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      Ever since my playdate with Hannah at the rooftop spa in downtown Chicago, I felt a certain void in my love life.  I'd enjoyed the various flings with my many lovers over the past few months, but there was always an expectation when the sex was over to move on to the next stage of intimacy.  If either partner wasn't ready to invest further in the relationship, inevitably someone's feelings got hurt when one or the other walked away.  Every now and then, it was nice to just have a simple, no-strings-attached, take-no-prisoners hook-up.

      But it was more than that.  I longed for the experience of being feted, of having my body worshipped by someone whose only focus was giving me the maximum amount of pleasure in the limited amount of time we were together.  I wanted to return full-circle to my first experimental foray into the world of anonymous sex at the Fantasy Feast dinner party where I could lie back and let someone service my body.  Even if I had to pay for it.

      One lonely night when I needed to feel the touch of someone's else's hands on my body, I flipped open my laptop and typed in the search words private masseuse.  I knew it had to be a female, not a man.  Beyond my rapidly increasing proclivity toward having sex only with other women, the kind of massage I had in mind involved more than just the typical therapeutic rub-down.  When things got hot and heavy, I needed my partner to keep his dick in his pants while focusing his attention only on pleasing me.

      Which was something I'd found very few men capable of doing.

      The first few results that came up on the screen provided a list of 'licensed massage therapists' who were available to make house calls in my area.  But I knew this was code for the traditional, non-sexual type of massage.  Besides, I wasn't sure I wanted my new paramour to know where I lived.  Beyond the prying eyes of my nosy neighbors, I didn't want to experience another awkward moment when I had to kick another putative lover out of my house.  I wanted to walk in, an out, freely on my own terms from this professional relationship.

      I scrolled a little further down the page and hesitated when I saw a listing titled White Orchid Massage–experience the pleasure of tantric massage.

      Okay, I thought.  This sounds a little bit more like what I'm looking for.  The word 'tantric' suggested a slightly different kind of massage treatment.

      I clicked on the link and a description appeared beside a picture of a scantily clad masseuse massaging a woman's bare lower back:

      
        
        Tantric massage is the art of caressing one's body where the boundaries disappear and the recipient learns to experience an elevated and prolonged form of pleasure and relaxation.  Your energy flow is stimulated by our personal Goddesses while your senses are gradually awakened toward their maximum potential.  Particular attention is focused on attending to the sensitive personal areas of a man's lingam or a woman's yoni.  Book a session today to experience the ultimate expression of personal body worship.

      

      

      Yes, I thought.  That's what I'm talking about: personal body worship.  This is what I've been looking for.  But who exactly are these goddesses, and what do they mean by a man's lingam and a woman's yoni?

      I clicked on the button below marked Lingam Massage, and some black and white illustrations of a woman's hands massaging a man's erect penis appeared with a text box to the side.

      
        
        The Sanskrit word for the male sex organ is Lingam, which is loosely translated as the 'Wand of Light'.  In tantra, the Lingam is honored as the vessel that channels a man's creative energy and pleasure.  The goal of the one-hour lingam massage is to caress the entire sensitive area including the testicles, perineum, and the Sacred Spot (prostate), allowing the man to surrender to a new, enlightened form of pleasure.  Orgasm is not necessarily the goal, but it can be a welcome and pleasant side effect.

      

      

      Orgasm isn't the goal?  What the hell else do you expect the recipient to experience after one hour of massaging his dick, balls, and perineum?

      But I liked the symbolism behind the words 'honoring' his sexual organ and enabling him to experience an 'enlightened form of pleasure'.  Something told me that although orgasm wasn't the primary goal, most clients of this special form of massage therapy left with a very happy ending.

      But it wasn't male pleasure and orgasm that I was interested in.  I wanted these special massage goddesses to focus on administering a unique form of female-oriented pleasure.  I clicked on the next button marked Yoni Massage, and some more erotic illustrations of a woman's hands massaging a woman's vulva appeared with another line of text below.

      
        
        Yoni is the Sanskrit word for the vagina, which means the 'sacred temple' of a woman's body.  During the yoni massage, the Goddess creates a unique space for the receiver to relax, from which she can enter a heightened state of arousal and ultimate pleasure.  When orgasm does occur, it is often more expanded and more satisfying.  While delivering a yoni massage, the giver should not expect anything in return, but simply allow the receiver to enjoy the experience and lose herself in the prolonged pleasure of being worshipped for the sexual person she is.

