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“Who’s that?” Pippa whispered to her fellow bridesmaid Kristen.  She nodded toward the tattooed lesbian who’d hit on just about every woman last night at the resort bar, The Boathouse.  “Did you get an introduction?”

Before Kristen could answer, Shonette leaned in to join the conversation.  “That’s Vanessa.  She’s Maggie’s dyke cousin.”

“What does her shirt say?” Kristen asked, squinting without her glasses.

Pippa read it silently to herself and laughed before saying the words out loud.  “You say dyke like it’s a bad thing.”

“Spooky,” Kristen said, turning her focus to Shonette.  “You did say dyke like it was a bad thing.”

“So what?” Shonette answered with a child’s petulance.  “You think it’s some sort of psychic T-shirt?”

Pippa covered her mouth to keep from laughing out loud.  She tried not to come off too raucous whenever she was the only black girl in a white room.  Well, a mostly white room.  Shonette brought a little colour to the spa, too.  With that soft black hair and tawny skin, Pippa wouldn’t have automatically guessed Shonette’s parents were originally from Guyana, but Kristen, with her pelt of sandy waves, was everything Pippa imagined a Scottish girl to be.

She’d only met these school friends of Maggie’s when the four of them started planning the wedding together, but she had to admit they’d grown on her. They had that big sister/little sister dynamic where Shonette had to be part of everything Kristen ever did.  She even got all pissy last night at the Boathouse when Pippa and Kristen ducked into the powder room without her.

“Hey, Ness!” the bride called out when she noticed her cousin by the door.  Maggie threw her arms around the slim blonde and hugged her so tight Vanessa’s eyes bugged out of her head.  “I’m so glad you came.  I didn’t think you would.”

“Couldn’t disappoint the bride on her wedding weekend,” Vanessa said.  She sounded disingenuous, but who was Pippa to judge?  They’d never actually met.

As Maggie milled around, greeting the women who’d arrived for Saturday Spa Morning, Pippa tightened her fluffy white robe.  The prospect of getting a pedicure from someone who probably came to this country with four PhDs was unsettling, to say the least.  She’d never liked the idea of hiring someone to do something she could just as easily do herself.

Excusing herself from Kristen and Shonette, who didn’t seem to be listening anyway, Pippa snuck out to the front desk.

“Are there any other treatments I might be able to get?” she asked the receptionist.  “Other than the whole mani-pedi thing, I mean?”

“You’re part of Maggie’s Spa Morning?” the receptionist asked, taking a quick sip of coffee.  “The package only includes the mani-pedi, unless you’re a member of the wedding party.”

Pippa perked at those words.  “Perfect!  I’m the maid of honour.”

The caffeinated receptionist cocked her head, considering Pippa dubiously, at length, before drawing out the word, “Okaaaaaaay.”

Ignoring the attitude, Pippa asked, “So what treatments can I get?”

The woman’s expression fell, but she quickly painted a smile back on.  Shuffling through a folder of papers, she said, “Well, it wouldn’t be... I mean, I don’t know if...”  She closed the file folder, pressing her eyes tight shut.  She seemed even more strung out when she opened them again.  “Do you have any way of proving you’re the maid of honour?”

Pippa wanted to feel taken aback, but this was just too typical. “You work your way up in the world, get good grades, go to the right schools, find the dream job, and still get closed-minded little receptionists wielding power over you.  They say Canada’s a tapestry, it isn’t racist, it’s not like America, but if you ask me the oppression looms large.  It’s more subtle, but it’s here.”

Red splotches travelled across the receptionist’s porcelain cheeks.  Pippa had her number, oh yes.  Pippa had seen right through her.

Rising from her ergonomic chair, the girl opened a list of services and ran a pencil down the side as she named and described each one.  Her voice was just about hoarse when she tapped at her computer and said, “There’s something else, though.  It’s not on the list, but it’s our Full Service Massage.  You get our top two masseurs, Alexio and Denny, and they take care of everything.”

Pippa’s interest piqued with that word, everything.  “Sounds good.”

The receptionist’s gaze met Pippa’s for the first time since she’d started naming services.  She repeated insistently, “They take care of... everything.”

That couldn’t possibly mean everything, could it?  Pippa had come to this wedding weekend alone and dateless, no boyfriend back home, no prospects worth wasting her time on.  Weddings were notorious hook-up opportunities, and that’s what she wanted.  She’d struck out last night, or at least no one had caught her eye, but perhaps this full service massage would make up for it.

“Perfect.”  Pippa offered the receptionist a decisive nod.  “I’ll take it.”

Alexio and Denny weren’t yet in the room when Pippa stepped inside.  It had been ages since she’d gone for a massage, but she’d never been to a spa as superior as this one.  The entire back wall was a fountain lined with river rocks.  Crystal water tumbled down the vertical stretch and disappeared into the floor like magic.

In the centre of the room was the requisite massage table, covered with a thin but no less luxurious blanket and a lovely little heating pad.  She shrugged off her robe and hung it on one of the hooks, then slid onto the table and moved the warm pad down to her feet.  The chenille throw felt soft and cool against her back.  If her body wasn’t buzzing with excitement, she could easily have taken a nap.

