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Felt Up by her Physio Friend

Other Embarrassing Stories by Sonja Sable 


Felt Up by her Physio Friend

The clubhouse was quiet at this hour, most of the team already out on the training field. Emily climbed the stairs to the physio room, her hamstring protesting with each step. She paused outside the door, smoothing down her white football shorts and taking a deep breath before knocking.

"Come in," called a familiar voice that made Emily's stomach flutter.

She pushed open the door to find Max arranging supplies on a metal cart beside the examination table. He looked up, his face breaking into that lopsided grin she'd known since they were kids. Dressed in the club's official polo shirt, he looked somehow more mature than when they'd had drinks last weekend.

"Em! Coach texted me you'd be coming up." His eyes dropped to her leg. "Hamstring still giving you trouble, huh?"

"It's nothing," she said, trying to sound casual despite the undercurrent of nervousness. "Coach is being dramatic. I could've trained."

Max raised an eyebrow. "Sure you could. That's why you're wincing with every step."

The room felt smaller than Emily remembered from her last visit, but that was before Max had been hired. The examination table dominated the centre, covered with a thin paper sheet. Various anatomical posters decorated the walls—muscles, tendons, skeletal structures—all suddenly feeling too intimate.

"So…" she said, shifting her weight to her good leg. "This is weird, right? You being the club physio now."

Max shrugged, turning to wash his hands at the small sink. "Only weird if you make it weird." He glanced over his shoulder, that familiar mischievous glint in his eye. "It’s my job, Em. I'm a professional now. Got the certificate and everything."

"It's just…" Emily hesitated, heat rising to her cheeks. "You're going to have to… you know."

"What? Look at you? Touch you?" Max asked, drying his hands on a paper towel. "I've patched you up plenty of times before."

"This is different," she mumbled.

Max's expression softened. "Look, if you're uncomfortable, I can refer you to someone else. But honestly, Em, it's just a hamstring. You cried in my arms for like an hour when you fell out of that tree at summer camp, remember? This is nothing."

Emily laughed despite herself. "Fine. What do you need me to do?"

"Hop up on the table and we'll take a look at that leg," Max said, patting the paper-covered surface.

Emily gingerly climbed onto the table, the paper crinkling loudly beneath her. She hesitated before lying down, suddenly self-conscious about her shorts riding up when she stretched out.

"Face down," Max instructed, his voice taking on a more professional tone than she was used to hearing from him.

She complied, adjusting herself on the narrow table and resting her cheek against her folded arms. The position made her feel strangely vulnerable, her back to him, unable to see what he was doing. She knew deep down that she was being ridiculous. Max was a good friend. She trusted him. So why shouldn’t she just trust him with this of all things, his actual profession.

“So,” where exactly is the pain?" Max asked, moving to stand beside the table now and cutting into her worried thoughts as he did so.

Emily swallowed hard. "It's… um… here," she said, reaching back awkwardly to indicate a spot high on her right thigh, just below where her shorts ended. Her fingertips brushed against the sensitive skin there, and she quickly returned her hand to its position under her cheek.

"Okay," Max said, and she heard him applying hand sanitiser. "I'm just going to palpate the area first. Tell me if anything hurts."

Emily tensed as she felt his warm hands on her skin. His touch was firm but gentle, professional in a way that somehow made it more intimate. His fingers pressed into the muscle of her thigh, working methodically upward from the back of her knee.

"Any pain here?" he asked, squeezing gently.

"No," she managed, her voice sounding strained even to her own ears.

His hands moved higher, his thumbs pressing into the hamstring. The sensation sent an unexpected tingle up her spine that had nothing to do with her injury.

"How about here?"

"A little," she murmured, though it had registered immediately that it wasn't entirely pain she was feeling.

Max's fingers worked higher still, coming dangerously close to the hem of her shorts. Emily became acutely aware of the thin material separating his hands from the curve of her bottom. She felt her body respond, a warm flush spreading across her skin. She was annoyed with herself at her own embarrassment. She was being foolish, she told herself.

"And here?" His voice remained steady as his fingers pressed firmly against the tender spot where her hamstring connected high on her thigh.

"Yes," she gasped, partly from the sharp twinge of pain, partly from the realisation that Max—her friend Max, whom she'd shared ice cream with as kids, whom she’d studied with in college, whom she spoke to multiple times a week as merely that, ‘a friend’—was now touching her in places that suddenly felt all too private, all too sensitive.

"Hmm," he said thoughtfully, his hands lingering. "There's definitely some tension here. The muscle's knotted up pretty badly."

Emily's mind raced. How many times had they hugged? High-fived? Even fallen asleep on the same couch during movie nights? None of that had prepared her for this clinical intimacy, for the strange confusion drifting over her as his hands worked professionally on her body… while that same body seemed determined to respond in decidedly unprofessional ways.

"I'm going to need to go a bit higher," Max said, his voice taking on a more clinical tone. "I need to check where the hamstring connects to your ischium. That’s part of your hip bone."

Emily froze, a sinking feeling descending on her as the implication of his words set in. "You mean…?"

"I need to check under your shorts, Em," he confirmed, stepping back slightly to give her space. "You'll need to take them off so I can properly examine the area."

"What? No!" Emily protested, pushing herself up onto her elbows and twisting to look at him. "That would be way too embarrassing."

Max crossed his arms, giving her that familiar look of fond exasperation she'd seen a thousand times. "You're being silly. It's a medical examination."

"It's different," she insisted, her cheeks burning.

"How many times have we gone swimming together?" Max challenged, his voice softening. "Remember in college at Jake's lake house? You wore that blue bikini that was practically nothing."

Emily's blush deepened. Why did he remember that so specifically? "That's… completely different," she said, a hint of exasperation creeping into her voice.

"How so?" Max asked, seemingly genuinely curious. “I've basically seen you in less than your underwear before."

"Because…" Emily struggled to articulate why this felt so much more intimate. "Because this is… professional. You're examining me. You’re… looking at me." Her voice became quite at the last sentence, as if she thought the act in some way illicit.

Max's tone grew gentle. "Em, I promise you, this is just routine. I do this multiple times a day with other players. It's just anatomy to me." He paused, then added with a small smile, "Well, not just anatomy because it's you and I care about helping you, but you know what I mean."

