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A NOTE FROM OLIVIA CROSS

My Wife's Secret Hunger is one continuous erotic journey. Evan and Lena begin with a confession, then discover how jealousy, voyeurism, surrender, and brutal honesty can expose desires neither of them expected to survive outside fantasy.

The books are designed to be read in order. You are reading Book 5: The Massage.

Read with the door locked.

Olivia Cross


CHAPTER 1

EVAN - THE HANDS JULIAN RECOMMENDED

Lena came home from the beach wearing Julian's shirt and walking carefully.

Not dramatically. She did not limp. She only moved with the slow awareness of a woman whose body had been used for two nights and still carried the proof.

I noticed before she set down her bag.

I always noticed.

She crossed our kitchen barefoot, the dark shirt hanging to the tops of her thighs. No panties. No bra. Julian's scent had faded beneath salt, shampoo, and the warm smell of my wife, but I could still imagine his hands closing around the fabric while she wore it in his room.

My cock hardened against my jeans.

Lena caught me looking.

“Still thinking about breakfast?”

“I am thinking about the way you are walking.”

Her smile changed.

“Sore?” I asked.

“Everywhere you hoped.”

She leaned against the counter and opened Julian's shirt just enough to show one breast. A faint mark darkened the skin near her nipple.

“He did that Saturday night,” she said.

“I know.”

“You watched.”

“I remember.”

She closed the shirt again.

“My right hip is tight.”

The practical sentence should have cooled me.

It did not.

I pictured the last morning at the beach house. Julian behind her at the kitchen counter. Lena holding the edge. Me close enough to hear the wet slap of him fucking my wife while sunlight filled the room.

“From him?”

“From both of you.”

The answer was generous and cruel in equal measure.

Her phone vibrated on the counter.

Julian.

I saw his name before she turned the screen toward me.

How is her hip? She tightened near the end. I know someone who can fix it. Adrian Cole. Sports massage. He makes house calls.

Lena watched me read the message twice.

“He noticed before you did,” she said.

Jealousy moved through me, sharp and immediate.

My cock stayed hard.

That was the worst part.

“He was inside you,” I said. “He had a better angle.”

“That sounds almost mature.”

“Do not push it.”

She came around the counter and stood between my knees.

“Julian is sending another man to put his hands on your wife.”

“He is sending a massage therapist.”

“A male massage therapist.”

Her fingers closed around the hard shape in my jeans.

“At our house.”

She rubbed me once through the fabric.

“While you watch.”

“Your hip hurts.”

“My hip hurts.”

She opened the shirt completely.

Her breasts were bare. Marks from the weekend covered the body that belonged to our marriage and had opened for another man because we both wanted it.

Lena took my hand and placed it on the sore place beside her hip.

“Right there.”

I pressed with my thumb.

She hissed, then pushed her ass against my leg.

“You are tight.”

“I need better hands.”

The insult landed exactly where she aimed it.

“Better than mine?”

“Different.”

“That is not an answer.”

“It is the answer that makes you hardest.”

She slid my hand lower until my fingers found her bare pussy beneath the shirt.

She was already soaked.

“Lena.”

“Imagine him finding the sore place.”

My fingers moved through her cunt.

“Imagine me on a table in our living room.”

She opened her legs wider.

“Imagine Julian told him exactly where his bull left your wife aching.”

I pushed two fingers into her.

Her mouth opened.

“And imagine those big hands making me moan while my little cuck sits close enough to see everything.”

I fucked her with my fingers against the kitchen counter.

She grabbed my wrist and drove me deeper.

“That is it, love. Get jealous.”

“You have not even seen him.”

“Neither have you.”

She smiled against my mouth.

“That is why your cock is so hard.”

I opened Julian's message and copied the number.

Lena watched me do it while grinding her cunt against my hand.

“Call him,” she whispered.

“Now?”

“Now, husband.”

She unzipped my jeans.

“Let him hear what another man's recommendation does to your wife.”

I pressed Call.


CHAPTER 2

LENA - THE MAN ON THE SCREEN

Adrian answered with a voice that did not sound rushed.

“Cole Bodywork.”

Evan looked at me while my hand wrapped around his cock.

I stroked him slowly beneath the kitchen counter.

“Julian gave me your number,” Evan said. His voice remained steady. His body did not.

Adrian asked where the pain started.

Evan described the right hip, the lower back, the tightness after training.

He did not mention the beach house.

He did not mention Julian fucking me against the kitchen counter while my husband held my face and made me look at him.

I moved my hand faster.

Evan covered the phone and glared at me.

I smiled.

“Thursday afternoon,” Adrian said through the speaker. “I can come to you.”

The words landed low in my stomach.

Come to you.

A stranger entering our home with a table and oil.

A man Julian trusted enough to send.

Evan booked the appointment.

When the call ended, I dropped to my knees.

“What are you doing?”

“Rewarding my husband.”

I took his cock into my mouth.

He gripped the edge of the counter.

I sucked him while Julian's shirt hung open around my body and Adrian's name glowed on the phone above us.

Evan looked down at me.

“You liked his voice.”

I pulled back just enough to answer.

“You liked hearing him say he would come to our house.”

His cock pulsed against my tongue.

“Filthy little cuck.”

He caught my hair and pushed his cock back into my mouth.

No warning.

No polite answer.

Exactly what I wanted.

Later, we searched Adrian on the couch.

Forty-two. Dark hair cut short. Silver at the temples. Leaner than Julian, but not smaller in presence. Thick forearms. Large hands. Photographs beside athletes, runners, and women in fitted training clothes.

Evan enlarged the picture of his hands.

“You are zooming in.”

“I am reading.”

“His knuckles have words?”

He put down the phone.

I climbed onto his lap wearing nothing except Julian's open shirt.

“Tell me what you see.”

“A divorced massage therapist.”

“Liar.”

I took his hand and placed it over my pussy.

“You see hands big enough to cover my ass.”

His fingers slid through me.

“You see a man who knows how bodies work.”

I rolled my hips.

“You see him pressing me open while you sit in the chair.”

Evan pushed two fingers into my cunt.

“What do you see?” I asked.

His eyes stayed on Adrian's picture.

“I see him touching the places Julian made sore.”

My cunt tightened around his fingers.

“More.”

“I see you trying not to moan because he is supposed to be working.”

“More.”

“I see him realizing my wife is soaked under his hands.”

I kissed him hard.

“And what does your wife do?”

“She looks at me.”

“Always.”

“Then she spreads her legs wider.”

I came on his fingers while Adrian's face remained on the screen between us.

When the shaking passed, Evan lifted his wet hand.

I sucked my own taste from his fingers.

“Thursday,” I whispered.

“Thursday,” he agreed.

Neither of us pretended the appointment was only about my hip.


CHAPTER 3

EVAN - THE TABLE IN OUR LIVING ROOM

By Thursday morning, the empty space beside our sofa had become the dirtiest part of the house.

We moved the coffee table after breakfast.

Lena stood in the cleared space wearing black shorts and a sports bra.

The outfit covered more than the bikinis she had worn all weekend.

It made me harder.

A bikini announced itself.

The black shorts pretended to be ordinary.

“Where will you sit?” she asked.

I moved an armchair six feet from the space.

“There.”

“Too far.”

She dragged it closer.

“Here.”

“You want me close.”

“I want to hear your breathing when his hands reach my ass.”

“He is treating your hip.”

“Keep telling yourself that.”

She turned her back to me and bent forward as if a table already stood beneath her.

The shorts stretched over her ass.

“Show me how you will lie.”

Lena looked over her shoulder.

“On my stomach first.”

She lowered herself across the sofa arm, breasts pressed into the cushion, ass raised.

My cock went hard enough to hurt.

“Like this?”

“Probably.”

“Then he pulls the sheet over me.”

She reached behind and dragged a throw blanket across her ass.

“His hands start here.”

She placed both palms on her lower back.

“Then lower.”

Her fingers slid over the blanket to her hips.

“Then one hand follows the sore muscle down.”

She opened her knees.

“How far?” I asked.

“Far enough to make my husband grip the chair.”

I crossed the room and pulled the blanket away.

Lena laughed.

“Jealous already?”

I yanked the shorts down over her ass.

Her pussy was bare beneath them.

“You planned that.”

“Of course.”

I slapped her ass.

She pushed back.

“Harder, cuck.”

I struck her again.

“Show me what you will do when his hands reach here.”

I slid two fingers through her cunt.

“I will look at you.”

“And?”

“I will let you see how wet another man's hands make your wife.”

I pushed my cock into her from behind.

She cried out into the sofa.

I fucked her with the armchair waiting beside us.

Every hard drive carried the same picture.

Adrian standing where I stood.

Adrian's hands spreading her.

Lena looking over her shoulder at the husband who had invited him inside.

“Tell me,” I said.

“Big hands.”

I fucked her harder.

“Tell me.”

“He will make me moan.”

“More.”

She turned her face enough that I could see her smile.

“Your wife will get soaked on another man's table.”

I came deep inside her.

Lena stayed bent over the sofa while my cock softened inside her.

The doorbell rang.

We both froze.

Three o'clock.

Adrian was early.

Lena looked down at the shorts around her knees, then back at me.

“Clean me up, husband.”

“He is at the door.”

“Then hurry.”

I pulled out. My cum slid from her pussy.

She held my gaze.

“Make me look innocent before the man Julian sent touches me.”

The doorbell rang again.

CHAPTER 4

LENA - THE FIRST KNOCK

Adrian arrived five minutes early.

I was not ready.

That was a lie.

I had been ready for an hour.

I had showered, shaved, changed sports bras twice, and finally chosen black fitted shorts that stopped high on my thighs. They were appropriate for treatment.

They also made my ass look round enough that Evan had followed me through the bedroom with his hard cock pressing against his jeans.

"Too much?" I had asked.

"For a massage?"

"For your blood pressure."

The doorbell rang before he answered.

Evan looked more nervous than I felt.

That excited me.

I had learned to recognize the moment my husband's fear became hunger. His shoulders went still. His eyes sharpened. He stopped pretending he had not imagined the scene a hundred times.

I opened the door.

Adrian stood on the porch with a folded massage table under one arm and a black canvas bag in the other hand.

The photographs had not prepared me for his presence.

He was not massive like Julian.

He did not fill the doorway through size.

He filled it through stillness.

Dark gray polo. Black athletic pants. Clean shoes. Strong forearms dusted with dark hair. A plain silver wedding band was absent, but a pale line remained where one had been.

His eyes moved to my face, not my body.

That almost made me want him to look lower.

"Lena?"

"Yes."

"Adrian. Good to meet you."

His hand was warm and dry.

He did not hold mine too long.

Evan appeared beside me.

They shook hands.

Adrian's fingers closed around my husband's hand with professional ease.

I watched the comparison happen in Evan's eyes anyway.

Not size.

Control.

"Where would you like me to set up?" Adrian asked.

We had moved the coffee table and cleared the living room. Afternoon light came through the windows facing the pool. Evan had positioned one armchair several feet from the space where the table would be.

He had pretended the chair was already there.

It was not.

Adrian unfolded the table without wasted movement. He checked the legs, adjusted the height, and covered it with a clean fitted sheet.

The room changed as soon as the table existed.

Our living room stopped belonging only to us.

"Show me where it hurts," he said.

He spoke to me.

Not to Evan.

I liked that.

He asked about the pain. I showed him where it started, placing my hand on the right side of my lower back and tracing toward my hip.

"Any pain during sex?" he asked.

Evan coughed.

Adrian did not react.

I looked at my husband.

"Sometimes after."

"Certain positions?"

"When my legs are opened wide for a long time."

The sentence was clinically accurate.

It also made Evan's face flush.

Adrian nodded.

"That can aggravate the adductors and deep rotators if the hip is already restricted. We will test range first. Nothing should be sharply painful. You tell me immediately if it is."

"I will."

"I will work the hip, ass, and inner thigh. You speak if anything needs to change. Your husband can watch without becoming a wall between my hands and your body."

"Good."

Evan sat in the chair.

I almost smiled.

There it was.

The picture we had built in bed.

My husband watching.

Another man preparing to touch me.

Adrian handed me a folded sheet.

"Change in the bathroom. Keep the shorts and bra on for the assessment. I will tell you when the sheet needs to move."

I took the sheet.

His fingers brushed mine.

Nothing happened.

My body reacted anyway.

In the bathroom, I looked at myself in the mirror.

Black sports bra.

Black shorts.

Bare stomach.

Gold bracelet.

Wife.

Hotwife.

Client.

Woman who had already imagined moaning under the hands waiting in the next room.

I returned carrying the sheet.

Adrian stood beside the table.

Evan sat with his legs apart, elbows on his knees.

His eyes moved over me.

Adrian's did not.

"We will start standing," Adrian said.

He asked me to bend forward, then backward. Rotate. Lift one knee. Shift my weight.

His hands hovered near my waist without touching.

The restraint made every inch between his palms and my skin feel charged.

"I am placing my hands on your hips now."

I looked at Evan.

He had asked to see that.

His cock was already visible beneath his jeans.

"Yes," I said.

Adrian stepped behind me.

His hands settled on my hips.

Large.

Warm.

Certain.

My breath changed.

Evan heard it.

So did Adrian.

Neither man said a word.


CHAPTER 5

EVAN - PROFESSIONAL HANDS

I had watched Julian put his hands on my wife.

That should have prepared me.

It did not.

Julian touched Lena like a man who wanted her. Every movement announced itself. His palm on her ass was possession. His fingers around her wrist were challenge. Even when he held back, hunger stood between all three of us like another body.

Adrian's hands were different.

They were professional.

That made them more dangerous.

He stood behind Lena and moved her hips through a small rotation. His thumbs rested near the shallow dimples at the base of her spine. His fingers spread along the sides of her pelvis.

He watched how she moved.

I watched how she responded.

"Your right side is rotating forward," he said. "I am going to stabilize here. Lift your knee again."

Lena obeyed.

Her black shorts tightened across her ass.

Adrian's left hand remained on her hip while his right slid lower, stopping at the upper curve of her glute.

"Here?"

He pressed.

Lena inhaled sharply.

"Yes."

"Tell me if the pain turns sharp."

"Pressure. Good pressure."

The phrase went through my cock.

Adrian glanced at her face, not at me.

"Lie on your back."

Lena climbed onto the table.

The paperless sheet remained smooth beneath her. Adrian placed a bolster under her knees and stood at her feet.

He examined the angle of her legs.

I examined him.

No wedding ring.

A faint pale line around the finger.

Strong hands.

Calm face.

No visible reaction to my wife's body.

I wanted him to react.

I hated myself for wanting it.

"I am testing the left side first," he said. "Let the leg go loose in my hands."

"Yes."

He lifted her left ankle with one hand and supported her knee with the other. He bent the leg, guided it toward her chest, then slowly opened it outward.

Lena's knee moved toward the edge of the table.

Her shorts pulled tighter between her thighs.

Adrian watched the joint.

I watched the fabric.

"Any discomfort?"

"No."

He repeated the movement on the right.

Lena's face tightened.

"There," she said.

Adrian stopped immediately.

"Front of the hip or deep in the back?"

"Deep. Near the back."

His hand moved beneath her knee.

"I am going to bring the leg across your body. Let it stay heavy."

He leaned over her.

His forearm passed inches above her breasts.

Lena's eyes found mine.

She did not smile.

She did not need to.

Her breathing had changed.

My cock pressed painfully against my zipper.

Adrian lowered her leg.

"The deep rotators are guarding. I am working through the lower back and glute first. The shorts stay on; I need access above the waistband."

Lena looked at me again.

The bracelet shifted on her wrist.

WATCH.

"Yes," she said.

Adrian handed her the sheet.

"Roll onto your stomach. I will step out while you position the sheet over your lower body. You can leave the sports bra on."

He walked toward the kitchen.

Professional.

Controlled.

Lena rolled over and looked at me while arranging the sheet.

"Come here," she whispered.

I moved beside the table.

She caught my wrist and placed my hand under the edge of the sheet.

My fingers found the damp fabric between her thighs.

"Lena."

"Quiet."

"He will come back."

"That is why you are so hard."

She pressed against my fingers once.

Then released me and pulled the sheet into place.

Adrian returned.

I sat down with her heat still on my hand.

He poured oil into his palm and rubbed his hands together.

The sound was soft.

Wet.

Lena turned her face toward me through the cradle.

Adrian placed both hands on her bare lower back.

My wife closed her eyes.

His palms moved slowly outward, then down.

They stopped at the waistband of her shorts.

"I am lowering this one inch on the right."

Lena opened her eyes and looked directly at me.

"Yes."

Adrian hooked two fingers beneath the waistband.

He pulled it down.

One inch.

Nothing obscene.

Nothing a professional should not do.

The top of my wife's ass appeared beneath his hand.

My cock stayed hard.

That was the worst part.

Not that he touched her.

That he had not done anything wrong, and I still wanted him to keep going.


CHAPTER 6

LENA - THE PLACE HE FOUND

Adrian found the place that hurt in less than three minutes.

He did not stumble across it.

He followed the tension from my lower back, pressing with the flat of his hand, then the heel, then one patient thumb. Each movement was deliberate. He waited for my muscles to answer before asking me anything.

"Breathe into this," he said.

His thumb sank beside my hip.

Pain flashed deep and sharp.

Then something released.

A sound escaped me before I could stop it.

Not a moan.

Close enough that Evan shifted in the chair.

Adrian eased the pressure.

"Too much?"

"No."

"Your body disagreed."

His voice remained calm.

I turned my face in the cradle far enough to see Evan.

My husband stared at the hand on my bare skin.

"It hurt," I said. "Then it felt good."

Adrian pressed again, slower.

The pain returned.

So did the release.

I exhaled through my mouth.

My pussy clenched against the table.

Evan saw the movement in my hips.

The truth passed between us without words.

I was getting turned on.

Not because Adrian had crossed a line.

Because he had not.

He was touching me with skill and complete concentration while my husband watched every reaction. The room held three different kinds of control, and my body wanted all of them.

Adrian moved to the other side of the table.

"I need better access to the glute. I can work through the shorts, or I can drape and move the fabric. Your choice."

I knew what the careful answer was.

I also knew what Evan had imagined while we talked before the appointment.

"Drape," I said.

Adrian nodded as if I had chosen tea instead of coffee.

He lifted the sheet and showed me how to hold it against my hip. Then he pulled the right side of my shorts down beneath the curve of my ass, never exposing my pussy, never allowing the sheet to slip.

I was covered.

I had never felt more displayed.

The first stroke of his palm crossed my bare glute.

Oil warmed under his hand.

His fingers spread wide enough to hold almost the entire curve.

Evan's breath caught.

Mine did too.

Adrian kneaded the muscle with both hands, lifting and compressing, then pressing inward with the heel of his palm.

"This is the part that is guarding," he said.

"I can feel it."

"Try not to help me. Let the leg stay heavy."

I had not realized I was holding myself rigid.

I let go.

My knee turned outward slightly beneath the sheet.

My legs opened.

Adrian continued working.

Each time his hand moved closer to the inside of my hip, Evan's eyes followed.

I wanted to say something filthy.

I wanted to ask my husband whether he could see how wet I was becoming.

But Adrian was still a professional in our living room, and the restraint became its own dirty game.

I bit the inside of my cheek.

His thumb found another tight band.

This time the sound I made was unmistakable.

Low.

Soft.

A moan.

Adrian's hand paused for half a second.

"Breathe through it."

I did.

The moan came again.

Lower. Dirtier.

Evan's hand covered the front of his jeans.

Adrian saw that.

I knew because his eyes moved once toward the chair before returning to my hip.

