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Author's Note

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.


It was a big house.  Huge, even.  Hannah felt small and insignificant, both literally and figuratively, standing by her ten-year-old SUV and staring up at the literal palace.  It was the well-to-do section of the city, after all, but compared to her one-room apartment it didn't even seem real.  She couldn't believe that Jessica had even been able to get her this gig.

She pulled her folding massage table from her trunk, as well as her bag of supplies, and nervously made her way to the door.  After ringing the bell she took a moment to adjust her tightly-wound bun of honey-colored hair and her dark blue knee-length skirt, and pulled at her black tights to smooth out the wrinkles.  Typically she just wore comfortable clothes during a therapy session, but since this was her first "rich person" gig – and since it was an important client of Jessica's – she wanted to make a good impression.

The door opened and she nearly dropped her table on her toes.  For some reason she had been expecting a butler to open the door, not the gorgeous man on the other side with the bright blue eyes.  "Hannah?" he asked simply, his voice coming from a mouth with lips that were way too kissable to be legal.

Jesus, what was wrong with her?  Fighting the urge to physically shake the thoughts from her head, she said, "Yes, hello.  Jeffrey Price?"

"Jeff," he said with a smile that should have been illegal and then stepped aside.  "You must be Hannah.  Please, come in."

Trying to keep her eyes off of the well-toned man in tight jeans and a form-fitting undershirt next to her, she instead took in the sight of the house's interior.  Everything looked cleaned, polished, and then polished again.  Mirrors, marble steps on the winding staircase, the chandelier above... she absolutely did not belong in that house.

"I to have to request that you take off your shoes," Jeff said, and Hannah snapped her head to the side in alarm.  He gave her a sheepish look.  "Sorry, but my sister just got the floors sealed, and she's being a stickler about not scuffing them."

Panic rose in Hannah, but she did her best to not let on.  "Oh, uh, of course."

She hesitated, and Jeff mistook her hesitation for something else.  "The room we'll be set up in has carpeting, I promise, so your feet won't be cold.  I'm really sorry, I should have gotten slippers or something, but I didn't realize what my sister had planned, and then... well, I'm sorry."  He seemed almost more embarrassed than she, but Hannah doubted he would stay that way, whereas she...

"Yeah, no, no problem," she said with a forced smile.  She handed her table over to Jeff and asked, "Do you mind?"

"Not at all," he said and took the table from her.

On the verge of passing out from the anxiety, Hannah bent over and slipped her black ballet flats off of her tights-covered feet one by one.  Before the second one even hit the ground, she quickly said, "Why don't you show me where we'll be set up."

Jeff turned and walked up the staircase, and Hannah followed several steps behind, glancing down angrily at her stocking feet.  Oh God, she thought, almost in tears.  I hope he doesn't smell them.  It had been a problem for her since she had gone through puberty – her feet stank.  And not just the normal wore-her-shoes-all-day kind of smell, but something about her foot sweat was just chemically different than the other areas of her body.  She tried to keep her shoes on when around other people, never went around barefoot, and scrubbed her feet religiously every day.  And now, at this one important gig, with this amazing specimen of a client, she was going to be at risk of driving him out of the room with the smell of her feet.

He led her to what appeared to be a small guest room, devoid of decorations and consisting only of a sofa, a four-drawer dresser, and a rectangular coffee table.  Thankfully, Jeff had been telling the truth and the floor was carpeted, providing some comfort and warmth to Hannah's soles.

She had him set down the massage table and helped him move the coffee against one of the walls, then said, "Please give me about ten minutes to set everything up.  You can go strip down and put a robe on.  If you don't have one, I do."

"No, uh, I have one," he said and seemed as if he wanted to ask something else, but just smiled and nodded.  As soon as he left the room, the first thing she did was set up her aromatherapy candles.  She didn't usually mix scents, but if she could get the scent of lavender and jasmine strong enough in the room, then maybe it would mask her own scent.  Once she had all of her candles burning at different points in the room, she opened up her table and adjusted it, placing a thick blanket over it.  She plugged her phone into a speaker dock and started up her ambient playlist, filling the room with the sounds of soft music and tinkling water.  Then she drew the large plush curtains closed and allowed for the candlelight to provide the only illumination in the room.  She took a breath and paused, noting that she was unable to smell her feet.  Maybe she'd be lucky.

As she was strapping on her utility belt that held different oils, there was a knock at the door.  "Come in," she called out softly, and Jeff entered the room wearing a dark blue robe and nothing else.

"This is nice," he whispered, soaking in the ambiance.  His blue eyes reflected the soft flicker of the candles' light and Hannah just about melted.  Stay professional, she told herself.  She was still new to all of this, but this was the first truly handsome client she had gotten.  So far it had just been older men and women.

"Jessica mentioned that your left shoulder needed the most attention," Hannah said.  "Is there anywhere else that needs it?"

Jeff gave a small shrug.  "Both shoulders could definitely use some attention, but yeah, the left one was the one I injured."  He paused and looked embarrassed.  "I've never done this before, am I supposed to... should I be totally naked for this?"

Hannah gave him a gentle smile and wanted to say, "I want you naked for this."  Instead, she said, "It's what you're comfortable with.  I'll leave the room for a minute or two, and you can get yourself situated on the table face down, under the blanket."  She left him and stepped out into the bright hallway, aware that she her heart was beating quite fast.  Get a hold of yourself, she thought with a grimace.  Don't let Jessica down.

After gathering her wits for about a minute and half, she knocked and cracked open the door.  "Are you all set?"  She heard a muffled sound of confirmation, so she re-entered the room.  She adjusted the blanket, turning it down to the small of his back, trying not to drool over the muscle definition that was visible in the darkened room.

As she warmed some oil in her hands, Jeff asked, "Do we... should I stay quiet?  Am I supposed to talk?  I don't know what the rules are."
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