comforter, a wave of it that left her flushed and a little stunned at herself. She genuinely could not remember the last time she'd finished that fast with just her own hand. Maybe never.

She was still catching her breath when she heard the garage door.

She bolted for the shower, rinsed off fast, breathing slowing back to normal under the water, and by the time she'd toweled off and gotten dressed she'd mostly talked herself back down into something resembling herself. It was just a fantasy. A good one, an unexpectedly intense one, but harmless. The kind of thing that lived entirely in her own head and didn't have to mean anything about her marriage, her husband, the life she'd built and genuinely loved.

She came downstairs to start dinner and found Greg unloading grocery bags he must have grabbed on the way home, Theo already narrating something elaborate about the movie, and when Greg looked up at her she felt the love land clean and uncomplicated, the way it almost always did.

"Hey," he said. "How'd it go?"

"It was incredible, honestly." She crossed the kitchen and kissed him, meant it. "Like, genuinely the best massage I've ever had. Thank you. I mean it."

"Yeah? Your hip feel better?"

"So much better."

"You should book another one," he said, already turning back to the groceries, easy and unknowing. "If it actually helped, I mean. Don't just suffer through it for a month and then complain to me about it."

"Maybe I will," she said, and felt the small private absurdity of the moment of him encouraging the very thing he had no idea had already half-happened pass through her like something funny and harmless. She loved him. This was nothing. This was a story she might tell him one day as a joke, years from now, if she told him at all.

Dinner. Bath time. The long, ordinary choreography of getting two kids down: a chapter of the book Maya was obsessed with, Theo negotiating for water he didn't actually want, the lights finally off by eight-fifteen. By the time Heidi closed their door behind her she felt the day's whole shape pressing on her, demanding to be let out.

Greg was already in bed, scrolling his phone, and she climbed in next to him and said, "Okay, so. I have to tell you something about today."

"About the massage?"

"About the massage." She took a breath. "It was… it got kind of intense. Not bad-intense. Just… okay, he's young. Like, twenty-five, twenty-six. And he's really, really good-looking, and really good at his job, and somewhere around the glute work I got, um. Extremely turned on. Like embarrassingly so."

Greg had put his phone down by now, fully attentive. "Okay."

"And then when he was finishing up, he basically told me he found me attractive. Said there was a vibe. Gave me his number and said if I ever wanted a more, quote, focused session, just the two of us, I had it."

"He gave you his number."

"He gave me his number."

"What did you say?"

"Nothing, really. He just kind of dropped it and left." She watched his face, trying to read it, finding mostly curiosity rather than anything sharper. "And then I went upstairs and — okay, I'm just going to tell you the whole thing, because I don't want to lie to you about any of it. I locked the door and I looked at his picture on his website and I finished so fast it was actually a little alarming."

Greg was quiet for a second, and then, "That's… okay, wow." He didn't sound hurt. If anything his voice had dropped a register, gone a little rougher. "That's really hot, actually."

"You're not upset?"

"Should I be?" He reached over, tucked a piece of hair behind her ear. "Heidi, you're gorgeous. Any guy with eyes is going to want you. I'm not stupid enough to be surprised by that. I'm kind of just turned on that you're telling me about it."

She felt something loosen in her chest, relief tangled up with a fresh spike of heat, and when he pulled her toward him she went easily, all of it — the day, the massage, the confession — collapsing into the simple fact of his hands on her, familiar in a way that felt good precisely because it was familiar.

It built slow, unhurried, both of them more present with each other than they'd been in months, and somewhere in the middle of it, his mouth at her ear, he murmured, "Are you thinking about him right now?"

"I wasn't," she said, and then, the words out before she'd vetted them, "but I am now."

He groaned, low, and whatever had been holding him back even a little dissolved entirely. It went on a long time after that, neither of them in any hurry, both of them chasing something that felt new even inside something so old and familiar.

Afterward, tangled together and still catching their breath, he said, against her shoulder, "You should book another session."

She went still. "What?"