He did not comment.

The silence made my face burn.

He resumed.

"I am going to work along the inner thigh to see whether the tension is pulling the hip forward," he said. "You approved assessment on the form. I am asking again now."

The room became very still.

I looked at Evan.

He had wanted to watch me answer.

His hand remained over his hard cock.

"Yes," I said.

Adrian pulled the sheet higher along my right leg while keeping me covered. His hand began above my knee and moved slowly upward along the inside of my thigh.

Firm pressure.

No teasing.

No hesitation.

My body supplied both.

The closer his fingers came to my pussy, the harder it became to breathe normally.

He stopped several inches below the crease.

"Tender here?"

He pressed.

I gasped.

My leg tried to close.

His other hand stabilized my hip.

For one second, I was held open between his palm and the table.

I looked at my husband.

Evan's face was stripped bare.

Jealousy.

Heat.

Shame.

Love.

The sight made my cunt throb harder than Adrian's hand had.

"Yes," I whispered.

Adrian eased the pressure.

"That explains part of the restriction. We will work gradually."

Gradually.

The word sounded harmless.

My body heard a promise.


CHAPTER 7

EVAN - WATCHING HER BREATHE

I knew exactly where Adrian's hand stopped.

Three inches lower and his fingers would have found the soaked fabric over Lena's pussy.

Two inches.

Maybe less.

I measured the distance like a man watching a fuse burn toward his own house.

He worked the inside of her thigh without touching anything sexual. His thumb moved along the muscle, his other hand steady on her hip. Lena's breathing became slow and deliberate.

She was trying not to moan again.

I knew every version of my wife's breathing.

Sleep.

Anger.

Pain.

The quick shallow breaths before she came.

This was the last one.

Adrian knew it too.

He had to.

He was trained to read bodies. He could feel the tension gathering in her thigh, the way her hip tilted, the tiny movements she made against the table when his hand traveled upward.

He simply refused to interpret them aloud.

That control humiliated me more than open hunger would have.

Julian had looked at me while touching Lena as if asking whether I understood what he could do.

Adrian did not need to look.

He made my wife react while discussing muscle groups.

"Turn onto your side facing your husband," he said.

Lena adjusted the sheet and rolled toward me.

Her cheeks were flushed.

One strap of her sports bra had slipped toward her shoulder. Her pupils looked wider than they had when the session began.

Adrian placed a pillow beneath her head and bent her top leg.

"I am going to work through the side of the hip and then mobilize the joint. Tell me if anything pinches."

He stood behind her.

From my chair, I saw Lena's face and Adrian's hands.

One settled on the side of her waist.

The other cupped the outside of her upper thigh.

He moved her leg backward.

Her body opened toward me.

The sheet remained tucked between her legs, but I knew what was beneath it.

I had touched the soaked fabric minutes earlier.

Lena stared at me.

"Breathe," Adrian said.

She inhaled.

He pushed her hip forward while drawing her thigh back.

Her mouth opened.

"There?"

"Yes."

"Sharp?"

"No."

His fingers tightened slightly around her waist.

"Let me have the weight."

The phrase was ordinary.

My cock pulsed.

Lena saw it happen.

She let her body fall heavier into Adrian's hands.

He moved her again.

A slow, controlled stretch.

My wife lying on her side.

Another man behind her.

His hand on her hip.

Her leg drawn back.

The position was too close to something else.

Lena's eyes told me she had the same thought.

Adrian released her.

"Better?"

"Yes."

"We will check standing after I finish the lower back."

He worked for another twenty minutes.

Nothing improper happened.

That sentence became impossible to believe inside my body.

He rubbed oil into Lena's bare back until her skin shone. One hand settled near her shoulder, the other above her ass, drawing her body open. He told her when to breathe and changed the pressure by the way her body answered. Each time the sheet needed to move, he told her exactly where his hands were going.

Lena answered yes.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Every yes belonged to her.

Every yes hardened me.

When the treatment ended, Adrian covered her completely and stepped away.

"Take your time sitting up. You may feel lightheaded."

Lena rose beneath the sheet, holding it against her breasts despite the sports bra. Her hair was messy. Her skin glowed with oil. She looked thoroughly touched.

Adrian gave her water.

She drank while looking at me over the rim.

"Walk," he said.

Lena stood and crossed the room.

Her right hip moved more freely.

"That is much better," she said.

"You were compensating through the lower back. I want you to avoid heavy training for twenty-four hours. Heat tonight. Gentle movement tomorrow."

"Another session?" she asked.

The question came too quickly.

Adrian noticed.

So did I.

"Probably one follow-up in seven to ten days," he said. "Then we assess whether you need ongoing work."

Lena's fingers touched the WATCH charm.

"Do you work outdoors?"

Adrian looked toward the pool.

"If there is shade and a flat surface."

My wife smiled.

"We have both."

He packed the oil and folded the table.

At the door, he shook my hand again.

"She may be sore tonight."

"I will take care of her."

Adrian's eyes held mine for half a second longer than before.

Not a challenge.

Recognition.

He knew I had been hard.

He knew Lena had been wet.

He knew we knew.

Then he left.

The lock clicked.

I turned around.


CHAPTER 8

LENA - AFTER HE LEFT

Evan kissed me with Adrian's oil still warm on my body.

His mouth was rough. His hands were not.

He touched every place Adrian had touched as if checking for damage, ownership, memory. His palms moved over my waist, my lower back, the bare curve of my ass where I had not yet pulled the shorts up.

"Tell me," he said against my mouth.

"Tell you what?"

"Do not play with me."

I smiled.

"You watched the whole thing."

"I watched his hands. I want what happened inside you."

That was my husband.

He never stopped at the picture once the picture hurt enough.

He needed the confession.

I pushed him into the chair where he had watched and climbed onto his lap. The sheet fell away. My sports bra remained on. My shorts were trapped below one hip.

"I got wet before he touched me," I said.

Evan's jaw tightened.

"At the door?"

"When he shook my hand."

"Why?"

"Because you were standing beside me imagining where those fingers would go."

I unbuttoned his jeans.

His cock pushed into my hand, hard and hot.

"And when he put his hands on your hips?"

"I wanted to lean back against him."

"Did you?"

"No."

"Did he know?"

"I think he knew my breathing changed."

Evan lifted me enough to drag my shorts down.

The fabric stuck briefly to my cunt.

He saw how soaked it was.

His expression broke.

"Jesus."

"Professional hands," I whispered.

He ran two fingers through my slick heat.

"You were like this on the table?"

"Wetter."

He pushed both fingers into me.

I cried out and gripped his shoulders.

"Where did he make you feel it?"

"My hip. My thigh. Everywhere you were watching."

Evan drove his fingers deeper.

"Did you want him to touch your pussy?"

I could have protected him.

I had stopped doing that when protection became another word for lying.

"Yes."

His cock jumped in my hand.

"Say it right."

I leaned close.

"I wanted the massage therapist Julian sent to slide those big fingers under the towel and find your wife's cunt dripping for him."

Evan groaned.

I bit his lower lip.

"I wanted him to look at you when he felt it. I wanted him to know you sat there hard while another man rubbed oil into my ass."

His fingers fucked me faster.

"And the inner thigh?"

"I wanted his hand higher."

"How high?"

I took his wrist and guided his fingers out of me.

Then I placed his palm flat over my pussy.

"Here."

He stared at me.

"You wanted him to do that?"

"I wanted to know what you would do if his hand moved higher."

"It is her body."

"Good answer."

I lifted myself over his cock.

The head rubbed through my slick pussy lips.

"What would you do if I said yes?"

"Watch."

"Only watch?"

"I do not know."

"Then imagine."

I lowered myself onto him.

His cock slid into my pussy in one slow push.

My body was loose from the massage and aching from everything Adrian had not done.

Evan filled the absence.

I rode him in the chair where he had watched.

"Imagine Adrian still standing behind me," I said. "His hands on my hips while I take your cock."

Evan gripped my ass.

"Imagine he is showing you where I hold tension."

I moved faster.

"Imagine he spreads me open and says your wife needs more pressure here."

My husband's face twisted.

"Dirty wife."

"Your dirty wife."

I leaned back enough for him to see my breasts rise beneath the sports bra.

"Look how wet I got from a massage."

He drove his cock deeper.

"Say his name."

"Adrian."

The name felt different from Julian.

Less familiar.

More forbidden because nothing had happened.

I said it again.

Evan fucked me harder.

"Tell me what you want next time."

I imagined sunlight on the pool.

A wet bikini.

Adrian's hands shining with oil.

My husband behind the glass.

"I want him outside," I said. "I want to be almost naked before he unfolds the table."

Evan's cock surged inside me.

"I want him to see what your wife prepared for him."

"Prepared?"

I smiled down at my husband.

"Next time, I do not want how soaked I am to be an accident."


CHAPTER 9

EVAN - THE FIRST CONFESSION

The massage fixed Lena's hip.

It damaged my sleep.

That night, she lay beside me naked except for the gold bracelet. The room smelled faintly of eucalyptus from Adrian's oil. Every time she shifted, the scent rose from her skin.

I stared at the ceiling.

"Say it," she said.

"You are awake?"

"Your cock has been pressed against my ass for ten minutes."

I moved back.

She caught my wrist and pulled my arm around her.

"Say what is keeping you hard."

I closed my eyes.

"Did he turn you on because he was Adrian or because he was a man touching you?"

Lena was quiet.

I immediately regretted asking.

Then she rolled to face me.

"Both."

The answer hurt exactly where I needed it to.

"You had seen him for less than a minute."

"I saw his hands online before I saw his face."

"That is worse."

"You enlarged the photograph."

"That does not answer anything."

"It answers why he was already part of our fantasy before he arrived."

She touched my cheek.

"But he was not just any man once he walked in."

"What was he?"

"Controlled."

I knew.

"You liked that he did not look at your body."

"I wanted to make him look."

My cock hardened against her thigh.

Lena felt it.

"There," she whispered. "That one."

"What?"

"That question hurt more."

"You wanted his attention."

"Yes."

"While I was in the room."

"Because you were in the room."

She pushed me onto my back.

The bedside drawer opened.

Lena removed the large black dildo we had used when Julian had still been only a fantasy.

The toy had once represented a man from the gym.

Now it became Adrian's hands.

That should not have made sense.

It did inside our marriage.

She placed the base against my chest.

"Hold it."

I wrapped my hand around the cock.

"What are you doing?"

"Showing you what I wanted on the table."

She straddled my stomach and touched herself above me.

Her fingers spread her cunt.

"Do you remember where his hand stopped?"

"Yes."

"I do too."

She rubbed her clit.

"He was close enough that I could feel the heat of his palm through the shorts. I kept thinking he would move one inch higher and discover how filthy your wife had become from being treated professionally."

My hand tightened around the toy.

"He would have stopped."

"Probably."

"You sound disappointed."

"I am honest."

She lowered herself onto the tip.

The thick head pushed into her pussy.

Lena gasped.

"Slow," she said.

I held the toy steady while she opened around it.

Her eyes remained on mine.

"Imagine his hand under the towel," she whispered. "Imagine him feeling this cunt stretched around something bigger while he tells me to breathe."

She sank farther.

"Imagine he knows my husband is holding it."

I could barely breathe.

"Would you let him watch?"

"I would let him guide your hand."

Lena began to ride the toy.

Slow at first.

Then deeper.

The base pressed against my chest with every movement.

"He would put his hand over yours," she said. "He would show you the angle that opens my hips."

She took more of it.

"He would tell you not to rush because your wife likes pressure before she likes speed."

My cock leaked against my stomach.

Lena reached back and wrapped her fingers around me.

"And you would listen."

"Yes."

"Because he knows bodies."

"Yes."

"Because he made me moan without touching my pussy."

"Yes."

"Because that made you feel smaller."

The word lodged in my throat.

Lena stopped moving.

"Truth cuts both ways," she said softly. "Admit how badly you need the humiliation."

I looked at my wife stretched around the black toy I held for her.

"Yes."

Her smile was not gentle.

It was hungry.

"Good."

She rode it harder.

"Then hold it still, my cuck. Let your wife imagine the man with better hands teaching you how to make her come."

She came with Adrian's name in her mouth and my hand around the toy.

I came seconds later without her touching me again.

In the dark afterward, the eucalyptus scent remained on her skin.

So did the question.

Would Adrian still look controlled if Lena tried to make him want her?


CHAPTER 10

LENA - I CALLED HIM MYSELF

I waited six days before calling Adrian.

Not because my hip still hurt.

It barely did.

I waited because I wanted to know whether hunger would fade once the soreness disappeared.

It did not.

Every shower brought back the feeling of oil on my back. Every time Evan touched the inside of my thigh, I remembered Adrian stopping before the place both of us had wanted him to reach.

Julian sent one message from Miami during those six days.

How is the hip?

Evan answered from my phone while I watched.

Much better. Adrian helped.

Julian replied with a thumbs-up and nothing more.

He had opened a door without knowing what waited behind it.

Or perhaps he knew exactly what kind of marriage he had introduced Adrian to.

On Wednesday afternoon, I stood beside the pool wearing a white bikini under Evan's open dress shirt.

The bikini was new.

Thin fabric.

Minimal coverage.

The kind that became nearly transparent when wet.

Evan had ordered it after the first session.

He claimed he had not noticed that detail in the reviews.

My husband had read every review.

"Call him," he said from the patio table.

His laptop was open in front of him. He had not touched the keyboard in twenty minutes.

"You call."

"You wanted the follow-up."

"I want you to hear me ask another man to come back."

His expression tightened.

I dialed.

Adrian answered quickly.

"Cole Bodywork."

"Hi. It is Lena Mercer."

A short pause.

"How is the hip?"

"Much better."

"Any soreness after the session?"

"Only the kind you warned me about."

Evan stared at the phone.

I let the silence stay long enough to become suggestive, even if Adrian did not take it that way.

"Good," he said. "Keep doing the mobility work."

"You recommended a follow-up."

"I did. Are you having symptoms?"

"Not much pain. Still some tightness."

That was true.

Not all tightness lived in my hip.

"I have Friday at three or Monday at eleven."

I looked at Evan.

He mouthed Friday.

"Friday."

"At your home again?"

"Yes. Outside this time. We have a shaded patio by the pool."

Adrian was silent for half a beat.

"As long as the temperature is reasonable and the surface is level."

"It will be."

"Same treatment areas?"

The question went through me.

"Unless you find somewhere else that needs attention."

Evan's eyes widened.

I smiled at him.

Adrian did not react to the line.

"We reassess each session," he said. "I will send confirmation."

"Thank you."

I ended the call.

Evan stood.

"That was deliberate."

"What?"

"Somewhere else that needs attention."

I closed the distance between us.

"Did it work?"

He looked at the white bikini beneath his shirt.

"Get in the pool."

"Why?"

"I want to see what he will see."

I let the shirt slide from my shoulders.

Evan stopped breathing normally.

The bikini top barely contained my breasts. The bottoms sat low on my hips, tied with narrow strings. Dry, it was indecent enough.

Wet would be worse.

I walked to the edge and dove in.

The water closed over me.

When I surfaced, the white fabric had become almost translucent.

My nipples showed through the top.

The darker shape between my legs shadowed the bottoms.

Evan stood beside the chair, his cock hard beneath his pants.

I climbed the steps slowly.

Water ran down my stomach and thighs.

"Appropriate for treatment?" I asked.

"No."

"Then tell me not to wear it."

He could not.

I walked past him and sat on the edge of the massage table we had ordered that morning.

Our own table.

Not Adrian's.

Evan had bought it because he said the follow-up would be easier if Adrian did not have to carry equipment through the house.

We both knew that was not the reason.

I opened my knees.

The wet bikini stretched between my thighs.

"Friday at three," I said. "The man Julian sent. Your wife waiting by the pool already wet."

Evan came toward me.

I stopped him with one foot against his chest.

"Not yet."

"You are cruel."

"Specific," I corrected. "You like specific."

I leaned back on my hands.

"Imagine him walking through that gate and seeing me like this. Imagine him trying to decide whether the bikini is an accident or an invitation."

"It is an invitation."

"You know that."

I slid one hand beneath the wet waistband.

"He will have to find out."


CHAPTER 11

EVAN - THE BIKINI

Friday arrived slowly until three o'clock came all at once.

Lena spent the morning pretending the second session was ordinary.

She answered emails. Folded laundry. Drank coffee beside me while wearing a robe that kept sliding open over the white bikini.

Every ordinary act became obscene because both of us knew why she had put it on before breakfast.

At noon, she swam.

At one, she showered and put the same bikini back on.

At two, she applied sunscreen to every inch Adrian might touch.

At two-thirty, she asked me to tie the strings behind her neck.

My fingers shook.

"Too tight?" I asked.

"No."

"Too loose?"

"You are stalling."

She stood in front of the bedroom mirror while I tied the top. The white triangles covered just enough of her breasts to avoid nudity when dry. The lower strings curved around her hips, framing the ass Adrian had already rubbed beneath a sheet.

"Turn around," I said.

She did.

"Appropriate?"

"No."

"You can still ask me to change."

I looked at her reflection.

"Do you want to change?"

"No."

"Then wear it."

Lena smiled.

"My brave husband."

"Do not reward me yet."

"Who said it was a reward?"

She took my hand and placed it between her legs.

The bikini was dry.

She was not.

"You have not even gone outside."

"I have been imagining him at the gate all morning."

I rubbed the fabric once.

Lena closed her eyes.

"Will you sit beside the table?" she asked.

"Yes."

"The entire time?"

"Yes."

"What if I ask you to watch from inside?"

My hand stopped.

"Why would you?"

"Because the glass reflects the patio. Because you could see us without Adrian knowing exactly where your eyes were."

"He would know I was there."

"Of course."

She turned in my arms.

"I do not want secrets. I want distance."

"That sounds like a secret with better furniture."

"It sounds like voyeurism."

The word hardened me further.

Lena felt it against her stomach.

"You liked watching from the chair," she said. "But he could feel you staring. What happens if you are behind the glass and I have to decide whether to look for you?"

"You will look."

"Probably."

"Lena."

"Ask what you really want to know."

"Will you perform for me or forget me?"

Her expression changed.

She touched my face.

"I might do both for a few seconds."

The honest answer hurt.

My cock became painfully hard.

She kissed me.

"That is why we are doing this together."

At two-fifty, she went outside.

The massage table stood beneath the covered patio, dressed in a white sheet. Towels waited in a neat stack. A bottle of water sat beside the chair. The pool shone bright blue beyond her.

Lena lowered herself into the water.

She swam one slow lap.

Then another.

I stood inside the kitchen behind the glass doors.

She surfaced near the steps at two-fifty-eight.

The bikini clung transparent to her body.

She climbed out without covering herself.

Water streamed from her breasts. Her nipples showed clearly beneath the white fabric. The bottoms had become a thin wet veil over her cunt.

Lena looked through the glass at me.

She slid both hands over her hair and raised her arms, pushing her breasts forward.

The gate latch clicked.

She did not turn immediately.

She kept looking at her husband while Adrian entered the yard behind her.

His footsteps stopped.

Only then did Lena lower her arms and face him.

I watched the massage therapist see my wife exactly as she had planned.


CHAPTER 12

LENA - THE MAN AT THE GATE

Adrian looked.

Not long.

Long enough.

His eyes moved from my face to the wet white bikini, then returned to my face with a restraint that felt more intimate than staring.

I had wanted proof that he was a man before he became a professional again.

I got less than a second.

It was enough to make my pussy tighten beneath the transparent fabric.

"You have a pool," he said.

His voice remained even.

