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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.

I moved the pack over him, sliding it across his abs and imagining that my own palm was caressing those perfect muscles.  A naughty thought crept through me and my mouth twisted in a smile as I tried not to giggle.

He wore a tight pair of shorts that barely even covered his thighs.  In the middle sat an impressive bulge and with the ice-pack in my hand I could only think one thing.

I looked to his face again, checking that his eyes were still closed.  Steadily I picked up the ice-pack, then I set it down quickly on his bulge.

“Fuck!” he cried, doubling up off the table and flashing his hand downwards.

“Looked like you needed cooling down,” I giggled.

“Well I don’t,” he said.  “Unless you wanna massage that too?”

“Haha, is it sore?”

“It’s not sore,” he smiled, closing his eyes again and relaxing back in the table.  “But it does always need a massage.”

“Is that so?” I said coyly, putting the icepack back on his abs.

“Not like you’re gonna do anything about it,” Mason said, his eyes still closed.

I hummed in half-agreement.  Maybe I wasn’t going to do anything about it, but I sure-as-hell wanted to.

I put my fingers to his abs, carefully touching them.  It was more of an exploration than any kind of treatment now.  I was giving in to my curiosities.  I looked to his face to see him watching me carefully.

“What are you doing?”

“Just ... touching,” I said.

“Well touch a little lower, would you?”

I don’t know if he truly wanted that, but it gave me the perfect excuse if he suddenly protested.

“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.

His feet pushed down his shorts until they were off his ankles and he lay on the treatment table naked now, with the ice-pack still on his ribs.

“Enjoying yourself?” he asked, looking to me.

I realized how carefully I’d been moving over him suddenly and I started to giggle.  I think I was taking it a little too seriously.

“Sorry,” I said.  “I’ve just ... I’ve never—”

“I get it,” he said.

He laughed again and I watched as one of his balls rolled in its sac like magic.  They rested below, looking just as impressive as his thick cock.

I dropped my face to him and kissed at the base of his cock, winding my tongue over the shorn stubs of pubic hair and sliding down to his balls as he let out a deep groan from above.

“Amazing,” he groaned, and his heady cries bounced off the flat, hard walls of the locker-room.

“We get an hour, don’t we?” I asked.

“Usually,” Mason said, looking down his body.

“Good.”

I moved my face up to the tip of his dick and opened my mouth wide, clasping it over the tip of his magnificent cock and pushing my tongue under that magical foreskin of his.

I circled his crown, feeling the foreskin trap my tongue against the smooth head.  Mason looked down as I tackled him as best I could, finally pressing my lips down over him and gripping his shaft in my mouth.

“That’s it,” he eased, his hand coming to my head.

I moved myself back and forth over him, rocking and humming as I began to excite myself.  His flesh drove through my lips and I moved my free hand to my crotch, feeling the heat of my pussy and pushing my fingers against it.

“Oh, Chelsea,” he grunted.

Mason’s head pushed back into the table and he thrust his waist upwards, pushing more of himself into my mouth until I was pulling my head back so that he wouldn’t escape down my throat.

I gasped up off him and his fat cock slapped messily back against his stomach, covered in spit.  It sounded so heavy when it thudded off his stomach and it looked even more arousing coated in a film of my saliva.

I dropped my mouth to him and sucked at his balls.  Mason split his legs and I rolled my tongue over the encased orbs, releasing it slowly through my lips as he moaned from above.

“I’m sucking an MMA champion’s cock,” I swooned suddenly, smiling at Mason’s face.

He laughed back.  “I’m your boss first, you dirty slut.”

“Hey!” I cried, slapping his chest.

He winced and doubled up.

“I’m sorry!” I said, suddenly remembering his bruises.

He relaxed back against the table with several breaths.

“I’m sorry,” I said slower, taking a grip of his cock.  “I want to show you how sorry I am.”

I mouthed over him again, feeling his arousal inside me.  It made me sparkle with fear and delight, giving me more adrenaline than the pre-fight ring-walk had.

“That’s good,” he said.  “You’re apology is almost accepted.”

