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Maybe it’s imprudent of me to run to a massage clinic in the middle of the day, hoping to relax a bit right before the big business meeting I have in the afternoon. But I am not sure that I can get in there and show my best performance, not without a little relaxation first. 

For months, I’ve been working on this project, which will be finalized today and after all that hard work and sleepless nights, I just feel...

Tired...

In terms of preparedness, I am ready. I am fully prepared to go in there in the afternoon and mesmerize our business partners with the impressive work I’ve done.

But my muscles ache and my mind is tired as I stand outside the massage clinic. If I can clear my mind and let go of the anxiety crushing into my chest, it’ll certainly be better. 

I just need to relax before I get to the meeting. 

Having made my decision on the spot, I take a step towards the massage clinic and soon I am in.

The young woman sitting on the reception desk looks up and smiles at me. 

“Hello,” she says, a huge smile appearing on her pretty face. “Are you here for a massage?”

It makes me think about what else is offered in this place, but I don’t vocalize my thoughts. 

“Yes,” I respond, leaning against the reception desk. 

It’s incredible how tired I am even though it’s only midday. I guess working on this project day and night for the last three months has finally taken its toll on me. 

Hopefully, this will rejuvenate me.  

“Great,” the receptionist responds, “We have three packages on offer. 2-hour full body massage, 1-hour back massage, and 30-minute foot massage. Which one would you be interested in?”

My choice is already made by my sore muscles. The only way for me to deal with the aching is to have the full body massage. 

I need to be touched all over. 

Though there is a problem. 

“I just have 45 minutes,” I tell her, “But I need a full body massage.” 

“Unfortunately, with the preparations required, that is not possible,” she says with an understanding expression. “A foot massage might be the best choice for you, or we can try to shorten the process on the back massage.” 

I stare at her with an unbelieving gaze. 

This is not how you deal with clients who have an unusual request. You try to accommodate them, perhaps offering something out of the box. Even if it doesn’t work out, the customers want to see that you’re working hard to please them. 

But I am not here to teach her marketing and sales. 

I am just here to relax. 

“Or maybe,” I tell her, putting a nice smile on my face, “Instead of just one masseur for 30 minutes, I can maybe pay thrice and three masseurs can work on me for the short amount of time I have. That way, the time would fit and I would receive the full body massage.” 

Her eyes widen with surprise. 

This is probably the first time she is hearing of such a weird offer. 

I just hope she is open-minded enough to consider it. 

“That could work,” she says after a short pause, “Let me check our availability.” 

I wait as she types some stuff on the computer in front of her. 

“We do!” She says joyfully. “It seems we can accommodate your request.” 

“That’s great,” I tell her. “Where should go then?”

She points to the door on her right. 

“Once you enter the hallway, it’s the third door on the right. Please feel free to relax and prepare for the massage while I alert our masseurs to come and attend you.”

“Thank you,” I tell her, right before I turn around to leave. 

Opening the door to the hallway at the back, I feel my feet hurting more than before and I can’t wait to get off my clothes and lay there for forty-five minutes while professionals work on my sore muscles. 

Rushing past the relaxing plants and the white walls of the corridors, I quickly enter an empty massage room. 

The first thing I take off is my stiletto shoes and my feet thank me as soon as they touch the floor. Next comes off the clothes. 

I’ve never been one to be ashamed of my figure, so I don’t think about whether to keep my clothes or not. I just take everything off and sit on the table. 

My nipples are hardened, but I am sure the masseurs wouldn’t think anything of it. They must be used to seeing things like that. 

I only have to wait a few moments before the door to the massage room opens and three huge men wearing only white enter the room. 

My legs twist with excitement as I lay eyes on them. 

I was expecting them to be muscly, but I didn’t think they would all be this hot. 

“Hello,” one of them says, “My name is Micheal. This is Joe and Aiden.” 

“Hello,” I respond, feeling my tits perking up at the tone of his deep voice. 