"You noticed."

A small change touched one corner of his mouth.

Not a smile.

Almost.

"Is Evan home?"

"Inside."

I looked through the glass.

My husband stood where I had left him, one hand braced against the kitchen counter. His body was darker behind the reflection, but I could see the shape of his hard cock beneath his pants.

Adrian followed my gaze.

He saw Evan.

Then he saw the new massage table.

"You bought equipment."

"My husband likes to prepare."

"So I have heard."

The answer caught me.

"From Julian?"

Adrian set his bag beside the table.

"Julian said you two communicate clearly and that I would not be walking into a conventional household. He did not give me details."

Heat moved through me.

"What did you imagine?"

"I did not."

"That is difficult to believe."

"It is useful professionally."

He removed a folded towel from his bag.

His hands were the same as I remembered. Broad palms. Long fingers. Clean nails. A faint vein along each forearm.

I wanted those hands on the wet fabric.

"Does the hip still hurt?" he asked.

"A little."

"Show me."

I turned and placed one hand on the right side of my lower back.

His gaze moved to the spot.

Then lower, to the white strings tied over my hips.

He looked away first.

That victory made me reckless.

"I thought swimming might loosen it."

"It can. The fabric needs to be dry enough that I can work without slipping."

I looked down at myself.

The bikini was nowhere near dry.

"I can take it off."

The sentence came out calmly.

Inside, Evan moved.

Adrian met my eyes.

"You can change into dry clothing."

Professional.

A clear refusal to play the game I had offered.

My face heated.

So did the rest of me.

I liked that he had not taken the easy invitation.

It made me want to earn the moment he stopped saying no.

"I have a robe," I said.

"And dry shorts?"

"No."

"Then we can do assessment standing and upper-body work while the suit dries. Or reschedule."

I looked toward Evan.

He was still behind the glass.

Waiting.

Watching me discover that hunger did not make Adrian careless.

"No rescheduling," I said.

I took the black silk robe from the chair and slipped it over the wet bikini. The fabric clung immediately to my breasts and stomach.

Adrian's jaw moved once.

Another fragment of proof.

"Standing assessment," he said.

I walked to the table.

The wet bottoms slid against my cunt with every step.

Adrian asked me to lift my knee, rotate my hip, bend forward.

When I bent, the robe parted behind me.

Cool air touched my wet ass.

I knew the bikini had become nearly invisible.

I did not look back.

I looked through the glass at Evan.

My husband had both hands on the counter now.

"Better range," Adrian said behind me. "Still limited at the end."

His voice was slightly lower.

I straightened.

"Can you fix it?"

"I can help."

"With your hands?"

His eyes held mine.

"That is generally how massage works."

I laughed.

The sound broke the tension without removing it.

He pointed to the table.

"Lie face down over the robe. We will start through the fabric."

I climbed onto the table.

The robe rode high along my thighs.

Adrian placed one palm between my shoulder blades.

The other settled at my waist.

Through two layers of wet fabric, I felt the weight of his hands.

Through the glass, I saw Evan close his eyes.

"Breathe," Adrian said.

I did.

This time, the first moan was deliberate.


CHAPTER 13

EVAN - THROUGH THE GLASS

Lena wanted distance.

I gave it to her for twelve minutes.

From inside the kitchen, the glass reflected the room over the patio. I saw myself superimposed across them, a ghost husband standing over the massage table while Adrian worked through the black robe.

Lena could find me whenever she wanted.

At first, she always did.

Every time Adrian pressed harder, her face turned slightly toward the glass. Every time his hand moved lower, her eyes searched for my silhouette.

Then his fingers reached the knot beside her right hip.

She stopped looking.

Adrian leaned over her and used his forearm along the side of her body. The black silk darkened with water. The robe had become a second skin. Beneath it, the white bikini showed through in pale lines.

His hand moved from her lower back to the top of her ass.

Lena's mouth opened.

No sound reached me through the glass.

I saw the moan instead.

Her lips parted.

Her fingers curled around the edge of the table.

Her hips pressed down.

Adrian said something.

She answered without looking for me.

The jealousy struck cleanly.

This was what she had warned me about.

For a few seconds, she forgot to perform.

Her body belonged to what she felt, not to the man watching.

My hand closed around my cock through my pants.

The pain was chosen.

So was how good it felt.

Adrian lifted one side of the robe.

He showed Lena the towel before arranging it across her hips. Then he reached beneath the silk and pulled the wet robe away from her lower back.

I could not hear what he said.

I watched her give it.

A nod.

Her eyes still closed.

He exposed the right side of her ass.

The white bikini bottom was nearly transparent, the wet fabric pressed into the crease. Adrian folded the robe and towel with clinical precision, covering everything except the muscle he intended to treat.

Then he poured oil into his hands.

Sunlight caught the shine.

His palms settled on my wife's bare skin.

I unbuttoned my pants.

The kitchen was empty except for me. The blinds to the front of the house were closed. The patio faced a high privacy fence.

I wrapped my hand around my cock.

Outside, Adrian kneaded Lena's ass while she lay in a wet bikini and looked as if she had been prepared for him.

Because she had.

The first slow stroke made my knees weak.

Adrian's fingers spread along the curve of her glute. His thumbs pressed inward, then moved outward. Lena shifted beneath him.

He stopped.

She spoke.

He resumed.

I stroked myself.

Not quickly.

I wanted to last through every controlled inch.

Lena opened her eyes.

She found me behind the glass.

Her expression changed when she saw my hand moving.

The woman on the table became my wife again.

She smiled.

Then she turned her face toward Adrian and said something I could not hear.

He looked toward the glass.

Directly at me.

My hand froze around my cock.

Adrian held my gaze while one palm remained on Lena's bare ass.

He knew.

Not just that I watched.

That I was touching myself.

Lena looked between us.

Her smile widened.

She had created the triangle without either man crossing the patio.

Adrian said something to her.

Lena answered.

Then he removed his hand from her body.

He stepped back and crossed his arms.

Lena pushed herself onto one elbow.

A moment later, she slid off the table and walked toward the glass doors.

The robe hung open. Water and oil shone across her body. The white bikini revealed everything it was supposed to hide.

She stopped on the other side of the glass.

Only a thin pane separated us.

She looked down at my open pants and my fist around my cock.

Then she raised one finger and curled it toward herself.

Come outside.


CHAPTER 14

LENA - OIL IN THE SUN

Adrian had asked whether Evan wanted to remain behind the glass.

The question sounded simple.

It was not.

"He is masturbating," I said.

Adrian's hand stopped on my ass.

His eyes moved toward the house.

For the first time, he looked directly at my husband while touching me.

The contact between them went through my body.

"Is that part of the session?" Adrian asked.

"It is part of our marriage."

"That was not my question."

I lifted my face from the cradle.

"He wants to watch. I want him to watch."

"Does he want distance?"

I looked at Evan's fist moving behind the glass.

"He wanted to find out."

Adrian removed his hand.

The loss of it made my body feel abruptly cold despite the heat.

"Bring him outside," he said.

"Why?"

"Because I do not work around assumptions."

The answer should have irritated me.

Instead, it made me wetter.

Adrian refused to become the fantasy unless all three people stood inside the same truth.

I crossed the patio and summoned my husband.

Evan came outside with his pants fastened badly and his face stripped of every defense.

Adrian stood beside the table.

"I need clarity," he said. "You are both adults. What you do in your home is your business. But I am here as a therapist. If watching the treatment is sexual for you, that does not automatically make my work sexual."

Evan nodded.

"Good."

"If we continue, the treatment stays professional," Adrian said. "Anything else waits until the session is over."

Evan nodded.

I held Adrian's gaze.

"Good."

One corner of his mouth moved again.

"Then sit where I can see you," he told Evan. "If either of you wants something outside treatment, say it instead of making me guess."

My pulse jumped.

"And if we say it?" I asked.

Adrian held my eyes.

"Then I tell you whether the answer is yes or no."

Not now.

Not never.

The possibility opened under my feet.

I returned to the table.

This time Evan sat beside it, close enough that I could touch his knee.

Adrian adjusted the drape and placed his hands on my lower back again.

"I am going to work directly on the hip flexor from the front," he said. "You will roll onto your back. The bikini stays on. I will uncover only the area beside the hip."

I rolled.

The wet white top clung transparent to my breasts. My nipples were dark beneath the fabric. Evan stared openly.

Adrian looked once.

Then he placed a towel across my pelvis and folded one side of the bikini bottoms slightly lower along my right hip.

His fingers pressed into the soft place just inside the bone.

I gasped.

"Tender?"

"Yes."

"Bend the knee."

I did.

"Let it fall outward."

My leg opened.

The towel covered my cunt, but Evan knew how narrow the white fabric was beneath it.

Adrian's hand moved deeper beside my hip.

Pain bloomed, then melted.

My breath shook.

Evan's hand settled on my ankle.

Adrian looked at him.

"Good. Keep her leg relaxed."

My husband obeyed.

That word made me hotter than the sun.

Adrian pressed again.

I moaned.

Evan's grip tightened.

"Breathe," Adrian told me.

"She likes being told," Evan said.

The words surprised all three of us.

Adrian's hand remained still.

"What does she like being told?"

Evan's face flushed.

I answered for him.

"How to open."

Adrian met my eyes.

"Open the knee another inch."

I did.

His fingers moved deeper.

The pressure shot through my hip and into my cunt.

I cried out.

Evan's hand slid from my ankle to the inside of my calf.

"Good girl," he whispered.

Adrian heard.

His gaze moved to my husband.

Then back to me.

"Breathe," Adrian said. "Let the hip open."

I did.

His fingers pressed deeper.

The pain melted into heat.

My pussy throbbed beneath the towel.

Evan's grip tightened around my calf.

I opened wider.

He worked the muscle while my husband held my leg open.

Nothing sexual happened.

Every part of me understood the lie inside that sentence.

When Adrian finally released the pressure, I was trembling.

He covered my hip and stepped away.

"Sit up slowly."

I rose.

The towel slipped low around my waist. My wet bikini top remained transparent. Evan stood close enough for me to feel the heat from his body.

Adrian handed me water.

Our fingers touched.

This time, neither of us pretended not to notice.


CHAPTER 15

EVAN - HE KNEW I WAS WATCHING

Adrian did not flirt with Lena.

He did something worse.

He made room for her to be honest.

After the session, he sat at our patio table and explained what he had found in her hip. Lena stood beside the pool wrapped in the black robe, water still dripping from her calves. I listened to words like rotation, mobility, and stabilization while remembering him telling my wife to open her knee another inch.

She had obeyed.

I had helped.

My cock remained half hard beneath the table.

"I do not think you need regular treatment," Adrian said. "One more session in two weeks, then only if symptoms return."

Lena looked disappointed.

He noticed.

"That is good news," he added.

"For my hip," she said.

The line hung between them.

I expected Adrian to ignore it.

Instead, he looked at me.

"You asked me to be direct."

"I did."

"Your wife is flirting with me."

My stomach tightened.

Lena did not deny it.

"Yes," I said.

"You can live with that?"

"Ready is not the word."

"What is?"

I looked at Lena.

She stood with the robe open enough to show the transparent bikini beneath it. Her hair was wet. Her skin shone with oil. She looked more dangerous than she had with Julian because this hunger had grown in a room where nothing was supposed to happen.

"Excited," I said.

Adrian nodded once.

No judgment.

No visible pride.

"And you?" he asked Lena.

She stepped closer to the table.

"I wanted you to look when you came through the gate."

"I did."

Her lips parted.

The admission was quiet.

It hit both of us harder than a compliment.

"I wanted you to know the bikini was deliberate," she said.

"I knew."

"And you still treated me."

"You booked treatment."

"What would I have to book for you to touch me because you want to?"

My cock surged.

Adrian's face changed for the first time.

Not much.

His eyes moved over Lena slowly, from her wet hair to the open robe, then back to her face.

He wanted her.

The proof was controlled, but it was real.

"You would not book it," he said. "And I would not treat you again afterward."

Lena's fingers touched the edge of the robe.

"Because?"

"I do not mix a therapeutic relationship with a sexual one. If the three of us decide this is becoming something else, treatment ends first. Clearly."

The word clearly belonged in our marriage.

No hidden transition.

No accidental hand under a towel.

No excuse that the massage simply went too far.

If Adrian crossed the line, he would do it as a man, not hide behind his profession.

That made the choice more frightening.

And cleaner.

"Is this session over?" Lena asked.

Adrian looked at his watch.

"Yes."

"Am I still your client?"

"Until we decide otherwise."

"How long does that decision take?"

"Longer than the time it takes for you to stand in front of me wearing that bikini."

The sentence was the closest he had come to dirty talk.

Lena's face flushed.

My cock became fully hard.

Adrian stood and lifted his bag.

At the gate, he stopped beside me.

"Julian said you ask difficult questions."

"He talks too much."

"He said you usually want the truth even when your body reacts before your pride does."

I looked toward Lena.

She was watching us from the pool.

"Do you want my wife?" I asked.

Adrian did not look away.

"Yes."

The answer emptied my lungs.

"Did you want her during the massage?"

"Yes."

"Why did you stop?"

"Because wanting her did not change what my hands came there to do."

He opened the gate.

"If you invite me back for something else, do not use the word massage to make it safer."

Then he left.

Lena came behind me and pressed her wet body against my back.

"What did he say?"

I turned.

My wife looked hungry.

I gave her the answer whole.

"He wants you."

Her knees almost failed.


CHAPTER 16

LENA - THE LINE UNDER THE TOWEL

My knees did not fail.

I wanted them to.

I wanted Evan to catch me against the gate and feel what Adrian's yes had done. Instead, I walked back toward the massage table slowly, holding the robe closed with one hand.

"Say it again," I said.

Evan followed.

"He wants you."

"During the massage?"

"Yes."

"When his hand was on my ass?"

"Yes."

"When you were stroking your cock behind the glass?"

"Lena."

I turned.

"I need the whole picture."

Evan's face looked wrecked.

That made me crueler.

"Did he see how wet my bikini was?"

"He would have been blind not to."

"Did he want to pull the towel away?"

"I did not ask."

"You should have."

I let the robe fall.

The afternoon air touched my wet skin. The white bikini had dried only enough to cling more tightly. My nipples remained visible. The outline of my cunt showed beneath the bottoms.

Evan stared.

I climbed onto the table and lay on my back.

"Finish the session."

"He said no more treatment today."

"I did not ask for treatment."

I opened my knees.

Evan's breath broke.

"Use the oil."

He looked toward the gate as if Adrian might still be outside.

"He left."

"I know."

"Then why are you looking?"

"Because I want to feel what you felt when he knew I was watching."

I hooked my fingers under the bikini strings.

"Take these off."

Evan untied one side, then the other. The wet bottoms peeled away from my pussy.

I was so wet that a shining thread stretched from the fabric before breaking.

My husband's eyes fixed on it.

"Professional hands did that," I said.

"Do not."

"Do not tell the truth?"

"Do not make me come before I touch you."

I laughed.

The sound made me feel newly shameless.

"Then hurry, my husband."

Evan poured oil into his palm.

He rubbed his hands together exactly as Adrian had.

The imitation was imperfect.

That was part of what made it feel so good.

He began at my calf and moved upward, squeezing the muscle, pushing oil over my thigh. His fingers reached the tender place Adrian had worked.

"Pressure?" Evan asked.

"More."

He pressed harder.

I moaned.

"Did you make that sound for him?"

"You watched me."

"Say it."

"Yes."

His hand moved higher.

He stopped where Adrian had stopped.

Three inches below my cunt.

"Here?"

"That is where he decided to be good."

"And where did you want him?"

I took Evan's wrist and slid his hand beneath the line Adrian had respected.

His palm covered my pussy.

"Here."

Evan rubbed me with the heel of his hand while his fingers pressed between my lips.

My hips lifted.

"Tell me what you would have said if he asked."

"I would have looked at you."

"Then?"

"I would have asked if you wanted to watch him touch your wife where she was wet for him."

His fingers slid into me.

"And if I said yes?"

"I would have opened my legs wider."

Evan drove two fingers deep.

My head fell back.

"I would have told him not to stop at the towel."

A third finger joined the first two.

The stretch made me cry out.

"I would have asked whether those trained hands could make me come harder than my jealous husband."

Evan's jaw tightened.

"Would they?"

"You want the truth or the fantasy?"

"Both."

"The truth is I do not know."

I rolled my hips against his hand.

"The fantasy is that he teaches you."

Evan's fingers fucked me harder.

"He stands behind you. Puts his hand over yours. Tells you exactly how your wife likes to be opened."

I came on my husband's fingers while Adrian's oil shone across both our hands.

Afterward, Evan lowered his mouth to my cunt and licked every slick trace away.

I watched the gate over his shoulder.

For one filthy second, I imagined Adrian returning for something he had forgotten.

I imagined him finding my husband on his knees between my open legs.

I imagined asking him whether the session was still over.


CHAPTER 17

EVAN - NOT A CLIENT

Adrian's invoice arrived that evening.

The email contained three items.

Follow-up session.

Treatment notes.

Home exercises.

Nothing about the white bikini.

Nothing about Lena flirting.

Nothing about his answer at the gate.

He wants you.

The sentence had followed us upstairs, into the shower, and back into bed.

Lena opened the invoice on her phone while sitting naked between my legs.

"Pay him," she said.

"You are very demanding for someone receiving free aftercare."

She looked at the marks my fingers had left along her thigh.

"Your aftercare was not free. It cost you most of your dignity."

"You liked my dignity."

"I like watching you spend it on me."

I paid the invoice.

The transaction felt like closing a door.

Lena noticed.

"Now what?"

"He said treatment ends first."

"It ended."

"He recommended one more session."

"Do you want him to treat me again?"

I pictured Adrian's hands under the towel.

The safer answer was yes.

Professional contact allowed us to pretend the heat between us remained accidental.

The honest answer was no.

I did not want to watch him touch Lena while hiding behind muscle names anymore.

I wanted the line visible when we crossed it.

"No more treatment," I said.

Lena turned in my arms.

"That scares you more."

"Yes."

"Good."

"You say that too easily."

"Because you say yes too honestly."

She opened Adrian's contact information.

"What do I write?"

"Nothing tonight."

"Why?"

"Because you are still covered in his oil and sitting on my cock."

She looked down.

I had hardened against her ass again.

"That sounds like the perfect time."

"It sounds like pressure."

Lena's expression softened enough to remind me why the experiments worked.

She put the phone aside.

"You are right."

The admission did not cool the room.

It made the hunger safer to hold.

"Tomorrow?" she asked.

"Tomorrow we decide when we are not fucking."

"We are not fucking now."

She rolled her hips against my cock.

"Technically."

I laughed despite myself.

Then her face became serious.

"What are you afraid he will say?"

"No."

"That is mine to survive."

"I know."

"What else?"

I looked at the pale line on Adrian's ring finger in my memory.

His control.

The way he had looked at Lena only after she forced the truth into the open.

"Yes."

Lena understood.

"Because if he says yes, he is not the massage therapist anymore."

"He is a man you prepared your body for."

"And invited into our house."

"Through Julian."

"That bothers you?"

"It connects them."

She traced a line down my chest.

"Julian opened the first door. He does not own every room behind it."

The words relieved me.

They also made me harder.

My wife was learning that wanting more than one man did not require reducing each man to the same role.

Julian was the first choice.

Adrian was a different question.

"What do you want from him?" I asked.

Lena answered without dirty talk.

"I want him to touch me once without being able to call it work."

The simplicity cut deeper than any graphic fantasy.

"Only once?"

Her smile returned.

