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Spa Day

“Hey Tom,” said Eshima with an energy that felt out of place in the morning. He was only halfway down and couldn’t see her yet, but could already feel her infectious enthusiasm for whatever she had on her mind.

“Hey Eshima,” said Tom as he reached the bottom, seeing the younger woman dancing around the open-plan space, her large breasts bouncing in her string bikini. “You’re in a good mood this morning.”

“Of course I am,” she said, facing him and bouncing on her toes. “Do you know why?”

Tom stood there and looked at the bright smile on her face, simultaneously eager to know and afraid to find out.

“Is it your birthday?” he asked, taking a stab in the dark.

“No silly,” she said, laughing, “not yet anyway. But it is a very special day.”

“What day?” he asked.

“Spa day!” she shouted, throwing her hands up in the air, her breasts bouncing as she hopped enthusiastically around the place.

“Oh god,” said Homura as she and Izumi walked in from the pool area, “here we go again.”

“What’s wrong with spa day?” Tom asked as he eyed the two women.

“Yes,” said Eshima, still now, hands on her hips, “what is wrong with spa day?”

“There’s nothing wrong with it, as such,” said Izumi, “it’s just that…”

Izumi looked at Tom, her eyes wide, as if he had the second half of her sentence.

“Yes…?” prodded Eshima.

“It’s just that,” began Izumi, “you get a little…”

“You’re unbearable at the spa,” said Homura, cutting to the chase.

Eshima gasped like she’d been shot, her hand on her heart as if covering the wound.

“I am not,” she snapped, recovering from the initial shock.

“I wouldn’t say unbearable,” said Izumi softly, “more overly enthusiastic.”

“And what’s wrong with being enthusiastic about the spa?” Eshima demanded to know.

“Nothing at all,” Izumi added quickly, “but…”

“...but it’s a place to relax,” said Homura, “and who can relax when you won’t shut up?”

“I can’t believe this,” said Eshima.

Tom, however, definitely could. Even before Homura had said anything, he had pictured the three of them in his mind, wrapped up in fluffy white dressing gowns, being pampered as soft meditation music and bird song played in the background. And all the while, he could hear Eshima going on about how much she loved it there, the procedures, the calm, her overly enthusiastic tone at complete odds with the serene environment they were trying to foster.

“We think it’s great you love the spa so much,” said Izumi.

“Do we?” muttered Homura.

“But it can be, you know, a little much, especially when we’re trying to find ourselves and stuff.”

“Wow,” said Eshima, “fine then. You’re not invited.”

“Fine by me,” said Homura, “I’ve got plans anyway.”

“What plans?” asked Eshima, suddenly offended.

“Fun ones,” she replied, smirking. With that, she headed for the front door. “Izumi?”

Izumi looked guiltily from Homura to Eshima.

“Sorry,” she said, “we didn’t know you were planning a spa day. I’m sure you’ll have a lot of fun though.” Izumi walked towards Homura. “Tell me all about it at dinner, ok?”

“Wow,” said Eshima, “I can’t believe I’ve been betrayed like this. How will I ever recover?”

“Ever thought about going to a spa?” shouted Homura.

Eshima gasped and Tom tried not to laugh as Izumi gently slapped Homura on the shoulder and quietly scolded her as they left the condo.

“Well,” said Tom, unable to find any words to follow that up.

“Well,” said Eshima, matching his unsure tone, “you know what that means?”

“What’s that?” said Tom, his stomach sinking.

“Spa day!” she shouted as she threw her arms in the air, bouncing on her toes.

◆◆◆

“Oh my god,” moaned Eshima, her face contorting in ecstasy, “don’t stop.”

Tom peeled a cucumber slice off one eye and looked over to his companion. She was sitting in the reclining chair next to him, dressed just as he was, in a fluffy white robe, her perfect skin covered with a face mask, two slices of cucumber sitting on her closed eyes.

He glanced down at the women knelt in front of her, one massaging each foot as two others, further to the side, worked on her fingernails, none of them paying her moans any mind. If he’d had to guess without looking, he would have suggested they were doing something very different to her.

“Is everything ok?”

Tom looked down with his one eye and saw the woman kneeling next to him, the one from whom he had taken his hand to remove the cucumber slice. She was closer to his age than Eshima’s, but her skin was flawless, everything about her was flawless.

