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         She is a masseuse. She is considered to be very good – perhaps even the best. She has always been surrounded by a protective aura of professionalism. She has always made sure that there is a gap between personal pleasure and the job. That, of course, doesn't mean that she hasn't seen the odd gorgeous body now and again. It would be strange if she hadn't! Over the years, those not in the know have expressed opinions on what her job involves. Other times, this or that newspaper article has dealt with the less serious practitioners. But none of this has ever been about her personally. She keeps clear boundaries.


The telephone rang, and an English voice explained that she had been recommended to him for a relaxing massage, and asked if she had any open appointments today? She replied that she had no free spots today. He said that was a shame because he would be moving on tomorrow. If she could offer him treatment after closing time, he would be prepared to pay her more. Double, even, if that’s what she wanted. She gave in.


It turned out that he was a tall African man in his 50s. Elegantly dressed with style and finesse. He spoke perfect English. He thanked her for agreeing to see him.


         She had put on a CD of harp and flute music and asked him if it was okay to keep it on. He nodded. She set up the table and lay a couple of sheets over it so that he could lie in between them and placed a nice blanket over the top. It was always up to the clients to decide whether they wanted to keep their underwear on or not. This gentleman was clearly used to being massaged in the nude. She mixed some oils with a skilled hand, and she became slightly light-headed when she mixed cinnamon, black pepper and ylang-ylang together. She took a deep breath, composed herself and bent over the well-maintained body.


They didn’t say a word to each other. She massaged him with rhythmic movements, following the rhythm and the rocking with her own body. The aroma from the oils wafted into her nostrils. She was so good at this that she could do it in her sleep. She gave him the full works. As she was massaging his legs, he spread them wider than before. She couldn't help but notice the large, entire scrotum creeping into view. She hadn't meant to lift the sheet that high. Or maybe he had lifted it up himself?


It was time for him to turn over onto his back. She gently asked him to turn over as she held the sheet and the blanket. She gave him a soft pillow to put under his head, and he sighed quietly in satisfaction.


“My friend was right. You’re very skilled.”


         As she massaged his feet, she clearly saw movement under the sheets, near his crotch. This often happened with men, and she felt embarrassed for them but never got involved. It had always been essential to keep her distance.


         She wasn't sure if it was the oils, the time of day or the fact that she could so clearly tell he had turned her on. But she was having a hard time breathing in a regular rhythm. A tough time. Legs finished, now onto his stomach. She took a deep breath and shivered, hoping he hadn't heard over the music. She composed herself before pulling the sheet and the blanket down towards his groin and beginning to gently massage his belly.


Suddenly, it honed into view – a broad, proud and erect head carefully poking out of the edge of the sheet. Carefully and discreetly, she tried to tuck the sheet in underneath, but it was hard to do without bumping into it. It snuck out again, and he shifted himself, almost imperceptibly, so that more of it was exposed.


‘My God!’ she thought, her mind racing. She noticed that her mouth had become dry. It’s so beautiful! She looked at his face, and a smile crept across his lips. Then his hand was there, stroking the inside of her thigh. She felt herself go weak at the knees. She tried desperately to steel herself, telling herself that this wasn’t really happening. But she was too weak. She knew that she liked the fact that he was paying attention to her and opened up to give his hand more space.


In a clear voice, he asked her to take his member in her hands and to massage it as well. She couldn't bring herself to say that she never did that. She carefully pulled the sheet all the way down to reveal his full beauty. It was breath-taking as if sheathed in ebony made by the gods themselves. Suddenly it was in her hands, throbbing. She simply had to massage it. She took some oil and began to carefully rub the dark shaft up and down. She worked on his gorgeous head diligently and noticed that his hand was still between her thighs. He was massaging her voraciously too! His hand searched along the seam of her trousers and in an instant was inside her panties! What was happening to her? The thought disappeared as soon as it had arrived. She was enjoying it. His fingers burnt and explored and massaged her trousers and her panties off her until her backside was as bare as his.


He opened his eyes and looked at her. Then he got down from the table. He moved it slightly to the side and put the sheet, blanket and pillow on the floor. All the while, the music and the aromas drifted in the air around them. He stood in front of her, smoking hot. When he reached out his hands, she simply fell into his arms. The clothes were off, and she was as naked as him. He took hold of one of her legs and placed it around one of his thighs to see if she was up for more. She didn’t resist. He pushed her to the floor and began to massage her with the oils. He was a pretty good masseurhimself.
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