      

      

      Fuck yes, I panted out loud.  That's exactly what I wanted.  Someone to focus her attention entirely on my pleasure, who'd tease and torment me until I experienced the ultimate form of satisfaction.  But even though I knew it would be an entirely one-way form of erotic stimulation, I still needed to be able to connect in some way with my partner.  What did these so-called Goddesses look like?  I wouldn't be able to truly immerse myself in the experience if I didn't find her attractive.

      My gaze shifted to the menu on the sidebar, where a map displayed red pins showing the location of White Orchid goddesses in major cities throughout the United States.  I clicked on the pin centered over Chicago and a photo of a pretty African-American girl named Violet appeared with a link for more details.  The page opened with a picture of a dark, slender woman about my age wearing a skimpy leotard that hugged every inch of her lithe figure.  It showed her leaning over a massage table while caressing the upper thighs of another woman lying face down with a small towel barely covering her upturned ass.

      But it was Violet's ass that drew my immediate attention.  Slender and curvy with separate volleyball-sized globes, the downward seam of her tights divided them into perfectly shaped spheres that made it look like her butt had been carved out of marble.  I felt my panties begin to dampen as I imagined watching her sylphlike figure flexing and bending while she laid her hands on my body.  I read the brief bio beside her picture, then my attention was drawn to the top of the page where a drop-down menu outlined her list of services.

      I clicked on the Yoni Massage button, where some erotic pictures of Georgia O'Keefe floral artwork framed the detailed description of her ninety-minute intimate massage sessions.  Although the verbiage referred to cryptic terms such as 'somatic pelvic floor exercises' and 'sexual energy cultivation techniques', I had little doubt, just as with the thinly-veiled symbolism of the Georgia O'Keefe paintings, where exactly she intended to focus her attention.

      The massage sessions were provided at her personal studio and offered in blocks of four, each lasting roughly ninety minutes, with home assignments and email check-ins between sessions.  There was no appointment form or payment link–only an email address where I was encouraged to leave a detailed message with my personal details and booking requests.  I immediately clicked on the link and began composing a carefully worded message:

      
        
        Violet,

        I'm interested in booking a session for your one-on-one personal yoni massage.  I work from home, so I'm available pretty much any time to meet at your studio, but weekends are my preferred time to concentrate on personal enrichment.

        Please let me know the next available slot you have to fit me in.  I look forward to learning more about your tantric exercises and experiencing your enlightened form of body worship.

        Sincerely,

        Jade

      

      

      After I clicked send, I immediately winced at my not-so-subtle choice of words asking for a 'slot' to fit me in.  But as I continued scanning her website page further describing the yoni massage procedure accompanied with more illustrations of the masseuse probing her client's orifices in various sexy positions, I pulled down my panties and thrust my fingers inside my hole, mimicking the Goddess's techniques.

      You can press your fingers into my slot any way you like, I panted, running my eyes over her tight figure while I hunched over my keyboard feeling my pleasure beginning to rise...
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      By the time I finished coming down from my self-induced orgasm, I already had a new message notification in my in-box.  I opened my mail and excitedly clicked on the message from GoddessViolet.

      
        
        Jade,

        Thank you for your inquiry regarding my services.  I have an opening for yoni massage this Sunday at 2 p.m. if that works for you.

        My fees are $600 for a four-massage package, with each massage offering a deeper and more intense stimulation of your sacred temple.  I also offer a separate introductory massage for $200.

        Please click on the PayPal link below to select and make advance payment for your preferred option.  Once you complete the payment, I'll send another email with the address for my studio.

        I look forward to our time together and feel blessed to share these transformative practices with you.

        Love and blessings,

        Violet

      

      

      After reading her message, I sat back in my chair, contemplating my options.  Six hundred bucks was a considerable sum, and although everything looked above-board on her website, I still couldn't be sure this wasn't some kind of scam.  I clicked on the payment link and chose the two hundred dollar introductory option, then waited patiently for a reply with the additional details.  It took a painfully long time for her to reply, but after she confirmed receipt of my payment and provided me with the location of her private studio, I breathed a sigh of relief.

      For the next three days, I grew increasingly excited about my upcoming encounter, shaving my legs and armpits twice to make sure there'd be no unnecessary friction between any part of my skin and Violet's soft hands.  Fortunately, my earlier laser hair treatment had already removed the last traces of any hairs from my mound and vulva.  I must have come at least ten more times lying in front of my dressing room mirror imagining the sexy masseuse exploring every inch of my body.