“Oh, yes,” he said, “everything’s great.” He smiled and she smiled.

“She likes it very much,” the woman said.

“That she does,” said Tom.

“You don’t like?”

“Very much so,” he replied.

“But not as much as your friend?”

“I don’t think anyone likes it as much as my friend.” He smiled and she smiled. Then he placed the cucumber slice back on his eye and relaxed back into his seat, returning his arm to the chair rest and allowing the woman to continue her work.

As he lay there, he tried not to listen to Eshima’s moans, which were causing a stirring under his fluffy white dressing gown, focusing instead on the women who were performing the same treatments on him, massaging his feet and tidying his fingernails. He focused on the precise movements as they worked the soles of his feet with their thumbs, massaging the tops of them with their fingers.

“This is precisely what I need,” Eshima had said as she’d stepped out of the women’s changing rooms. She was wrapped in the white dressing gown, which ran only halfway down her thighs, showing off her smooth legs as she stood there in a pair of slippers, nothing underneath the gown. At least, he hoped there was nothing.

She had taken a shower, just as he had, washing her body clean of soaps and moisturisers and make-up, a perfect blank slate for them to work on. Still, as she stood in front of him, stripped bare, she was more beautiful than ever, her natural radiance shining through. She tucked a stray strand of her dark, wet hair behind her ear. She ran her hands instinctively over the top of her hair, pushing the rest of her hair back, making sure it was flat.

“You look so pretty,” she said, and he laughed a little. His gown was bigger than hers, but not by much.

“If you would like to follow me,” said a woman who had silently appeared next to them. She smiled, her skin flawless. She was about Eshima’s age and wore a kimono which Tom was surprised to find was both colourful and calming, the precise tones surprisingly soothing. This was, Tom assumed, their hostess.

She turned and walked away and Eshima gave Tom an excited smile as she followed the woman who could have been part of her friendship group. Tom watched for a moment before he followed them down the corridor.

She had led them to the chairs in which they were now seated and explained the upcoming procedure and offered a range of other options, should they wish to prolong their trip.

“Oh,” said Eshima, casually, “we’re already here for the day.”

Tom glanced at her, but she didn’t notice.

The hostess smiled at them and left, being replaced by four women, two for Eshima and two for Tom, who immediately began to work on them, one gently applying the face mask whilst the other began a very precise scalp massage.

Almost immediately, Eshima began to moan, much quieter than she would later become, but Tom had already gotten a sense that this was only the beginning. So he sat there, listening to the soothing music as the women pampered him, massaging his scalp and placing the cucumber slices on his eyes before applying the requisite balms to his face.

Time lost all meaning as he sat there. He had no idea how long the two women had been working on him, but gradually he realised there were two more women, massaging his feet as the other two began to tidy his nails (at least, he assumed they were the same women, he couldn’t actually see).

As he lay there, Eshima’s moans got louder and louder as his cock hardened under his dressing gown and he began to wonder if she was getting a more intense massage than he was. Which was the point at which he slid a cucumber slice from one eye and took a look, just to make sure.

◆◆◆

He didn’t know how long he had been there, but he felt a gentle tap on the top of his toes and he awoke. The cucumber slices had been removed from his eyes and the exfoliating cream (or whatever it had been, he didn’t quite understand what the hostess had said, unlike Eshima who understood perfectly), was also gone.

“Feeling relaxed?”

Tom looked around and saw the last of the women hurrying down the corridor as the younger woman who had greeted them outside the showers stood there, her work tablet held to her body.

“Very,” said Tom.

“That was so good,” said Eshima.

“We do our best,” the woman said, smiling politely. She glanced at the tablet and tapped the screen a couple of times, reading the results carefully. “If you’d like to follow me, your next treatment will be ready shortly.”

Tom eased himself out of the chair, feeling a little light-headed from the pampering and the brief nap he had apparently taken. Eshima meanwhile, seemed positively revitalised.

The hostess walked down the corridor and Tom and Eshima followed her at a respectable distance.

“What’s the next treatment?” he whispered to Eshima.

“You’ll love it,” she said, smiling, leaving Tom none the wiser.

◆◆◆

He was laying face-down on a massage table, completely naked except for the blanket over his lower half.

