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Chapter 4

Kylie and Jason get even closer to each other.

(Daniel)

Kylie got the job at the urologist and I could tell she was happy to be working again. She almost always had a smile on her face these days. Of course I was happy for her, I knew how hard things had been for us both. It had been almost 2 months since she had lost her job at the hospital. The whole place had shut down because of a recent funding cut leaving Kylie unemployed with no warning.

Unfortunately, we depended on having two salaries and my job alone just wouldn't cut it. That meant that we couldn't afford our two bedroom apartment any longer. We had lived there for so long it had really become our home and any discussion about moving out only brought Kylie to tears. She was already so down about losing her job, but losing our home too was just too much.

That was when I found Jason online. He was looking for a place in the center city for a cheap price. We'd have to clear everything out of that second bedroom, but the money from renting it out would allow us to stay. When I brought it up to Kylie she shot it down immediately. She didn't want some stranger living with us. As much as I agreed, it was also the only option we had. Kylie gave in, but made it pretty clear how much she hated it.

At least at first.

I don't know what changed. In the beginning Kylie could barely be in the same room as our new roommate. I knew she resented Jason for taking away the privacy we once had. She told me it no longer felt like her home and she did little to hide her feelings towards Jason.

But things were different now. The two of them seemed to get along just fine. Better than fine in fact. They were practically attached at the hip these days. I guess I should be happy not having to deal with the hostility anymore, but I don't know. Something just felt off about it. Maybe it was all in my head. Maybe it was just the fact that Kylie and I hadn't had any alone time in so long. Maybe.

We all settled into a routine with our work schedules. Kylie and I were up and out of the apartment before Jason was usually awake. Today was no different. I was getting out of bed as Kylie was getting dressed in the mirror. A purple thong today. My cock was rock hard watching as she moved through the room in only her panties.

I walked up behind her and rested my hands on her waist. My head naturally went to her shoulder and began to kiss up her neck like I had so many times before. I could feel her soft ass as I pressed my hard-on into her. She smelled sweet, like flowers, having just got out of the shower.

"Why don't you take a sick day?" I whispered to her.

Her hands had moved to mine as I moved them to her toned stomach. "You know I can't, Daniel."

"Why not? We can spend the day together." I began to move my hands up in search of her big breasts. Her skin was smooth. "I want you so bad, Kylie." I ground my hips into her, leaving no doubt to my intentions.

But I was snapped out of my lustful quest as Kylie pushed my hands down and stepped away from me.

"Daniel, I only just started this job. It won't look good if I'm already taking sick days," she said, barely looking at me as she continued to get ready.

I sighed. Same story, different day.

*****

When I got back in the evening Jason was already home. Kylie would be back any minute. Jason looked up and gave me a head nod, then went back to whatever he was doing on his phone. Maybe I was imagining it, but it felt like there was an awkwardness between us recently.

I couldn't pinpoint what it was. Was I starting to blame him for the distance between Kylie and I? I mean he was one the reasons we hadn't been intimate in so long. Kylie never wanted to do anything while he was in the apartment because she was so self conscious about how loud she would be. And it seemed like Jason was always around.

Or maybe I was jealous of how close the two of them had gotten? They spend a lot of time in the gym together and they would always be laughing and joking around with each other. I guess I just missed when I was the only person making Kylie smile.

I pushed the thoughts from my mind and forced myself to make conversation. He was my roommate after all. I didn't want to have this awkwardness every time we were in the apartment together. And besides this was probably all in my head. Kylie and I were just going through a rough patch, I'm sure it had nothing to do with Jason. It would pass after a little while, right?

I noticed Jason's massage table, folded in half, sitting next to him on the floor. "Do you have to lug that thing around everyday?" I asked, pointing at the table.

"Yeah, but it's not too heavy. Most of my clients live in elevator buildings anyway."

"Ah that's right, they're all filthy rich, aren't they? Masseuse for the elite," I said, half mocking. "It must suck having to rub down all those old guys."

Jason smirked. "Nah, my clients are mostly women."

"Oh really?" I said, slightly disappointed. For some reason I would have felt better if his job sucked.

"Yeah, usually the trophy wives who like to be pampered and need attention. Or the power hungry women who've climbed their way to the top of the career ladder that need to relieve some stress. I can't complain though. The money is good and I wouldn't be able to put myself through physical therapy school without it."

My mind began to imagine all these beautiful women laying down on a table of my own, only a towel covering them. Their bodies covered in oil, as my hands moved up and down their slick skin. Maybe I take a quick peek under the towel. Maybe my hands wander a little and brushes up against their most intimate areas. Maybe they moan out my name in pleasure.

I blinked, remembering where I was. My horniess was getting the better of me these days. I could barely make it through a conversation without spacing out.

"Man, I'm jealous of you. Getting to touch these beauties all day long, what a life." I wondered if Jason had ever made a move on these women. My fantasies continued to play in my head.

"Jealous of me? You've got the hottest one of them all, dude," Jason replied.

I paused and looked at him. Did he just call my girlfriend hot? Jason averted his eyes. I mean, of course Kylie was hot, there was no denying that. But the girls I had pictured in my head were ones you'd see on TV or maybe some of those adult films that I'd been watching recently.

I brushed off his comment. "Yeah, but I bet some of these women are like super models."

Jason didn't respond right away, probably carefully choosing his words. "I don't know, man. Kylie is pretty great. Not many people can hold a candle to her. You should --" Jason was interrupted as Kylie walked through the door, wearing her cute scrubs. They hugged her curves just right. We both looked up.

"Hey, boys," Kylie said, beaming us both a big smile.

I glanced at Jason. Was he staring? He had just been talking about how hot she was. I looked her over and couldn't ignore how sexy she looked without even trying. Was he noticing the subtle outline of her panties that showed through her scrub bottoms? Or how her nipples were always slightly erect? I shook my head again, that horniess returning.

"Hey, sweetie," I finally replied.

"Ready for the gym, Kay?" Jason asked.

Kay? When had he started calling her that?

"Of course, let me just get changed!" she replied.

"Hurry up! I want to show you some more stretches before we head down."

Kylie walked off to our room without another word, excited for yet another workout with Jason. He got up as well and headed to his room, leaving me there alone. Guess it was gonna be another evening watching TV by myself until they returned. I walked to the bedroom as Kylie was getting changed.