"I mean it." He propped himself up on one elbow, looking at her, serious now in a way that made it clear this wasn't pillow talk thrown out carelessly. "I want you to actually relax. Fully. Whatever that looks like."

"Greg."

"I'm serious."

She studied his face for a long moment, looking for the joke and not finding one, her heart doing something complicated and quick. She didn't say no.

She told Sarah the whole thing over wine the following weekend, kids farmed out to Greg's parents for the afternoon, the two of them on Sarah's back porch with a bottle they were both drinking faster than they should have. She told her about the gift, the outfit, the glute work, the pass. She confessed all of it, including the part where she'd locked her own bedroom door, including what Greg had said afterward.

Sarah set her wine glass down very deliberately on the table between them. "Okay. You have to do this."

"That's not even… I haven't asked you anything yet."

"You don't have to ask me anything, your face is asking me. Heidi. You have to do this."

"It's not that simple."

"It's extremely that simple. Your husband, who you've been married to for eleven years, is asking you to go have a hot twenty-five-year-old finish what he started, and your concern is… what, exactly?"

Heidi turned her glass by the stem, not quite meeting her eyes. "What if it changes how Greg sees me? Like, after. What if some part of him can't unsee it, and it just sits there in the marriage being weird forever."

"Or," Sarah said, "what if it doesn't, and you guys have the best night of your marriage and go back to normal Tuesday morning like nothing happened, except now you also have this thing that was incredible."

"What if it's not as good as the fantasy, though? What if it's awkward, or it's nothing like I imagined, and then I've ruined the fantasy and gained nothing."

"Heidi." Sarah reached over and refilled both their glasses without being asked. "You only live once. You're thirty-five, you've got two kids you adore and a husband who apparently wants to watch a hot stranger blow your mind and is being weirdly generous about it. Most women would kill for the invitation you're being handed right now and you're sitting here doing a cost-benefit analysis."

"It's a big deal."

"It's a massage that goes further. It's not a deposition." Sarah grinned at her. "Book it."

* * *

She brought it up to Greg again two days later, half by accident, the two of them loading the dishwasher after dinner. "You were serious, right? About the… the booking thing."

"I was serious." He didn't even look up from the plate he was rinsing. "Why, you thinking I wasn't?"

"I don't know. People say things in the moment."

"I said it the next morning too, Heidi. I wasn't drunk on oxytocin when I said it the second time."

She let it drop, mostly satisfied, but brought it up again four days after that, lying in bed with the lights off, staring at the ceiling. "Can I ask you something and you just answer honestly, no performance."

"Always."

"The Tucker thing. You're really, actually sure."

He turned his head toward her in the dark. "Heidi. I've had four days to change my mind if I wanted to. I haven't changed my mind. If anything I think about it more than I probably should during the workday, which is its own problem." He found her hand under the comforter, laced his fingers through hers. "I want this for you. I'm not just being a good sport about it."

She believed him, mostly, but some stubborn, careful part of her needed one more pass at it. So a few days after that. It was on a Sunday morning, with the kids parked in front of cartoons, the two of them still in bed with coffee going lukewarm on the nightstand. She brought it up a third time. "Okay, last time I ask, I promise. Are you sure…"

Greg laughed, cutting her off, setting his mug down. "Heidi. Do you want me to just book it? Take the decision out of your hands entirely, so you stop asking me three different times across two weeks whether I meant it?"

She decided on a Tuesday, with no real ceremony to it. She just woke up and knew, the way you sometimes know a thing only once you stop deliberating about it. She wanted this. Not as a favor to Greg, not as an experiment she was talked into. She genuinely wanted Tucker's hands on her again, wanted to finish what had started in that office, and the rest of it — the permission, the framing, the this is for our marriage logic — was true enough, but it was also, she could admit privately, a convenient story she got to tell herself on top of the wanting.

"Okay," she told Greg that night. "I want to do it. This week, if he's free."

The relief on his face gave way almost immediately to a different expression, the one he got when he was already three steps into planning something. "Okay. Logistics."

"Logistics?"

"Where do the kids go. What night. Like, do I…" He stopped, visibly working through something. "I want to be in the house."