The hostess had led them into one of the massage rooms, where there were two tables, one for him and one for Eshima, with a curtain around each.

“For privacy,” the woman had said, simply. “Now, if you would like to get ready, someone will be with you shortly.”

“Sorry,” Tom said, “what do you mean ‘get ready’?”

“It’s his first time,” said Eshima to the hostess.

“Of course,” she replied, “it’s not unusual for a man to have limited experience in these matters, more’s the pity.” Eshima looked at the woman and nodded solemnly.

“All you need to do,” she continued, “is to disrobe and lay on the table, once I’ve left, of course,” she added quickly, indicating to Tom that she had seen more than she had been expecting when explaining these rules previously. “Then, one of our masseuses will arrive to cover the rest of you appropriately and begin the process.”

She walked towards Tom, who was standing by one of the beds, took hold of the curtain and pulled it closed around him. He stood there listening as the second curtain scrolled across the ceiling rail, ready to protect Eshima’s modesty as well.

Once he heard the room door open and close, he stood there a moment before disrobing. There was a coat stand to one side, so he hung the robe there. He looked at the table with its padded hole for his face and climbed on.

He lay there, waiting, his bare ass facing the ceiling. After a few moments, he heard the room door open and close and then the sound of the curtain rustling. He listened as quiet footsteps moved around him, the figure saying nothing as they gently lay a blanket over his lower half, protecting what was left of his modesty.

He felt a pair of perfectly soft, petite hands moving gently over his back.

“Do you like it soft,” asked the masseuse, her gentle voice already soothing him, “or hard?” He lay there a moment, trying to think of an answer. “Or somewhere in between?” she added. “Everyone likes massage differently.”

“Yes,” he said. “Somewhere in between, I think.”

“Very good,” she said. He heard the soft footsteps moving to the side and the soft clink of glass bottles. There was the softest of splashes as the contents of the glass bottle was shaken, and the space filled with a scent that he found both soothing and invigorating.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Something special,” the woman softly replied, “just for you.”

◆◆◆

Tom moaned softly as the woman worked her magic, working her special oils into his skin, her palms pressing down, pressing them into the muscles.

“Very tense,” said the woman, “when was the last time you massage?”

Tom tried to think back.

“Six,” he said, thinking it was probably more than that.

“Six months is very long,” the woman said gravely.

“Err,” said Tom, feeling a hint of embarrassment, “six years.”

“Oh my goodness,” said the woman, “no wonder why so tense.”

“No wonder,” he agreed.

As he lay there, letting the woman work out the kinks and knots from his muscles, he tried not to think of all the reasons for them. No, he thought to himself, refusing to even let the list run through his mind. The past is the past, and this is the future.

He moaned louder as the women pressed harder into his shoulder, breaking the tension that had built over the decades, working it into a pulp so that it was ready to function as intended once again.

From the other table, he heard Eshima give a loud yelp and couldn’t help but smile at the thought she was going through the same thing as he was.

It seemed funny to him that a woman half his age could have just as many worries, just as much stress as he had accumulated over twice as long. But then, he figured, everyone is different. What is easy for one weighs on the other.

“Oh my god,” moaned Eshima, “I think you’ve broken me, don’t stop.”

Tom lay there as the woman continued to massage him as Eshima continued to moan with pleasure. As he did so, he couldn’t help but picture her on the table, laying naked, her perfect body glistening with essential oils as another woman massaged them into her soft skin.

He pictured the thin sheet laying over her ass, outlining it perfectly, before slipping to the side and sliding to the floor. He pictured there in her naked beauty, her firm ass ready for him. He imagined walking up behind her and running his hands up her soft, smooth legs as the other woman continued her work, oblivious.

He imagined feeling her asscheeks in his hands, listening to her moan as he caressed them, working the soothing oils into them.

He could hear her moans as he continued, his hands sliding up and down the backs of her thighs, watching as she shifted slightly on the table, his touch stimulating something deep inside her.

He leaned down and kissed her calves, moving up as he moved from side to side, kissing the backs of her knees, the backs of her thighs, his hands sliding up over her ass, caressing her again as he kissed upward, planting a kiss on one cheek, then the other. He ran his hands up her oily back as the woman stood at the end of the table, massaging Eshima’s shoulders.

