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      Rachel Donahue refrained from pulling her long fingers through her dark brown hair and instead sucked down a deep breath in an effort to stop herself from sounding as bitchy as she felt inside.  “What?  Why didn’t you call me?”

      It didn’t help.  Her voice still sounded shrill.

      The main reason why she needed to curb her inner bitch was because the receptionist, a pretty young thing with bleach blonde hair who looked to be barely twenty, had nothing to do with the fact that Rachel’s regular masseuse was unavailable.  The poor girl was merely the messenger.  Besides, this spa was supposed to be Rachel’s happy place, and here she was flooding it with negative vibes.  Not cool.

      “I’m sorry, Ms. Donahue.  We didn’t call because Mark made arrangements to have his shifts covered this week.”

      “So my appointment’s not cancelled—just no Mark?  Am I understanding this right?”

      “Yes.”  Thank God.  In the past five years in her job at Jordan Wealth Management, Rachel had discovered that she needed a weekly massage like a newborn needs milk.  Without it, she would likely die.

      Okay, so maybe it wasn’t that drastic, but on some days, it felt close.  A few months into her career, she’d begun getting severe headaches and, when Tylenol no longer cut it, she complained to her doctor.  It was stress related, yes, but it wasn’t just a stress headache.  Because Rachel carried all her tension in the muscles of her neck and her shoulders, it caused a sort of muscular gridlock that led to those lovely headaches.  Her doctor suggested relaxation techniques—a daily walk, a bubble bath, a little aromatherapy—but it was his recommendation of a weekly massage that had done the trick.  Rachel couldn’t control the stress she felt and she couldn’t take a bubble bath at work when the shit hit the fan—but she could keep a regular appointment.  They happened every Thursday evening at precisely seven PM.  The only exception was holidays, and that wasn’t by Rachel’s choice.  Her weekly massage appointment was more important than any other.  She could put off her hair appointment for several days, and she wouldn’t freak out if she had to find a new lady to do her nails, but Mark…Mark was her lifeline, for God’s sake.  She couldn’t cope throughout the week if not for that man’s deft fingers working out all the kinks in her muscles.  She’d come to depend on him.

      “So when will he be back?”

      The girl almost winced, as if afraid of delivering more bad news to Rachel.  “He seemed to think next week, but I don’t know.  He fractured his leg in multiple spots and has a cast on his right leg from the top of his thigh down to his toes.”

      Rachel felt her eyes grow wide.  “What the hell did he do?”

      “He was skiing.  I’m not sure what happened.  Maybe just zigged when he should have zagged.  We’re guessing he was probably having a little too much fun before he took in the slopes.”

      Colorado native or not, Rachel wasn’t a skier—and it was stories like those that convinced her to keep her feet in heels rather than on skis.  Granted, Mark might have been smoking a joint or drinking a couple of beers, but he was a regular skier just the same.  How were the not-so-nimble expected to fare when experts broke their bones in several places?  “Ouch.”

      The girl nodded and then said, “If you want to have a seat, Spike will be with you in a minute.”

      Once again, Rachel had to clench her jaw to refrain from saying anything—but it didn’t stop her from thinking it.  Spike?  What the hell?  Are we in middle school again?  She sucked in another breath, considering canceling her appointment.  This could not be good.  A guy named Spike was going to work on her?  But she felt the throbbing pain in her neck threatening to bring on a fresh headache, and she couldn’t relax her shoulders.  She had little choice.  Spike it was.  And, she reminded herself, the name should have surprised her.  Mark was a bit of a dude, so why wouldn’t his friends be, too?

      She was walking over to the small seating area that looked much like an indoor garden—rock walls and a small fountain in the corner, surrounded by pots of orchids and grasses.  It looked and smelled cool and beautiful, transporting her from the traffic and noise and even the snow falling outside, relaxing her mind in preparation for the same transformation in her body.  Before she could sit, though, she heard her name and turned.  The voice was male, which meant it was likely the guy named Spike calling her.

      Except her jaw nearly hit the floor when she turned and took in the guy standing in the muted hallway of the spa.  If Rachel had ever had a type, this guy checked all the boxes.  It wasn’t only that he was gorgeous—dark hair, Van Dyke beard, tall, lean, and muscular—but just the way he said her name with a deep, throaty purr woke up Rachel’s dormant lady parts.  If any man in recorded history was sex incarnate, it was this guy.

