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Chapter 1 


Everything really began when I married for the second time. By then I was in my late forties, a little more creased around the edges, a little more aware of how quickly life can drift past if you don’t grab hold of the parts that matter. Louise, somehow, chose to grab hold of me. She was a few years younger, five-six with a lean, natural kind of beauty that didn’t try to impress anyone. She carried herself with quiet confidence, the sort that made people notice her without meaning to. Most days I still wondered what I’d done right.

When we first started dating, what struck me wasn’t just how attractive she was, but the way she felt everything so intensely. She was affectionate, open, playful, and she craved closeness the way some people crave sunlight. Being with her felt… alive. It didn’t feel reckless or showy. It felt like connection. Like she leaned into the idea that intimacy should be joyful rather than complicated.

After the wedding we moved to Columbia, South Carolina, looking for a fresh start that belonged to the two of us instead of the lives we’d lived before. Louise took a job managing the front office for a local doctor’s practice. The building also housed a massage therapy school, and at first it was just a passing detail — something she mentioned casually when she came home in the evenings.

Then one night she set her fork down during dinner and said, a little hesitantly, “Can I tell you something without you thinking I’m crazy?”

I told her she could tell me anything. She laughed nervously and said she’d always been fascinated by massage — not just the pampering kind, but the way trained therapists could read tension in someone’s body and actually help. She said she’d been watching the students come and go, carrying textbooks and practice tables, and every day it tugged at her a little more.

I remember leaning back in my chair, just listening. She wasn’t making some impulsive announcement. She was carefully feeling her way through something important to her.

“I don’t even know if I’d be any good,” she admitted. “But I keep thinking about what it would be like to do something with my hands all day, something that helps people feel better when they walk out than when they walked in.”

We must have talked for hours. About the practical things — tuition, schedules, what it might mean for our routines. About whether she’d still enjoy it once it became work. About how it might change how she saw herself. Her eyes glowed in that soft, hopeful way she had when she allowed herself to want something.

“What do you think?” she asked finally. “Honestly.”

I told her the truth: that I loved seeing her light up like that. That life was too short to ignore the things that pull at you. That we could figure out the logistics together. I had a good, steady job. We weren’t struggling. And if this was something that made her feel more like herself instead of less, then I wanted her to have it.

She reached across the table and squeezed my hand, relief flooding her face like she’d been holding her breath for weeks. And that’s how it began — with a quiet conversation over dinner, the clink of cutlery, and the decision to let her follow a path that felt right to her. Shortly after, she enrolled in the massage therapy course housed in the same building as her office, and I found myself watching the woman I loved step into something new with that same steady confidence that had drawn me to her in the first place.

Louise enrolled a few weeks later and was accepted into the massage school. She was almost embarrassed at how happy the acceptance email made her. The best part was that the program fit our lives surprisingly well. The doctor’s office closed at five in the afternoon, and her classes didn’t begin until six, which meant she could walk down the hallway, switch mental gears, and dive straight into her lessons. Since my job often kept me late, it wasn’t as though she was abandoning me in the evenings. Most days we left the house together around eight in the morning, and once she started the course we’d usually roll back into the driveway sometime around nine at night, exchanging tired smiles as we locked the car.

Those early weeks were full of quiet excitement. Louise threw herself into the theory just as eagerly as the hands-on work. After dinner, I’d often find her curled up on the couch with thick textbooks open in front of her, muttering Latin names for muscles under her breath while pausing instructional videos on her laptop. She’d rewind the same clip again and again, studying the angle of a hand, the weight of a forearm. Sometimes she’d glance over at me with a mischievous grin.

“Volunteer?” she’d ask.

That was how I became her practice body. Some evenings I’d stretch out on the bed while she experimented with different techniques, explaining them as she went. There were moments that felt wonderful — slow, gliding strokes that melted the day right out of me — and others where she pressed a little too deep and I’d hiss through my teeth while she apologized and laughed at herself.

“I swear the book said that should feel good,” she’d protest, then soften her touch and try again.

But beneath the joking there was something steadier: she wanted to be good at this. She wanted to understand where tension hid in the body, how to find the small knots beneath the skin and coax them to release. Gradually, she began to recognize the names of muscles and their functions the way some people remember old friends. She could point to my shoulder and tell me exactly what she was working on, what direction the fibers ran, and why it mattered.

Her schedule was demanding — classes Monday through Thursday, long days followed by even longer nights — but she never seemed burdened by it. Instead, there was a quiet pride in the way she packed her notebooks each morning. And because I didn’t usually work late on Fridays, those evenings and our weekends remained untouched. They became our time, a small breath of space we saved for each other while the rest of the week spun busily along.

As Louise moved further into the program, the whole thing started to feel more real. It wasn’t just theory anymore, or me stretched out on the bed while she experimented with new techniques. Now she was practicing in a structured way, swapping roles with her classmates under the quiet supervision of their instructors. She’d describe the setup to me in the evenings — rows of massage tables in softly lit rooms, students taking turns lying still while their partners worked through each routine, instructors drifting between tables offering small corrections and praise. They even practiced on the instructors themselves, which always made her nervous and strangely proud when the feedback was kind.

Before long, the school encouraged them to branch out and work on people outside the classroom. Friends, partners, relatives — anyone willing to be a practice body. That meant I found myself booked in for more “appointments,” as she jokingly called them. Sometimes one of her classmates would come over, and I’d end up with a free massage from an eager but slightly anxious student, grateful for a cooperative back to work on. I teased them that I was becoming spoiled — all these massages and not a dollar or tip exchanged — but the truth was, I loved watching Louise lean deeper into this world that excited her so much.

Her class was an interesting mix, split evenly between men and women, though Louise told me more than once that she felt like the resident grown-up. Most of the others were at least ten years younger, still figuring themselves out. She never complained, but I could tell she carried herself differently — steadier, more grounded. In the classroom it was typical, she said, for women to pair with women and men with men, which made the atmosphere feel comfortable and professional rather than awkward.

By the time six weeks had passed, the training took another step forward. The students began offering massages to the public on Friday evenings and Saturday mornings at the school — an hour-long session for twenty-five dollars, first-come, first-served. Louise would usually do one or two each shift, emerging afterward both tired and glowing with that quiet sense of accomplishment she never quite said out loud. It was around then that their Thursday evening classes were dropped from the schedule, marking the point where the program shifted from practice to something that looked a lot like real work.

On one particular Thursday, I told Louise I’d be working out of town and probably wouldn’t get back until close to eleven. It was the kind of update we exchanged without much thought—just part of the rhythm of being married. What neither of us expected was that the job wrapped up far earlier than usual, and by seven o’clock I was already headed home. I considered calling to let her know, but then I pictured the look on her face when I walked in unexpectedly, and I decided to keep it as a small surprise. I didn’t realize then how much that choice would matter.

When I pulled onto our street, there was a car parked in our driveway that I didn’t recognize. It didn’t belong to any of our friends, and something about it made me slow down. Out of courtesy, I parked around the corner and walked back toward the house, already rehearsing a lighthearted comment for whoever was visiting.

We always came in through the kitchen. The door opened onto the back deck, the wide windows looking out across the yard. We almost never bothered with blinds—our yard was big and enclosed by a tall fence, the world falling away once you stepped inside it. As I approached, the glow from inside looked softer than usual. Warmer. Calmer.

That was when I realized Louise was in the middle of giving a massage.

I don’t know why I didn’t walk straight in. Something made me stop by the window instead, just for a second, like I was intruding on a moment that didn’t quite belong to me. The living room had been transformed. Her portable table stood in the center of the room, candles flickering along the edges, lamps dimmed low, and soft music washing over everything in a slow, gentle wave. It didn’t feel like our everyday space anymore. It felt like a retreat.

On the table lay a young man, and when he turned his head slightly I recognized him — James, one of Louise’s classmates. He looked to be in his twenties, wiry and athletic rather than bulky, relaxed in the way only someone completely comfortable in their own body can be. He was lying face down as Louise finished working down the length of his legs, her movements slow and deliberate, the way she’d practiced for months.

He said something to her — I couldn’t hear the words through the glass — and she smiled, replying quietly before gesturing for him to settle his face back into the cradle. Then she circled the table with calm familiarity, positioning herself at his left side. I watched as she lifted his arm with patient care, working through the muscles there before moving up to his back and shoulders, her focus absolute, as though nothing else in the world existed in that moment except the work beneath her hands.

I’d always assumed that most massage therapists followed a fairly similar routine, and by the look of it, Louise was nearly finished with her standard sequence and ready for James to turn over. When that point came, she lifted the edge of the sheet on the far side of the table, giving him privacy while he rolled onto his back before covering him again. That was when I noticed that James wasn’t wearing any underwear beneath the drape. Louise had told me more than once that whether a client kept theirs on or not was entirely up to them, and clearly James had chosen not to.

Once he resettled under the sheet, I couldn’t help but notice the faint but unmistakable rise of the fabric at his midsection. It wasn’t dramatic, but it was there — one of those moments Louise had already prepared me for in our late-night conversations about her work. She’d explained that sometimes, especially when someone was deeply relaxed, the body simply reacted on its own. No intent. No seduction. Just a reflex they were trained to treat professionally and calmly.

She’d also told me about the guidance they were given in class: acknowledge nothing unless the client behaved inappropriately, and if a normal physical reaction did occur, the therapist should simply adjust the session in a way that redirected the client’s focus. One of the techniques they’d been taught was to move into a stretch of particularly firm work — not cruel or punishing, but intense enough that the client’s mind shifted toward the sensation in their muscles rather than whatever their body was doing on its own. And if the boundary was ever crossed, or arousal became intentional rather than incidental, the therapist was expected to end the session immediately. Respect, she’d said, had to go both ways.

Watching from outside the window, I could see Louise stay completely composed — steady hands, steady rhythm — as though this was simply another moment in the work she’d chosen and learned to navigate with confidence.

From my vantage point, I observed Louise and James leaning toward one another, talking quietly, and even from the porch I could read the shared glance that flicked down to the obvious tent in the sheet. Louise’s mouth softened, then settled into that steady, professional set I know so well—the one she uses when she’s drawing a boundary without making anyone feel small. James gave a rueful grin, nodded, and let out a breath like he knew exactly what she was saying.

She stepped to the head of the table and tapped two fingers at the base of his skull. “This is where your headache is living,” I heard her murmur, voice low and even. Her thumbs traced a line along the ridge of his neck, slow and sure, then she guided him upright with a firm hand to his shoulder. “Sit up for me.” He obeyed, careful with the sheet, and she slid onto the table behind him, her knees bracketing his hips as she settled into that anchored, wraparound stance. The room seemed to shrink to the sound of her breathing, the slick whisper of oil warming in her palms, and the small involuntary sound he made when her thumbs found the first knot along his upper traps.

“Too much desk. Not enough stretch,” she said, working the tissue in patient circles. He huffed a laugh that broke into a hiss when she lifted at the occiput and lengthened the back of his neck. “Breathe,” she coached, and he did, shoulders dropping a fraction. She kept going—compress, glide, pause; compress, glide, pause—coaxing muscle to let go while they traded soft remarks that stayed just on the safe side of flirting. The more she worked, the less embarrassed he looked, right up until a stray shift of his hips made the sheet twitch again and color climb his throat.

“Lie back for me,” she said after a minute, palms pressing lightly at his collarbones. She kept him steady as he slid down, and that was all it took—the towel she’d tucked at his waist lost its purchase and skated to the floor in a quiet slump. Neither of them reached for it. She met his eyes, checking, and he gave the smallest nod. The charge in the air sharpened, not the breaking of a rule so much as an acknowledgment of what was already humming between them.

Louise stayed composed—practiced, attentive—yet there was a new gravity to her touch as she set her hands over his sternum and returned to long, grounding strokes, letting him feel held rather than hidden. “Keep breathing,” she said, and he did, deeper now, eyes locked on hers. The sheet lay forgotten at his ankles; his arousal was no longer a problem to disguise but a fact to work around, and she simply… worked around it, calm as ever, while the moment rearranged itself into something intimate without a single word crossing a line.

From where I stood, the view was uncompromising. What had been a discreet rise was now simply there, nothing between it and the room. My mouth went dry. James isn’t tall—five-eight at most—but that didn’t matter at all with the way he looked now: thick, heavy, unapologetically hard. Without a ruler or a reference it was guesswork, but there was no mistaking the scale of it; if I had to put a number on it, seven inches, maybe more.

I’d always known Louise’s drive ran hot, but I had never pictured anything like this unfolding in front of me. She said a couple of low words to James—too soft for me to catch—and he passed her the water bottle with a small, grateful smile. She took a sip, set it aside, and went straight back to the massage. What jolted me wasn’t the routine itself but the absence of the sheet—no one reached for it, no one pretended. She braced his shoulders, worked them with slow, confident pressure, then did something she’d never done with me: she rolled him onto his back with practiced ease and began on his chest and delts as if this were the most natural progression in the world.

Her hands moved with calm authority across his pecs. She tested the edge of sensation, then—God—she gave the lightest pinch at each nipple, a quick squeeze-and-release that made his stomach jump. It looked clinical and intimate at once, like she was checking an honest response rather than chasing one, and he breathed out a broken little sound that told both of them exactly what she needed to know.

She drifted lower, turning her body so her back blocked my view for a moment. I could still see the set of her shoulders and the way both hands engaged, knuckling into the thick muscles of his right thigh. She worked down toward his knee, then pivoted smoothly and faced his upper body as she stroked back up the line of his quadriceps, thumbs finding the seams where tension hides. Even without a perfect angle, I felt the charge tighten in the room.

A heartbeat later there was no mistaking it. Her hands slipped a hair higher into the crease of his groin—never crude, never rushed—and his cock gave a quick, involuntary twitch. She clocked it; so did I. She eased around to the other side of the table, repeating the same methodical sequence on his left thigh. This time I had a clear sightline. I watched the precise path of her fingers, how high she let herself go on the inside line, how her touch stayed purposeful while his body betrayed him in small, helpless jolts. Each time he twitched, the corner of her mouth tightened as if she were taking notes.

Facing up his torso again, she worked the front and sides of his thigh, digging into every rope of muscle, every attachment. Once more she skimmed the border of the groin—not crossing so much as acknowledging it—and the reaction was instant. She glanced up, met his eyes, and whatever passed between them was both permission and relief.

Then she simply bent at the waist and, without theatrics, took him into her mouth.

For a split second my brain refused the image, like a lens fogging over: Louise’s lips parting, the slow seal around him, the way his breath broke. A hot, chemical mix surged up in me—jealousy first, raw and ugly, followed by something that felt disturbingly like awe. I wanted to shout her name, make a scene, be the man who storms in and puts an end to it. But another part of me—quieter, older—held me in place and made me look. That part noticed how she glanced up to meet his eyes before she sank further, how he nodded—small, grateful—and how she rewarded that with a deeper, unhurried pull. Consent, exchanged without a single word.

My chest burned. Every nerve felt miswired: anger skittering along the same tracks as arousal, humiliation braided tight with pride that she knew exactly how to do this and did it so well. I hated how my body reacted—how I went hard in an instant, how the porch rail bit into my palms because I needed something to hold. I thought of all the times she’d focused on me with that same merciless patience, and the thought twisted like a knife and bloomed like heat at the same time. I was losing something and learning something at once, and I couldn’t decide which was worse.

She worked him with that devastating economy I knew too well—no showboating, just technique and attention. When he twitched, she adjusted; when his hips tried to lift, she pressed a palm to his stomach, not scolding, guiding. Every tiny cue between them said this wasn’t an accident or a lapse; it was a choice, unfolding in the same room as my heartbeat. I opened my mouth to say her name and found only air. The word died in my throat, not because I didn’t want to stop it, but because stopping it would mean stepping out of this daze and naming what was happening.

I stood there, split in two—man and witness—while she took him deeper and then eased back, lips shining, eyes steady. Shame prickled. Desire roared. Something like relief slid in sideways, a treacherous acceptance that this was real and already past the point of pretending otherwise. I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I watched, helpless and hungry and furious with myself for being both, as she worked her magic.

I knew exactly how good her mouth could be when she was in the mood, and judging by the way James jolted—half-sit-up, a breathless sound punched out of him—she was very much in the mood. He reached for her, tentative at first, fingers skimming the curve of my wife’s chest through the thin cotton of her top. Louise edged closer, granting him clearer access, and then she did something that made my heart slam: she eased him from her lips, rose, and peeled her shirt over her head in one clean motion.

James got the full, unapologetic view that has undone me for years—forty-seven and glorious. Her breasts lifted with her inhale, proud and perfect, nipples drawn tight by cool air and heat alike. Pride and jealousy tore through me at the same time; I hated that he was seeing what I loved most, and I loved seeing her claim the room like that—shoulders back, eyes steady, utterly at ease in her own skin.

She shifted her stance, bringing her body closer to his chest so he could relax back on the table. His hands rose instinctively, and what started as a caress turned into its own kind of massage—broad, reverent passes over her shoulders and collarbones, a careful knead at the edges of her chest that made her mouth part on a soft, grateful sound. My throat tightened. I wanted to call her name, to end this, but the word stuck behind the shock and, worse, the heat building low in me.

Louise didn’t hesitate. She dipped back down, lips and tongue working with that patient, devastating focus I knew too well, and James’s left hand continued to shape her while his right began to roam. He mapped her ribs, traced the line of her waist, then slid to the swell of her hips. She made a small adjustment—a step wider, a subtle tilt—and I understood a beat later what she’d offered him: space. Invitation.

His palm curved around the fullness of her backside, and she answered with a slow roll of her hips, a sound that was half exhale, half approval. The right hand drifted again, bolder now, and she angled herself a fraction more, opening the line of her thighs. Even from the porch I felt the shift. There was nothing clumsy or accidental about it; this was consent spoken in body language, exchanged and understood.

He reached, and she didn’t stop him.

I saw his knuckles disappear from sight and the slightest shiver run through her. I knew that response intimately. For all the chaos tearing me in two—rage and want, humiliation and pride—I also knew my wife’s body, and I knew exactly what that tremor meant. By now she would be unbearably wet; she always warmed fast, and from the way she moved for him, I was certain her crotch was slick and ready—every bit as heated as the moment that had sparked all of this.

