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"So, my wife booked you?" I sat on the edge of the plush, leather chair in the waiting area, the calming, flute-heavy music doing nothing to settle my nerves.

"That's right. A ninety-minute-deep tissue. For Mark?" He looked up from his tablet, and that's when I got a good look at him. This was the guy who was going to put his hands all over me for the next hour and a half. He was young. Really young. Maybe mid-twenties, with a swimmer's build, lean and defined under a soft, gray polo shirt. His hair was a little messy, a sandy blonde, and he had these blue eyes that were just... unnervingly direct. A perfectly symmetrical face. He was the kind of handsome you only saw in movies or Abercrombie ads.

"Yeah, that's me," I said, standing up. I'm thirty. I work out five days a week, play racquetball on Saturdays. I've never had any reason to feel self-conscious about my body, not since high school football anyway. But right then, under this guy's easy gaze, I felt a decade older and about ten pounds softer.

"Great. I'm Tommy. I'll be taking care of you today," he said with a smile that showed off perfect white teeth. "Right this way, Mark."

The sound of my name in his voice was weird. He followed me into the private room, and I swear I could feel his eyes on my back. Whatever. This is what this is. People pay for this.

"Alright, Mark. You can go ahead and get undressed to your level of comfort. There's a sheet on the table to cover yourself. Just lie face down, and I'll knock before I come back in," he instructed, his tone totally professional. He disappeared out the door, and I was left alone in the dimly lit room.

I undressed quickly, folding my clothes and placing them on the small chair. It felt clinical, like going to the doctor. Boxers came off, too. Amanda, my wife, always insisted you go completely under the sheet, said it was just more relaxing that way. So, I climbed onto the padded table and arranged the sheet over myself. It was soft. The face cradle smelled faintly of lavender and clean linen.

A minute later, the knock came. "You ready, Mark?"

"Yeah, ready."

The door clicked open and Tommy came back in. I heard him moving around, dimming the lights a little more, the soft slap of a bottle on a shelf. Then his voice was close, right by my head. "Just let me know if the pressure is too much at any point. We want you to enjoy this."

His hands landed on my shoulders. They were warm, and slick with whatever oil he was using. At first, it was just... strange. I'm not a touchy-feely guy. Handshakes are my thing, maybe a clap on the back for my buddy Dave after a good shot on the court. This was completely different. His thumbs found the knots right between my shoulder blades and started to work them in deep, firm circles. It hurt, but in a good way. A loosening, releasing kind of hurt.

I let out a breath I didn't realize I'd been holding.

"Got some serious tension right here," he murmured. His voice was a low, pleasant rumble near my ear.

"Yeah," I grunted into the face cradle. "Too much time at a desk."

"We'll fix that." He worked his way down my back, his palms and elbows digging into muscle, finding sore spots I didn't even know I had. The strange, clinical feeling started to fade, replaced by a warm, drifting relaxation. The flute music stopped sounding so annoying and started to... well, it was just there. I closed my eyes. This was nice. Better than nice. I could see why Amanda loved this stuff.

He moved down to my legs, starting with my calves, his strong hands kneading the muscle. It was all just muscle, just anatomy. Just a guy doing his job. I was completely zoned out, my mind a blank, comfortable haze, until his hands moved higher. He pushed the sheet up, just to the top of my thigh, and started working on my hamstring. His palms slid over the back of my leg, up toward my ass. The sheet was still covering it, but it was... close. Very close.

And for the first time, it wasn't just "muscle." My brain, which had been coasting on a sea of lavender-scented bliss, registered a very specific thought: A guy is touching my thigh. His hands are six inches, maybe less, from my ass. It wasn't a panicked thought. It wasn't even an unwelcome thought. It was just... a thought. Factual. Strange. I'd never had that thought in my entire thirty years on this planet. I like women. I love my wife. I have never once looked at a guy and thought... anything.

But lying there in the quiet room, with his warm hands moving expertly on my skin, that thought just sort of floated in my head. And it just floated there.

His hands lingered on the back of my thigh, his thumbs slowly pressing in and releasing right before the curve where it meets my ass. It was a thorough, professional movement. I knew that. But the weird, fact-noticing part of my brain was now on high alert. Every glide of his palm, every shift of his weight, seemed to echo in the quiet room.