      By the time Sunday came around, my skin already felt like pins and needles in anticipation of Violet's tantric caresses.  There was something about the idea of lying down and letting somebody bring me to the height of pleasure while she watched me writhe and moan in front of her that drove me crazy with desire.  I'd always enjoyed having someone manually manipulate me to orgasm as much as oral or full-contact sex, knowing they could just sit back and savor my sexual response while concentrating all their energies on pleasing me.

      When I drove to the address provided by Violet in her email, I was relieved to see it wasn't a cheap strip mall typical of those quick rub-and-tug operations.  On the contrary, it was a beautiful luxury highrise with a commanding view of Lake Michigan only a few blocks away.  If this was her primary source of income, I thought with a smile, she must run a pretty good book of business.  I parked my car in the guest parking area then headed to the foyer where I buzzed the button for suite 2402.

      "Hello?" a soft voice answered after a brief pause.

      "It's Jade," I said.  "I have a two p.m. appointment."

      There was a loud buzz and I opened the unlocked entrance door then made my way to the elevator bank.  I found it odd that she hadn't offered a more friendly greeting before buzzing me in, and during the long elevator ride to the twenty-fourth floor, I suddenly began to have second thoughts.

      Just how safe is it to be walking into a stranger's highrise on the pretense of anonymous sex?  I'd always wondered why most masseuses preferred to provide the service at their clients' homes rather than their own residence.  Was this some kind of trap where someone just pretending to be Violet enticed me into his home only to hold me prisoner and have his way with me?

      I was just about to tap out a warning message to my best friend Hannah on my phone when the elevator opened.  The hallway was tastefully decorated with plush wool carpets, brightly illuminated wall sconces, and expensive brass door fixtures.  I peered down the corridor in the direction of Violet's apartment near the end and put my phone back in my purse.

      Fuck it, I said to myself, shaking the cobwebs out of my head.  If someone wanted to lure me into some kind of dangerous arrangement, they wouldn't do it in a place like this.  Or give me their address, which I could easily share with my friends.  She's probably doing this at her place as much to protect herself as me.

      When I reached her door, I paused to summon my courage, then tapped twice on the shiny lacquer surface.

      Even the entrance to her 'studio' is upscale and enticing, I thought.

      When the door swung open and I saw Violet peering out at me with a sweet smile, I breathed a sigh of relief.  She was wearing a long silk kimono with a single white orchid nestled in the side of her upswept hair held back in a pretty bun.  She was lighter-skinned than she appeared on the website, and with her smooth, caramel-colored complexion, large brown eyes and full sensuous lips, she reminded me of young Beyoncé.

      "Good afternoon," she said standing to the side, motioning for me to enter her apartment.

      When I walked through the door, she offered to take my coat then hung it in the adjacent closet.  She led me to a large living room dominated by floor-to-ceiling windows displaying an unobstructed view of Lake Michigan, glistening like a sparkling jewel in the mid-afternoon sun.  Her apartment was tastefully decorated in a minimal Japanese ethos, with a low-slung sectional sofa, large glass coffee table, and floral prints of George O'Keefe paintings on the wall.  In the center of the room stood a long massage table covered in a white terrycloth towel.

      My pussy fluttered at the sensual imagery of the setting and I peered at Violet with raised eyebrows.

      "Wow," I said.  "I've never had a massage in such a beautiful place.  You have magnificent taste in your decor."

      "Thank you," she said, motioning to a closed door a few feet behind her.  "If you'd like to get changed, you can use my powder room.  You'll find a cotton robe hanging on the back of the door."

      "Thank you," I said, taking her cue to not waste any time and opening the door to the change room.

      When I got inside, I closed it softly behind me, then leaned back against the partition while staring at myself in the oval mirror over the vanity.

      Holy fuck! I mouthed the words silently, looking at myself in disbelief.  Not only was Violet even more beautiful in person than she appeared on her website, her massage studio was something out of a fantasy dream.  This wasn't some cheap massage parlor where you'd walk in for a quickie then hightail it out of there so as not to be seen.  This was more like the luxury upscale spa Hannah and I'd gone to a few months earlier where we were feted and spoiled for much of the day.  The difference was that in this place, I had both the masseuse and the exquisite surroundings all to myself for the next ninety minutes.

      As I began disrobing and neatly folding my clothes on the tasteful sidestand to the left side of the sink, I began singing the melody to the Beyoncé song Irreplaceable.

      To the left, to the left

      To the left, to the left

      Everything you own in the box to the left

      In the closet that's my stuff, yes

      If I bought it please don't touch...