Eshima stirred on the table, face down, pushing her ass close to his face. He slid his hands down the backs of her thighs before sliding one hand in between them, feeling the pressure as she squeezed them together. His slick hands slid up her inner thigh, causing her to moan softly, to squeeze her thighs harder and then release, allowing him to travel further. He reached out a finger and ran it over her smooth lips. She cried out, wet already, her pussy needing no lubrication. She pushed her ass off the table, her pink lips sticking out and he ran his fingertip between them again. She moaned, the woman still massaging her shoulders, almost holding her in place as she pushed her ass higher. He slid his finger over her again and then into her wet hole. She cried out as he worked his finger slowly into her, watching her tight little asshole puckering as he did so.

He moved slowly, getting deeper and deeper until he was fully inside her, listening to her moans and yelps and he began to finger fuck her, feeling her pussy gripping his finger, then two, stretching out as he slid the second in.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as he penetrated her with both fingers, “just like that.”

He moved them faster inside her, curling them, stroking her g-spot, giving her the exact massage she needed for total relaxation. She moaned, pushing herself up to her knees, her face still buried in the table, the woman still massaging her shoulders.

Tom kept going, the scent of her pussy and the essential oils mixing in the air. He inhaled deeply, his body calming as his cock hardened.

He ran his free hand over her ass and up the small of her back, pressing her fingers into her muscles and listening as she moaned. He slid the slick tips down her back and ran his middle finger between her asscheeks. He felt her puss contract on his fingers deep inside her as his other finger moved down deeper between her cheeks, finding her tight asshole and began to gently circle it with the wet fingertip.

She moaned louder, pushing her ass back, rocking on her knees, desperate for more. He continued to play with her asshole as he finger fucked her dripping wet pussy, his fingers moving faster as she rocked on the table. Then, slowly, he began to press the tip of his finger into her asshole, stretching her out as his finger sank in deeper and deeper, moving slowly in and out until his fingers filled both of her holes.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as he finger fucked her pussy and asshole, his one finger picking up speed until he was working both holes at the same speed. All the while, he watched her writhing on the table, her hands sliding up and underneath her body, finding her large breasts which had been pressed against the table, and holding them firmly, caressing them with her oiled hands, twisting the nipples as he continued to finger fuck her.

Her moans turned to silent whimpers and he knew she was getting close, the tension in her body overwhelming her. He moved his fingers faster, feeling her holes tightening on him, sliding his thumb across her wet lips as he did so, circling her clit with his thumb as his fingers moved in and out of her.

He felt her body begin to shake as he played with her clit, but he wasn’t done yet. As he continued to finger fuck her pussy, he gently slid his finger out of her asshole, watching it spasm before lowering himself down and pressing his face between her asscheeks. She cried out as he kissed her sensitive hole, his tongue sliding inside her, licking her as his lips kissed her hole, sucking at the tired muscles as he continued to work her pussy and clit.

The table began to shake as her body shook on top of it, the woman’s hands on her shoulders barely holding her steady as Tom continued to work her. He heard her breathing increasing, panting heavily as he continued.

“Please,” he heard her whisper, “pleasepleasepleasepleasepleaseplease – ohfuck!”

She cried out loudly as she came, the woman holding her steady as Tom continued to suck and lick her asshole, to finger her clit and g-spot, her wetness running down his knuckles as he rapidly fingerfucked her.

She moaned and cried, her fingers gripping her big tits, squeezing them tightly, twisting her nipples firmly as she came on the massage table, her wetness dripping down to the soft mat as she knelt above it, exposing herself to him, giving him access to everything, letting him use both her holes to pleasure her, allowing him to do whatever he wanted to them.

She cried out again, her body shaking harder, her orgasm shooting through her body as Tom continued to work her holes, forcing every drop of pleasure out of them, working every muscle in her body, squeezing out the tension from her until, with a gasp, her body went limp.

She continued to kneel there, breathing heavily, Tom’s fingers in her pussy and his tongue in her asshole. Slowly, he removed his tongue from inside her, kissing her quivering asshole softly, causing her to shiver with pleasure, then slowly slid his fingers out of her pussy.