"Obviously you're in the house, it's your house."

"No, I mean… I don't need to, like, watch the massage part. That's yours. But I don't want to be at a bar somewhere while it's happening, either. I want to be close. I don't fully know what that looks like yet."

"So you want to be there for some of it but not all of it."

"I think I want to be there for whatever you want me there for," he said, which was honest enough that she let it stand without making him define it further.

They spent longer than either of them expected on the actual scheduling. Heidi's mother-in-law was the obvious answer for the kids, but that raised its own questions: daytime or night? Should they feed Tucker dinner first, like a contractor finishing late? Offer him a drink? "Do we offer the masseuse-slash-affair-adjacent-third-party a Stella before he gets started" was Heidi's actual question, out loud, to Greg. They decided against it, mostly because sober seemed like it went smoother for everyone.

She booked it for Friday, six o'clock. Late enough that the kids would already be at Grandma's overnight, early enough that it didn't feel like some illicit midnight thing creeping in after dark.

She agonized for a full ten minutes over the text to Tucker, three different drafts open at once before she finally just sent something simple: Hi! It's Heidi. I wanted to book another session. My husband will actually be home this time, just so you know going in. She debated adding more, something with an edge to it, and finally allowed herself one line that felt like flirting without being undeniable as flirting: Looking forward to it more than I probably should admit.

His reply came twenty minutes later. Sounds good, I've got Friday at 6 open. See you then.

That was it. No wink, no acknowledgment of the line she'd dropped, nothing she could point to and decode. She read it four times trying to find a subtext that wasn't there, and eventually decided that was just who he was: even-keeled, hard to rattle, giving nothing away until he decided to give it.

She told Greg's mother it was date night. Which was, she reasoned, not even technically a lie.

The days leading up to Friday did something strange to her sense of time, feeling slow and fast at once, ordinary mornings stretched thin with anticipation underneath them. She thought about her outfit more than she'd thought about an outfit in years, finally landing on a lacy black thong and bra set she'd bought on impulse months ago and never worn, tags still on until Thursday night, when she cut them off standing in front of the bathroom mirror and held the set up against herself like she was checking it against a memory of who she used to be.

Waxing was the easiest decision of the entire week. She booked the appointment without a second thought, sat through it without the usual grimacing impatience, and walked out feeling something that wasn't quite nerves and wasn't quite pride either. Just readiness.

By six o'clock Friday she was downstairs in her robe, the lace underneath it, Greg pouring himself a glass of water in the kitchen with hands that weren't quite steady, and when the doorbell rang they looked at each other for one long beat before either of them moved.

"Hey." Tucker stood on the porch with his table case, and his eyes did a quick, unmistakable pass over her before he caught himself. "You look… good. This is a different vibe than last time."

"Thought I'd dress for the occasion," Heidi said, pulling the robe a little tighter at the collar, more reflex than real modesty.

Greg appeared behind her, hand extended. "Greg. We met for like ten seconds last time but…"

"Right, yeah. Good to see you again, man." Tucker shook his hand, friendly enough, but with something careful underneath, the handshake of two men sizing each other up without making a thing of it.

"Same room?" Tucker asked, glancing past them down the hall.

"Same room," Heidi said.

Greg lingered a beat too long in the doorway as Tucker headed back to set up, then caught Heidi's hand before she followed. "Call me if you need me. I'll be right out here."

She nodded, throat suddenly dry, and went to join Tucker.

He moved through the same setup as before: table unfolded, curtains drawn, the overhead light dimmed to nothing but the lamp. But the music this time was lower, slower, something with almost no edges to it at all, built for a different kind of quiet than last time. He set the oil out, checked the table's position, and turned to her with an ease that gave away nothing.

"Lay down whenever you're ready."

She held his eyes for a second, and then reached for the tie at her waist and let the robe fall open, sliding it off her shoulders and down, until she was standing in front of him in nothing but the black lace, the air in the room suddenly very present against her skin.