Emily bit her lip, considering. Her hamstring did hurt—it hurt like hell and hadn’t improved one bit since she’d pulled it last week—and she knew her coach wouldn't let her back on the field without Max's clearance. She knew she was being silly, childish even, but at the same time… she also knew what she's wearing beneath her shorts. She’d intended to be on the pitch, and her underwear choice had been practical for training—a simple black thong that wouldn't show lines through her white shorts—but not at all what she would have selected had she known Max would be seeing them. The thought of exposing that thin strip of fabric that revealed far more than it concealed made her stomach tighten. But what else was there to do? After all, didn’t she believe him? Didn’t she trust her friend?

"Fine," she relented with a sigh. “But I warned you it’s different this time. Turn around at least."

Max obligingly turned his back while Emily, heart hammering, slipped her thumbs under the waistband of her shorts and wiggled them down her legs before kicking them to the floor. She quickly lay back on her stomach, pulling her jersey down as far as it would go, which—she lamented internally—wasn't nearly far enough.

"Okay," she said, her voice small and unsure.

Emily heard Max turn around. And then she heard his sharp intake of breath. She closed her eyes in mortification.

"Oh," Max said after a moment. "I see."

"See what?" Emily mumbled into her arms.

"Why… this isn't quite the same as the lake house," he replied, a new note in his voice she couldn't quite identify. "You’re right Em, that bikini was definitely… more substantial."

Emily groaned. "Can we just get this over with?"

"Sure thing," Max said, and she could hear the smile in his voice. "Though I've got to say, if I'd known this was standard footballer attire under those shorts, I would've applied for this job years ago."

Emily's head shot up. "Max!"

He held up his hands, laughing. "Sorry, sorry. Just trying to lighten the mood." His tone shifted swiftly back to the professional register he’d previously adopted. "I'll be quick and thorough, I promise."

Emily buried her face deeper into her arms, wishing she could disappear entirely. The paper covering the table beneath her crinkled as she shifted slightly, hypersensitive to every sound in the quiet room.

"I'm going to continue the examination now," Max said, his voice maintaining that clinical tone that somehow made everything worse.

She felt his hands return to her thigh, warm and firm. This time, his touch seemed more deliberate, more focused, as he methodically worked the muscle. His fingers pressed deeper, seeking out knots and tension points with practiced precision. Emily tried to focus on her breathing, on anything other than the fact that Max—her Max, her friend Max—was inches away from parts of her body she'd never imagined him seeing, let alone touching.

His hands moved higher, working their way up her hamstring with excruciating slowness. Each inch of progress sent conflicting signals through her body—relief as his skilled fingers eased the pain in her muscle, and a growing, undeniable warmth that had nothing to do with healing.

"I can feel the tension right here," Max murmured, his voice lower than before. "The attachment point is inflamed. Does this hurt?"

His fingers pressed firmly just below the curve of her buttock, and Emily bit her lip to stifle a sound that wasn't entirely pain. "A little," she managed, her voice barely audible.

"I need to check the insertion point now," he said, and Emily felt his hands slide higher.

She shot upright, twisting to face him with wide eyes, the paper crinkling loudly beneath her. "You need to check my what?"




Her sudden movement caused the jersey to ride up slightly, exposing more of her hip than she'd intended. She yanked it down with one hand while the other gripped the edge of the table for support. Her heart hammered in her chest, face burning with a mixture of embarrassment and indignation.




Max's lips twitched, clearly fighting back a grin as he took in her flustered expression. His eyes crinkled at the corners in that familiar way they did when he found something particularly amusing.




"The insertion point," he repeated, his voice steady despite the amusement dancing in his eyes. "It's just the technical term for where the muscle attaches to the bone. In this case, your hamstring to your ischial tuberosity. The hip bone thing I mentioned a minute ago" He gestured vaguely toward her bottom. "Nothing untoward, I promise."




Emily narrowed her eyes, her embarrassment giving way to suspicion. "You… You could have… been clearer with your choice of words." She adjusted her position, trying to maintain some semblance of dignity while perched on the edge of the examination table in nothing but her jersey and the offending thong. "You did that on purpose, didn't you?"




"Did what?" Max asked innocently, though the corner of his mouth twitched upward.




"Used that… that phrasing. Insertion point." She crossed her arms over her chest. "You were trying to get a rise out of me."




Max's eyebrows shot up, and a full grin broke across his face. "Me? I was using proper medical terminology." He leaned slightly closer, lowering his voice. "Though if we're talking about trying to get a rise out of someone, I could accuse you of the same with your choice of underwear."




The heat in Emily's cheeks intensified. "That's not fair! I didn't know I'd be stripping down today. I dressed for training, not… this."




"So you always wear that kind of thing under your kit?" Max asked, his tone light but his eyes holding hers with unexpected intensity.




Emily swallowed hard, suddenly aware of how close they were, how the air between them seemed to have grown thicker, charged with something neither of them had acknowledged before.




"That's none of your business," she managed, but her voice lacked conviction.




"As your physio, everything about your muscle health is my business," Max countered, taking a step back and gesturing for her to lie down again. "Including making sure you're not straining your hamstring insertion by sitting up like that."




Emily hesitated, her mind racing. The professional tone had returned to his voice, but something had shifted between them, disguised by Max’s supposed banter—a line now blurred. A possibility opened?




"Ugh, fine," she muttered, slowly turning to resume her position on her stomach. "But no more anatomical terms without proper explanation first."




"Deal," Max agreed, his voice all business again, though Emily couldn't help but notice how his eyes lingered a moment longer than strictly necessary.




She settled back onto her stomach, acutely aware of her exposed skin and the thin strip of fabric that—in her mind at least—provided next to no coverage at all. The paper beneath her crinkled loudly again as she tried to find a comfortable position.




"I'm going to continue now," Max said, his voice professional but somehow softer than before. "Just relax if you can."




Emily felt his hands return to her thigh, starting lower than before and working their way up with methodical precision. His touch was different now—more tentative, his fingers pressing into her muscle with careful deliberation. She could sense his concentration, imagined the furrow that would appear between his brows when he focused intensely on something.