I pinched my lips up off the tip, licking again around the head that was now uncovered.  The skin of his flesh was down beneath the crown of his cock, but if I pinched upwards I could re-cover him again.  Every time I did he groaned in delight and I felt another pang of excitement radiate out from my pussy.

“You like that, huh?” I asked.

“I love it,” he said, sitting up on the table.  “But what about you?  What do you like?”

He jumped down off the table and put his naked body next to mine.  I wore a black sports-bra and a loose-fitting, white work-out top that came down over the top of my black yoga-pants.  I never dressed formally for his fights.

I curled my hair behind my ear and looked down at his chest as it pressed to mine.  “I like ... lots of things,” I said coyly.  I didn’t want to say it explicitly.

Mason’s big hands came under my ass and he squeezed it roughly, moving one round to the front of me to feel the excited heat in my pussy.

“Do you like that?” he asked, his face close to mine.

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, closing my eyes to his touch.

His hand came up inside my top and he touched at the bare flesh of my midriff.  To have Mason explore me felt like a treat.  I was as nervous as my first time, but I wanted this more than anything.  To share myself with him like that felt like a privilege.

“I don’t want to stop,” Mason said, pulling me close to him and kissing at my neck.

“I don’t want you to stop,” I moaned, leaning my head away from him as I delighted in his pecks.

His hands moved back down to my waist now and there was suddenly a quick fever about him.  He gripped at my yoga-pants and pushed them down.  My breaths rose to match his and I became desperate to release myself.

I helped him push them down and soon his hands were over the waist of my panties too.  He pulled rough and hard, taking both garments with him as he crouched to the floor and tugged them down.

They rolled down my thigh and I hurriedly stepped out of my sneakers, letting him pull them off my ankles until I was naked from the waist down.

He stood up and put his arms around me, gripping now at my bare ass and pulling me against him.  I could feel his stiff cock pressing at my stomach.  Suddenly he lifted me and put me on the treatment bench.

“Oh, Mason, don’t spoil me.”

“I want to,” he said.

He kissed my neck and then moved down over my front, biting at my tits that lay bound before moving even further down.

I opened my knees as Mason moved between.  He bit at my thigh and moved inside my legs, nibbling at my soft inner-thigh before licking his way towards my hungry slit.

I leant back and put my hand on the other side of the bench, looking down at his face as it clamped onto my crotch.

And that was it.  Mason was eating my pussy.  There was scarcely anything more debauched or sinful than that, but if there was I was sure we were going to discover it that soon.

His tongue raced over me messily, dancing along my wet flesh and tasting the cream that he had already coaxed from me.

“Yes!” I hushed, elated.

I held a hand to his head and scrunched my fingers through his hair, pressing his face on me and grinding as best as I could against him.

I felt my clit stiffen and a charge of bliss forked through me.  Mason’s tongue wound up to the excited stud and he circled it, tickling the sensitive end and causing racing breaths to gush out of me in waves.

“Oh, fuck, Mason!” I whined.  It had been a long time since a guy had been down there like that, and no-one had ever quite managed to do what he was doing.  Whether or not it was the general excitement of the entire day, I couldn’t be sure, but Mason was driving me wild with his tongue and lips.  I couldn’t hold back much longer.

“You—you’re gonna—fuck!”

“Do it!” he said sternly, taking his lips off me briefly.

“I’m gonna come,” I hushed, my whole body trembling with excitement.

I gripped the treatment table with both hands, staring down at the closed eyes of Mason as he steadily lapped on my pussy.  His tongue meandered down the crease and then slid back up, tickling me until I could take it no more.

“Fuuuuck!” I cried, listening to the echo reverberate back.

Mason pulled his face away and stared into my pussy as it danced and flexed mysteriously.  The muscles contracted and relaxed and the spasms of bliss rippled through me.  My shoulders rolled and bounced and I writhed like a shock of electricity had just been administered.

He put his mouth back on me and I felt his tongue against my throbbing muscles.  He guided me with his lips through the climax.  My vision swirled with colors and my lungs fought hard to fuel the escaping desire.