He didn't say anything right away. He just looked with a slow, frank pass that didn't pretend to be anything else this time, no professional veneer over it at all, and something in his jaw shifted before he caught himself. "Okay," he said, voice a little rougher than it had been a second ago. "Face down whenever."

She climbed onto the table, settled into the cradle, and felt his hands land on her back a moment later, warm with oil, the same competence as before but with something looser underneath it now, less restrained.

He worked her shoulders first, same as last time, and when he got to her shoulder blades his fingers caught on the strap of her bra, twice, before he paused. "This is gonna keep getting in my way. You want me to take it off?"

"Yeah," she said. "Go ahead."

He reached underneath her, found the clasp, and unhooked it with one easy motion, sliding the straps down her arms and off without making her move from the cradle, setting it aside somewhere she didn't bother tracking. His hands came back to her bare skin a moment later, nothing between them now, and the sound that left her was involuntary, low in her throat.

He worked down her back, slow, and then her calves, her thighs, his hands climbing the same unhurried path as before, except this time there was no pretense of clinical distance. Every pass was deliberate, lingering exactly where she wanted him to. By the time he reached her glutes she wasn't bothering to hold anything back; she moaned, openly, no embarrassment left to manage, and he made a low sound of his own in response.

"God, you've got an incredible body," he murmured, working his hands into her, no hedge in his voice at all now. "I've been thinking about this for two weeks."

His hand slid lower, fingers tracing the inside of her thigh, and then brushing lightly and deliberate against the lace of her underwear. She felt her whole body go tight with want.

"Do you want a deeper massage?" he asked, voice steady but low, giving her the moment to answer.

"Yes," she moaned, no hesitation in it at all.

It was crossing a huge line, yet it didn't feel like it. In the vacuum of the room, her marriage felt distant, a fading echo compared to the physical reality of his touch.

Tucker shifted his weight, the edge of his thigh brushing the massage table as he leaned in. His hand wasn't tentative anymore; his palm was heavy, warm with oil, pressing through the sheer lace of the thong he'd just complimented. The friction was distinct, a sharp, targeted heat against her clit that made her fingers lock around the edge of the padded table. She didn't close her eyes to block it out; she kept them open, staring into the dark grain of the office floorboards, acutely aware of every inch of the room she usually spent her mornings paying bills in.

With a slow, deliberate pull, he hooked his fingers into the thin elastic at her hips. He didn't rush it. He eased the fabric down over her curves, and Heidi lifted her hips just enough to clear it, a small, practical motion that felt almost sacrilegious. When the lace hit the floor, the cool air of the room hit her bare skin all at once. She was completely exposed, her pussy shaved smooth for a twenty-six-year-old stranger, and the sheer reality of it made her breath hitch.

He didn't hesitate. His fingers found her, sliding into the slick warmth of her with an unhurried, wet rhythm.

Heidi let her head drop back onto the sheet, a low sound escaping her throat before she could catch it. She felt hyper-present in her body and skin. She was a mother of two, eleven years married, with her husband sitting less than twenty feet away through a drywall partition, and she was getting thoroughly, single-mindedly handled by a man who did this for a living. The pressure of his thumb against her clit was steady, rhythmic, and devastatingly precise. She felt a tight, building coil right at her center, pulling her focus down to a single, burning point.

She stopped trying to manage her breathing. The whimpers came out ragged and shallow, echoing softly off the desk and the filing cabinets. She didn't care if the door was slightly ajar. The spark wasn't just the physical contact; it was the potent knowledge of Greg out there, the quiet audacity of what they were allowing into their clean, scheduled life.

There was just her own pleasure, climbing without anything to stop it. She felt the internal muscles of her pussy clench and pulse around his fingers, drawing him deeper, begging for more. The friction increased, his thumb grinding against her clit in perfect synchronization with the sliding of his fingers inside her.

The tension spun tighter until it snapped. Her back arched off the table, her inner muscles clamping hard around his fingers as the orgasm hit her, sharp and clean, a heavy shudder that left her trembling and completely wrung out. She shuddered loose, a long, guttural moan of pure release escaping her throat.