She lowered herself back to the table, the woman moving around to gently massage her back as Tom moved around the other way, gently stroking her hair with one hand as he slid the other under the table. He felt her take his two fingers in her mouth and heard a soft moan of pleasure as she began sucking her pussy juices from them.

She sighed contentedly as the clean fingers slipped from her mouth, now completely relaxed.

◆◆◆

“Feeling relaxed?”

“Completely,” he lied, his cock throbbing, pressed between his body and the massage table.

“Good,” said the masseuse, “I’ll give you some privacy to get ready.” She slipped quietly behind the curtain.

Tom continued to lie there, waiting for his erection to ease. From the other space, he heard Eshima stretching and moaning.

“That was so good,” she said through the curtain, “it was like her fingers were deep inside me, you know?”

“Yeah,” said Tom, his cock throbbing even harder, “so relaxing.”

He heard her bare feet drop to the floor from the table and he imagined her naked body moving carefree around the space as she slid on her dressing gown and then her slippers. She let out a little huff and Tom smiled at the thought of her tying her gown too tightly, her breasts heaving for escape as she did so.

“I’ll be outside,” she said, “take your time. It can be so soothing you never want to leave!” She laughed and left the room, leaving Tom alone with his erection.

◆◆◆

A couple of minutes later, Tom left the massage room only to find Eshima and their hostess for the day waiting for him.

“Good?” asked the hostess.

“Very,” he said, absent-mindedly adjusting his robe.

“Yes, the ladies here can be very relaxing.”

“So relaxing,” agreed Eshima, “the massage is enough by itself.”

“But you would still like to do the other?”

“Absolutely,” said Eshima. “It is enough, but I want more. Always.” She smiled and as Tom watched the two of them walking down the corridor, he couldn’t help but think how true that statement was.

◆◆◆

“Here we are,” said the hostess, standing outside another door, “your final treatment for the day.”

She pushed open the door, revealing another changing room.

“Do we need to get changed?” asked Tom, not quite certain what was going on.

“It is not mandatory,” said the hostess, “but we like to give our hosts the option of exposure they’re comfortable with.”

“Exposure?”

“For the sauna,” said the hostess.

“The private sauna,” added Eshima.

Tom looked at his companion then at the hostess whose simple smile confirmed this was the case.

“There are a number of towels in each of the cubicles,” the hostess said, “depending on…”

“My exposure,” finished Tom.

The hostess smiled.

“Let’s go,” said Eshima, grabbing Tom by the hand and dragging him into the changing room. As she pulled him in, Tom cast a final glance back at the hostess who smiled as she let go of the door.

◆◆◆

“I’ll be in in a minute.”

It had been more than a minute since she had said that, more than a few, in fact. As he sat there in his long towel, the room full of steam, he had no idea what she could possibly be doing. All she had to do was change out of her robe and into a towel. It couldn’t take that long, right?

Tom let out a slight laugh as he thought about the amount of time he had spent waiting for the three of them to get ready – Izumi, Homura, Eshima, all naturally beautiful and all spending hours getting ready as if they weren’t – so yes, she probably was taking this long to pick a towel.

Finally, the door to the private sauna swung open and Eshima entered. She passed through the steam like an angel descending from the clouds. Only instead of a halo and a harp, she had on the smallest towel she could possibly find. He tried not to stare as she approached, the ends of the towel tucked in between her breasts, heaving as they threatened to let go at any second, the lower end skirting high up her thighs, ready to ride even higher were she to dare sit down.

“I thought this would be a nice way to end the day,” she said as she sat down on the wooden bench next to him. “A nice way to unwind.”

“Very nice,” he said, pretending he wasn’t struggling to breathe in the hot room, pretending he wasn’t trying to look at Eshima’s stunning body.

She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply, her chest swelling as she did so, droplets of water forming on her bare skin, trickling down between her breasts.

She exhaled slowly, her chest falling slightly, the folds of the towel between her breasts loosening.

“Oops,” she said, tucking them back in with two fingers, sliding deep into her cleavage. “Don’t want to lose my modesty.”

“Perish the thought,” he said, feeling his own lack of modesty twitching beneath the towel.

“Thank you for today,” she said, “it’s been really lovely.”

“Yeah?” he asked.

“Of course,” she said, turning to him and smiling earnestly, “it really has.”

