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1

The Asian Massage parlour seemed to belong to a different era when the city was bustling and thriving. Compared to the surrounding brick buildings that looked lifeless and abandoned, the massage parlour looked alive, almost vibrant. Despite its worn-down exterior, the building seemed to have a charm that drew John in.

The neon sign in front of the building was the first thing that caught his attention. The bright pink and green letters flickered intermittently, adding to the place's allure. The frosted windows added a layer of mystery, leaving John wondering what was happening inside. The entrance, a simple wooden door, looked almost invisible in its simplicity. Yet, it was the gateway to a world of pleasure and desire.

John couldn't help but notice the building's toned-down colours. The peeling paint and faded signs created a sense of nostalgia as if the building had a story to tell. The colours looked almost intentional, as if the owners were trying to create an inviting and discreet atmosphere. It was as if they wanted to be simultaneously seen yet unseen. John couldn't quite grasp it, but something about the building drew him to it. 

Despite the nagging feeling of guilt, John turned into the parking lot. He parked his car and took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves. 

John looked around the surrounding area, noticing the abandoned buildings and empty streets. He knew this neighbourhood wasn't what it once was and wasn't where he would generally park his car for too long. However, he couldn’t help himself to not get a good look at the building. 

John felt a sense of unease as he stepped out of his car, glancing around to make sure nobody was watching him. However, despite the potential danger, he felt drawn to the Asian Massage parlour. He couldn't resist the urge to explore it. He tried to shake off the uneasy feeling as he walked towards the building, but it lingered in his mind.

As he approached the door, he hesitated momentarily, wondering if he was making a mistake. But before he could turn back, the door opened, and a woman stepped out.

She was small and slender, with long black hair that cascaded down her back in long gentle waves. Her skin was flawless, and her eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint. She wore a simple blue dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and her delicate fingers were adorned with several silver rings. She looked up at John and smiled warmly.

The woman's lips curved into a warm smile, and she playfully batted her eyelashes at him. “Hi, I am Ami. The building’s owner”, she offered a friendly offer, "Is there anything I can assist you with?"

John was taken aback by the woman's beauty, but he tried not to show it. "Um, hi, I’m John." he stammered, "I was just curious about this place. I've driven by here a million times and never stopped in."

Ami smiled knowingly. "You're not the first person to be curious," she said, her voice soft and musical. "But don't worry, we're a legitimate business. Would you like to come inside and look around?"
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As John walked into the building, he was immediately hit by the scent of coconut oil and scented candles. The dim lighting and soft music added to the relaxing atmosphere. He was greeted by Ami, who led him to the back room, an office-type area that looked very lush. The walls were painted a deep red, and there were various pieces of Asian artwork adorning the walls. John couldn't help but feel a sense of calm wash over him.

As John settled into the plush chair, he couldn't help but notice the attention to detail in the room. The lighting was just bright enough to allow him to see the intricate details of the artwork but not so bright that it was overwhelming. The deep red walls gave the room a sense of warmth and comfort, while the subtle scent of incense added to the overall ambience. It was clear that every space element had been carefully chosen to create a sense of relaxation and tranquillity.

Ami offered him a cup of tea and made him feel at ease, but then she asked him what he might like from today's session. John hesitated, unsure of what to say. He had never been to a massage parlour before and wasn't sure what to expect. Ami could sense his hesitation and began to explain the services they offer.

"We have a variety of services," she said. Ami began, her voice gentle and soothing. "We offer traditional massages, like Swedish and deep tissue, which can be therapeutic and relaxing. Those start at $60 for a 30-minute session."

John nodded, listening intently. "Okay, what else do you offer?" he asked.

"We also have our signature Asian Fusion massage, which combines techniques from different Asian cultures for a unique experience. That starts at $80 for a 60-minute session," Ami explained.

"That sounds interesting," John replied, intrigued. "What about the hot stone massage? I've heard good things about that."

"Yes, the hot stone massage is very popular. It uses heated stones to help release tension in the muscles. That starts at $100 for a 90-minute session," Ami said with a smile.

John considered his options momentarily before asking, "What about...sensual massages?"