She had already stripped out of her scrubs and was standing there in that purple thong again and a black bra. I watched as she put on a pair of skin tight shorts. Her ass looked incredible. Kylie had recently started wearing very revealing outfits whenever she could. She had always had a great body, but didn't flaunt it. Now though, she seemed to enjoy the looks she was getting from showing it off. Maybe even a little too much.

I had to admit it drove me wild though. And it wasn't just because of our recent dry spell either. She looked hot. Panties showing, cleavage out, showing as much skin as possible. Outfits where if she bent over just the right way you might get to see everything. But it seemed I wasn't the only one noticing. I thought back to Jason's comments right before Kylie had come into the apartment. Good thing she was my girlfriend, I reminded myself.

"Sweetie, maybe you can skip the gym tonight?" I said.

She looked over at me, not even realizing I was there.

"Huh? Why would I do that, honey?" she responded, looking at herself in the mirror. She unhooked her bra, sliding it off, and began putting a sports top on. Her tits were perfect. They were big, yet perky. Two orbs that I couldn't take my eyes off.

"Well... I was thinking, if Jason is gonna be down there, then it could be just the two of us up here..." I said, trying to subtly get my point across. Maybe this would be the night.

"Oh honey, I can't skip today. I'm really starting to make some progress." My hopes were quickly dashed again. "And besides, Jason wont let me skip. He's my gym buddy. We hold each other accountable." She was just about ready, her outfit leaving very little to the imagination.

"But I'm dying over here, Kylie! It's been weeks since you've even touched me." I hated hearing the desperation in my own voice. It made me feel pathetic, begging for sex from my own girlfriend.

"I know I know. But not tonight, sweetie. We'll find time soon." She walked over and gave me a peck on the cheek, before leaving the room.

I thought back to when Jason had first moved in. Kylie would have jumped at the opportunity for some alone time. In fact, it was usually me telling her that we would "find some time soon". She had been so frustrated at the beginning. Where had that all gone? Maybe she was letting it out in the gym? Whatever it was, she seemed to be dealing with this much better than me now.

I heard giggling coming from the living room, snapping me out of my thoughts. I poked my head out of the bedroom door. I could see Jason and Kylie stretching, but neither of them noticed me. I watched for a few moments as Jason walked Kylie through a series of stretches. Kylie's shorts rode up her ass, only further accentuating it.

The last stretch had her bending over at the waist, her legs completely straight. I couldn't take my eyes off her body. I could almost see the outline of her pussy through those tight shorts, I was looking so closely. I wondered if she bent over like that in the gym. I bet every guy in there would stop what they were doing to see. I bet Jason would too.

Jason moved besides her, obscuring my view slightly. He was very close to her and resting his hand on her back as he spoke about the stretch. He was spouting off some nonsense that I'm sure he heard in his physical therapy class.

Then I watched as he moved his hand to the back of her thigh, tracing his finger up and down, explaining where she should be feeling the stretch. I watched his hand move up closer and closer to her ass.

As Kylie finished the movement and straightened up, Jason moved his hand over her ass and paused for the briefest of seconds. His hand looked like it gave a little squeeze. If I wasn't watching intently, I might not have even noticed. Did Kylie even realize? She showed no signs to indicate that she had. I blinked and his hand was on the small of her back again, guiding her out the door. Kylie laughed at some joke I couldn't hear. I watched the two of them leave the apartment as I stood there alone.

Had he done it on purpose? Had I just watched him cop a feel of my sexy girlfriend?

I walked over to the kitchen and poured myself a drink. Maybe it was all in my head.

But I couldn't shake the image of Jason's hand on Kylie's ass.

*****

(Kylie)

I peeled my panties off and dropped them onto the bathroom floor. I made sure they were laid out nicely. I would leave them there for Jason who would come in to shower after I was done. He always let me go first after our workouts and I made sure to thank him by leaving these little surprises. They always seemed to disappear after he left the bathroom. I smiled to myself thinking about him stroking his cock with my used thong. I could feel the blood rush between my legs.

I climbed into the shower, rinsing off the sweat from my workout. It was great to be back in the gym again and it was even better having Jason there with me. It was one of the only places that we could steal glances at each other without Daniel being around.

After our little medical examination, the sexual tensions between us was at an all time high. There was no denying it anymore. We tried our best to hide it, but after everything that had happened it was obvious that we couldn't stop it. But given our circumstances we hadn't been able to go any further. Maybe that was for the best. But it didn't stop me from wanting it even more.

At this point I barely felt guilty about it anymore. In fact, having a guy lust after me in my own home, right under my boyfriend's nose made it even hotter. The rational side of my brain was just no longer in the driver's seat. There was something so primal about what was going on between us. Like this caged animal that was waiting to get out at any moment. For now, the cage was locked, but I was dreaming about what it would feel like when that animal finally broke free.

I worked every weekday and I missed the days where it was just Jason and I in the apartment when I was studying and he had no clients. Everything had been so innocent back then, things hadn't escalated yet. I wished we had that kind of opportunity now though. My mind raced imagining what we would do. I moved my hands over my body down to my slit. I could feel the wetness even as the water poured over me.

I played with myself as the warm water washed over my body. I thought back to the last time we had been alone and how it felt to have my hand wrapped around Jason's massive cock. My fingers barely connected with each other with how thick he was. I remember how sexy I felt when I spit on it, how it twitched in my hands as Jason looked down at me on my knees. Most of all I remembered how it tasted, as I got his enormous head into my mouth.

A soft moan escaped my lips, the sound of the shower providing me just a little bit of cover.

I wish I could have given him a proper blowjob. The last time I had used the guise of giving Jason a medical exam. I mostly used my hands, pretending like it was a real procedure, but really I was seeing how far I could push things. My professionalism went out the window probably around the time my top came off.

Jason was bursting at the seam so I had only gotten my mouth on him for just a few moments at the end. But I really wish I could have felt him all the way down my throat. I wanted to please him with my mouth. I wanted him to use me. I wanted to taste his cum.

Sucking cock was such an exhilarating experience. On the one hand, you are in complete control. The man is putty in your hands, his complete focus on what you can do with your mouth. You can see it in his eyes. But on the other hand, it is such a submissive act. Shoving a man's most prideful possession down your throat, swallowing his cum, all for his pleasure. I wanted to give that to Jason.

