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My divorce had been devastating, and the beating laid on me by the husband of the work colleague who had actually seduced me and been responsible for my divorce in the first place wasn’t far short of occupying the same less than elevated position in my thoughts.

Yeah, I get it. It takes two and all that. But...

Why am I bothering? Why prolong the torture? Dwelling on a mistake, as we all know - or should know, isn’t healthy. 

Learning from them though?

That, my unseen friends, is a whole different kettle of piscatory conundrums.

My name is Matt Arondsen. I’m a divorced forty-four-year-old Bostonian father of three who writes Wills for a living. And I have learning difficulties.

Why else would I be where I am now while kneeling here on all-fours about to...

I get ahead of myself. 

Let me try again. 

And this time I’ll make sure to take it from the time my current... situation ...began...

***
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...In the year or so before our divorce was finalised, Glenda, my ex-wife, had already found another man. 

And this one, she had informed me with vindictive and understandable joy, would be for life. 

They had made plans and would tie the knot the day after it was all finalised between us.

The fucking day after! 

That was when the papers making our separation legal hit the mat with an ominous thud in the family home we were in the process of selling and in which, for the time being, she still lived while I occupied some cheap rooms until it sold. 

The bright side, if I could describe it as such, being I was off the hook for alimony and could certainly use the money we’d split from the sale of our Bay Village four-bedroom town-house.

So why wasn’t I happier?

Surprisingly, given how our marriage ended, I’m really not a shallow person and the absence from my life of a wife and a home I still loved to distraction, despite my infidelity, was an emotional pain even more sharp than the loss of my parents just after we had married.

And the continuing neck pain from the beating I received at the hands of my co-worker’s husband just refused to quit; even if strong painkillers provided the usual temporary relief.

Happiness, as you might have gathered, just wasn’t in my future at that time and still isn’t, but I at least I came out of it with a comfortable bought-and-paid-for one-bedroom apartment, not far from my old home and workplace, and had no other worries.

Save, that is, for the ever-growing distance between myself and my three grown-up children, all of whom – again understandably – had taken their mother’s side in the divorce and seemed no warmer to me once it was finalised.

Unlike Glenda’s feelings towards me, however, I lived in hope that their anger and disappointment towards their old dad would fade over time and I could be at least a part of their lives.

As we go ahead, you’ll understand why I say that hope is not something I cling to in their regard any longer.

Which doesn’t mean I’m beyond fantasising about receiving both their forgiveness and their understanding.

Our dreams, I say with confidence, are the last things to go.

Well, along with oxygen I suppose.

Anyway, if my life had gone to hell with my own help it was about to turn full sewage-farm when my supervisor at the office noticed how I was struggling with my neck problems – though I can be forgiven for not knowing this at the time.

“You need an Asian-Massage,” said, Jeri, my middle-aged and happily married female boss – a boss, in my new bachelor existence, I wasn’t above fantasising over in the privacy of my own bedroom; though I knew I’d never act on my lust for her even in the unlikely event of such an opportunity occurring.

My eyes raised suggestively at this and she gave me a smirk to match the mock disgust of her shaking head.

“Get your pervo thoughts out the gutter, Matthew,” she scolded. “I’m talking about a proper massage. My Tom went that route after he put his neck out on the tee. Couldn’t shake the pain until he had a course with a trained therapist... Without frills.”

“Yeah, he mentioned that was what he told you,” I teased with a smile. As well as being my boss, Glenda and I had mixed socially with Jeri and Tom before my lust got me into trouble and I still met up with them for a drink occasionally even with my wife out of the picture. Explaining why I was comfortable yanking her chain.

Ignoring my ribbing, she handed me a card as I thanked the heavens she had forgiven me my indiscretion with another co-worker.

A co-worker whose vengeful and rather large husband had – again understandably – insisted she change jobs after beating the tar out of me; and one, fortunately, Jeri had never professed to have any time for.

“When you get sick of the pain and being a prick, make an appointment,” she advised.