I saw James fumble at the button of her shorts, trying to work it one-handed from that awkward angle. Louise didn’t break rhythm; she simply reached down, popped the button, tugged the zipper, and shimmied the fabric over her hips while keeping her lips sealed around him. A heartbeat later she stepped out of them. Naked—my wife—calm as if she were just shedding a layer she didn’t need anymore.

The lack of underwear hit me like a jolt. A dozen questions flared—why no panties, when did she decide that—but they scattered under the harder truth in front of me: she was on her knees for a younger man in our house, and he was melting for her. I opened my mouth to shout her name. Nothing came out. The sound that did come was my own breath, ragged and hungry, as if my body had already chosen a side.

James tapped her shoulder—two quick taps, unmistakable. She let him slip free with a wet, grateful sound, and they traded places like they’d rehearsed it. She lay back on the table—no sheet, no pretense—arms loose at her sides, eyes steady on his. He didn’t go for her shoulders. He caught her ankles, drew her down until the backs of her thighs met the edge, then lifted her legs onto his shoulders and paused, checking. She nodded—open invitation, clear as words—and he lowered his face to my wife’s pussy.

I gripped the porch rail so hard my knuckles ached. Why was I watching? Because stopping them would have meant waking from whatever this was, and some treacherous part of me didn’t want to wake. Because the way she looked at him—calm, claiming—lit something I didn’t know I carried. Because I wanted, with a shameful clarity, to see how much pleasure my wife could take and give when no one pretended otherwise. That answer arrived with the first shiver that ran through her. He was good. She was better. She guided him with the tiniest tilt of her hips, the softest gasp, and he followed like a man who understood instructions.

My cock throbbed against my zipper. Anger surged—what kind of husband gets hard while another man mouths his wife?—and then pride rushed in after it, just as strong. That’s my wife, I thought, not as possession but as recognition: the woman who knows her body and isn’t afraid to want. Another thought cut across the heat, small and absurd: had she really not shaved all these years? Just the occasional trim? For a second I worried—too hairy?—and the answer arrived with the way he buried his face deeper, the way she moaned, low and unguarded. No. She was perfect the way she was, and he clearly thought so too.

I should have stepped in. Instead I watched the whole exchange of consent and appetite—the way he steadied her thighs, the way she opened more for him—and I realized that if I spoke, I’d break something fragile and electric hanging in the air. I was terrified to lose it, even as it undid me. I held on to the rail and let the conflicting currents tear through me—jealousy and relief, humiliation and awe—while my cock got harder and harder, a traitor and a compass at once.

He tasted her like he’d been waiting his whole life to do it. She answered with a breathy yes that curled my toes inside my shoes. I was insanely jealous and extremely horny all at once.

James stayed there for a long time, working her like he meant to earn every sound she made—slow laps, then tighter circles, then a steady, ruthless flick that made her thighs quiver against his cheeks. He held her open with sure hands, forearms braced under her calves, letting her ride his mouth in short, helpless pulses. When she gasped his name and pushed at his hair, he didn’t break away so much as come up for air, lips wet, eyes dark, chest heaving.

He didn’t lower her legs. He kept them hitched on his shoulders and leaned in, saying something I couldn’t hear but could feel through the glass—a question, not a claim. She answered with a breathless yes and a nod that was almost a shiver. He shifted his stance, stepped closer, and I watched his cock bob against his stomach, thick and shining. He guided himself down with one hand while the other steadied her hip. The head kissed her, just there at the slick entrance, and he stopped—as if the pause were a promise.

He teased her with short taps, slow drags over her clit, then back to the entrance to catch and slide away again. She arched hard, a little crunch of her abs, reaching for him with both hands like she could pull him inside by will alone. “Please,” she whispered—I saw the shape of the word on her lips—and he groaned, pressing just the tip inside, a taut, unbearable inch that made them both freeze.

He held there. She breathed around him, body turning liquid under his hands. He backed out, then pressed again, a fraction deeper. Louise tipped her pelvis up in a desperate tilt, guiding the angle. He followed, inch by deliberate inch, and the give of her—God, I knew that give—took him. The first real push landed like a shock through both of them. She clutched at the edge of the table, eyes wide and glassy, and the next sound out of her was a wrecked little “yes” that made my knees wobble.

He sank home in one long, greedy glide. No fumbling, no apology. Just a thick, inevitable slide until his hips met the back of her thighs and they both went still, faces inches apart, breathing each other’s breath. He drew back and drove again, testing depth, and she met him like a wave—no flinch, only hunger. He set a rhythm: deep and mean, then slower, then deeper again, adjusting to the stutter of her moans like he was reading a gauge only he could see.

I should have stopped it. I didn’t move. My cock pressed hard against my zipper, the ache so sharp it stole my voice. Shame and awe tangled in my chest as I watched my wife open for him—watched her take him like she’d been waiting for this exact stretch and weight. I unbuttoned without thinking. The first pull of my fist around myself made my head go light, and I hated how good it felt while I watched another man drive into her and draw those sounds I knew as well as my own name.

He fucked her harder. The table thumped. Her fingers clawed for purchase and then found his forearms, not to push away but to anchor herself. “Don’t stop,” she panted, and he didn’t. He hooked an arm behind her back, hauled her higher, and kept her legs on his shoulders as he slammed forward, hips meeting wet heat with a rhythm that sounded obscene even through the door. I stroked in time, teeth bared, jealousy and pride burning the same fuse.

They moved together like they were testing every surface for strength. He dragged her down off the table to the floor without breaking, turned her, took her there—missionary to edge-of-the-table grind to a quick flip that had her straddling him, hair wild, palms flat on his chest as she rode. She bounced once, twice, then collapsed into a laugh that was really a moan, and he rolled them again, bracing her knees and pounding forward until her mouth fell open with that swallowed cry I’d chased a thousand times.

The sounds were a chorus now—skin, breath, the soft slap of wetness, her voice rising and fraying, his dropping to raw, punched-out syllables. I came embarrassingly fast—two minutes in, maybe less—the sight and the noise and the filthy honesty of it detonating under my ribs. Hot strips across my knuckles, down my wrist. I doubled over the rail and bit back a groan, stunned by the force of it and by the fact that it did nothing to quiet the storm in my chest.

They didn’t slow. They dragged the action to the sofa, bodies shining, changing angles like they were searching for the exact one that would wreck her. Cowgirl to doggy to a ragged tangle on the cushions, her hands fisted in the fabric, his hand flat between her shoulders to hold her steady as he drove. She was loud now, and so was he, and every sound carried cleanly out to the porch where I stood breathing like a man who’d run a race he couldn’t admit he’d entered.

I stayed put. I watched my wife enjoy herself with a hunger that shamed me and fed me in the same breath. And even after I’d shot and the rush had passed, I didn’t stop. I kept stroking my now-flaccid cock as I watched my wife enjoying herself.

But all good things must end, and while she was astride him on our rug, I saw Louise lean forward, then rock back with that telltale shiver that means she’s right on the edge—the kind of sharp, rolling climax that always drags me over with her when it’s me beneath her. Her breath caught; her hands flattened on his chest; her eyes unfocused the way they do when the wave crests. The sight hit me like a memory and an electric shock at once. It seemed to hit James too. His hips drove up in a sudden, helpless surge that popped her forward with a little laugh—then again, and again—like a bronco trying to throw a rider who only clung tighter and let the motion take her.

A glance slid to the clock—10:30 p.m.—and I remembered she was expecting me home by eleven. Louise did too; I saw the practical part of her brain switch on even as her body was still humming. She bent to whisper something in James’s ear. He answered by tickling her side—a ridiculous, tender beat that broke the spell without breaking the warmth—and they eased apart. They took a breath, then another, and began gathering clothes with the dazed efficiency of people waking from a dream they don’t quite want to leave.

That was my cue. I slipped back along the path to my car, heart hammering, every nerve still lit. I drove the long way round to bleed off the shake in my hands, rehearsing nothing and everything, and rolled up just after eleven like a man arriving home from an ordinary night.

The driveway was empty. The living room looked innocently itself: massage table folded away, cushions squared, any trace of earlier heat tucked out of sight. I stepped in through the back door and called her name, casual as I could make it.

Louise came out of our bedroom wrapped in a towel, steam still clinging to her skin, hair damp at the shoulders. She was radiant—flushed, loose, the afterglow softened into something almost regal. I kissed her—long and grateful—and told her how much I’d missed her, how I’d thought about her all day. She smiled, that coy little tilt at the corner of her mouth that says she already knows, and led me by the hand to our room.

The towel slid to the floor. She helped me out of my clothes with unhurried hands, then lay back, legs relaxed and open, watching me with a patience that felt like permission and a dare at once. I didn’t hover or try to reclaim her with my hands. I knelt. I lowered my face to my wife knowing exactly where she’d been and with whom—and I chose it anyway.

Warmth met me first—the living heat of her. Then the scent rose, lush and complicated, Louise layered over something salt-bright and unmistakably recent. For half a heartbeat I flinched inside, pride and jealousy bucking like a startled horse; then I let them pass through me. This was my surrender and my proof. I pressed my mouth to her and opened.

I started slowly, almost reverently: a long, flat stroke of my tongue from the soft slick just below to the high, swollen point of her clit. She exhaled a sound I felt more than heard, her hips giving a small, involuntary lift to meet me. I did it again, slower, tasting everything, mapping the borders of what had just happened and what was happening now. The taste was different—saltier, brighter than usual—and the difference burned my throat and lit my cock in the same breath. I didn’t push it away. I let it in. I let it mark me.

“Good,” she murmured, voice gone breathy, encouraging, and I answered by sealing my lips around her clit and drawing her in, gentle at first, then with purpose. My hands slid under her thighs, palms up, lifting and opening her so I could get lower, deeper, where the heat pooled. When I circled my tongue at the edge of her entrance, the flavor grew stronger—no mistaking it—and humiliation flared, hot and clean. But beneath that was a calmer truth: she chose this, and now I chose her. I pressed my tongue inside and she gasped, one hand flying to my hair, not to steer me away but to hold me there.

I worked her the way I know she loves—slow, relentless attention, no theatrics. I traced her in figure-eights, then tightened the pattern, letting each pass end in a soft tug at her clit. Her breath stuttered. Her heels dug into the mattress and then into my shoulders. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, and the words broke something open in me. I eased a finger alongside my tongue, testing, and felt how ready she already was, how loose and swollen and welcoming. A dizzy pride hit me—not that she’d been taken, but that she was this alive, this open to pleasure, here with me.

I set a rhythm: tongue soft, finger slow; then tongue quick, finger still; then both together until her thighs trembled against my jaw. Every few seconds I withdrew just enough to breathe her in, to taste the mix of her and him and me—every version of us braided together—and then I went back, deeper, refusing to chase speed when pressure and patience made her shiver. She arched, rolled her hips, tested my mouth like a wave pushing at rock, and I held for her, letting her use me.

“Look at me,” she said, and I lifted my eyes without lifting my mouth. She was watching, pupils wide, hair damp against her temples, lips parted. There was pride in her gaze, heat, ownership—and gratitude, too, the kind that makes the chest ache. I hummed around her clit and felt the vibration jolt through her. “Yes,” she breathed. “Like that.”

I flattened my tongue and gave her long, unbroken laps, each one ending in a soft suck that drew a helpless sound out of her. My jaw ached. My knees ached. I didn’t care. I swapped hands, slid two fingers in this time, palm up, curling just enough to find that spot that makes her climb the wall. The taste spiked—salt and slick—and I swallowed it, every bit, because it was part of her now and I wanted all of her. A groan tore out of me against her skin; the vibration made her cry out, sharp and bright.

She started to move with me—tiny, urgent tilts of her hips guiding my pressure. I followed, adjusting, relentless. When her stomach began to ripple in tight waves and her toes curled hard against my back, I knew she was close. I eased off for two breaths, just enough to make her chase, then sealed my mouth again and didn’t let go. Her hand fisted in my hair. “Don’t you dare stop,” she said, and I answered by pressing closer, tongue and fingers working in concert, the wet slap of my mouth and her heat filling the room.

The climax took her in stages, the way it does when she’s wound too tight to fall all at once. A tremor. A broken exhale. A stillness that was really gathering. And then it hit—hard, rolling up from deep inside, her thighs clamping greedily around my ears while her pussy fluttered around my fingers like a fist closing. She sobbed my name, half-cry, half-laugh, and I held through it, never easing, riding out the spasms until they softened into aftershocks. I kept my mouth on her until she gave the little tap at my temple that means enough, baby, please, I’m tender.

I eased back by inches, lips wet, chin slick, chest heaving. She was smiling—wrecked and beautiful. I kissed the inside of her thigh, then the other, then lowered my mouth again for one final, soft taste because I couldn’t help myself. She shivered and pulled me up by the shoulders, kissed me without hesitation, tongue and all, sharing her taste back to me like a benediction.

We lay there for a long moment with the room quieting around us, her breath evening out against my chest, my heart knocking hard and grateful against her ear. The clock hummed on the nightstand, ordinary as ever, the house smelling faintly of steam and skin.

I might have to work late again next Thursday.


Chapter 2

When I woke on Friday, the question was already there, turning slow circles like a ceiling fan I couldn’t switch off: should I tell Louise what I’d seen? Not whether she knew—of course she knew—but whether I should speak it, claim it, admit that I stood outside our own house and watched. The thought came with a second, sharper admission that made my chest heat: last night I tasted another man’s cum in my wife’s pussy, and part of me liked it. Not as a stunt. Not as punishment. As intimacy—mine, hers, ours—strange and electric. In college I’d had a few midnight visits where a girl would knock after her boyfriend failed to land the plane. I told myself I was the closer, the gentleman. What it really was, I see now, was permission and power braided together—being wanted in the afterglow, trusted with the tender part. Until you’ve felt it, you don’t understand the current it wakes up inside you.

Did I want to do that again? The answer didn’t even let me finish the thought. Yes. A full-bodied, unapologetic yes. If the chance came, I would gladly go down on Louise again when she was swollen and loose and humming from someone else. But wanting a moment and inviting a life are two different asks. Did I actually want to encourage her to find lovers because the aftermath turns me on? Could I say that out loud without making it sound like I’m outsourcing what should be mine, when the truth is I want her more than ever? I’d told her pieces of my past before; sometimes she’d laughed, sometimes she’d gone very still, like she was filing it away. A small, disloyal part of me wondered if she’d orchestrated last night, if she’d sensed the window and leaned into it. But there was no way she could have predicted I’d come home early. The simplest explanation might be the real one: desire met opportunity, and then it met me on the porch. What I knew for certain was the way my body still thrummed this morning with the memory of her sounds, her taste, the look on her face when I chose to kneel.

I lay there watching the early light push a pale stripe across the ceiling. The house made tiny noises—pipes clicking, the old dresser settling—domestic and forgiving. I tried out sentences in my head: I liked last night. I want to talk about it. I want this to be ours, not an accident. Every version sounded either too clinical or too raw. I didn’t want to turn it into a negotiation. I also didn’t want to pretend it hadn’t split something open that can’t be closed again. Beneath the heat and the jealousy and the pride was a quieter truth I could almost put words to: I want you to want, and I want to be the man who meets you there—even when “there” is after.

She made a small sleeping sound and rolled toward me. I slid closer, fitted my chest to her back, slid a palm over the warm plane of her belly. She let out that soft, sleep-heavy sigh and pressed back into me, my morning hardness slotting against her hips in a way that felt accidental and absolutely not. Her hair smelled like the faintest trace of her shampoo and skin; my breath settled at the nape of her neck. For a few long seconds I just matched her rhythm and let the talk happen only in my head. Say it now, a braver part of me urged. Tell her you saw. Tell her you chose it. Tell her you want more, but you want it with rules, with care, with her. Another part—cowardly, or cautious, I couldn’t tell—said not like this. Not with morning breath and sleep in your eyes. Not when one wrong word could turn a live wire into a cut.

The alarm trilled and broke the spell. I kissed the back of her shoulder and reached over her to silence it. When I drew my hand away, I let my fingers trail a little across her skin—small, anchoring. I could pretend it meant nothing and also know that it meant everything.

I swung my legs out of bed and stood, the rug cool under my feet, the room holding that early-hour hush. Habit caught me by the hand and led me through the choreography we’ve made over years. In the kitchen I measured grounds by feel and started the coffee; the machine coughed and sighed in the way it always does before it remembers its job. Steam rose and fogged a small patch of the window where the garden waited, ordinary and innocent. I watched the bloom happen in the carafe and imagined the conversation blooming with the same slow inevitability later—no rush, no edge, just us naming something we both already feel.

Under the shower I let the water drum the back of my neck and thought about language. Boundaries, yes. Honesty, yes. But also the part that matters more than rules: why. I want you, I rehearsed. I want you happy and hungry and taken care of—even if “taken care of” sometimes includes someone else’s hands, someone else’s body. I want the version of us that is brave enough to tell the truth and still crawl into bed together afterward. I want to be the one who kneels, who cleans you up, who finishes what you start—not because I’m lesser, but because I belong to you and you belong to me, and this is one way that belonging looks.

I toweled off, dressed, and poured the first cup for her, the second for me. The clock slid past seven-ten. Like most mornings, I timed it so I’d clear the bathroom by seven-twenty, so she could have it to herself—her preferred mirror, her small rituals that make the day click into place. She never truly needs as much time as she takes, but she likes believing she does. And I like giving it to her.

I stood under the hot stream, letting the water drum my shoulders, when the door eased open and Louise slipped in. She almost never joined me in the mornings, which is why, when she did, it felt like a small holiday. She smiled up at me through the steam; I cupped the back of her neck and kissed her long and slow, the kind of kiss that makes time drag its feet.

We soaped each other the way lovers do when there’s no clock for a minute—lazy, thorough, affectionate turning purposeful. I worked the lather across her collarbones and down over the swell of her breasts, thumbs circling until her nipples tightened against my palms. She breathed a little “mm” that made my chest go hot. I took my time with her back, too, smoothing suds over the taper of her waist and the round of her ass, greedy in a way that made her laugh under her breath. By the time I palmed each cheek and slid lower, my morning wood was back with a pulse of its own.