I replayed the memory of his cock erupting in my hands as he covered me in his seed. It was a memory I found myself thinking about a lot, especially in the confines of the shower. I could still feel the warmth of his cum as it coated my face and body. I remember looking at myself in the mirror, streaks of cum on my face, dripping down to my neck. It was cute how bad Jason felt about it at the time, not realizing that I had loved every second of him painting my face and tits.

I inserted a finger into my pussy and let out a much louder moan than I had anticipated. I hoped no one had heard it from outside the bathroom. I reluctantly stopped touching myself, knowing that if I went any further I would be screaming Jason's name any second.

I got out of the shower, feeling frustrated. I wondered if another opportunity would present itself for us. I don't think I could hold it off much longer. I was a horny mess. I'm sure Jason felt the same.

We took whatever moments we could though, even if they were small. I smiled thinking back to last weekend during dinner. I had cooked for me and Daniel, but had made enough for a third person. When Jason walked by and commented on how good it smelled, I, of course, told him that we had plenty and that he should join us, much to the dismay of Daniel. I think he was hoping it would just be the two of us.

Jason and I sat across from one another, with Daniel at the head of the table. I poured all three of us a glass of wine and tried my best not to make it obvious with my staring how much I was undressing Jason from across the table.

I felt Jason's foot touch mine and that electric spark went off immediately. He moved his foot back and forth, slowly making his way up my calf. I bit my lip as we made eye contact.

My legs were bare, leading up to this cute skirt I finally had a chance to wear. Jason slowly inched up, but then stopped when Daniel asked him a question. I took the opportunity to pick up where he left off and ran my foot up his leg. I wasn't so coy though and went right for his crotch, feeling how hard he was for me already. It was funny to hear Jason stutter as he tried to concentrate as my foot traced the outline of his cock in his pants.

I wanted more than anything to just crawl under the table and pull it out. I wanted to pop it into my mouth and blow him with my boyfriend sitting right there. I could feel myself getting wet and reached down and felt myself through my panties.

Daniel's head was turned towards Jason, so he didn't notice as I rubbed my clit under my skirt, right there at the table. I could feel my face become flush as my pulse quickened. My nipples strained the fabric of my shirt. I wondered if the guys could hear the sound of my wetness.

Daniel turned to me to try and include me in the conversation. I quickly removed my hand from myself and my foot off of Jason. Daniel looked at me concerned and asked me if I was feeling ok. I pretended I was just feeling warm from cooking, but I saw him stealing glances down at my breasts, my nipples betraying me. He turned back to Jason and picked back up the conversation, trying hard not to call attention to my apparent arousal.

I sat there trying to get control, but still thinking about the hard cock sitting right across the table from me. I slowly inched my fork off towards the edge of the table as they spoke. It fell with a loud clang that caused them both to look over at me. I peered under the table to try and locate it, taking the opportunity to glance at the bulge in Jason's pants. The fork was close to my chair, but I purposefully knocked it across the floor closer towards the middle of the table, pretending that I had mistakenly hit it when I had reached for it.

I was just about to get down under the table and give that waiting cock a squeeze, but Jason ruined my plan. Always the gentleman, he said that he would get it for me. He made his way down under the table as I cursed at the missed opportunity.

But then another idea came to me. I began speaking to Daniel about something to distract him as I spread my legs and discreetly pulled my panties to the side, giving Jason an unobstructed view of my pussy. I spread my lips with my fingers, hoping that he would notice.

When Jason banged his head on the bottom of the table, I could barely hold back my laughter. When he came up his face was red and he barely made eye contact with me. I just sat there smiling as the conversation went back to whatever it was they were talking about.

I smiled at the memory as I dried off in the bathroom. So close to getting caught once again. But it made it all the more fun.

*****

(Daniel)

I woke up to the sound of Kylie's phone buzzing. My eyes squinted open as my brain tried to clear the fog of sleep. I watched Kylie reach over for the phone on her night stand. She pulled the sheets slightly, revealing her naked back and butt as she leaned to grab it. She really tortured me sleeping naked. Light was pouring into the room, it felt good to be able to sleep in a little on a Saturday.

I reached my hand out to feel her soft skin as she typed away on the phone. "Who is it, honey?" I asked.

She stayed silent for a moment, distracted by the text. "Just Jason. He wants to get in a quick workout this morning," she finally answered.

I thought back to how Kylie and I used to spend Saturday mornings, not more than a few months ago, before Jason had moved in. I would feel her pressed up against me, her naked body giving off a comforting warmth. She would usually initiate and I would feel her hand slowly make its way down my body, not knowing if I was awake yet. Finally I would feel her creep into my boxers and grab my dick and begin to stroke.

She would look up at me and wait for my eyes to open and greet me with a kiss and a smile, before climbing on top of me. Her tits would hang in front of my face and I would feel her position my stiff cock to her opening. Then she would sink down taking it all in and begin rocking her hips. Her moans would fill the entire apartment and I'm sure could be heard by our neighbors down the hall. The sound of her cumming would put me over the edge. What a way to wake up.

I sighed as Kylie got up and went to her closet. My cock ached as I watched her nude body, remembering how it felt on top of me. Guess that was going to stay a memory this morning.

She slipped on a thong and put on a pair of shorts, looking at herself in the mirror. Then she took off the shorts and tried on another pair. She took those off too and dug through her drawer. She finally pulled one out and had to bounce to get it on, it was so tight.

"You know it's just the gym, not a fashion show," I said.

She blushed. "I just like to look my best, sweetie."

But for who, I wondered.

She quickly got together the rest of her ensemble and left the room. I heard her and Jason giggling as usual as they left the apartment to head down to the gym. I laid there in silence, my dick still begging to be touched. I wondered if maybe I should just give in and rub one out at this point cause it didn't seem like I would be getting any soon.

My phone began to ring.

I reached over and saw that it was my boss. He never called me on the weekends. I quickly answered it.

"Hello?"

"Daniel, sorry to disturbed you on a Saturday, but I'm just getting everything together to head out on my flight and I can't find the Kucherov file."

My heart sank. I thought he was going to that trip the following week and I hadn't finished writing up the report yet. I had been so distracted lately that things like this had been slipping through the cracks.

"Umm s-sir, I thought you needed it for next Friday," I stammered.

"What?? No, I'm leaving tonight. I need to include it in my pitch to the board. Damn it Daniel! What is going on with you lately?"