And now it was her turn to rib me:

“Who knows? Just because Tom didn’t pursue those ‘frills’ there’s no reason you can’t dip your, hmm... toe ...in the, er, water.”

Her expression mocked me playfully as she finished in a sorry impersonation of an upper-class English accent:

“Be a nice change from the old hand, what?” 

Then, with the inevitable middle-finger extended, she returned to her office.

Laughing, despite a reminder from my neck as it swivelled to follow her gorgeous and unattainable legs along the corridor, I looked at the card. 

In truth, my neck really was getting worse and I wasn’t about to spend any more on chiropractors than I already had for no appreciable improvement. I was already laying out considerable sums for painkillers that just might prove addictive down the line, so why not give the massage route a try?

Anyhow, moving on: given my sense of loss at the divorce and the discomfort in my neck, it’s no surprise that I wasn't much interested in checking out the dating-scene for divorced guys in their mid-forties like myself, though I did make it a point go out after work a few nights a week and have a couple of beers and some shots with some of my co-workers. And Tom when he was free and Jeri had one of her Pilates classes. 

It was on one such evening, having left a new bar the guys were trying out, that I saw a neon sign that seemed to ring a bell. 

I stood before it puzzled for a few moments, then, fishing out my wallet, I took the card Jeri had given me and matched the print with the neon sign in big bold letters I was stood under:

“THAILAND BLISS”

The building itself didn’t stand out in any special way but there was a smaller sign on the frosted double-doors that advertised a: “Therapeutic Asian Massage From One of Our Qualified Masseuses". 

I shook my head, surprised that Tom had used the place – and that Jeri had let him. Knowing that I would never have gone near the place during the twenty-three years of my marriage - even if Glenda had given me the go-ahead. But whether it was the possibility of having my neck pain eased, the three Michelob’s and two Tequila-slammers, or the idea of a relaxing massage and some female contact – perhaps a mix of the three – I found myself pushing past the double-doors and into a surprisingly clean and convivial reception-area.

My first, and soon to be regular, masseuse was an Asian woman in her mid-thirties who called herself Anong.

As the stereotype would have it, Anong was short. Standing at maybe just under five-feet but certainly no more than five. She had a nice pair of what appeared natural tits and usually wore shirts designed to reveal plenty of decolletage. Compact and hourglass, her slightly bandy but still erotic legs were normally shown off to best effect in either a short-skirt or a pair of tight yoga pants.

Yoga pants, I add, that brought her firm legs and the shapely and kissable ass into high-relief as well as supplying a none too subtle hint of cameltoe.

The above ensuring that, after my first few visits with her, I was desperately in need of having her supply me relief that was real.

This rather than the attentions of my own palm after returning to my apartment.

It was costing me, of course, and I was already up to two visits a week, but I had the money and what else – even at my relatively advanced age - was a single man’s money for but enjoyment?

And yes, before you ask, the discomfort and pain in my neck had eased appreciably.

This was my first experience of massage and I was soon hooked. Amazed at how deftly Anong would set to work on me with some relaxing and transcendental Thai music that was new to me playing in the background. It was therapeutic and sexual at one and the same time.

For those yet to experience it, a Thai massage, is an extremely intense and intimate experience. Even without the “frills”. The masseuse quite literally climbs all over you and manipulates and positions your body to massage different muscles and trigger more exotic responses. I soon found nothing unusual in having Anong positioned right over me or wrapped around me with various parts of her body right in my face. 

This had the effect of leaving  me feeling like the recipient of a relaxing but intense workout.

As well as other responses I’m sure I’ve no need to flog.

The same base and animal urges that had seen the break-up of what had been a wonderful marriage and was about to ensure my life going forward became an obsessive and inescapable round of obsession and service.

Though not to Anong, if that’s what you’re thinking.

Though she did, unwittingly I believe, lay the footings of my downfall...
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“How’s the neck, pal?” asked Tom, ducking his head into the cubicle my employers laughingly described as an office while he waited to whisk Jeri off for a quick lunch.

