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“How about something in red, scandalous – crotchless?” Came Selma’s request to her eager patient. It was dangerous, inappropriate, definitely not something you should wear to see your Physio.

And Farah agreed.

That week stretched out like an eternity for Farah, each day pent in an agony of anticipation. She could not focus at work, she was not herself at home. Her thoughts were a constant loop of Selma, consumed by the memory of her touch. She bought a red lingerie bodysuit, sheer to the point of transparency, no panties. The idea of wearing such a daring set of underwear made her feel so wet already. 

Waiting for Tuesday, work became a blur; she typed emails with half her mind elsewhere, Selma’s training having seeped into her bones, her mind and body attuned to the promise of their next meeting, the wait a delicious torment she couldn’t escape.

At home, Donald grew more observant, his quiet curiosity surfacing over dinner one night. He set his fork down, his brow creasing across the table. “How’s the physio going? You’ve been at it a while now,” he said, his tone casual but probing, his eyes lingering on her in a way that made her shift in her seat. Farah’s heart skipped, but she’d grown adept at the charade. She flashed a small, steady smile, as she replied, “It’s a slow process, you know? Healing takes time. Lots of tension to work out.” Her voice was confident with the half-truth, even as though her mind flickered to Selma’s hands, the massager, the screams she’d let loose. Donald nodded, accepting it with a grunt. For now.

Later that evening, as she slipped into the bedroom to try on the sheer red bodysuit, delivered discreetly that afternoon, he nearly caught her. She’d pulled it from its package, the fabric whispering against her skin as she held it up, admiring the way it would cling to her thin frame, her long legs framed by its daring cut. The door creaked, and Donald stepped in, pausing mid-sentence about some mundane chore. “What’s that?” he asked, his eyes narrowing at the flash of red in her hands. Farah’s pulse spiked, but she pivoted quickly, stuffing it into a drawer and turning with a breezy laugh. “Oh, just some new workout gear,” she said, her excuse flimsy but delivered with enough confidence to deflect. He frowned, unconvinced but too tired to press, muttering, “Huh, okay,” before shuffling out.

Farah exhaled, her chest tight with the close call, but the thrill of it all only fueled her extramarital longing for Tuesday. She couldn’t shake Selma. No, it was too late for that – her body and mind was trained to crave these moments, to step into this bolder, sluttier version of herself. Farah’s mind stayed fixed on the clinic, and the escape that awaited her beyond her husband’s oblivious gaze.

Tuesday arrived at last, and Farah moved through her workday with a restless energy, the sheer red bodysuit clung to her beneath her work clothes. The satin blouse and long skirt she’d worn over it masked the racy costume, but the sensation of the fabric, light, tight, exposing her in ways she’d never dared, made her feel sexy, powerful, amazing. Her long legs strode with confidence, her pulse racing as she imagined Selma’s reaction, the way her sharp eyes would devour her. The drive to the clinic was a blur, her mind already there, her body humming with anticipation.

When she stepped into Selma’s clinic, the atmosphere enveloped her like a warm embrace, a stark contrast to the bold, slutty edge of the bodysuit. Candles lined the counters and shelves, their flickering flames casting a golden glow that softened the room’s edges, and the air carried a faint scent of vanilla and cedar. Instead of the usual classical or jazz, ambient sounds drifted from the speaker, gentle waves lapping at a shore, distant bird calls, a soothing hum that calmed her racing heart even as it heightened her senses. The treatment table was gone, replaced by a soft, low bed draped in a deep blue sheet, its plush surface inviting and intimate, a deliberate shift from their past encounters. Selma had prepared this for her, and the thought sent a shiver of arousal down Farah’s spine.

Selma emerged from the back, her slim frame wrapped in a silky black robe that hinted at the curves beneath, her dark hair loose and tousled. Her sharp eyes lit up as they landed on Farah, sweeping over her with a slow, appreciative gaze. “You wore it,” she said, her voice a warm tease, stepping closer as Farah shed her blouse and skirt to reveal the sheer bodysuit. The fabric hugged her thin frame, the plunging neckline framing her breasts, the crotchless cut baring her pussy and accentuating her long, shapely legs. Selma’s smile widened, a mix of delight and hunger. “God, you look incredible. Better than I imagined,” she murmured, circling her like a predator admiring its prey, her fingers brushing the satin edge as she touched Farah.

“I’m ready for my ‘treatment’,” said Farah. The calming ambiance clashed deliciously with the slutty thrill of the costume. Her innocent statement was at odds with the intent of what both women were here for. 

