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Chapter 1



I was sipping coffee in the kitchen when Lila breezed in, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Hey, do you remember my friend Mason?” she asked, leaning against the counter, her blonde hair catching the morning light.

“Mason? Yeah, I remember him,” I said, setting my mug down. “Why do you bring him up?”

“He was over at Sarah’s place the other day, and we got to chatting. Apparently, he’s having some computer issues. Something about a setup with all his movies and shows. He remembered you’re a tech guy.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I do cybersecurity, Lila, not IT. He could probably just take it back to wherever he bought it for a fix.”

She waved a hand dismissively. “He said he tried that a couple of times, and it’s still acting up. But here’s the thing—if you can take a look at it, he offered me a free massage!”

I chuckled, recalling Mason’s side gig. “Oh, right, he’s a masseur, isn’t he?”

“Not just any masseur,” Lila said, her voice bubbling with enthusiasm. “He’s supposed to be one of the best around here. His basic sessions go for like five hundred bucks, Ethan! And I’d get one for free. You know how my back’s been killing me lately. Plus, I’ve heard his house is gorgeous.”

“His house?” I asked, a slight edge creeping into my tone.

“Yeah, he runs his business out of a home office,” she explained, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear.

I leaned back, crossing my arms. “So, you’d be going to Mason’s house to get a massage from him?”

Lila rolled her eyes, stepping closer to rest a hand on my shoulder. “Don’t start getting jealous, babe. He’s a professional. It’s not like he’s going to try anything inappropriate.”

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “I guess not. Fixing a computer for a free five-hundred-dollar massage isn’t a bad trade.”





A few days later, I found myself driving through Mason’s neighborhood, and damn, was it fancy. The houses were massive, with manicured lawns and sleek cars parked in driveways. My phone buzzed, and Lila’s name popped up on the screen.

“Hey, Ethan,” she said, her voice bright. “Mason had to step out for an errand, but he wanted me to tell you he left the door unlocked. You can just head in and start on the computer. Go through the main entry, take the hallway, and it’s the first door on the left.”

“Wow, trusting guy, huh?” I said, pulling into his driveway.

Lila laughed. “I think it’s just his confidence.”

“Well, it’ll be nice to work without someone breathing down my neck,” I replied, grabbing my laptop bag.

The house was as impressive inside as out—polished wood floors, high ceilings, the works. I followed Lila’s directions to the office, a sleek setup with a computer that looked like it cost more than my car. The issue was simple: some corrupted files slowing everything down. It took me all of five minutes to sort out. But as I poked around, I noticed something odd. Most of the files weren’t movies or shows—they were security camera feeds. This guy had cameras in nearly every room, except the bathrooms and the office I was in.

My stomach twisted. Why so many cameras? I dug deeper, my cybersecurity instincts kicking in, and what I found made my blood run cold. In the massage studio, there wasn’t just one camera pointed at the table—there were at least a dozen, covering every angle, plus a microphone. And Lila was supposed to get a massage here tomorrow.

My heart raced. Was this guy some kind of creep? Or was it just for liability, like some businesses do? I didn’t have time to snoop much longer—Mason could be back any minute. So, I did what I do best: I set up a hidden backdoor into his system. I’d be able to access those feeds from home and figure out what the hell was going on.

I thought about telling Lila right then, but I hesitated. What if I was overreacting? Maybe there was a legitimate reason for the cameras. Besides, I needed more time to investigate. Unfortunately, Lila’s massage was scheduled for the next day, and by the time I got home, I was too swamped to dive back into Mason’s system. So, I decided to watch the session live, just to be sure.





The next morning, I sat at my desk, heart pounding as I logged into Mason’s system. The feed from his massage studio flickered to life. I watched as Mason greeted Lila at the front door, all smiles and charm. He gave her a tour of the house, and even without audio in most rooms, I could tell she was impressed—her wide eyes and excited gestures gave it away. Mason was making her laugh, too, which didn’t help the knot in my gut.

After about ten minutes, they reached the massage studio. The microphone kicked in, and I could finally hear them.

“I’ll step out to give you some privacy while you disrobe,” Mason said, his tone professional. “You can place your clothes on the table over there. There’s a towel on the massage table—just lie face down, face in the hole, and cover yourself with it. When you’re ready, ring the bell on the cart. Any questions?”

Lila glanced around the room. “Should I take everything off?”

Mason nodded. “I recommend fully disrobing to avoid getting oil on your clothes. The towel will keep you covered for privacy. It’s all about your comfort level. Anything else?”

“No, I think I’m good,” Lila said with a smile.

“Great. Just ring the bell when you’re ready,” Mason said before stepping out.

Lila took a moment to look around, then started undressing. I felt a pang of guilt watching her like this, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. She slipped off her bra, her full breasts bouncing free, then paused at her panties. My breath caught as she shrugged and slid them down, revealing her freshly waxed skin. She neatly folded her clothes, placed them on the table, and climbed onto the massage table, pulling the towel over herself before ringing the bell.

Mason returned, moving to the side of the table. “I’ll start with your shoulders and back. Mind if I fold the towel down?”

“Not at all,” Lila replied, her voice calm.