      Holy shit.  Did it just get hot in here?

      Rachel’s brain began working overtime, because she couldn’t remember the last time she’d been with a man.  Hell, she couldn’t even remember the last time she’d been on a date.  In an effort to earn a reputation as one of the best at the small company where she worked (not to mention helping enough clients that her earnings would pay off all her student loans before retirement), she’d been all work and no play.

      And then she wondered what the hell she even looked like—certainly not fresh like she did in the morning.  She’d had her long black hair pulled back into a business ponytail but it was likely looking disheveled by now.  She’d covered her hair with the hood from her coat to avoid the snow and hadn’t thought twice about how messy it might look because it was the end of the day and there was no one left to impress.  She’d been coming to see Mark, for heaven’s sake, not this Adonis who made her remember what her body had been created for.  Had she known, she might have smoothed down the tresses (or, hell, even taken her hair out of the rubber band) and slicked on a little red lipstick.

      But it was too late for any of that.  Thank goodness she’d shaved her legs this morning.  This gorgeous guy with the weird nickname Spike could be the world’s shittiest masseuse and she wouldn’t care.  His fingers could definitely be used for other things.

      Rachel almost shook her head, because she needed to stop thinking filthy inappropriate thoughts and get moving.  She’d stood there too long drooling at this man, acting like she’d just been hit by a bus.  She swallowed and forced herself to move.  Mr. Sexy—she was having a hell of a time thinking of him as Spike—said, “You heard about Mark?”

      Mark who?

      Oh, his voice.  It was deep but not too deep.  Deep enough that it caused vibrations to charge through her body, though.  It was smooth like chocolate but almost on the verge of gravelly, all qualities Rachel found sexy as hell on the right guy.  Oh, this encounter was fun.  Except for poor Mark.  Yes, unfortunately, it was thanks to Mark’s suffering that she had the opportunity to meet this tantalizing man.  “Yeah.  He broke his leg, right?”

      And then he smiled.  Oh.  Dimples, too.  And teeth that were whiter than the snow falling outside.  At this point, Rachel was considering skipping the massage so she could just enjoy flirting.  “Saying he broke his leg is like saying there’s just a little water in the Pacific.  The man destroyed it.  Multiple fractures and his leg was wrapped in the kind of cast I haven’t seen in years.  And crutches.  You’d think his leg had been trampled by an elephant.”

      “So what happened exactly?”

      “I’m not sure.  He went skiing over the weekend and blamed it on a freak accident.  He was probably smoking some weed that morning and it slowed his reaction time.  But I guess he wasn’t actually skiing when it happened.  He was in skis and on the slopes but—well, with Mark, you never know.”  He paused in front of the doorway to the room, and it felt to Rachel like time almost stood still.  But her breathing quickened, even though it was shallow, and she felt almost like she was floating.   “He failed to mention that you have the most captivating blue eyes.”

      And then Rachel found it hard to even breathe.  Mark had told this guy about her?  What the hell had he said?  And had Mark described to this man all the clients he’d be helping…or just her?  No way could she trust herself to say anything then, let alone give “Spike” any indication of where her thoughts were.  She let out a small “Thanks,” hoping it sounded as confident as she usually did.  She followed him into the room, feeling horrified once more.  This guy was going to see her naked.  Yes, head-to-toe naked.  And, if his brand of massage therapy was like Mark’s, that also meant full frontal.  This man who’d been conjuring up all manner of nasty thoughts…and he was going to be touching her body!

      Holy shit.

      But she couldn’t think about it.  She had to stop, because she was tingling all over and making herself nervous and excited all at the same time.  She could just see herself at a New Year’s Eve party, bursting with the kind of courage that comes from drinking an alcoholic beverage or two, pushing this guy into someone’s broom closet and making out with him for hours.  She suspected he was a great kisser and knew what to do with his tongue…

      Get your head on straight, woman.  This man’s a professional.

      Rachel forced a breath in through her nose.

      Oh, and while you’re at it, pull your tongue back in your mouth.

      She snapped her jaw closed and smiled, hoping her eyes didn’t give any of her desirous thoughts away.  She had to get her head on straight, stop thinking dopey things, and give this man the attention she would give Mark.  The problem was that Mark wasn’t her type, so it was easy to relax and behave.  This guy?  Completely up her alley.