“Oh, Mason!” I gushed, doubling forward and gripping his head with both my hands.

He sucked and nibbled on my flesh and pulled back finally, standing up so that his cock was close to my pussy.

“I want you,” he said, staring down on me.

I looked up to him and sat forwards, hugging his body close to mine and breathing deep.  “Have me.”

My hand moved to his hard cock and I started to jerk him through my soft palm, pinching that curious excess flesh of his and sliding it along his length.

Mason lifted up my top and then went straight for my bra, pulling it up over my shoulders until my tits fell out beneath it.

“Damn, Chelsea!” he startled.  “They’re fucking incredible.”

I bunched them together between my arms and looked down.

“You think?”

I could still feel the curious after-shocks of my climax every so often.  They’d rippled through me and my body would tense.  I felt another and my tits shook as Mason watched.

“Damn,” he whispered, then his face moved to those too.

He licked around the nipple as I tugged hard on his cock.  The sensitive stud stiffened up in the embrace and he bit it as it did so.

“Fuck me!” I urged now.  “I want that big cock inside me.”

Mason lifted me effortlessly off the treatment table and moved me to a lower one that was close beside us.  He rested me against it and I lay back, keeping my legs up close to his shoulders.

He looked down at his cock and then I felt it on my wet pussy, teasing its way through the tight slit until I felt it breach my muscle.

I spread over him and he groaned, feeling the warm embrace of my insides.  His huge cock slotted into a perfect gap, as though it was made just for him.  My core gripped him tight and he pushed the rest of himself into me.  My eyes closed tight and I let out a satisfied grunt.

“That’s what I want,” I cooed, opening my eyes and smiling up at him.

“You just needed a big cock, huh?”

“I needed your big cock,” I corrected.

“Well, here it is,” he said.

He flexed his muscle inside me and I felt his cock move within me, as though it was a being unto itself.  My eyes widened in a sparkle.

“How’d you do that?” I asked.

“Magic,” he said, and he did it again.

I giggled but then Mason thrust forwards, snatching the laugh from me.

His huge cock probed deeper.  The tip struck my cervix and it served only to delight me further.  I don’t think I’d ever had anyone as big as him before in my life.  Each time he thrust forwards I felt a love for him grow.  You shouldn’t judge someone based on their huge cock, but Mason was amazing without it.  The fact he just happened to be in possession of a huge, delicious dick was just the icing on the cake.

“Get it now, Mason,” I grunted, tightening my jaw.  “I want your orgasm.  I want your cum.”

“You do, huh?” he asked, moving through me in steady, calm stabs.

“I want it inside me.  Empty those balls inside me.  I know how long it’s been.  I know you don’t come during camp.”

“Who told you that?” he said, narrowing his eyes.

“I heard a rumor.  Is it true?”

“You’ll find out soon,” he said, upping his pace suddenly.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried, gripping the side of the table above me to steady myself as he started to buck into me wildly.

My tits wobbled on my chest and his hips clapped against my ass as he held my legs at the ankles.  He split them wide and looked down into the upturned V of my pussy as it spread over his cock.

“That’s it,” I cried, looking to his face for clues of his approaching climax.  “Get it, Mason.”

He breathed long and deep, putting on his second performance of the night.  That huge cock of his split me again and again, probing deep and finding the grip of my pussy tight around his girth.

He jerked himself through me, looking down at the source of his pleasure and no-doubt mentally pinching himself at the sight of his younger masseuse’s face looking back him.

“Do it,” I urged, seeing a brief flash of conscience inside him.  “I want it.  I want that cum.”

He seemed to make up his mind, redoubling his efforts and moving through me faster now.  The air rushed up over my wet flesh as his thrusts displaced it.  I tightened around him, wondering if I might come again.  Mason beat me to it.

I felt him stiffen and his lip curled as he looked down, breathing deeper and groaning louder like a wild beast.

“Give it me, Mason,” I begged.

“Here it fucking comes, Chelsea,” he said, in urgent tones.  “Here it comes!”

“Cum in my pussy!”

