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Heated Encounters: Julie & Clint's Forbidden Desires


Julie just finished placing the fitting towel around the massage table, still warm from the dryer, making sure all of the lotions and essential oils were within reach

She was 25 years old, a petite brunette just barely 5 feet tall and worked as a masseuse at a spa located in an upscale resort

Her husband of 3 years was Clint, who was 28 years old and worked long and hard hours as a mechanic, sometimes putting in 14 hour days 6 days a week

Clint worked hard to provide for her and she loved to pamper and spoil him after a long day at the shop. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with muscles honed from his manual labor, and a bit of grease often found its way into the creases of his skin. The scent of motor oil and sweat was like a badge of honor to him, but to her, it was just part of the job she enjoyed wiping away. Tonight, she had a surprise planned.

She knew he would be home in about half an hour and hurried to put a bottle of his favorite beer in the freezer so it would be nice and cold for him, when he came in

She also went to shower and change clothes, and opted for a bikini that accented her cleavage and put her hair in a ponytail, as that was a major turn on for him.

Julie dimmed the lights and lit some candles around the room to create a romantic atmosphere, filling the air with the faint scent of sandalwood, and she turned on the radio to play light and almost ethereal-like music to set the mood. She took a deep breath and tried to calm her nerves, her heart fluttering with excitement for what she had planned.

About 15 minutes later and the front door creaked open, announcing Clint's arrival. The scent of exhaust and oil wafted in with him as he trudged into the house, his boots heavy with the weight of a long day's work. He called out to Julie, his voice gruff from fatigue. She stepped into the hallway, the soft glow of the candles behind her casting a warm light on her body. Clint's eyes widened slightly at the sight of her in the bikini, his exhaustion momentarily forgotten.

'Hey baby, how was your day', she softly cooed as she hugged him, playfully running her fingers through his thick beard, feeling the grit of the day's work.

'Finally got the tranny installed on that Dodge truck. All day job, and didn't even get started on the engine of that Toyota. Gonna be another all day job tomorrow' Clint replied, his voice a mix of pride and weariness.

Well tonight, all you have to do is relax, and let me take care of everything else' Julie said with a mischievous smile, taking his hand, leading him to the bathroom and sat him down on the toilet, as she knelt down, undoing his boots and socks, peeling them off his tired feet. She knew he'd appreciate the gesture, after a long day of standing on concrete floors. She gently massaged his feet, feeling the tension dissolve under her touch. Clint leaned back against the wall, his eyes closing slightly as he let out a contented sigh.

'Feel good, babe'? Julie asked, her voice full of love and care. Clint nodded, his eyes still closed, savoring the sensation of her soft hands on his calloused feet. He didn't answer, but his gentle smile said it all.

'Good. That's the whole idea' she whispered, as she unbuttoned his grease-stained work shirt, letting it slide off his shoulders, grabbing the fabric of his white undershirt to lift it up and over his head. She placed the shirt on the floor, taking a moment to appreciate his sculpted chest and arms, a testament to his physical labor. He looked at her with a spark of interest, his eyes questioning but willing.

His left arm was a complete tattoo sleeve, and her name was tattooed on his chest, where his heart would be, which he had done on their 1st anniversary, while she had his name tattooed on her left butt cheek. He had always liked that she was a bit naughty and kinky.

She placed her hand on his belt buckle, her fingers playing with the clasp before unbuckling it with a click. Clint's eyes snapped open, watching her intently. She slid his belt off and unbuttoned his pants, gently tugging them down along with his boxers. He stepped out of them, now only in his briefs. She couldn't help but admire the way his muscles flexed as he moved.

'Let's get you out of these bad boys', she said as she playfully grabbed the elastic band, snapping it lightly against his waist. Clint chuckled, the sound low and rumbling like an engine coming to life. She slid the briefs down his legs, revealing his erection, which she had hoped for but hadn't expected so quickly.

'Somebody's ready for his spa treatment', she said with a giggle as she took his hand, helping him into the steaming tub she had drawn for him. The bubbles frothed around his waist, the water scented with mint and rosemary to soothe his sore muscles. He stepped in with a hiss of pleasure, sinking down until the water was up to his chest.

