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​Preface: Massage as a Gateway to Sex
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“IF THERE IS SUCH A thing as a criminal, then the whole race is tainted.”—Henry Miller, Nexus.

Sometimes, they want it, and you don’t. Sometimes, you want it, but they don’t. Thus begins the oldest game in history: the game of seduction, arousal, sexual persuasion ... and sometimes, the game of love.

As in nearly all areas of life, you can’t always get what you want, as The Rolling Stones song goes. But if you keep trying, you just might, sometimes, get what you need.

For years after my introduction to massage in America, I did not even bother to try. Indeed, I made every attempt to hide, and sometimes suppress, my sexual desires and fantasies. While I was lucky to discover a few good massage therapists, compassionate and very much in tune with me, many others made me feel guilty and defensive about any sexual feelings towards them (they were all women), and guilty even about erections that sprang up because ... because that was what God had programmed penises to do in the presence of a beautiful woman: stand up, to show her some respect (and, if it was a Japanese dick, to bow).

It was only after I had spent years in East Asia (mainly Southeast Asia, which has strong Chinese influence) that I realized that ... [Continued at the end of this book]
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​​Kuta Bunga
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IT IS A PARTLY SUNNY, warm and humid day in Bali, the home of the gods, and of flesh-and-blood, sensual goddesses (at least, that’s the way I think of them). 

It’s around 2 pm, and I am waiting. Waiting in a small house in upscale Seminyak (three kilometers north of Kuta), waiting for my soft and big-buttocked, big-titted goddess. It is a beautiful little independent home in a tree-filled yard, a furnished home that I have rented for a week so as to write and to experience what it is like to live in a Bali home that is a three-minute walk to the beach. For a change: a real home, rather than the hotel rooms I have been using for the past several months, and which, after a while, can feel dull, impersonal, and transitory, disconnected from earth and the majority of humankind, who live not in hotel rooms, but in homes.

Yes, I am waiting for a masseuse, from Kuta Bunga Massage, to arrive. Earlier, we had met at her massage joint down in the busier Kuta, around three miles south.

The arrangement at the Kuta Bunga massage parlor was this: for a fixed fee of 30,000 rupiah or 50,000 rupiah (or between three and five dollars), you got to have an hour’s massage upstairs, in a cubicle separated from others only by cloth screens. You could choose your masseuse from any one of a range of languorous beauties sitting behind a glass screen, some trying to smile or wink at you or otherwise attract your attention. 

The girls had names like Ratna, Hapsari, Dewi, Ratih, Lakshmi, Sundari, Sari, Sakti: attractive, Indian-sounding, Hindu-sounding names (though I was to learn later than many of them were Muslims and Javanese, who had inherited these names from a long tradition going back to Hinduism in Java as well as Bali). They had long black hair, come-hither smiles, and startling fuck-me lipstick, and their loose, sometimes bursting blouses promised goodies underneath . . . goodies as fresh as the mountains.

I had chosen Mila, because she looked directly into my eyes, looked at me with longing and sensuality. In the cubicle, shortly after having undressed for the massage, I had tongue-kissed her, and she had accepted the kiss without a microsecond’s hesitation, as if it were a handshake, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Not just that, she seemed to be a pro at tongue-kissing, and I let her teach me a trick or two.

It was when I lifted her blouse and sucked her breasts ... to her great delight ... that the chemistry progressed into a full-blown passion.  She had seemed so surprised at my initiative, didn’t stop me, and then, was overcome with her pleasure. I wouldn’t be surprised, by the way she closed her eyes, if she had a minor orgasm. 
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