As the words left my mouth I felt his cock throb.  It pulsed in my body and suddenly I felt the blast of heat as he emptied his balls inside me.

“Yes!” I groaned, looking to the ecstasy as it washed over him in an awesome wave.  Another awesome wave was quickly rushing through my pussy as torrent after torrent of his release fired into me.

“Oh fuck, I was right,” I cooed, feeling each spasm bring with it a healthy volley of his cum.  I could feel it dribbling back out of me as more and more flowed into me.  He truly had a gargantuan load that he’d been building throughout months of training.

“Every drop!” I begged.

“You’re gonna get it all,” he hushed, straining out each flash of pleasure.

Several more healthy ropes exploded inside me.  Steadily they began to subside, but the sensation in my pussy was changed immeasurably.  Suddenly his cock moved through me and the cum together, slipping through my core in the suspended stasis of his spunk.

His movements felt different suddenly and my pussy became warm too around him.  I could feel his love pooling at the donut-ring of my cervix and his cock would push it deeper, as though he was knocking on the door and asking for entry.

“That’s perfect,” I cooed finally.

The aftermath of the storm of arousal was calming and the sudden silence was eerie in comparison.

Mason let go of my legs and fell over me, groaning as he put his full-weight on my body.

“Ugh-ah!” I shrieked, laughing as he pressed the wind out of me.

Mason giggled too and his cock did that bouncing thing again inside me.

He fell out and then we heard the splash of cum as it dribbled out too.  We bulged our eyes at each other and Mason leaned up off me, looking down between my legs at the mess.

“Damn, that’s a lot of cum.”

“I know!” I said, and I could still feel it inside me, despite what we’d lost to the floor.

“Thank, Chelsea,” he said, kissing me.  “This can be our post-fight warm-down from now on.”

“Sounds good to me,” I giggled.

Mason stood at the head of the table and bent over, kissing my mouth.  The kiss felt somehow more sinful than the previous act.  His tongue sensually wound around mine and then I felt his fingers probing into my soaked pussy.  They moved through the cum and he smoothed it back against my petals as he drew out of me.

“Perfect,” he said, leaving me there.  “I think you need a massage too now.”

“Gonna give me one?”

“Not a chance,” Mason laughed and he fell back heavily onto his treatment table.  “I need to rest.”

He put the back of his hand to his forehead and took several deep breaths.  His tattooed chest inflated and rose up.  He looked so hot that I couldn’t believe I’d just had him inside me.

I moved my fingers down to my pussy and touched his velvet seed, smoothing it around my groove with a deep groan.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

THE END
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Being in a band was something that I mercilessly ragged on my boss for when I worked for him.  It wasn’t something that I thought was particularly cool until I saw him in his element on stage.

He’d been performing for so long that he actually had a kind of presence up there and although his band, Wilted Heart, hadn’t yet struck gold it was only a matter of time before fame found him, I thought.

Tonight he was in the relatively small venue of our local town-hall.  Regardless hundreds of people had turned out to see him and the front-row of the cheering crowd contained one-or-two girls that I remember from school, all now nineteen-years-old, like me.

I watched as they reached forwards over the barriers and my old boss, Randy, strummed his guitar up close.  Their hands flailed for a touch of him as though he was a God to them.  His bare chest was visible beneath his open jacket and I watched as one woman managed to stroke down over his pecs.

She was utterly beside herself with excitement, looking at her hand as though she was going to cut it off and mount it on her bedroom wall.  Randy took it all in his stride.  Seeing him as an object of desire started to change my perspective of him.

I watched from the side of the room.  I wanted to see him but I didn’t want him to know how badly.  I found myself becoming jealous of the women he flirted with along the front row and imagined myself to be one of them.  Soon Randy wasn’t just my old boss any more.  Instead he became the lead-singer of Wilted Heart and I was just another ravenous fan.  When he was the boss of the local coffee-shop he didn’t have quite the same appeal.

My heart pounded in my chest and the room seemed to cave in on me.  I felt a sudden embarrassment, casting my gaze sheepishly around the room as though there were people there who could hear my sinful thoughts.