      Think polite, Rachel.  Think rational.  “I’m just grateful you were available.  I don’t know what I’d do anymore without having my kinks worked out on a weekly basis.”

      “Eh, my nights this week were free, so it was easy.  Besides, Mark’s an old friend.  I couldn’t let him down.”

      Perfect.  That was the kind of conversation Rachel could latch onto in order to keep her cerebral cortex engaged—and that way her reptilian brain would stop salivating for a few minutes.  She planned to plunge on this topic like an investigative reporter might question the interviewee of a lifetime.  “An old friend?  How’d you meet?”

      “At CSU, actually.”  Rachel wasn’t going to say it but, much as she liked Mark, she couldn’t picture him as an intellectual.  “We were both on the football team.  Mark was doing it for fun.”  Now that Rachel could see.  Mark made no bones about being athletic.  “He was going into broadcasting at first but then he just kind of gravitated to sports which kind of naturally led to massage therapy along the way.  I didn’t get into it in college.”  Rachel felt a question beginning to form, but he distracted her.  That was okay, because she was appreciating the muted wafts of aromatherapy assaulting her nose—one of the things she liked about this place.  Everything here was focused on serenity and—aside from her raging hormones—she was already starting to feel calmer.  “But I didn’t have a plan when I started.  I was going to be the star football player, but it took just one solid injury for me to realize I didn’t want to be a multimillionaire at thirty but unable to walk by forty—so I changed my focus.”

      As a financial advisor, someone who looked at a person’s lifetime on paper, always planning for a goal line of retirement and beyond, Rachel appreciated the smarts in that decision.  Holy hell.  Brains—that made this guy that much sexier.  Down, girl.  She tugged at her neocortex, begging it to keep her hindbrain in check.  “You know what they say?  ‘If you fail to plan, you’re planning to fail’.”

      “Didn’t good ol’ Ben Franklin say that?”  Oh, those dimples.  And that brain.  Rachel thought she might be falling in love and lust.

      “That definitely sounds like something he would say.”

      The gorgeous guy with the weird nickname she just couldn’t bring herself to associate with him—because it just didn’t seem to fit—smiled again and it seemed like his eyes were appraising her.  Good or bad, she didn’t know.  She also couldn’t figure out if she liked it or if his gaze was meant to intimidate.  Rachel wasn’t easily intimidated but she began to wonder if this man would have the ability to do that to her anyway.  At least her animal self had chilled a bit and she was starting to assess him like she might any other human being—for the moment, anyway.  He said, “So you’re a regular, right?  You know the procedure?”

      She managed a grin but definitely didn’t want to review the “procedure” with him.  Just having her mind brought back to the task at hand gave her animal brain a toehold so it could take over again in triumph, and it was mere seconds before she was feeling tingly and flirty again.  But to have him explain the process of undressing and getting on the table before he reentered the room put her brain in a tizzy once more.  It would be difficult to concentrate on his actual words knowing that, in effect, she’d be undressing for him—even though he wouldn’t be watching.  And, shortly thereafter, he would be touching her bare flesh with his deft fingers.  So she just said, “Yeah.”  It might be a good idea for her to have him massage the shit out of her muscles while she turned off her brain and then be on her merry way.  No more chitchat, no more drooling, no more finding his words stimulating.  Get in, then get out.

      It was the only way.

      He nodded, giving her another flash of his dimples—and that made her knees feel like jelly.  So much for getting out alive.  “Be right back, then.”

      The door closed and Rachel set her bag on the bench before slipping off the black heels on her feet.  Yes, her soles could use a little massage therapy as well—her entire body ached by this point in the week.  Massage helped her function so much that she wondered if she should use the cost as a tax deduction.

      But she wasn’t thinking about the practical benefits of massage at the moment, couldn’t even bring herself to remember how important it was in helping her heal and relax.  Instead, she had a huge problem now:  How the hell could she relax at a time like this?
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      “Mmmm.   Oh.  My.  God.”  Rachel couldn’t help but vocalize just how good Spike’s hands felt on her body.  She never would have imagined it in a hundred years, but this man’s technique was even better than Mark’s.  He’d already located one huge knot in her shoulder and was working it out, slowly, surely, and she could tell from the way his hands pressed against the stubborn spots that he was holding back untold strength.

      What a turn on.

