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Samantha glanced at the clock. Scant seconds passed since the last time she looked, a side effect of the nervous energy her next client always brought into the room with him. 

Being attracted to a client was not unheard of; she’d had many crushes on her clients, but this man’s presence did things to her that resulted in a desperate need to relieve herself multiple times once he left her table. 

Operating her massage therapy business out of her home made dealing with the ache in her pussy an easy task and one that she always completed minutes after the door closed behind him.

She stopped to look at herself in the mirror. Normally, Samantha wore conservative clothes, and for the rest of her clients that day, she did. The loose top she started the day in was now gone, leaving a tight, low-cut tank top and tight black yoga pants that hugged and accentuated her hips. 

She loved this tank top. It molded around and lifted her small but perky breasts perfectly, giving anyone who dares look plenty of cleavage to get lost in. She also loved the way her nipples poked through the thin fabric, showing anyone who dared look how stiff they could get.

It turned her on when she noticed anyone admiring her fit body, the hard nipples straining against the fabric, or how shapely her ass was in her tight leggings. She wasn’t planning on crossing any lines with Mark, but she also wanted him to cover her athletic body in his lustful gaze. 

A soft knock brought her back to reality. 

“It’s open.” She said

Mark walked in with a slight limp. Samantah hardly noticed. She was distracted by his swollen biceps, broad, strong shoulders, and trim athletic figure. He’d definitely been to the gym today, and she couldn’t wait to trace the outlines of his muscles with her hands.

“Hey, Sam.” He said, glancing down at her breasts before snapping them back up to her eyes. 

The attention stiffened her nipples, sending a tingle straight to her pussy. Samantha breathed a sigh of relief knowing that her favorite vibrator was charging in her bedroom. She didn’t want to lie in bed fantasizing about her client; she needed it badly. 

“Hi, how are you feeling today?” Samantha said, trying to maintain eye contact, ignoring the magnetic pull of her eyes to his biceps.

“I’m pretty good, just a little sore from the gym this morning.” Mark replied, his eyes wandered to her cleavage again. 

As he walked towards the table, she noticed the slight limp.

“You’re limping.” She said, concerned.

“Yeah, I pulled a muscle in my groin.” He said, wincing slightly as 

“Ouch. Is it bad?” 

“Only hurts when I move.”

“How about I help you with that?” The words escaped her mouth before she could stop them. The thought of her hands wandering that close to his manhood ignited a fire between her legs. 

Mark looked shocked at the offer.

“I never figured that you would be allowed to massage such an intimate area.” He said with an uncharacteristic weakness in his voice. 

“Well, this is my house, and I make the rules here. We are both adults, and I’ve been treating you for years now. If you’re ok with it, I am too.” She said, still shocked by the words leaving her mouth, “Get undressed and lie face down, take your underwear off too. I’ll be back in a minute.”

She stepped out into the hallway, resting her back against the closed door. Her heart pounded; she’d never thought that this level of boldness was inside her, and the implications of what she was about to do weighed on her. 

Samantah entered the room to see Mark lying facedown. He’d tried to drape a sheet over his butt; however, enough was visible as to leave little to the imagination. 

Her eyes swept over the man’s muscular back, broad, strong shoulders, and down to his swollen arms. Her fingers dragged along his arm, tracing the muscles, sending a shiver through both of them. 

Mark shifted his hips in response, adjusting what was growing between his legs.

She adjusted the sheet and set to work massaging his back. They were tight and tense, definitely a byproduct of his morning workout. Of all her clients, he was definitely her favorite to massage. Too much time had passed since she’d had a man in her bed, and to say Mark was her type was an understatement. 

“Let’s get these muscles loosened up before we fix your groin.” She said in a much more sultry voice than she’d intended. 

Something was taking over her, forcing her to be bolder, to push the boundary of what is appropriate.

And she loved it.

She stood at his head, rubbing his back in long, slow strokes, down to his lower back. As she leaned over to reach the small of his back, her breasts came dangerously close to the back of his head. With each stroke, she lowered her chest to the back of the man’s skull. 

A jolt shot through her when her hard nipple scraped across his head.

“How’s the pressure?” She said softly, allowing her breasts to graze his hair as she spoke.

“Feels good.” He replied, shifting his hips again.

His muscles melted and relaxed under her touch. She tried hard not to make it obvious that she was hurrying to get to his crotch, but it was proving impossible. The urge to frame his head with her tits was also proving hard to resist.

Moving down to his legs, she ran her hands up and down the hard, tense muscles. 

“So how did you pull your groin?” She said, trying to break the silence hanging over the table.

“Not sure, could have been anything, I woke up, and I was hobbling around like a cripple.”

Samantha worked her hands up his leg, massaging his hamstrings.

“Remind me which leg it is.” She said.

“The other one.”

She switched legs, worked his calf, and then his hamstrings with long, deep strokes. She moved dangerously close to his butt. Feeling bolder, she slid her hands down to his inner thigh, working the muscles with slow, deep strokes. 

He flinched at the wandering of her hands.

“Let me know if you are uncomfortable, but I’m going to have to get a little more intimate if I’m going to fix your problem.” She said, hoping that he wouldn’t stop her.

“I’m good, but I don’t think you can reach the sore areas from back there.”

Samantha smiled. 

“You’re right, now flip over, let me see what I can do with this.”

Mark rolled over, trying to stay under the sheet as best he could. Samantha was disappointed not to get a flash of what he was hiding underneath. What she did notice was the bulge that the thin fabric could not hide.

Samantha found herself shamelessly licking her lips.

Adjusting the sheet to expose his thigh, she pulled it up to reveal his hip. His neatly trimmed pubic hair peeked from underneath the fabric, giving her a sneak peek.

He shifted uncomfortably. 

“Everything still ok?” She asked.

“Yeah, I’ve just never had a massage like this before.” Mark said in almost a whisper.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle with
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