"The muscle's still tight here," he murmured, his thumbs working small circles into her hamstring.




Emily closed her eyes, trying to ignore how good his strong hands felt against her skin. Each circular motion of his thumbs sent dual sensations through her body—simple relief from the pain and… something altogether more complicated.




His hands inched higher, approaching the area where he'd left off before her outburst. Emily bit her lip, suddenly frustrated with herself. If she hadn't reacted so dramatically, this would have been over by now. Instead, Max was being overly cautious, prolonging what was already an excruciating experience—though not entirely due to the pain.




"You can… you know… go higher," she said, her voice muffled against her arms. "I know you need to check the… whatever you called it."




"The insertion point," Max supplied, and again Emily could hear a smile in his voice.




"Right. That." She took a deep breath. "Let's just get this over with."




His hands paused. "Are you sure? Look, Em, I don't want to make you uncomfortable."




"I'm already uncomfortable," Emily muttered. "Lying here half-naked while you take forever isn't exactly helping."




Max chuckled softly. "Fair enough."




His hands resumed their work, moving with more confidence now. Emily felt his fingers finally reach the point where they were unambiguously no longer just touching her leg. A he professionally probed the muscle where it connected to her pelvic bone, she tensed involuntarily.




"Try to relax," Max instructed, his voice. "The tension isn't helping."




Emily nodded, forcing her muscles to loosen as his fingers worked deeper. But how could she relax when his hands were on her there, when they were so close to parts of her that no one had touched in… far too long.




"I can feel the issue now," Max said, his professional tone belied by a slight huskiness. "There's inflammation where the tendon connects. I'm going to press a bit harder—tell me if it's too much."




As his thumbs dug deeper, a warm, liquid sensation pooled between her legs, both unmistakable and mortifying. Her breath caught in her throat as Max's fingers worked the tender muscle where her hamstring connected to her pelvis, sending sparks of something that most certainly wasn't pain radiating through her core.




"The muscle attaches right… here," Max explained as he continued. His thumb pressed firmly against the tender spot while his other fingers splayed across the curve of her buttock, holding her steady.




Before she could react to the feeling of his hand on her cheek, before she could express further outrage or embarrassment, before she could decide whether those were actually her primary feelings, he spoke clinically again.




"I can feel the inflammation. How long has it been bothering you?"




Emily struggled to form coherent thoughts. "A… a week," she stammered, conscious of the growing dampness between her thighs. She pressed her legs together instinctively, which only intensified the sensation.




"You should have come to me sooner," Max chided gently, his hands still working the muscle with small, circular motions. "This kind of injury needs immediate attention."




His fingers dipped slightly lower, tracing the line where her thigh met her buttock, and Emily couldn't suppress a small gasp. Her skin felt hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive to his touch.




"Did that hurt?" Max asked, his hands pausing momentarily.




"No," Emily whispered, then cleared her throat. "No.”




"I think I know what's going on with your hamstring," Max said, straightening up. His hands left her skin, and Emily felt a strange sense of loss. "You have some serious adhesions in the muscle tissue. The tendon is inflamed where it connects to the ischial tuberosity."




Emily turned her head to look at him, her cheek still pressed against her arm. "Is that bad?"




"It's not great," Max admitted, running a hand through his hair. "But it's treatable. What you need is a deep tissue massage to break up those adhesions and reduce the inflammation."




Emily's heart skipped a beat. "A massage? Right now?"




Max nodded, his expression maintaining its professionalism despite the slight colour that had risen to his cheeks. "It's the most effective treatment. I'll need to use some massage oil to work deep into the muscle."




"Oil?" Emily repeated, her mouth suddenly dry.




"Yes," Max said, gesturing to a bottle on his cart. "The thing is… the oil can stain fabric." He cleared his throat. "So if you're concerned about your, um, underwear, I can provide you with some disposable paper ones. It's entirely your choice."




Emily blinked, processing his words. Paper underwear. The thought of changing into something even more clinical and exposing while Max waited outside made her stomach flip. But then again, wouldn't it be better than having him work oil into her skin while she wore only that thin strip of black fabric? The massage oil might seep through, might make the material cling even more revealingly to her body. And what if—her cheeks burned at the thought—what if her body's reactions became even more evident?




"Why would I need to do that?" she asked, playing for time while her mind raced.




"Like I said, the oil can stain," Max explained, his voice neutral despite the slight tension in his shoulders. "Some patients prefer to protect their clothing. The paper ones are designed for medical settings like this."




"I think I'll just… stay as I am," she decided, her voice barely above a whisper. "These are just training clothes anyway."




Max nodded, his expression unreadable. "Alright. I'll just get the oil, then. Try to enjoy it—it might take a while, but it should help considerably."




As he turned away to retrieve the supplies, Emily closed her eyes, fighting the urge to pull her jersey down further. A deluge of questions pushed their way to the front of her mind, past her embarrassment and uncertainty. Was she… looking forward to this? Was she looking forward to there being more of this? More of his touch? More of those confusing but pleasant feelings? The questions swirled in Emily's mind as she heard Max moving about the room, the soft clink of bottles, the tear of paper towels from a dispenser.




She kept her eyes closed, listening to his movements, her body tense with anticipation. There was something about the way he'd said "try to enjoy it" that lingered in her thoughts. The words themselves were innocent enough—a physio telling a patient to relax during treatment—but his tone had carried a subtle undercurrent she couldn't quite define. Did he know how he was making her feel? Was he enjoying this? Or was she just imagining it, projecting her own confused feelings onto his professional demeanour?




"I'm going to warm the oil between my hands first," Max's voice cut through her thoughts. "Cold oil wouldn't be pleasant."




Emily nodded against her arms, not trusting herself to speak. The paper beneath her crinkled with the slight movement of her body. She heard the soft squelch of oil being dispensed, then the whisper of skin against skin as Max rubbed his palms together.




"I'm starting now," he warned, his voice closer than she expected.




The first touch of his oil-slicked hands on her thigh made Emily flinch involuntarily. The sensation was unlike anything she'd experienced before—warm, slippery, intimate. Max's fingers glided over her skin with practiced ease, spreading the oil in long, smooth strokes from her knee upward.




"Try to relax," he murmured again. "Your muscle won't release if you're tense."