“On the mend,” I lied, knowing that after using Anong for almost a month the neck problem was all about gone but not wanting Tom to know I was enjoying the attention too much to stop.

I might as well not have bothered.

“Addictive, isn’t it?” he asked knowingly and I immediately felt embarrassed at his easy reading of me. “Though the moment my neck was up to me swinging a wood again I was out of there,” he told me.

Adding then:

“For the good of my bank balance and my marriage,” he said.

“I hear you all too clearly,” I said as if I was up-to-speed with the perils of continued attendance and, not believing me entirely, he smiled.

“Sure you do,” he laughed. “Just remember, pal; you might be single but that doesn’t mean you’ve nothing to lose.”

Before I could ask him what he meant he gave me a “Let’s have a few beers together soon,” and was gone.

When I left the office that evening I was still mulling over his words:

“You might be single but that doesn’t mean you’ve nothing to lose.”

Words that were still swirling around in my thoughts as I entered Thailand Bliss for my second and last appointment of the week with Anong.

During which something happened that changed the nature of my massages with her and, eventually, would give me a little more insight into Tom’s cryptic last words before he left my “cubicle”. 

Insight that would come far too late to be of any use to me as I began my spiral.

I remember the exact moment it began vividly.

On this particular visit I remember, thoughts curiously uxorious as well as indolent, hearing her ask me to roll over onto my back.

Used to responding to her direction, I responded instantly.

Only to realise I had been so into the massage my towel had slipped and I was sporting an erection of the most urgent kind.

An erection arrowing towards the plastered ceiling for all to see.

And you know who I mean by all.

The second I realised how I was displaying myself I felt my face flush red and began to apologize as I covered myself with the towel, but Anong only smiled and said, "No problem Mr Matt,” she said. 

Then, lip curling in a way that was part suggestive and part mocking – as well as maddeningly sexy – she said the words that would change everything:

“You like for Anong to take care of willy too?" 

Her somewhat demeaning reference to my manhood hit me like a piledriver to the gut and I could find no words with which to reply - though, if anything, my already urgent to the point of painful erection intensified.

Indeed, as she shrugged off my silence and simply went about her business, I stayed hard as iron for the rest of the massage.

Which was when, and without asking, she moved the towel aside, oiled my arousal and proceeded to “Take care” of me. 

The sensation was incredible.

Like nothing I had experienced before.

It made me feel...

It still embarrasses me to confess it, despite everything that had happened since, but I felt...

Susceptible...

Pliant...

Malleable!

Her hands, which felt so strong and commanding when working my muscles, were so soft and gentle on my excitement I couldn’t help but thrust upwards into the embracing and slender fingers curled around it. The warm oil felt amazing and with her using her free hand to gently jiggle my undercarriage between her likewise oiled fingers, it wasn't long until I exploded over myself with a force I could not recall achieving since my late-teens.

And so it was that I gave her an extra tip and a new routine was born. 

At the end of each working week I would present myself to Anong for my massage and yearn for it to be over that I might once again feel her soft but controlling fingers manipulate the excitement she had caused.

And yes, you may take it as read that Tom’s cryptic warning that day in my office-cum-cubicle grew fainter with each passing ejaculation at Anong’s skilled and commanding hands.

So it was that I became growingly addicted to my Friday interlude with Anong that made even her highly skilled manipulations of my tired and aching body pale into a far lesser significance.

Which was when, emboldened by my obvious need for her attentions, that she took things up a notch.

“Mr Matt,” she began. “You ever have prostate-massage?”

She had just begun to feather my foreskin with her oiled fingers and, as you can imagine, my attention levels were focused elsewhere somewhat. 

“A...? A prostate...?”

“Massage. That right. It just only forty-dollar more. It fantastic and Anong know you will love it.”

The money not being an issue at this point, and grateful for the pleasure she had already given me, I went along with it. 

Thus was I reeled in and, eventually, made a dependent.

Mainly because it was, as she had promised, fantastic!

While she was easing my foreskin up and down as part of what was now my ritual hand job, she carefully slid one well-oiled finger up my ass and sought out my prostate before gently teasing it.