      His touch was leaving her breathless in more ways than one.  His fingers were powerful, banishing her tension and pain, forcing her muscles to release all the aches they created in her body on a daily basis, and she could feel in their wake pure bliss, complete relaxation.

      And more.

      She would never tell Mark that his friend who had the weird name Spike was doing things to her that no massage therapist ever had.  And that was saying something.  This man seemed to be massaging muscles she hadn’t known existed, and he was definitely locating knots she hadn’t known were there.  Hell, she was beginning to think he was taking care of her massage needs for all time, that she’d never need another rubdown after this.

      With that kind of relaxation came a huge problem.  Now that she was in a partial state of nirvana, her mind returned to thinking about the man himself—the actual guy touching her—and not just his hands or the job he was performing.  She was picturing him in her mind—those deep dimples emphasizing a rakish grin as he took her in his sinewy arms.  She smiled in spite of herself, because she knew it was pure fantasy.  This guy no doubt could have any woman he could ever want (including models, actresses, porn stars, dancers), so why would he ever want someone like Rachel, a woman who exuded a no-nonsense, business-only attitude—a woman who was so unsexual nowadays that she couldn’t even remember the last time she’d been on a date?  She was no fool.  She was certain she wasn’t his type, no matter how charming he was, no matter how special he was making her feel.

      That was his job.  And people in this kind of work—be they hairdressers, nail techs, or massage therapists—had to at the very least feign interest in the other person to pass the time and keep things from feeling awkward.

      As if he could read her thoughts, he asked, “So what line of work are you in?”  He was rubbing her upper arm and moving toward her elbow, followed by her wrist, likely because he knew the deep massage he’d been doing on her back moments earlier had left her with no air in her lungs and she needed a break.

      So she took in a breath of air.  She wasn’t sure if he could even hear her, because she was already so damned relaxed she could barely raise her voice, let alone lift a finger, but she had to try.  It would be impolite not to.  “I’m a financial advisor.”

      “Hmm.  Sounds important.”

      Rachel couldn’t answer because he was once more pushing hard on her shoulder, forcing another knot to give up its fight.  Once more, her breath left her but damn—she knew the results would be worth it.

      When his hands moved to her lower back once more and she found some air, she said, “I’d like to think I’m important to my clients.”

      “What does your job involve exactly?”

      She felt him adjust the towel that had been covering her ass prior to that point.  Her bottom was still partially covered, but she could imagine he saw her crack now.  And, in spite of the fact that this man was a professional paid to do what he was doing, she felt her cheeks flame—and she probably wouldn’t have given it a second thought had she not found this guy so unbelievably hot.  She felt a wave of relief, knowing he couldn’t look her in the eye.  He was rubbing beside her spine just above the area where the towel had been, and she had to concentrate so she could carry on a coherent conversation, because she was afraid of sounding like a babbling idiot.  “Just like you’d imagine.  I advise clients on how to manage their finances—telling them where they should invest their money and what types of investments should they make.  I help them determine, based on their goals, what would be most sound and decide how much risk they should take based on their comfort level.  I also have to take into account what kind of wealth they want to amass, how quickly, and their comfort with risk.  I’d like to think of it as part art, part science, part psychology.  And the concept of money becomes kind of abstract as you mold it into what you want it to be.”  God, now she was sounding like an idiot.  Time to shut up before he began to think she was completely batshit.

      “Interesting,” he said, and then his attention returned to her muscles.  It was odd that she wasn’t feeling irritated, because she normally would be in this circumstance—after all, she paid good money for an hour’s massage…with no talk.  It had taken her a year and a half to convince the gal who did her hair to not bother with small talk.  Rachel had to chitchat all day long, forced to read people every moment she was with them so she could figure out what they weren’t saying as well.  When she had her hair colored or saw her masseuse, she wanted to turn her mind off.  Communication was ninety-nine percent of her job and she needed downtime.

      And turning her mind off might have been easy enough to do had Spike’s hands not slowed down, almost as if his motions were meant to get her attention…as if he had intentionally changed how he was touching her and was still communicating except without words.  But that had to be her imagination…right?  Instead of feeling drowsy like she often did by this point, Rachel suddenly felt quite aware and was paying close attention.  Her eyes were closed but her mind was focused fully on what he was doing with those masterful hands.  Holy shit.  How someone’s touch could go from powerful and therapeutic to erotic in a matter of seconds was beyond Rachel’s comprehension.  Was it all in her head?