I grimaced, hating to hear the disappointment in his voice. My performance review was coming up in the next few weeks too and I'm sure this wouldn't help my case.

"I can get it to you tonight, sir. No problem."

He sighed. "Just get it to me, Daniel. I'm giving you a chance to make this right." He hung up the phone without even saying goodbye.

I jumped out of bed and threw on some clothes. I ran out of the apartment and jumped into my car. On my way, I sent Kylie a text so she would know where I was when she came back from her workout.

*****

(Kylie)

As Jason did his weight lifting I did my best to distract him. He had told me to wear something sexy in his text this morning. I think the shorts I picked checked that box. I would bend over right in front of the machine he was on, knowing full well that he couldn't look away. I could feel the material of the shorts stretch around my figure. I got that familiar tingly feeling knowing that he was staring, trying desperately to imagine what I looked like without the shorts. I walked by him and ran my hands across his shoulders, while giving him a devious smile.

"Did you get my present for you the other day?" I asked playfully.

"What present?"

"Oh it was skimpy and purple and a little bit dirty from my workout...I think I left it right on the bathroom floor for you..." I said with a smile.

"Ohh that present," Jason said looking at me, taking in my tight body with his gaze. "I may have taken that into my room for safe keeping," he responded with a smirk. "The next ones I want to take off myself though."

I was already leaking. If he got this pair he would have to wring them dry they would be so wet. I bit my lips and continued to watch him as he pumped out his next set. He looked so hot in his tank top and gray sweatpants. His arms were pumped from the lifts he was doing. I could just make out the bulge in his pants. If there weren't other people in here, I might have jumped him right there.

All this teasing was getting me riled up, so I decided it was time to actually workout and hopefully get rid of all this extra energy. Jason shook his head and smiled as I danced around the gym for him, just begging attention. I started up the treadmill and began running. I would catch glimpses of Jason in the mirror, checking me out as I went. I smiled to myself, loving that he couldn't take his eyes off me.

My phone buzzed on the stand in front of me and I saw it was a message from Daniel.

"Something urgent came up at work. I have to run to the office for a bit. I'll be back as soon as I can."

My heart skipped a beat.

Was this the opportunity I had been waiting for? Jason and I would be alone upstairs.

I tried to concentrate on my run, but all I could think about was what would happen when we got up there. Who would make the first move? We're we really going to go through with this? I was nervous, but also excited. I imagined him stripping me down as soon as we got up there. Taking me right there in the living room. Or maybe he could join me in the shower this time.

Oh my god, this was happening! My face grew hot. I wonder how much time we will have? Maybe we shouldn't risk if Daniel could come back at any moment. But how can I not take this opportunity to see that cock again?

I was so caught up in my fantasy and my heart was going so fast, I didn't realize how fast I was running on the treadmill. All of a sudden I felt the back of my leg cramp up. I gasped in pain and hit the stop button on the treadmill. I wasn't fast enough though and I tumbled to the ground. A few people stopped what they were doing, but it was Jason who arrived to me first.

"What happened, Kay?" he said. My heart fluttered a little when he used my nickname.

"I don't know, I just got really tight on the back of my leg all of sudden and then I fell."

"Can you walk?" he asked, trying to help me up. I felt his strong hands along the side of my hip.

I put some weight on the leg and started to walk but immediately faltered. Jason was there to catch me.

"Let's get you upstairs to take a look," he said and swept me right off my feet.

I was definitely in pain, but having my arms around Jason's neck as he carried me out of the gym stoked the fire of yearning inside me. I felt light as a feather in his strong arms. He was glistening in sweat. There was something so sexy about him.

When we got upstairs, Jason set me down on the couch and went to the kitchen to warm a heating pad. I was in pain, but the butterflies were still there in my stomach. I could feel the quiet in the apartment, knowing that we were the only two there. I wondered when Daniel would be coming back from the office.

*****

(Daniel)

I sat at my desk getting everything together for the Kucherov file. I still couldn't believe how badly I had screwed this up. I would probably have to be here for at least another hour to get everything done. At least Kylie would be down in the gym most of that time.

My phone buzzed.

"Hey... so I had a bit of a fall in the gym." It was Kylie.

"Are you ok? What happened?"

"I'm not sure, my leg just cramped up while I was running and I fell. Jason is taking a look at me now."

Well, that wasn't very comforting to hear.

"I can be back in probably an hour and then I'll take you to the emergency room," I texted back, trying to think how quickly I could get everything done.

Kylie responded back. "That's ok, honey. Jason said it's just muscular. He's gonna give me a massage to work it out. He's gonna take care of me."

I hated everything about that sentence. My mind went back to this morning, watching Kylie put on that extra sexy gym outfit. I imagined Jason running his hands up and down her body, now having a reason to feel my girlfriend's perfect ass. Would she notice his intentions this time?

I didn't know what to say. I started to type something out, but deleted it almost just as quick. I didn't want to sound like the insensitive or insecure boyfriend, but I also didn't want another man to massage my girlfriend. Especially not Jason.

Several moments passed as I contemplated what to write. "I'll be home soon, can't you just wait?" I finally sent.

"It's fine, honey. Jason is basically a physical therapist at this point. I'm in good hands :) "

His hands were exactly what I was worried about.

*****

(Kylie)

Jason came out of the kitchen and had me turn over on the couch. He started to prod the area to get a better idea of where the pain was. I was hyper aware of how close he was to my ass.

He put the heating pad on the back of my leg as I continued to text Daniel.

"So what's the verdict? Will I ever walk again?" I asked, jokingly.

He smiled. "I think you'll be fine, seems to just be muscular. But I'd be happy to carry you around all day. You're so light."

I laughed. The heat was starting to help the muscle relax. I looked over at Jason. Here we were, alone in the apartment. Not exactly how I had imagined it, but I could still feel my pulse racing with excitement.

My phone buzzed again as Daniel responded back to me.

"Is Daniel not home?" Jason asked.

"Nope, just me and you for a little while. He had to run to the office." I tried to hide my smile, but I could feel the corners of my mouth move as I said it.

The tension in the air was palpable, both of us thinking the same thing.

"So anything my resident physical therapist can do to fix my leg up?" I asked.

"Well it's probably another month or two before you can start calling me that, haven't finished my degree yet. But first let's get you some Advil. And if you'd like, I think massaging the area will help get blood flowing to the area."

I don't think blood flow was gonna be a problem.