He moved to the other leg, repeating the process on my calf, then moving up. My hamstrings were tight from racquetball, and his work was melting away the resistance in my muscles. But the relaxation in my body was warring with this strange new tension coiling in my gut. It was anticipation. Not for anything to happen, but for the... possibility of it. I actually found myself holding my breath as his hands traveled north again.

"Okay, Mark. I'm going to work on your glutes now. It's where a lot of that lower back tension stems from," he said, his voice as level and calm as a newscaster's. "I'll keep you fully draped, of course."

He placed a hand on the small of my back, just above the sheet, for leverage. His other hand, slick and warm, slid under the sheet, finding the curve of my ass. His palm settled directly over my left glute, and I swear my entire body went rigid for a second. It was the heat of it. The sheer, unavoidable intimacy of a bare hand on a part of my body that, for thirty years, had only been touched by myself, a doctor, or my wife. And his hand felt... different. The size of it, the deliberate strength as he started to knead the muscle.

I buried my face deeper into the cradle, squeezing my eyes shut. This wasn't supposed to be happening. Not that anything was happening. This was part of the massage. A glute is a muscle. He said so himself. Why did it feel like I was cheating? I wasn't. I was lying still on a table. But it was the feeling. The alien, compelling feeling. I had never, ever been aware of my own ass like this, as a point of contact, a source of... of whatever this was. And that wasn't the worst part. The worst part was the flicker of response from my dick. Just a small, embarrassing stir beneath the table.

I concentrated on the music. On the price of my mortgage. On anything but the hand that was now moving across the sheet to my right cheek. His knuckles brushed down the cleft. It was an accident. I know it was an accident. But my breath hitched anyway.

He started on my lower back, his hands working their way back up my spine, and I thought I could breathe again. The moment passed. That was it. It was just a weird thought. Just a physical reaction to a stimulus. Biological. Nothing more.

"All right, let's have you turn over for me, Mark," he said.

My eyes snapped open. Turn over? Shit.

"Okay," I mumbled, my voice sounding thick and unfamiliar.

I made the movement as awkwardly as possible, trying to maintain some semblance of modesty with the sheet, turning onto my back and pulling the sheet up to my chest. I flopped my head into the face cradle the other way, staring up at the ceiling. God, I hoped my face wasn't as red as it felt.

He came back to the head of the table. I could sense him standing there. I couldn't bring myself to look at him.

"Alright?" he asked, his voice soft.

"Yeah," I managed to say.

His hands started on my traps, right below my neck, leaning over me. His forearms rested on my upper chest, covered by the sheet. His fingertips brushed the edge of my collarbone. Then he started on my arms. He worked on one at a time, lifting it from my side, his other hand supporting my shoulder. His hands oiled and squeezed my biceps, my forearms. It felt intimate in a completely different way. A care-taking way. My wife held my hand, but no one had ever just... handled my limbs like this with such focused attention. It was disarming.

As he moved to my other arm, he had to stand closer. The side of his hip pressed against the edge of the table. He lifted my arm, and as he worked his way down to my hand, his thumb pressed firmly into my palm. It was unexpected, and a jolt shot straight up my arm. I gasped, a tiny, involuntary sound.

"Sorry. Reflex point?" he asked, but he didn't move his thumb. Instead, he started to rub small, firm circles in the center of my palm. It wasn't clinical. It felt like he was... tracing a pattern. My breath caught in my throat. I finally, slowly, tilted my head back enough to look up at him.

He was already looking down at me. The professional, bland smile was gone from his face. His expression was unreadable, but his eyes... those movie-star-blue eyes were locked on mine. His hand stopped rubbing my palm and just held it, his thumb still pressing into the center. The air in the room crackled. The soft flute music sounded a million miles away. It was just him and me and the deafening silence. He had to know. He had to see it in my eyes, this total, system-wide confusion and panic and terrifying spark of curiosity. He broke eye contact for a second, letting his gaze drop down to my chest, to where the sheet tented slightly, just below my navel.
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