      I'd always thought the singer was one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen.  I must have watched the sexy video of that song a hundred times, fantasizing that it was me squatting over her sexy legs while she sat in front of her makeup mirror in a slinky negligee.  And now I had the chance to relive my fantasy with a dead ringer who was about to touch me in the most intimate way.

      After I removed all my clothes, I looked at myself in the mirror appraising my naked, freshly primped body.  I still had a pretty sexy figure for a woman in her mid-thirties, with firm plump breasts sitting high on my chest, a narrow, toned waist, and long slender legs.  I wondered how much attention the front of my body would get from Violet during this first encounter.  I knew most masseuses only attended to the back of their clients' bodies while focusing on relaxing and removing the knots from their muscles, rather than stimulating the more erogenous areas of their figures.

      No matter, I said to myself, slipping my arms through the sleeves of the waffle-patterned robe hanging on the back of the door and tying the belt loosely around my waist before swinging the door open.

      Either way, I planned to give my sexy masseuse ample access to my 'sacred places', whether I was lying face down or face up.
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      When I emerged from the powder room, I was surprised to see that Violet had removed her robe and was preparing her tools on a side table next to the massage table.  Instead of the long silk robe, she was now wearing a thin cotton tank top with matching white cotton tights.  The tight fabric clung to every curvature of her body and when she swung around to greet me, I gasped audibly when I saw her full figure for the first time.

      Her breasts were petite, but they had an exquisite elongated, scooped shape that made the front of her skimpy t-shirt tent and bulge with prominent sensuous darts poking out from her hardened nipples.  Her thin cotton tights also left a minimal amount to the imagination, with the soft fabric flowing over her flat pelvis and sensuously curved hips to her shapely, well-toned legs.  I could see the cleft from the slit of her pussy as the fabric clung to her like a second skin, daring me to soak up her body with my wide eyes.  In a way, it was even more erotic to see her cloaked in the soft white covering barely concealing her dark areolas and sexy camel toe, beckoning for me to approach her closer.

      "May I take your robe?" she said, holding out her Madonna-toned arms in front of her.

      "Um–yes," I stammered, momentarily pulled out of my trance.

      I turned around and she softly pulled the robe off my shoulders then placed it on a side table beside the sofa.  I peered at the massage table inquisitively, then turned back around to face Violet.

      "Do you want me to lie face up or down?" I said, unsure of the protocol with this new procedure.

      "Let's go face down to start," she smiled, extending her arm toward the table.

      I lifted my right knee and climbed onto the bench, extending my legs straight down behind me.  There was no customary hole at the head of the table where I’d normally place my face to relax my neck muscles, so I turned my head to peer out over the wide expanse of sparkling blue water.  As soon as I saw the soothing picture of the gently lapping waves and reflected sunshine, I immediately began to feel the sexual tension ebb away.  Whether this was by design or incidental, I wasn't sure.  But for a few brief moments, I forgot about the primary purpose for my visit and flitted my eyelids in sublime bliss.  Even if I just had to lie here watching this spectacular scenery for an hour and a half, it would almost be worth the two hundred dollar price of admission.

      But it didn't take long for my other senses to be awakened as Violet opened her scented bottles of massage oil and the smell of jasmine and chamomile filled my nostrils.  I breathed the heavenly scent in as I expanded my lungs and my chest rose and fell gently on the padded table.  I could hear the sound of oil dribbling into her hands as she turned one of the bottles upside-down, then rubbed them together slowly.  My pussy quivered knowing that she would soon lay her moistened hands on my skin, and I extended my arms to my side, inviting her to begin touching me.

      I was a little disappointed when she started at the foot of the table with my feet, but I smiled peering up at the large analog clock hanging on the near wall, knowing she had a full ninety minutes to explore the rest of my body.  I relaxed the muscles tensing in my shoulders and buttocks, happy to bide my time while she worked her way up toward my waiting temple.

      As she separated each of my toes between her slippery fingers and kneaded them softly and sensuously, I was tempted to talk to her to break the awkward silence.  But I knew from previous massages that masseuses preferred to work in silence, encouraging their clients to relax and let all the external distractions melt away.  The whole point of a massage was to concentrate on the soothing feeling of being caressed, and I had no intention of disrupting Violet's mojo at the outset of our erotic encounter.