Jason got up to fetch the medicine. I finished texting Daniel and put the phone down. I took a deep breath, the excitement jumping around inside of me like electricity. This was it.

Jason returned with the pill and a glass of water, which I took quickly. I looked up at Jason, catching that sexy look in his eyes.

"Time for my massage?"

He nodded and picked me up again and carried me down the hall. I felt so naughty as we crossed the threshold to his bedroom. I really hadn't been in here much since he moved in. He kept it neat and clean. He had his massage table set up in the corner where he set me down. All his oils and lotions were on a stand next to it. I put my phone there and looked at him with anticipation.

"So I tell all my clients this, but it's probably best if you strip down. The oil can really stain your clothes. I can step outside --"

I barely let him finish his sentence as I pulled my top off over my head exposing my bare breast. His eyes got wide.

"Can you help me with my shorts?" I asked, innocently.

I stood up and turned around, resting my arms on the table. I gingerly put weight on my injured leg. Jason got down behind me and began pulling my shorts off. They were so tight so he had to put some force to get it over my shapely behind.

I could hear him breathing as my ass came into view and he pulled the shorts completely off. I was standing there in just my thong.

"These too?" he asked.

"Well, you did say you wanted to take off the next pair yourself," I said, running my thumbs along the strings of my panties.

Jason moved his hands up the side of my legs to my waist, giving me goosebumps. He put his fingers inside the band and slowly removed my thong. I arched my back, pushing my ass out closer to his face. I could feel him breath in and I'm sure he could smell my scent with how close he was. There I was standing completely naked in front of Jason. Whatever pain I was feeling, was dwarfed by the aching between my legs.

I slowly climbed onto the table, pausing just slightly to give Jason a view of everything before laying face down. My face turned to the side and I could see Jason had a bulge in his pants. I could feel myself becoming wet already.

Jason grabbed a remote and threw on some soft music. It was gentle and soothing, meant to fade into the background. He grabbed his oil and drizzled it onto the back of each of my legs. It was a strange sensation, feeling the liquid drip down my skin, but it was oddly pleasurable. He slowly massaged the oil into my legs, coating them completely, making my skin glisten. His hands felt amazing as they rubbed up and down the entire length. When he got to the back of my right leg, I winced in pain.

"I'm going to start with your foot and check some range of motion of your knee," he said. He took my right foot in his hand, bending my leg. He messaged the oil into the bottom of my foot, putting just the right amount of pressure. His fingers circle my foot, going up and in between each toe.

"This feels amazing, Jason," I said softly. "I should have asked you to massage me a long time ago." He stayed silent and bent my leg in different directions.

"Looks like the knee is okay," he said to himself. I always found it sexy when a man was in his element and this was Jason's. Every movement had a purpose. He listened to every sound I made, trying to understand my body. I could feel my entire body begin to tingle, that sensation of just surrendering control knowing you were in competent hands.

He lowered my leg back down slightly and began working on my ankle, rotating it and putting pressure at different angles. My ankle was a little sore, but the stretches felt good.

"Looks like you may have twisted it a little bit in the fall, but no damage that I can see," he said.

He moved to the back of the ankle and slowly worked his way up into my calf. His hands were so strong. He used his thumbs to slowly climb up the bottom part of my leg. He pushed hard into the muscle. It was slightly painful, but as he moved up I could feel the release of tension. He massaged the muscle until it was nice and tender, then moved to my hamstring.

As soon as he touched it I winced in pain again.

"Ok, I'll be gentle here."

He let his hand move all the way up applying slight pressure, stopping right at my butt. The further he went up the more it hurt. He went back down and repeated the process several times. Each time his hand went further onto my ass. Another chill went down my spine. The pain was starting to slowly dissipate and I could feel my skin turn to goosebumps.

He went back down to just above the back of my knee and started to apply more pressure. He circled my entire leg with his hands, his fingers moving in between my thigh and the table. His thumbs dug into the back of my leg, pushing firmly. He moved up, his thumbs slowly climbing one over the other.

Soon my legs were too close together for him to get his hands fully around. I spread them a little further to give him room. I felt the air as it hit my exposed pussy. I knew he must be watching. I bit my lip as he inched closer and closer up my leg.

His hands were at the top of my thigh now continuing to knead the back of my leg. He was as close as possible to my opening without actually touching it. I'm sure he could feel the heat radiating from it. I wanted so bad for him to make contact I was almost slithering down the table.

Then just before it felt like he was about to finally give me what I so desperately wanted, he switched back to rubbing up and down the hamstring. Was he trying to tease me? He was now concentrating directly on the painful area again. He pushed slowly up my leg listening to my reaction to gauge the pain. I could almost feel the pain slowly releasing from the muscle. It has now become isolated right underneath my ass.

Without me even saying anything, Jason just seemed to know where to go next. He put his one hand on the bottom of my cheek, while the other hand stayed on the painful area. He pushed my butt up, while applying pressure down with the hand on my leg. The stretch felt amazing, but not only in my leg. I could feel my pussy lips stretch as well. I held my breath as he held the stretch.

When he finally let it go I gave a big sigh of relief. He did this several more times, each stretch a little further than the last. I was already feeling much better. I could feel a tingle all around as I started to melt into the table, loving the sensation of Jason's hands on my body.

He gave me one final push, his hand now cupping my entire ass cheek. He held it for a moment and then finally released. I felt his hands leave my body and was instantly disappointed, thinking maybe the massage was over. I need more. I was about to turn to look at him when I felt the drizzle of more oil, this time directly onto my ass.

His hands once again began to spread the oil into my skin. Both his hands pushed in my ass checks, spreading them wide in a circular motion. I could feel my asshole fully exposed each time. I could almost feel his eyes on my most private areas and it only turned me on further. I wanted him to explore every inch of me.

He reversed the circles and I could feel his hands begin to slip into my crack. I shivered as he finally made light contact with my lips. He did this a few times teasing me. I let out a small moan, unable to hold back.

I could feel the oil begin mixing with my own wetness. I felt like I was leaking out onto the table. Jason began to concentrate all his energy in between my cheeks. His fingers slowly making their way down to my outer lips. He was careful not to go further inside. He spread my lips apart with his fingers. I spread my legs even further for him.

"Your pussy is amazing, Kay."

I moaned again at hearing him say that. I arched my back slightly, pushing my pussy up in the air, presenting it to him.