It was euphoric and sensational!

Within seconds, I started moaning, almost imploringly, though for what I couldn’t tell you. It just felt so incredible. Then, once she was certain I was into it and readily accepting her finger in my ass, she added a second. Then a third. 

With her left hand working my arousal and the fingers of her right hand probing me at the rear, it seemed like only seconds until I jettisoned evidence of my excitement that was even more impressive than the first time.

In five years I would be fifty, and I couldn’t ever recall exploding in such a way.

You like, Baby-Boy Matt?” she asked unnecessarily, her first-time use of the ‘Baby-Boy’ serving only to inflame me despite having just shot-my-bolt as if I were a teen again.

The somewhat diminishing form of address, I would discover going ahead, something she intended to continue from then on.

Whatever. 

The experience had been amazing to say the least, I thought as I nodded my agreement to her and realised yet another new routine had been kick-started between us while not realising its importance going ahead. 

From then on, every time I saw Anong she would ask: 

“Prostate too Baby-Boy Matt?” 

My answer I’ll leave to you to work out as I wondered whether to stop her calling me “Baby-Boy” or just go with the flow.

But there was another wrinkle to having Anong look after me in such a way as I lay passively beneath her; though in fairness she never tried to manipulate my need for her in terms of either money or influence. 

Not that I had any of the latter and as for the former I was paying her for her services..

Anong’s fairness or not, however, it was obvious that I was growing used to having a woman take the initiative with me and each time I saw her I found myself wallowing in sensations of weakness I found utterly delectable.

It was a warning sign, I see now when it is far too late; though it would not be for a month or two later that I would realise just how pervasive my need had become.

The above rearing its head after Anong told me she had to return to Thailand for a while for family reasons. 

Not to overinflate my feelings, but I was devastated.

Not divorce from Glenda devastated, you understand – that was more about love and family and outright guilt on my part.

No, this was loss but not on the same scale.

A loss that was purely sexual; so much had I come to depend upon Anong to make good on the absence of a woman in my day-to-day for the first time in twenty-three years.

“Baby-Boy Matt not to worry,” she told me when she saw my face fall at her news. “Anong already speak to new masseuse who take care of you. Her name Davika and she young but very good. Just what Baby-Boy Matt need, Anong promise.”

I had indeed gone with the flow, and her calling me “Baby-Boy” had become normalised between us now - though I knew I’d be mortified to have anyone else hear me addressed in such a way. 

Its frequent usage explaining why I responded without missing a beat. 

Mollified at least a little to know that Anong had thought enough of me to make sure I would be taken care of in her absence. 

“And will Davika give me the, hmm, you know, same kind of treatment you do?” I asked somewhat sheepishly. 

“Oh, yes,” she half-giggled. “Davika look after you even better than Anong. She take care of you very good just the way you really need, Not to worry, Baby-Boy Matt.”

As pleased as I was to hear this, I thought there was something a little off in her ostensibly lighthearted response, as if there were more she wanted to say but was holding back.

Only now, looking back, do I wish I had acted on my misgivings, but I had no time to dwell on the oddness of her response before my rock-hard manhood was again between her oiled fingers and I gave in to the feeling of bending to her will once again – even if I assured myself the control, being a paying customer, was all mine.

Like many men before me, I was, of course, delusional.
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And so a new phase began in my attendance at Thailand Bliss.

When my next appointment came around, I was told by the same young lady at the front desk who had been there when I first visited that I had an appointment with Davika. 

“Anong tell her to take very good care of you, sir,” she told me with a giggle, before adding: “Anong think you probably fall in love with Davika.” 

I was a bit miffed at being discussed in such a way but smiled back just the same, being, if I’m honest, more than a little excited to meet Anong’s replacement.

My anticipation after I’d been shown where to find her was not let down by the woman herself.

A woman unlike Anong, who was barely into her twenties.

My first reaction was that, again unlike Anong, she was much taller. 

At least five-feet-seven or eight.

