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“Let me take care of you,” I hushed, and now my hand moved down to the waist of his tight shorts.  I rubbed over the slippery material, smoothing across his packet and feeling the bundle of flesh beneath.

“That’s it,” he said with a sigh, and I knew then that it truly was something he wanted.  Shit, it was something I wanted too.

“This is the full-body treatment,” I laughed, rubbing over him still.

“My favorite,” he groaned.

I marveled as the packet started to unravel below and soon I could make out the shaft of his cock as it grew inside his pants.  It stretched out from the middle of his crotch and my hand followed it, pressing against it and feeling his stiffness against my fingertips.

“That’s good,” he said.

“It’s so big,” I whispered.

You’d never guess when he was in the ring in his tight shorts, but Mason was certainly packing.  So much so, in fact, that his shorts couldn’t even contain him.

“Getting crowded in there?” I asked, watching as the tip of his cock pushed up against the elasticized waistband.

He pushed his ass into the seat and furrowed his brow.  “Take them down,” he said.

I looked to his face to see if he was serious but Mason’s eyes were closed softly as he waited.  I was certain he meant it.

I pulled down the shorts and watched as the top of his cock poked out over the top of them.  I let out a soft gasp, looking again to his face as if to connect the two.  It was his cock alright, and it looked deliciously forbidden.

The taut strap of skin pulled down from the crown on the underside of his cock.  One of the first things I noticed was that he wasn’t circumcised, and for some reason I found that more of a treat.

“Uncut?” I said aloud, although I didn’t mean to.

His eyes opened and he looked down.  “That a problem?”

“No,” I said, grabbing him quickly to show him that it wasn’t.  “No, I’ve just never encountered one before.”

He lifted his ass up off the table as I pulled his shorts down further.  “Well, encounter away,” he said.

I could feel the fierce beats of blood rush into his cock as it continued to grow in my grasp.  I moved the hood up and over him, still marveling at his flesh as it covered him like sleeping-bag.

“Fuck that looks hot,” I hissed, sucking a breath through my clenched teeth.

Something about the response of his foreskin as my hand moved over him was intoxicating.  To have control over him like that felt amazing, especially given how strong and commanding he was ordinarily.  He’d just absolutely bossed the octagon and yet here I was, half his size and bossing his cock.
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When my fighter Mason’s opponent tapped out of the fight the resulting noise was deafening.  At first I cheered along with them but soon-after the emotion got away from me as I watched the relief wash over his face.

He sat on his knees, his face caught somewhere between euphoria and anguish.  It was the look of a man who had put every ounce of being into his craft and it had paid off.  His shoulder’s bobbed and as he laughed and cried in equal measure.

The crowd stayed on their feet.  The flashes of the cameras twinkled like a blanket of stars and the escaping noise rolled through the night like a clap of thunder.  He’d done it.

I watched from beside the ring as the trainer and cut-man rushed in, along with his entourage and training camp.  The octagon was so swamped with bodies that I was happy to wait for my turn to congratulate him.  I’d been there through every moment as his masseuse and nutritionist and the sense of victory was deep inside me too.

I watched as Mason embraced his friends, then his head darted frantically over the crowd as he stood on his tip-toes shouting.

“Chelsea?” he roared, looking through the thronging, bouncing bodies.  “Chelsea?!”

I lifted a hand and waved, laughing back tears.  He noticed me and waved me towards him.

“No,” I mouthed.  “Later.”

He insisted I come forward and a couple of people nudged me on from behind.  I walked into the ring with him, stepping carefully over the blood-soaked canvas as I made my way through the melee.

“You did it!” I yelled, putting an arm around him and kissing his gruff face.

I could smell the sweat on him but there was something intoxicating about it.  He pulled me close and his pecs pressed against me.  It felt surreal—almost dreamlike.  The audience around us went crazy and finally Karl Mahon the polished ex-pro presenter made his way through the ring with camera and microphone for the interview.

“Mason McMasters, they call you ‘The Brick,’ and for good reason tonight.  How do you feel?” he said.

Mason took a hold of the mic and his heavy breaths could suddenly be heard throughout the auditorium.

“I can’t describe it,” he huffed.  “Everything came to this point.  I’m just so, so thankful to everyone.”

He stared up at his huge face on the screen and laughed, looking back to me and pointing.

“Sharing the moment with your masseuse Chelsea who we understand has been with you every step of the way.”

“She’s amazing,” he started, looking back to me.  “We’ve become so close throughout this whole camp.  There’s no-one else I want in my corner ... apart from my trainer, of course.”