      Yeah, probably, but the effect on her imagination and her female parts was impossible to deny.  She was going to have to dig her battery-powered friend out of the bedside table drawer tonight while letting images of Mr. Sexy dance in her head, because there was no getting him out of there now.  She knew she wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about this guy for a very long time.  He was so unlike Mark in that regard.  Mark was a nice enough guy but definitely kind of a stoner and a bit of a dork.  The man touching her right now put her in the mind of a man in control—masculine, self-assured, and not a bit of dorkiness.  He felt like all man—and his hands were all over her body.  She couldn’t help but think of those hands feeling her flesh in all sorts of other places and definitely not on this table.

      His touch was no longer hard and penetrating like the deep tissue massage treatment he’d been giving her just moments earlier, and she supposed that was okay because she no longer felt any of the tension or ache her muscles stored until they’d been manipulated by an expert.  Instead, his hands felt gentle as they caressed her lower back.  He was still making her feel relaxed, but it was more than that now, and she couldn’t help the small moan that hummed in her throat once more.

      Shit.  His hands weren’t gentle; they were arousing.  She could feel her pussy responding with that familiar tingle and, even worse, she could feel herself growing damp between her legs.  Fortunately, if and when he’d ever get around to massaging her thighs, he wouldn’t be close enough to that area to know.

      But she would.  And somehow that thought was keeping her on edge.

      Again, as if he knew what she was thinking, he said, “I’m going to remove your towel now.  Let me know if you’re not ready.”

      Oh, she was ready.  More than.  She swallowed, hoping her voice would sound casual and normal when she uttered, “Fine.”

      Yes, sure, I’m perfectly fine.  If you mean incredibly turned on and ready to shove my tongue down your throat, I’m beyond ready.

      He slid the towel slowly, seductively, luxuriously down her legs and she lifted her ass up off the table to make it easy.  She wondered how pulling a towel off her legs could feel so damned arousing, but it was.  Then he touched her lower back again, sliding his hand down her ass, and Rachel was wondering if he was trying to communicate to her to let him do all the work…

      or if he was signaling her about something else.

      No.  No, it couldn’t be.  It was her overactive imagination and undersexed self, simply dreaming up a fantasy world.  And, yes, as she’d thought earlier, it was perfectly okay to tuck away images of Mr. Spike, remembrance of the feel of his masculine hands, knowledge of his sexy voice, keeping them in her own private spank bank till needed.  The problem was she knew she’d be making a withdrawal this very evening.  If nothing else, this encounter was a reminder that relieving sexual tension should be a priority.  Denying herself, even if she didn’t realize she was just suppressing her urges, made her into a wild animal when confronted with the raw sexuality of a man like this one.

      And, responding like said animal, enjoying his hand on her lower back made her want to grind her ass into his palm.  Instead, trying to be the good little professional she’d worked so hard at becoming, she sucked in as deep a breath as she could and let him finish pulling the towel out from underneath her—without grinding or rubbing or making any noises.  But there was no ignoring the way the terrycloth brushed over her pussy and thighs as it resisted coming out from underneath her body, because it provided just enough friction to remind her that she was fucking horny as hell now, and she wondered if she was going to have to relieve a little pressure before she left—as in, not tonight when she got home.  No, before she even got dressed and left the spa.  Had she not felt so desperate, that thought alone might have made her chuckle, imagining herself rubbing one out in that room before leaving.  She knew she was horny enough that orgasm was easily within reach.

      But this was no laughing matter.

      Her whole body was on fire now.  Her nipples were digging into the table and all she could think about was how desperately she wanted to snake her hand down her body and touch herself, especially when she felt his hands on her thighs, freshly oiled, rubbing her muscles once more.

      Mmmm.  Oh, God.  She accidentally let out another small noise.  He was going to think she was pathetic.  Or desperate.  Or both.

      Or not.  The pressure on her legs changed once more as he moved his fingers around slowly, squeezing as if to say, “I understand.”  His hands were mere centimeters away from her pleasure zone.  She was tingling and taut, ready to burst at the seams.

      And then he moved the closest hand up another inch, making his hand near enough that if he wiggled his pinkie finger, he would likely feel how wet she’d grown.