Ami's smile didn't falter, but her eyes flickered with a hint of amusement. "Of course. We offer sensual massages as well. Those start at $150 for a 60-minute session."

“What... What would that entail?” John stammered.

Ami smiled, "Let me explain the details of our Sensual Massage. It's a full-body massage designed to relax your muscles and soothe your mind. Still, it also includes erotic touches to enhance your pleasure. The massage will begin with you lying face down on the table, and I'll use warm oil to start massaging your back, neck, and shoulders. As I work down your legs and feet, I'll incorporate more sensual touches, like rubbing and teasing your erogenous zones.

“Then, I'll have you turn over so I can continue the massage on your front side. I'll start with your chest, stomach, and thighs, and again, I'll incorporate more erotic touches as we go along. When you're fully relaxed and aroused, I'll use my hands to give you a happy ending, which will be the perfect end to your sensual massage.

“The price for this service is $150, which includes the full massage and the happy ending. Of course, if you'd like to add any adventurous extras, we can also discuss that."

"What kind of adventurous extras?" he asked.

Ami leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Let's just say anything goes. It's all about exploring your desires and finding pleasure in the moment." She gave him a seductive smile, and John felt his heart racing.

As Ami explained, John’s head swelled with the idea of the adventurous extras. "We have many options, from role-playing to fetish exploration. Our girls are skilled at what they do and always eager to please." She gave him a playful wink.

“You say ‘our girls.’ Does this mean you won’t be the one providing the service?” John asked, looking at Ami curiously. 

Ami smiled and leaned in closer, her eyes locking with John's. "Oh, I provide the same services but at a slightly increased rate. But trust me, I am worth it," she said, seductively running her fingers through her hair.

John felt a shiver run down his spine at the thought of having Ami provide the service, but he also knew it would be a slippery slope. He couldn't shake the guilt in the back of his mind. John saw his wife, Jamie, waiting for him at home. He knew he shouldn't be here, but he couldn't resist the allure of Ami's beauty and the promise of pleasure. He ultimately decided to decline the services for today.

As John hesitated, Ami could sense his conflicting emotions. She placed a comforting hand on his shoulder and leaned in closer. "Is there something wrong, John? I can sense that you're feeling conflicted. Is it the price? Do you have an extra in mind, or perhaps something else?" she asked gently.

John hesitated for a moment, then let out a sigh. "It's not that, Ami. I have a wife at home, and I'm unsure if I can go through with this right now," he said, looking down at his hands.

Ami listened carefully, then touched his chin, gently lifting his face so their eyes met. "I understand, John. But remember, you came here for a reason. Your body has needs, and it's okay to explore those desires. And I'm sure you'll be back again when the time is right," she said with a reassuring smile.

As he looked into Ami's eyes, John felt a rush of conflicting emotions. On the one hand, he was tempted by the promise of pleasure and adventure, but on the other hand, he knew he couldn't betray his wife's trust.

Ami gave him a warm smile. “Just know I'll be here whenever you're ready. And if you change your mind, here's my card with my name and number.” 

Ami handed him a simple yet elegant card, black with silver embossed lettering that had only her name and number. Ami sensed his hesitation as John stood there and leaned in even closer. She placed a gentle hand on his cheek and brought his face closer to hers, planting a soft kiss on his lips. John's heart raced as he felt Ami's lips on his, and he briefly forgot about his wife and his worries.

Breaking the kiss, Ami whispered, "Just a taste of things to come in case you change your mind, John. It was lovely meeting you," she said with a smile.

John stood on the doorstep for a few seconds, contemplating whether to turn around and go back inside. He knew he shouldn't, but the temptation was strong. Eventually, he shook his head and returned to his car, feeling relieved and disappointed in his decision.
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As John pulled into the driveway, he took a deep breath and tried to clear his mind. He knew he had to be fully present with Jamie if John wanted to make it look like he had not been where he was today. He turned off the car engine and sat there momentarily, trying to collect his thoughts.

He looked at his two-story home, a charming and cozy abode. The exterior was painted soft cream with white accents on the shutters and window frames. 

A lush green lawn with a neatly trimmed garden filled with vibrant flowers and shrubs decorated the outside. The front porch had a comfortable rocking chair, perfect for enjoying a hot cup of coffee in the morning.