Emily forced herself to take a deep breath, willing her body to soften under his touch. Max worked methodically, his hands firm as they spread the oil higher up her thigh, approaching the sensitive area where she now knew her hamstring connected to her pelvis. The oil made his movements fluid, almost… sensual, his fingers sliding over her skin with minimal friction.




"I'm going to work deeper now," he said, his voice low. "It might be uncomfortable at first."




His thumbs pressed into her muscle, and Emily gasped at the intensity of the sensation. It wasn't quite pain—more a peculiar blend of discomfort and relief as he worked into the knotted tissue. His hands moved with confidence, finding tension points with unerring precision.




"Breathe through it," Max instructed. "The adhesions are breaking up. That's good."




Emily focused on her breathing, trying to ignore how his hands were inching higher with each pass, how the heat of his palms seemed to seep into her skin, spreading warmth through her body that had nothing to do with the muscle work. The oil made soft, wet sounds as his hands moved over her flesh, sounds that she couldn’t conceive of as anything but obscene.




"I need to work right at the attachment point now," Max said.




His fingers moved with expert precision, thumbs pressing deep into the tender spot at the junction of her hamstring and glute while his palms and fingers spread wider than before, cupping the soft curve of her buttock. The initial shock of his touch in such an intimate area gave way to a warm, liquid pleasure that radiated outward from his fingertips. Emily bit her lip to stifle a moan as his hands worked the muscle with firm, circular motions.




The thin black fabric of her thong offered no real barrier between them. If anything, it heightened her awareness of every point of contact, drawing her attention to exactly where his fingers pressed and where they didn't. The slick oil spread beneath his touch, seeping along the edges of her underwear. She could feel it happening, could sense the growing dampness of the fabric. And she knew it wasn't entirely from the massage oil.




"The tension is releasing," Max murmured, his voice lower than before, a hint of roughness creeping in. "I can feel the muscle softening."




Emily couldn't respond. Words had abandoned her as his thumbs continued their deep, rhythmic pressure at that exquisitely sensitive point, while his fingers splayed wider still, unabashedly exploring the curve of her ass. Each circular motion sent waves of sensation through her core, building a pressure that had nothing to do with muscle tension and everything to do with a different kind of release.




She shifted slightly, unconsciously pressing back against his hands, seeking more of that delicious pressure. A small, involuntary sound escaped her lips—something between a sigh and a moan—before she could catch herself.




Max's hands paused momentarily, and Emily froze, mortified. Had he noticed? Of course he had noticed. How could he not? The room felt suddenly airless, the silence broken only by their breathing—hers quick and shallow, his deeper but unmistakably faster than before.




Then his hands resumed their work, his touch subtly different now. More… personal. His thumbs still pressed into that same tender spot, but his fingers moved with newfound purpose, tracing patterns that seemed less about physical therapy and more about… exploration.




"Does this feel better?" he asked, his voice cracking slightly.




"Yes," Emily breathed.




The oil had definitely saturated her thong now, the thin strip of fabric clinging to her skin, revealing more than it concealed. But Emily no longer cared. The line between treatment and touch had blurred beyond recognition, and she surrendered to the transformation, to the sweet tension building inside her with each stroke of his fingers.




Max's breathing had grown heavier, his professionalism cracking as his hands moved with increasing boldness. His thumbs pressed deeper, working small circles that sent shocks of pleasure racing through her pelvis, seeming to venture—millimetre by millimetre—closer to the heat between her legs.




Emily's breath caught as his hands continued their careful, teasing work—his thumbs still pressing firmly into the muscle while his fingers caressed her skin with unmistakable intent. The professional veneer of the massage had given way to something different, something they'd never acknowledged between them before. Her body responded with a will of its own, her hips shifting almost imperceptibly against his touch.




The pleasure was undeniable, radiating from his fingertips through her entire body. Yet even as she surrendered to the physical sensation, her mind raced with confusion. This was Max after all. The same Max who'd helped her move apartments three times, who knew how she took her coffee, who'd listened to her cry over heartbreaks and celebrated her victories. They'd been friends for so long that she'd never allowed herself to think of him any other way.




But now, with his oil-slicked hands working magic on her body, those boundaries were dissolving like sugar in hot tea. Had they always been this fragile? Had there always been this current running beneath their friendship, waiting for the right moment to surface?




"Is this… helping?" Max asked, his voice husky and uncertain.




Emily swallowed hard. "It feels…" she hesitated, searching for the right word before settling on the most basic. "Good. Really good."




His hands paused momentarily, then resumed with renewed confidence. One thumb traced the edge of her thong, following the curve where it disappeared between her cheeks, while the other continued to work the tight muscle. The dual sensation made Emily gasp.




"Too much?" he asked immediately.




"No," she whispered, surprising herself with her honesty. "Not too much."




In between these brief exchanges, the silences grew heavier, filled with unasked questions and unspoken desires. Emily's mind kept returning to what he'd said earlier—about remembering her blue bikini from Jake's lake house. That trip had been years ago, during their second year of college. Why would he remember that specific detail? Had he been looking at her even then, noticing her in ways she'd never suspected?




The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through her body. Had Max always wanted more than friendship? Had she been blind to signals he might have been sending all along? Or was this new territory for both of them—a sudden, unexpected shift in the foundation of their relationship?




Emily gathered her courage, knowing that speaking now, in this vulnerable position with his hands still working their magic, would change everything between them. But she had to know.




"Max," she began, her voice barely audible over the soft, wet sounds of his hands moving against her oiled skin.




"Hmm?" he responded, his focus seemingly absorbed in the task quite literally at hand.




"That… bikini you mentioned earlier…" She paused, her heart hammering. "From Jake's lake house. That was years ago. Why do you remember it so specifically?"




His hands stilled completely this time. The silence stretched between them, taut with tension. Emily held her breath, suddenly afraid of what his answer might be—and afraid of her own boldness in asking. Had she misinterpreted everything? Was she about to ruin their friendship over a massage that meant nothing to him beyond professional duty?




"I… I remember everything about you, Em," Max finally said, his voice low and strained. "That blue bikini. The red dress at Sarah's wedding. That oversized sweater you always wore when we were studying together. I notice everything."