At nineteen I was still a virgin and the idea of popping my cherry to a lead-singer of a successful band was a fantasy for the ages.  It just so happened that the lead-singer in question was someone who I kind of knew.

I leant back against the wall in my white tank-top and tried to sink back into my fantasy, looking to the stage again and imagining being wooed by Randy: the muscled, confident front-man.

The music was loud and the crowd was just as raucous, but over it all I could hear the beats of lust-filled blood in my ears, surging their way around my virginal body.

I stayed there for the entire set, nodding my head at times in a vain attempt to blend into the crowd.  After they finished their final song Randy said his goodbyes to the crowd.

“Thanks for coming out and making some noise,” he said, as cool as ever.  He waved to the crowd and then his eyes searched through it.  They locked eventually on me and I saw the look of recognition strike him.  He beckoned me forward with a hand.

“Me?” I asked, pointing to my chest.

Randy nodded and motioned for me to come to the front.

I pushed through the crowd, receiving several bitchy glances and comments on my way through.  Most of them were envious, but I imagined they didn’t know the full story.

“Hey!” he cried, and he leant over the barred gate and pulled me into him.  “Let her through, would you?” he said to the security guard.

He nudged the barrier open and I squeezed through, feeling a certain sense of pride that I’d escaped the thronging pit of desperate bodies.  It was like being hand-picked by an emperor.

“What the hell are you doing here?” Randy said, excited.

“I heard you were playing and thought I’d come out to watch,” I said, pretending that I didn’t worship the ground he walked on.

“Me?  You came out to see little old me?” he laughed.

“You were great!”

“Haha, you’re too kind.  You wanna come up to my room upstairs and catch up?”

“There are rooms upstairs?”

“Sure,” he said.  “Come on, I’ll show you.”

I was a little reticent but it didn’t take me long to change my mind.  There wasn’t a better way to get closer to him than this.

We moved back behind the stage and through a door that led to a large, carpeted hallway.

“It’s like a house back here,” I said, looking around, perplexed.

“A huge house,” Randy corrected.  “You should see my bedroom.”

“Bedroom?”

“They’re letting me stay over-night!”

“For a few songs?”

“I’m the lead-singer of Wilted Heart, Debbie,” he joked.  “They should have given me a whole suite.”

“You just got a whole house instead!”

“Not all of it,” he said, rounding the landing of the first floor.  “This is me.”

He stood at the door of the room and paused for dramatic effect with his hand on the door-handle.

“Ready?”

With that he dropped the handle and pushed inside, opening the door for me to enter.  The room had this old four-poster bed off against the back wall and a couch to the right of it, as though sleeping was now a spectator sport.

Nearer to us was another sofa facing a television that was mounted on the wall.  Opposite that was a door that lead to the bathroom

“It’s like a hotel-room,” I wowed.  “Only bigger.”

“Damn-right,” Randy said.  “Drink?”

“You gonna give me the back-stage treatment?” I asked wryly.

“If you play your card’s right.”

“How far does that get me?” I asked, looking him up and down.

Randy eyed me back, wandering his gaze up over my tight jeans and to my white tank-top.

“You know if you weren’t half my age ...”

“Then what?” I probed.

“Things would be different,” he said, taking off his jacket and moving to his bag that sat on the floor beside the bed.

I watched as he fished inside for a t-shirt, putting it on over his head and flexing those perfect muscles on that immaculate chest of his.  Despite being over forty he looked crazy good.  I think I was at that ripe age where older guys really fucking did it for me, and being in his room like that was driving me wild.

“Drink?” he asked.

“Sure,” I nodded, sitting down on the couch and looking up at the television.  It was muted butit  was showing music-videos of other bands.

“One day, huh?” I said, nodding to the screen.

“One day,” he said, handing me a drink.  “Although I think those days might be coming to an end.”

“Who knows,” I said, looking over the top of my glass.  “You managed to get a groupie back to your room.”

I took a sip and tried not to wince, setting my glass down on the coffee table ahead of us and vowing not to drink any more until the ice had melted substantially.