She returned the favor just as slowly. Her hands traveled my ribs, belly, then lower, fingers closing around me with a practiced tenderness that still knocked the air out of me. She washed me with unhurried care—shaft, head, the sensitive skin beneath—watching my face the whole time like she loved seeing every flicker of reaction. Then she shot me a devilish wink, turned, and bent forward, bracing her hands against the tile.

“I think my pussy needs a little internal scrubbing after last night’s… exercise,” she said, voice light but eyes intent.

The request landed like a spark in dry grass. I slid a soapy hand between her thighs, felt heat and slick, and the memory of what I’d tasted a few hours earlier flashed bright and complicated through me. I didn’t shy from it; I let it sharpen me. I eased two fingers inside, slow and steady, and she let out a breath that sounded like gratitude. Her hips rocked back to meet my hand, steady little tilts that told me exactly where she wanted the pressure. I set a rhythm—careful, deliberate—while the water ran over the curve of her back and the room filled with the soft music of our breath.

“Good,” she murmured, glancing over her shoulder, lips parted. “Just like that.”

I did as I was told. I curled my fingers slightly and felt her body clasp around me, those quick, hungry flutters I knew by heart. She reached back to touch my thigh, a small squeeze that read like both thanks and command. I leaned in and kissed the nape of her neck, tasting clean water and warm skin, and for a moment it was just the two of us and the steady drum of the shower, no ghosts, no porch, only now.

After a minute—no more—she straightened, which let my fingers slide free. She turned to face me, cheeks flushed from the heat, eyes bright with that morning certainty that could rearrange my whole day. She smiled, slow and satisfied.

“Think about this all day,” she said, tapping a finger to my chest. “I want you nice and horny for me when I get in from class tonight.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said before I could help myself. That made her grin widen.

“Finish scrubbing,” she added, playful but practical as she nudged my hip with hers. “I need to rinse my hair and then I’ll be out. We’ve both got places to be.”

It wasn’t a push so much as a reminder, our easy choreography slipping back into place. I soaped up again while she turned under the spray, and the room smelled like citrus and steam and the promise she’d just left on my skin.

I toweled off, shaved, got dressed, and drifted back to the kitchen where the coffee had settled into that rich, nutty smell that makes a morning feel honest. I poured a cup, made us a light breakfast—toast, fruit, a little yoghurt—and let my mind wander. The memory of last night kept looping with a newer thought: the school’s Friday clinic. They open the doors to the public for discounted massages so the students can get real hands-on practice. I knew Louise would never cross a line with a paying client; the rules mattered to her. Still, I pictured the room—rows of tables, the hush of concentrated voices—and wondered what she’d be practicing tonight, which techniques she’d be drilling until they lived in her hands.

When she came out of the bedroom and into the kitchen, she looked every inch the office manager: crisp blouse, neat skirt, hair smoothed into glossy obedience. Prim and proper, yes—and absolutely gorgeous in a way that made “office” feel like an inadequate word. Some people just carry gravity with them; when you’ve got it, you’ve got it.

“I’m going to be needed in Charleston the next few Thursdays,” I said, aiming for casual, already bracing. “They’re having a network issue, and I need to see it through.”

Louise almost never pouts, which is why the faint downturn of her mouth landed like a bruise. “Thursdays are my only free evening,” she reminded me, not sharp, just true. “You promised you’d try to make those days shorter—at least until I’m done with classes.”

“I know,” I said, and meant it. “I’m sorry. This one isn’t optional, not until their system stops falling over.”

She held my gaze a beat, weighing the explanation against the disappointment, then nodded once. We both know how to live inside compromises; we also know when to name them.

I stepped in, kissed her, and said I loved her. I reminded her about our Saturday plans and the slow Sunday we’d carved out, anchors set in the calendar to keep us steady. “And if I finish in time,” I added, “I’m going to try to swing by the school tonight. Maybe book into the clinic. I’ve done it a few times.”

Her expression brightened. “Do the last slot,” she said. “Seven o’clock. When you’re done, we can pop across the street for a nightcap before heading home.”

She took a sip of coffee, eyes glinting, and lowered her voice just enough to make heat climb my neck. “And remember what I promised you in the shower,” she said, smiling. “We’ll have to make it a quick nightcap.”

I got to the school around 6:30 p.m., the winter dusk already pressed against the windows. The lobby had that familiar mix of eucalyptus and clean linen, soft music barely there under the hum of the front desk printer. I signed in, tucked myself into a corner chair, and pulled out the paperback I’d brought—something to keep my hands busy while my brain replayed last night in unhelpful detail.

Jemma spotted me almost immediately. She’s the kind of owner who makes everyone feel like a regular. We chatted a minute—how’s work, how’s Louise’s coursework—and then she slid the clipboard toward me. Friday clinic meant first-come, first-served, no special requests; still, she lowered her voice and asked if I had any preference. I assumed it was the courtesy extended to the husband of a student rather than a break in policy.

“If James is free,” I said, aiming for casual. “I’d be happy to book with him.”

Her eyes flicked to the schedule. “He’s got a slot at seven. I’ll pencil you in.” I paid the twenty-five bucks at the desk and took my receipt. She wished me a good session, and I settled back, pretending to read while the clinic moved around me—doors whispering open and closed, low voices at intake, the occasional squeak of a treatment table being adjusted.

The book didn’t stand a chance. My brain kept tugging at the knot of what I was about to do: let the man who’d been inside my wife put his hands on me, and not only consent to it, but pay him for the privilege. The thought should have made me stand up and leave. Instead, it made heat crawl under my collar. The strangest part wasn’t even the jealousy; it was the thrill of proximity, of being this close to a secret only one of us knew.

At seven on the dot, the waiting room door opened and James stepped in wearing the school polo and that earnest expression he wears when he’s focused. He called my name, and the rest of the world narrowed to the space between us.

“Hey, James,” I said, standing. We shook hands. His grip was firm, dry, professional. Mine probably gave me away—too warm, a fraction too tight. Shaking hands with a man who fucked your wife and doesn’t know you know is a strange, electric feeling, like holding a live wire and smiling through it.

“Hello, Gregg,” he said. “It’s been a couple of weeks since I’ve seen you. How’s the job going?”

“It’s going really well,” I said, keeping my tone light. “If you enjoy what you’re doing, it makes it a whole lot easier. How are classes going?”

He led me down the short hall, past the bulletin board covered with anatomy diagrams and sign-up sheets. “I think they’re going great,” he said as we stopped at a dim room with a neatly made table. “I enjoy giving the massages, and I hope the clients are enjoying them as well.”

We walked down the short hallway together, past the bulletin board with muscle charts and the sign-up sheets curling at the corners. The clinic wasn’t a row of private rooms so much as one big, hushed studio cut into cubicles by ceiling-hung drapes—linen islands swaying slightly whenever someone slipped through. Low music threaded through the space, the scent of eucalyptus and warmed lotion floating over clean cotton and floor polish. Voices were kept to a murmur; zippers, clipboard taps, and the soft squeak of height-adjusted tables did most of the talking.

James kept his tone easy, professional, like always. “Good to see you again, Gregg. Been a couple of weeks—how’s the job going?”

“It’s going really well,” I said, and it was true enough. “If you enjoy what you’re doing, it makes it a whole lot easier.” I tipped my head toward him. “How are classes?”

His mouth quirked in that earnest way of his. “Honestly? I’m loving it. I really enjoy giving the massages. Just hoping the clients are getting as much out of it as I am.”

We reached an open gap in the drapes and he gestured me inside. The partitioned space felt quietly self-contained: a sturdy table dressed in fresh sheets, a small rolling stool, a caddy with neatly lined bottles, a folded towel at the headrest. Through the fabric walls came the softened outlines of other rooms—one laugh quickly stifled, the thump of a pump bottle, a practitioner reminding someone to breathe.

“Same drill as usual,” James said, turning back to me. “Disrobe to your comfort level.” Then he added with a brief, knowing smile, “You know the routine.”

That simple line—our routine—hit with a strange double edge. He meant the clinic protocol. I heard everything else I wasn’t saying.

He slipped backward through the drape, careful not to tug it, and let it fall into place between us. The light dimmed a shade. On the other side of the fabric, his footsteps faded to the neutral rustle of the room at work. He’d wait in the aisle until I said I was ready; that was how this space honored privacy in a public room—trust laid over a frame of rules. I stood there with my hand on the hem of my shirt, listening to the clinic breathe, and then I cleared my throat and called out that he could come back when I was set. Outside, he paused, the quiet kind that says I heard you. Then he settled in to wait for my signal.

I undressed completely—yes, even the underwear—then lay face up on the table and pulled the sheet snug over my hips, making sure everything below the waist stayed modest. When I was set, I called for James.

I wasn’t expecting anything unusual. The clinic buzzed quietly on the other side of the drapes, a dozen tables breathing in unison. Louise was somewhere nearby with her own client. This was a professional room, and I wasn’t here to cross lines—just to see how he carried himself around me, maybe flick a tiny spark of tease and watch it die in the rules. If James noticed that I’d gone fully bare beneath the sheet, he didn’t show it, and that was exactly what I’d figured: all protocol, no drama.

He gave a good massage. Better than good. His hands were confident without being cocky, warming the tissue first, then sinking into the knots with patient pressure that made my shoulders loosen one notch at a time. By the time he moved to my legs, my mind had drifted. Last night replayed in soft focus: the tent that started it, the way events tumbled after. And then my body betrayed me. Heat pooled; fabric lifted. A small, undeniable ridge formed under the sheet.

That had never happened to me with a male therapist. The instant I felt it, a prickle of worry chased up my spine—what would he think, would this be awkward? James didn’t so much as pause. He adjusted the bolster at my ankles, asked me to take a breath, and kept working. When it was time to flip, he lifted the sheet in a practiced arc, turned his head politely away, and gave me a beat to reposition. I angled my cock north, tucked and out of the way, then settled onto my stomach.

He resumed with the standard, textbook flow: upper back first, long effleurage to spread the oil, then slower, deeper passes along the paraspinals, thumbs finding the tight ropes beside my spine. The drape stayed neat and precise—expose, work, re-cover—each section offered and then put respectfully away. It should have been the easiest thing in the world to relax into.

“How are the glutes, Gregg?” he asked as he finished my hamstring and re-draped it. His voice was even, conversational. “Louise mentioned you’ve been doing a lot of driving. Do you want any work there?”

I’d never had anyone work my glutes before and hadn’t realized it was standard. “They’re a little tender from the drive,” I admitted, making a note to ask Louise later why no one had ever offered that to me until now.

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll keep it within your comfort level. Let me know if you want more or less pressure.”

He folded the sheet back just enough to bare my right cheek—nothing exposed that didn’t need to be—and sank his palm into the gluteus maximus with a slow, deliberate press. The sensation was startling in a good way: deep, dull ache turning to relief as he worked cross-fiber, then broad kneads to flush it out. It did exactly what it was supposed to do for the muscle.

For everything else, it did the opposite. The more he ironed the soreness away, the more acute the problem under me became—blood stubbornly returning, my weight pinning it at a bad angle. Relief in my hip; a growing, impossible pressure where I least needed it. By the time he moved toward the left side, my erection was a lot more awkward and uncomfortable underneath my body.

James draped the sheet back over my right cheek and finished the sequence on that leg—calf, ankle, a final flush up the hamstring—before moving to the left. The last stop, just like before, was the glute. He folded the linen away with that precise little triangle they teach, then sank a steady palm into the muscle and worked cross-fiber until the ache unwound. The relief came with an unavoidable side effect: a fresh throb blooming under me, hot and insistent, my cock waking like it had been tapped on the shoulder.

He re-covered me and returned to safer territory—mid-back, scapula, long strokes that lengthened everything he’d just softened. I stared at the face cradle and tried to breathe through the embarrassment. A petty, reckless impulse flickered: tilt my head, catch a look at his shorts, see if any of this registered for him the way it did for me. But the last thing I wanted was to be caught peeking in a room hung together by trust, so I kept my gaze down and let imagination do the rest. In my mind, he had a neat, professional tent. In my mind, last night’s reel played behind my eyelids and made the table feel smaller.

A few minutes later he eased the pressure and let his hands go still. “All set,” he said quietly. “Take your time getting up. I’ll step out and grab you some water.”

“Thanks,” I managed, voice a little husky. He lifted the drape, slipped out, and the partition breathed shut behind him.

I dressed slowly, letting the room stop swaying, then called that I was ready. When I stepped through the curtain, he was there with a paper cup, the standard clinic reminder in his tone. “Make sure you hydrate after. Massage can be dehydrating.”

I turned my head to take the water and to thank him, and in that small pivot I let myself steal a glance. Nothing blatant—just a half-second check as he shifted his weight. No full-blown erection, not that I could see. But there was a shape there, a little more present than when we’d started. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe it was everything. Either way, the idea of it was enough.

I found Louise in the lobby just as she wrapped up with her client. She was still in her school polo, hair pinned back, cheeks a little flushed from the warm room. She hugged me quickly and asked how the massage went, who I’d drawn.

“James,” I said, keeping it casual. “He did a great job. Strong hands, good pace.”

Her mouth curved. “Yeah, he’s got good hands. We’ve traded a few times, and I always come away loose as a noodle.” She tilted her head toward the door. “Come on—bar across the street? I could murder a glass of wine.”

“Lead the way.”

We detoured to the car park so she could dump her tote and kit bag in her trunk. I walked her over, waited while she tucked everything in, then headed back to my car to grab my jacket, her comment playing back in my head. Traded a few times. I knew, with an almost physical clarity, exactly what one of those trades had turned into. The thought didn’t stab so much as spread heat under my skin—jealousy braided with a thrill I hated admitting.

At the bar we took a small table by the window. The place smelled like citrus and beer lines, the low hum of conversations blurring into the music. She ordered wine; I stuck with a beer. We compared notes like an ordinary couple on an ordinary Friday: her day, my day, how the clinic had been busy, the oddball customer at my office, our loose plan for Saturday. Every now and then her knee nudged mine under the table, a little static shock of contact that said I missed you without making a scene.

When her glass was half-empty, she ran a finger around the rim and glanced up at me. “So, James?”

“Skilled,” I said, and meant it. “Dialed the pressure perfectly. Checked in without interrupting.”

She smiled, pleased at the professional review. “Good. He listens. That’s half the job.” A beat. “I like trading with him for exactly that reason.”

I nodded like it was nothing. Inside, the word traded slid into a different register. I pictured her on a table, the same drapes, the same music, his hands on her shoulders and then lower, her voice making that soft sound when someone finds a knot and coaxes it to give. I didn’t know where the memory of last night ended and imagination began. I only knew that I could feel my pulse in my throat.

We finished our drinks. I paid, she checked her phone, and the evening outside had settled into that soft city-dark that always makes me feel like anything could happen. We crossed back toward the car park. I walked her to her car again because that’s who we are—small courtesies, small rituals—and opened her door.

She turned in the space between us, eyes amused, and kissed me slow enough to make my knees go loose. As the kiss broke, her hand slid down, found my cock through my jeans, and gave a gentle squeeze. The smile she gave me said she could feel the answer through the denim.

“Let’s go,” she murmured. “We’ve got unfinished business at home.”

As if I needed the reminder.

She beat me home, which didn’t surprise me; Louise has a lead foot and a smile that has talked her out of more warnings than I can count. She met me at the kitchen door with a glass of wine, wearing nothing but one of her tiny thongs. Heat rushed up my spine. I kissed her, thanked her for the drink, and let myself look—really look—at the soft sway of her breasts and the way her nipples pressed against the cool air. I’ve loved those breasts since the first time I saw them; tonight they felt like a promise.

She laced her fingers through mine and guided me to the living room. “Hands on your glass,” she said, stopping me with a small palm to my chest. The smile she gave me was wicked and sure. I obeyed. She stepped in close, eyes never leaving mine as she drew the zipper down, unbuckled my belt, and let my trousers puddle around my ankles. “Don’t step out,” she murmured. I felt the command as much as heard it. Then she hooked her thumbs in my boxers, slid them to my knees, and sank to the rug in front of me.

Her mouth found me with a patience that made my knees soften—slow, warm passes of her tongue, a soft seal of lips, the first gentle pull that brought my cock surging hard against her. I’d been half-aroused all day—through coffee, through work, through James’s careful hands—and it took her seconds to make me fully there. She stroked my balls with her free hand, eyes on my face, reading every stutter of breath like sheet music. “Good?” she asked around me, barely a whisper. I could only nod, fingers tightening on the glass to keep from grabbing her hair.

I’m not small—six and a half when I’m hard—and she knows exactly how to take me. She eased deeper, inch by deliberate inch, tongue spiraling the underside until the back of her throat kissed the tip and her nose brushed my lower belly. The sight of her there—calm, hungry, taking all of me because she wanted to—lit me up. She held, swallowed, and I felt the squeeze all the way down my spine. A helpless noise tore out of me. She smiled with her eyes and did it again.

She set a rhythm: long, languid slides that let me feel every part of her mouth, then quicker, shorter pulls that made my thighs twitch. When I tried to move, she pressed a hand to my hip and pinned me to the spot with a playful shake of her head. “Wine,” she reminded softly, and the way she said it turned the word into a leash. I stood there, glass in both hands like she’d ordered, while she took her time and owned the pace.

She finally let me slip free with a wet pop, my cock bouncing up to tap my stomach, slick and flushed. Louise looked up at me through her lashes, lips shining, a satisfied curve to her mouth that made my chest ache. Then she lifted one finger, slid it between her lips, and got it good and wet.

I knew exactly what was coming and felt a jolt of adrenaline, the kind that makes the skin along your spine prickle. Louise has worked a slick finger into me while blowing me more times than I can count, and it has never failed to turn the volume up. I shifted, trying to open my stance to give her better access, and only then remembered my trousers were still bunched at my ankles—her rule—hobbling my legs so I couldn’t spread the way I wanted.