The confession hung in the air between them, raw and undeniable. Emily's heart pounded in her ears as the implications of his words sank in. All this time. All these years.




"Why didn't you ever say anything?" she whispered, still facing away from him, still feeling the warmth of his hands resting motionless on her skin.




Max's laugh was soft, tinged with something like resignation. "Why risk messing things up? And you were always dating someone else, or recovering from dating someone else, or focused on college, and then your career. The timing never seemed right." His thumbs moved again, tracing small circles that sent shivers up her spine. "I value our friendship too much to complicate it."




Emily closed her eyes, overwhelmed by the flood of emotions his words unleashed. How many opportunities had they missed? How many moments had passed where either of them could have spoken up, changed their trajectory?




Emily couldn't find the words to respond. Her throat tightened with emotion as Max's hands resumed their gentle work, fingers tracing delicate patterns across her skin. Each touch sent ripples of pleasure coursing through her, a sweet tension building low in her belly that made coherent thought increasingly difficult.




The oil glistened on her skin in the soft light of the physio room, transforming the clinical space into something more intimate. Max's breathing had changed again—deeper, more measured, as though he was trying to maintain control. His thumbs pressed with exquisite precision into the tender spot where muscle met bone, while his fingers splayed wider, venturing beyond what any professional massage would require.




She let him continue, surrendering to the waves of sensation that washed over her with each deliberate stroke. His confession echoed in her mind, years of unspoken desire suddenly crystallised in those simple words: "I remember everything about you." How had she never noticed? The lingering glances, the way he always seemed to be there when she needed him, the subtle touches that lasted just a moment too long.




The realisation that Max—her Max—had wanted her all this time sent a fresh surge of heat through her body. She felt herself growing wetter beneath the thin fabric of her thong, knew that he must feel it too as his fingers worked the oil into her skin, venturing dangerously close to where she now ached for him.




Emily's breath caught as his thumb traced the edge of her underwear again, this time with unmistakable intent. The professional pretence was evaporating, leaving only raw desire in its wake. His hands moved with newfound boldness, claiming territory that had nothing to do with physical therapy and everything to do with years of restrained longing.




Why risk messing things up? The question hovered in her mind as pleasure built with each expert touch. Their friendship was precious, a constant in a world of variables. Crossing this line meant there was no going back.




But Max was worth the risk. They were worth the risk.




The certainty of it flooded through her, washing away all doubt and hesitation. If she was what he had wanted for so long—through college and heartbreaks and all the years between—then now she would give herself to him. Not just her body, but the truth she'd been hiding even from herself, that somewhere beneath the comfortable familiarity of their friendship, that same desire he’d just confessed had also been quietly taking root.




Emily shifted slightly, pressing back against his hands in silent invitation. She felt rather than heard his sharp intake of breath, the momentary stillness of his fingers before they continued their exploration with renewed purpose. No more pretending this was just a treatment. No more pretending they were just friends.




She was his now, if he wanted her. And from the way his hands claimed her body with increasing confidence, there was no doubt that he did.




And yet, she realised in that instant, he must still be doubting her. She hadn’t responded to his confession. He was growing bolder, yes, but he was still being tentative, still holding back. And so, her own boldness growing in turn, Emily decided to make matters clear.




“Max,” she said, trying to hide the glee in her voice, “that feels really good, but… could you focus a bit more to the left?”




“I… I know what I’m doing, Em,” he replied, even as his thumbs followed her guide ever so slightly.




“Just… a bit more,” she coaxed.




“Em, I…” he began, confusion evident even in those two syllables before she cut him off with confidence.




“Max, I want you to work my insertion point.”




“Em, that’s exactly what I was doing,” he protested. “That’s further to the right, where I was—”




Cutting him off with a look over her shoulder and flashing him that same coy smirk he’d so often flashed her, Emily said with deliberate slowness the four words from which there was no coming back: "Not that insertion point."




Max's hands froze. His gaze snapped up to meet hers. The clinical veneer that had been steadily slipping away now completely evaporated, replaced by something raw and uncertain.




"What did you just say?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.




Emily's heart hammered against her ribs, but she maintained eye contact, refusing to back down now that she'd made her decision. "I said," she repeated, her voice steadier than she felt, "that I want you to work on my insertion point."




A flush crept up Max's neck, staining his cheeks. "Em, do you—do you know what you're asking?"




"I think I do," she replied, shifting slightly beneath his hands, which still rested motionless on her skin. "Unless I've completely misunderstood what's happening here."




Max's throat worked as he swallowed. "You haven't misunderstood," he admitted, his voice rough. "But this—this isn't how I imagined this would happen. Not with you half-naked on an examination table in the club physio room."




"No? So how did you imagine it?" Emily asked, genuinely curious now that the barriers between them were crumbling.




A smile touched the corner of his mouth, tender and slightly sad. "Dinner, maybe. Wine. Definitely not with me being your healthcare provider." His thumbs resumed their small, circular motions, but the touch was different now—a caress rather than treatment. "I've thought about this for so long, Em. About you. I don't want to rush it or mess it up."




Emily considered his words, feeling the gentle pressure of his hands on her skin. The massage oil had cooled slightly, but his touch remained warm, sending little ripples of pleasure through her body with each careful movement.




"Maybe this isn't how either of us imagined it," she said softly. "But it's happening. And I don't want to stop."




Their eyes held for a long moment, years of unspoken feelings passing between them. Then Max nodded, a decision visibly made.




"Tell me what you want," he said, his voice low and serious. "Exactly what you want."




Heat bloomed in Emily's cheeks, but she didn't look away. "I want you to touch me," she whispered. "Really touch me. Like you've wanted to. Like I've wanted you to without even knowing it."




Max's breath caught audibly. His hands began to move with renewed purpose, sliding up to cup her cheeks fully, fingers spreading to cover more of her skin. The oil allowed his hands to glide smoothly, kneading the flesh with confident strokes that had nothing to do with physical therapy and everything to do with awakening her body.




"Like this?" he asked, his voice dropping to a register she'd never heard from him before.




"Yes," Emily breathed, letting her eyes fall closed as she surrendered to his touch.