Micheal’s eyes dart down for a second as I straighten on the massage table, but he averts his gaze immediately. 

I take the chance to examine him. 

Micheal is a handsome man, with blue eyes and a lean but muscly body. The tight masseur clothes he is wearing accentuate his muscles and I can say I am impressed. His hands are huge and even behind his white shirt, I can see his abs trying to stick out. 

He has a wide smile on his face like his two colleagues, though there is a darker twist to his eyes. My body reacts to his presence immediately and I start wondering about how his hands will feel when he is rubbing all over me.   

Right next to him is Aiden. Aiden is a gorgeous black man and when he smiles, cute dimples appear on his cheeks, contrasting with his chiseled jaw that makes him look tough. 

And the last guy, named Joe, has a slight beard that combined with his wavy blonde hair, makes him look like a lost lumberjack. He seems rougher on the edges, but he is just as hot as the other two. 

It takes me longer than usual to observe them in a manner of seconds, but as I do, my clit throbs hard with a new need and I am surprised to feel like this. 

Still, my decision to demand three masseurs instead of one seems to be the right choice. I already feel rejuvenated just by staring at these gorgeous men ready to please me. 

As I get on top of the massage table, they close in, walking towards me professionally and starting to prepare the ingredients they’ll be using on my naked body. 

I watch them work, feeling a new anticipation taking over my chest. I have to admit. I am starting to get excited about this and not just because I yearn for my sore muscles to relax. 

Once they are done preparing they get in position, with Aiden standing on the head side of the table and Micheal on the opposite side. Joe stands in front of me with a slightly mocking smile on his handsome face. 

“Before we start,” Joe says, pushing his wavy blond hair off his forehead and making his muscles tense up as he meets my eyes, “Please tell us if you have any concerns.” 

“Like what?” I ask. 

“Some people don’t want to be touched in certain places, although a full body massage includes everything,” Aiden responds instead of Joe. 

I laugh as I turn to my left to meet his eyes. 

“No,” I respond, “Please feel free to touch anything you want.” 

As they smile, my mind wanders off. 

I’ve heard of happy endings in massage parlors, but I’ve never had considered asking for one before. 

It would make a lot of sense, considering I would be utterly relaxed. I would be able to go back to the office with a huge smile on my face. 

But asking for it and getting refused wouldn’t exactly help with my confidence before I get back to work for my big meeting. 

I just hope they’ll offer. 

“Please lay down,” Michael says, his blue eyes reflecting the smile on his handsome face. “We should start if we want to get you out of here on time.” 

I lay on the massage table, facing down. 

Since I didn’t bother covering myself with a sheet, they don’t seem to need to do that as well as their strong hands start working on me. 

Aiden is massaging my neck, which makes me close my eyes and enjoy the relaxing sensation. 

Micheal is focused on my legs and each time he squeezes my thighs, I feel like letting go of the tension that has overtaken me for the last few months. 

And Joe is working on my shoulders. 

Their hands on me feel warm and the oils they use make their movements slippery, but as they rub my muscles and make the ache go away, I am glad I did this. 

Closing my eyes, I let go and start enjoying what these men offer. 

Soon, I am fully relaxed on the table and I know that this has been the right decision.

Once this massage is over, I’ll be so relaxed and satisfied that I will be the most confident and outspoken person in the room during the big meeting in the afternoon. The partners will be surprised to see that constant satisfied expression on my face. 

“How does this feel?” One of them asks and by the direction of his voice, I guess him to be Aiden. 

He squeezes my neck a bit more tightly, and a shallow moan escapes my lips unintentionally. 

“Perfect,” I respond, my voice lazy. 

They continue massaging my body, focusing on the tensions all over me, and soon, my muscles stop feeling sore. 

Once the pain goes away though, something I hadn’t been anticipating happens. 

My clit starts throbbing with a new need and my nipples harden underneath me, pushing against the massage table and making it slightly uncomfortable as their strong hands continue to work my body. 
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