“I’m glad,” he said, noticing for the first time that her fingers on the bench just so happened to be touching his.

“It’s been nice to come with someone new,” she said, “to watch them experience their first time. To pop their spa cherry, so to speak.” She giggled and he smiled.

“I have had a massage before,” he said, “sorry to disappoint you.”

“That’s ok,” she said, “but tell me…” She picked up his hand and carefully inspected his neatly-filed nails, “have you ever had a manicure before?”

“I can’t say that I have,” he confessed.

“Have you ever had a massage whilst laying next to a beautiful, young, absolutely-wonderful-in-every-possible-way, Japanese woman before?”

“You’ve got me there,” he said.

“I certainly do,” she said, his hand still in hers. “And tell me,” she brought his fingers to her lips, kissing them softly as she spoke, “have you ever had a sauna with a beautiful, young, absolutely-wonderful-in-every-possible-way, Japanese woman before?” She looked up at him with her big eyes. “A private sauna?”

“Never,” he said, watching as she took two of his fingers in her mouth and began to suck on them gently.

“Well,” she said, slipping his fingers out of his mouth, “I’m happy to be your first.” She pushed his hand down and slid his wet fingers under her towel, moaning as they pressed against her pussy.

She held him firmly by the wrist, eyes closed as he slowly fingered her lips, spreading her saliva across them as he felt her getting wetter and wetter.

“I’ve been waiting all day for this,” she said, eyes closed, head tilted back, “all fucking day.”

He began to move his fingers faster, sliding up and down before concentrating on her tight hole, circling slowly as she moaned, her grip on his wrist tightening.

“When I was on the massage table,” she said, “all naked and vulnerable, I just wanted you to come up behind me and eat my pussy, to slide your tongue deep inside me and taste just how badly I wanted you.” She began to squirm, his fingers working her entrance, her towel struggling to stay on, then gasped as he slid them inside her.

“How badly?” he asked, working his wet fingers deeper inside her.

“So badly,” she moaned, “so fucking badly.” She rocked her hips, pushing his fingers deeper as he began to curl them inside her, stroking her g-spot. “I just wanted your tongue in my pussy, or even…” she hesitated, making only the slightest of sounds as he pleasured her.

“Or even your ass?” he asked.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, moving faster. “I would love you to eat my ass.”

“Tell me.”

“I’d love for you to bend me over and spread my asscheeks, running your hands over them, giving me a little – oh fuck – giving me a little spank, and moving down, watching my tight little hole as it waited for you, before giving it – oh Jesus – before giving it just the softest of kisses, the softest of licks, teasing me before you finally…”

She trailed off, lost in her own thoughts, her own world of pleasure.

“Before I finally…” he prompted.

“Before you finally lean in and press your lips to my asshole, kissing it and licking it, teasing me as you make me beg for it until finally – fuuuuck –” she moved her hips rapidly as he moved his fingers quickly inside of her, “until finally you slide your tongue into my asshole, circling my tight hole as you suck on it.”

He finger fucked her faster, feeling her wetness building, already running down his hand, her nails digging into the skin of his wrist, as if he would ever stop. He kept going, watching her expression as she imagined him eating her ass, feeling his tongue on her, working to give her the anal orgasm she craved. She breathed faster, her breasts heaving, the towel working its way loose until the ends, so precariously tucked into her cleavage, popped out and her towel opened.

It hung on her body, which glistened from the heat, trying to hold on to her breasts until it finally gave way, falling open, exposing her perfect body, her hard nipples, her wet pussy as he pounded her with his fingers.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her body exposed to the hot steam, one hand on his wrist, the other gripping the edge of the bench like she was trying to break it. “Don’t stop, don’t fucking stop.”

He kept going, feeling his cock throbbing beneath his towel, struggling to get free, as her body had been freed. He rubbed his free hand over the top of his towel, over his rock-hard erection.

He kept going as she rocked faster, letting out a high-pitched moan as her pussy contracted on his fingers.

“What was that?” he asked, as she mumbled something. She mumbled again, but he couldn’t hear it. He moved closer, his bare arm pressed against hers, feeling her body shaking. He put his ear next to her lips and listened.

“Tell me.”

“Tell you what?” he asked.

“Tell me, please.”