"I said once first."

We waited until morning.

At nine-fifteen, sitting across from each other at the kitchen table, we wrote the message together.

My hip feels good. I am ending the appointments here because the next time I invite you into our house, I do not want you pretending your hands are only working. Evan and I want dinner Sunday. The three of us. Come as the man who watched me get wet on his table.

Lena read it twice.

"Add that I will not wear the white bikini."

"Why?"

"Because I want him wondering what I will wear instead."

We did not add it.

She pressed send.

Adrian read the message six minutes later.

He did not answer for three hours.

Those three hours turned my wife into the most impatient woman I had ever seen.

They turned me into the hardest.


CHAPTER 18

LENA - THE DISTANCE HE KEPT

Adrian replied at twelve-thirty-eight.

I was in the grocery store holding a cucumber.

Evan was beside me comparing olive oil prices as if our lives depended on acidity levels.

My phone vibrated.

I saw Adrian's name and stopped in the middle of produce.

Evan saw my face.

"Read it."

I opened the message.

Thank you for being direct. I am interested. Give me forty-eight hours after the final treatment. Then send the address and time for Sunday dinner. If the invitation still feels real, I will come.

I read it aloud.

Evan put down the olive oil.

"Forty-eight hours."

"He knows how to make us wait."

"You like that."

I looked at the cucumber in my hand.

"Everything is unfortunately symbolic today."

Evan laughed so loudly a woman near the tomatoes stared at us.

The laughter loosened something.

Adrian's boundary did not feel like rejection.

It felt like a door with a clock on it.

"Sunday," I said.

"We decide Sunday."

"You already decided."

"So did you."

"Then why wait?"

Evan picked up the oil again.

"Because he asked us to."

That answer made my pussy clench.

Three men had now taught me different forms of hunger.

Evan taught me that jealousy could be offered instead of hidden.

Julian taught me that confidence did not require cruelty.

Adrian was teaching me that restraint could be a hand around the throat of anticipation.

I spent Friday night testing my husband's patience.

I wore the black sports bra from the first session and nothing below it. I lay across the bed with my legs open while Evan stood at the foot.

"Forty-eight hours," I said.

"Thirty-nine now."

"Counting?"

"You have checked the clock seven times."

I slid two fingers into my pussy.

"Imagine Adrian knows I am doing this."

"He does not."

"Imagine he assumes."

Evan took off his shirt.

"He probably assumes you are asleep."

"Then tell him what his former client is doing."

"No messages until Sunday."

I pushed my fingers deeper.

"Good husband."

He removed his pants but did not come closer.

"You want me to beg?"

"I want you to choose whether this is about Adrian or about making me watch you wait."

I stopped.

The question landed inside me.

Evan had become better at this.

Not only harder.

Sharper.

"Both," I admitted.

"Then continue."

I touched myself while he watched from the foot of the bed.

No toy.

No assistance.

My fingers moved the way I wanted Adrian's to move, slow and firm, pressing before stroking. I described the table, the towel, his hand stopping below my cunt.

Evan stroked himself but did not touch me.

"What happens Sunday?" he asked.

"Dinner."

"After dinner?"

"He asks."

"Asks what?"

I rubbed my clit faster.

"Whether he can touch me without pretending he is fixing anything."

"And you say?"

"Yes."

"Where?"

"My face first."

The answer surprised Evan.

It surprised me too.

I did not want Adrian's first personal touch buried between my legs.

I wanted to feel the difference in something simple.

His thumb against my mouth.

His hand around the back of my neck.

A touch that could not be justified by anatomy.

"Then?" Evan asked.

I closed my eyes.

"Then I make him look at everything he refused to stare at Friday."

I came with my fingers inside me and my husband's eyes on my face.

When my body stopped shaking, Evan climbed onto the bed.

He kissed me softly.

"Thirty-eight hours," he whispered.

I hated the wait.

I loved the man who gave it to us.


CHAPTER 19

EVAN - FORTY-EIGHT HOURS

Waiting revealed the difference between Julian and Adrian.

Julian created momentum. Once he wanted something, the room moved toward it. He made hunger feel inevitable, even when every step remained a choice.

Adrian created stillness.

He said forty-eight hours and disappeared.

No teasing message.

No photograph.

No reminder that he wanted Lena.

He left us alone with the knowledge.

By Saturday afternoon, the silence had become a fourth person in the house.

Lena cleaned the patio.

Then cleaned it again.

She moved the massage table into the storage room but left the white sheets folded on a chair.

"Why are those still out?" I asked.

"Laundry."

"They are clean."

"Then decoration."

She wore denim shorts and a loose tank top with no bra. Every time she reached above her head, the fabric lifted and showed the underside of one breast.

She was not seducing Adrian.

He was not there.

She was seducing the future.

Julian called at four.

The name on Lena's phone changed the air.

She looked at me before answering.

"Speaker?"

I nodded.

"How is Miami?" she asked.

"Hot and expensive. How is the hip?"

Lena glanced toward the storage room.

"Much better."

"Adrian is good."

"Very."

One word carried too much.

Julian heard it.

A pause.

"Did he behave?"

Lena smiled.

"Professionally."

"That was not what I asked."

My cock hardened.

Julian knew Adrian well enough to ask differently.

"He respected every boundary," I said.

"Good."

"You knew he would want her."

Silence.

Then Julian laughed once.

"Evan, I have met your wife."

"You also know Adrian."

"Yes."

"Why him?"

Julian's voice lost the amusement.

"Because Adrian has worked around beautiful bodies for years. Wanting someone does not make his hands careless."

Lena sat beside me.

"Did you tell him about us?"

"Only that your marriage is honest and unconventional. He deserved enough context to decide whether a home visit felt appropriate."

"Did you expect this?" I asked.

"I expected you to find another question eventually."

The answer bothered me.

"You sound very calm about it."

"Should I be jealous?"

Lena and I looked at each other.

Julian had never claimed exclusivity. We had never offered it.

Still, hearing him name jealousy made the triangle shift.

"Are you?" Lena asked.

Another pause.

"Curious," Julian said. "Ask me after I come back."

He ended the call soon afterward.

Lena rested her head on my shoulder.

"He knew."

"Not everything."

"Enough."

I touched the bracelet around her wrist.

"Does that make Adrian less ours?"

"Ours?"

The word surprised me.

"This experiment."

Lena turned my hand over and kissed my palm.

"Julian gave us a number. He did not write what we do with it."

Saturday night, we did not use toys.

We did not say Adrian's name.

We made love slowly, face to face, as if proving our marriage could still generate heat without another man standing inside it.

Halfway through, Lena whispered, "He will touch my face first."

My cock hardened more inside her pussy.

She smiled.

The silence had not removed Adrian.

It had taught him how to enter without speaking.


CHAPTER 20

LENA - MY HUSBAND'S CAMERA

Sunday morning, I woke before Evan and took the white bikini from the drawer.

I did not put it on.

I placed it on the bed beside him.

Then I chose black.

The set was not a swimsuit.

A triangle bra with thin straps. A thong that sat high on my hips. Sheer enough to reveal shape, dark enough to force Adrian to look closer.

Over it, I wore a loose white shirt tied above my waist.

When Evan opened his eyes, I stood at the window with sunlight behind me.

"Dinner outfit?" he asked.

"Invitation."

He sat up.

"We agreed to send the time and address."

"We did not agree that words were the only option."

I handed him his phone.

"Take a picture."

Evan looked at the black lingerie.

Then at the white bikini on the bed.

"Why not that?"

"He already saw it."

"Barely."

"Exactly."

I walked to the pool.

The morning was bright and quiet. The privacy fence blocked most of the neighboring yard, though the house beyond it had been empty for months.

I stood at the edge with my back to Evan.

"What picture?" he asked.

"The one that tells him I am not his client."

I untied the shirt and let it fall from one shoulder.

Evan photographed me from behind, the black thong framing my ass, the gold WATCH bracelet bright against my wrist.

"Turn," he said.

I faced him.

The camera changed his voice.

I had heard that tone before when he photographed the marks Julian left around my mouth. Focused. Possessive. A husband deciding how another man would see his wife.

"Open the shirt."

I did.

"More."

The white fabric slid from both shoulders and hung from my elbows. The bra barely covered my breasts.

"Look at me."

I looked directly into the lens.

Not at Adrian.

At Evan.

That mattered.

"Touch the bracelet."

My fingers closed around the charm.

Click.

Evan took another photograph.

"Now turn toward the gate."

I obeyed.

The final picture showed me in profile, eyes fixed on the place Adrian would enter, my husband's white shirt open over black lingerie.

Evan reviewed the images.

"Which one?"

"You choose."

He selected the photograph where I looked into the camera.

"Why that one?"

"Because he needs to know you are looking at me when you offer yourself to him."

The words made my skin tighten.

Evan typed beneath the photograph.

Dinner. Seven. No massage. No assumptions. Lena asked me to choose what you saw first.

He showed me before sending.

"Add one thing."

"What?"

I took the phone and typed:

She chose the black because the white one was only the beginning.

Evan laughed under his breath.

Then he pressed send.

Adrian replied eleven minutes later.

Seven works.

A second message appeared.

Tell Lena the black was the right choice.

I read it twice.

"He looked," I said.

Evan stood behind me and closed his hand around my throat gently.

"He looked because I showed him."

My pussy tightened.

"Jealous?"

"Very."

"Hard?"

He pressed against my ass.

"Painfully."

I leaned back into him.

"Then take another picture."

"For him?"

"No."

I guided his free hand into the black thong.

"This one is for the husband who decided what the other man was allowed to see."


CHAPTER 21

EVAN - THE PICTURE I SENT

The photograph remained in our message thread all afternoon.

Every time I opened my phone, I saw my wife in black lingerie and my shirt, looking directly into the lens while offering the image to another man.

I had chosen it.

That detail mattered more each time.

Lena did not send Adrian a private photograph from a bathroom mirror. She stood in our yard and let her husband frame the hunger. I decided where she faced, how much the shirt opened, which expression another man received.

Control was not the right word.

Participation was closer.

Still, my cock reacted like ownership had become a game we were both willing to lose in pieces.

At three, Adrian sent one final message.

I will bring wine. Red or white?

Lena read it over my shoulder.

"Red."

"You hate red wine."

"I am not choosing for me."

"You know what he drinks?"

"No. I know what matches black lingerie."

I looked at her.

She smiled.

"That was a joke. Mostly."

We sat at the kitchen table for less than five minutes.

No forms. No performance. No list on the refrigerator.

Adrian was coming because he wanted Lena. Lena wanted his hands without the professional excuse. I wanted to watch the moment restraint disappeared.

If anyone needed the night to end, one word would end it.

Everything else had already been chosen.

Lena reached across the table and covered my hand.

"Terrified?"

"Yes."

"Hard?"

"Painfully."

She smiled.

"Then stop making dinner sound like a meeting, little cuck."

She reached across the table and covered my hand.

"You have learned."

"I am still terrified."

"That is not failure."

At five, we showered together.

Lena knelt on the tile and took my cock into her mouth.

It was not foreplay for Adrian.

It was a reminder.

Her lips closed around me while water ran over her face and breasts. She looked up, eyes fixed on mine, and sucked slowly until my knees weakened.

"Do not come," she said, releasing me.

"Cruel."

"I want you hard when he walks in."

She stroked me once.

"I want him to see what his yes did to my husband."

"You plan to show him?"

"Not with your pants down."

"Reassuring."

"The night is young."

She stood and kissed me with my taste still on her mouth.

At six-thirty, she put on the black lingerie again.

Over it, a simple dark green dress.

The neckline was modest. The hem touched her knees. Anyone seeing her at the door would think dinner.

Only I knew how little existed beneath it.

"No panties?" I asked.

She lifted the skirt.

The black thong remained.

"Disappointed?"

"Relieved."

"Liar."

At six-fifty-eight, headlights crossed the front window.

Lena stood beside me in the entryway.

Her hand found mine.

"Last chance to cancel."

"Do you want to?"

"No."

"Then neither do I."

The doorbell rang.

My cock was already hard when I opened the door to the man whose hands had taught my wife how to moan professionally.


CHAPTER 22

LENA - ADRIAN'S ANSWER

Adrian wore a black button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms, dark jeans, and no trace of the clinical calm I had associated with him.

The calm remained.

The uniform did not.

He held a bottle of red wine in one hand.

His eyes found mine and stayed there.

No quick professional glance away.

No pretending the green dress was only fabric.

He looked at me like a man arriving for the invitation we had sent.

My body answered before anyone spoke.

"You came," I said.

"You invited me."

"Forty-eight hours passed."

"I counted."

The admission made my stomach tighten.

Evan took the wine.

Adrian shook his hand.

The two men stood close in the doorway. Evan was leaner, slightly shorter, his tension visible in the set of his shoulders. Adrian looked controlled, but I had learned that control did not mean absence.

He wanted me.

He had said it.

Tonight, he had no professional reason to hide behind.

"Come in," Evan said.

Adrian stepped into our house.

His gaze moved briefly toward the living room where the table had stood during the first session.

Then toward the glass doors and the pool beyond them.

"No table," he said.

"Stored," I answered.

"Good."

One word.

My nipples tightened beneath the dress.

At dinner, Adrian asked about ordinary things.

Work.

The neighborhood.

How long Evan and I had been married.

He did not ask for the history with Julian until I brought it up.

"Did Julian tell you what happened between us?"

"No."

"Do you want to know?"

Adrian looked at Evan first.

"Do you want me to know?"

My husband nodded.

I told Adrian the simple version.

Julian had been a fantasy.

Then a kiss.

Then the first man I chose.

Evan had watched.

We had discovered that jealousy could make us honest instead of cruel.

Adrian listened without interruption.

"And now?" he asked.

"Julian spent a weekend fucking my wife," Evan said. "Then he recommended the man whose hands could fix what he left sore."

"Do you feel like a substitute?" Adrian asked.

The question surprised me.

"No," I said.

"You answered quickly."

"Because Julian does not touch me the way you do."

Adrian's hand tightened once around the stem of his glass.

"Professionally," he said.

"Not tonight."

The room went still.

Evan's knee pressed against mine beneath the table.

Adrian did not look away.

"What do you want tonight, Lena?"

I had practiced dirty answers.

I had imagined saying I wanted his hands under the black thong, his mouth on my breasts, his cock where the massage had made me ache.

The honest answer came first.

"I want you to touch my face."

His expression shifted.

"Why?"

"Because there is no therapeutic reason."

Evan's voice cut through the room.

"Everything that mattered was said before you arrived. Lena will speak if she needs anything. Until then, touch her like the man she invited, not a therapist hiding behind a form."

I smiled at Adrian. "You heard my husband."

Evan's fingers closed around my knee.

Adrian set down his glass.

"Stand up."

The command was quiet.

My body obeyed before my mind finished hearing it.

I rose beside the table.

Adrian remained seated for one second, looking up at me.

Then he stood.

He came close enough that I smelled clean soap and the red wine he had tasted.

His hand lifted.

Stopped inches from my cheek.

"I want to touch your face."

I looked at Evan.

My husband was pale and hard and present.

"Then touch me."

Adrian placed his palm against my face.

No oil.

No towel.

No diagnosis.

His thumb rested beside my mouth.

The first personal touch was almost gentle.

It made my knees weaker than anything he had done on the table.


CHAPTER 23

EVAN - DINNER FOR THREE

Adrian touched Lena's face and looked at me.

To make sure I saw every second.

For presence.

He understood the difference.

His thumb moved once along her lower lip. Lena's eyes closed. Her head tilted into his palm with a trust that made jealousy burn behind my ribs.

I wanted to pull her away.

I wanted to tell him to use the other hand too.

Both desires were real.

Neither canceled the other.

"How does that feel?" Adrian asked her.

"Different."

"From the massage?"

"Yes."

"Better?"

Lena opened her eyes.

"More honest."

Adrian lowered his hand.

The loss of contact made her follow it a fraction before catching herself.

He noticed.

So did I.

My cock pressed hard against my zipper.

"Sit," he said.

Lena returned to her chair.

The command should have angered me.

Instead, I saw how good it felt on her face and understood she had chosen to obey.

Dinner continued.

That was stranger than if he had kissed her immediately.

We ate grilled fish and vegetables while the first personal touch remained between us. Adrian asked Lena whether her hip had stayed loose. She told him yes. He asked whether she was still doing the exercises. She admitted she had skipped two days.

"Of course she did," I said.

"You could remind her," Adrian said.

"I did."

Lena looked between us.

"I love when men discuss managing me as if I am not sitting here."

"No one manages you," I said.

"You both enjoy trying."

Adrian smiled fully for the first time.

It changed his face.

Made him warmer.

More dangerous.

After dinner, we carried the wine outside.

The pool lights turned the water blue. Heat remained in the stone beneath our feet. Lena sat on the edge with her shoes off, dress gathered around her knees.

Adrian chose a chair across from us.

Distance again.

A choice.

"What happens now?" he asked.

Lena looked at me.

I had expected her to lead.

She waited.

The waiting felt like trust.

"Now we stop pretending this is spontaneous," I said. "You want her. She wants you. I want to watch what happens when neither of you has a professional excuse."

Adrian's eyes remained on me.

"Come closer when you are ready."

"I do not know yet."

"Good answer."

I almost laughed.

"You sound like her."

"She likes honest men."

Lena lowered her feet into the water.

"I like men who make my husband say difficult things."

Adrian looked at her legs beneath the surface.

"And what difficult thing are you avoiding?"

She did not answer immediately.

Then she lifted the hem of her dress.

The black thong appeared.

"I wore the lingerie from the photograph."

Adrian's gaze traveled slowly over her thighs.

"I assumed."

"You said it was the right choice."

"It was."

"Look at the rest."

He looked at me again.

I did not speak for her.

I looked at my wife.

"Show him."

"Yes."

"Then show him."

Lena stood at the edge of the pool.

She pulled the green dress over her head.

Black lingerie under blue light.

Her breasts nearly spilled from the triangle bra. The thong framed her wide hips and bare ass. The gold bracelet flashed as she dropped the dress onto my lap.

Adrian's controlled face finally broke.

His eyes darkened.

His breath changed.

Lena saw it.

My wife smiled like a woman discovering a new weapon.

"Now," she said, "you can stop pretending the photograph was enough."


CHAPTER 24

LENA - THE ROBE

I did not feel naked in the black lingerie.

I felt armed.

Adrian looked at me without apology. Evan sat behind me with my dress across his lap and his hard cock visible beneath it.

Two men.

Two different hungers.

I stood between them and understood how much I had changed since the first confession in our bed.

Then, I had been afraid to say I had noticed Julian's body.

Now, I could stand almost naked beside my pool and ask a second man whether the photograph had been enough.

"It was not," Adrian said.

The answer warmed my skin.

I turned slowly, letting him see the thin straps across my back and the small triangle of fabric between my ass cheeks.

"What did you imagine?"

"That is a dangerous question."

"That is why I asked it."

Adrian's eyes moved to Evan.

"Your wife enjoys making men negotiate against themselves."

"She learned quickly," Evan said.

"From you?"

"From watching what honesty does to me."

My husband's answer made me wetter.

I walked to the chair and took the black silk robe from its back. The same robe I had worn wet during the second session.

I slipped it over my shoulders but did not close it.

Adrian watched the silk settle around the lingerie.

"Do you remember this?" I asked.

"Yes."

"You touched me through it."

"I treated you through it."

"Tonight?"

His gaze held mine.

"Tonight I would not use the robe to pretend."

I came closer.

"Then what would you do with it?"

Adrian raised one hand.

He did not touch me.