It didn’t slow her. She slid her wet finger down, threading her hand between my thighs with a deliberate, unhurried pressure that grazed my balls and made my knees wobble. Her knuckles brushed, then her fingertips found the tight, sensitive ring of my ass. She circled first—gentle, teasing strokes that asked rather than took—then pressed, retreating, pressing again, letting me breathe with it. I exhaled and relaxed around her, and she rewarded me with that wicked little hum of approval at the back of her throat before sealing her mouth around the head of my cock again.

Everything synced. Her finger eased inside on the downstroke of her suction, then slipped back out as she let me glide to her lips; in, out, mouth and hand in a rhythm that felt engineered to scramble me. I couldn’t move—glass in both hands, pants at my ankles, her palm braced on my hip to keep me still—and the helplessness made every sensation brighter. She took another half-inch with each patient pulse until I felt the soft press of her fist against my cheeks, her finger buried as deep as she could manage. My breath hitched; she felt it and answered with a slow, greedy swallow that drew a curse out of me.

Sometimes she finds my prostate and milks me until I see stars. Tonight, whether it was the angle or the stupid shackle of my trousers, she couldn’t quite reach it. She tried—curling, searching—then decided to ruin me another way. She focused on the rim, dragging slick circles around that hypersensitive edge while her mouth worshipped the tip: tongue laving the underside, lips tightening, then loosening, then tightening again. Each pass was measured, intentional, devastating. The pressure built fast and hot, a coil winding low in my belly.

“Don’t move,” she murmured without lifting her mouth. I didn’t dare. She took me deeper, one smooth slide that pulled a helpless groan out of me, and when she backed off she kept the head snug against the seal of her lips, stroking me with that velvet-soft pressure while her finger teased my opening in small, relentless arcs.

The warning hit me hard—cock twitching, heat surging, the telltale pull at the base that says now. I tried to say her name, to warn her, but it came out as a broken sound. She heard it anyway. She locked her hand at the root, sealed me to the warm cup of her mouth, and held me there, eyes lifted to mine as if she were taking a promise.

I exploded. It ripped through me in thick, pulsing spurts, more than I’ve managed in ages—so much that I had to bite down on a groan to keep from shouting. She took all of it, steady and sure, swallowing around me in little squeezes that milked the last shocks from my spine. My legs trembled. The glass in my hands tilted; I corrected just in time, dizzy with the aftershocks while her finger eased free and her mouth let me go inch by inch until the head slipped from her lips and tapped my belly, slick and oversensitive.

Louise kept working me with that unhurried care until the last twitch faded, her lips soft around the head, her hand snug at the base. The content little sound she made—half moan, half purr—went straight through me. I felt her finger slide free from my ass in a slow, deliberate glide, and then she let my cock slip from her mouth, breath warm against slick skin.

She rose in one smooth motion, fingers finding my balls for a gentle squeeze that made my knees wobble again. Then she plucked the untouched glass of wine from my hands and leaned in, kissing me deep. It wasn’t a polite kiss; it was a claiming—open-mouthed, tongues meeting, my taste riding the heat between us. She kept one palm cupping me while we shared it, a slow exchange that felt filthy and intimate in the same breath. She’d done this before and once told me it turned her on that I didn’t flinch—that I’d give back what she’d taken. Another night, a little drunk and unguarded, she’d admitted if I’d refused back when we were new, it might’ve been a deal breaker. God, am I grateful I said yes.

She broke the kiss with a satisfied smile, took a sip of my wine, and pressed the glass back into my hands. “Mm. Perfect,” she murmured, and padded to the kitchen to grab one for herself.

I stayed exactly where she left me—pants pooled at my ankles, boxers at my knees, cock softening and slick, heart still thudding. It wasn’t that I couldn’t step out; it was that she hadn’t told me to. The restraint buzzed in my veins in a way I didn’t want to examine too closely.

When she came back, glass in hand, she looked me over like I was a very pleasing sight. “Oh, baby,” she said, voice warm and amused. “You really are such a good boy. I love rewarding your good behavior.” The praise hit like a low-voltage current.

She turned and tipped her head toward the hall. “Come on. Bedroom.”

She still hadn’t given the order to free my feet, so I didn’t. I hitched my boxers as high as they’d go and shuffled after her as fast as I could manage, pulse climbing with every awkward step, certain we were nowhere near finished for the night.

She handed me my glass and told me to finish it while she sipped hers, then paused like she’d remembered something. “One sec,” she said, and padded out. A moment later she reappeared with a can of whipped cream in one hand and a small bowl of maraschino cherries in the other, eyes glinting. She set them on the nightstand, stretched out on the bed, and crooked a finger. “Step out of those silly pants,” she murmured. “You’re going to clean me anywhere I put a dab.” The order went straight through me. I kicked free of the pooled fabric, heart climbing, and waited for the first spray like a man waiting for rain.

She primed the can, then tipped the nozzle toward me and puffed a playful mound onto her own tongue. “Come here.” I leaned in and she pushed the sweet foam into my mouth with her tongue, kissing me deep until the cream vanished and all that remained was her heat and the faint bite of aerosol on the air. The second squirt landed in the hollow of her navel; I bent and licked it clean, slow, teeth grazing that soft dip just enough to make her belly flutter. The next went onto her right nipple—a neat curl of white crowned with a cherry she plucked from the bowl and set precisely on top. I closed my lips around the whole offering, tongue circling until the cream melted and the cherry surrendered, then sucked her nipple until it tightened hard against my palate. She made a small approving sound and raised her left breast with her hand, an expectant tilt. I repeated the ritual—cream, cherry, worship—until she arched and caught my head with her fingers, breath catching.

“Open,” she said. She piped a strip of cream across two fingers and slid them between my lips. I took them, slow and obedient, tasting sugar and her skin as she moved in and out of my mouth, watching my eyes while I cleaned every trace away. When she pulled free, a thin line connected us for a beat before it snapped. Then she brought the can low, aimed between her hips, and crowned her mound with a soft dollop and a shiny red cherry. “While you’re down there,” she added, voice gone husky, “make sure you give my slit plenty of attention.”

“Yes,” I said, already moving. I started at her mound, tongue broad and flat, gathering the cream first, then the syrup beading around the cherry, letting the sweetness dissolve into heat. I worked slowly, layer by layer, until nothing was left but her. Then I lowered my mouth to her, parting her with my thumbs, and licked her the way I love to—long, deliberate strokes, then tighter circles at the spot that makes her toes curl. Her taste rose under the sugar, familiar and utterly hers. I pressed the tip of my tongue just inside and felt the gentle clutch that always makes my chest go tight.

Tonight, though, something edged the flavor—salt-bright, almost metallic at the back of my tongue, a ghost of last night’s afterglow. As I stroked deeper, the memory flared vivid and hot: the porch, the heat in my throat, the way I’d swallowed and chosen it. The whipped cream had to be playing tricks on me, some sweetness tilting the palate, pulling up yesterday’s taste from nowhere. No. There was no way that could be the case. Surely not.


Chapter 3

Ever since Louise started her massage course with Saturday clinics, sleeping in became a memory. Morning sex—when it happened—was the stripped-down, urgent kind, a quick tangle before she had to be on the road for the 9 a.m. session. The school ran three blocks—9, 10, and 11—and if she pulled a client in either of the first two, she’d finish up, clock out, and head home straight from there. Because I never knew exactly when she’d walk back through the door, I’d taken up my old Saturday ritual again: golf with Ben and Gerald, 8:30 tee time, usually home by two at the latest. We keep our own plans for later locked to a 4 p.m. start—enough time to decompress, maybe nap, maybe do something that isn’t a nap if the mood tilts that way.

We were up at seven, moving through our practiced choreography—shower, coffee, keys, kisses at the door. I watched her drive off toward the school, that little flick of her wrist on the wheel, and felt the familiar pull in my gut that said the day would go faster than I wanted and slower than I could stand. Forecast said rain in the afternoon, but the morning sky looked thin and honest enough that I figured we’d get our round in. I headed to the course; Ben was already there, lacing his shoes, Gerald claiming he’d “found” his short game again.

For the first ten holes the weather behaved—soft light, a breeze that kept the humidity from sticking. I played the kind of golf that keeps you hopeful: a par save from the fringe, a ten-footer that actually dropped, a drive I’d like to pretend I can replicate on command. Between shots, my mind drifted to Louise—her schedule, the possibility she might pull the 9 and be back before noon, the way last night had rearranged the furniture in my head. I pictured the draped partitions, the whispery clinic quiet; wondered whether she was kneading stress out of some stranger’s traps while thinking about what we’d do later, or not thinking about me at all and just working, which for some reason heated my chest in a different way.

On the 11th fairway the sky flipped its plate. One fat drop, then another, then a sheet of water so sudden it felt personal. We motored for the nearest shelter—no walking on this course—and huddled while the rain hammered the roof, laughing at first because you have to. Twenty minutes went by, then more. The fairway darkened; a bunker filled to its lip; the green turned glassy and mean. We waited for it to break, but the storm doubled down, hard enough that conversation became a shout and then a shrug.

Unplayable. We braved the sprint back to the clubhouse, shoes squelching, caps dripping, the kind of soaked that makes you aware of every seam in your clothes. Inside, the AC hit our wet shirts and raised gooseflesh. We grabbed a table by the window, ordered beers, and watched the course drown. Ben told the same old roommate story about freshman year and the busted futon; Gerald argued about grips; I checked my phone without checking it, the way you do when you’re not expecting a text but wouldn’t mind one anyway. We finished our pints, traded a few more easy jabs, and then split for home.

I came in a little after 12:30, tracking a faint line of rainwater across the mat, and walked straight into the soft hush of a working room. Louise was mid-session. The table was set up in the living room with clean sheets and a bolster, lotion caddy within reach, her posture all focus. Leon—our backyard neighbor—was on the table, face down, his broad back gleaming under a thin sheen of oil. I hadn’t even glanced through the windows before opening the door; the last thing I expected was a repeat of Thursday night.

“Hey, Leon,” I said, keeping my voice low. “Sorry, didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Louise gave me a quick, professional smile without breaking rhythm. “All good. We’re just working through his lower back,” she murmured, thumbs tracking along Leon’s paraspinals. It was the tone she used with any client, the one that said we’re in my office now, even if the office is our living room.

“I’ll get out of the way,” I said. I grabbed a soda from the kitchen, touched Louise’s shoulder in passing, and headed upstairs. “Jumping in the shower, then I’ll be in the office.”

Steam and hot water knocked the chill out of me. By the time I toweled off and pulled on clean clothes, my heartbeat had settled but my head hadn’t. I sat at the desk, opened the work laptop, skimmed a few emails, and realized I hadn’t absorbed a word. The house was quiet in that particular way it gets during a massage—no TV, no clatter, just the muffled cadence of voices and the occasional squeak from the table when weight shifts.

My brain began its unhelpful inventory. The entire back of the house is windows, floor to ceiling along the deck. If I stepped out there and hugged the siding I could see slivers through the glass when the sheers moved. I pictured it, the voyeur’s path, then dismissed it just as quickly. In daylight, anyone outside on the deck reads like a billboard. If Louise or Leon glanced up, I’d be caught looking, and I wasn’t willing to do that to her—professional space is professional space, even at home.

The want didn’t evaporate just because I’d named it a bad idea. It shifted. Another thought surfaced, simple and obvious, and I couldn’t believe it hadn’t come first. We have CCTV tied into the alarm—one cam on the living room angled toward the foyer, another facing back toward the kitchen entry. Nothing covert; they’re ours, part of the system that keeps the house safe. My pulse ticked up. If I opened the app, I wouldn’t have to hover by the glass or risk being seen. I could keep my distance and still… know.

I stared at the phone for a beat, feeling the tug of it—curiosity, jealousy, that same dark thread of thrill I’d been trying to braid into something honest since Thursday. This wasn’t about catching her; it was about watching her work, I told myself, and seeing how ordinary this all was. Maybe that was even true. Maybe it was also a lie I could live with.

I unlocked the screen, found the security icon, and tapped it to load the camera app to see what there was to see.

I pulled up the camera feeds. The foyer cam only caught a wash of shadow off to the side, but the one aimed toward the kitchen door framed Leon’s feet and the sweep of Louise’s steps as she moved around the table. She drifted in and out of view, all efficiency and quiet. I left the app open while I pretended to read email. Everything looked textbook—no wandering hands, no awkward shifting under the sheet, nothing that set off alarms. When the session wrapped, it wrapped cleanly. Louise headed down the hall toward me; I thumbed the app closed just as the office door swung in.

“All done,” she said, soft smile in place. “Thank you for keeping it quiet.”

“Rain killed our round,” I said, standing. “Sorry I barged through earlier.” I know how hard it is to hold a calm room, and someone clomping in ruins the spell.

She gave me a quick, loving kiss and went back to see Leon out. I followed to the living room.

“Sorry for the interruption,” I told him.

He waved it off. “No problem—it’s your house.” He explained he’d seen Louise at the school a few weeks back when she came to collect a client. They’d chatted, then ran into each other while he was walking his dog. She’d mentioned she needed volunteers for practice and offered him a free session once she’d met her school quota. She’d messaged this morning to set it up. It all sounded straightforward. We shook hands; I told him he was welcome anytime. Louise passed him a bottle of water and walked him to the door.

She headed for the shower. I went back to the office and, curiosity getting the better of me, reopened the camera app. I scrubbed through the last few minutes and stopped at the moment she left the room. Leon slid the sheet off, and there it was—boxer briefs. I couldn’t tell if I felt relieved or cheated by the sight. Either way, Thursday’s reel started playing again in my head.

I closed the app and waited on the bed. A minute later Louise came out wrapped in a towel, fresh-faced and glowing in that way that never fails to knock me a little sideways. I asked if she wanted something to drink—water, soda, wine—and she chose wine, smiling like we were sharing a small secret. I headed to the kitchen, poured two glasses of white, and turned to find her already there, the towel traded for a thin nightie that skimmed her hips. Alexa still had the massage playlist going low in the living room, so we curled up on the sofa with our glasses and let the music fill the spaces between words.

“Baby,” I said, “you did three today and two last night. You must really be enjoying this. I remember you saying it’s hard work on your hands. I’m impressed. Proud of you.”

She tipped her head against my shoulder. “Thanks. But I should confess I only did one last night. Not enough clients for the second session.”

“Really? If I’d known, I would’ve skipped mine and come home with you.”

“That would have been nice,” she said, amused. “But you needed that massage, and I ended up studying with Lou for the hour, so it wasn’t wasted.”

“I don’t remember a Lou in your class. Who is she?”

“Lou is actually Louis,” she laughed, lifting her glass. “And he is definitely a he. He’s a former student who pops in to help teach sometimes. He swung by, and we went over some muscle groups together.”

The taste from last night rose in my mouth again, sharper than I wanted to admit. Could that really have been what I thought it was? Of course it could. The better question was whether she would do something like that at school—and whether it mattered if she had. The answer surprised me with how clean it felt: it did matter, but not in the way jealousy pretends. I didn’t want shadows. If she was going to play, I wanted to know. And the darker truth threading under that? The idea of her with other men and then handing herself to me to finish—of me cleaning up what they started—lit me up in a way I could no longer file under curiosity. I’d think it through later. Right now she was warm against me, relaxed, happy. We were both having fun. Maybe the smartest thing in the room was to let the river run and be honest about it when we talked.

The soft music, the wine, the way she tucked her feet under my thigh—one thing nudged another until kissing felt inevitable. We slid down on the sofa and made love there, slow and simple, the kind of unhurried tangle couples earn. No fireworks or chandelier-shaking theatrics, just her body opening to mine and the steady give-and-take that always finds its way back to yes. When she whispered don’t stop, I didn’t; when I asked is this good, she answered with the little catch in her breath that means keep going right there. It wasn’t epic. It didn’t have to be. It was ours.

The next couple of days drifted by without anything headline-worthy. We kept fucking like we always do—some nights playful, some nights brief and sleepy—collecting the ordinary glow that sits so well on skin. Once, after I came inside her, I went down and cleaned her out, swallowing my own taste off her while I worked her with tongue and fingers until she broke apart again, shocked and laughing and a little wrecked. Aside from that, we stayed mostly vanilla. Which only sharpened the quiet, buzzing countdown in my chest. By midweek I could feel my whole body leaning toward the same thought: I was really looking forward to Thursday.


Chapter 4 


I told Louise I’d be home around eleven, then pointed the car toward the house at nine, nerves buzzing like I was sneaking back into my own life. Another car sat on our drive—not James’s, unless he’d done some creative shopping. I parked around the corner, cut across the yard, and found the deck lights off again. Perfect cover. In the glass, my reflection vanished; inside, our living room became a lit stage.

There was a massage in progress—only this time Louise was the one on the table. The therapist was Marcus, a man I knew from the school’s clinic: tall, easily six-two or three, shoulders like a door frame, a body that said he knew his way around a weight rack. He’d shed the school polo and worked in the standard shorts, and even from the deck I could see a serious bulge shifting against the fabric when he moved. Heat crawled under my collar at the sight, equal parts jealousy and something I couldn’t quite call by name.

He was doing facial work—careful, precise, almost delicate—big hands translating into soft strokes over my wife’s temples and jaw. It was disorienting and oddly beautiful: this huge, dark-skinned man smoothing tension from her face like he was handling glass. A sheet covered her from just below the knees up to the upper swell of her breasts. No bra strap. Practical, I told myself; you can’t properly massage a back around a band. But the absence pulled at my attention anyway.

He finished her face and flowed into shoulders, thumbs anchoring at the base of her neck before gliding out along the delts, then up the front with featherlight passes that stopped shy of the sheet’s edge. Each return stroke drifted a fraction lower, the barest tuck of fingertips under linen, and then retreated. Professional. Tempting. Both things could be true. Louise’s eyes were closed; the faintest contented smile lived at the corner of her mouth, the kind she wears when something is simply right.

Marcus moved to her left side, lifted the lower corner of the sheet, and folded it back with textbook neatness until her leg was exposed to mid-thigh. I remembered Louise explaining draping standards—only uncover what you’re working, re-cover before you move—and watched him do exactly that. From my angle his body blocked his hands, so I had to read his technique in the way her breath changed, the way her foot flexed, the subtle ripple in her quadriceps when he went deeper. It looked like a genuine massage. It also looked like care.