He folded the towel to cover just her hips and thighs, leaving her back exposed. I could see the curve of her breasts from the side, but I told myself it was unavoidable. Mason squirted oil onto her skin and began working her shoulders. Lila’s body visibly relaxed, and for a moment, I wondered if I’d been paranoid about the cameras. Maybe this was all legit.






























Chapter 2


I stared at the monitor, my heart thumping as Mason’s hands worked Lila’s shoulders. The oil glistened on her skin, and she let out a soft sigh, her body melting into the massage table. The cameras caught every angle—her relaxed face in the headrest, the curve of her spine, the way the towel barely covered her hips. I should’ve been furious about those cameras, but something else was stirring in me, something I wasn’t ready to admit.

Mason’s hands moved with practiced ease, kneading her shoulders, then sliding down her back. He worked her arms, his fingers tracing the length of them, and Lila didn’t flinch. Everything seemed professional, and I started to wonder if I’d overreacted about the cameras. Maybe they were just for security, like he’d claimed in some vague way during their chat at Sarah’s. But then Mason’s hands drifted to Lila’s sides, brushing the exposed curves of her breasts. My breath hitched. His fingertips lingered just a moment too long, dipping ever so slightly under the swell of her chest before moving on. Lila didn’t react, her breathing steady, but my pulse quickened.

“Everything okay?” Mason asked, his voice smooth.

“Perfect,” Lila murmured, her tone dreamy.

He moved to her feet, massaging her soles with slow, deliberate strokes. My eyes flicked between the camera feeds, catching the way her toes curled slightly. He worked up her calves, then her thighs, his hands inching closer to the towel. I leaned forward, my mouth dry, as his fingers pressed against the edge of the fabric, brushing what had to be the curve of her ass. He paused, his hands still.

“I can work your glutes if you’d like,” he said, his tone neutral but with a hint of suggestion. “I’d fold the towel to keep you mostly covered, just doing one side at a time.”

“Sounds good,” Lila replied, her voice soft and relaxed.

My stomach twisted as Mason folded the towel, exposing one of Lila’s ass cheeks while keeping the other side and her crack covered. He squirted more oil, his hands gliding over her skin, kneading deeply. Lila let out a small moan, barely audible, but it hit me like a shockwave. I shifted in my chair, uncomfortably aware of the growing tightness in my pants. This wasn’t supposed to turn me on, but watching another man’s hands on my wife’s bare skin was doing something to me I couldn’t explain.

Mason spent a good five minutes on one side before folding the towel to expose the other cheek. The way he worked her flesh, slow and methodical, felt almost too intimate. Lila’s occasional soft moans didn’t help. I kept telling myself it wasn’t explicitly sexual—she was covered, mostly, no different from a bikini at the beach. But the way Mason’s hands moved, the way Lila’s body responded, it felt like more. The cameras caught it all, every angle amplifying the sensuality.

When he finished with her glutes, Mason repositioned the towel to its original place. “Now for the front,” he said. “I’ll hold the towel up while you roll over, then replace it with two smaller ones to keep you covered. That okay?”

“Yes, that’s fine,” Lila said, her voice still relaxed.

Mason held the towel up, blocking his view from her perspective, but the cameras didn’t lie. One feed from the side caught everything as Lila rolled over. Her breasts bounced free, her nipples hard, and for a brief moment, I glimpsed the top of her slit as her legs shifted. My cock twitched, and I hated myself for it. Was I delusional, thinking those cameras were for liability? Or was Mason orchestrating this, knowing he’d have footage of my naked wife?

He draped two smaller towels over her—one across her breasts, another over her pelvis—before removing the larger one. She was barely covered, the towels smaller than I’d expected, but still more modest than a bikini. Mason started at her neck, his hands gliding over her collarbone, then down her arms. He returned to her upper chest, his fingers brushing just below the towel, maybe grazing the underside of her breasts. I squinted at the screen, unsure if I was imagining it. If he was touching her there, it was subtle, professional enough to pass.

His hands moved to her stomach, and I watched, mesmerized. Lila’s belly was one of my favorite parts of her—firm, smooth, perfect. Mason’s fingers worked closer to the lower towel, pushing it down slightly with each pass. My heart pounded as the fabric slid lower, stopping just shy of revealing her pubic area. He paused, then moved to her feet, working his way up her legs again. As he massaged her thighs, Lila’s legs parted slightly, almost unconsciously. The camera at the foot of the table gave me a view Mason couldn’t see—her pussy, barely visible under the towel’s edge. My hand hovered over my lap, guilt and arousal warring inside me.

Mason’s fingers brushed the towel’s edge again, and Lila spread her legs a bit more. The camera caught a clearer glimpse of her, and I swallowed hard. He couldn’t see it from his angle, I told myself, but I could, and that was enough to make my head spin. Then, just as I thought things might escalate, Mason stepped back.

“We’re all done,” he said, his tone professional. “I’ll step out so you can get dressed.”

I glanced at the clock—somehow, an hour had flown by. Part of me was relieved, but another part, one I didn’t want to acknowledge, was disappointed. Lila looked flushed as she sat up, the towels falling away. Mason left the room, and she got dressed, her movements slow, almost reluctant. When she opened
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