"Let me show you."

The question went through my cunt.

"Show me."

He took the robe's belt in both hands.

Instead of closing it, he drew the silk farther apart, exposing the black bra and the soft skin of my stomach.

His knuckles brushed my waist.

The contact was deliberate.

Personal.

He slid the robe from one shoulder.

Then the other.

The silk fell behind my elbows, trapping my arms loosely.

I could have moved.

I did not.

"This," he said, "is what I imagined when you wore it wet."

His hand settled on my bare waist.

I inhaled sharply.

"Only that?"

"No."

"Tell me."

"I imagined lowering it until your husband could see exactly where my hands stopped."

Evan stood behind me.

I felt his presence before his hands touched the robe.

He took the silk from Adrian and pulled it down my arms.

The robe dropped to the patio.

My husband and the former massage therapist faced each other over my nearly naked body.

"Where did they stop?" Evan asked.

Adrian placed his hand on the outside of my hip.

The same place he had held during the assessment.

Then he moved inward along my thigh.

Slowly.

He stopped below the black thong.

"Here."

My legs opened slightly.

Evan saw.

"And where did she want them?"

Adrian looked at me.

He would not answer for my body.

That refusal excited me more every time.

I took his wrist.

I guided his hand higher.

His palm covered the front of the thong.

The black fabric was already soaked.

Adrian's fingers flexed once against my pussy.

His control cracked.

A low breath left him.

"Here," I said.

Evan's hand closed around the back of my neck.

"Tell him what professional hands did to you."

I looked into Adrian's eyes.

"They made me drip while my husband watched."

Adrian pressed his palm harder.

"And now?"

"Now they do not have to be professional."


CHAPTER 25

EVAN - THE FIRST TOUCH THAT WASN'T WORK

Adrian's hand covered Lena's pussy through the black thong.

The scene was simpler than anything I had imagined.

No massage table.

No towel.

No oil.

My wife standing between us beside the pool, her robe on the ground, one man's palm pressed between her thighs and her husband's hand around her neck.

It was also the most dangerous moment of the night.

Because no one could pretend.

Lena moved against Adrian's palm.

A small roll of her hips.

His fingers tightened.

"Touch her," I said.

The command came out rough.

Adrian looked at her.

"I want my fingers under this."

Lena looked at me.

To make sure I saw every second.

To make sure I saw every second.

"Watch me, love," she said.

"I am watching."

She faced Adrian again.

"Under the thong," she said. "Touch my wet pussy."

He hooked two fingers beneath the narrow front of the thong.

The fabric pulled away from her body.

I saw the shine between her lips.

Adrian saw it too.

His controlled face changed.

"You were this wet during the massage?"

"Wetter."

"Lena," I said.

She smiled at me.

"He asked."

Adrian slid one finger through her cunt.

My wife gasped.

Not because the touch was extreme.

Because it was finally the touch both sessions had denied.

He stroked her slowly, learning rather than taking. One finger along her clit. Down through the slick heat. Back up.

Lena's knees softened.

I held her upright from behind.

Adrian watched my arm tighten around her.

"She likes pressure before speed," I said.

His eyes met mine.

The fantasy from our bed returned.

The man with trained hands teaching the jealous husband.

Except I was the one giving information now.

Adrian pressed the heel of his palm against Lena's clit.

Her head fell back against my shoulder.

"Like that," she breathed.

He repeated the movement.

Then again.

Her ass pushed against my cock through my pants.

"More," she said.

Adrian added a finger beneath the fabric and slid it into her pussy.

Lena cried out.

My hand tightened around her neck.

"Look at him," I told her.

She opened her eyes.

Adrian pushed his finger deeper while holding her gaze.

"Your husband knows your body," he said.

"He knows what I do when another man touches it."

My cock surged.

Adrian added a second finger.

Lena's mouth opened.

"Is this what you pictured under the towel?" he asked.

"No."

"I pictured your fingers in my pussy while you looked at my husband."

She smiled despite the two fingers buried in her pussy.

"Look at him while you do it."

Adrian turned his eyes to me.

Then he fucked my wife slowly with his fingers while watching her husband.

The humiliation struck hard enough to make my vision narrow.

Lena moaned between us.

"He is better with his hands," she whispered.

The sentence cut.

My cock became painfully hard.

Adrian's expression sharpened.

"Tell him what my hands do better."

Lena looked back at me.

"Love, his fingers found me faster."

"And you love saying it," I said.

Her face changed.

Hotter.

Crueler.

Loved.

"Watch, love. Julian sent him, and now his fingers are buried in your wife's soaked cunt."

Adrian drove his fingers deeper.

Lena came standing between us, her body held by her husband while another man's hand disappeared beneath the black thong.

I felt every spasm against my cock.

When she stopped shaking, Adrian withdrew his fingers.

They shone in the blue pool light.

Lena caught his wrist.

She brought his hand to her mouth.

She sucked the taste of her own pussy from his fingers while looking at me.

That was the first touch that was not work.

It would not be the last.


CHAPTER 26

LENA - TOUCH ME AGAIN

I released Adrian's fingers from my mouth.

The taste of myself remained on my tongue.

Evan's hand was still around the back of my neck. His cock pressed hard against my ass through his pants. Adrian stood in front of me with his wet fingers inches from my lips.

No one moved.

The pool pump hummed beneath the silence.

"Touch me again," I said.

Adrian's eyes narrowed slightly.

"Where?"

"Start where you started the first time."

He remembered.

I saw it in his face.

His first careful question returned to me.

Back then, he had touched me like a therapist.

Tonight, I wanted the man.

Adrian lowered his hands.

"Put your hands on my hips."

He did.

He held me.

No towel between us.

No shorts.

Only black strings and slick skin.

His fingers spread along my waist and pulled me closer. My breasts touched his shirt. Evan remained behind me, making the three of us one connected line.

"Move me."

Adrian understood.

His hands tightened.

He turned me to face the pool, placing my back against his chest.

Evan now stood in front of me.

My husband looked at Adrian's hands around my waist, at my body pressed against another man, at the wet thong twisted to one side.

"Now kiss me."

Adrian's mouth came close to my ear.

He turned me in his arms.

The command changed everything.

Julian had been the first man I kissed after marriage.

That kiss had crossed a line we had not expected.

This one would follow it.

I looked at Evan.

His eyes were fixed on my mouth.

"Come closer, love."

Evan moved until his face was inches from mine.

"Right here."

I turned fully in Adrian's arms.

"Kiss me."

He did not rush.

One hand moved from my waist to my jaw. His thumb touched the same place beside my mouth where the first personal contact had begun.

Then his lips covered mine.

The kiss was nothing like Julian's.

Julian kissed with possession, as if hunger had already won and wanted witnesses.

Adrian kissed like the massage.

Slow pressure.

Attention.

A pause to feel my response.

Then deeper when my mouth opened.

His tongue slid against mine.

My body melted into him.

I heard Evan breathe out.

I reached backward until my hand found my husband's belt.

I held him there while kissing another man.

The triangle closed again.

Adrian's hand moved down my back. He cupped my ass and lifted me against him. I felt his cock through his jeans for the first time.

Hard.

Thick.

Not Julian's impossible size.

Still enough to make me push against him.

I moaned into his mouth.

Evan's belt opened under my fingers.

I reached into his pants and wrapped my hand around my husband's cock while Adrian kissed me harder.

Two men becoming real at once.

Adrian broke the kiss.

His forehead rested against mine.

"You wanted this."

"No."

His hands stayed on my ass.

Evan's cock pulsed in my fist.

I smiled.

"Now I want more."

Adrian looked at my husband over my shoulder.

"She always answers like that?"

"Only when she wants us both harder."

"It is working."

Evan's hand closed over mine around his cock.

"Painfully."

I kissed Adrian again.

This time, I did not wait for him to lead.

I bit his lower lip, pressed my bare cunt against the front of his jeans, and rubbed until the black thong dragged across my clit.

"Your client never did that," I whispered.

"You are not my client."

"Say what I am."

His palm tightened around my ass.

"A married woman trying to make two men lose control beside her pool."

Evan groaned.

I smiled against Adrian's mouth.

"Better."


CHAPTER 27

EVAN - THE MOUTH ON HER SHOULDER

Watching Adrian kiss Lena hurt differently than watching Julian.

Julian's first kiss with Lena had hurt because it arrived before I understood how fast the fantasy could move. Lena chose it. I stayed. The pain came from surprise, from learning that wanting to watch did not mean I could control every heartbeat.

Adrian asked.

Lena answered.

I stood close enough to touch both of them.

There was nowhere for shock to hide.

Only jealousy.

Only hunger.

Lena stroked my cock with one hand while Adrian held her against him. Her mouth moved beneath his. Her body pressed to his chest. Every small sound she made entered me as heat and humiliation.

Then Adrian kissed down her jaw.

His mouth reached her neck.

Lena's head tilted.

I knew that angle.

She offered it when she wanted teeth.

"She likes the shoulder," I said.

Adrian paused.

Lena looked at me through heavy eyes.

"Which place?" he asked.

I stepped closer.

My free hand touched the curve where her neck met her shoulder.

"Here. Bite after she relaxes. Not before."

Adrian looked at my fingers on my wife's skin.

Then his mouth replaced them.

The first kiss was soft.

Lena's fingers tightened around my cock.

The second used tongue.

Her breath shook.

Then Adrian bit.

Lena cried out and stroked me harder.

"Yes," I said. "That."

He did it again.

My wife shuddered between us.

The look on her face proved another man could use knowledge I gave him. It should have made me feel unnecessary.

Instead, I felt woven into the act.

I had not become smaller.

I had become the language between them.

Adrian kissed lower, toward the thin strap of the black bra.

He stopped.

"Take it off."

Lena looked at me and smiled.

"Watch, love."

She faced Adrian.

"Take it off."

He reached behind her.

The clasp opened easily under his fingers.

The bra fell forward.

Lena's breasts spilled free between us.

Adrian looked.

No quick glance now.

He took in their weight, the dark nipples tightened by the night air, the marks my mouth had left faintly beneath one curve earlier that week.

His hands rose.

"Touch them."

He did.

His hands closed around both breasts.

My wife moaned.

His thumbs moved over her nipples while his palms lifted the heavy curves.

Lena's hand stopped on my cock.

Her attention left me for three seconds.

I counted them.

Then she looked back.

"Good hands," she said.

The comparison struck.

"Better than mine?"

"Different."

"Coward."

She smiled.

"Do you want the fantasy answer?"

"Yes."

Adrian's hands remained on her breasts.

Lena leaned into them.

"Fantasy? His hands make yours look small, love. Look at them on your wife's tits."

My cock leaked into her fist.

Adrian watched my reaction.

"And the truth?" he asked.

Lena's voice softened.

"Truth? You know when I need it hard and when I need you gentle. He is still learning."

The answer gave me back something I had not asked to keep.

Adrian nodded.

Then he lowered his mouth to her breast.

He sucked one nipple while his hand worked the other.

Lena's knees bent.

I caught her hip.

Adrian held the other side.

My wife hung between the husband who knew her and the man learning her body in real time.

"Table," she breathed.

I looked toward the storage room.

"You want the massage table?"

Her eyes opened.

"I want to feel the difference when he touches me there now."

Adrian lifted his mouth from her breast.

"No treatment."

"No pretending," Lena said.

My cock surged.

I went inside to get the table.


CHAPTER 28

LENA - MY HUSBAND TOLD HIM WHERE

Evan unfolded the massage table beneath the patio lights.

The sound of the legs locking into place went through me.

I had lain on that shape twice while Adrian controlled his hands.

Now I stood topless between the two men, my thong pulled aside, my cunt slick, my mouth swollen from kissing him.

The table was no longer medical equipment.

It was memory made physical.

Evan covered it with a clean white sheet.

Adrian watched him.

"You own one now?"

"Lena liked the first session."

"That is one description."

My husband looked at me.

"Get on."

The command made my pussy tighten.

I climbed onto the table and lay face down.

The black thong remained twisted between my ass cheeks. My breasts pressed against the sheet. I turned my face toward Evan.

"Robe?" he asked.

"No."

"Towel?"

"No."

Adrian came beside me.

"Oil?"

I looked at him.

"Yes."

He retrieved the bottle from the bag he had left near the chair.

"You brought it to dinner?" Evan asked.

"I keep supplies in the car."

"Convenient."

"The oil stays."

My husband looked at my naked back.

"No."

Adrian poured oil into his hands.

The same wet sound.

This time, no one pretended it meant only work.

His palms settled on my shoulders and moved down my back in one long stroke.

I moaned immediately.

"Too theatrical," Evan said.

"Jealous," I answered.

Adrian's thumbs pressed beside my spine. He knew where I held tension. He also knew that the treatment relationship had ended. The pressure still had skill behind it, but hunger changed the rhythm.

His hands lingered.

Squeezed instead of assessed.

Moved over my waist as if appreciating it rather than correcting it.

"Lower," I said.

He looked at Evan.

My husband came to the head of the table and knelt until his face was level with mine.

"Show him where."

I took Evan's hand and guided it along my back.

"The first time, he stopped at the waistband."

My husband's fingers traced the line where the black thong crossed my hips.

"Then he moved it one inch."

Evan hooked a finger beneath the string and pulled it lower.

"Like this?"

"Yes."

Adrian's hands waited.

"Show him where you want those hands tonight," Evan said.

I slid my husband's hand down over my ass.

"Everywhere."

Evan looked at Adrian.

"She likes firm pressure here."

He pressed the upper curve of my glute.

"Slower near the inside. She will push back when she wants more."

Adrian placed his hand over Evan's.

The sight of their fingers overlapping on my ass made me clench.

"Like this?" Adrian asked.

"Harder."

The pressure increased.

I moaned.

Evan's hand withdrew.

Adrian used both palms, spreading my ass, working the oil into the skin. His thumbs moved toward my crack, close enough to make me lift my hips.

"She is asking," Evan said.

"For what?"

"Make her say it."

Adrian bent over me.

His mouth came close to my ear.

"Say it."

My face burned despite everything we had already done.

The massage table carried the memory of restraint. Tonight I wanted every old boundary erased beneath his hands.

I wanted the dirty thrill of destroying them one by one.

"Pull the thong down."

"Say it dirty."

His voice was calm.

My cunt throbbed.

"Pull it down. Look at the soaked pussy your hands made."

Adrian hooked both thumbs beneath the black strings.

He drew the fabric down slowly.

My ass opened under the patio lights.

The thong slid over my thighs and fell around my knees.

Adrian's hands spread me.

Cool air touched my soaked pussy.

Evan stayed at the head of the table, close enough that his lips brushed mine.

"Tell your husband what he sees," he said.

I looked into Evan's eyes.

"Your wife. Open on the table for the man Julian sent."

Adrian's thumb slid through my cunt from behind.

I gasped.

"And what does she want?" Evan asked.

I pushed my ass higher.

"She wants him to stop fixing her and start fucking her."


CHAPTER 29

EVAN - THE TABLE

Lena said the word fucking while Adrian's thumb moved through her cunt.

My body reacted before pride could build a defense.

I kissed her.

Hard.

Her mouth opened under mine as Adrian stood behind her, spreading her ass with one hand and stroking her pussy with the other.

The table held all three of us around one body.

I had imagined being excluded.

Instead, Lena's fingers closed around the back of my neck and pulled me closer while she pushed her hips toward Adrian.

"More," she said into my mouth.

Adrian slid two fingers into her.

Lena cried out.

I felt the sound against my lips.

He worked slowly at first, curling his fingers, using the pressure he had learned she liked. Her body moved beneath him. Oil shone across her lower back and ass.

"Watch him," she whispered.

I lifted my head.

Adrian's fingers disappeared into my wife's pussy.

His forearm flexed with each stroke. His other hand held her hip steady. He watched her body respond, then adjusted the angle without asking me.

He knew bodies.

The thought made me feel smaller.

It also made me harder.

"He found it," Lena said.

"Found what?"

"The place."

Adrian curled his fingers again.

Her eyes closed.

"That."

Jealousy flashed hot and clean.

I put my mouth beside her ear.

"Better than my fingers?"

Lena opened her eyes.

She could have protected me.

"Right now? Yes."

My cock jumped.

Adrian looked at me.

"You asked."

"I know."

Adrian kept his fingers buried in her but slowed.

I hated that he could read the jealousy on my face.

I looked at Lena. Her face was flushed, her mouth swollen, her body open on the table we had bought for this possibility before admitting it.

"Do not slow down."

He curled his fingers harder.

Lena smiled at me.

"My honest cuck."

The name was soft, almost affectionate.

It still cut.

My hand moved to my zipper.

Lena saw.

"Take it out."

I obeyed.

My cock rose inches from her face.

She opened her mouth.

I hesitated.

"Put your cock in my mouth, love."

"Let him see what better hands do to your wife."

Adrian drove his fingers deeper.

Lena took my cock between her lips.

The combination nearly ended me immediately.

Her mouth moved slowly while Adrian fingered her from behind. Every moan vibrated around my cock. I held the edge of the table and watched his hand work her body.

"Pressure," I managed.

Adrian pressed his palm against her clit from below.

Lena choked around me.

Her eyes watered.

She did not pull away.

"Good girl," I said.

Adrian's gaze moved to my face.

"She likes praise?"

"From me."

The answer came possessively.

Lena released my cock long enough to speak.

"I might like it from him too."

Another cut.

Another pulse.

Adrian bent over her.

"Good girl," he said. "Suck your husband. Let me make this cunt come on my hand."

Lena moaned and swallowed my cock again.

Her body tightened under Adrian's fingers.

I watched another man make my wife come while she sucked me.

She came in hard waves. Her ass lifted, her pussy clenched around his fingers, and her mouth lost rhythm around my cock.

Adrian held her through it.

I stroked her hair.

When she finally pulled back, saliva connected her lips to my cock.

"Now him," she whispered.

The words stopped the room.

Adrian's fingers remained buried in her pussy.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

Lena looked at me.

"I want his cock out. I want you to see what he has been hiding."


CHAPTER 30

LENA - TWO SETS OF HANDS

Adrian withdrew his fingers slowly.

My pussy clenched around the loss.

I turned on the table until I sat facing him, legs open, the thong still around my knees. Evan stood beside me with his cock wet from my mouth.

Adrian remained fully dressed except for the open top button of his shirt.

The imbalance excited me.

I was naked from the waist down, breasts bare, oil shining across my skin. My husband had his pants open. Adrian still looked like a man who could leave dinner and return to an ordinary life.

I wanted to ruin that calm.

"Take off the shirt," I said.

He looked at Evan.

My husband nodded once.

"Do not ask him for my answer," I said.

Adrian's eyes returned to me.

"That was not what I asked."

"You asked whether he wanted to remain part of the choice."

Evan's face changed.

Adrian understood us too quickly.

He unbuttoned the shirt.

His chest appeared slowly.

Not massive like Julian's. Lean, defined, dark hair across his chest, a faint scar beneath one rib. The body of a man who used strength daily instead of displaying it.

He removed the shirt and placed it over the chair.

I looked at the pale line on his ring finger again.

"Divorced?" I asked.

"Three years."

"Does she know you do this?"

"There was no this while we were married."

The answer carried something closed behind it.

Not tonight's story.

Enough to make him human.

I reached for his belt.

Adrian caught my wrist.

"Tell me what you want."

The command went through me.

"Take your pants off for me."

"Yes."

I opened the belt.

Evan watched from inches away.

The zipper lowered.

Adrian's hard cock strained beneath black boxer briefs. Thick. Heavy. Angled along one thigh.

Not as large as Julian.