      Why the hell had her breathing gotten deeper?  It wasn’t similar to running a race but more like she’d been meditating.  Holy hell.  What was wrong with her?  This was not the kind of thing she’d do in a million billion years, meaning she felt like she was encouraging his bold behavior somehow…and yet she felt helpless to stop herself.  She didn’t want to ask him to stop.  No, she instead wanted to see just how far he’d go.  And his hands, venturing close to naughty, felt way too good.  She should have been telling him he was making her uncomfortable—but he most certainly was not.

      She tried to focus on her breathing—on anything other than her throbbing nether regions—because she couldn’t concentrate on anything else.  If this man could tell what was going on in her head—oh, what he would think of her?  Would he be amused?  Encouraged?

      Willing?

      His low voice surprised her but it didn’t shock her out of the desire thrumming through her veins.  “Are you comfortable?”

      She was afraid her voice would give her away so she simply muttered, “Mmm-hmm.”  Feeling on edge, she fought the urge to squirm, and the rhythmic way he was kneading her thigh helped her feel grounded.

      It didn’t, however, quell her need.  Not one bit.  So she bit her lip while realizing her hands were gripping the table and she didn’t feel in control enough to let go.

      Then, with his other hand, he began massaging one of her butt cheeks.  That was not and had never been an area that needed massaging.  She never carried any stress there, nor had she ever known another person who had issues with tense muscles in their ass.  Feeling the strength from his fingers there felt intimate and she couldn’t help the small gasp of air she drew into her throat.

      Her pussy clenched.  It soooo wanted him.

      And then he inched his other hand, the one still on her thigh, a little higher.

      With that move, he was touching her—touching her private parts…so it was no wonder that she gasped again.  But she also froze.

      He seemed to pause as well and she felt almost like they were at an awkward standstill.  Was he gauging her response by intentionally brushing that most intimate of areas or did he realize he’d accidentally touched her and was trying to find a delicate way to undo the damage?  She clenched her jaw, feeling out of her mind, considering finding a way to ask him as politely as possible to leave so she could take care of herself, because she couldn’t turn back now.  It had been far too long and she was too far gone.

      But then he slid his finger down the crease so that it brushed against her clit, and that was when she couldn’t help it.  The intake of air into her mouth this time was louder, and she felt her hips involuntarily move so that she pushed against him, creating a sweet friction.  Yeah.  Jesus, when was the last time a man had touched her?  She was acting sex starved.

      When was the last time she’d had an orgasm?  It didn’t really matter, because she was on the verge now and she was starting to think that was exactly where he wanted her—and he planned to take care of her.

      He slid his finger again and it felt like it belonged there.  And then she knew.

      Holy shit.  This was really happening.

      She couldn’t question it anymore and instead gave in to desire.  Nothing else mattered right now aside from what was happening between her legs.  She could sense his other hand moving from her ass cheek down her thigh, but his touch was so gentle that she could barely tell he was doing it.

      Another delicious stroke, and this one elicited a throaty moan from her mouth.  She just couldn’t help it.  And, as though her pussy had a mind of its own, she could feel her hips lifting up off the table, pushing her ass in the air, trying to make it easier for him to keep doing what he was doing.  His other hand that had moved to her thigh then slid into the space between her legs and he pushed against her leg, giving him more room to do his work.

      She knew then that she was past the point of deniability.  She couldn’t claim that she didn’t know what was going on or say that she didn’t want it.

      She wanted it—wanted him.  Badly.

      At this point, she didn’t know how far this would go or what would happen from here and she didn’t care.  He’d riled her up so much, taken her to the precipice, and she couldn’t pretend to not need satisfaction now.  So, rather than worry or wonder, she focused all her attention on that burning, trembling area below and pushed all other concerns out of her mind, because it was happening—and there was no stopping it.

      That magical finger of his slid against her clit once more, sending a charge throughout her body.  For the strangest reason, she pictured herself with her back against the wall, this muscular masculine guy ramming his ginormous cock inside her.  And then, as he continued to stroke her, she imagined herself down on her knees, making him feel just as good.  She sucked in another breath as she felt the muscles in her pussy tighten in response to his relentless rubbing.

      “Ohhhhhh.  Oh, God.”  Had she not been so far gone, she might have been shocked to hear the sounds rushing out of her mouth, might have even tried to be quieter so she wouldn’t be heard throughout the spa.  She could feel her nerves tingling, responding to the sensation of his finger sliding over her throbbing, aching clit, could sense her body gearing up for climax.