The soft bed beckoned, and Selma gestured toward it, her robe slipping slightly to reveal a glimpse of her toned shoulder. 

“Lie down please.” She said, her tone professional but thick with innuendo. Farah obeyed, the contrast of the serene setting and her racy attire igniting her arousal further, her body already primed for whatever Selma had planned.

Farah settled onto the soft bed, the deep blue sheet cool against her skin as she shivered with anticipation, the sheer red bodysuit clinging to her like a second skin. The ambient sounds a calming influence around her, but her pulse raced as Selma approached, removing her robe down to a thin black chemise. Her smile was an enigma, a quiet promise as she knelt beside the bed, her presence alone enough to set Farah’s nerves alight. She didn’t reach for the massager this time, leaving it on the counter; instead, she relied on the power of her hands, her fingers poised to take Farah to that sensational heaven through touch alone.

Selma began at Farah’s feet, her fingertips brushing the tops with a featherlight glide, tracing the delicate arches with a care that sent a ripple of warmth up Farah’s legs. She moved slowly, deliberately, her hands sliding along Farah’s calves, the gentle drag of her skin against the sheer fabric of the bodysuit amplifying every sensation. Farah’s breath shortened, her body trembling as Selma’s fingers danced upward, kneading the muscle with a soft, sensual pressure that stopped just shy of her thighs. The touch was innocent yet electric, a tease that ignited her without venturing near her sensitive areas, and Farah’s long legs quivered as the pleasure built in waves.

Selma’s hands continued their journey, gliding over Farah’s knees, then along the outsides of her thighs, her fingers tracing the edges of the bodysuit where satin met skin. She dragged them slowly, her touch firm enough to feel deliberate but light enough to torment, sending shivers racing up Farah’s spine. “You’re so lovely,” Selma murmured, her voice a hum that blended with the ambient sounds, her eyes enjoying every twitch, every flutter of Farah’s reaction. She avoided the crotchless cut entirely, skirting around Farah’s pussy and hips, instead sliding her hands up to her ribs, brushing the undersides of her breasts through the sheer fabric without lingering, a fleeting tease that made Farah’s nipples harden and her breath catch.

Farah was floating already, a slow, sensational climb orchestrated by Selma’s skilled fingers alone. The glide along her legs, the drag across her skin, built a fire that didn’t need direct contact to blaze. Her body had been trained too well, attuned to Selma’s every move, and the absence of touch on her most sensitive spots only heightened the ecstasy. Her moans slipped out, soft and needy, her hips shifting subtly as Selma’s hands roamed back down, tracing the insides of her thighs now, close but never quite there. The candlelight flickered over them, casting Selma’s slim form in a golden glow, and Farah’s senses drowned in it, the soothing sounds, the tantalizing touch, the slutty thrill of the costume, all pulling her deeper into a heaven that felt boundless, her body trembling on the edge of something exquisite without Selma even grazing her core.

The supposed calming sounds of waves and chimes did little to soothe the growing storm within her, her senses overwhelmed by the slow, sensual net Selma wove without ever touching further. Her breaths came faster, shallow and uneven, and the restraint became unbearable. A soft whimper escaped her lips, morphing into words as she began to beg, her voice low at first but rising with desperation. “Selma... please,” she breathed, her hips shifting on the soft bed, the lingerie pulling taut against her trembling body. “More. I want more. I need... ”

Selma watched Farah lose her composure, savoring the scene unfolding before her. The begging fueled her, a testament to how thoroughly she’d trained Farah’s body and mind, and she leaned closer, her breast brushing Farah’s knee as her fingers continued their dance. “You sound so pretty when you beg,” she teased, her voice a sultry murmur, thick with enjoyment as she slid her hands higher, tracing the inner edges of Farah’s thighs, still avoiding anywhere controversial. Farah’s pleas grew louder, more desperate. “Please, Selma, please touch me. I can’t take it...” her vocal wishes spilling out in a slutty, needy rush, her long legs quaking, her hands grabbing the sheet.

Selma relented, but only just – still teasing as her fingers ventured closer, brushing the bare skin around Farah’s pussy, the lightest graze without dipping inside. She circled there, teasing the edges with a delicate soft touch, then pressed two fingers flat against Farah’s erect nub, rubbing slow, firm strokes that sent a jolt of pleasure surging through her. Farah’s cry was sharp, her back arching off the bed as Selma took her almost
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