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by Lilith Ember

The last booking of the night at Silk & Stone was always the one that ran longest. Keiko Arai knew it the moment she walked into the private treatment suite on the third floor and found the lights already dimmed to amber, the heated table covered in fresh linens, and a single bottle of warm sesame oil waiting on the side shelf. The spa closed to the public at nine. Staff were supposed to be gone by nine-thirty. The hallway cameras outside this particular room had been offline for three weeks, a detail she had verified twice on the staff tablet she was not supposed to have access to.

She was thirty-three, compact and curvy under the soft black robe the front desk had handed her, fair warm skin still carrying the faint flush from the steam room downstairs. Straight black hair cut in a clean chin-length bob framed a round soft face that rarely gave anything away. Quiet steel, her last lover had called it, right before she stopped answering his texts. She liked the description. It fit the way she moved through the world—measured, deliberate, and entirely uninterested in performing softness for anyone who had not earned it.

Luis Cabrera was already there, standing by the heated table with his sleeves rolled and his dark curly hair still damp from the shower he took between clients. Twenty-six, five-ten, slim-strong build under the black spa tunic, medium bronze skin, brown eyes that tracked her the second the door clicked shut. He did not smile the way the other therapists did. He just looked at her like he already knew how the hour would end and had been waiting for permission to start.

“Ms. Arai,” he said. Voice low, a little rough around the edges from the long day. “Deep tissue again?”

“Yes.” She set her phone face-down on the side table and untied the robe. “Everything. Don’t hold back. I want the full hour and I want it hard.”

He nodded once and turned his back while she let the robe fall and climbed onto the table face-down, naked except for the small folded towel he draped over her hips. Protocol. The towel never stayed more than ten minutes. They both knew it. The first two sessions had been almost professional—real work on the knots under her shoulder blades, the tight band of muscle along her right hip that never quite released. The third session the towel had slipped and his hands had stayed. Tonight there would be no pretense of accident.

Warm oil hit the center of her back in a slow pour. His hands followed—broad, strong, already slick. He started at the base of her neck and worked down the long muscles on either side of her spine with the kind of pressure that made her breath catch. Not gentle. Not the light Swedish bullshit the daytime clients paid for. Real deep tissue, knuckles and palms and the slow drag of his thumbs into the knots that lived under her shoulder blades from too many hours at a desk and too little sleep and the particular tension of wanting something she had not yet admitted out loud.

“Breathe,” he murmured. “You’re holding again. Let it go.”

She exhaled. The tension melted under his hands in layers. He worked her upper back until the tightness loosened, then moved lower, thumbs pressing into the soft hollows just above the towel. The towel shifted an inch. He did not adjust it. Another slow pour of oil, this time across the small of her back, and his palms slid under the edge of the cloth, fingers spreading wide over the upper curves of her ass.

Keiko’s pulse kicked hard. She stayed still. The suite was quiet except for the low hum of the heated table and the faint sound of rain against the high windows. Somewhere down the hall a door closed. Footsteps. Then silence again. The risk sat sharp and sweet in her stomach—anyone still in the building could walk past, could hear the wet sounds his hands were about to make, could push the door open if they were curious enough.

Luis’s hands never stopped. He worked the glutes with the same focused pressure he used on her back, thumbs digging in, circling, spreading her just enough that the towel slipped lower. Cool air touched skin that had been covered. She felt him shift closer to the side of the table, felt the heat of his body through the thin fabric of his tunic. His breathing had changed. Deeper. Controlled the way a man controls himself when he is already hard and deciding how long to wait.

“You book the last slot every Thursday,” he said, voice still quiet, still clinical on the surface. “Three weeks in a row. Same request. Full hour. No interruptions. You tip in cash and you never look at me when you leave.”

“I know what I want.”

