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Damian approached me after I opened the door and kissed me lightly on the cheek. I immediately felt my pussy becoming hornier, wetter, and looser. Thank God for the thick panties and tampon I was using. I didn’t want to embarrass myself in front of Mary and her husband.

But there was denying that he was a handsome man. My goodness, just the sight of him was enough to make me go into overdrive. I was supposed to be over that sort of thing, but I was a weak woman. No matter how much I tried, I would always have a soft spot for Damian.

He had blue eyes, short blond hair with a pompadour, was fit but not overly muscular like most men from the gym, and was tall like a giraffe.

I could imagine myself being taken by his arms, his chin touching my forehead, his lips kissing mine, the strength of his biceps holding me tight, and the hardness of his cock pressing against my belly.

I kissed Mary, his wife, on the cheek, and she said, “Nice to meet you in your saloon today.”

"Nice to meet you too. Are you going to need the usual?" I asked as she sat on the salon chair and I covered her with a blanket.

“Of course. I really like this place and how you do my hair.”

Meanwhile, Damian sat on the couch behind us, spread his legs out wide, and took a magazine. He began to read it. His eyes looked somewhat interested in the content of the pages. Maybe he was admiring the women displayed on them.

I began to work on Mary’s long black hair with a pair of scissors. But most of my attention was elsewhere. Damian was a couple of feet behind me and with his legs spread in such a way that made him look very masculine.

I needed to get a hold of myself, or else Mary was going to discover that something was up. What would I say if she were to find out I fancy her husband? It would kill our friendship, and I liked her a lot.

But the problem remained. Damian was a handsome man, capable of making me feel wet and horny just by sitting on the couch. My eyes danced, focusing on his big package that was showing through his jeans pants. How come he looked so manly?

He had a stub on his face, but since he was very white and blond, it could hardly be perceived. But still, it gave him an aura of manliness that was hard to find within other men.

“So, Liara, how has your man-hunting been?” Mary asked while I continued to work on her hair. Her words took me by surprise, mostly because I was still looking at Damian’s crotch.

“F-fine. I still didn’t find a man that was like my dear late husband.”

“That is such a shame. A woman like you deserves a good man like my Damian here,” she said with a giggle. I giggled along, but not because I found her remark funny. The phrase came out of nowhere, but it hit the point without Mary knowing that.

“Yeah... it is. I still am not about to give up on this,” I said.

“You don’t have to keep looking, though. I have seen many cases of independent women who need no men to be happy. Maybe you should try that.”

I almost rolled my eyes, but then I said, “I am, but it is not working for me.”

“What a shame that is.”

I almost rolled my eyes again. She was just so oblivious to everything that was happening. Maybe Mary was the one who needed to spend some time alone if she finds ‘independent women' so good. Why not simply give me her husband so that she could be all by herself?

“Not with me. I... don’t want to end up all alone and miserable,” I said,

“I understand. I also would not want to find out what it is like to spend a day without my dear Damian here,” she said, and Damian didn’t look at us after she mentioned his name. He was either faking his lack of reaction or really liked that magazine.
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I FINISHED DOING MARY’S hair and she stood up to leave. At the doorway, I said, “Thanks for coming here, Mary. It’s so good to have you two every once in a while.”

Mary opened a smile, kissed me on the cheek, and said, “Of course. You are the best at what you do.”

Damian took the opportunity to kiss me on the cheek and I said, “I am going to set up a small tent near the beach for massages. Do you two want to come? It will be next Saturday. It’s just something I have been planning to do for some time already.”

Mary’s eyes bulged a bit and she said, “I am very interested to be one of your customers there, but next Saturday I will have a very important book club meeting. I can’t miss it.”

“Oh! What a shame,” I said.

“But Damian here can go,” she said before looking at him and then at me.

Damian moved his neck left and right and rotated his shoulders before saying, "I haven't had a massage in a very long time, so this might be a good opportunity to have one."

I instantly became wetter at the sound of his acceptance. Damian was coming to my massage tent, and all by himself? That surely could not be real.

Damian and Mary then said their goodbyes and waved their hands before leaving. That Saturday could not come soon enough.
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I was putting some items on a table by the massage bed when Damian showed up. His shadow made everything in the tent look darker. He looked like his usual self, confident and very hot. I immediately felt wetter on the spot. My eyes found his package, then his face.

“Hello, Liara. I came here for that massage,” he said while stepping inside the tent and stopping by the massage table.

“Of course, Damian. Just lie belly down on the massage bed. I am still preparing some things here.”

“No problem,” he said before laying on the bed.

Damian looked like the same man I knew very well, but he was wearing different clothes today which accentuated his best features. He had no more than a very light white t-shirt and shorts.

My eyes found his rounded ass, his wide back, and his thick neck. My goodness, I could only imagine what his belly was like. He was fit and oh so hot. My hands twitched as they begged to play with his athletic pecs.

“It’s very nice to have you here, Damian,” I said slowly and sensually as I approached him. The way I spoke those words almost came out involuntarily, but I knew that deep down I meant to show him a clue regarding my true feelings. My hope was that he was going to notice it.

But Damian’s eyes didn’t change. Maybe I needed to be a bit more direct with him.

“I am just glad I am finally going to get rid of these neck and back pains,” he said, stretching his neck and back.

“I think I know where I can begin,” I said before smirking and placing my hands on his back.

My goodness, his skin felt like cotton. It was so smooth. My nipples became hard in the same instant. If he wasn’t lying down like that, he surely would have noticed I was very horny.

I began to massage his back, making sure to put into practice everything I learned. He was my very first customer, so it was important to do it right. And the fact that he was the man of my dreams, the one I always thought about while masturbating myself late at night, made it all that much easier.

Massaging his back was long and rewarding work. It was so wide and big that my small hands could cover very small regions at a time. But the good thing was that I had time, and so did he. I could enjoy that moment without being worried about anything.

Much as I tried to keep my composure and coolness, I could not control my hands. One of them slid down to where his ass was, almost going inside his shorts. Damian had an involuntary reaction, but he didn’t say anything.

The massage seemed to be doing wonders for Damian. His eyes were closed, his mouth half-open. If I didn’t know any better, I would say he was sleeping. But the way he was breathing told me he was still awake.

It was time to massage his neck. When I carefully placed my hands around it, Damian said, “Your hands are so soft and caring, not like those of Mary.”

Wow! Where did that come from? Could it be that... maybe he didn’t like Mary that much?

“Really? What is she like?” I asked, already knowing that that sort of question should not have been made but also caring very little about that sort of thing. It was just me and Damian now, and I trusted him not to share everything about the massage with Mary.

“Rougher than I would like. You are just that much better with your hands, Liara.”

“Wow! Thanks for the compliment, Damian,” I said with an awkward smile, but feeling warmer on the inside. He had just complimented me, and also said that I was better than Mary at something he enjoyed.

I didn't want to betray Mary, but if I could use that to my advantage, why not have it once with Damian? Maybe he would prefer someone more caring like me and would not tell Mary anything about it.

I would feel pretty bad about the betrayal, but if Damian were to keep our secret and remain married to Mary, I could live with it.

My hands found his legs, and I was on the verge of losing myself. I was more than doing a massage
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