He covered the left leg, crossed to her right, repeated the folds. Now I could see his hands slide along the inside line of her thigh, close to the drape but not crossing it, then switch to long effleurage down the lateral track before kneading back up, slow as tidewater. My pulse thudded. I studied Louise’s face for any tell—flirt becoming arousal, relaxation tipping into something else—but all I found was that same small smile, eyes sealed, trust written in how very still she let herself be.

When he finished both legs, he stayed on the far side and asked her to turn. He lifted the sheet to give her cover and time, and in that brief, careless gap I caught a flash of everything: my wife, completely bare, the line of her waist, the weight and shape of her breasts freed from fabric. The glimpse was gone as quickly as it came—just enough to answer the question I hadn’t admitted I was asking.

Marcus fitted the face cradle extension and guided her forward. Louise pushed up on her elbows to scoot higher, which meant the sheet tilted and he, inevitably, got a clean view of those magnificent breasts. It also meant she had a direct line of sight to the front of his shorts. The moment hung—his glance, her angle, the mutual awareness of bodies in a room where touch is both work and language. Her contented smile deepened by a shade, satisfied and calm. Then she settled, face down into the pad, and let her cheekbones rest in the cushion’s embrace.

Marcus kept moving like the room belonged to his hands—lowering the sheet from Louise’s shoulder blades to her waist, thumbs running slow rails alongside her spine, pausing at each knot until it gave. The sound of it reached me even through the glass: the faint drag of oil, the soft catch of her breath, the table’s tiny complaint when he leaned in. Normally you’d re-drape. He didn’t. He left her back bare and shining, as if acknowledging that whatever line we’d all been pretending existed had already been stepped over.

He bent close to her right ear and murmured something. She pushed up on her forearms, turned her head just enough for me to see the smile she saves for yes, and answered. The sheet folded away in a new geometry; the curve of her ass lay open to his palm. “Glutes?” I read on his lips. “Please,” I read on hers.

His hand cupped and pressed—no rush, no grabbing—deep cross-fiber kneads that turned the ache into warmth. He flushed the work down into her hamstring and returned, slow tide in and out. I watched her body answer him in small truths: the loosen at the small of her back, the way her toes flexed, the sigh that isn’t a moan but sits next door to one. Jealousy landed hard and clean in my chest. Right behind it came something worse and better: relief. He was good to her. He was careful. He was reading the same language I know and speaking it well.

He covered the leg, crossed to the other side, and I finally had a clear angle on his hands. Long strokes along the inside line of her thigh, so close to the drape the fabric lifted and settled with each pass; then a bracket around her quad, thumbs sinking, spreading, letting the muscle bloom under pressure. My pulse kept time with his rhythm. I searched her face for a tell—pleasure tipping into invitation, composure cracking—but found only that content curve at the corner of her mouth and the loyalty of closed eyes. It should have calmed me. It didn’t. It wound me tighter.

When he finished both legs, he stayed on the far side and asked her to turn. He lifted the sheet to give her cover. In that blink of exposure I saw everything I love—waist, hip, the weight of her breasts freed from fabric—and felt my throat go dry. He added the face cradle. She scooted up, elbows braced, which meant he got the same view I had. It also meant she looked straight at the front of his shorts. The bulge there was impossible to ignore. Her smile deepened by a degree, like a private joke she kept even from herself, and she settled face down.

He took her back again, then her right leg—hip, hamstring, calf, arch—and every inch of her answered. By the time he returned to cover her, she lifted higher and twisted to say something I couldn’t hear. It didn’t matter. I could read the meaning in the way she reached down and tugged the sheet away entirely, guiding it to the floor with a small, decisive flick. That motion hit me like a key in a lock. She wasn’t being led; she was choosing. And I—out here in the dark—chose to keep watching.

He moved to her left side and repeated the sequence while she lay nude and unashamed, face resting in the pad, arms loose, body open. It felt obscene to be outside and holy to be witness. Every stroke made a new feeling rise and collide with the rest: pride that she trusted herself; fear of where this river runs; hunger so sharp it bordered on gratitude. My cock filled against my zipper and I didn’t adjust it. I wanted the ache. I wanted to feel the cost.

When he finished, the air changed. Not louder—denser. He didn’t reach for the linen. He stepped to the head of the table and looked at her. She lifted her chin from the cradle, met his eyes, and gave a single, slow nod. Consent, not performance. A decision landing.

He slid his thumbs into his waistband and pushed his shorts down. No underwear. The breath punched out of me. The bulge I’d clocked became a fact: long, heavy, darker than his skin, a line that rose and fell with his breathing. I felt a flash of panic that surprised me with how tender it was—ridiculous things like will she be okay turning into the truer question: will she be satisfied. Then pride rolled in, rude and bright. My wife, calm under a big man’s hands, was about to take what she wanted and make it look easy.

He adjusted his stance to the height of the face cradle, angling himself toward the lower edge. It wasn’t the best position for anyone. It didn’t have to be. Louise lifted out of the pad, lips parting, and he straightened as she found him. Her mouth sealed around the head; his fingers whitened on the table’s edge and then relaxed, letting her set the pace. Inch by deliberate inch, she took him deeper, a slow slide that made his stomach tighten and made me grip the deck rail until my knuckles ached.

The noise was all in the small things: the wet catch of her swallow, the soft thud of his thigh brushing the table, the breath he forgot to take until she drew back and gave it to him. She lathered him with an economy that never reads as show—tongue spirals at the crown, long pulls to the mid-shaft, a measured grip at the base when she needed leverage. He fed her more only when she asked by opening wider, by humming around him, by tipping her chin a fraction. Watching her handle his size didn’t feel like betrayal. It felt like recognition. This is who she is when she’s allowed to be large in her wanting. This is who I am when I can stand still and love her wanting more than I love my fear.

A thought rose, pure and terrible and kind: if she looks up now, will I be strong enough to nod. I didn’t get to find out. She kept her eyes on the work and I kept mine on her, and somewhere in the middle of that the jealousy stopped fighting the arousal and folded into it, making something bigger. I felt it settle in my bones like a new rule: I am hers, and being hers sometimes means standing in the dark and letting her shine.

She took him like she’d done this before—not just with confidence, but with that un-showy grace that comes from muscle memory. It hit me in a clean, uncomfortable flash: of course she’s had big cocks before. Not a theory—an obvious fact my ego had politely edited for years. All the little clues I’d ignored lined up at once: the way she never panicked at the first thick push; the way her jaw relaxes instead of tightens; the way she rolls her hips to find angle before speed. None of that is guesswork. That’s experience.

The realization burned and soothed at the same time. Part of me shrank—six and a half inches suddenly felt like a confession. Another part stood taller with a stubborn, ridiculous pride: she chose me then, and she’s choosing me still. My size, my mouth, my hands, my patience—my belonging. I watched her lips slide down him and thought about the first months we were together, the small adjustments she taught me without ever making me feel small: “slower here,” and, “don’t chase, just keep the pressure,” and that quiet, devastating, “yes, that.” She didn’t teach me because I was lacking. She taught me because she wanted me to know her the way she knows herself.

When he flipped her to the edge and fed her deeper, I felt the old, male math start scribbling in my head—length, girth, depth—and I hated it even as I solved for it. He’s bigger than me. He’s bigger than James. He’s probably bigger than anyone she’s had in years. The numbers jabbed at me like a dare. Then she gagged, pushed his pelvis, and he sprang back with his hands up, apology already on his face. That snapped something kinder into focus: size is nothing without listening. Technique is nothing without care. She pulled him down by the neck and kissed him, and I could see the exact moment his confidence softened into attention again.

On the rug, when he settled her into sixty-nine, the proof kept stacking up. She knew how to work a lot of cock without turning it into a circus; he knew how to carry the weight of a woman and still put his mouth where it mattered. And when he finally slid into her—slow, greedy, filling—I felt the twin spikes of envy and awe lance straight through me. My brain recited the facts to calm the bruise: most of the fireworks live in the first half; angle beats inches; clit against pubic bone is the switch, not the end of the tunnel. My eyes argued with my heart. My heart said look—really look—at how she tilts her pelvis to grind, how she rides the thickness to drag pressure across the front wall, how every long stroke gives her more to work with at the spot that makes her tremble. It wasn’t just bigger. It was useful, and she was using it.

I thought about every time she’s come undone on me with nothing but two fingers and my tongue; every time she’s ridden me slow and tight until I felt enormous inside her because she made me enormous with the way she clutched and angled and asked. I thought about last night—about kneeling and cleaning her out, about how her gratitude tasted, about how my surrender didn’t make me less; it made us more. And still, watching him stretch her, I felt the sting. I let it sting. I didn’t try to talk myself out of it. I held the jealousy in one hand and the arousal in the other and felt both get heavier.

She looked wrecked in the best way—thrashing, grasping, sounds tearing out of her that I’ve hunted my whole married life. The part of me that’s only a husband wanted to kick the door in and reclaim her by force of will. The part of me that’s learning to be hers wanted to drop to my knees again, to listen, to finish, to make sure that when this ended she landed in our bed and in my mouth and in my arms. Between those parts, a third thing formed—hard to name, easy to feel: pride. She is not small in her wanting, and I love her bigness even when it scares me.

So I stood there in the dark, my cock thick against my zipper, and let the comparison run its course without letting it run me. Yes, he was bigger. Yes, she was taking it like she’d trained for it. And yes, it lit me up and cut me open at the same time—because beneath the math and the male vanity, the truest thing remained: she was getting exactly what she wanted, and wanting that for her turned out to be something I wanted for me, too.

I know what you’re wondering—did I end up getting my cock out like last time? Of course I did. The second Marcus dropped his shorts I’d unzipped, palm wrapping around myself like it was a foregone conclusion. This time I stroked slow, almost tender, chasing the edge instead of falling off it, trying to hold out long enough to watch them tip together. It was a losing game. He moved with that relentless, measured power that turns time into pressure, and she met him with the kind of shameless, hungry grace I’ve only ever seen when she’s past thinking. Twice—maybe three times—I watched the wave catch her: thighs tightening, breath breaking, that ragged little sound that makes my chest go tight. He barely faltered. I glanced at my watch: 10:50. Eleven was the story I’d told her. He was still inside her. A fresh bolt of jealousy and thrill went through me—was she going to let me catch them, or had the hour simply dissolved under a bigger need?

She said something—I saw the shape of it on her lips before the sound reached me: if you’re going to cum, do it now. There was a flash of something like command in her face, and he answered with two brutal, perfect strokes in missionary and then held himself deep. His shoulders locked, back arched, every muscle reading the same sentence: he was spilling into my wife. Louise’s expression broke wide open—one more crest, hard and helpless—and that was it for me. The slow, gentle rhythm I’d kept shattered; heat punched up my spine and I came in my fist, biting my lip to keep quiet, vision whitening out for a second while my forehead pressed to the glass.

I tucked myself away, zipped up, did a last quick scan through the window—their breathing, the way he stayed buried for a few beats like he couldn’t make himself leave her—and then peeled off into the night. I drove around the block, heart still racing, and nosed into our drive to block his car in on purpose, an unwise, petty move that felt like planting a flag. I walked in through the back door a heartbeat later to find our living room reset: table up, sheets clean, soft music still going. Louise was in her massage uniform, hair gathered, the picture of order. She’d pulled off a quick change like none of it had happened.

I went straight to her, kissed her deep enough to taste warmth and steam, and murmured, “Whose car is that in the drive?”

“Marcus,” she said easily, like we were discussing groceries. “He came over for a trade. He’s in the guest bath—offered him the shower so he could freshen up before he heads out.”

“Cool,” I said, aiming for casual while my pulse still ran hot. I offered Louise a glass of wine; she nodded, and I headed to the kitchen to pour two. Over my shoulder I asked if Marcus might want one before he left.

“I’ll check,” she said, and instead of calling through the door, she slipped down the hall and disappeared into the guest bath. The house carried their voices as gentle shapes more than words—her low murmur, his deeper reply—then the soft hush of running water, a towel moving over skin. A minute later she came back, composed, nightie skimming her hips, and told me he’d join us for one glass.

Marcus emerged a moment after, clean and buttoned back into the uniform—white polo, clinic shorts, the whole image of order restored. He accepted the wine with a polite “thank you,” and we took our places: Louise and I on the couch—the same cushions that still held the warmth of what they’d done—Marcus in the armchair opposite, posture straight without trying.

It was the first actual conversation I’d had with him that wasn’t wrapped in clinic small talk. Up close, he carried himself with a steadiness that made sense once he said “Marines.” Thirty, four years served. Then community college, an associate’s in physical therapy, and now the LMT to knit the pieces together. He talked about fascia like it was a language—how pain hides in layers, how pressure can teach a muscle to let go. When he spoke about working with injured vets, his voice softened in a way that folded easily into the room.

I asked questions because it felt natural to ask them—how he balances PT goals with client comfort, what drew him to the hands-on part after the Marines. He answered without bravado. “In the Corps, you learn to live in your body or pay for it later,” he said. “I like helping people before ‘later’ happens.” Louise watched me listen, her hand resting on my thigh, thumb making absent circles that grounded me every time my mind tried to dart back to the window, the rug, the way her hips had met his.

He finished his wine and set the glass on a coaster like a careful man who’d been a guest before. “I should get going,” he said, standing. “Thank you—for the drink.”

“Anytime,” I said, meaning it more than I expected. “I’ll move the car.”

Outside, the air was cooler than my skin. I backed out, let him roll past with a two-fingered wave, then pulled back into place and stood there for a second, breathing like I’d just run a mile I wasn’t dressed for. When I came in, Louise was waiting just inside the door, eyes warm, the night still clinging to her skin. She kissed me slow and sure and told me she loved me, then teased that I’d listened to Marcus like he was giving a TED Talk.

She didn’t know what my attention had really been doing—tracking the way his forearms roped when he lifted the glass, the easy coil in his shoulders, the sense of mass he carried without crowding the room. I’d been listening to his story. I’d also been measuring the shape of the man who had just been inside my wife—and trying to understand why the sight of that strength didn’t only sting, but stirred something I was still learning to name.

I slid down between her thighs because I needed the time and because this is where all of my answers live. Heat rolled off her, humid and clean, and when I parted her with my thumbs the scent hit—Louise first, always Louise, but threaded with that salt-bright note I’ve stopped pretending I can’t name. A flare of jealousy rose, sharp as a pinprick. Right under it, the steadier warmth of pride. She is wanted. She wants. And I’m the one on my knees because I choose to be.

The first lick is always for me. Long and lazy, base to tip, just to reset my brain to the church of her. My tongue catches on the soft ridge where she swells when she’s been used, the place that makes her shiver even when I barely touch it. I do it again, slower, and let the taste build—sweet, mineral, the faint aerosol of the shower dying at the edges. I don’t push the thought away when it comes: that’s him. I let it sit on my tongue, and then I fold it into her until the difference stops mattering.

“Good,” she breathes, a whisper that’s half encouragement, half instruction. I answer by flattening my tongue and giving her long, even laps that end with a soft tug around her clit. She opens more, hips tilting of their own accord, knees settling against my shoulders like this is the most natural geometry we’ve ever made. I hook my hands under her thighs, palms up, and lift until I feel her weight shift into my grip. It changes the angle just enough that her clit meets me on every pass. I feel it when it lands—the way she exhales my name without bothering with the consonants.

My mind starts its loop: you’re cleaning your wife’s pussy after another man. You’re choosing this. Does that make you less? I put the question under my tongue and answer it with pressure. I seal my lips around her clit and draw her in, gentle first, then firmer, and her body writes the only verdict I need: her legs tense, her stomach ripples, the little flutter grabs at my fingers when I slide two inside, palm up, curling to stroke the spot I can find blindfolded. The taste spikes—fresh and familiar—and I swallow without flinching because I want all of her, not the edited version. This is the price of the thrill and the proof of it. It doesn’t diminish me. It binds me tighter.

I think about the porch and the glass and how I came like a teenager watching her get filled. I think about how easy it would be to lie about that, to pretend this is a kink I tripped over by accident instead of a thing I’ve carried for years. I think about the first time she let me do this, the way she tested me with her eyes before she tested me with her body, and how something fundamental between us clicked into place when I didn’t look away. Every time I taste her after, I feel that click again, like a key checking it still fits.

“Don’t stop,” she says, and there’s a softness to it that rearranges my spine. I don’t. Tongue and fingers settle into a rhythm: slow circle, curl, stroke; pause just long enough to make her chase; then seal and hum, letting the vibration travel through the soft place where she’s widest. Her hand finds my hair, not to yank but to anchor herself, and for a few beats the world narrows to wet heat, her sounds, my breath, the steady drum under my ribs. The shame I thought would swallow me doesn’t. It diffuses into something better—devotion, maybe. Or ownership, the kind that doesn’t need to be loud.

My cock is waking again, finally, heavy and tight against my zipper, but I ignore it. I want her first. I want her always. I shift my wrist, press a little firmer against the front wall, and she goes soft and feral at the same time—hips rolling, toes digging into my shoulders, voice caught between a laugh and a cry. I ease off for two breaths, watch her chase the loss, then give it back to her with both hands and my mouth, relentless now, because she asked for relentless when she looked at me in the doorway and said need me.

The climax takes her like a tide—pull back, pull back, crash—her thighs clamp around my ears and the fluttering around my fingers becomes a hard, greedy grip. I stay with it. I ride the shakes until they smooth, keep my mouth on her until she taps my temple—tender, breathless—enough, baby, please.

I come up slow, chin slick, tongue still burning with her taste and the last faint edge of him. I kiss the inside of her knee, then her hip, then her mouth. She doesn’t hesitate. She never has. She kisses me like she means it, tongues exchanging everything we just did back and forth until there’s nothing left to hide behind.