“You didn’t have to get dressed for me, you know.”

“I know.  I just feel more comfortable in a t-shirt.”

“I mean you didn’t have to get dressed at all,” I corrected.  “Undressed was fine.”

“Is that so?” Randy said, all mysterious like.

I looked over at him and fought against every single one of my sensibilities.  It felt like a losing battle.

Randy leaned across the sofa and moved his mouth to mine.  The suddenness of it all surprised me and I pulled back away from him in shock after our lips touched.

“You—you,” I began, unable to continued the sentence.

“I—I’m gonna take a shower,” he said quickly, pulling away with a face of shock that matched mine.  “You don’t have to stay.”

In an instant he was gone and I was filled with immediate regret.  I cursed myself for not reciprocating.  I’d wanted that for so long that the surprise of it all confused me.  I hadn’t dreamed of ever fulfilling that sinful wish and now it felt like it had been snatched from me.

“Randy,” I called back over the sofa.

There was no reply.  I looked to the door of the bathroom to see it ajar.  From inside I could hear the sound of rushing water.

“You idiot, Debbie,” I whispered, looking up at the television.  A band was performing to a huge, sprawling crowd at some kind of festival.  It seemed to stretch back forever and I imagined Randy on stage instead.  Was I really going to pass up an opportunity to be fucked by a guy as good-looking as him?

I rose from the couch and moved to the door of the bathroom, peering cautiously inside and expecting to see him in the shower.

Instead he stood at the basin with a towel around his waist, staring at his reflection in the mirror and shaking his head.

I lingered there, peering through the crack and watching as he wrestled with the exact same turmoil as me.  He seemed to be cursing himself for making the first move.  I couldn’t expect him to try again.  The ball was in my court.

I closed my eyes and swallowed hard, searching to find the confidence inside myself.  When I thought I’d struck a nugget of adrenaline I opened my eyes and moved forwards to push the door.

Instead I froze.  Randy had moved from the basin and removed his towel in the process.  Now he was walking to the shower and my eyes rushed naturally to his crotch, spotting that impressive-looking cock of his swaying between his legs as he made his way to the walk-in cubicle.

“Fuck,” I hushed, unable to take my eyes off him.

The last thing I saw was that impressive, toned ass of his as he disappeared through the door, sliding it closed and trapping himself within.

I breathed deep, immediately recalling the image of his perfect cock.  If there was one person I wanted inside me first it was him.  I felt ready, and I felt like he was the one for me.

Stealthily I moved into the room, feeling the humid fog of steam as his hot-shower flowed from behind the glass.

I could make out his figure moving behind it, but all the amazing detail of before was stripped from me.  He was merely a blurred, unattainable outline.

I stood in the spot he had, staring at myself in the mirror and watching it slowly begin to condensate.

“You can do this, Debbie,” I hushed.

I tried not to think too much as I pulled my tank-top over my head, watching as my big tits dropped out from beneath, cupped in my bra.

My hands unclasped the back of the garment as Randy started to sing from beyond the glass, filling the room with his intoxicating voice.  It seemed he’d put his mistake behind him.

His heady notes bounced off the hard walls and I stared forward at myself, wiping the fog from the glass and wondering if this was a body that Randy would accept.  He’d probably had his fair share of women in his time.  I wondered why I should be so special.

My hand moved to the button of my high-topped jeans but I couldn’t bring myself to unbutton them and join him beneath the water.  The doubts inside me were growing and the notion was quickly becoming ridiculous, bordering on down-right insane.

I huffed and went to turn back, then suddenly the sound of the shower-door sliding open filled my body with panic.

There was a silence afterwards and I stared forward, suddenly terrified at the prospect of turning round and baring myself to him.

“Debbie?” I heard.

Slowly I turned on the spot, baring myself to him and seeing his dripping, naked body staring back.  The water dappled his skin and coursed in streams down his body, guiding the eye downwards to those magnificent fuck-gutters to the left and right of his abs and then finally to the long, thick cock that hung between his legs.  It looked as mature and commanding as he did.

