

    
        
          Kneading the Kink: A Hotwife Story

        

        
        
          Matthew Lee

        

        
          Published by Matthew Lee, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      KNEADING THE KINK: A HOTWIFE STORY

    

    
      First edition. July 8, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Matthew Lee.

    

    
    
      Written by Matthew Lee.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Kneading the Kink: A Hotwife Story

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14


Kneading the Kink

A Hotwife Story

Copyright © Kneading the Kink (2020) Matthew Lee

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner

without the prior written permission of the copyright owner,

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction and any similarity to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

By Matthew Lee

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


The curtains had a gap and I spent three minutes trying to close it. I wasn't surprised. This facility was owned by three young men and men just don't care about things like propriety. I took the clip from my hair to hold the drapes. 

Normally I'd never come to a low-end spa like this but I'd injured my back and had a golf tournament coming up soon. My physical therapist recommended I come here. This parlor is close to my house and I needed as many sessions as I could get in a very short time. Their open calendar matched mine so here I was; Mick's Massage and Health Spa. 

I checked the curtains again and began to undress. 

My masseur would be Anthony. I had no interest in some frat-boy trying to cop a feel so before I signed I grilled him hard on musculature and tissue connectivity. He'd done his homework. 

I folded my clothing neatly in the basket provided, including my bra and panties, and donned the thin, tight, throw-away substitutes they supplied. Tony warned me given the location of my injury he'd need to use a heavy soy lotion. I finished by wrapping a towel under my armpits and coiling my long brown hair atop my head. I removed the curtain clip to hold it. The curtains parted. Tony waited when I emerged.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Absolutely."

"Follow me."

After several twists and turns the young man ushered me into a small room with a massage table placed in the center. A full-length mirror sat in the corner. Cabinets lined the walls and the low, gentle sound of running water came from everywhere. Stacks of towels and a huge variety of lotions and creams littered the countertops. Diagrams of the human body, with detailed notes about muscles and tendons, adorned the walls. The lights were dim. Lavender drifted on the air. Far better than I expected from a spa owned by men.

"Is something wrong?" he asked, seeing my hesitation.

"No," I replied. "Not at all. I'm pleasantly surprised. I expected florescent lights and Pine-Sol."

He smiled and I noticed for the first time he was cute. Nice body too.

"Happy to hear it," he said. "I'll step out while you remove the towel and lie face down on the table. There's a hole cut out for your face and a call button on each side by your shoulders. Press it when you're ready for me to begin."

He smiled again and closed the door behind him. I tugged the towel free and faced the mirror, turning side to side. The panties and strapless bra hugged me like a second skin and, like every woman on Earth in my situation, I checked out my ass and tits. No longer the hot babe I'd been in high school, I still turned heads. 

Brett, my husband, always encouraged me to wear short skirts and tight tops but that's not my style. I'll wear something plunging and clingy on a special night, like the time we were invited to the Oscars, but not every day. I do like that he wants me to, however.

I sighed. As always, I wished my butt and breasts were a little smaller. At this size, both will sag as I get older. I lay on the table and tossed a fuzzy towel over my ass. I pressed the button.

Anthony entered and locked the door behind him. He started small talk, eventually working his way around to how I injured myself.

"Squatting more than I should," I said.

"I think it's great that you work out, Mrs. Chatsworth. Most women avoid weights and they shouldn't."

"Anthony," I laughed. "Never call me Mrs. Chatsworth again. I feel old enough already. Please, Carlie Jo or CJ or just Carlie."

"All right, Carlie, if you'll call me Tony."

"Deal."

He opened a cupboard and extended a metal arm that held a large copper bowl held by chains. A wick led down from a tiny hole in the bottom.

"What's that?" I asked.

"I fill the bowl with a special oil and allow it to drip on you as I work. I can swing the bowl wherever I need it."

"What's special about the oil?"

"It feels warm on your skin."

I lowered my face into the cutout and stared at the carpet. I heard a slight clink as he positioned the bowl and then the sound of pouring liquid. Soon a light tapping began across my back. Tony vigorously rubbed his hands together and then spread a thin coat of lotion across my shoulders, instantly warming them.

"Honestly, Carlie Jo," Tony said, starting the small talk again. "You're more attractive than my girlfriend and she's only eighteen."

I tensed and Tony felt it.

"Sorry," he quickly added. "I shouldn't have said that. That was unprofessional."

"It was," I agreed. "But I forgive you."

We fell silent as Tony worked across my left trapezius and then my right. He took his time, probing deep, using lots of oil. I drifted along in blissful relaxation. When his fingers slipped under my thin bra to follow my muscle, I didn't notice for the first thirty seconds. I debated saying something but soon his hands moved on.

When he reached my injury, he spent a lot of time working the surrounding area, gradually zeroing in on the sensitive tissue. The heat from the oil was intense. Moments later his fingertips slid under the towel and the elastic of my panties. Less than an inch, but, again, unprofessional. I said nothing. He was excellent at what he did I hesitated to rein him in. Several passes later he did it again, following my gluts an inch under my panties. Was he flirting or being thorough? 

"Remind me to sign-up my husband before I leave today," I said, indirectly reminding him I was a married woman.

"With pleasure," he replied.

With pleasure? 

An odd expression. What about that would be pleasurable for Tony? More likely he just wanted me thinking about pleasure so he contrived to slip that word in. I grinned. I couldn't help it. This young man was hitting on me. 

I stopped worrying and enjoyed his expertise. After a few minutes, he jumped over my butt to begin work on my hamstrings. I soaked it up. He was talented, keeping the pressure right on the border of pain, forcing the muscles to release all the stored tension they carried. He leaned into his work, flexing his thighs and digging deep.

Several minutes passed before I realized his erection pressed against my leg. 

I froze. He felt the tension return to my body and gradually eased himself away. Neither of us spoke, each pretending nothing happened. I had no idea what to say. After a few moments, I began to doubt what I'd felt. Was it intentional? Would he be so bold? He doesn't even know me. What if I'd freaked out? 

Tony continued my massage and I started to relax again. He worked down to my calves and then my feet, which was Heaven, then jumped to the other leg to repeat the process. Minutes later I felt a hard, warm cylinder press against my thigh again. This time I stayed calm. I wanted to be certain. I adjusted my leg slightly, pushing my thigh firmly against the offending object. Tony returned the pressure. Now there was no doubt. I felt his pulsing heartbeat. The firm tube throbbed. 

Now I had a decision to make. Do I say something to him and embarrass us both? Do I say something to his partners and get him in trouble? Do I say nothing, allow the therapy to finish and never return? 

Then a new thought occurred; what if Tony was just doing his job and the erection was unavoidable? Perhaps I just turned him on. He's trying to work and I'm making all these sinister assumptions about the young man. I gave up trying to solve the problem. I relaxed my body and let the man do his job. 

I felt his hard-on again, against the backs of my hands, when he worked my arms, just before telling me to turn over. He held the towel as I spun underneath. I closed my eyes and settled in. I was surprised when he draped a light scarf over my eyes but I let it go. It helped me relax.

He got to work. I heard a faint creak when he positioned the bowl over my décolleté and then a light tapping as the bowl dribbled liquid on me. He was right; the sensation of warmth spread rapidly. My lips parted and I was taking deep breaths before I realized it. 

The strength in his hands was astonishing. I work out and have a strong grip but I felt like he could break a bone with a squeeze. He had complete control and really dug into resistant muscle. He started high
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