'Be right back', she said as she hurried to the kitchen freezer, retrieving the now ice-cold bottle of beer, before quickly popping the top and handing it to Clint. He took it gratefully, the coldness a welcome shock to his system after his long, hot day. She watched him take a long, slow sip, his eyes never leaving hers.

She lathered up a bathing sponge with a dollop of mint-infused body wash, the scent mingling with the steam to envelop the room in a cool, refreshing embrace. Dipping the sponge into the water, she squeezed it, watching the bubbles dance and pop before her eyes. With tender strokes, she began to scrub the grime from Clint's body, starting at his shoulders and working her way down to his arms, feeling the tension in his muscles as he leaned into her touch.

'You work so damn hard to take care of me and tonight it's my turn to take care of you...to treat you like the King you are' Julie whispered in his ear, her breath warm and sweet, sending shivers down his spine. Her delicate hands danced over his shoulders, her fingertips tracing the contours of his muscles as she worked the soap into a rich lather. Clint couldn't help but let out a low groan of pleasure as she hit just the right spot, the tension in his neck and shoulders finally starting to ease.

'Don't worry, baby. Here in a few minutes, we're going to get all of those kinks knocked out' she assured him, her voice as smooth as the lotion she had applied to his back. With each pass of the sponge, Clint felt the weight of his day slip away, replaced by the warmth of the water and the gentle pressure of Julie's hands.

'Lean forward real quick, sweetheart' Julie instructed, her voice a gentle command. Clint complied, bracing his arms on the edge of the tub as she carefully washed his back, her hands moving in slow, circular motions that seemed to melt the tension away. The water sloshed around them, the sound of the bubbles popping adding to the intimate ambiance of the room.

Julie's hands moved lower, reaching the small of his back and the top of his buttocks. She knew that was a sensitive spot for him, and she took her time, savoring the way his body responded to her touch. Clint leaned further into the tub, his breath hitching slightly as she hit a particularly tight knot.

'Damn, you're really tight. What did I tell you about doing all that heavy work by yourself? You're not 19 anymore' she teased, her voice carrying a hint of concern.

'Yeah I know, but Bill was out sick and it's Gary's day off, leaving just me. Somebody had to do it' Clint murmured, his voice muffled against the porcelain edge of the tub.

'Well I'll get you as loose as a goose in a few'

'Where did that saying even come from, anyway' Clint chuckled, his voice still thick with relaxation. 'Loose as a goose' he repeated, shaking his head slightly.

'Quack quack', Emily teased as she kissed him lightly on the cheek, her eyes gleaming with mischief

'Close your eyes real quick' Julie told him, her voice soothing as she reached for a handful of the minty shampoo. She lathered it into his hair, her fingertips massaging his scalp in gentle circles. Clint's head lolled back, a sigh of contentment escaping his lips as the tension in his neck began to dissipate. She took her time, enjoying the feeling of his strong body relaxing under her touch.

'And actually geese go 'honk honk'' Clint corrected with a tired smile, his eyes still closed as he enjoyed the heavenly feeling of her fingers kneading his scalp.

'OK. So honk honk', she giggled as she kissed his cheek again, pouring a large plastic cup of water over his head, rinsing the shampoo out of his hair. The cold water sent a jolt through his body, making him jump slightly, and the minty scent filled the air.

'And if we're finished with barnyard animals, go ahead and lean back for me' Julie said with a playful smack to his shoulder, her laughter echoing in the steamy room. Clint complied, leaning back into the tub with a grin, allowing her to wash the soap from his hair. The coolness of the water sent a shiver down his spine, making him feel alive and invigorated.
pampering.
She grabbed the sponge, applied more soap, and began to wash his chest, her movements deliberate and sensual, her eyes taking in his strong physique with admiration. She took special care around his tattoo, her thumb ghosting over the inked letters of her name, feeling a sense of pride and love swell within her. His eyes remained closed, his chest rising and falling with each deep breath, the muscles beneath her touch flexing slightly as he enjoyed the sensation of the sponge gliding over his skin.

'Feel so good babe' Clint murmured, his voice a rumble of pleasure as Julie's hands continued their journey down his body
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