Larger than Evan.

My husband saw the comparison before I touched it.

His cock pulsed beside my hand.

"Look at him," I told Adrian.

Adrian did.

I pulled the waistband down.

His cock sprang free.

Evan inhaled sharply.

I wrapped my hand around Adrian.

The thickness stretched my fingers wider than Evan's did.

"Bigger," I whispered.

My husband closed his eyes.

"Say it to me," he said.

I looked at him.

"He is bigger than you."

The words made Evan's cock leak.

I stroked Adrian once.

"Not Julian big."

Adrian laughed under his breath.

"Comforting."

"Do you need comforting?"

"Not from you."

The answer made me smile.

I held one cock in each hand.

My husband's familiar heat.

Adrian's new weight.

Two sets of hands had already learned my body tonight.

Now my hands learned the difference between the men.

Evan watched me stroke them together.

"Which one do you want?" he asked.

"Both."

"That was not the question."

"It is the answer."

I leaned forward and licked the head of Adrian's cock.

His control broke in a low sound.

Then I turned and took Evan into my mouth.

My husband groaned.

I moved between them.

Adrian.

Evan.

New.

Home.

I did not need to choose one to erase the other.

That discovery made me feel filthier and safer at the same time.

Adrian's hand entered my hair.

He did not push.

He held.

Evan's hand settled on my thigh.

"Get back on the table," my husband said.

I looked up at him with both cocks in my hands.

"What do you want to watch?"

His answer came without hesitation.

"The massage therapist fuck my wife where he first learned how she opens."


CHAPTER 31

EVAN - THE SOUND OF HIS NAME

I heard my own voice tell Adrian to fuck my wife.

The sentence did not sound borrowed from fantasy anymore.

It belonged to the patio.

The pool light.

The massage table.

Lena's open body shining with oil while she held both our cocks.

Adrian looked at me for one long second.

"You heard him," Lena said.

"I did."

Adrian nodded once.

The decision was already made.

We had named the limits before his shirt came off.

"Do it," I said.

I looked at Lena.

Her eyes held mine.

Her hands tightened around us.

"Fuck me," she said.

Adrian stepped back long enough to retrieve a condom from his wallet.

The ordinary gesture steadied me.

No impulsive risk.

No fantasy pretending bodies did not have consequences.

Lena watched him roll it over his cock.

Her lips parted.

"Get on your back," I told her.

She obeyed.

The white sheet wrinkled beneath her. Her hair spread around her head. Oil shone from her shoulders to her hips. Her knees opened toward the edges of the table.

Adrian stood between them.

I moved beside her head.

Lena reached for my cock again.

"Stay," she said.

"I am here."

"Closer."

I bent over her.

She kissed me while Adrian rubbed the head of his cock through her cunt.

The first contact made her moan against my mouth.

I looked down.

His cock slid between her pussy lips, coating the condom with her slick.

Not entering.

Teasing.

Testing.

The control I had watched during the massage now belonged to something openly sexual.

"Tell him," Adrian said.

Lena looked confused.

"Tell your husband what you feel."

She held my face.

"He is rubbing that thick cock over your wife's pussy."

Adrian pressed the head against her pussy.

"More," Lena whispered.

"To him," Adrian said.

Her eyes locked on mine.

"Bigger than you, love."

"Not Julian big. Thick enough to make your wife's cunt open before he even fucks her."

My cock pulsed in her fist.

"Tell me you want him," I said.

"I want him."

"Say his name."

"Adrian."

The name left her mouth as he slid his cock into her.

Lena's face changed.

Her brows drew together. Her mouth opened. Her hand stopped moving around me.

Adrian pushed slowly, letting her stretch around the thickness.

Halfway.

Then deeper.

My wife gripped my wrist.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

Adrian buried his cock in her cunt until his hips met the inside of her thighs.

Lena cried out my name.

Not his.

Mine.

The sound gave me something jealousy could not take.

Adrian held still.

Lena wrapped her legs around him.

"All of it, love," she gasped.

She pushed her hips up, taking the last of him.

"Fuck, that is thick."

He withdrew slowly.

I watched his cock emerge slick from my wife.

Then he drove back into her.

The table moved beneath them.

Lena's breasts shook. Her fingers tightened around my cock again.

"Tell me, love."

"Thicker. Right at the head."

Adrian fucked her with long controlled strokes.

"How?"

"He hits the place his hands opened."

The specificity hurt more than simple praise.

It also made me stroke myself with her hand.

Adrian watched.

Lena dug her nails into my wrist.

"Faster."

He increased the rhythm.

The table creaked.

My wife's moans became louder.

"Say his name," I told her again.

"Adrian."

He drove deeper.

"Again."

"Adrian."

Each repetition struck my pride and fed my cock.

I bent and kissed Lena while the massage therapist fucked her beneath me.

Her mouth tasted like wine, her own pussy, and another man's fingers.

She wrapped one arm around my neck and refused to let me disappear.


CHAPTER 32

LENA - THE MAN WHO MADE ME SHAKE

Adrian fucked the way he massaged.

That was the first clear thought I had after he filled me.

Pressure before speed.

Attention before force.

He watched every reaction and changed the angle before I found words. When my right hip tightened, his hand moved beneath my thigh and lifted it slightly. When my breath caught for the wrong reason, he slowed. When I pushed my ass toward him, he drove deeper.

Nothing about it felt clinical.

The skill remained.

That made it dirtier.

Evan stayed beside my head with his cock in my hand. I stroked him whenever my body allowed. Sometimes Adrian hit a place that made my fingers stop. My husband noticed each time.

"There," Evan said.

Adrian repeated the stroke.

I cried out.

"Again," my husband told him.

Adrian did.

My pussy clenched around his cock.

Two men reading me together.

One through years of marriage.

One through trained hands and a new hunger.

I had fantasized about comparing them.

The reality was less simple.

Adrian was thicker.

Evan knew the sounds I made before I made them.

Adrian could change my body with pressure.

Evan could turn my shame into heat with one look.

"Tell him," Evan said.

His thumb moved over my lower lip.

"Tell your husband what the better hands are doing."

I smiled despite the cock driving into me.

"His hands are holding me open, love. He is fucking your wife with them."

Adrian tightened his grip.

"More."

"His thumbs... right there, love."

"Every time he fucks me, I remember you in that chair pretending you did not want this."

Evan's cock pulsed in my hand.

I stroked him faster.

"Look at your cock, husband. Hard because stronger hands are fucking your wife on the table you bought."

The humiliation was chosen.

I knew because Evan's face opened instead of closing.

He leaned closer.

"Whose wife?"

"Yours."

Adrian drove deeper.

"Whose body?"

"Mine."

"Who chose this?"

"We did."

The answers held the scene together.

Adrian bent over me, one forearm beside my head. His mouth closed around my nipple while his cock kept moving.

I screamed.

Evan caught my face and kissed me.

I started coming before I understood what was happening.

A tight wave low in my cunt.

Then another, harder.

Adrian felt it.

"She is close," he said.

"I know," Evan answered.

My husband slid his hand between my body and Adrian's. Two fingers found my clit.

"Come for us," Evan whispered.

Us.

The word broke me.

Adrian fucked harder.

Evan rubbed my clit.

I came around another man's cock while my husband held my face and told me to be filthy for him.

My body shook against the table.

My legs trembled around Adrian's hips. My pussy clenched until he groaned and lost part of his control.

He drove into me harder than before.

Not careless.

Hungry.

I looked at Evan through tears I had not noticed forming.

"I am coming on him, love. Feel your wife squeezing another man's cock."

Evan kissed me.

"I see you."

That was what I needed.

Not ownership.

Not rescue.

Witness.

I kept coming until I could not hold Evan's cock anymore.

My hand fell to the sheet.

Adrian caught both my wrists and held them above my head.

His grip tightened when I arched into it.

The visual struck me almost as hard as the sex.

My wrists in Adrian's hands.

My husband's hand stayed on my face.

I arched under them.

"Do not stop," I said.

Adrian's control finally burned away.

He fucked me like a man instead of a therapist.

That was what I had asked him to become.


CHAPTER 33

EVAN - MY PLACE BESIDE THEM

There was a moment when Adrian held Lena's wrists above her head and fucked her hard enough to shake the table.

That was the moment I could have disappeared.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

I could have turned myself into the audience, reduced my place to the man permitted to watch.

The old fear rose quickly.

He was stronger.

Thicker.

His hands knew how to control her body.

Lena looked lost beneath him.

Then her eyes found mine.

"Come here," she said.

I was already close.

She meant inside the scene.

I moved beside Adrian.

My hand settled on his shoulder first.

The contact surprised both of us.

Muscle shifted beneath my palm. Heat and sweat. A real man, not a symbol.

"Slow down," I said.

Adrian looked at me.

Then obeyed.

His strokes became deep and measured again.

Lena exhaled.

"She needs a second," I said.

Adrian slowed without argument.

My wife smiled faintly.

"He knows."

I bent and kissed her.

Adrian remained buried in her cunt, moving slowly while my mouth covered hers.

My hand slid down his arm to where he held her wrist.

"Release one."

He did.

Lena wrapped the free arm around my neck.

The other remained in Adrian's grip.

Balance.

Not equality.

Something more useful.

Each of us held a different part of her because she wanted both.

"Touch yourself," I told her.

Her free hand moved between her legs.

Adrian adjusted his stance to give her access. Lena rubbed her clit while he fucked her. Her wrist remained above her head in his hand.

I stroked my cock beside her face.

"Look at me," I said.

She did.

"Tell me, love. You want him to come with his cock buried in you?"

Adrian's rhythm faltered slightly.

Lena saw.

"Yes. I want to feel him lose control while you watch."

The jealousy burned.

"Why?"

"Because he has controlled every touch since he came through our door."

She rubbed faster.

"I want your wife to be the reason he cannot anymore."

Adrian groaned.

His hand tightened around her wrist.

"You enjoy talking like I am not here."

Lena looked at him.

"Then prove you are."

He drove deeper.

Her back arched.

I caught her breast and squeezed.

Adrian's mouth returned to her neck. My hand worked her breast. Lena touched her clit. The table held all of us in a rhythm that did not belong to one man.

My place was not outside.

It was beside them, shaping what happened without pretending I owned it.

"Harder," Lena said.

Adrian looked at me.

"Her choice," I told him.

He pounded into her.

Lena screamed.

My cock leaked onto my fist.

"Tell him what you are," I said.

"Your wife."

"And?"

She smiled while his cock kept driving into her.

"I am your greedy hotwife, love."

"I am taking Julian's friend while my cuck husband tells him how to fuck me."

The words hit all three of us.

Adrian lost his rhythm.

Lena came again.

I stroked faster.

He drove his cock deep and held himself there, body tight, breath breaking near her throat.

I watched his cum swell the condom while his cock stayed buried in my wife's cunt.

I watched his face change.

Watched Lena feel it.

Watched my own hand move faster because another man had come inside the condom buried in her cunt.

Then Lena reached for me.

"Now my husband."

I came across her stomach and breasts while Adrian was still buried in her cunt.

No one disappeared.

Not even me.


CHAPTER 34

LENA - THE CHOICE I MADE OUT LOUD

After we had all come, no one knew where to put their hands.

That was the first awkward moment of the night.

Adrian softened inside the condom and pulled out carefully. Evan stood beside me breathing hard, his cum warm across my skin. I lay open on the table, fucked by one man, marked by the other, held by neither.

Then I laughed.

Both men looked at me.

"What?" Evan asked.

"The fantasy never includes cleanup."

Adrian smiled.

"That is because fantasy has poor practical standards."

He removed the condom, tied it, and disposed of it in the bathroom. Evan brought a warm towel and cleaned my stomach and breasts.

The ordinary tenderness after the impossible scene made my throat tighten.

"Look at me, love."

"I am here."

"Hip?"

"Loose. Used. Happy."

"That is one word for it."

I laughed again.

Adrian returned carrying water for all three of us. He handed mine to Evan, who helped me sit up.

The table paper did not exist because it was ours. The white sheet was stained with oil, sweat, and the proof of what we had done.

Adrian stood a few feet away.

His control had returned, but not completely. His hair was disordered. A mark from my nails crossed one shoulder. His mouth looked swollen.

He no longer resembled the man who had entered with a bottle of wine.

I liked knowing I had changed his appearance.

"Come closer," I said.

He did.

I took his hand.

Then Evan's.

"I need to say something while no one is touching me."

My husband became serious immediately.

"Okay."

"I chose Adrian tonight."

Evan's fingers tightened.

I continued before fear interpreted the sentence.

"Not instead of you. Not as a substitute for Julian. I chose Adrian because his hands made me feel something different, and because you stayed close enough to watch me discover it."

Adrian watched me carefully.

"I do not want either of you turning that choice into ownership," I said. "I am not Adrian's client. I am not Julian's woman. I am not even yours in the way fear sometimes wants me to be."

Evan nodded slowly.

The pain in his face remained.

I kissed his hand.

"I am your wife because I keep choosing the marriage."

His eyes closed briefly.

Then I looked at Adrian.

"And tonight I chose you because I wanted you."

The directness moved through him.

"Understood," he said.

"That is too professional."

A small smile appeared.

"I wanted you too."

"During both sessions?"

"From the gate at the second one."

"Not the first?"

"The first session, I noticed you. The second, you made sure noticing was not enough."

Evan laughed quietly.

"That sounds like her."

I slid off the table. My legs were unsteady. Both men reached for me.

Their hands stopped before contact.

I smiled at the hesitation.

"Both," I said.

They held me at the same time.

Adrian's palm around my waist.

Evan's arm beneath my breasts.

I leaned back between them and looked at the blue pool.

For a few seconds, no one spoke.

The intensity did not need another act to prove itself.

Then Evan's cock began hardening again against my hip.

I looked down.

"Already?"

His face flushed.

Adrian noticed.

"He recovers quickly," he said.

"Jealousy is good cardio," I answered.

Evan bit my shoulder.

I turned in his arms.

"Take me upstairs."

"Both of us?"

I looked at Adrian.

The choice formed clearly.

"No."

My husband's eyes widened.

"Tonight ends with Evan."

Adrian accepted the boundary without hiding disappointment.

That made me want him again later.

I kissed him once.

Then I took my husband's hand.

I chose the marriage out loud and walked upstairs sore from the man who had taught us a new way to touch it.


CHAPTER 35

EVAN - AFTER THE OIL

Upstairs, Lena stood in front of the bedroom mirror while I removed the last black string from around her ankle.

Her body carried the night.

Oil gleamed along her back. Red marks crossed her hips where Adrian's fingers had held her. My cum had been cleaned from her breasts, but the skin remained flushed. Her pussy looked swollen between her thighs.

I stood behind her, naked, and tried to understand how seeing evidence of another man could make me want my wife this much.

Lena touched one mark.

"He grips harder than you."

"Do you want me to compete?"

"I want you to listen to what that sentence does to your cock."

I was hard against her ass.

She smiled at our reflection.

"There."

"You enjoy being right too much."

"I enjoy you being honest too much."

She turned and knelt on the bed.

"Look at me."

I did.

She bent forward, lowering her chest to the mattress and raising her ass.

The position showed everything Adrian had just used.

"What do you see?" she asked.

"My wife."

Pretty answer.

"A hotwife another man just fucked on our patio."

"Better, love."

I moved behind her.

My fingers touched her swollen pussy.

She was still slick from Adrian and the condom lube. The knowledge struck deep.

"Tell me what his cock felt like."

"Thick, love. Thicker than yours. He held back until I made him lose it."

I pushed two fingers into her.

Lena moaned.

"Bigger than me."

"Yes, love."

"His hands are better."

"Tonight? Yes."

The answer hurt.

My cock became harder.

"And who came upstairs with you?"

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"My husband. My jealous cuck. The man hard enough to fuck me after watching."

I positioned myself behind her.

My cock slid into her cunt in one deep push.

She was open from Adrian.

The ease of it humiliated me.

Lena felt the thought.

"He stretched me for you, love."

I drove deeper.

"Say it again."

"Adrian opened your wife's cunt. Now fuck it, love."

I fucked her harder.

No careful pressure.

No trained restraint.

I knew when Lena wanted force because I knew the years before Adrian existed. My hand slid into her hair. I pulled her head back. She cried out and pushed against me.

"Who knows you?" I asked.

"You."

"Who chose you tonight?"

"Both of you."

"Wrong."

I stopped.

Lena breathed hard beneath me.

Then she smiled.

"I chose."

"Good girl."

I resumed.

The phrase belonged to me again.

Not exclusively.

Intimately.

Lena reached beneath her body and touched her clit while I pounded into her. She described Adrian's hands. The first moan on the table. The white bikini. His fingers under the black thong. The moment his cock filled her cunt.

Each detail made jealousy burn and my body answer.

"Remember the pool, love."

"Remember unfolding that table for the man who fucked your wife on it."

"Harder. Make me come for my husband."

I came deep in her cunt.

Lena followed seconds later, clenching around me while saying my name.

We collapsed together.

She twisted toward me and kissed me hard.

"He was thicker. He filled me more. But you are the man I brought upstairs."

Downstairs, Adrian sat alone on our patio finishing the wine while we reclaimed nothing and chose everything again.

When we returned twenty minutes later, dressed in robes, he had washed the glasses and folded the stained sheet.

The practical intimacy was almost more dangerous than the sex.

He knew where the towels were now.

He knew how Lena took her coffee because she made one before he left.

He stood in our kitchen at midnight, wearing his shirt with the sleeves still rolled, while my wife leaned against the counter in my robe and smiled at him over the cup.

The simple scene cut deeper than watching his cock disappear into her cunt.

Because sex ended.

Ordinary familiarity could stay.


CHAPTER 36

LENA - MORNING SKIN

I woke with my right hip loose and the rest of me sore.

Sunlight crossed the bed in a pale stripe. Evan slept on his back beside me, one arm above his head, his face softer than it had been all week.

For several seconds, I did not move.

My body remembered before my mind arranged the memories.

The pressure of Adrian's fingers inside me.

His cock stretching me on the table.

Evan's mouth against mine while another man moved between my legs.

The warm towel afterward.

Coffee in the kitchen.

Adrian leaving through the same gate where he had first seen the wet white bikini.

I touched the side of my hip.

A faint mark remained where his thumb had pressed during the massage. Lower, darker marks showed where his hands had held me during sex.

Professional knowledge transformed into personal evidence.

I got out of bed and walked naked to the mirror.

My hair was tangled. My nipples were tender. The inside of my thighs ached pleasantly. Between my legs, I looked used in a way that would once have frightened me.

Now it made me smile.

"Admiring the damage?"

Evan's voice came from the bed.

I met his eyes in the mirror.

"Checking whether I still look married."

"Turn around."

I did.

His gaze moved over every mark.

"You do."

"How can you tell?"

"Because you are already trying to make your husband hard with what another man did."

I walked to the bed.

Evan's cock pushed beneath the sheet.

"Is it working?"

"You know it is."

I pulled the sheet away.

He was fully hard.

I knelt between his legs and wrapped my hand around him.

"Tell me what you thought when Adrian was inside me."

"Good morning to you too."

I licked the head of his cock.

"Tell me."

Evan's hand entered my hair.

"I thought he looked too settled there."

I took him into my mouth.

One slow stroke.

Then released him.

"Jealous?"

"Yes."

"Of the sex?"

"Not only."

I stroked him while waiting.

"The coffee," he said.

The answer surprised me.

"Coffee?"

"He knew where the cups were. You leaned against the counter in my robe. The two of you talked about the weather while I stood there knowing what he had done to your body."

I smiled.

"That was worse than watching?"