Max's hands moved with newfound confidence, his fingers spreading wider to explore more of her. The thin barrier of her thong seemed to heighten rather than hinder the sensations as his thumbs traced the edges where fabric met flesh. Each deliberate stroke venturing closer to where she ached for him, the teasing proximity making her breath catch in her throat.




He groped both of her oil-slicked ass cheeks with abandon, one in each hand. His thumbs traced the curve of her thong, gliding under its edge, following it down between her legs until they meet at her raw heat, eliciting from her a gasp of pure pleasure.




“Don’t stop,” she encouraged.




But he did stop. Not out of propriety. Not out of caution. But with purpose. “Are you still feeling shy?” he asked.




She smiled into her arms, knowing exactly where this was going. “No,” she said, with all the resoluteness that one word could contain.




She felt him pushing up her jersey, grasping her thong with both hands, and ripping it down and away from her in one swift motion. The forcefulness of it sent a thrill running through her. She felt the cool air against her now completely exposed skin, vulnerable and thrillingly free. Her body trembled with anticipation as Max's hands returned to her, no longer restrained by any pretence of professional boundaries.




"God, Em," he breathed, his voice thick with desire. "You're beautiful. So beautiful."




His palms caressed the curve of her buttocks with reverence, fingers spreading to explore every inch of her newly bared skin. Emily arched into his hands, silently begging for more.




"I've wanted this for so long," Max confessed, his thumbs trailing down the crease between her cheeks once more, venturing lower with delicious slowness. "Wanted you for so long."




Emily moaned as his fingers finally found her centre, slick with more than just oil. The first electric touch sent shockwaves through her body, years of unacknowledged tension suddenly focused on this single point of contact. Max's breath hitched as he explored her, discovering just how ready she was for him.




"Please," she whispered, no longer concerned with embarrassment or propriety. "Please, Max."




His fingers moved as expertly as they had before, but with newfound purpose, circling and stroking her most sensitive places. Emily clutched at the edges of the examination table, the paper covering crinkling loudly beneath her as pleasure built with each deliberate touch. The clinical setting faded from her awareness, leaving only Max and the exquisite sensations he was creating within her.




"Is this what you wanted?" he asked, his voice a low rumble that she felt as much as heard.




"Yes," she gasped as his fingers slipped inside her, curling, exploring, finding that perfect spot with ease. "God, yes."




His fingers moved deeper inside her, faster now, the rhythmic penetration sending waves of pleasure through her core. Emily writhed beneath his touch, her body arching and tensing as each thrust of his fingers pushed her closer to the edge. The massage oil mingled with her own wetness, creating a slick, glorious friction that intensified every sensation.




His palm made contact with her ass each time his fingers drove into her, the slapping sound mingling with her moans in the quiet room. He seemed to know exactly how to touch her, how to curl his fingers just so, how to vary the rhythm to keep her climbing higher without tipping over.




"Max," she gasped, her voice breaking. "Oh god, Max."




His rhythm increased, his fingers penetrating her with newfound force. The paper covering the examination table tore beneath her grasping hands as pleasure built to an almost unbearable peak. Each thrust of his fingers sent his palm crashing against her ass, the dual sensation of penetration and impact driving her wild.




Emily had touched herself countless times before, seeking release in the privacy of her bedroom, but nothing had prepared her for this—for Max's strong hands claiming her body with such confidence, for the relentless pressure that seemed to reach deeper than she'd ever been able to reach herself.




"You’re amazing, Em," Max murmured, his voice thick with desire. "So wet. So perfect."




His words pushed her higher still, the knowledge that it was Max—her Max—touching her this way adding another layer to her pleasure. His fingers curled inside her, finding that exquisite spot that made her vision blur, while his palm continued its rhythmic impact against her ass.




The tension built within her, coiling tighter with each thrust until Emily thought she might shatter from the intensity. Max seemed to sense how close she was, his movements becoming more focused, more deliberate, driving her toward the precipice with expert precision.




When release finally claimed her, it crashed through her body like a tidal wave, obliterating all thought. Emily cried out, uncaring who might hear, her body convulsing around Max's fingers as pleasure pulsed through her in waves that seemed endless.




As the aftershocks of her orgasm gradually subsided, Emily became aware of Max's gentle touch, his fingers still inside her but motionless now, his other hand stroking her back under her jersey with tender reverence.




"That was…" she began, then faltered, words failing her.




"Yeah," Max agreed, understanding her meaning perfectly.




Emily took a deep breath, gathering her scattered thoughts. The intensity of what they'd just shared settled over her, along with a sudden clarity. This couldn't be one-sided. She wanted—needed—to see Max come undone as completely as she had.




With newfound determination, Emily pushed herself up, turning to face him. "You too," she said, her voice low but firm.




Max's eyes widened slightly. She beckoned him towards the head of the table, her eyes never leaving his. Max moved slowly, his approach filled with a raw desire that matched her own. With trembling fingers, he unbuckled his belt, the metallic clink echoing in the quiet room. Emily watched, entranced, as he stepped out of his trousers, kicking them aside with uncharacteristic carelessness.




The bulge in his boxers was unmistakable—impressive and straining against the fabric. This was Max—her friend, her confidant—aroused… because of her. Because of what they'd just done. What they were about to do.




Without hesitation, she reached out and grabbed him through the thin cotton, wrapping her fingers around his hardness. Max's sharp intake of breath was the most satisfying sound she'd ever heard. She stared up at him as she began to stroke, marvelling at how his eyes darkened, how his lips parted slightly, how a flush spread across his cheeks.




"Em," he whispered, his voice strained.




He reacted perfectly to her touch, his hips instinctively pushing forward into her hand, seeking more. Emily felt a surge of power knowing she could affect him this way, could reduce him to breathless anticipation with just the simplest touch.




But even as she explored him, Max's hand found its way back between her legs. From the front now, it felt different, somehow less primal, more tender. The angle changed everything. Where before his touch had been commanding, now it was reverent—his fingers tracing her slick folds with gentle precision. Emily gasped as he began to work her clit with slow, deliberate circles, his eyes locked on hers as he gauged her reaction.




"Is this okay?" he asked, his thumb pressing just firmly enough to make her eyelids flutter.




"More than okay," she breathed, her hand momentarily stilling on him as pleasure rippled through her body.