He smiled, knowing that in the morning, he could be drinking coffee with Jamie in that very spot which put his mind at complete ease. 

John got out of his car, and as he walked towards the front door, he noticed how well-kept their lawn was. He smiled, thinking about how Jamie had spent hours planting flowers and arranging the garden. 

He opened the door and was greeted by the smell of freshly baked cookies Jamie had worked on all afternoon.

"Hey, baby. How was your day?" Jamie asked, giving him a warm hug and a kiss. 

Jamie was stunning as always, with her long, blonde hair and bright green eyes that sparkled in the light. She had a warm smile and a gentle demeanour that made John feel at ease.

"It was a tough day at work, but nothing I couldn't manage," John replied, trying to sound upbeat. He knew he couldn't tell Jamie about his internal struggles with where he was that afternoon. "How was your day?"

"It was busy, as usual. But I managed to get a lot done," Jamie replied. He could tell she was indicating that she was tired. “Cleaned the house, dishes, laundry, the whole housewife trifecta.”

John sensed her weariness, but he didn't want to give up just yet. "Do you want to do something tonight to relax together? Maybe we could watch a movie or open up a bottle of wine. Maybe something leads to something else?" he suggested, trying to think of a subtle way to initiate intimacy that seemed to land with the force of a brick.

"I appreciate the offer, John. But I can’t. I'm just too tired tonight. I was honestly thinking about taking a quick shower and heading to bed early," Jamie replied, her tone final. “It’s not you; I’m just run down.”

John felt disappointed but knew he had to respect Jamie's boundaries. He nodded and said, “You’ve been run down a lot lately. Think there might be something I can do to help?”

Jamie sighed. "Honestly, John, I don't know. It's been a lot between work, the kids, and everything else lately. I feel like I'm constantly running around and never really getting a chance to relax."

“I’m working a lot too. I still want to make time for intimacy with you,” John said.

Jamie smiled weakly at him. "Thank you, John. I appreciate that." She paused for a moment before speaking again. "And I know it's been a while since we've been intimate. It's not that I don't want to be with you. It's just that I'm so exhausted all the time."

John's heart sank at her words, but he tried to remain understanding. "I know, Jamie. It's been tough for both of us. I love you.”

Jamie smiled at him again, a little more warmly this time. "I love you too, John. Thank you for understanding."

They hugged for a moment before Jamie headed off to take her shower. He watched as she disappeared into the bathroom. And as he heard the shower turn on, he couldn't help but feel a twinge of longing for Ami and the promise of pleasure she had offered him earlier. He knew he had to find a way to distract himself.

2

John sat on the couch, his mind still racing with thoughts of Ami and the massage parlour. He decided to distract himself by browsing the internet on his laptop. Still, his thoughts kept reverting to Ami's proposition and his desire for something more exciting. 

He opened a tab with google maps and mapped himself from home to the massage parlour.

‘Only a 12-minute car ride’, he thought to himself.

He closed the tab but still couldn’t shake the idea. So, he opened a new tab and searched for a massage parlour video. He browsed through a few videos, but none captured his attention until he stumbled upon a video of a beautiful Asian massage therapist. The woman was un-named or credited in the video. Still, her smooth, porcelain skin and long, dark hair resembled Ami enough that John could imagine it was her in the video.

John put his headphones on his ears and turned the volume up, and pressed play on the video. 

The video, shot from a camera in the top corner of the room, starts with the Asian woman greeting her client as he enters the massage room. She bowed respectfully, with a warm smile and her eyes shining with a warmth that made the client feel comfortable.

The client is an average-looking pudgy man in his mid-40s. He had a receding hairline and wore glasses. The client was in a white bathrobe and appeared nervous as he entered the room.

The woman beckoned the man to lie down on the massage table, and she covered him with a white sheet. The man closed his eyes, the woman started with a few soft strokes, and the man sighed deeply. Her touch was gentle yet firm, and it seemed she knew every inch of his body.

As the massage continued, the woman started to make small talk with the man. Her voice was soft and sensual, and her words seemed to transport the man to another
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