When the door opened, Pippa jerked her head up so fast something twinged in her neck.  “Oww!”

“Are you okay?” the big blond asked.  He looked like he belonged on a beach somewhere, carrying a surfboard, diving into the waves, playing volleyball.  If only he’d take off that awful turquoise polo shirt!  She’d love to get her fill of what was underneath.

And the white shorts could come off too, while he was at it.

“Are you Denny?” Pippa asked.  He looked like a Denny.

“That’s right.”  His deep voice rumbled through her body as he touched her tender neck.  “What happened?  Did you strain it?”

“Oh, nothing.  I looked up when you came in, and it hurt.  That’s all.”

“I guess that’s where we’ll start, then.”  Denny gave her a run-down of what would happen, conveniently leaving out anything that might make him seem like a male prostitute.

While Denny asked her a series of health-related question, the door opened again.  The man who walked in this time had lovely golden skin and black hair that shone like oil.  He was so splendid Pippa felt a throb between the thighs.  That didn’t take long!

“Hi,” she said, feeling suddenly demure.  He was the type of man who could control a room, could control her.  She felt that from him.

“Pardon my lateness,” he replied. “I am Alexio.”

In any other context, he’d have surely brought her hand to his lips and kissed it hotly.  That made her wonder: would they kiss, at some point?  She’d heard that typical “no kissing” line in the movies when it came to prostitutes, but maybe men were different.

“So, who does what?”  Pippa asked.  “I mean, where do you start?  Is there a plan?”

Alexio chuckled first, joined swiftly by Denny.  “No need to worry.  We know exactly what we’re doing.”

Pippa wasn’t sure whether she should find that consoling or take it as a reminder of how many women these men had potentially been with.  But there was no time to worry.  They instructed her to place her head in the padded pillow, and she did as they asked.

“I’ll begin with your neck,” Denny said.

Alexio joined in, “And I will start with your feet.”

“Alexio will work his way up while I work my way down.”

The very idea of these men touching her all over made her heart race and her pussy throb.  “Sounds good.”

“Are you comfortable if I take off the heating pad and blanket now?” Alexio asked.

“I’m naked underneath,” she said brazenly.  “But yes, take it all off.  I think you’ll like what you see.”

The way the men chuckled in response struck Pippa as strange, like her come-on had been unwarranted.  Maybe she should just let them get on with it.

“We’re using aromatherapy oil,” Denny said, grabbing a kit from the cupboard.  “Do you have a scent preference, or would you like us to choose for you?”

“Something sensual,” Pippa replied, arching out of the face hole.  “What do you have that’ll make me feel even more turned on than I do already?”

Denny’s face glowed like a lamp, bright red.  Her words had flipped a switch.

“Sensuality Blend,” Alexio said from the foot of the table.  He’d removed the heating pad, but not yet the luxuriant blanket.  “We normally use it for couples’ massages.”

“Not for triples massages?” Pippa teased.  There was something about this room, these boys, and her pent-up sexuality that made her eager and bold.

Denny’s light skin flushed a deeper pink as he read out the oils.  “This is a blend of Ylang-ylang, Patchouli, Orange Sweet, Sandalwood, and Jasmine.  It’s very fragrant.  I think you’ll like it.”

“If your hands are rubbing it on me, I know I will.”

Again the boys responded with that strange nervous laughter.  Seemed like they would have been used to flirting.  They were both incredibly sexy.

“I will remove your covering now,” Alexio said.  “Are you prepared?”

“Ready and willing.”  She placed her face back into the hole in the table, smiling ear to ear as the room’s cool air met her naked flesh.

Pippa sighed as the incredible fragrance of the essential oils filled her mind.  The Patchouli and Sandalwood were present, but not overpowering, and they let her focus on the bright notes of Orange Sweet.  She was beyond ready to get this party started, and she opened her legs a little wider to give the boys that message.

“I’m starting with your neck,” Denny announced as his soft but firm fingers touched that tender flesh.  “Just relax and I’ll work through the tension here.”

His touch felt different than any other kind of touch, including a sexual embrace.  She felt like his fingertips were moving through her skin and into the muscles beneath, working with them, joining their energy vibrations.  Rivers of warmth travelled through her shoulders, down her back, swirling in her pelvis and making her melt.  She knew this man now.  He was inside her already.

“What about my feet?” Pippa asked.  The voice that came out of her throat sounded different, childlike and needy.

“I’ll start on your feet when Denny moves to your shoulders,” Alexio answered.  “Feet are very sensitive, and I don’t want you arching up with Denny’s fingers pressed into the delicate neck area.”

“Oh,” she said, starting to feel dreamy as Denny continued his work.  “Sounds good.”

She wondered what they were thinking as they looked at her naked backside.  She knew she looked good, with no need to be self-conscious, but her body was new to these men.  Were they aroused, looking at her?  Did they want to do away with the massage and just fuck her right
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