The examination table crinkled beneath her as she shifted, spreading her legs wider to give him better access. Max stepped closer, his free hand moving to cup her face, thumb tracing her lower lip with exquisite tenderness. The contrast between that gentle touch and the increasingly insistent pressure between her legs was intoxicating.




Their eyes remained locked as Emily reached for the waistband of his boxers. She tugged them down slowly, revealing inch by inch what she'd never seen before. His cock sprang free, proudly jutting forward, thick and flushed with desire. Emily's lips parted in appreciation as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, feeling the velvet-soft skin over steel-hard flesh.




She looked up at him, a smile playing on her lips. "So this is what I've been missing all these years."




Max smiled back, a mixture of vulnerability and desire written across his features. His chest rose and fell with quickened breaths as Emily's hand began to move, exploring his length with curious fingers.




Without breaking eye contact, she leaned forward and ran her tongue from base to tip in one long, deliberate stroke. Max's sharp intake of breath sent a thrill through her. She circled the head with her tongue, tasting the first drops of his desire, before moving lower to take one of his balls into her mouth. She sucked gently, watching his reaction through half-lidded eyes as he moaned and threaded his fingers through her hair.




"Emily," he gasped, her full name sounding different on his lips—reverent, desperate.




She released him only to trace her way back up his shaft with delicate kisses, pausing to swirl her tongue around his sensitive head. His fingers tightened in her hair, not directing, just holding on as though he needed an anchor against the pleasure she was giving him.




With a final teasing lick, Emily parted her lips and took him fully into her mouth. The weight of him on her tongue, the stretch of her lips around his girth, the musky scent that was uniquely Max—all of it combined to create an intimacy she'd never experienced before. This wasn't just sex; this was years of friendship transformed into something new and precious.




She established a rhythm, taking him deeper with each downward motion, her hand working what her mouth couldn't reach. Max's moans grew louder, less controlled, each sound of pleasure fuelling her own arousal. She savoured his taste, savoured the feeling of him sliding between her lips, but most of all, she savoured the knowledge that she giving him the same pleasure he was giving her.




His hips began to move almost imperceptibly, tiny thrusts that matched her rhythm. Emily hummed around him, sending vibrations through his shaft that made his thighs tremble. His fingers alternated between caressing her hair and gripping it tightly, each shift telling her exactly how close he was getting.




His cock was hard and hot in her mouth, the taste of him intoxicatingly masculine. She hollowed her cheeks, creating suction as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each downward motion.




"Em," Max groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair. "That feels… incredible."




She hummed around him in acknowledgment, the vibration making him gasp and tighten his grip on her hair. His other hand continued to work between her legs, his thumb circling her clit while two fingers slid inside her once more. The dual sensation made Emily moan around his cock, the sound muffled but unmistakable.




She pulled back slightly, swirling her tongue around his tip before looking up at him through her lashes. His face was transformed by pleasure, a flush spreading across his cheeks, his lips parted as he panted. This was Max as she'd never seen him before—vulnerable, undone, completely focused on her.




"I want you," she whispered up to him, her voice husky. "All of you."




Max nodded, understanding immediately. He withdrew his fingers from inside her, a soft moan escaping Emily’s lips at the loss. Then he was helping her up, guiding her to lie back on the examination table. The paper covering crinkled loudly beneath her as she settled onto her back, her jersey riding up to expose her stomach.




"Wait," Max said, his voice strained with need. "Protection. I should have—"




"No," Emily interrupted. "I’m on the pill. And beyond that… I trust you. I want to feel you."




The words hung between them, intimate and charged. Max's eyes darkened as he processed her meaning, the full weight of her trust. Without breaking her gaze, he got onto the table, positioning himself between her legs, his hands sliding beneath her jersey.




"I want to see all of you," he said, his voice urgent.




Emily hesitated only briefly before crossing her arms and grasping the hem of her jersey. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head, followed immediately by her sports bra. The cool air of the physio room caressed her newly exposed skin, raising goosebumps across her flesh.




Max's reaction was everything she could have hoped for. His lips parted, eyes widening as they took in the sight of her breasts—small but perfect, her pale nipples hardened in the cool air and from her own arousal. A look of wonder crossed his face, as though he was seeing something precious and unexpected.




"Em," he breathed, the single syllable filled with reverence. "You really are beautiful."




His expression was a mixture of awe and hunger that made Emily's heart race. There was something adorably boyish in his wide-eyed appreciation, yet simultaneously arousing in the naked desire that transformed his features. He was seeing her completely exposed for the first time, and his reaction made her feel more desirable than any elaborate compliment could have.




He pulled off his own shirt before lowering himself over her, hovering there above her body. For a moment, they simply gazed at each other, the reality of their situation washing over them both. Then, with exquisite slowness, Max leaned down and pressed his lips to hers.




Their first kiss.




Emily's heart stuttered in her chest as his mouth moved against hers, gentle yet insistent. It struck her as almost absurd that this—this simple joining of lips—had taken so long to happen. After everything else they'd just done, after years of friendship, after all the hugs and tears and laughter they'd shared, this most basic intimacy had waited until now.




His lips were soft, softer than she'd imagined, moving against hers with careful deliberation. She responded eagerly, her hands coming up to frame his face, fingertips tracing the familiar contours now cast in a new light. The kiss deepened, his tongue seeking entrance which she gladly granted, tasting him for the first time. He tasted of mint and something uniquely him, a flavour she instantly knew she'd crave for the rest of her life.




As they kissed, Max's hand moved to cup her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple in gentle circles. Emily arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping into his mouth. Encouraged, he broke the kiss to trail his lips down her neck, pausing to suck gently at the sensitive spot where her neck met her shoulder.




"Max," she gasped, her fingers threading through his hair.




He continued his downward journey, his lips leaving a trail of heat across her collarbone before reaching the swell of her breast. Emily gasped as his mouth found her nipple, his tongue circling the sensitive peak before drawing it between his lips. The sensation sent sparks of pleasure straight to her core, making her arch against him with a breathy moan.




Max lavished attention on one breast then the other, his tongue and lips working in perfect harmony to tease her nipples into tight, aching peaks. His hand slid down her stomach, tracing the contours of her body with reverent fingers before finding its way between her thighs once more. Emily's legs fell open in silent invitation, her body responding to his touch with an eagerness that surprised even her.