He began to gently massage the folds of my lips, coating his fingers with my wetness. His hands traveled a little further and finally made contact with my waiting clit.

"Fuckkk, Jason. I need this so bad." My eyes were closed and my mouth was slightly open as my face pressed into the table.

I felt his finger move up and down my entrance. He inserted the tip into me slowly, feeling the inside of me for the first time. He pushed forward and I moaned loudly this time. I could feel myself clench down, trying to pull him even deeper. But he pulled back out and moved down to my clit once more.

"Don't tease me," I moaned softly.

He let out a small laugh and I could see the smile on his face without even looking. He returned to my waiting hole and inserted two fingers this time. I could feel my pussy stretch to accommodate him. He began to push them further inside of me, his thumb rested gently on my asshole, giving it a light massage. I was in absolute heaven, no other thoughts except the pleasure that Jason was giving me.

He began to pump his fingers in and out of me, slowly at first but starting to pick up speed as my body allowed. The sound of my own wetness echoed through the room. I was moaning loudly now, happy to not have to hide it anymore. I pushed my ass back into him with every thrust, wanting to feel him as deep as possible. The table began to rock as his fingers controlled my whole body. I could feel an orgasm begin to build inside of me as Jason explored inside.

The massage table rocked back and forth with the motion, my moans timed with it. It hit into his side table with all the oils and knocked my phone down. I looked down at it as it landed on the floor. My eyes got wide with panic.

I could see several text messages and missed calls all from Daniel.

*****

(Daniel)

I sat there with my head in my hands, completely unable to concentrate on the work in front of me. All I could think about was what was going on in my apartment. I watched the clock on my desk tick away. I was getting nothing done, but the minutes were going by faster and faster. With each minute I wondered how the massage was going.

I thought back to my conversation with Jason the other day about all the women clients he had. I had wondered if he took any liberties with them. I had even fantasized about doing it myself if I was in his shoes. But now I hoped to God he wasn't doing the same to my own girlfriend.

I tried to shake the thoughts from my head. I was being silly. Nothing was going on. It was an innocent massage, right?

But what about his hand on her ass the other day? Or the comments about how I had the hottest girl of all? All the time they had been spending together?

I picked up my phone, unable to resist anymore. I wrote out a message, trying to sound casual, like I wasn't losing my mind over here.

"Hey sweetie, how's it going? How's the leg?"

I stared at the screen, waiting for a response. Waiting to see if the message had been read or to see Kylie start typing.

Nothing.

I put the phone down and turned it upside down. I need to get some work done. I'm sure she'll text me back in a second, I said to myself. I looked over the paperwork in my hand, trying my hardest to focus.

My phone buzzed and my hand shot out to grab it. I flipped it over hoping to see a message from Kylie saying that the massage had finished and that she was just waiting for me in bed. Instead it was a phone call from my boss. A different kind of panic rose up. I quickly answered.

"Daniel, how much do you have left?"

"H-hi sir. Umm I'm pretty close to being finished."

"I need these ASAP, Daniel. After you put the file together, I need you to run some numbers on projected sales for Q1."

"You need thar by tonight as well?" I asked, hoping the answer was no.

"Didn't I just say ASAP?"

"Yes, of course, sir. Sorry, I'll send everything over as soon as I'm done."

He hung up again. This was the exact opposite of what I needed right now. I was trying to get out of here as quickly as possible, but doing those projections was gonna take even longer! I searched through my computer for the most recent sales figures, thinking about what forecasting model I should use. I didn't dare call my boss back, for fear he would pile on even more work.

I continued to work for another 10 minutes or so, the adrenaline I had gotten from speaking with my boss giving me a little time to focus. I looked down at my phone, noticing how much time had passed.

Still no message from Kylie.

"Kylie? Is everything alright?" I sent.

I'm sure my panic was starting to come through in the texts, but I didn't know what to do anymore. As more time passed with no answer I was convincing myself that my terrible thoughts were a reality. But what could I do? I was gonna be stuck here all day.

My mind was racing and I couldn't think straight. I needed to get back to the apartment now. It was against company policy to take any files off our work computers, but I was desperate. I grabbed a flash drive and began downloading everything I could. At least at home I could keep my eye on Kylie and Jason and still get this work done. It felt like an eternity watching the progress bar slowly tick forward. As I waited, I gave Kylie a call, hoping that maybe she just didn't hear the sound of the texts. My heart sank even further as it rang and rang, finally going to voicemail.

The computer let out a ding to let me know the file transfer had completed. I looked around to make sure I had everything and ran down to my car, not wanting to waste another second. I peeled out of the parking lot, going down side streets much faster than I should, hoping I wouldn't get pulled over. I sped through the city, unsure of what I would find when I got back to the apartment.

When I finally pulled into the garage under our building, my heart was racing. What was I about to walk into? I went to the lobby and pressed the button to call the elevator. Of course it was at the top floor. The numbers counted down slowly.

Suddenly my phone began to buzz.

It was Kylie.

"Kylie, what's going on? I texted you a bunch of times."

"Ohhh, uh, sorry. I must not have heard the phone."

"Where are you?" I asked.

"Hmm? Oh I'm just in Jason's room". She sounded distracted.

"Why are you in Jason's room?"

"That's where his massage t-- Oh god", she moaned into the phone.

"Kylie?? Is everything alright?"

"Yesss! This massage is just really good. Jason knows what he's doing," she continued, sounding breathless.

"I'm getting into the elevator now," I said, panic in my voice.

"Ohhhh --" The phone cut off as I lost the signal.

*****

(Kylie)

"Fuck," I said as I looked at my phone on the floor. Jason stopped what he was doing. I had several texts and missed calls from Daniel. I quickly reached down and grabbed the phone and flipped over to sit up on the table.

"What's wrong?" Jason asked.

I hit the call button on Daniel's number and put the phone to my ear. "I don't know. Daniel was trying to reach me," I said as the phone rang. My pussy was still tingling from Jason's fingers. All she wanted was to cum, and she was mad that I had stopped.

I could see Jason taking in my body as I sat there completely naked on his table. His cock was strained against his sweatpants. He stood there looking down at me.

Daniel finally answered, waiting no time to speak. "Kylie, what's going on? I texted you a bunch of times."

As I was about to answer, Jason slowly pushed my legs apart, staring at my pussy. He had the look of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. And I wanted him. "Ohhh, uh, sorry. I must not have heard the phone," I finally responded.