When I finally slide into her, I’m already there in every way that matters. She hooks her legs, drags me deep, and I work the angle she likes—slow grind at the top, a nudge of bone to clit, the steady depth that lets her take me in and keep me. It doesn’t take long. The mixture of heat and surrender and the knowledge of what I’m buried in knocks me over the edge hard and clean. I empty into her with a groan I try to swallow and can’t, and she holds me through it, heels locked at my back like she’s anchoring me to the bed.

Then I go back down because I promised, because I want to, because this is the part that makes everything else add up. I clean her thoroughly—my cum now, and whatever lingers, and her, most of all—until she comes again, messier and louder, and then goes boneless against the sheets. I lay beside her, our breathing syncing, the ceiling fan ticking the seconds into something gentle.

I listen to the quiet and catalog the truths I can live with: she loves me; I love her; sharing her doesn’t break us when we do it like this; the taste of her after is not penance, it’s sacrament. One truth I don’t know how to set down hums at the edges: what happens if she learns I’ve been watching all along.

Well, I would soon find out.


Chapter 5

Over the next month the pattern set like muscle memory. I told Louise I’d be home at eleven; I parked around the corner at nine; I stood in the dark and watched my wife with other men while my heart argued with my cock and lost every time.

One Thursday it was a tall blond in his late twenties or early thirties—gym-lean, polite-looking, and hung in a way that made my breath snag. Not long, exactly, but thick—one of those cocks that looks built to stretch and grind rather than spear. He reduced Louise to a shaking, breathless mess. I watched his hands settle her hips, watched the way his girth dragged across her front wall every thrust, watched her clit catch his pubic bone and spark, again and again, until her legs trembled and her voice went hoarse with yes. Each time she arched I felt the twin prongs—jealousy and awe—slide under my ribs, and I let them stay. I know the science; most of the fireworks live shallow; angle and pressure are king. Still, watching her ride thickness like it was made for her lit up the oldest, dumbest comparisons in me. I held them and didn’t let them hold me.

They played right up to the edge of eleven. He came first inside her—two hard, grinding strokes and a held breath that read I’m spilling in you even from the deck—and then, minutes later, with her on her knees and his hand gentle in her hair, he fed her the rest. She swallowed like it was nothing and everything, wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist, and kissed his hip. I palmed myself through my jeans and didn’t take it out; I wanted to arrive with a secret still burning under my zipper.

I left the window, pulled the car to the curb in front, and by the time I stepped through the kitchen door the living room looked newly minted. Massage table set, playlist still low. Louise back in the white T-shirt and blue shorts, hair up, posture composed. The blond wore khakis and a polo like he was heading to a late dinner. She crossed the room and kissed me deep. There was no missing the taste—salt-sweet, recent—and the part of me that would have died of shame ten years ago just filed it under truth. I played the flustered husband anyway, let a blush rise, and chided her lightly for not introducing me.

“Sorry,” she said, easy as anything. “Gregg, this is Lou. I forgot you two hadn’t met.”

I glanced at the table, then back at him, and shook his hand. “So—you the lucky recipient of one of Louise’s free massages?”

He smiled, the polite kind. “I am. And it was amazing.”

He checked his watch, apologized that he had to run, thanked Louise again, said he hoped to see her at school that week. I walked him out, slid behind my wheel, and followed him far enough to clear the street before I pulled back onto the driveway.

As I stepped in the back door for the second time, Louise was folding up the massage table, the vinyl giving that soft sigh as the legs clicked into place. She glanced up and, without missing a beat, asked me to pour her a glass of wine while she grabbed a quick shower. I said of course, but before I moved an inch I crossed the room, took her face in my hands, and kissed her deep—one of those kisses that says I see you, I want you, I’m not pretending otherwise. “You always do this to me,” I murmured against her mouth. “I walk in and I’m already hard.”

I poured two glasses, carried hers to the bathroom, and left it on the counter where the steam was already fogging the mirror. Back in the bedroom I peeled off layers until I was down to boxers, my erection stubbornly pushed through the fly like a confession I couldn’t tuck away. She came in a minute later wrapped in that damned towel that drives me insane, hair damp at the ends, clean heat rolling off her skin. “Lie down,” she said, smiling like she knew exactly what that did to me.

I stretched out and only then realized I’d left the boxers on. It didn’t matter. She let the towel drop—God—and crawled up the bed with a slow, deliberate prowl that ended with her thighs bracketing my face as she bent forward and swallowed my cock. We fell into that easy, obscene symmetry—her mouth working me while I buried my tongue in her, my hands cradling the weight of her ass while she stroked my shaft and hollowed her cheeks. I could taste the day on her, the steam, the faint trace of wine, the warm, heady rush that was purely Louise. When she rocked, I matched her. When she moaned, I pulled her closer. We brought each other there with the kind of practiced urgency that still feels like discovery, and when I spilled, she held me in her mouth and made a low, satisfied sound that traveled through my spine. She lifted off and showed me the proof on her tongue, eyes bright, then closed her lips and swallowed. The kiss that followed was messy, hungry, grateful. I don’t know how to say I love this woman without saying it exactly like that.

The next Thursday followed the month’s rhythm, with one twist: the free “clinic” massage went to Luke, the youngest yet, another student. I’d be lying if I said the youth didn’t spark something mean and competitive in me. By the time I made my official entrance, Luke was long gone and Louise was in the living room with two glasses already poured, wearing nothing but that towel. I didn’t bother with pretense. I took her on the sofa—hard, fast, exactly the way she pulled me in—and added my cum to Luke’s before I slid down, spread her thighs, and cleaned her while she finished her wine with her head thrown back and her breath shaking. The taste should have shamed me. It didn’t. It felt like a promise I kept with my mouth.

Somewhere in the middle of it, a thought surfaced that I couldn’t quite swallow: maybe she knows I know. Maybe she wants me to know. The first time with James could have been an accident of timing; after that, when I didn’t flinch or scold or even name the taste, maybe she read it as permission. Maybe this is her saying I see you, too.

Saturday came with its usual choreography—Louise to the school for public sessions, me to the course with the guys. I rolled back a little after two and saw Leon at our front door, chatting with her under the eaves. They both waved as I parked along the side of the house. I came around to the front and shook Leon’s hand—no introductions needed; he’s a neighbor—and he thanked Louise for another “free” massage, said he was looking forward to her getting her license, and that he’d like to be one of her regular clients.

Leon would later say it started by accident. He was up a ladder in his backyard, pruning the overreach from the sycamores, when movement in the neighbors’ glass slider caught his eye. Louise—towel-wrapped, damp hair leaving dark commas on the terrycloth—crossed what he assumed was their bedroom. From ground level the six-foot privacy fence he’d put in around his pool would have blocked the view; at ladder height, the whole back of their house was a bright, careless stage.

He told himself to get back to the loppers. Then she dropped to her knees.

For a second he thought he’d misread the angle, but no: Louise was kneeling in front of her husband, hands light on his hips, tilting her head as she took him into her mouth. The ladder creaked. Leon’s grip tightened. The smart choice would’ve been to climb down, pretend he hadn’t seen anything, keep his good-neighbor halo. Instead he set the tool on a rung and let the trees wait.

He stayed where he was—far enough that he couldn’t make out details, close enough that the shape of it gutted him. Louise worked like a woman who loved what she was doing: unhurried, deliberate, a rhythm that belonged to her. The towel loosened a little at her chest. Leon swallowed hard, laughed silently at himself, and stayed put. The distance felt safer; he wasn’t going to risk a closer vantage and blow whatever this luck was. If they kept leaving the curtains open, he’d figure out something better later.

He saw the moment he assumed Gregg finished—Louise eased back and rose smoothly, the towel sliding off her shoulders to offer the briefest, devastating view of a perfect, full ass. She wrapped her arms around her husband and kissed him long and deep. At first Leon thought it was just the kind of afterglow kiss couples do when they’re a little drunk on each other. Then his brain clicked: she was feeding Gregg his own cum. The realization sent a hot, stunned jolt straight through him. It wasn’t disgust; it was something harder to name—shock braided with fascination, the feeling you get when a door you didn’t know you wanted opens on oiled hinges.

They drifted out of sight, deeper into the room. Leon blinked, eyes watering a little from the focus. The show was over. He stayed on the ladder another beat, breathing like he’d been the one on his knees, then climbed down carefully and told himself to finish the damn trees. He also told himself the truth: if this was how Gregg and Louise lived when the curtains were open, he’d need a better plan for the next time.

It’s not like Leon was starving for company. At six-two with an easy smile and a body he kept strong out of habit, he never lacked for partners. But his drive had always run hot, and his imagination tended to sprint ahead of him. He liked what he liked—watching, especially—and he’d chatted with Gregg and Louise enough over the years to know two things could be true at once: she was forty-seven, and she was one of the most arresting women he knew. He caught himself wondering—not for the first time—what it might take to get her in his bed, and then deliberately set the thought down. Fantasy was free. Their fence line wasn’t.

Fridays he sometimes treated himself to the massage school’s clinic: twenty-five bucks for an hour on a table. Not every student had great hands, but most had good ones, and the price beat any spa in town. One recent Friday he was in the waiting room, filling out the intake form and pretending not to judge the music, when Louise stepped through the doorway in scrubs and spotted him.

“Leon,” she said, surprised into a smile. “Hey. Are you here for a massage?”

He was, and they both knew it, but he wasn’t about to get cute. “I am,” he said, returning the smile. “Are you—?”

“A student,” she said, a touch of nerves brightening her eyes in a way he hadn’t seen on her before. “Still learning.”

The thought that skittered across his mind—too good to be true, please let them assign me to her—he kept off his face. She didn’t have a clipboard with his name. She had a purpose. “I’m actually waiting for Mrs. Parker—stiff neck,” she added, tilting her head to demonstrate. “But I do need extra practice hours. I give some at home, no charge, when I can fit them in.” The smile again—warmer now, like an invitation wrapped in professionalism. “If you ever want one, I’d be happy to put you on my list.”

He felt the tug low in his gut and made sure his voice stayed even. “I’d like that.”

“Great.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, glanced at the hallway. “I should grab Mrs. Parker before she leaves.”

She excused herself with a quick, apologetic curve of her mouth and disappeared, calling a kindly “Mrs. Parker?” down the corridor a beat later. Leon watched the spot where she’d been, then looked back at the intake form he hadn’t finished. He added his phone number in neater handwriting than usual and sat back, feeling the slow thump of possibility find a rhythm with his pulse.

Leon’s student came out and introduced himself—Marcus. Big guy, broad across the shoulders, dark skin, a presence that filled the doorway without trying. Leon would have preferred a woman, sure, but this wasn’t his first massage from a male student, and he wasn’t here to flirt—he was here to have the tension beaten out of his back. Besides, those hands looked like they knew what they were doing.

They did. Marcus warmed the tissue first, then sank in with slow, confident pressure that found the knots like they’d RSVP’d. He worked Leon’s lats until they let go, opened space between the shoulder blades, flushed the legs with long passes that left the muscles humming. By the time the hour clicked over, Leon floated off the table loose, glassy-eyed, and unexpectedly grateful. He tipped well and left very happy indeed.

A few weeks later, Leon was in his backyard “fixing the top of the fence”—a job that, by pure coincidence, put him right where he could look over into the neighbors’ yard. He’d already installed a permanent bench along the back line, ostensibly for trimming and skimming leaves, but it also made it easy to step up and get a clean view. Dusk slid into dark; across the fence, the neighbors’ living room glowed warm behind the glass.

Louise had the massage table up. A young guy—mid-twenties, Leon guessed—stood by the far edge of the table, then slipped out of his clothes and under the sheet with the casual confidence of someone who’d done this before. Louise reappeared in the white T-shirt and blue shorts Leon recognized from the school. So: a practice massage, just like she’d mentioned in the clinic lobby.

He almost climbed down. Almost. Then he remembered the young guy was naked under that neat square of linen, and the curiosity that lived under Leon’s ribs tugged hard. He settled his weight on the top rail and watched.

A few minutes later, someone came up the driveway and stepped onto the back deck. Leon blinked, refocused, and felt a quick, secret thrill when he recognized Gregg. He didn’t open the door. He stood in the darkness, looking through the glass. Interesting. Leon cut his gaze back and forth—Gregg on the deck, the slow, ordinary rhythm of Louise’s hands in the living room—until the ordinary slipped and the air changed.

If you want the play-by-play, you’ll have to flip back to chapter one. Suffice it to say the temperature spiked. Leon stared, transfixed, the window framing just enough: Louise moving with that unhurried grace he’d clocked the first time he saw her kiss her husband after swallowing him; the young man’s body answering her; the sense of a line crossed and crossed again with the kind of ease that only comes from desire meeting permission. The window didn’t show everything, but it showed enough—Louise in all her glory, at home in her skin, turning the room into a stage without a single self-conscious motion.

He couldn’t begin to guess her official age and knew better than to ask, but if you’d asked him then he’d have said late thirties without blinking. Gorgeous. Self-possessed. Electric. And as he stood there on his bench, hands curled over the top rail like a parishioner at confession, Leon felt the old question surface, as inevitable as breath: how the fuck had Gregg ever managed to get with her?

Leon stayed on the bench long enough to watch the whole after-scene unfurl like a play he’d already half-memorized. Gregg slipped off the deck and vanished into the side yard; a few minutes later the young guy reappeared dressed, smoothing his polo, slipping his watch back on, thanking Louise at the door with the polite, post-something awkwardness Leon knew by heart. When the latch clicked and the porch light winked off, Louise moved through the room with a brisk, practiced grace—stripping the fitted sheet, misting the vinyl with spray, wiping in tidy figure-eights, rolling fresh linens, tucking away oil and bolsters. She dimmed the lamps the way spas do, not off, but down to a honey warmth that made the room feel private. Then she vanished down the hall and climbed the stairs.

He waited, breath held without meaning to, and was rewarded: she came back in that towel—white, thick, wrapped high enough to frame her collarbones and low enough to hint at curve—and crossed the living room like she belonged to every square foot of it. The back door opened; Gregg stepped in from the night, and everything in Louise’s body softened. She kissed him long, slow, unhurried, a kiss that didn’t apologize for anything and didn’t need to. Leon watched her fingers slide into Gregg’s hair, watched the way she led, a hand at his wrist, turning him toward the hall and the part of the house Leon couldn’t see. The emptiness that replaced them in the frame felt both ridiculous and stinging, like applause cut a beat too early. He stayed up there a minute, palms resting on the fence cap, feeling his own pulse in his fingertips, then climbed down, crossed his lawn, and went inside to plan something better than a ladder and luck.

The simplest plan was also the smartest: stop pretending he didn’t want in. The next morning, after coffee and an aimless loop through his yard with pruning shears he didn’t use, Leon sat at his kitchen counter and typed out a WhatsApp: Hey Louise, hope yesterday went well. Any chance you’ve got time for a practice massage sometime soon? Happy to pay. He read it back twice, making sure it sounded casual without sounding coy, then hit send. Ten minutes later—long enough for doubt to build a little scaffolding—her reply pinged: Would love to! I can’t charge until I’m licensed, so no payment, but I’m trying to get hands-on hours. I’ve got some time Friday late afternoon or Saturday around noon. What works for you?

He stared at the screen, surprised by the quick lift behind his ribs, and typed back: Saturday noon sounds perfect. He added a smile that looked more composed than he felt. She sent a thumbs-up and an address he didn’t need, followed by See you then! Bring water or I’ll have some here.

Friday night he made a small ritual out of being calm. He hit the gym for a light lift, showered a little longer than usual, clipped nails, trimmed everything that needed trimming. He told himself he was just being polite for a friend’s time. He also set a timer to stop himself from overthinking. When he slept, he dreamed in soft lamplight.

He arrived at 11:58 with a bottle of cold water and a pair of neatly folded gym shorts in his bag, just in case. Louise opened the door with the kind of smile that disarmed without trying. She wore the clinic uniform—white tee, blue shorts, hair pinned back—but she’d paired it with bare feet and a tiny, incongruous silver anklet that made the whole look feel more her and less school. The living room was already dressed for the part: table centered on the rug, drapes drawn, soft instrumental playlist barely there. The light made her skin look warm. He had to pry his attention back to manners.

“Come in,” she said, stepping aside. “Do you want water?” She caught herself and added, “Or soda, beer, white wine—since you’re not exactly a stranger.”

“White wine would be great,” he said, leaning toward honesty. “Dutch courage.”

She laughed, the sound low, and tipped her head toward the kitchen. “Undress to your comfort level, and I’ll be right back.”

That line, delivered the same way he’d heard it a dozen times in the clinic, landed differently here. He set his water on a coaster, looked at the table, looked at the drape of the new sheet, the tidy corner triangles, the face cradle adjusted to an average height, and felt a ridiculous little battle start under his sternum.

Naked under the sheet was honest. It said I’m here to receive and I trust your hands. It also said I’m eager—maybe too eager for a Saturday noon in a neighbor’s living room. Boxers said I understand there are lanes. Boxers kept one fig leaf between intention and presumption. If what he’d seen on Thursdays stayed in Thursdays, boxers spared them both an awkward recalibration. If the door cracked on its own, fabric could vanish faster than blush.

He took off his shoes, folded his jeans over the arm of a chair, and peeled his shirt, suddenly aware of every inch of himself on display to no one. He paused with his thumbs in his waistband and told himself the truth: he wanted more than a decent massage. He also wanted the decent massage enough to not sabotage the possibility of more by leading with the wrong signal. He left the boxers on—clean, dark, nothing flashy—and slid under the sheet, lying face down, adjusting until the face cradle cupped him comfortably. He let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding and tried to settle his mind into the civility of it.

The house made the small domestic noises he’d come to associate with her—cupboard door, clink of glass against countertop, the wash of tap water. He stared at the floor beneath the cradle and studied the weave of the rug like it could tell his pulse to behave. He was not here to chase a fantasy. He was here to see what was true when nothing was forced.

Louise padded back a minute later, the faint whisper of bare feet on rug fibers preceding her. “All set?” she asked softly from somewhere above his shoulder. The scent of unscented lotion—almond oil, he guessed—bloomed under the clean note of her soap. He hummed yes. She folded the sheet down his back with that neat, squared-off turn they taught at school and placed both hands lightly on his shoulders, a pause that felt like permission and greeting at once.