He moved back and watched her shaking, then leaned in and pressed his lips to her ear and gently whispered,

“I want to eat your ass.”

“Please,” she begged.

“I want to suck on your tight little ring.”

“So tight.”

“To tease you with the tip of my tongue.”

“Please, don’t tease me.”

“To tease you until you beg for it.”

“I can’t take any more. Please.”

“Until you beg.”

“Please, I’m begging, please – fuck – please eat my asshole.”

“Good girl,” he said, “and good girls get their assholes eaten. Get tongues slid deep inside them and sucked and licked as you kneel there, ass in the air, giving it all to me.”

“All to you.”

“All of it.”

“All of it.”

“But especially your sweet little asshole.”

“But especially my sweeeet liiiittle ass— oh fuck!”

She cried out loud as she came, riding his fingers furiously as she did so, slamming her ass on the wooden slats, shaking the bench as his fingers moved rapidly in and out of her, thoughts of him eating her ass flowing through her mind.

She let out a high-pitched moan, riding his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure rocked her body, her tits shaking as her entire body was rocked to its core, her wetness dripping down his fingers, down his knuckles, dripping through the slats in the bench and falling to the ground below, instantly evaporating, becoming one with the steam as they breathed, absorbed, bathed in her desire for him.

Finally, after what felt like a lifetime, she slowed, body going limp, shining, wet with sweat and steam, tiny droplets of water dangling from her pert nipples, shaking as she breathed heavily.

She loosened her grip on his wrist and he slowly slid his fingers out of her, then moved up and slid them in her mouth. She sucked on them slowly, her lips tight but her movements soft, her body exhausted from the intense orgasm that had just ripped through her.

“How was that?” he asked. “Feel relaxed now?” She nodded softly as he gently stroked her damp hair with his free hand. He slid his fingers out of her mouth and lifted her chin to face him, moving in slowly, kissing her, sliding his tongue into her mouth as he tasted her desire on her lips, her tongue.

“I can’t –” she mumbled, “I – I don’t know what came over me.”

“Yes, you do,” he said.

“Fuck,” she said, “I really do.” She leaned in again and kissed him harder, her strength returning as her hand slid under his towel.

“What are you doing?” he asked between kisses.

“Giving our spa day a happy ending,” she said, taking his cock in her small hand and slowly working it.

She began to work him faster, the towel raising and falling as she did so, the ends tucked in at the waist coming looser and looser until his towel too, came open. She let out a sigh and licked her lips, working his cock quickly as she looked down at it.

She stood and took her towel with her free hand, laying it across the floor in front of him and kneeling on it. She looked up at him, her face shiny with sweat, her hair sticking to her face, her breathing still heavy. He watched her watching him, his hands gripping the bench as she gripped him.

Quickly, she removed her hand and took his cock into her mouth, sucking quickly, his grip on the bench tightening. She moved her lips up and down his shaft before pushing down deep, pressing his cock into the back of her throat, taking it all, her warm, wet saliva dripping down his cock as he did so. He moaned softly and stroked her hair as she held herself there.

Suddenly, her head shot back up and she gasped for breath as she began working his wet cock quickly with one hand, wiping the saliva running down her chin with the back of the other hand. Then, after a few deep breaths, she took the end of his cock in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the tip slowly, as her hand continued to work his slick shaft.

She looked at him with wide eyes, then slowly slid her lips down his shaft taking him in her mouth again, before moving slowly up and down. He watched her and stroked her hair as she picked up speed, sucking him faster as she knelt before him.

Then she sat up and took his cock out of her mouth, continuing to work him with her hand.

“Now,” she said, “time for your real massage.”

“This isn’t the real massage?” he asked, her hand rapidly sliding over his cock.

“Please sir,” she said sharply, “I’m a professional.”

“You’re the boss,” he said.

“That’s right,” she said, hand still moving quickly, “I am.”

She crawled closer to him, pushing her body between his legs and spreading them apart. Then, she pressed his cock in between her heaving breasts and pushed them together.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as she began to bounce on her knees, her tits bouncing up and down on either side of his cock as she held them in place with her hands. He watched as her tits, wet with sweat and steam, enveloped his cock, slick with her saliva, bouncing up and down with ease.

“How do you like it?” she asked, her breathing heavy, “soft or hard?”