As the heat slowly receded, she could hear the quiet instrumental music still playing on the desk. She pushed herself up, unhurried, standing bare on the hardwood without the sudden rush to cover herself that she would have felt two weeks ago.

He eased back, giving her room to come down, his voice steady when he finally spoke. "You good? Or you want more?"

She pushed herself up slowly, and stood from the table fully bare, letting him look as long as he wanted.

"Take your clothes off," she said. "I'm going to go get my husband."

Tucker's shirt was already over his head before she reached the door, his easy half-smile intact, completely unfazed by the sudden change in plans.

Greg was waiting in the hallway chair, his eyes dark, his posture rigid. When she opened the door, he didn't say a word; he just stood up, pulled her in, and kissed her hard, tasting like the coffee he'd been drinking all day.

"I could hear you relaxing," he murmured against her mouth, a low roughness in his voice she hadn't heard in years.

She laughed, and led him back inside.

The transition between the two men was brief: a small nod from Tucker, and a short, self-aware laugh from Greg as he looked down at his jeans. "Yeah, okay. I'm way overdressed." He stripped quickly, kicking his shoes aside, his familiar, solid frame appearing in the dim lamplight. He caught her waist, turning her gently back toward the table. "Pretend I'm not here," he whispered against her ear. "For now."

She stepped into Tucker's space, her arms sliding up around his neck. He met her halfway, his mouth warm and certain, his tongue sliding past her lips with a hungry, direct focus as they kissed for the first time. She realized with amusement he was the first man to get her off with his hands before kissing her.

His hands, strong and sure, slid from her shoulders down the curve of her back, fingertips tracing the dip of her waist before spreading across the flare of her hips. He cupped her ass, squeezing the firm flesh, his thumbs digging into the softness as he pulled her harder against his chest.

Heidi moaned into the kiss, her hands tracing the hard, clean planes of his chest down to the waistband of his boxers. She slipped her hand inside, gripping the hot, thick length of his cock, her thumb catching the slick bead at the tip. Tucker’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, a low groan escaping his throat as he bucked into her hand, his eyes fluttering shut for a moment before snapping open to lock onto hers.

"Fuck… you’re good at that," he gasped, his voice thick with arousal. "Keep going… just like that."

Heidi’s gaze flicked, almost instinctively, toward the half-open door where Greg stood, silhouetted against the hallway light. Her husband’s eyes were locked on the scene, his own cock hard and poking out from his unzipped pants. He was slowly stroking himself, his hand moving in a lazy, steady rhythm at the sight of his wife’s pleasure. Heidi felt a flush of heat spread through her chest at the realization that he was watching her with desire.

She broke the kiss, trailing her lips down Tucker’s jaw, over his throat, and onto the hard ridge of his collarbone, leaving a trail of wet kisses. Her hand continued its steady rhythm on his cock, feeling it throb and the heat radiating off him. Tucker’s hands slid up to cradle her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. He squeezed gently, then firmer, eliciting a sharp gasp from Heidi that mingled with the wet sounds of her stroking him.

With a sudden, hungry motion, Heidi sank to her knees, the cool floor pressing against her bare skin. She leaned forward, taking the full length of his erection into her mouth in one smooth motion. Her lips sealed around the base, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside as she began to bob her head, taking him deeper with each descent. Tucker’s back arched as he surrendered to the sensation, his hands gripping the edge of the massage table for support.

"Oh fuck… yeah… just like that," he moaned, his voice ragged. "Don’t stop… fuck… you’re amazing."

She varied the pace, sucking firmly on the downstroke, watching Greg through her eyelashes. Her husband's breathing had gone shallow, his hips twitching in tandem with her movements. The sheer contrast, the young, athletic stranger in her mouth and her familiar, devoted husband watching from three feet away, left her aching and slick.

Her hand worked in tandem with her mouth, stroking the base while her tongue lapped at the frenulum, eliciting a guttural grunt from Tucker each time she hit that spot. His thighs trembled, his abs tightening as he fought to keep from thrusting too hard, wanting to prolong the pleasure.