“Deep, medium, or just relaxing?” she asked.

“Medium,” he said, voice coming out steadier than it felt.

“Any trouble spots?”

He gave her the usual—upper back, shoulders, hamstrings from the gym—and kept the rest of his answers in his chest. Her palms warmed against his skin, then began to move, slow and certain, and the tension he’d been carrying started to unwind one measured inch at a time.

He was glad he’d kept the boxers on. For now. They could come off in a heartbeat if the afternoon asked for it.

It wasn’t long into the session—Louise’s palms working slow heat into Leon’s traps, the room steeped in that honeyed lamp glow—when the back door opened. A draft of cooler air slid under the drapes, and a male voice called, “Sorry! Sorry!” Gregg. Leon’s pulse jumped. He listened to the quick, apologetic exchange—golf rained off, timing shot to hell—and the soft thud of footsteps retreating down the hall toward the bedroom.

Leon fixed his eyes on the floor through the face cradle and tried to read Louise’s hands for signals. Would she risk anything with her husband home? He hoped—God, he hoped—but her touch stayed exquisitely proper. Confident, therapeutic, just shy of impersonal. She folded the sheet exactly to code, uncovered only what she worked, re-covered before moving on. Her pressure was perfect: elbows easing under his shoulder blade, thumbs melting the knot at the base of his neck, long effleurage down his erectors that left his spine floating. The part of him that was pure body sighed in relief; the part that had climbed a fence for a glimpse sulked. This was a very good massage. It was also nothing more than any high-end therapist would have delivered.

When it ended, she rested her hands lightly on his shoulders—thank you, we’re done—and left him to dress. Leon sat up into the soft quiet, the sheet draped across his lap, and breathed through the jolt of want that had nowhere respectable to go. He took his time with the boxers, the jeans, the belt, letting his heartbeat come down. A minute later she returned with Gregg at her shoulder, both of them perfectly composed. They walked him to the door like gracious hosts. Gregg shook his hand, warm and open. “You’re welcome over here anytime,” he said. Leon met his eyes, smiled, and filed the invitation like a key he planned to use.

The weeks that followed taught Leon the cadence of their Thursdays. He learned how the deck swallowed a man in darkness and turned the living room into a lit diorama. He watched Gregg arrive early, hover at the glass, shoulder tense against the frame. He watched him leave, loop the block, and reappear at eleven like a man coming home from work, and something about the choreography—permission disguised as coincidence—stoked Leon’s appetite until it felt like an ache in his teeth.

One week, the client was Marcus—the same big, steady-handed therapist who’d worked Leon over at the clinic. Leon recognized the relaxed set of Marcus’s shoulders even through the window, the patience in his pace. Watching them together cinched something in Leon’s chest. It wasn’t just arousal; it was resolve. He wanted one of the special massages he’d glimpsed. Not the hint, not the possibility—the thing itself. He’d have to be careful in daylight; a man peering over a fence under the sun reads like a headline. But at night, with their rooms lit and his yard dark, he could study and plan.

Two Saturdays later he messaged again—friendly, direct. Back’s a mess. Could really use your hands. Noon? Louise replied with a quick yes. He arrived on time with water and an easy smile, made small talk about the weather, the weekend games, the never-ending yard work. She set the room the same way—table centered, playlist low, the clinical uniform somehow softened by her bare feet—and left him to undress “to your comfort level.”

This time comfort meant honesty. Leon stripped all the way down and slid under the sheet, face up for a beat to adjust the tuck just so, then rolled to prone and settled into the cradle. It felt like stepping over a line he’d drawn himself. When she returned, he let his voice carry a shade warmer than polite.

“Anything bothering you in particular today?” she asked, oil warming between her hands.

“Lower back,” he said, then added, “and the glutes took a knock last week—pulled something being an idiot with a ladder.”

“Got it,” she said, professional, amused. Her first touch landed, and the room shrank to the span of her hands and his breath.

He tested the water with small, careful drops. He told a funny story about the fence cap splintering and his very dignified yelp. He asked about school—how the anatomy practicals worked, whether she’d picked a specialty yet—and listened, really listened, when she talked about deep tissue versus Swedish, about fascia, about how people store grief between their shoulder blades and stubbornness in their calves. He let admiration color his hums at the right places; none of it was fake. It just wasn’t the only thing happening in him.

At a pause, he ventured, light and curious, “Busy day today? Or are Saturdays quiet?”

“Clinic mornings,” she said, kneading his rhomboids until the world blurred at the edges. “Here this afternoon. Gregg’s out golfing.”

Leon kept his face in the cradle and gave a noncommittal “Mm,” the sound you make when a knot lets go. Inside, something unclenched and brightened. He let a breath go slow and loose, calibrating his ask to the smallest possible degree: language, tone, posture. He made sure the sheet stayed precisely where she’d set it. He let his body speak gratitude for every measured pass of her hands. He gave her nothing to refuse.

She moved to his hips. “Glute work okay?”

“Please,” he said, and heard how that one word came out—polite, a little deeper than usual. Her fingers found the thick muscle, pressed, rocked, flushed the tissue down into his hamstring and back, the way Marcus had done at the clinic, the way good therapists do when they mean to fix you. Leon closed his eyes and surrendered to the double rhythm at last: the clean, clinical skill of her work, and the quiet, mounting knowledge that Gregg was chasing a birdie somewhere under a clearing sky and “wasn’t expected home until after 2 pm.”


Chapter 6

Many days later, I learned exactly what was said during this conversation:

Leon cleared his throat while her thumbs pressed along his spine. “I know you do sessions on Thursdays,” he began, voice casual enough to pass for small talk. “I see different cars in the drive when I’m out walking the dog.”

Louise’s hands never lost their rhythm. “Mm-hm. I trade with other students,” she said. “It helps everyone get their hours.”

“And Gregg’s cool with it?” Leon asked. “You working on other guys?”

“Gregg’s been encouraging,” she said, matter-of-fact. “He knows it’s strictly professional.”

A small silence opened. Leon let it sit a beat, then lowered his voice. “You do know Gregg watches you from the back deck, right?”

Her hands paused—just long enough for him to feel it—before they resumed, slower now, more deliberate. “What do you mean watches? He’s not home till after I’m finished.” It wasn’t defensiveness. It was genuine surprise wrapped in a therapist’s calm.

Leon kept his head in the face cradle. “I wasn’t going to say anything, because I didn’t want to cause trouble,” he said. “But a couple weeks ago I saw someone lingering on your deck. I was about to call the cops, then realized it was Gregg. He was looking in. I… looked, too.” He exhaled. “I could see why he was watching.”

“What, exactly, did you see?” Her tone was even, but the question had an edge, like a probe testing for truth.

“I could see the table. And the guy on it.” He hesitated, then decided clean was better than coy. “And I could tell it wasn’t just a standard massage. I’m sorry, Louise. I’m not a creep. I was worried at first, and then… I kept watching.”

“When did you first see him on the deck?” she asked.

“About four weeks ago.”

“And he’s been there every Thursday since?”

He didn’t trust his voice, so he nodded. The sheet rustled as she shifted her stance. The room seemed to tilt a degree.

“Thank you for telling me,” she said softly, her palms settling wide across his back, heat and weight and something like decision in the touch. “I appreciate your honesty.”

Another few passes—slow, grounding—then she folded the sheet back into place and tapped his shoulder. “We’re done,” she murmured. “Take your time getting dressed.”

He sat up, heart knocking harder than the work warranted, and reached for his shorts. When he turned, she was standing at the edge of the rug, hands loosely laced, studying him with an expression he couldn’t quite read.

“You did me a kindness,” she said, stepping closer until the clean scent of lotion and her skin cut through the room’s quiet. “I think I should show you my appreciation another way…”

After they had finished the massage and the “extra” thank you, Leon and Louise planned a little sting operation for the following Thursday.

I rolled up at nine on the dot, already rehearsing the little lie about traffic, and clocked the empty drive. No extra car. For a second I figured even Louise, for all her fire, could swing and miss sometimes. Maybe no one had bitten tonight. Habit tugged me toward the deck anyway, and I took my usual glance through the glass.

The table was up. Leon was on it.

At first it barely registered—just the calm tableau of a sheet-draped client—but then my eyes adjusted and the details snapped into focus: the rise of fabric from his waist like a small tent; the long, clean lines of his runner’s body stretched out under the lamp glow; calves cut and lean, shoulders narrow but roped with that distance-runner strength that never looks showy until it doesn’t quit. Late thirties, six-two, all sinew and easy lungs. He’d told me once, over beers and a grill, that he still ran two marathons a year “for fun.” It showed. There wasn’t an ounce of softness on him.

The other difference from every week before? Louise wasn’t in the room. No white tee, no blue shorts moving in and out of frame. Just Leon, alone with his breath and his erection under tidy linen.

A noise scuffed to my right—the faint scrape of a bare foot on wood—and I turned.

Louise stood on the deck in the wash of the living room light, topless, uniform shorts riding low on her hips, hair pinned up, skin still dewy from a shower or from being touched—my brain didn’t care which. She’d moved like a cat; now she simply watched me watch her, cool and warm at once.

“Hello, Gregg,” she said, voice low enough to feel before I fully heard it. “I thought you might enjoy watching from inside the house this time.” She tilted her chin toward the sliding door. “I’ve even got a nice, comfortable chair set up just for you.”

Holy fuck.

Heat flooded my face so fast I could feel the pulse in my ears. Instinct reached for a story—traffic, a forgotten wallet, some nothing that would let me shrug this off and keep the little world I’d built out here in the dark. But she was looking at me like a woman who already knew the ending to my sentence and was giving me the chance to choose a better one. All at once the last month replayed in cruel, perfect clarity: my car idling around the corner, the hush of the deck boards under my shoes, the way I’d pressed my forehead to the glass and fallen apart with my fist on the other side of our life.

I opened my mouth to try a lie anyway. It died there.

Something in her gaze—amusement, invitation, a razor-thin line of command—told me the truth had already arrived without me. Louise knew. And she wasn’t going to let me wriggle my way out of it.

She came close enough that I felt her breath on my cheek. “I love you, Gregg,” she said, soft and unmistakable. “Now come inside and enjoy the show.” The kiss she gave me wasn’t a taunt—it was a claim—then her fingers laced mine and she led me through the kitchen door into the honey-lit living room. A chair had been placed in the corner at a perfect angle to the table, one that didn’t normally live there. My pulse jumped.

Her expression shifted—same warmth, new gravity. “Strip,” she said, voice low. “Then sit.” Anxiety and adrenaline tangled in my chest. I obeyed—shirt, belt, pants—until cool air hit hot skin and I lowered myself into the chair. She moved behind me, quiet as a thought, gathered my wrists, and tied them with something slick and silken that tightened with a practiced tug. The restraint wasn’t brutal; it was precise. I tested it, swallowed, and felt a clean line of submission run through me.

“Baby,” she murmured near my ear, “I know you’ve been watching and jerking off while I’ve been giving these massages.” A pause—a smile in her voice. “Tonight I want you to watch properly. No distractions.” I nodded. “Yes,” I managed, and meant it.

She crossed to the table, still topless in those blue shorts, and any pretense of clinical went up in smoke. She leaned over Leon and brought one dark, stiff nipple to his mouth like an offering. He didn’t hesitate, lips parting, tongue circling, the sheet still pitched like a small tent over his hips. Louise’s breath caught, the kind of quiet sound I know in my bones, and she fed him the other with a little roll of her hips that made my jaw clench.

Then she slid down the table, fingers clever at the corners, and drew the sheet from Leon’s waist with deliberate care. I actually blinked, like that would steady me. His cock sprang into full view—long, not obscene, but long—maybe just shy of eight inches, not much extra thickness, the sort of line that looks built for glide more than stretch. It fit his body the way a blade fits a scabbard: tall, lean, meant to move.

She began on his legs first, because she’s cruel in the most generous way—slow effleurage along his quads, thumbs hunting into the thick muscle, then a long pass that let her knuckles ghost the hinge of his groin. Each brush made him bob; each bob made my throat work. Bound to the chair, I felt every near-touch in my own body, a phantom echo lighting up nerves I didn’t know could be shared.

She did both thighs like she was writing a lesson—forward, flush, return—then shifted her weight and, without announcing anything, lowered her mouth to him. The sound she made when she sealed her lips around the head was a quiet moan I felt in my spine. She took him in with that calm, greedy control that has undone me a thousand times—two slow bobs, a spiral of tongue at the crown, one hand steady at the base—and then she looked at me while he was still against her tongue, eyes hot and amused. She let him slide free, a slick breath of air kissing the head, and said, conversational as sin, “It’s not as large as Marcus, that’s for sure, but it’s a pretty healthy specimen… don’t you think, Gregg?”

My mouth went dry. Words deserted me. I could only nod, eyes fixed on the proof in her hand. The six inches between my legs throbbed, straining uselessly against the chair and the silk at my wrists, desperate to be seven, to be anything but contained while my wife set the pace and I learned what watching properly really meant.

While she got back to sucking on Leon’s cock, Louise hooked her thumbs in her shorts and peeled them down, never breaking the seal of her mouth as she wriggled free. She shifted her knees wider, angled her hips, and offered him an obvious path: his palm slid over the curve of her ass and then lower, finding the slick heat waiting for him. He didn’t hesitate. He gripped her cheek in one hand—firm, appreciative—while the other traced straight down her seam, testing, teasing, then pressing in. The sound that came out of her was deep and unguarded, a moan that vibrated around his shaft. One finger slipped into her, slow enough to feel her take him, then a second, the stretch making her hips rock back into his hand like she needed it rooted there.

She kept working him with that greedy, patient tongue—up the underside, a spiral at the crown, lips soft then tight—while he learned her rhythm as if he’d been memorizing her in his head for months. His thumb found her clit and settled into small, sure circles, not too fast, not too light, and I could hear how wet she was from across the room—slick whispers, breath catching, the soft, desperate noises she makes when she’s stopped performing for anyone and is just inside the need. I couldn’t tell if the obscene thrill of me tied and watching had tipped her into this state or if they’d already started pushing each other over the edge before I made it home. It didn’t matter. She was drenched and shameless, and in less than a minute her whole body went taut in that way I know too well: spine lengthening, mouth parting, a tremor starting in her thighs and climbing. She came hard, loud in our living room, a ragged cry muffled by the cock in her mouth as her fingers clawed at his hips and held.

She rose in a single, fluid motion, breath hitching, eyes bright. She caught Leon by the wrist and coaxed him off the table with a little tug that was half invitation, half command, guiding him to the rug directly in front of me like she’d marked the spot hours ago. She glanced back at me, smiling with a tenderness that didn’t blunt the wickedness in it, then swung a leg over his hips and straddled him.

She didn’t tease. She took him.

With a slow, deliberate roll of her pelvis, she lowered herself until the head kissed her and then slid his big, hard cock into her pussy, inch by greedy inch, taking him deep, deeper, until her thighs met his hips and her breath left her in a purr she couldn’t swallow. Her head tipped; her eyes squeezed tight; her mouth shaped my name without sound. I watched the stretch take her, watched the instant she relaxed around the fullness and claimed it like it belonged.

“Oh, Gregg…” she breathed, turning her face toward me without opening her eyes. “This feels so fucking good. Leon has an amazing cock. Are you enjoying the show, baby?”

My throat worked around air. “Yes,” I got out—thin and honest and helpless. I still couldn’t name the alchemy it did to me—why seeing her filled by another man’s length made my body feel electric and hollow at once—but the truth was burning through me anyway. Bound, useless, I was harder than I had any right to be and close to losing it untouched.

“I think we’re going to have to come up with a suitable punishment,” she said, eyes open now, locked on mine as she began to move. “You’ve been spying on me for weeks, haven’t you?” Her voice softened into something almost affectionate, and she touched Leon’s chest without looking away from me. “But for tonight, baby, just enjoy the show.”

She set a rhythm that was pure intention—no frantic bounce, just those tight, grinding strokes that drag pressure across the front wall where she likes it most. Every rise and fall pulled a low sound out of her. She leaned forward to give Leon her breasts, and his hands rose like he’d been waiting for permission: one to lift the weight of her, the other to play, thumbs skimming her nipples until they stood hard and rosy. She arched into his palms, rolled her hips to chase the angle she wanted, then rolled them again, a little faster, breath hiccuping when he pinched gently and she felt it shoot straight down her belly.

I sat there, wrists cinched behind the chair-back by a length of silk that felt like a sentence and a blessing, and tried to breathe through the brand of it all. He was longer than me—no arguing the evidence—and the sight of that long, slick shaft disappearing into my wife and pulling moans out of her chest made jealousy and pride spark and braid into something I didn’t know where to put. I couldn’t stop watching. I didn’t want to. Heat bled down my spine. My cock throbbed uselessly, precome bright at the tip, as if my body were trying to answer a question it didn’t understand.

She never broke eye contact. Up, down, slow circle at the top, a grind that made her gasp, then her gaze flicked lower and caught on the shine at my crown. Her smile turned delighted and cruel in the same breath.

“Come on, Leon,” she said, voice gone playful and hungry. “I think we can make this show a little better.”

She rose off him with a wet, obscene slide that made both of them groan, then hopped to her feet and beckoned him with two fingers to the center of the room. She lay back on the rug, hair spilling, knees open, heels digging for purchase, and tilted her pelvis in that exact way that tells a man where to live. She looked up at him, then at me, and the look said everything at once—watch, learn, belong—and she welcomed Leon down between her thighs, smiling as she invited him to enter her.

Leon, being a normal red-blooded male, needed no second invitation when he heard the sexy goddess that is my wife imploring him to fuck her. He dropped between her thighs with a hungry little growl, lined up, and pushed in hard. Louise’s back arched off the rug, palms sliding over his shoulders, heels digging for leverage as she took him deep and settled around the stretch with a shaky laugh that went straight through me. He set a brutal, eager pace—hips snapping, chest pressed to hers, the slick sound of their bodies meeting filling our living room—while she clutched at him and moaned into his ear, eyes locked on mine like she was pinning me to that chair with nothing but her pleasure.

