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      I had to wait another week to see Violet again, and in the intervening time I came many times reliving the exhilarating experience of her caressing my most sensitive regions.  At the last session she'd finally gotten around to touching my clit, but she'd left me hanging at the edge of another powerful orgasm.  I was beginning to grow tired of this tantric 'edging' technique.  After all the teasing and intense build-up, I was shaking so much by the time she finished that I could barely walk out of her apartment and back to my car.

      At my next session I was determined to get off even if I had to grab hold of her and mash my pussy into her face until I climaxed.  She'd promised that this massage would be more interactive, and as I drove to her apartment, my mind raced with all manner of exciting visions.  Would she finally suck my throbbing pearl into her pretty mouth?  Was she going to mount me and grind her sexy body against mine?  Was it too much to hope for her to take off her skimpy leotard and let me see her glorious naked figure unencumbered for the first time?

      By the time I got to her building, my panties were already soaked through imagining all the different ways we could interact in the ninety minutes we had together.  But when she opened the door to her apartment, I was disappointed to see her clad once again in her cotton tights.  I'd hoped we could jump-start this process of interactive discovery by being able to touch her in the way she'd been touching me.  I'd spent long hours dreaming about how I could tease and drive her crazy with desire before finishing the two of us off in a climactic crescendo.

      This time, I didn't even bother putting on the robe on the back of the change room door.  Instead, I pranced out into the middle of her living room stark naked, not wanting to waste a precious second getting started.

      "Face up?" I said, glancing at the massage table standing in the middle of her room framed by her floor-to-ceiling windows and the beautiful expanse of Lake Michigan extending for miles into the horizon.

      "Down," she said matter-of-factly.

      No worries, I thought, taking my time to give her an unobstructed view of my glistening snatch as I lifted my knee to climb up onto the table.  If this massage is anything like the last one, there'll still be plenty of chances for her to access my private parts.

      As I lay down on the padded table, I turned my head in the direction of the lake and closed my eyes with a contented smile.  There was something incredibly exciting about the idea of lying naked on a platform designed for no other purpose than caressing another person's body and waiting to see exactly where and how my paramour intended to arouse me.  As I listened to Violet preparing her materials on the side table next to my stand, my entire body tingled in preparation for her erotic touch.

      But this time, the first thing I felt touch my body wasn't her fingers.  It was a warm flat stone, placed between my shoulder blades, just below the nape of my neck.  While it was a pleasant sensation, I was disappointed to find her resorting to traditional massage techniques.  I was eager for her to get on with the erotic aspect of the massage, mindful of how quickly our previously scheduled time had slipped away from us.

      But as she began to place successive hot stones down the ridge of my spine in the direction of my butt, I could feel my pulse quickening.  Each stone seemed warmer than the one before, and by the time she reached the small of my back, my buttocks were quivering imagining what she planned to do next.  The stones were hot enough to make my skin burn momentarily, but soft and gentle enough to send a shiver down my spine.

      Violet paused for a moment, knowing my mind was racing with what she intended to do with the stones.  When I felt her place the next one on its side and begin sliding it toward the crack of my ass, I tilted my pelvis toward her.  She drew the edge of the rock into the top of my slit, then pulled it back toward the base of my spine, making me squirm in anticipation.

      The idea of her caressing my underside with these exotic stones was something I'd never even considered.  Unlike my cold, plastic- or silicone-covered sex toys, this massage aid was definitely new and unique.  Of course, the fact that there was an incredibly sexy person on the other end of them teasing and caressing me also elevated the experience beyond my usual self-administered masturbatory sessions.

      As Violet continued to tease me by sliding the edge of the oiled stone in and out of the top of my crease, I moaned and flexed my buttocks in a vain attempt to clamp the object and encourage her to move it further down in the direction of my pussy.  When she finally slid it over my quivering rosebud, I squealed at the sublime sensation of the warm, slippery rock against my sensitive skin.

      I'd never been particularly excited about anal sex, but the feeling of this sexy goddess probing my most private area with this smooth oblong object was something new altogether.  The shape of oil-covered stone seemed perfectly designed to slide through my fissure, now thoroughly greased and ready for whatever she had in mind.  I resolved there and then to add these erotic rocks to my repertoire of sex toys and experiment with them at home as often as I could.

      When Violet began sliding the stone lower toward the base of my slit, I could feel the oil dripping down and over my folds, causing me to groan more loudly.  I spread my legs apart, encouraging her to go lower, and when she dipped the smooth edge of the stone into my slit, I grunted, pressing my mound hard against the table.  As she began to sensuously probe the outer edge of my pussy with the object, I rocked my hips in tandem with her movement, feeling the pleasure beginning to rise within my body.

      She pressed the stone further into my gap, and for a moment I thought she was going to release it and let it float inside me like some kind of oversize, heated Ben-Wa ball.  As much as that might have increased my pleasure by placing it closer to my G-spot, she seemed determined to maintain control and continue torturing me while I humped the massage table ever more frantically.

      But once again, just as I was approaching the peak of my pleasure, she withdrew the stone from my hole and placed it flat against my opening.  I glanced in the reflection of her living room window and saw her peering at my dripping pussy and quivering ass, then she looked up, smiling back at my reflection.

      "Time to turn over," she said softly.

      In the three sessions we'd spent together so far, we'd barely strung three or four complete sentences together.  But somehow, this strong, silent treatment only added to the excitement of lying helplessly in her hands.

      "My pleasure," I said, flipping over like a fish out of water at the knowledge that she'd finally have direct, unfettered access to my aching clit.

      But instead of moving the stone further up my channel toward my buzzing gland, she reached over to her side table for a new stone, dipping it in a bowl of hot oil.  When I felt it dripping on my bare mound and stomach as she lifted it over the surface of my body, I gasped at how delicious it felt.  While I stared up at her with pleading eyes, she took the edge of the searing stone and began tracing it softly around the edges of my areolas.

      I peered down the front of my body and saw my nipples standing firmer than I'd ever seen them before.  Whether this was from my skin recoiling at the sensation of the hot stone touching it or from the heightened sense of arousal I was feeling seeing Violet watching me as my body responded to her touch, I wasn't sure.  But either way, I was in heaven as I tilted my head back and raised my chest up toward her angelic face.  I closed my eyes, hoping this was just a prelude to her finally climbing up on the massage table with me, as she'd alluded to her final comments at our last session.

      But for now at least, she seemed content on teasing me by sliding the side of the stone around the perimeter of my areolas, then softly over the tips of my tingling teats until I was writhing uncontrollably

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/shutterstock_134263700.jpg





OEBPS/images/the-masseuse2---oil-drop-on-forehead-copy.jpg
PART

’
V
A D
\
SRR

1

L

2
AN EROTIC

n