How much time had passed during the massage? My head was spinning.

"Where are you?" Daniel asked.

Jason got up on the table and moved in between my legs. I was too distracted by the phone to really comprehend what he was doing. He started kissing my legs, working his way up. As he got to the inside of my thighs, my eyes got wide and my pussy began to pulse again. I was still right on the edge of an orgasm.

"Hmm?" I said into the phone. Jason's kisses we're getting closer and closer to my waiting pussy. He kissed right next to my lips, sending a shiver through my body. Then he moved to right above my clit, kissing there as well. I could feel his breath. "Oh I'm just in Jason's room," remembering that I was still on the phone.

"Why are you in Jason's room?" Daniel responded immediately.

Jason looked up at me with a devious smile. "That's where his massage t-- Oh god!" In one motion he licked my entire pussy from the bottom to the top. My eyes rolled back into my head as I let out a moan. He began to devour my pussy, like a man who hadn't eaten in days. His tongue exploring every part of me.

"Kylie?? Is everything alright?" I heard Daniel say, but it sounded so far away.

I couldn't concentrate. Jason started to circle my clit with his tongue. I grabbed his hair as one of his hands reached up to my breast.

"Yesss!" I tried to cover up what was happening. "This massage is just really good. Jason knows what he's doing." I was breathing deeply into the phone. I hoped that Daniel didn't know what was going on, but a part of me also didn't care at this moment.

"I'm getting into the elevator now." My eyes grew wide at that. Just then Jason had inserted his fingers into me while he continued to eat my sopping wet pussy.

"Ohhhh fuckkkkk!!!" I let out as the phone disconnected. I was seconds away from unleashing an earth shattering orgasm. But I panicked realizing that Daniel would be coming in at any second.

"Jason!" I said, trying to catch my breath. He continued to lick and finger me. "Jason!" I reluctantly pushed his head away. "Daniel is coming up right now! He'll be here any second! I need to get out of here."

Fuck, what was I gonna do. I'm completely naked, covered in oil and my own juices. There is no way Daniel won't know something is up. Fuck, fuck!

Jason lifted his head from between my legs. I was expecting to see the same panic in his eyes, but it wasn't there.

"Don't worry," he said calmly.

He crawled up my body and leaned in and kissed me. Our first kiss. My tongue plunged into his mouth. I could taste my juices on him and it turned me on even more. I grabbed the back of his head as our tongues continued to dance together.

He finally broke away from me. "Lay back down on your stomach."

I did what he asked, trusting he knew what he was doing. He went to his closet and grabbed a towel. He draped it over me covering me completely from the middle of my back down to right above the back of my knee.

Barely a second later, we heard Daniel come into the apartment.

"Kylie?" We heard him call from the living room.

Jason moved quickly to the door and opened it halfway. He kept most of his body behind it, I'm sure trying to hide the enormous erection in his pants.

"We're in here man, that's where my table was set up."

Daniel came over to the bedroom, looking inside. The soft music had continued to play, even though I forgot that it was even on. My stomach was in knots, waiting to see what would happen.

"We are just finishing up," Jason said to Daniel in a soft tone. I don't know how he was doing it, but he was completely calm. He continued, "She was in a lot of pain, man. It was a nasty fall. Her ankle has a little swelling, but it's mostly just her hamstring."

I saw Daniel peer into the room. "Is everything alright?" he asked me directly.

I put on my best act of being in pain. "Yeah, honey. The massage is really helping though."

Daniel looked down towards the floor and must have noticed my clothes. "Are you naked?"

I panicked, hoping that Daniel couldn't see it all over my face, but Jason answered for me. "It's pretty normal because of the oils." He showed Daniel his hands that glistened. It was mostly my juices, but Daniel didn't know that. "They can really mess up clothes. But don't worry the towel covers everything. I do this with all my clients."

Daniel looked around some more. Looking for anything out of place, but not finding it.

"How much longer will this take?" he finally asked.

"Probably 10 minutes." Jason leaned in closer to Daniel. "I hope you don't mind, but I need to keep the door closed to keep out any outside noises. Kylie needs to be fully relaxed to get rid of the tension in the muscles."

I listened intently. Jason was playing his part perfectly.

Daniel hesitated for a moment, but somehow Jason just knew exactly what to say. "So why don't you just go wait out in the living room. After we're done, Kylie will go shower off and then I'll need you to ice her down for the rest of the night. You'll need to take care of her."

Daniel sighed. "Fine. 10 minutes. But that's it," he said, as we walked away. Jason slowly closed the door behind him.

I shifted onto my side, looking at him. The towel had fallen off a little and my breast was exposed. My heart was racing. That was way too close, I thought to myself, as I breathed a sigh of relief. It was smart that he gave us both some time to calm down before I left the room, we would seem less suspicious that way. I looked up at Jason, but there was no relief there, just his eyes sparking with lust.

Jason came up beside the table, leaned down and kissed me again. His lips were so soft. I should have been worried, with Daniel only just in the other room, but I couldn't help but give in to the excitement of it all. I kissed him back hard.

Jason slowly pulled away from me, looking deep into my eyes. He smiled at me and removed his shirt. My eyebrows raised in shock. In my quietest voice, I said, "What are you doing??"

It had been so long since I had seen him shirtless. His muscles looked so firm and his abs well defined. I wanted to run my hands all over him.

He put his fingers to his lips. "Shhhh"

Then he pulled his sweatpants down, revealing his throbbing cock. It bounced in the air, finally free. God, it looked amazing. I bit my lip, knowing that I should stop this all right now. But I wasn't able to control myself with this thing so close to me. I reached out and grabbed it as Jason leaned down and began kissing me again.

I felt the length and girth of it in my hand once more. I imagined what it would feel like to fill me up.

But that was impossible right now. I reminded myself that Daniel was just outside. I broke free from the kiss. "Jason, I want you so bad, but we can't do anything! Daniel will definitely hear me!"

I continued to stroke his cock though, loving the feeling of it in my hand. I cursed myself, knowing how loud I would get if we continued. If only I could stay quiet.

Jason leaned in and put his mouth to my ear. "I want to make you cum, Kay."

I almost did right then.

"We can't!" I wanted it so bad. "I'm barely keeping it in right now, Jason!" I pleaded, trying my hardest to keep my voice down. "I can't control myself!"