Tucker’s breathing grew ragged, his moans becoming louder, more urgent. "I’m… I’m gonna… Heidi… fuck… I’m close," he warned, his voice a strained whisper.

"How long until you’re ready again?" Heidi asked, stroking him slowly.

"With you? Five minutes tops?"

"Then I want you to cum in my mouth," she said.

Heidi responded by sucking harder, taking him as deep as she could, her nose brushing against his pubic hair as she swallowed around him. With a final, desperate gasp, Tucker’s body tensed, his hips jerking forward as he spilled into her mouth. Hot, thick streams of cum filled her throat, and she swallowed greedily, feeling the salty burst coat her tongue.

He shuddered, his hands resting heavily on her shoulders until his breathing slowed. Heidi pulled back, licking her lips with a small, satisfied smile, her eyes meeting Greg's over the length of Tucker's softening cock.

The room fell into a heavy, charged silence, broken only by the ragged breathing of the three of them, each lost in the aftermath of what they had just done.

She stood and straddled Tucker on the office chair and kissed his lips, whispering "I’ll be back in five minutes." She crawled over to Greg and started sucking on his cock.

"Slow down… takes me more than five minutes these days," he instructed her, playfully. She teased him, glancing at Tucker, who was fully hard again and never really went fully soft. "Go to him. Have fun. Then come back to me," Greg instructed.

Heidi shifted forward on her knees, crawling the short distance back to Tucker with intentional slowness, her knees brushing against the cool floor. When she reached him, she placed her palms on his thighs and climbed up, straddling his lap. Their mouths met again, tongues sliding together in a messy, open kiss. She rocked her hips, dragging her slick folds along the length of his shaft. The wetness made every pass smooth and slippery, her clit catching on the ridge of his head with each forward grind.

Tucker’s hands settled on her waist, fingers digging in as he guided her movements. She could feel herself growing even wetter, her arousal coating him. On one particularly eager rock, the head of his cock nudged right at her entrance. She started to sink down, but his grip tightened, stopping her.

"Hold on," he murmured against her lips. He reached for the bag beside the table, pulled out a foil packet, and tore it open with his teeth. Heidi watched him roll the condom down its thick length, a practical, plastic reality she hadn't seen since her twenties. He added a drop of lube, efficient and prepared, then gripped her hips again.

She lowered herself down, her mouth opening on a shaky sigh as he filled her inch by inch. She began to ride him, hands braced against his chest, her focus narrowing to the heavy, sliding friction inside her. For a few long moments, the sheer physical intensity took over, the rhythm of his body beneath hers wiping out the rest of the house.

Tucker’s palms roamed upward, cupping her breasts, thumbs flicking over her nipples before sliding down to squeeze her ass. His strong fingers spread her cheeks, controlling the depth and angle as she moved. Every downward thrust made wet sounds fill the room. Heidi’s focus narrowed to the drag of his cock inside her, the way his body flexed beneath her, the heat of his skin. For several long moments she forgot everything else. She forgot she had a husband, and only Tucker inside her existed in that moment.

Then her gaze drifted sideways and the reality slammed back in. Her husband stood there watching, cock still rigid in his fist, eyes locked on the place where Tucker disappeared inside her. She smiled at Greg shyly.

Tucker nudged her hips, prompting her to turn around. She lifted off him with a wet sound, spun, and settled back down facing Greg. Her thighs spread wide, leaving nothing hidden. She could see every inch of the slick latex shaft moving in and out of her shaved pussy. Greg's hand stilled on his erection, his chest heaving as he watched her bounce harder, the wet slap of skin echoing in the still room.

Tucker rubbed tight circles on her clit, pressure perfect, and her orgasm crashed over her almost instantly. Her inner walls clamped down, pulsing around him as she cried out. Tucker’s hands moved to her hips, gripping hard. He thrust up into her in short, powerful strokes, then groaned, thrusting deep into her as he came for the second time.

They stayed locked for a few heartbeats, breathing heavily. When she slid off him, her legs were shaking.

