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The chime above the door announced Robert’s arrival. He stepped into a space rich with the scent of sandalwood and warm almond oil, soft ambient music barely audible beneath the hum of the city outside. The lighting was low, a warm amber glow reflecting off polished wood and muted tapestries.
From behind a bamboo screen, Barb emerged. Thirty two, blonde, her hair a cascade of sun kissed waves that brushed against her shoulders. Her simple, dark tunic couldn't quite conceal the magnificent curves beneath – a taut waist, hips that flared with a sensual promise, and breasts that strained against the fabric, full and inviting. Her smile was easy, yet held a knowing glint in her blue eyes that instantly stirred something primal in Robert, despite his late fifties. He was tall, a touch of a comfortable paunch hinting at a life well lived, but his frame was still strong, attractive in its own way.
"Robert, welcome," her voice was a low, smoky purr that seemed to wrap around him. "Barb. Right on time."
He cleared his throat, a faint blush warming his cheeks. "Couldn't miss it. Heard good things."
Her gaze lingered on his eyes, then dipped to his mouth for a fraction of a second. "I aim to please." She gestured towards a door. "Ready to escape for an hour?"
He followed her into the massage room. It was even more secluded, lit by flickering candlelight that danced off sheer drapes. A massage table, wide and inviting, dominated the center, covered in a plush, dark sheet. She pointed to a small bench. "You can undress there. I'll be back in five. Just to your comfort level." Her eyes, full of a quiet challenge, met his. "Or, if you prefer, I can help you."
The offer hung in the air, thick with unspoken possibilities. Robert felt a surge of heat, a potent mix of anticipation and desire. "I think I can manage," he managed, his voice a little rougher than he intended.
Barb’s smile widened, a flash of teeth that hinted at a delicious secret. "Of course. Make yourself comfortable." She turned, her hips swaying with a confident rhythm as she exited, leaving him alone with the soft music and the scent of her, now mingling with the oils.
Robert stripped, his movements slower than usual, each piece of clothing shedding not just fabric but layers of his everyday life. He lay face down on the table, the plush fabric soft against his skin. The air felt charged, expectant. His heart hammered a steady rhythm against the table, a drumbeat of pure anticipation.
When the door opened again, he didn't hear her approach, only felt the subtle shift in the air, then the gentle weight of her hands on his lower back, a light, reassuring touch that sent a shiver through him.
"Relax, Robert," she murmured, her voice closer now, a warm breath against his ear. "Let me take care of everything."
Her fingers, strong and incredibly soft, began to work their magic. She started at his shoulders, kneading the knots with practiced ease, her thumbs pressing deeply into the tense muscles. The initial, purely professional touch quickly took on a different quality.

Her hands lingered, the glide of oil against his skin becoming less about therapy and more about sensation. As she worked her way down his spine, her body pressed subtly against his, the soft curve of her stomach brushing his lower back through the sheet. The scent of her – a musky, floral perfume – enveloped him, stealing his breath.
He let out a low groan as her thumbs found a particularly tight spot. Her response was a soft, throaty hum against his ear. "Such tension, Robert. We'll have to work that out." Her touch grew bolder, her palms spreading wide across his back, tracing the curve of his ribs, dipping low to his waist. Her fingers brushed the top of his buttocks, a feather light graze that made his entire body clench in response.
"You like that?" she whispered, her voice a seductive caress. He could feel the warmth of her breath, the slight brush of her breasts against his arm as she leaned over him.
He could only nod, his voice lost somewhere in his throat.
"Good," she purred, and her hands moved with a new intensity, leaving his back to cup his buttocks firmly through the sheet. "Because we're just getting started." One hand slid further, teasing the crevice between his thighs, while the
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