His thumbs pressed deeper, right at the base of her spine, and the towel finally slid off entirely. She did not reach for it. Oil ran in a thin warm line down the cleft of her ass. His hands followed it, spreading her open with deliberate care, thumbs sliding between and pressing against the tight furl of her hole before moving lower to the already slick folds of her cunt.

Keiko’s hips lifted a fraction off the table. A soft sound escaped her throat. She had been wet since the steam room, since the moment she decided she was done pretending this was only about the knots in her back.

“There it is,” Luis said. No longer clinical. The words were rough now, almost reverent. “You’ve been wet since the steam room, haven’t you? I could smell it when you walked in. Sweet and ready. I spent the last twenty minutes thinking about how you’d feel around my fingers.”

She turned her head on the face cradle enough to see him from the corner of her eye. He was watching her face while his fingers stroked slow and thorough between her legs, two of them already pushing inside her without hesitation. The stretch was perfect. She was so wet the oil and her own slick mixed into something filthy and shiny on his knuckles.

“Door,” she managed.

“Locked. But the hallway’s still live. Anyone who walks past can hear if you’re loud.” His fingers curled, found the spot that made her thighs shake, and stayed there, rubbing in firm, relentless circles. “So stay quiet for me. Or don’t. Your choice. I’ll keep going either way.”

She chose not to stay quiet. The first moan broke free when he added a third finger and pressed the heel of his hand against her clit at the same time. The table creaked. Oil slicked the insides of her thighs. Luis worked her open with the same focused intensity he used on her back, stretching her, fucking her with his hand until she was rocking back onto every thrust and the wet sounds filled the quiet suite. He scissored his fingers, then curled them hard, and her whole body tightened around the sensation.

“That’s it. Take it. You’ve been waiting for this since the first time I put my hands on you.” His free hand settled between her shoulder blades, holding her down while he worked her cunt. “I felt how you tensed every time I got close to the edge of that towel. You wanted me to slip. You wanted me to notice.”

He pulled his fingers free right before she came. The loss made her whimper, a raw sound she barely recognized as her own. He wiped his hand on the discarded towel, then reached up and stripped the black tunic over his head in one motion. Bare chest, slim-strong muscle, dark nipples already tight, a thin line of hair trailing down into the waistband of his black pants. He was hard, the outline obvious against the fabric, and he did not hide it. He watched her watch him while he unfastened the drawstring and pushed the pants down far enough to free his cock.

It sprang free—thick enough to make her breath catch, flushed dark at the head, already slick at the tip, the kind of size that would stretch her in the best way and leave her feeling it the next day. He stroked it once with an oiled hand, slow, letting her see the full length, the way the head glistened.

“Turn over.”

Keiko rolled onto her back. The heated table was warm against her skin. Her breasts settled heavy, nipples dark and peaked from the cool air and the arousal still thrumming through her. Luis looked at her the way he had looked at the knots in her shoulders—like something he intended to work until it gave completely.

He poured more oil across her chest and stomach, then across the soft curve of her lower belly. His hands followed, sliding over her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they ached, then lower, spreading her thighs wide on the table. He stepped between them, still half-dressed, and leaned down to put his mouth on her without any further warning.

The first long lick from entrance to clit made her hips jerk. He held her down with one forearm across her lower belly and ate her like he had all night and nowhere else to be. Tongue flat, then pointed, then two fingers back inside her while he sucked on her clit with steady, filthy pressure. The sounds were wet and shameless. Keiko’s hands found his damp curls and held on. The rain outside grew louder. Somewhere in the building a cart rattled past. Neither of them stopped.

He added a third finger again, stretching her while his tongue worked her clit in tight, focused circles. The dual sensation built fast and dirty. She came hard against his mouth, thighs clamping around his head, a broken sound tearing out of her that was not quiet at all. Luis kept licking her through it, slower, gentler, until the aftershocks faded and she was trembling and open and soaked, her own slick mixed with oil all over his chin and the insides of her thighs.

He stood, wiped his mouth with the back of his wrist, and looked down at her with dark, satisfied eyes
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