Greg didn't wait. He stepped forward, flushed and hard, and pushed Heidi onto her back on the hardwood floor. The sudden chill of the wood made goosebumps rise on her skin. He dropped between her knees and drove straight into her soaked pussy in one smooth, heavy thrust. There was no resistance; she was entirely drenched from Tucker, and Greg slid all the way in until his hips slammed against her ass.

They met in a hard, messy kiss, their eyes locked. There was no gentle preamble. Greg fucked her with a low, possessive intensity, his strokes short and forceful enough to slide her body against the floorboards. Every thrust pushed the remnants of her arousal out around his shaft, coating his groin.

Heidi wrapped her arms around his back, hooking her legs high over his waist to lock him in. Her heels dug into his glutes, pulling him deeper, loving the raw weight of him. Greg groaned into her mouth, his rhythm breaking, and he came hard, burying himself completely as his cock pulsed inside her. She held him tight, their foreheads pressed together, listening to his heartbeat slow down to match her own.

* * *

Tucker had already applied the same low-key competence he'd brought to his body work to finding his clothes in the dim light. "I should probably let you two have the rest of your night," he said, pulling his shirt back on, glancing at them both warmly and confidently.

"Yeah," Heidi said, still catching her breath, propped against Greg's chest. "Probably."

He packed up quickly, efficient as ever, folding the table down with the same practiced motions he’d used during his first visit, like the last hour hadn't happened at all and also like it absolutely had. At the door, duffel over his shoulder, he paused and looked back at them.

"For what it's worth," he said, "that was a genuinely great night. Not just saying that." A small, easy grin. "You guys have my number if you ever want to do this again. No pressure either way."

"We'll think about it," Greg said, and shook his hand again, the same careful, easy handshake as before, except looser this time, something resolved in it that hadn't been resolved an hour ago.

Then he was gone, the front door clicking shut, his car pulling out of the driveway, and the house went quiet around them in the particular way it had the first time Tucker left, except this time Heidi wasn't standing alone in front of a mirror. She was wrapped in a blanket on the office floor with her husband, both of them a little dazed, a little giddy, neither of them in any hurry to move.

"So," Greg said, after a while.

"So."

"That happened."

She laughed, pressing her face into his shoulder. "That happened."

They migrated to their own bed eventually, neither of them bothering to dress, and lay there in the dark talking in the loose, unguarded way they hadn't talked in months. Instead of logistics, kids or schedules, they spoke just about each other, about tonight, about the parts of it that had surprised them. Greg admitted, quietly, that watching her had done something to him he hadn't fully expected. Instead of jealousy, it had just been a kind of awe: watching someone else say out loud the thing he sometimes forgot to.

"You don't have to forget to say it," she said, finding his hand in the dark.

"I know. I will, though, probably. We get busy." He turned his head toward her. "But I saw you tonight. I'm not going to forget that part."

She thought, lying there, of the version of herself from two weeks ago, standing in front of the closet mirror doing an accounting of everything thirty-five had cost her and everything it hadn't. She didn't feel like she needed the accounting anymore. She just felt like herself, lit up now from the inside in a way she intended to hold onto.

"Hey," Greg murmured, already half toward sleep, an arm heavy across her waist.

"Yeah?"

"Happy late birthday."

She laughed, soft, and let her eyes close, and for the first time in longer than she could remember, neither of them fell asleep first. They just drifted off together, at the same time, still tangled around each other when the house finally went all the way quiet.


Author’s Note:

Lovely Reader,

Thanks for joining Heidi and Greg as they explored something new with Tucker and his talented hands.

If you enjoyed this one, I have other wicked little experiments on the shelf:

Sharing Charity: A Hotwife Journey: Charity and her boyfriend George meet a handsome stranger on vacation and take the first step of an opening journey together.

My First Threesome Experiment: A college party, two hot guys, and a freshman woman about to learn what college is really about.

Exploring Away From Home: A trio of stories about women finding themselves between two men in a bed that is not their own.

Stay curious, remember to stretch, and keep reading!

Love, Zoya Lane
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