      But that didn't stop me from letting my mind wander to all manner of sexual imagery while she squeezed and kneaded my extremities.  As she pulled her fingers slowly down each of my toes from the ball of my foot to the toenails, I imagined it was my clit she was pinching between her fingers while she stroked my hard shaft and teased the tip of my nub.  Whenever she slipped her fingers between my toes, I channeled her inserting her slender digits between my dripping labia, feeling my wet tunnel gripping her tightly.  And when she grabbed my feet and pressed her thumbs against my soles while she pulled my toes against her washboard-hard tummy, I imagined toe-fucking her pussy while she gripped me in the throes of passion.

      By the time her fingers moved to my ankles and began working their way up the inside of my calves, I was already soaking wet while I unconsciously ground my mound into the moistening towel beneath me.  I spread my legs apart, inviting Violet to move closer to my apex, but she seemed in no hurry to attend to my quivering pussy.  Instead, she wrapped her fingers around the curvature of my calves, rubbing them softly and slowly with her warm, slippery hands.  Unlike the firm and sometimes painful kneading of my muscles that most masseurs were accustomed to administering, her touch was always light and sensuous, focused instead on titillating and stimulating every square inch of my skin.  Reflecting back on what I'd read on the White Orchid website, I knew that she had a plan for eventually reaching my 'sacred temple', with the goal of heightening my arousal to achieve the 'ultimate pleasure'.

      I tried to relax my arms and the rest of my body while she worked her way further up the inside of my thighs, but I couldn't help curling my upturned fingers in a come-hither motion in the direction of my aching sex.  But just as her thumbs began probing the edges of my tumescent lips, she suddenly shifted position and moved up to the head of the table, placing her moist hands on my shoulders and upper back.  This time I could detect the scent of my own juices intermingled with the aromatic massage oil as her hands slid over my pliant skin, and I turned my head away from the direction of the lake to watch Violet more closely.

      As she stood to the side of the long table to gain better access to my upper back, I stared at her crotch while she leaned and stroked my shoulders and neck softly.  The fabric of the white cotton tights pulled and stretched as she swayed her body overtop of me, and I could feel my mouth beginning to water while I imagined sucking her sweet pussy into my mouth.  She must have known what was on my mind while she did this, because she hesitated for the longest time pressing the bottom of her undergarments sensuously against the padded corner of the table while she moved her hands progressively further down my back.

      I was disappointed when she shifted position once again, denying me ready viewing access to her lower body, but I smiled when I noticed a small wet spot forming in the seam of her pants below her vulva.  This time, she moved her hips directly over the top of my head while she extended her arms further down the center of my back toward my flexing buttocks.  She placed her thumbs together, sliding them sensuously down the valley in the center of my back, and I lifted my ass, trying to narrow the distance between her probing fingers and my puckering lips.  Making my torment all the more intense, while she pressed her palms further down my back in a series of forward-and-back movements, she gently pushed her pubis against the back of my head.

      Whether she was doing this for her own amusement or mine, I couldn't be sure.  But it took every ounce of my willpower not to lift my head and clamp onto her pussy like a wild boar catching its prey after a long chase through the underbrush.  By now I was panting heavily, and she must have felt my breath on her upper thighs straddling either side of my head.  As she neared the small of my back with her probing thumbs, I tilted my hips as far as I could in her direction, pointing the cleft of my ass directly up toward her face.  The further she probed down my body, the closer her torso leaned over the surface of my back, until I could feel her pointy breasts and hard nipples touching my skin.

      I groaned quietly, begging her to press her fingers into my crack.  When she finally did, my cheeks quivered, anticipating her reaching my aching sex.  Instead, she wrapped her hands around the globes of my ass and squeezed them firmly, tantalizing me with the tips of her fingers as they touched the outside edges of my external labia.  I grunted more loudly and swiveled my butt in circles, signaling to her that I was desperate for her to administer to my yoni as her website had promised.

      Recognizing my impatience, Violet released the pressure on my buttocks and threaded her thumbs into my crevasse, rolling them softly over my puckering rosebud.  I groaned like a cat in heat when I felt her touch my sensitive tissue, and I spread my legs further apart to make it easier for her to slide her fingers over my crescent toward my swollen lips and buzzing clit.  As she leaned her torso more firmly atop my back and pressed her mound harder against my moistening head, she began angling her palms inward, caressing the outside of my dripping labia with the tips of her fingers while she continued stimulating my sphincter with her thumbs.  The combined sensation of her fingers probing my anus and the edges of my widening gash simultaneously was driving me crazy with passion, but she still hadn't touched me in the most sensitive area that would lead me toward a much-needed orgasm.

      When she
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