"You're so wet," he murmured against her skin, his fingers sliding effortlessly through her folds.




Emily could only whimper in response, her hips rising to meet his touch. Every stroke of his fingers, every flick of his tongue against her nipple, brought her closer to the edge again.




He kissed down her chest to her stomach, his lips tracing a path of fire across her skin. Emily's breath caught as he moved lower still, settling between her thighs with clear intent. His eyes met hers, seeking permission even now.




"Please," she whispered, her voice breaking with need.




The first touch of his tongue against her centre made Emily cry out, her back arching off the table. Max groaned against her, the vibration adding to the exquisite sensation as he explored her with deliberate, knowing strokes. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open to his ministrations as his tongue circled her clit before flattening against it in broad, firm licks.




Emily's fingers tangled in his hair, holding him against her as pleasure built rapidly inside her. The skilled precision of his mouth suggested experience that part of her mind registered with a flicker of jealousy, quickly washed away by the overwhelming sensations he was creating. Her world narrowed to the hot, wet pressure of his tongue, the gentle suction of his lips, the expert way he read her body's responses and adjusted accordingly.




When he slid two fingers inside her while continuing to work her with his tongue, Emily felt herself unraveling. The dual stimulation was too much, too perfect. Her thighs began to tremble, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps as tension coiled tighter and tighter at her core.




"Max," she panted, tugging at his hair. "I need you. Now."




He gave her one last, lingering lick before rising above her, his face glistening with evidence of her arousal. The sight was unexpectedly erotic—Max, his lips wet from pleasuring her, his eyes dark with need.




He knelt between her legs, positioning himself at her entrance, his cock hard and heavy against her slick heat. Their eyes locked, the moment suspended between them—years of friendship, years of unacknowledged desire, all culminating in this single point of connection.




"Are you ready?" Max asked, his voice barely more than a whisper, trembling with restrained need.




"Max," she replied, reaching up to cup his face, her eyes filled with certainty, "I am so fucking ready."




He smiled—that familiar, crooked smile that had always made her heart skip—and entered her in one smooth, powerful thrust. They both gasped at the sensation, at the exquisite fullness as he stretched her, at the perfect rightness of their bodies joined at last.




Max stilled for a moment, his forehead pressed against hers, breathing heavily as they adjusted to this new intimacy. Then, with a low groan that rumbled through his chest, he began to move.




He fucked her hard, his hips driving forward with an intensity that spoke of years of pent-up desire. Each thrust pushed Emily higher on the examination table, the paper covering now torn and bunched beneath her writhing body. The metal frame creaked rhythmically, the sound mingling with their gasps and moans in the empty clubhouse.




Emily wrapped her legs around his waist, her ankles locking behind his back, pulling him deeper still. Her nails dug into his shoulders, leaving marks on his skin as pleasure built inside her with each powerful thrust. Max's hands gripped her hips, fingers pressing into her flesh with bruising intensity, holding her steady as he pounded into her.




His pace increased, each thrust harder than the last, driving deep inside her with relentless precision. Emily clung to him, her back arching off the table as sensation built to an almost unbearable intensity.




Max slid one hand between them, his thumb finding her clit with unerring accuracy. The added stimulation was electric, making Emily cry out his name as her inner walls clenched around him. Her vision blurred at the edges, pleasure coiling tight at her core as Max continued his relentless rhythm.




"Look at me, Em," he commanded, his voice strained with the effort of holding back his own release. "I want to see you when you come around me."




Emily forced her eyes open, meeting his gaze. The raw vulnerability she saw there—the naked desire, the tenderness beneath the passion—pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her with stunning force, wave after wave of ecstasy radiating outward from where they were joined. She cried out his name again, her body convulsing around him as pleasure claimed her completely.




Max's rhythm faltered as her inner walls pulsed around him. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her and let go, his body shuddering as he emptied himself in hot, pulsing waves. Emily felt each throb, each release of warmth filling her, connecting them in the most primal way possible.




"Emily," he gasped, her name a prayer on his lips as his release claimed him. "Oh god, Em."




He collapsed on top of her, careful to brace most of his weight on his forearms. Their bodies were slick with sweat, hearts hammering against each other's chests as they struggled to catch their breath. Max pressed his forehead to hers, their noses touching, sharing the same air as they slowly descended from the heights of pleasure.




For several long moments, they remained joined, neither willing to break the connection. Emily's fingers traced idle patterns across his back, feeling the smooth skin, the definition of muscle beneath. Max's breath was warm against her cheek, his body a comforting weight above her.




"So," Emily finally said, a smile playing at her lips. "Is this standard treatment for hamstring injuries?"




Max laughed, the sound rumbling through his chest and into hers. "Highly specialised," he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to her lips. "Only for very particular patients."




"I think it worked," she said, wiggling her leg experimentally. "Miracle cure."




"I'm very good at my job," Max replied with mock seriousness, though his eyes sparkled with mischief.




Emily reached up to brush a strand of hair from his forehead, her touch lingering. "How long?" she asked softly. "How long have you wanted this?"




Max's expression softened, vulnerability replacing the playfulness. "Since that blue bikini, at least," he admitted. "Probably before. Maybe always, in some way."




Emily shook her head slightly, wonder in her eyes. "All that time. We wasted so much time."




"Not wasted," Max corrected gently. "We were building something. Our friendship—" he paused, "—that’s what made this… this."




"And what comes next?" Emily asked, suddenly aware of their surroundings—the torn paper covering, the examination table that had supported their passion, the clinical room that had witnessed their transformation from friends to lovers.




Max smiled, that crooked smile that now held new meaning for her. "Dinner," he said simply. "Wine. A proper date. All the things we should have done years ago."




Emily laughed, pulling him down for another kiss. "I'd like that," she murmured against his lips.




"Though," Max added, his voice dropping to a husky whisper, "I might still need to do some follow-up treatments for that hamstring. Very thorough ones. Probably multiple sessions."




"Doctor's orders?" Emily asked, arching an eyebrow.




"Absolutely," Max confirmed, before locking lips with her again.
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