“Randy,” I said slowly, unable to take my eyes off his cock.

“My eyes are up here,” he laughed.

I looked up to his face and met his gaze.  His eyes sparkled with a smile and I melted to a laugh, suddenly catching myself in the hypnotized dream.

“Sorry,” I said, covering my mouth.

When I looked back to him I could see he was looking at my tits that bounced as I giggled.

“My eyes are up here,” I joked back.

“I’m just checking out the rest of you.”

“Check away,” I said, widening my arms with a new-found confidence.  Besides, it wasn’t me who was the naked one in all of this.

“You’re really just gonna stand there, huh?” Randy asked.  He leaned against the door of the shower cubicle, in no rush to clothe himself.

“I’m really just gonna stand here,” I said, leaning back against the basin as though this whole thing was one big game.

Randy walked towards me and I felt my heartbeat quicken suddenly.  As he approached I started to lose my cool, my eyes opening wide as I prepared myself for anything.

He moved forward again and this time I moved my chin to meet him, but instead of kissing me he reached over my shoulder and took a towel from the hook on the wall.  He wrapped it around himself and walked away, leaving me confused as all hell.

I rushed quickly from the room, standing behind the couch as he fell into it heavily and started flicking his finger across his phone.

“What the fuck, Randy?”

“What?”

“You’re not gonna do anything?”

“I already did do something,” he said.  “I didn’t think you were into it.”

“I changed my mind,” I said.

“How am I supposed to know that?” Randy asked, looking forwards to the wall.  “It’s twenty-twenty, Debbie.  I can’t assume these things.”

“Well then I’m telling you now: I changed my mind.”

“Changed your mind from what?”

“I—I want you,” I struggled.  “I want it.  I want you to be my first.”

“Your first?!” Randy said, leaning forward and looking back at me.

I stood there, my tits still exposed.  I felt naked in a different way now.

“You’d be my first, Randy,” I hushed.

“Shit,” he laughed, and I felt myself blushing.  “If you’re just looking for someone to pop your cherry I’m not that guy.”

“That’s not what I’m looking for,” I protested, moving in front of him now.  “I want this, and not just because of that.  I ... feel something for you.”

Randy bit his lip and looked up at me.  “I kind of feel something for you too.”

“Then let’s do it,” I said, excited.  “Let’s do something crazy.”

“Now?”

“Why not?  It’s just you and me up here, right?”

Randy thought for a moment.  “I gotta know you really want this,” he said.

“I do, Randy.  I want it.  I want you.”

“Show me how much you want me,” he said, and he opened his towel and spread his legs wide.

I looked again at that perfect dick of his.  My pupil’s fattened with lust and my heart fed the adrenaline through my body.  I felt my mouth flood with saliva as my pussy flooded with something else.

Randy took a hold of his cock and moved his hand over it steadily, bringing it to life before my very eyes.  I looked down and watched as he stiffened and grew into something intimidating.

“Show me how much you want me,” he repeated.

I dropped to my knees quickly, using my haste to hide my nerves.  My mouth opened and I took his cock from him, pointing it towards my parted lips and driving him straight inside.

He let out a groan of approval and I hummed contentedly.  I couldn’t believe that the hard thing pressing against my tongue was the stiff cock of my old boss.  When I opened my eyes I could see the shorn pubic hair that arced over the top of his shaft.  I pulled back away from him and let his cock run through my lips, pinching them close and feeling the crown pop out of me.  I looked up to his face.

“That’s pretty conclusive proof,” he laughed.

I smiled and started to giggle again, feeling increasingly comforted in his presence.

“Want to try again?” he asked, nodding down at his cock.

“I want to try everything,” I laughed.

“Suck it again,” Randy said.

I curled my blonde hair back behind my ear and dropped to him again, closing my eyes and driving his thickness straight back inside me.  This time I pressed over him as far as I could, feeling the tip of his cock hit the top of my throat.

“Fuck,” he grunted, moving my hair aside.  “Fuck, Debbie, that’s good.”

“Is it?” I asked, pulling him from my mouth.

“Most girls can’t get that far,” he laughed.