The crowd laughed and I looked back to Eddie Sanchez, his trainer.  His arms were folded tight across his chest and he had this proud look on his face as he shook his head in a laugh.

“And what’s the plan now?”

“Rest,” he said, exhaling hard.  “Lots of rest and then we go again.  We see who’s out there and go again.  I’m always ready.”

“Pleasure as always, Mason,” Karl nodded, extending a hand.  “Great fight.”

Mason shook it.  “Thanks, Karl.”

After a moment or two we left the octagon to continued applause.  This was one of the main events of the night and the crowd was amped up beyond measure.  I could hear them screaming his name as we took the walk back through the aisles—that same walk we’d nervously taken around half-an-hour before.  It was a much different experience now.

We walked back past security, followed by a camera-crew as the post-fight analysts and viewers at home no-doubt watched our return to the locker-room.

“No more cameras,” Mason said, which was by now understood amongst those who covered his fights.  It had long been a ritual of ours that he and I returned to the locker-room alone for some crucial immediate after-care.  You can prevent a lot of unnecessary damage in those minutes just after a fight.

Eddie and the entourage moved to a separate room—one that we’d set up just for them with drinks and snacks.  Win or lose, they’d have been in there and we’d have wound up in here.

Mason put his arm around me and we pushed through the door into the locker room.  Inside he let out a deep breath and a wince, putting more of his weight on me now.

“Shit, Mason are you okay?  That guy really beat your ass.”

“Didn’t win though,” he strained, hobbling towards his treatment table.

He climbed up onto it with a grunt, huffing another breath and looking at himself in the mirror that sat opposite.  The tattoos meandered around his muscled frame, painted across abs and pecs like a mural.  Blood and fresh bruises accented each one.  He’d been through the ringer alright, and at the age of forty it felt like retirement was on the horizon.

“Lie back,” I said, pushing his shoulder down onto the cushioned table.

He strained and relaxed back, putting one foot flat on the bench as he lay against it and leaving his other leg straight.  His hands clasped on his stomach and he stared up at the ceiling.

“I can’t believe it,” he said, chuckling softly.

“Believe it!” I cried, rushing to grab some ice.  “You did it!”

“We did it,” he repeated.

“I wasn’t in that ring,” I scoffed.

“You were.  You were right here.”  He tapped his chest.

“Well I’m not hurting as much as you.”

“That’s true,” he laughed, then he winced and held his ribs.

I hopped to his side with an ice-pack, putting it to his chest and holding it against him.  He sucked a quick breath and then exhaled slow.

“Better?” I asked.

“A little.”

I grabbed a wet cloth and started washing it over his face, cleaning off the blood and looking at the cuts beneath, which thankfully didn’t seem too deep.  His face was handsome and weathered, like a mature Viking berserker.

“You should see the other guy,” he said.

“He’s not bleeding!”

He let out another wheezing laugh.  “I choke guys,” he said.  “I don’t beat them up.”

“Ever try not getting beat up yourself?”

I dabbed at the cut above his brow.  The blood gradually stopped flowing.  The ice-pack against his torso started to drip cool water down over his sweat-dappled abs.

I’d worked with Mason since I was twenty.  For three years I’d been his masseuse and dietician but in all my time I’d never quite looked at him the way I did then.  There was something disarming about how broken he was, but broken in a good way.  He was champion of the whole division and I’d been on the journey with him.

I’d witnessed him gamble everything and throw every last ounce of himself into this fight and he’d come out a different man on the other side.  I was proud of him.  I could feel it in my chest, like a tingling ball of fuzzy static.  I swallowed hard and felt a different kind of love.  I felt ... arousal.

I took the pack off him and Mason’s hand fell down to his side.  He closed his eyes and breathed deep and long, as though he was going into a meditative state.

“Relax,” I said again, moving the pack over him and gazing enviously at the droplets of water as they cascaded over his tight muscles.

“You’re too good to me.”

“Well, I could always be better.”

“Nope,” he announced.  “You’re just perfect how you are.”

He looked up at me from the treatment table with a serene smile.  He spoke almost like he was dying, as though any moment he’d close his eyes forever.  He was exhausted.

“You just relax,” I said, stroking his face.  “Chelsea’s got ya.”

I left the ice-pack where it was for a moment, moving above his head to gently pinch the tension out of his shoulders.  Gradually I slid my hands down his chest and kneaded his muscles, feeling the arousal blossom further inside me until my pussy started to salivate.  I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t help it.
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