He kissed me again. I wanted to give in to him.

"I have an idea. Don't worry. Lay back down face up."

I don't know why, but I couldn't stop myself from obeying, even though I knew how risky we were being. I layed down on the table, looking up at him. He pulled the towel from my body, exposing me completely once more. We were both completely naked. He then positioned himself at the head of the table.

His cock towered over my face. It looked enormous. I squeezed my legs together, trying my hardest not to get too excited, forcing myself to remember Daniel was in earshot.

He pressed his cock down to my lips and rubbed his head against them. I opened my mouth slightly and let my tongue touch the underside of his dick. He moved it up and down allowing me to coat the length of it with my saliva.

"Tilt your head back and open your mouth," he commanded.

I did as I was told and his cock entered my waiting mouth. It felt great to taste him once more. He pushed deeper into me and began to fondle my tits. He played with them as he slowly pushed his dick in and out of my mouth.

He circled my hardening nipples, moving his hands over them just slightly, causing me to become even further aroused. Then he pinched them both, just the right amount. I let out an uncontrollable moan right onto his cock, but the sound was completely muffled.

He pulled his dick out of my mouth and I looked up at him with a confused look, unsure of why he had stopped.

"Can't moan if your mouth is full, Kay," he said with a smile.

My eyes grew wide with realization and a huge smile came across my face as well. I grabbed his cock and shoved it back into my mouth, my excitement building once more. I allowed him to fill my mouth and my tongue danced all around his throbbing member. He pumped into my mouth, filling my throat, while he continued to play with my breasts.

Jason finally pulled out and climbed onto the table right above me, straddling my head. His cock dangling right in front of my face. From this angle it was even more impressive.

His head went between my legs and he began to kiss the inside of my thigh again. I felt his hand begin to play with my pussy. So I grabbed his cock and began stroking. I was dying to get it back in my mouth. I had been dreaming about showing him what I could really do.

I put the tip in my mouth, swirling it around with my tongue. I pushed it up towards his stomach and began to lick the underside from the tip all the way to the base. I loved feeling the length slide across my tongue.

His big beautiful balls dangled between his legs. As my tongue made its way to the base of his shaft I continued further licking his sack all around. His cock rested on my chin as I popped a testicle into my mouth and gently sucked while massaging his cock with my hand.

Jason was busy licking my clit on the other end. I let out a moan while his balls were in my mouth. It muffled it completely, but gave Jason a little extra vibration. He grunted, letting me know he liked the feeling.

I tongued his balls making sure they were nice and wet as I made my way back up his cock. I rubbed his cock all over my face, feeling the weight against my cheek. I felt so dirty thinking about Daniel in the other room as this gigantic cock was pressed up against me. I lined up his head with my mouth and stroked a little precum out. I licked the tip, tasting it and remembering the other day.

I slapped it against my cheek a few times and moved it all around my lips. It made me so wet. I let out another moan. It must have been a bit too loud because Jason thrust his dick forward, shoving his cock into my mouth. I loved it. I moaned again, this one almost silent.

I bobbed up and down, trying to get the best angle. Sucking cock from this position was a challenge, but I never shied away from that. I took him further and further into my throat. I was determined to deep throat him this time.

I got about three quarters of the way down, but couldnt push much further. I stayed there enjoying the fullness in my mouth. I moved back and forth a few more times while swirling my tongue around his shaft. I finally let him out of my mouth to catch my breath, before trying again.

Jason continued to lap me up with his tongue. Going into every fold, every part of my vulva. I was on fire down there. His tongue was magical and it felt like he was trying to devour me. I loved it.

I continued to concentrate on his meaty cock, trying to return the favor. I reached my hands up around Jason's body, trying to pull his cock into me. He got the message and began to lightly thrust his hips.

I rested my head on the table as his cock went in and out of my mouth. He would pull all the way out with a slight pop and then push it back in. His grunting into my pussy told me it was working.

He was being gentle, not wanting to push too far, but I wanted more. I reached up and pulled him as he thrusted down. He was almost all the way in my throat. I gagged a little, but was loving every second of it. He pulled out again, making sure I was ok. My saliva clung to his dick. I used my hand to jerk his slick cock back and forth, guiding it back to my mouth.

Realizing that I wanted it all, Jason began thrusting into me with more force. He pushed and his entire cock popped right into my throat, his balls resting right on my face. My eyes watered, but I loved the feeling.

On his side he had begun moving downward, licking the entrance to my pussy. Taking in all of my juices. As he humped my face, my hips rose as an orgasm began to build. He took the opportunity to grab my ass and spread my cheeks. I felt his tongue make its way down to my asshole. I had never had anyone do that before. I moaned hard into his cock.

I could tell Jason was getting close. He began to really face fuck me. The sounds were barely covered by the relaxing music.

Gluck, gluck, gluck, gluck was all you could hear. The sound of my throat being fucked.

Every 10 or 15 seconds he would pull out, allowing me to catch my breath. My face was a mess of spit and precum. I felt like such a slut. Jason's slut.

My moans were coming from deep within me. It was as much from Jason eating my pussy and asshole as it was having his cock in my mouth.

I felt his cock start to swell and he gave one final thrust. He moaned into my pussy and cum began to shoot from his cock right down my throat. The feeling put me over the edge, as I started bucking my own hips in an almost silent orgasm. It rolled through me as the world grew dark. There was nothing else except Jason's tongue inside my pussy and his cock in my mouth. The explosion went through my entire body as I shook uncontrollably.

Jason continued to cum as I did. I swallowed as much cum as I could, but my mouth was soon full. Jason pulled back his cock popping out of my mouth once more. The last few ropes coated my chin and shot down onto my chest and belly. I swallowed and another moan escaped my lips causing Jason to plug my face once more. I licked all around his cock, loving the taste of his seed as my own orgasm subsided.

Jason pushed himself off the table and stood up. He stood above my face admiring his handy work. I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out as he rubbed his cock all around my face, smearing the mess all around. I gave his dick little kisses, barely holding in a giggle, relishing that post orgasm feeling.

I got up and wrapped myself in the towel. I didn't bother wiping off the cum as I exited the room making my way to the bathroom. I caught a glimpse of Daniel on the couch. He was too far away to really see anything, but I didn't care anyway. He looked like he had a drink in his hand.

"How are you feeling?" he asked.

"So much better. Jason is amazing. I might need another massage very soon."