"Different."

"Like his hands?"

Evan's cock surged.

I lowered my mouth again.

He groaned.

I sucked him slowly, not as performance for Adrian, not as a bridge to another man, but because simple acts had become charged with everything around them. My husband tasted familiar. His fingers tightened in my hair with the exact pressure I liked.

I looked up at him.

"Did you feel replaced?"

"For seconds."

I stopped.

Honesty required room even when my mouth was around his cock.

"When?"

"When he found the place with his fingers. When you forgot to look through the glass. When you said his hands were better."

"You asked for that comparison."

"I know. It still landed."

I climbed over him.

My sore cunt settled against his cock without taking it inside.

"Do you want me to apologize?"

"No."

"Do you want me to say it was not true?"

"Was it?"

I touched his face.

"He was better with his hands in that moment. You were better at knowing when I needed him to slow down. You were better at knowing when I was overwhelmed. You were the reason I could let him make me shake without disappearing inside the experience."

Evan's expression softened.

"That sounds rehearsed."

"It sounds specific."

I rolled my hips.

"You like specific."

His hands closed around my waist.

I lowered myself onto him.

The soreness made the first push intense. Evan stopped immediately.

"Slow, love. I am sore."

He held still while my body opened.

I breathed until my cunt relaxed around him.

No trained hands.

No oil.

No audience.

The ordinary care was not less erotic than the night before. It was the place the fantasy came home to.

I rode him slowly in the morning light.

"I chose Adrian," I said.

Evan's hands tightened.

"And?"

"I chose to wake up on your cock."

His eyes closed.

I leaned down and kissed him.

"Both truths can make you hard, husband."

They did.


CHAPTER 37

EVAN - THE MAN WITHOUT A TABLE

Adrian messaged at ten-forty-two.

Thank you for last night. How is the hip? How sore are you? And tell me whether either of you has stopped thinking about the table.

The wording sounded half therapist, half man who had fucked my wife and knew a morning could expose injuries no hand could treat.

Lena sat beside me on the patio wearing a loose tank top and shorts. The black lingerie had been washed and hung inside the laundry room. The massage table remained folded against the wall.

"Answer together?" she asked.

"Yes."

We wrote:

No injury. Sore, happy, talking. The coffee was apparently more dangerous than the sex.

Adrian replied:

Ordinary intimacy often is.

Then:

For clarity, I will not treat Lena again. I can refer her to a colleague if the hip returns. I would like to see both of you again personally, but there is no expectation. Last night can remain one complete experience.

Lena read the message twice.

"He really means it."

"Which part?"

"No more massage."

She sounded disappointed.

Jealousy stirred, but it was not sharp.

"You wanted the man, not the service."

"I wanted both."

"Greedy."

"Increasingly."

She smiled, but her gaze stayed on the phone.

"Do you want to see him again?" I asked.

"Yes."

The quick answer still hurt.

My cock still reacted.

Some patterns had become part of us.

"Soon?"

Lena considered.

"No."

That surprised me more.

"Why?"

"Because if every experiment becomes a relationship immediately, we stop understanding what each man brings. Julian became the first door. Adrian became the hands. I want to know what last night means before we turn him into another routine."

I looked at my wife.

She had become more sexual.

More provocative.

More willing to say she wanted men.

She had also become more careful with meaning.

The dirtiness did not reduce her intelligence. It sharpened it.

We answered Adrian:

We would like to see you again, but not immediately. Last night was complete. Thank you for keeping the line clear before crossing it with us.

His reply came a few minutes later.

That works for me. And for the record, the black was the right choice. The white was more dangerous.

Lena laughed.

"He noticed."

"You designed it to be noticed."

"I designed it to become transparent."

"That sentence is not helping."

"Nothing is supposed to help."

She put the phone down and climbed into my lap.

"What do you want to do with the table?"

I looked at it folded against the wall.

The object had changed.

Once, it represented professional restraint.

Now, I could not see it without remembering Adrian's cock disappearing into my wife while I stood beside her head.

"Keep it," I said.

"For him?"

"For us."

Lena opened my shorts and took out my cock.

"Show me."

We unfolded the table together.

No Adrian.

No audience.

I poured ordinary body oil into my palms and asked Lena to lie down.

She removed her clothes without pretending it was treatment.

I rubbed her back the way I had watched Adrian do it, but I did not imitate everything. My hands knew different history. The scar near her hip from childhood. The place beside her ribs that tickled. The exact pressure that made her relax after a difficult week.

"Better?" I asked.

"Different."

"Coward."

She looked over her shoulder.

"Do you want the fantasy answer?"

"Yes."

"The fantasy answer is that I close my eyes and imagine Adrian teaching you."

My cock hardened against the table.

"Truth?"

"The truth is you do not need to become him."

I moved lower.

My fingers slid between her legs.

"Good," I said. "Because he cannot do this as your husband."

Lena moaned when my hand found her.

The table belonged to our marriage first.

That was not ownership.

It was origin.


CHAPTER 38

LENA - WHAT JULIAN STARTED

Julian returned from Miami on Tuesday.

He did not come to the house.

He asked to meet us for coffee.

The same café where I had once watched him across a table and understood that choosing a man felt different from being chosen by one.

I wore jeans and a fitted black top. No lingerie chosen for display. No bracelet hidden. Evan sat beside me rather than across from us.

Julian arrived in a pale shirt with his sleeves rolled. He hugged Evan first.

Then me.

The embrace lasted one second longer than friendship required.

His body remembered mine.

Mine remembered his.

The response did not disappear because Adrian existed.

That was the first truth of the meeting.

Julian sat opposite us.

"So," he said. "The hip is better."

Evan laughed without humor.

"Much."

Julian looked between us.

"Do I need details?"

"Do you want them?" I asked.

His eyes settled on me.

"That depends on why you are telling me."

The answer carried more emotion than his usual calm.

"You are jealous," I said.

"Curious."

"You used that word in Miami."

"It was true then."

"And now?"

Julian leaned back.

"Now I know both of you well enough to recognize the afterglow."

Evan's hand rested on my thigh beneath the table.

"Adrian was not a substitute," he said.

Julian looked at him.

"I did not assume he was."

"You recommended him."

"For an injury."

"You also told him our marriage was unconventional."

Julian's expression became serious.

"Because he deserved context before entering your home. I did not offer your wife to him."

The firmness pleased me.

Men did not pass me between them like a shared object.

Each invitation still belonged to Evan and me.

Each yes still belonged to me.

"I chose him," I said.

Julian's eyes returned to my face.

A small muscle moved in his jaw.

There.

Jealousy.

Real and controlled.

The sight made me wet beneath my jeans.

"Did you enjoy him?" he asked.

"Yes."

"More than me?"

Evan's cock hardened under the table. I could tell by the way his posture changed.

I smiled.

"Different."

Both men looked irritated.

I laughed.

"You both hate that answer because you want hunger ranked like a competition."

"Was he bigger?" Julian asked.

The question surprised Evan enough to make him cough.

"No," I said.

Julian's mouth curved.

"But his hands were better."

The smile disappeared.

Evan's fingers tightened on my thigh.

My cunt throbbed.

I had found a new insecurity in the bull.

Not size.

Specialness.

"He is trained," Julian said.

"And you are jealous."

"A little."

The admission changed him.

Made him more human.

More attractive.

Evan looked at me.

I knew the thought behind his eyes.

The bull could feel replaced too.

The dynamic no longer moved in one direction.

"The beach weekend changed all three of us," Julian said.

The old fantasy returned immediately.

Two bedrooms.

One wall.

Forty-eight hours.

But it no longer belonged next.

I touched the bracelet.

"Later."

Julian studied me.

"Because of Adrian?"

"Because I do not want to repeat the same man every time just because the first experience worked."

Evan's hand relaxed.

Julian nodded slowly.

The answer hurt him.

He accepted it.

"Then when you choose me again," he said, "I will know it means something."

The sentence went through all three of us.

That was the future waiting farther down the series of doors.

For now, I kissed Julian's cheek when we left.

My husband watched.

Julian watched Evan watching.

And I walked away between the two kinds of jealousy I had learned to love without letting either one decide my next step.


CHAPTER 39

EVAN - THE EMPTY TABLE

For five days, the massage table stayed folded against the patio wall.

Neither of us moved it.

We passed it every morning on the way to the pool. Lena sometimes touched the black vinyl handle as she walked by. I sometimes caught myself looking at the place where the sheet had wrinkled beneath her body.

The table held no smell after we washed it.

My memory supplied the oil anyway.

On Thursday night, I found Lena outside wearing one of my white shirts and the gold bracelet. The patio lights were off. Only the blue glow from the pool reached her.

She stood beside the folded table.

"Open it," she said.

"For what?"

"You ask too many careful questions."

I unfolded the legs and locked them into place.

Lena watched my hands.

"Sheet?"

"No."

"Oil?"

"Yes."

The bottle remained in the patio cabinet where I had put it after Adrian left. I carried it to the table.

Lena removed my shirt.

Nothing underneath.

Her body appeared in stages as the fabric slid from her shoulders. The marks on her hips had faded to pale shadows. Her pussy was bare and already slick.

"Lie down," I said.

She smiled.

"That voice is better."

She lay face down on the black surface. No sheet. No towel. Her ass lifted slightly when she settled.

I poured oil into my hands.

The familiar sound returned.

Lena's fingers curled over the edge of the table.

"What are you imagining?" I asked.

"That Adrian is standing behind you."

The answer hurt.

My cock hardened.

"Teaching me?"

"Watching whether you learned."

I placed both palms on her lower back and moved outward.

My pressure was not as precise. I knew that. Lena knew it too.

I tried to copy Adrian's rhythm.

She stopped me.

"Do not become him."

"You just said he was watching."

"Watching you. Not replacing you."

I started again.

This time, I used what belonged to us. I stroked the scar near her hip with my thumb. I pressed the place she had pointed out during pregnancy years earlier, when tension gathered there after long days. I ran my fingers along the ribs where she always laughed before relaxing.

Her body softened.

"Better," she said.

"Better than him?"

"Different."

I slapped her ass.

Lena laughed into the table.

"You deserved that."

"I wanted it."

I moved lower, kneading both glutes with firm palms. Her legs opened slightly.

"Did you open like that for him?"

"More."

My hand slid between her thighs.

Lena lifted her hips.

"Show me."

She spread her knees toward the edges of the table.

Her cunt opened in the pool light.

I rubbed oil along the inside of her thighs but stopped below her pussy.

The line.

The place Adrian had respected before she changed the invitation.

"Tell me where."

"In my wet cunt, love."

"Say it."

Lena looked over her shoulder.

"Use the hands that know me, love."

"And imagine Adrian watching you touch your wife."

My cock pressed against the table.

"Cruel."

"And you love it."

"I do."

I covered her pussy with my palm.

She moaned.

"Pressure," she said.

I pressed harder.

"Now slower."

I obeyed.

"Two fingers. Curl when you are deep."

She guided me the way Adrian might have, but the instruction came from her own mouth. I slid two fingers into her and curled them.

Lena cried out.

"There."

I repeated it.

Her body tightened.

"He found it faster," she whispered.

The comparison cut.

My fingers fucked her harder.

"But you know what I need after."

I slowed.

The correction belonged to the marriage.

Lena reached beneath herself and touched her clit while my fingers worked in her cunt. Her ass moved against my hand. She described Adrian watching from behind me, his arms crossed, his calm face deciding whether I understood my own wife.

"What would he say?" I asked.

"He would tell you to stop trying to make me come too fast."

I slowed again.

"He would tell you to hold the pressure and let my body come to your hand."

I held it.

Lena's breathing changed.

Her muscles tightened around my fingers.

She tightened slowly around my fingers, then came with a low cry.

She came exactly the way she had described, not because Adrian's hands were present, but because his lesson had become language between us.

When she stopped shaking, I bent over her back.

"Did I pass?"

Lena turned her face and kissed me.

"You stopped trying to be graded."

She slid off the table and knelt before me.

My cock was hard and shining at the tip.

"This part he did not teach you," she said.


CHAPTER 40

LENA - ONE MORE COFFEE

Adrian returned on Saturday morning for coffee.

No wine.

No black shirt.

No bag of oil in the car.

He wore a gray T-shirt and jeans and carried a paper bag from a bakery near the river.

The simplicity made me nervous.

Sex had a language I understood now.

Coffee asked whether hunger could sit at our kitchen table without needing to prove itself.

Evan opened the door.

Adrian stepped inside and looked toward the patio.

The massage table was folded again.

"Still keeping it?" he asked.

"Apparently it has become family furniture," Evan said.

Adrian laughed.

I felt the sound in my stomach.

I wore denim shorts and a pale tank top with no bra. Not lingerie. Not a costume. Adrian looked at my face first, then allowed his gaze to move over my body because the professional line no longer existed.

"How is the hip?" he asked.

"You are not allowed to treat it."

"I can still be polite."

"Loose."

Evan choked on his coffee.

I smiled.

Adrian shook his head.

"You have become worse."

"More honest."

"Those are not always different."

We ate pastries and talked about ordinary things.

Adrian told us about the athletes he worked with without names. Evan talked about a project that had consumed his week. I described a client who changed her mind about an entire campaign after approving it three times.

No one mentioned the table for twenty minutes.

Then I stood to refill the coffee.

Adrian's eyes followed the backs of my bare thighs.

Evan saw.

His posture changed.

The familiar energy returned without announcement.

I leaned against the counter.

"Do you want to touch me?"

Adrian set down his cup.

"Yes."

"Where?"

"That depends on what you are offering."

I looked at Evan.

My husband was already hard beneath the table.

"Something simple," I said.

I walked to Adrian.

"Kiss me."

He stood.

I kissed him standing in our kitchen while Evan watched over the rim of his coffee cup.

No dramatic music.

No lingerie.

Adrian's hand settled on my waist. My fingers touched the dark hair at the back of his neck. His mouth tasted like coffee and sugar.

The ordinary setting made it filthier.

I broke the kiss.

"I want his cock in my mouth, love."

Adrian's breath changed.

He looked at Evan.

My husband answered for himself.

"Then show me," Evan said.

I knelt between Adrian's legs.

The kitchen tile was cool against my knees. Morning sunlight fell across the floor. A half-eaten pastry sat on the plate beside Evan.

I opened Adrian's jeans.

His cock hardened into my hand.

The size still made Evan's eyes drop immediately.

I looked at my husband.

"Bigger than yours."

His jaw tightened.

"You have established that."

"It still makes you hard."

"Yes."

I smiled and licked Adrian slowly from base to head.

His hand entered my hair.

Not forcing.

Holding.

I took him into my mouth.

The thickness stretched my lips. I worked slowly, looking sideways at Evan. My husband opened his pants and took out his cock.

The scene was smaller than the night by the pool.

No cock inside my pussy.

No screaming.

Just a married woman sucking another man in her kitchen while her husband stroked himself beside cold coffee.

It reached something just as deep.

Adrian groaned when I took him farther.

Evan's hand moved faster.

I released Adrian long enough to speak.

"Tell him what you thought when you watched him fuck me."

Evan looked at Adrian, not me.

"I thought his hands looked too natural on my wife."

Adrian's fingers tightened slightly in my hair.

"And now?" he asked.

"Now I think her mouth looks too natural on you."

My cunt clenched inside my shorts.

I took Adrian deep again.

The comparison moved between the men without reducing either one to an object. Evan's jealousy fed his hand. Adrian's control thinned with every stroke of my mouth.

I stopped before he came.

Adrian looked down at me.

"Why?"

"Because simple does not mean complete."

I kissed the head once and tucked him back into his jeans.

The denial made his eyes darken.

Evan laughed.

"Now you understand living with her."

I returned to my chair and ate the last bite of pastry.

Adrian sat across from me with his hard cock still trapped beneath his jeans.

Evan's cock remained in his hand under the table.

"Coffee?" I asked.

Adrian stared at me.

"You are dangerous."

"Professionally diagnosed?"

"Personally confirmed."

The ordinary morning continued with both men painfully hard and my mouth tasting like the new life I had invited into our kitchen.


CHAPTER 41

EVAN - THE HAND ON MY SHOULDER

Lena went upstairs to shower after coffee.

She kissed me first.

Then Adrian.

No ranking.

No apology.

The sound of water began above us.

Adrian and I remained at the kitchen table with two empty cups and the silence men often use when the woman between them leaves the room.

"You can finish in the bathroom if she made that unbearable," I said.

Adrian laughed.

"I will survive."

"She enjoys testing that."

"So do you."

The observation was accurate enough to make me uneasy.

Adrian leaned back.

"I need to ask you something without turning this into a confession booth."

"That sounds suspiciously serious."

"Why did coffee bother you more than the sex?"

I looked toward the stairs.

"Because sex had a beginning and an end. Coffee looked like you belonged in the house."

Adrian nodded slowly.

"I understand."

"Do you?"

He looked at the pale line around his ring finger.

"My marriage did not end because of sex. There was no affair. No dramatic discovery. We stopped touching each other."

The admission changed the room.

"Completely?"

"Gradually. First sex became less frequent. Then kisses became practical. Then we stopped sitting close. By the end, I could spend an entire day working with my hands and come home to a woman I loved without knowing whether touching her shoulder would feel welcome."

I had imagined Adrian's divorce as evidence of failure.

Instead, it explained his control.

"That is why you ask every time," I said.

"Partly. My profession taught me to read bodies clearly. My marriage taught me how much damage silence can do before anyone speaks."

Water continued above us.

Adrian looked toward the patio.

"I do not want to become equipment in your marriage."

The phrase surprised me.

"Meaning?"

"A pair of hands you bring in when you need a new reaction from Lena. A cock you compare against yours. A man who performs a role and leaves before anyone has to admit I am a person inside it."

I felt defensive because he had named something possible.

"No one forced you."

"I know. I chose it. I enjoyed it. I am telling you what I would need if it happened again."

"What?"

"To be wanted as Adrian. Not because Julian sent me. Not because I can massage. Not because I make you feel smaller. Those can be part of the fantasy. They cannot be all of me."

I thought of Lena at the café telling Julian she did not want to repeat the same man just because the first experience worked.

She had already understood.

"She wanted you," I said.

"I know."

"So did I."

The sentence came out before I could examine it.

Adrian's eyes moved to mine.

"Not sexually," I added.

"I understood."

"I wanted you in the scene because you were you. The control. The way you asked. The fact that you could have taken advantage of the situation and did not."

Adrian nodded.

"That matters."

"You also made me feel smaller."

"I noticed."

"Of course you did."

He smiled.

Then he stood.

At the door, he placed one hand on my shoulder.

The touch was not sexual.

It was not professional either.

A man acknowledging another man inside a complicated intimacy neither of us had been taught to name.

"You did not disappear," Adrian said.

"I almost did."

"Almost is where choice lives."

He opened the door.

Lena came down the stairs with wet hair and one of my shirts covering her body.

Adrian looked at her.

His hunger returned visibly.

So did mine.

But the conversation remained between us.

He kissed her once and left.

Lena closed the door and looked at me.

"What did you talk about?"

"Touch. Marriage. Not turning men into equipment."

She came closer.

"That sounds almost healthy."

"Do not ruin it."

She wrapped her arms around my neck.

"Did he touch you?"

"My shoulder."

Lena's eyebrows lifted.

"Should I be jealous?"

I gripped her ass beneath the shirt.

"Increasingly."

She laughed against my mouth.

The table stayed folded for the rest of the week.

Adrian stayed a man, not furniture.

That made the memory of him inside my wife more powerful, not less.