      Then he slowed his motion, sliding two fingers inside her.  His other hand drifted up her back, gliding along the skin and caressing her spine.  The sensation was less intense but not unwelcome, and all it did was make her more desperate.  She bit down on her lip and shifted her hips again, enjoying the motion of feeling those fingers inside her but wanting more, so much more.

      Would she be a wanton woman if she begged him to fuck her?  Would she seem like a slut if she pleaded with him to give it to her hard, to fill her to capacity?  She pondered the idea until he adjusted his technique once more, twisting his hand so that a finger was giving her clit direct attention again but he still had one digit inside her.  Or maybe he had two inside.  She could no longer tell.  In fact, she was surprised she had coherent thoughts anymore.

      She felt the hand on her back slide toward the table so that he was touching the side of her breast as he sped up his motion down below.  Her sensations were overloaded but in the most delicious way, and she sucked in another deep breath as she felt the muscles in her thighs tighten and begin to quiver.  That meant only one thing:

      Explosion.

      Oh, sweet, delicious climax, and not just a tiny one.  He kept up the pressure and the motion, sending wave after wave through her body, shaking her to the core, delivering pleasure chemicals to her brain, and causing her to realize that she was about to get loud.  She bit down hard on her lip to try to keep herself quiet, but she couldn’t stop the moans from forming in her throat.  They too sounded noisy to her ears but she just couldn’t help it.

      A stranger walking by might think she was getting the rubdown of her life, but that shit couldn’t compare—not to what this man was doing to her.  He was, in her mind, a god among men—to know her body so well that he seemed to have some sort of connection to her—that meant something, right?

      As she wound down, feeling nothing but pure pleasure, she wondered what his lips would feel like, what his skin would taste like, how much she’d enjoy his cock inside her.  But, oh, she could sleep now—like the dead.

      His voice, though, pulled her out of the fantasy as he smoothed his hands over her back as though she hadn’t just had an amazing orgasm.  “I’ll leave so you can dress.  Take your time.”  She felt him pull the towel back up over her legs and rear before stepping out of the room.  After such an intimate moment, it felt almost shocking and unreal.  Actually, covering her bottom now seemed a little funny—but she was too drained and too satisfied to laugh.  Instead, she tried to burn the sound of his voice in her mind so she could remember it for years to come.

      Part of her wanted to simply lie there, basking in the glow she felt radiating off her body.  Her heart was still pounding in her chest, her breathing continuing to slow down.  What she found amusing was that she always felt calm and nearly vegetative after an all-over body rub, and she felt equally relaxed after sex.  This, though, the double play—it made her limbs feel heavy, almost impossible to lift.

      And yet she must.

      This guy named Spike probably had another appointment booked—and Rachel needed to clear the room.  She didn’t want to know if he did this to all the women he worked on.  She’d always heard about massage therapists who gave supposedly “happy ending” massages, but she’d thought those stories were urban legends.  But now she knew that it had to happen on occasion.  Certainly, she wasn’t the only woman to have ever experienced it…and she knew the chances were good that she was just a statistic.  That thought alone made her feel horrified, and it gave her muscles the charge they needed to hoist her up off that table—whether they felt dead or not.

      But, as she sat there reliving what had just happened, she was torn in two different directions—and she was having a hard time resolving her emotions.  Should she give into the odd feeling of empowerment this experience had filled her with?  After all, this was the kind of thing a man would do and not think twice about.  Or should she feel ashamed and embarrassed, like a slut or a desperate woman?  Those questions competed in her brain as she dressed.  She left the room and felt a huge flood of relief that Spike was nowhere to be found.  She was able to pay the receptionist (making sure to leave a little more than her usual tip, just because it felt like the right thing to do), and then she left in a daze, still wondering what the hell had just happened.
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      Rachel couldn’t help it.  Call it the need to meet societal expectations or something in her brain harkening back to what she knew of puritanical America, when people, much less women, weren’t allowed to enjoy sex, but all night long, when she wasn’t feeling giddy, she felt embarrassed and ashamed because of what had happened at the spa.  It was stupid, though, because she had kind of been a consenting adult.  No, there was no kind of about it; she couldn’t deny that she actually had been consenting, quite consenting.  A damned eager beaver even.  It wasn’t like he’d raped her.  She’d been more than willing.
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