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  Massage Party


  "Have you ever had a situation take an unexpected turn?" I asked.


  We were at Ringo's Wine and Cocktail Bar again, another evening where a couple of us had called in, we'd phoned and texted around and it had turned into a completely unplanned Girls' Club night.


  "An everyday situation, I mean."


  "What, you mean like when the plumber turns out to be hung like a donkey and takes you over the Zanussi?" asked Jess.


  I hesitated. "I guess when you put it like that..."


  But I'd said enough, and they wouldn't let it lie. They knew there was a story there, and they weren't going to let go now.


  "Well," I said. "You know Bilmere House? The spa place. A few weeks ago Callum booked me in for a massage there, a special treat..."


  "Oh yes?" said Jess. "What kind of 'special' are we talking here?"


  "Very special," I said. "And Callum was there to watch."


  §


  It was our anniversary. Two years since our first real date.


  "I want to give you something special," said Callum. I was curious. He'd given me special before, the kind of special that comes up in other Girls' Club stories.


  He handed me an envelope, and in it were two VIP tickets for Bilmere House Day Spa. Okay, so it wasn't the kind of special I'd initially guessed at – the kind involving handcuffs and exotic underwear, for instance – but it was pretty damned sweet, and a lovely gift.


  We went there the following Saturday, pulling up to park before the big country house that was now the spa. Within minutes we were in swimsuits and fluffy robes, sitting on a balcony overlooking the pool and sipping at piping hot green tea.


  "So what does this VIP treatment involve?" I asked, but Callum wouldn't tell me any more.


  Some time later, a young blonde woman in the Spa uniform of black trousers and white top approached us. "Mr and Mrs Adams?" she said. "My name's Abbi and I'll be looking after you this morning. It's time for your first treatment, now, if you'd just follow me."


  She was about twenty and petite, and I noticed with a smile that Callum was checking out her pert backside as we headed through to the treatment room. In the main part of the room there were two massage beds, side by side, then off to one side another chamber, separated by a glass door.


  "Have you had a Rasul mud treatment before?" asked Abbi.


  We shook our heads. We'd talked about it, and I had friends who'd been here; Callum knew it was something I'd always fancied trying.


  "When I've explained the treatment to you, I'll leave you alone here for the duration," said Abbi. "You can wear your costumes if you like, although most people just strip off."


  She gestured towards the chamber. "It's a Middle Eastern treatment," she continued. "There's a pot of special mud in the steam room. Just apply the mud and then, after a few minutes, the lights will dim and the room will fill with aromatic steam. The steam opens your pores and allows the mud to do its work, stimulating blood flow, reviving tissues, cleansing and purifying. Rubbing the mud in during the treatment enhances all of these effects.


  "After about twenty minutes the lights will come up, and water jets will wash the mud away. Then a colleague and I will give you each a full body massage. Okay? Do you have any questions?"


  §


  Alone, we looked at each other, then – giggling like school kids – we tore our robes off and chucked them away. Callum was out of his swimmers in an instant, his cock already semi-stiff as he watched me pull the straps of my swimming costume down over my shoulders, pulling the costume down over my breasts, my belly, my hips...


  Discarding my costume, I turned away from him and approached the glass door, enjoying the way his eyes followed me.


  The mud was warm and looked like melted chocolate. I took a handful. It smelt earthy and was perfumed like massage oils.


  "Mud?" I asked, turning to face Callum as he joined me in the steam chamber.


  Before he could answer, I reached down and took hold of his dick in my muddy hand. The stuff was thick and oily, as I smeared it over him. His dick and balls first and then round to his backside, pulling him hard against me to do so.


  He took handfuls of the mud and started to paint my body brown with it. Soon, we were covered in the stuff, holding each other tight, and sliding against each other.


  The steam came on much sooner than I'd expected, taking me by surprise. Instantly, the consistency of the mud changed, its claggy thickness suddenly becoming thinner, more oily but with an element of fine grit to it.