CHAPTER 42

EVAN - POOL WITHOUT PRIVACY

The house next door sold two weeks after Adrian's visit.

We learned because a moving truck blocked half the street on Saturday morning.

Lena stood at the kitchen window wearing the white bikini.

Not a similar one.

The same one Adrian had first seen wet.

"You chose that deliberately," I said.

"It is hot."

"You own twelve swimsuits."

"This one has history."

She opened the glass door.

I looked toward the privacy fence.

The neighboring second-story balcony rose above it. For months, the house had been empty. We had treated the pool as completely private.

Now a man carried boxes through the back door next door.

Mid-thirties. Brown hair. Athletic without looking like a trainer. Gray T-shirt darkened with sweat along the spine. He set a box down and looked toward the sound of our gate.

He saw Lena.

The bikini was dry and opaque.

For now.

My wife saw him see her.

She did not cover.

She lifted one hand in greeting.

The man waved back.

"Neighbor," she said.

"Apparently."

"Friendly."

"He looked at your breasts."

"He has eyes."

The old line.

The first defense people used when hunger was obvious.

Lena walked to the pool.

The neighbor returned to the boxes, but his attention remained divided. I saw him glance twice while she stood at the edge adjusting the white strings around her hips.

"Lena."

She looked back at me.

"What?"

"Do not pretend you do not know."

Her expression changed.

The innocent wife disappeared.

The woman who had prepared a wet bikini for Adrian looked through the glass at me.

"I know."

Then she dove.

Water closed over the white fabric.

I stood in the kitchen as the bikini became transparent again.

Lena swam slowly toward the far end, the end closest to the neighbor's balcony.

The man emerged carrying another box.

He stopped.

Not long.

Long enough.

He watched my wife climb the pool steps in a suit that no longer hid her nipples or the dark shape between her legs.

Lena knew.

She raised both hands to squeeze water from her hair, breasts pushed forward, body angled toward the house next door.

The scene repeated the gate with Adrian.

But no appointment explained this one.

No massage.

No referral.

Only proximity.

A stranger who would sleep less than forty feet from our bedroom.

My cock hardened.

Jealousy arrived with a new flavor.

Social.

Permanent.

I could not send this man home after the scene.

He was home.

Lena walked toward the glass doors.

Water ran down her body. The neighbor's eyes followed until she reached the patio.

She entered the kitchen and stopped in front of me.

"What did he see?" she asked.

"Everything the bikini stops hiding when wet."

"Did he stare?"

"Yes."

"Did you like it?"

"No."

Her wet hand covered my hard cock.

"Liar."

I caught her wrist.

"Adrian left through a gate. Julian lives across town. This man lives there."

I pointed toward the fence.

"We will see him taking out the trash. Checking the mail. Standing in his kitchen."

Lena's pupils widened.

She had not missed the danger.

She had found it.

"What is his name?" she asked.

"I do not know."

A knock sounded at the front door.

Lena and I looked at each other.

She was still dripping in the transparent white bikini.

The knock came again.


CHAPTER 43

LENA - THE FENCE

The new neighbor stood on our porch holding a package.

I could have changed.

I could have wrapped myself in a towel.

I did neither.

Evan followed me through the house, close enough to see the water running down the backs of my thighs. The white bikini had not dried. Every step made the wet fabric rub against my cunt.

I opened the door halfway.

The man from next door looked at my face.

Then the bikini.

This time, the glance lasted longer.

"Sorry," he said. "This was delivered to my place by mistake. Mercer?"

"That is us."

I took the box.

His fingers brushed mine.

An ordinary accident.

My body had become too educated to believe ordinary things were harmless.

"I am Mason," he said. "Mason Reed."

"Lena. This is my husband, Evan."

Evan stepped beside me.

The two men shook hands.

Mason tried not to look at the transparent bikini again.

He failed.

My nipples were clearly visible. The white bottoms clung to every line between my legs. Water darkened the porch beneath my feet.

"Pool day," Mason said.

"Every day can be pool day in Florida," I answered.

Evan's hand settled on my wet hip.

Possessive enough for Mason to see.

Permissive enough for me to feel the question inside it.

Mason looked toward the side of the house.

"The fence is a little lower near the back. I noticed when we moved in. I can add lattice on our side if privacy is an issue."

Privacy.

The word entered the space between all three of us.

I looked at Evan.

My husband understood before I spoke.

"We have never had an issue," I said.

Mason looked at the wet bikini again.

"Good to know."

He smiled.

Not like Julian.

Not like Adrian.

A little uncertain.

Interested enough to return his eyes to my body despite my husband standing beside me.

That created another kind of power.

Mason was not a bull invited by us.

He was no longer a controlled professional hiding inside procedure.

He was simply a man next door who had seen more than expected and wanted another look.

"Thanks for the package," Evan said.

The dismissal was polite.

Mason understood it.

"See you around."

"You will," I said.

The words left my mouth before I softened them.

Mason's eyes sharpened.

Then he turned and walked toward the neighboring house.

Evan closed the door.

He took the package from my hands and placed it on the entry table.

"You will?"

"He lives next door."

"That is not how you said it."

I moved closer.

"How did I say it?"

"Like a promise."

His cock was hard beneath his shorts.

I touched it through the fabric.

"Did you see him watching through the fence?"

"Yes."

"Did you see his face when he realized the bikini was transparent?"

"Yes."

"Did you imagine me going back outside tomorrow?"

Evan caught my wrist.

"Yes."

The honesty thrilled me.

I turned and walked toward the kitchen.

"Where are you going?"

"To hang the bikini by the pool."

"Why?"

I looked over my shoulder.

"So Mason knows which one becomes see-through when wet."

Evan followed me outside.

The neighboring yard was quiet. The moving truck had gone. Boxes stood inside Mason's back door.

I hung the white bikini over the patio chair and removed it piece by piece, leaving myself naked beneath the cover of our roof.

Evan stared.

"Lena."

"The fence blocks the patio."

"The balcony does not."

I looked up.

Mason was not there.

That did not matter.

The possibility was enough.

I sat on the edge of the massage table.

The same table Adrian had fucked me on.

"Touch yourself," Evan said.

The command surprised me.

I opened my knees.

"For you or for the neighbor?"

"For the husband who knows the neighbor might walk onto that balcony."

I slid two fingers through my cunt.

Still wet from the pool.

Wetter from the possibility.

Evan stood in front of me and stroked his cock through his shorts.

"Tell me what you would do if he appeared."

I rubbed my clit slowly.

"I would not stop immediately."

His jaw tightened.

"How long?"

"Long enough to make him wonder whether I had seen him."

"And if he kept watching?"

I pushed two fingers inside myself.

"I would look up."

Evan opened his shorts.

His cock rose hard in his hand.

"And then?"

I imagined Mason on the balcony.

The uncertain smile.

The way he had tried not to stare on the porch.

A man close enough to hear our pool gate.

"I would make him understand that the wet bikini was not an accident."

I came quietly on my fingers while my husband watched the empty balcony over my shoulder.

The absence did not disappoint me.

It promised repetition.

Adrian had taught my body what skilled hands could do.

Mason would teach our marriage what happened when the watcher never really went away.


CHAPTER 44

EVAN - WHAT THE FENCE COULD HIDE

That night, Lena placed the white bikini on the kitchen table between us.

Dry again.

Innocent again.

The fabric looked too small to contain what it had started with Adrian or what it had revealed to Mason.

"One thing matters today," I said.

Lena sat across from me wearing a loose robe. Her hair was still damp from the shower. The gold bracelet clicked softly against the table when she touched the bikini string.

"Only one?"

"For now."

"You are learning restraint. Adrian would be proud."

"Do not bring his approval into the neighbor conversation."

She smiled.

"Jealous of both?"

"Different."

"Coward."

I took the bikini away from her fingers.

"Mason does not know anything about us. He saw a married woman in a transparent swimsuit. He may think you were embarrassed. He may think it was accidental. He may think I have no idea."

"You want him to know you watched."

The accuracy irritated me.

"Eventually."

"Why?"

"Because I do not want secrecy growing through a fence."

Lena became serious.

That was the part of her evolution people would not see from a cover. She had become filthier with every experience, but not careless. The dirty talk grew sharper because the truth beneath it grew stronger.

"No private messages," she said.

"Not yet."

"No entering his house."

"Not without asking."

"No inviting him here."

My cock reacted before I answered.

Lena saw.

"That one hurt."

"No inviting him here yet."

"Better."

She stood and came around the table.

The robe opened when she sat across my lap. Nothing underneath. Her warm cunt settled against the front of my pants.

"And showing?" she asked.

"What do you mean?"

"The fence is low. The balcony can see the pool. Am I allowed to wear the white bikini?"

"Allowed is not the word."

"Do you want me to wear it?"

I looked at the fabric on the table.

Adrian at the gate.

Mason on the balcony.

Two men seeing the same suit for different reasons.

"Yes."

Lena rolled her hips.

"Do you want me to pretend I do not know he is there?"

"For a little while."

Her pussy slid against my hardening cock through my pants.

"How long?"

"Until you look at me."

"Not him?"

"Me first."

She kissed my mouth.

"Good."

I opened the robe farther.

Her breasts pressed against my chest.

"Then what?"

"Then you decide whether you look at him."

"And if I do?"

"You do not hide it from me."

Lena's smile became darker.

"What if he gets hard?"

My cock pulsed.

"You are assuming a lot through a fence."

"You saw how he looked at the porch."

She opened my pants and wrapped her hand around me.

"What if the next time I climb out of the pool, his cock is hard beneath his shorts?"

"You come inside."

"Immediately?"

"No."

She stroked me slowly.

"How long, husband?"

The image became painfully clear.

Lena wet and nearly transparent.

Mason pretending not to stare.

Me behind the glass.

"Long enough for him to know you noticed."

Her breath changed.

"Then I come inside?"

"Yes."

"And what do you do to me?"

I lifted her onto the table.

Not the massage table.

The kitchen table where the bikini had lain between us.

Lena opened her knees.

I knelt and put my mouth on her cunt.

She gripped my hair.

"Tell me," she demanded.

I licked her slowly before answering.

"I make you confess every second you enjoyed being watched."

Her hips lifted against my mouth.

"And if I say I wanted him closer?"

"I make you say it again."

I pushed two fingers inside her.

"And if I call you my cuck?"

"I make you come on your husband's tongue before you earn the right to say another man's name."

Lena cried out.

The promise became real in her body.

No messages.

No invitations.

No secrets.

Showing was allowed because we would look at each other first.

She came with one hand around the white bikini and the other in my hair.

Afterward, she left the swimsuit on the table overnight.

A promise drying in plain sight.


EPILOGUE

EVAN - THE NEIGHBOR WHO WATCHED MY WIFE

Three days later, Mason installed no lattice.

I noticed from the kitchen window.

The fence remained lower near the back corner, exactly where a man standing on his patio could see the pool steps and most of the chaise beside them.

Lena noticed too.

She said nothing.

That afternoon, she wore a red bikini.

Not transparent.

Smaller.

The top barely covered her breasts. The bottoms tied high over her hips. She carried a book outside and stretched across the chaise with one knee raised.

I worked at the kitchen table where she could see me through the glass.

Mason came into his yard twenty minutes later.

He had a drink in one hand and his phone in the other. He saw Lena. His steps slowed.

She continued reading.

Or pretended to.

He sat on his patio.

The angle gave him a clear view through the lower section of fence.

Lena turned one page.

Then another.

Her free hand moved over her stomach.

Not between her legs.

Not yet.

Mason looked away whenever she glanced toward him. The awkwardness made the scene feel more dangerous than Adrian's controlled hunger. Adrian had entered our home knowing the marriage was unconventional.

Mason knew nothing.

He only knew the woman next door wore very small bikinis and did not seem bothered when he watched.

My phone vibrated.

A message from Lena.

Can you see him?

I typed:

Yes.

Another message.

Is he looking?

Yes.

She turned her face toward the glass.

Even at that distance, I saw the smile.

Her next message appeared.

Tell me what to do.

My cock hardened beneath the table.

The first experiments began with Lena confessing what she wanted another man to do to her.

This one began with my wife asking what she should let another man see.

I looked at Mason through the fence.

Then at Lena waiting on the chaise.

I typed:

Untie the top. Do not take it off. Let him wonder whether it could fall.

Lena read the message.

Her fingers moved behind her neck.

The knot loosened.

The red straps slipped along her shoulders. She held the cups against her breasts with one hand.

Mason stopped pretending to use his phone.

He stared.

Lena looked through the glass at me while another man watched her body from his own yard.

She smiled.

Then she typed with one hand.

What next, husband?

I looked at the low fence.

At the neighboring house.

At the woman who had become bolder with every chosen touch, every confession, every man who revealed a new version of her hunger.

The massage therapist had left through our gate.

The neighbor lived on the other side of it.

I began to type.

Let the left strap fall. Keep the cup in place with your hand.

Lena read it.

Her left hand moved behind her neck. The loosened strap slipped over her shoulder and down her arm. She caught the red cup against her breast before it fell.

Mason sat completely still.

He no longer pretended to look at his phone.

My wife turned one page of the book with her free hand as if nothing had changed.

The performance was simple.

One loose strap.

One hand holding fabric over a breast another man now understood could be revealed by a small movement.

No sex.

No touching.

The possibility did the work.

My phone vibrated again.

He is staring.

I answered:

I know.

Do you want me to look at him?

The question tightened everything inside me.

I watched Mason through the fence. His drink remained untouched beside his chair. His body leaned forward slightly, attention fixed on the woman next door.

I typed:

Look at me first.

Lena turned toward the glass.

Her eyes found mine immediately.

The distance between us became another kind of touch. My hand closed around my cock beneath the table. Lena saw the movement through the glass.

She smiled.

Then she turned her head toward Mason.

Their eyes met across the low fence.

He looked away too late.

Lena did not repair the strap.

She held the top against her breast and continued looking at him until he looked back.

The moment lasted perhaps three seconds.

Long enough to become deliberate.

Long enough for all three of us to understand that the wet white bikini had not been the only accident he would be allowed to question.

Mason lifted his glass slightly.

A greeting.

A private acknowledgment made in full view of my wife and, whether he knew it or not, her husband.

Lena raised the book in answer.

Then she looked through the glass again.

My phone vibrated.

He knows I saw him.

Yes.

Does he know you see us?

Not yet.

The answer frightened me.

It also made my cock harder.

Lena's next message arrived.

Do you want him to know?

I did not answer immediately.

Adrian had entered our home with context. He had known the marriage was unconventional before the first table unfolded. Mason knew only what his eyes had found through the fence.

That difference was the experiment.

No hidden affair.

No private invitation.

But no immediate explanation either.

A married woman could love being watched before the watcher understood the husband was part of what made it filthy.

I typed:

Eventually.

Lena read it and bit her lower lip.

She closed the book.

Then she stood.

The loose bikini top remained held by one hand. She walked toward the pool instead of the house. Mason followed every step with his eyes.

At the water's edge, Lena turned her back to him.

She looked at me through the glass.

My wife hooked one finger beneath the red bottoms and adjusted them higher over her hips, exposing more of her ass.

Mason shifted in his chair.

Even through the fence, I saw the shape growing beneath his shorts.

Lena saw it too when she glanced over her shoulder.

Her face changed.

The same discovery that had transformed her with Julian.

Another man's hunger becoming visible.

Another insecurity entering her husband's body.

Another version of Lena waking up under attention.

She walked down the pool steps.

The water rose over her thighs, her hips, her stomach. The red top darkened but did not become transparent. One strap remained loose, floating beside her shoulder.

Mason stood.

Not approaching the fence.

Not leaving.

He moved to the edge of his patio where the view was clearer.

Lena swam one slow lap.

When she returned to the steps, she climbed out facing him.

Water streamed from her body. Her hand continued holding the loosened cup in place.

Mason's hard cock was now impossible to miss beneath his shorts.

My pulse hammered.

Lena looked through the glass.

She did not need to ask whether I saw.

I was stroking my cock openly under the table now.

Her smile became filthy.

She let her hand move one inch away from the cup.

The fabric slipped.

Not enough to expose her nipple.

Enough to show the pale curve that had been hidden.

Mason inhaled visibly.

Lena caught the cup again.

Then she walked inside.

She passed through the glass doors dripping water and stopped beside the kitchen table. From the yard, Mason could no longer see below her waist. He could still see her face, the loose strap, and me seated close to her.

Lena looked down at my hand around my cock.

"Did you like that?" she asked aloud.

I knew the glass was closed. Mason could not hear.

"Yes."

"Did he get hard?"

"You saw."

"I want to hear my husband say it."

I looked through the glass at the man still standing in the neighboring yard.

"The neighbor got hard watching my wife."

Lena's wet fingers closed around my cock.

"And your wife got wet knowing both men watched."

She stroked me once.

Then stopped.

"Not here," I said.

"Why?"

"Because today is about looking. He does not get everything in one afternoon."

Lena glanced toward Mason.

"You think there will be another afternoon."

"He lives next door."

Her smile returned.

She repaired the bikini top slowly where Mason could see the movement through the glass.

Then she closed the blinds.

The neighbor disappeared.

The hard cock he had watched my wife create remained in my hand.

Lena knelt beneath the kitchen table and took me into her mouth while I stared at the closed blinds separating our marriage from the man on the other side of the fence.

The massage therapist had taught us that a skilled touch could transform hunger.

The neighbor would teach us what happened when no touch was needed at all.

The distance across the fence had survived one afternoon.

Barely.

And the man next door had no idea the husband was already deciding what he would be allowed to see next.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER

Read the books in order:

BOOK 1 - The Confession

BOOK 2 - The First Rule

BOOK 3 - Her Chosen Bull

BOOK 4 - The Weekend

BOOK 5 - THE MASSAGE  [YOU ARE HERE]

BOOK 6 - The Neighbor  [READ NEXT]

BOOK 7

BOOK 8

BOOK 9

BOOK 10

THE NEXT MAN IS ALREADY WATCHING

BOOK 6: THE NEIGHBOR

Adrian crossed the line on a massage table. Mason has not crossed the fence yet. He has only watched Lena's tiny bikinis from the patio next door, unaware that her husband is choosing what she wears and deciding how long the gate should remain open.

Soon, the fence will be the only thing between them.

Continue now with The Neighbor.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc4M3.jpg
JHE MASSAGE

MY WIFE'S SECRET HUNGER





OEBPS/image_rsrc4M4.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		CHAPTER 1


    		CHAPTER 2


    		CHAPTER 3


    		CHAPTER 4


    		CHAPTER 5


    		CHAPTER 6


    		CHAPTER 7


    		CHAPTER 8


    		CHAPTER 9


    		CHAPTER 10


    		CHAPTER 11


    		CHAPTER 12


    		CHAPTER 13


    		CHAPTER 14


    		CHAPTER 15


    		CHAPTER 16


    		CHAPTER 17


    		CHAPTER 18


    		CHAPTER 19


    		CHAPTER 20


    		CHAPTER 21


    		CHAPTER 22


    		CHAPTER 23


    		CHAPTER 24


    		CHAPTER 25


    		CHAPTER 26


    		CHAPTER 27


    		CHAPTER 28


    		CHAPTER 29


    		CHAPTER 30


    		CHAPTER 31


    		CHAPTER 32


    		CHAPTER 33


    		CHAPTER 34


    		CHAPTER 35


    		CHAPTER 36


    		CHAPTER 37


    		CHAPTER 38


    		CHAPTER 39


    		CHAPTER 40


    		CHAPTER 41


    		CHAPTER 42


    		CHAPTER 43


    		CHAPTER 44


    		EPILOGUE


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193