Unlike the other nights, Leon did not last long at all. It only took him about five minutes of thrashing on the rug on top of Louise before his rhythm stuttered. I heard him grunt—once, twice, again—and saw his whole body lock. It was obvious he was cumming inside her, buried to the hilt while she gasped and took every pulse, hips tipping up to wring him dry. The sight hit me like a fist: my wife spread and full, panting, his cock throbbing inside her while pre-cum leaked from me uselessly onto my thigh.

“Shit, I’m sorry, Louise,” Leon panted, forehead resting against hers. “I don’t normally cum that quick. I was just so turned on—I’m sorry, I couldn’t hold it any longer.”

Louise chuckled, still catching her breath. “Oh, don’t worry, it’s not your fault, Leon. I was the one who asked you not to cum for the last five days.” She kissed his cheek, wicked and tender. “I’m not surprised you blew that fast. But I promise I’ll give you another massage to thank you for your efforts this evening. Now, would you mind untying my husband?”

Leon eased out with a wet slide that made both of them groan, then stood and walked toward me, legs a little unsteady. Weirdly, I remember his cock hanging between his thighs as he moved, still slick, and I remember being mildly annoyed that he was dripping cum on the carpet. Yes, crazy, isn’t it? I wasn’t mad that he had just cum in my wife. I was mad about the carpet. He loosened the silk at my wrists, and blood rushed back into my hands in hot pins while my eyes kept drifting to Louise’s open, glistening slit and the thick white spill already pooling there.

“Now come here, Gregg,” Louise said, voice low and sure. “I know this is what you’ve been hoping for, isn’t it? I know you’ve enjoyed the little treats my other clients have been leaving for you over the last couple of weeks. Now why don’t you come over here and get a nice, fresh, full load of cum. I’ve asked Leon not to cum since last Saturday so I could make sure you get as much as possible for you.”

I glanced at Leon. He smiled, still flushed, clearly not in any rush to leave, like he wanted to see if I’d really do it. Louise’s eyes sharpened and she snapped, “Come here now, Gregg. Come over here and clean me up. Come on, use your tongue. Give me one of those mind-blowing orgasms. I’ve really enjoyed your performances over the last few weeks. But I honestly had no idea you knew what you were doing!”

I moved fast, dropping to my knees between her feet and lifting her calves onto my shoulders, opening her up to me. The first shock hit before my mouth did: she was clean-shaven. My wife hadn’t shaved in more than five years—just the occasional tidy trim—and now her pussy was bare, soft skin gleaming under the lamplight. The second shock was the proof waiting there for me. She hadn’t rinsed off, hadn’t done the quick shower I’d come to expect on these nights. Up close there was no way to pretend otherwise—thick white cream glistening at her entrance, dribbling over her labia, catching in the smooth new fold where hair used to be.

I took a breath that tasted like heat and salt and made the choice I’ve been circling for weeks. I leaned in and started with the mess I could see, slow laps around the outside, collecting every spill, cleaning the edges until her skin shone. Warm. Slick. Not mine, not only mine. The humiliation pricked; the arousal drowned it, and the mix of both turned my hands steady. When I’d cleared the outside, I pressed my tongue into her, as deep as I could reach, and dragged up what Leon had left inside her. She gasped—sharp, unguarded—and rolled her hips to feed me more. Her fingers slid into my hair and tightened, guiding the pace, rocking me with her. She was so wet I could hear it, and the new smoothness of her shaved skin made every lick feel like gliding along warm silk.

“Good,” she breathed, the word breaking when I curled my tongue and worked the front wall. Her thighs trembled on my shoulders; her hand at the back of my head pushed, then relaxed, then pushed again in a rhythm we both knew. I swallowed what I gathered and went back for more, chasing the taste until it shifted—less him, more her, the blend I’ve learned to recognize as the point of all this. My cock throbbed uselessly; my face burned; I didn’t stop.

She pushed me back by the forehead with a little laugh and a wicked smile. “On your back,” she said, tapping the rug. I dropped, and in one smooth crawl she climbed after me, knees bracketing my ribs, giggling as she settled her weight over my mouth and sat on my face. Gravity did the rest—another warm ribbon of cum slid onto my tongue, and she shivered at the contact. I sealed my mouth to her and fed, licking slow, then faster when her breath hitched, riding every roll of her hips. The taste evened out into something familiar—Louise first, and the ghost of him threaded through her—and I let it own me.

She crooked a finger at Leon without looking away from me. “Here,” she murmured, and he came to stand above us, just past my forehead. From where I lay, I could see his cock hanging heavy, still slick, the head flushed and glossy. My wife reached for him like she’d been missing him already and took him back into her mouth. I watched, still lapping at her, as she sucked him from soft to almost hard in under a minute—steady pulls, one hand tight at the base, her cheeks hollowing with purpose. He groaned, low and grateful.

She shifted her knees and rotated on me, settling into a perfect sixty-nine that put him within reach. She moaned as she slid her mouth down his shaft again, then glanced back over her shoulder, eyes dark and bright all at once. “Don’t you dare stop licking, baby.”

She lifted off my mouth just enough to breathe and said, almost conversationally, “Get behind me and fuck me again, Leon.” He moved without hesitation, stepping in close and lining up, but the geometry fought him. With her kneeling over my chest and my mouth still working her, his height turned the angle awkward, and every time he pushed deep his cock skated free. The first time it slipped and smacked wetly against my cheek, all three of us laughed—the sound ragged, breathless, dirty. It kept happening: a thrust, a miss, the warm slap of his shaft across my jaw before he caught the head and fed it back into her. From inches away I could see everything—the stretch at her entrance, the slick glide—and I realized he couldn’t get all eight inches into her from this angle. Each drive bottomed out with a soft, thwarted press before he backed off and tried again. The frustration in his breath turned me on; the hunger in hers finished the job.

After a few minutes of that scramble she shifted forward, riding my tongue one last time, then climbed off both of us in one fluid move. “Guest room,” she said, voice gone decisive. She led us down the hall, hips swaying, and I followed on shaky legs, still tasting the mix of her and him. In the smaller room she pushed me gently onto the bed and guided me until my head hung near the edge. “Like that,” she murmured, and then she climbed back over me, settling into that perfect sixty-nine with her thighs framing my face. “Okay, Leon—again.”

With his feet on the floor the angle finally loved him. He stepped in, dragged the fat head through her slick, and this time when he pushed, he slid all the way in. I felt her gasp ripple through her belly against my tongue. He set a rhythm and went deep—really deep—until his pelvis met her ass and his balls swung close enough to brush my nose. Every few thrusts, when he drove especially hard, they popped against my cheek with a soft, obscene smack. I could hear his breath saw, hear her breath break, feel the way her clit throbbed against my mouth with every slam.

Louise lowered herself and took me between her lips again, slow and possessive, sealing her mouth around the head. The first draw sent a shock up my spine; the second had me gripping the sheets. She cupped my balls in one hand and stroked the base with the other, mouth working in tight, wet pulls that made the room blur. Behind her, Leon built pace, the slap of his hips against her body getting louder, his balls bouncing an inch from my face like a metronome set to humiliation. The whole thing short-circuited me—her taste, his cock disappearing into her, the weight of her on my chest, the heat of his thighs right there—until I was floating on it, dizzy and wide open.

I moaned into her, and she answered by sinking a little deeper onto me, tongue circling, cheeks hollowing. She knows me too well; she found the pressure that makes my legs twitch, the speed that scrapes fire along the underside, and she milked me with lazy confidence like she had all night to ruin me. I climbed, fast—breath hitching, abs tightening—and she felt it. At the edge she eased off with infuriating precision, lips softening, suction loosening until the spike of release ebbed back and I could breathe again.

Then she returned to that merciless rhythm, mouth snug, tongue flicking the rim, hand twisting at the base in countertime to Leon’s thrusts. The angle had him buried to the hilt now, every stroke a full, wet plunge, and his balls kept brushing my cheek, then slapping it when he drove hard enough that she yelped into my cock. I groaned, hips lifting, and she pressed my pelvis down with her forearm without breaking stride. I climbed again, faster, helpless—vision narrowing, heat liquid in my spine—and again, right as the fuse burned down, she lightened her touch and let me drop, a wicked little hum vibrating through my shaft as if to say not yet.

She did it again. And again. Each approach to the edge was sharper than the last, each retreat more maddening. I could feel drool slipping from the corner of her mouth onto my stomach, feel the tremor in her thighs when Leon found a new depth, feel the slick heat of her clit under my tongue throb in time with my pulse. I was whining now, actually whining, and she just smiled around me and kept me exactly where she wanted—high, strung tight, and aching—sucking me faster and faster, only to ease off at the last possible second and let me cool down, driving me mad with frustration.

After edging me up and down a few more times, she told Leon, almost laughing with need, that she wanted another load—fresh, full—so she could feed it to me. My neck had started to ache from the angle, and a ridiculous part of my brain wondered if I’d earn a real massage after all this. I shifted slightly to loosen the kink, which made me lose her clit for a second, and she pressed down, guiding my mouth right back where she wanted it.

“Deep,” she breathed, hips rolling. “Don’t you dare stop.”

Leon stepped in closer, planting his feet for leverage. From where I lay, everything was right there—his shaft glistening as it drove into her, the heavy swing of his balls hovering just above my eyeline, so close I could feel the heat of him when he bottomed out, but never touching. He found a brutal, steady rhythm, and every full stroke made her clit throb against my tongue. I kept my focus pinned to her—tight circles, then long, flattening laps, then back to circles—tuning myself to the way her breath broke each time he ground deep.

“God—yes,” she gasped, voice splintering. “More. Give me more.”

He answered with a harsh grunt and a deeper thrust. The angle was perfect now; his body blocked out the room, turned the world into skin and heat and the slick sound of him filling her. The nearness of him made my pulse race—close enough to study, close enough to smell salt and sex—yet still a clean inch of air between us. The line felt intentional, like part of the choreography: mine was the mouth on her, his was the cock inside her, and I stayed right there in that charged space, working her, owning the job she’d given me.

It didn’t take long. His pace stuttered. He drove in hard and held, everything in him going tight. I didn’t need to see the telltale flex to know he was blowing—Louise’s whole body told me, the way her belly trembled against my lips, the way her hands grabbed for purchase in my hair and on the bedsheet. He groaned, low and broken, and stayed buried while she tipped her hips to milk him, moaning into my mouth as I never stopped licking.

When he finally began to move again, it was a slow, wet pull, withdraw and pause, withdraw and pause. I slid back up to her clit and sealed my mouth to it, reclaiming every beat of her focus. There was that tiny, obscene pop when he slipped free, and for a heartbeat his slick crown hovered above my mouth. I flinched back on instinct, keeping my tongue on her, and a final spurt arced down over her pussy, painting her bare folds and instantly dripping onto my face. Warm, salty, undeniable. I didn’t bother wiping it away. I just kept working her, lapping her clean and chasing her next tremor while the last of him ran over my cheek and into the corner of my mouth.

Leon eased back, slow and deliberate, his cock grazing along my cheek as he withdrew, smearing a warm trail of slick across my skin—salt and heat and the unmistakable blend of him and Louise. She shifted upright over me, angling her hips so her freshly shaved, cum-soaked pussy opened to my mouth again. “Thank you, Leon,” she murmured, still watching me as she ground down to meet my tongue. “I’m busy now—see yourself out.” His soft, breathless thanks faded with his footsteps, and the world narrowed to the weight of her on my face and the view of that glorious ass framing everything I wanted.

I went back to work, lapping her clean, drawing slow, flattening strokes up her slit before circling her clit with the pressure I knew she needed. She rode my mouth like it was owed to her, little shivers gathering in her thighs as she fed me both their juices. The more she moved, the more of his spend slipped free; I swallowed what I caught and chased the rest, tongue working, jaw aching, hands braced on her hips to hold her exactly where she pulsed. When the orgasm took her it was the big kind—full-body, breath hitched and broken—forcing a fresh spill out of her that flooded my mouth. I swallowed again, greedy for the aftershocks, and kept my mouth sealed to her until the last tremor bled away.

She collapsed forward with a laugh that still sounded wicked, then slid down my body and took my cock back into her mouth like she’d been saving the final act for herself. No tease this time—her lips locked tight around the head, tongue pinning the underside, hand twisting at the base in counter-time to her pulls. Ten seconds, maybe less, and my whole spine lit up. I twitched hard in her mouth, shock giving way to inevitability, and then I was cumming—long, helpless pulses she swallowed in steady gulps while her fist milked the last drops from me. When I finally sagged, empty and shaking, she let me slip from her mouth, spun around in one clean motion, and leaned over my face. Her kiss was deep and unhurried, and she fed me every warm mouthful she’d just taken—mine mixing with the last ghost of his on her tongue—until I swallowed it all and she smiled down at me like I’d done exactly what I was made to do.

Steam curled around us as she guided me into the shower. We took our time, soaping each other with that lazy, post-storm tenderness—her palms smoothing along my shoulders, my hands following the curve of her hips, both of us laughing quietly when we found a new bruise or rug burn and kissed it better. After a while she pressed a kiss to my chest and said, “Stay here. Let the heat do its job. I’ll grab us some wine.” The door sighed open; cooler air slipped in; I stood under the hot stream until my heartbeat slowed and my legs stopped trembling.

When I was rinsed and steady, I stepped out, took a long sip from the glass she’d left on the counter, and knotted a light robe around my waist. The house was dim—lamps lowered, music soft and hazy. She was curled on the sofa in nothing but that small towel, head tipped back, eyes closed, the kind of stillness that comes only after chaos. As I crossed the room she opened her eyes and patted the cushion beside her. I leaned in first, kissed her slow, told her I loved her. The smile that answered me had a dozen meanings—mischief, relief, pride—and I drew her in under my arm, letting her tuck her feet beneath her and settle against me.

“Gregg,” she said after a quiet minute, “we’re going to need a real conversation about… all of this. Just not tonight.” She turned, searching my face. “But tell me one thing. How long have you been watching?”

Until then I hadn’t labeled it as spying. In my head it had been… witnessing, maybe. Worshipping. I exhaled. “A few weeks,” I said. “Since the night with James. I didn’t think of it as spying. I loved seeing you—how alive you were. It turned me on in a way I still can’t explain. You must’ve noticed what I was like when I ‘got home’ after.”

Her mouth tugged into a crooked smile. “You mean you enjoyed watching your wife… with someone else?”

“I didn’t frame it as cheating,” I said, carefully. “It felt like I was allowed to watch you have fun. I could see how much you were enjoying those sessions. And yeah—it made me insanely horny.”

“So you knew,” she said softly, “that when you went down on me, there was… more than me?” Her voice was gentle, not accusing; I felt the old guilt in it anyway.

“The first night, with James, I hesitated,” I admitted. “But I couldn’t look away from how you looked, how you sounded. I wanted to make you cum, and the fastest way to do that was with my mouth. And you did cum, didn’t you?”

She closed her eyes and nodded, a tiny, blissed-out smile touching her lips. “I did. I was terrified you’d notice the taste. I felt guilty and excited and… split in half. It was hard to let go until you wouldn’t let me do anything but let go.”

“It sent me into orbit,” I said, laughing at myself. “Still does. And yes—we should talk soon. Rules, boundaries, all of it. Just… not this second.” I stroked her shoulder. “How did you figure out I was out on the deck?”

“Leon,” she said. “He saw someone lurking and almost called the police. Then he realized it was you.” She squeezed my knee. “He thought you were a creep until he knew you were my creep.”

“I didn’t even know he had an angle on our back windows,” I said. “Can he actually see inside or just shapes?”

“He said only a slice of the room,” she answered. “Not everything.”

“Think he’s ever caught us in here?” I asked, tipping my chin toward the living room rug that suddenly meant a lot more than décor.

“He says no,” she said with a shrug, “but who knows?”

I finished my wine, the warmth spreading, and felt the impulse before I could talk myself out of it. “Then this week,” I said, turning to her with a grin I couldn’t contain, “we should thank him properly. A planned show. Not an accident.”

Her eyes lit with that wicked, sparkling delight I’d come to crave. She clinked her glass to mine, leaned in, and kissed me with an answer that tasted like yes. And it’s fair to say—we did.
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Hidden Behind Beth's Innocent Eyes: A Vanilla Exterior Hides Something He Was Never Prepared For

I never thought my life would take this turn.

When I met Beth, I thought I’d found the perfect girlfriend—confident, sexy, the kind of woman who made every other girl fade into the background. We were supposed to be normal, just a couple falling in love. So how the hell did I end up here?

Here, watching her on her knees sucking another man’s cock while her best friend’s head bobbed up and down in my lap. Here, where jealousy and arousal twist together until I can’t tell if I want to scream or cum. Here, where every line I thought I’d never cross has already been left behind.

What started with one daring night has turned into a wild, unstoppable ride—partner swapping, secrets, and pleasures I never imagined I’d crave. Each step pulls me deeper, each moment leaves me more conflicted… and more hooked.

I used to think I knew what love and loyalty meant. Now I’m not so sure. All I know is Beth warned me: buckle up. And she was right.

By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World 

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Bigger, Younger, Blacker: A White Wife's Journey Into A New Dark Fantasy

James had fantasized about it for years—his beautiful wife with another man. Not just any man, but someone younger. Stronger. Bigger. A Black man with the kind of cock that would ruin her. It had always been just a fantasy… until it wasn’t.

When Becky finally gave in to his suggestion, neither of them expected how far things would go. Andre was only eighteen—cocky, muscular, and hung like something out of James’s darkest, most arousing nightmares. And once Becky saw what Andre was working with, there was no turning back.

James thought he was ready. He told himself this was what he wanted.

But nothing had prepared him for the sight of his elegant, loyal wife choking on a cock so thick she could barely take it. Or the way her pussy stretched for him, dripped for him, squirted for him—again and again. And nothing had prepared James for what he felt when he saw the pleasure on her face... and realized it wasn’t just for show.

As James struggled to reclaim his wife in the only way he still could, Becky discovered a hunger she never knew she had. What had started as a shared fantasy became something far more intense—and far more real.

And there was no going back.
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