  The slippery, abrasive nature of the mud was delicious on my body as Callum held me close, his cock upright against my belly, sliding and grinding.


  I pushed him back against a tiled wall and we almost slipped over. With one foot up on a low bench, I started to grind my pussy against the base of his shaft and balls, his cock still standing upright between us.


  Things had got so intense, so quickly, but I drew back. I wanted him to fuck me, but I really didn't want any of that abrasive mud inside me...


  I turned him instead, sliding my body against his back, slipping my breasts across his skin, my nipples insanely sensitised by the mud and steam.


  Wrapping my arms around him, I started to massage his chest, flicking at his nipples with my fingernails. Sliding my other hand down, I found his cock and started to wank him, his shaft sliding smoothly through my closed fist.


  He twisted to kiss me, and his mouth and lips tasted of mud and I started to cough. Then we were facing each other again and I was in his arms, his cock throbbing against my belly, his hands kneading my back with a deliciously firm touch.


  It was all over too quickly. Almost imperceptibly at first, the lights gently brightened and then fine sprays of water jetted out from the walls and ceiling. We stood and rubbed ourselves and each other, working the oily mud free, until we were clean again and the jets eased and died.


  Callum stepped out onto a mat, fished for a towel and handed it to me.


  Drying myself, I said, "Do you think I have time to fuck you before they come back?" And I wanted to, right there, I was so turned on, but then there was a knock on the door and I called out, "A couple of minutes? Is that okay?"


  §


  We finished drying, drank some water and then went to the massage tables. Callum climbed straight on, and lay on his back, pulling a big towel up to his waist.


  "Shouldn't we wear our costumes?" I asked.


  "It's fine," said Callum. "They're very discreet. They'll keep us covered."


  "You sure?" I asked, glancing pointedly down towards his crotch. That impressive erection hadn't gone away.


  He just shrugged and smiled, and then there was another knock at the door and I jumped up onto the massage bed, covering myself with another towel just as Abbi and a tall blond guy walked in.


  "Hi there," she said. "Was that good? Everyone says it is. This is Lenny. He's going to be helping me with the full-body massages. Okay? Any questions? Have you drunk lots of water? It's important that you don't dehydrate."


  Then she focused on me. "Right. If you'd just lie on your front to start with, I'll begin the massage while Lenny works on your husband."


  I turned over, clutching the towel to my breasts. For some reason I hadn't expected one of the masseurs to be male and I was suddenly self-conscious.


  Callum had no such issues. He casually rolled over, his body dragging the towel with him, exposing his neat little arse to the world.


  Lenny didn't seem to mind at all. He just whipped the towel away altogether, so that my husband lay there naked while the masseur rubbed oil into his hands in preparation.


  I lay more demurely on my front, with the towel covering me from the waist down. With my head to one side, I watched as Lenny started to work Callum's back and shoulders. The masseur was good to watch, I had to admit. His short-sleeved white top did little to conceal the rippling of his muscles, and those black trousers hugged him tight in all the right places.


  Abbi's touch was light at first. Too gentle. But then she became a bit more positive in her movements and her fingers started to plough through my muscle tissue, so firmly it almost hurt.


  Standing at the head of the bed, she worked at
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  Afters


  Polly J Adams comes from a comfortably middle-class background, brought up in Surrey, England, by a mother heavily involved in charity work and a father who was a high-flier in the financial world before he retired. Bit of a shame for them that she writes about sex, then!


  As well as writing scripts for adult movies, Polly is a bestselling Amazon author. Her works include the Girls’ Club series, The Billionaires’ Sex Club, and Wings of Desire, the story of a young woman’s relationship with the wealthy owner of a New England sex club.


  Writing under other names, PJ Adams is a successful romance novelist, with several novels published by major publishing houses and optioned for movies. Her novels – love stories with that added heat – include the international bestsellers Let’s Make This Thing Happen and Trust.


  You can find out more about Polly and her writing on her website, on http://www.facebook.com/pollyjadamswriter and on Twitter as @PollyJAdams.
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