My second observation being that, though she was not a beauty by any means, she radiated a powerful sexuality far beyond that of my former masseuse.

And trust me, I had found Anong’s considerable.

She looked me over with large almond shaped eyes that, it struck me, seemed dismissive and superior.

Not a good start I told myself until I realised I was already responding positively to my new masseuse after no more than a few seconds in her presence.

Her long, coal-face black, hair had been pulled from her face and into a pony tail to give her a severe and forbidding look I couldn’t help but find mesmerising. 

Her whole body, in fact, exuded an animal appeal that left my mouth dry.

“Baby-Boy Matt like what he see?” she asked in such a way I knew she had no need of my answer as I drank in her appearance and felt the same excitement at having her address me in the same demeaning way I’d experienced with Anong.

Only more so.

She was wearing only black stockings with matching panties and bra and was perched on a pair of black shoes with dagger heels and, while her tits were not as full as those belonging to the more mature Anong, the breasts contained by the bra were no less inviting in their full C-cup perfection.

A tiny waist curved into a beautiful heart-shaped ass and the legs supporting it were long and toned. 

In short, she pressed every one of my libidinous buttons and my thoughts thanked the absent Anong for knowing my tastes well enough to recommend her.

Once again, it would not be just my back receiving much-needed relief and – despite the financial cost to me - couldn't believe my luck.

Even if it would not be long before I began to re-evaluate the generosity of fortune.

Once the massage room door was closed, Davika asked me to strip and to lay on the floor mat. 

A not unusual request except that, where Anong had always left the room at that point and returned only when I was on the mat covered by a towel, Davika just stood there waiting for me to comply with hands upon hips.

Imperiously.

And so it was, too turned on to do otherwise, that I performed my first striptease for a woman other than a doctor.

All that was missing was some sleazy music.

Naked, I lay face down on the mat when finished; realizing as I did so that I had just placed myself at her feet as if I were a supplicant of some kind.

A posture, you will have guessed, that had me excited in an instant as I pressed myself against the hard-floor beneath the mat.

Then grew harder as she crouched down and straddled me so that the sensuous rasp of her nylons against my sides hissed into the room.

With no towel covering my modesty, she began to massage me. 

Her technique was much harder and more aggressive than Anong’s and she fetched a gasp from my lips on a number of occasions. Her hands seemed especially strong and she wasn't shy when it came to putting her elbows and knees to work on my muscles either. Within no more than a minute she had made me cry out with real pain more than a couple of times.

Then, about fifteen minutes into the massage, she rested on my back and leaned down to speak into my ear:

“Anong tell me her Baby-Boy like prostate massage. You ask Miss Davika nicely she do it for you too.”

For a moment I felt outrage. 

Where did she get off describing herself as “Miss” in respect of me? 

Acting as if she were doing me a favour rather than being somebody I was paying for a service.

But as I say: only for a moment.

Something in her take charge attitude; regardless of the fact she was barely out of her teens and only playing a role - or so I thought; registered with those new and malleable yearnings I’d felt under the supervision of the older and more maternal Anong.

Before I realised I was even thinking of responding I heard a voice that belonged to me say:

“Yes, please, Miss Davika. Your Baby-Boy would like that.”

No sooner had the final syllable left my mouth than my thoughts were marvelling:

“Where the name of the Almighty did that come from?”

Self-disgust and internal outrage making no difference, however. So energised was I. Thoughts turned to mush by the feel of her riding my back with my body imprisoned beneath nylon-clad legs whose power I sensed was considerable enough to crush my ribs if she were of the mind.

Consequently, I simply rested my cheek upon the cool of the mat as her warm breath tickled my ear and waited for her to lead me.

The feeling of ceding my manly autonomy in such a way, I confess, was utterly thrilling.

Suddenly, Davika got off of me and I heard her open the oil bottle behind me as I lay unmoving but with every nerve attuned to her movements. 

She then climbed back on my back facing my feet and after squeezing oil into my ass-crack began massaging my butt and letting her fingers linger over my crack. 
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