I felt an odd kind of pride at being the best one yet.  “I guess I’m not most girls.”

“I’m starting to realize,” Randy laughed.

I dropped my lips back over him and the laughter soon stopped, replaced instead with a groan that crept straight from the pit of his stomach.

My head worked quickly over him and my hands toyed with his smooth, clean balls, rolling them between my fingers as I kept my rhythm over him.

“You’re too good at that,” Randy said, looking down over his flexing pecs.

I leant away from him on my knees and beat his cock in my fist, watching as my fingers moved his forbidden flesh.  He looked to my eyes as I played with him and the moment felt utterly wrong.  Something about how outright crazy it was made me more excited than ever.  As he watched I moved hand to my breast to squeeze it, then I moved it down to the crotch of my high-waist jeans.

“Take them off,” Randy hushed.

I turned my chin in to my chest coyly, letting him go.  Randy picked up his stiffness and jerked slowly, watching me as I stood up in front of him.

“That’s it,” he said slowly.

I felt like I was performing for him.  Rather than just drop them down I turned away from him, curving my back and pushing my ass out towards his face.

“Fuck, that looks good, Debbie.”

The adoration of a rock-star was something I never thought I’d receive.

“It does, huh?” I said, looking back as I popped the button and started to slide the waist of my pants down over my ass.

“Oh, fuck,” Randy said, his eyes widening in excitement.

I peeled down the waist of my jeans until I could feel it beneath my ass.  I left it there for the moment, standing up straight and letting him see me.  The strip of my panties made a whale-tail above the cleavage of my ass, but below that the fabric was swallowed up by my cheeks.

“Damn,” Randy said, reaching forward to grab at my ass.

I watched him toy with my butt, bouncing the cheek playfully and laughing.  I couldn’t help but laugh too.  The whole thing was like an adult game of doctor.

Randy started to pull at my jeans now, moving them down over my smooth thighs and to my ankles.  He took them carefully off my feet and then threw them behind him.

“I didn’t know you looked this good,” Randy said, and he moved to the edge of the seat to put me between his legs.

I stood away from him and he hugged me close, kissing my ass and winding his hands up over my stomach.

I felt a nervous arousal inside me that caused me to shiver.  His hands felt amazing but the more they toyed with me the more I needed them somewhere else.  The desire to have him touch my pussy was growing huge.

“Take my panties off,” I whispered.  I was scared to say it loud.

Randy kissed at my ass and then pushed his thumbs under the waist of my panties, pulling them down slowly.  I could feel the wetness of my pussy stick to the crotch of my panties and when Randy pulled them down he swooned in surprise.

“Jesus, you’re soaked!”

I started to blush.

“That’s a good thing,” he added.

I stepped out of my panties and felt his hand grip the inside of my leg.  He took a bite of my ass and I heard him suck a breath through his teeth behind me as his thumb tickled the flesh of my pussy.

“Randy,” I whispered, closing my eyes.

His fingers moved up against my wet groove and soon his touches struck me with greater purpose.  The second he started to touch my pussy I felt my mood change.  That sudden release was too great to ignore and I quickly shed any of the nerves I held.  Instead I wanted to be pleased and my inhibitions started to run away from me.

“That’s it, baby,” I purred, pushing my ass back against him.

Randy brought one hand around my stomach and pulled me backwards, kissing the small of my back as his other hand worked between my legs.

I could feel my juices spreading over his fingers as he rubbed along my slit and then he moved to my tight O, circling his fingers around it slowly before probing inside me.

“Yes,” I hummed, feeling my pussy grip him tight as he entered me.

“Shit, you are a virgin,” he gasped, kissing and biting my back afterwards as though the confirmation excited him.

“You’re my first,” I said, turning to face him now.  “I promise.”

Randy looked up my body and I stared down at him over my tits.  I was about to mount him and ride that huge cock of his right then and there, but Randy had other ideas.

He looked back to my pussy and started to kiss at the sculpted hair above it, licking his tongue down over my clit and reaching his hand between my legs to grip at my ass behind.
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