“Soft,” he said, “then hard.”

She continued to bounce, getting faster, his pre-cum leaving a trail between her tits as the tip of his cock rubbed against her chest.

“Very good,” she said.

She slowed down, pressing her breasts into the top of his thighs, looking downwards as she took the tip of his cock in her mouth. She took it between her lips and gently caressed the tip with her tongue, her breasts slowly rubbing up and down his shaft. He moaned as her tongue continued and felt her hot saliva dribbling down his cock.

“That’s soft,” she said, looking up at him, “ and here’s hard.”

She bounced quickly, rubbing her tits up and down his cock, moaning as she did so, her hair sticking to her face, her eyes wide and wet as she looked up at him, his cock getting close to finishing.

He thought about finishing right there, his cock between her big, juicy tits as she used them to finish him off, her yelps of surprise turning to moans of eagerness as he came all up her body, shooting his thick load over her, spilling his seed all over her chest, his semen dripping down her tits and hanging off her nipples, swinging as she continued to bounce, continued to drain his balls, desperate for every drop of cum to shoot out of his spasming cock and cover her perfect body, her perfect tits, her perfect face.

He could already see her wiping a drop up with her finger and swallowing it down, before taking hold of one big cum-covered tit and holding it high, leaning down as she took her own nipple in her mouth, sucking furiously as her tongue circled it, as she began to lick up every last drop of his cum from her body.

He moaned at the thought of it, as she continued to bounce, letting out sharp breaths with every stroke, watching him carefully, waiting for the next moment, until he was ready to explode.

“The treatment,” she said, “is not yet finished. Please take a moment whilst we prepare the final stage.”

“What’s the final stage?” he asked, watching as she took her breasts off his cock and took a few breaths as she stood, her body shining, her wet tits perfect, her shaved pussy shining.

She looked at him and threw her arms in the air.

“Me,” she proclaimed, smiling.

She leaned in and kissed him, her wet breasts pressing gently against his chest as she did so, then she broke away, smiled and turned around. She ran her hands over her tight asscheeks, the ones she wanted him to part, to expose her tight asshole and lick her until she came anally.

But this time, she simply backed it up and ran her wet lips over the tip of his cock.

He moaned as he felt her wetness spreading across the sensitive head, and moaned again as she reached down and took it in her hand, directing it into herself as she lowered herself down onto it.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned.

“You disapprove of the treatment?” she asked in the same tone as the hostess, as she gently swayed her hips, moving the tip of his cock as it rested inside her.

“Best treatment ever,” he said.

“We aim to please,” she said, lowering herself onto his cock.

He moaned and she moaned as she moved, raising and lowering her body, his cock sliding deeper and deeper into her, until she was sitting on his lap, his cock fully inside of her.

As she sat on him, she circled her hips, pulling his cock around inside her, as she leaned back, her back pressed against his chest, their warm, wet bodies pressed together. She moaned as he ran his hands over her body, feeling her heat, up to her breasts, feeling the weight of them in his hands, feeling how soft and firm at the same time they were, then began to caress them. She moaned as he did so, swaying her hips faster, moving his cock inside her, as he began to tease her nipples.

She tilted her head back and he kissed at her exposed neck, tasting the slight saltiness of her sweat, her body working fully for him.

She moaned with annoyance as he slid a hand from her breast, moving down her body, and then gasped as he began to play with her clit, his fingers sliding down over her cock-filled pussy, his finger touching the place his shaft disappeared into her body, feeling her wetness running down him, then, slid back up to her clit, working quickly but softly.

As he began to rub her, she began to moan and then to bounce, sliding her body up and down his cock, slowly at first, going all the way up and then all the way down, landing gently on his legs. But as he rubbed her clit faster, she moved faster and soon she was bouncing on him full speed, her hands gripping his thighs as she bounced on his cock, her firm ass slapping on his thighs as she rode him.

All he could hear was her high-pitched moan and the slapping of her ass on his thighs. She was getting close again, he could tell. And so was he.

He tried to hold back, but to have her riding his dick so furiously, so intently, to listen to her moans of pleasure as she rode him, as he quickly fingered her clit, to smell her skin and her sweat and her desire for him, to feel her body pressed to his, to feel it reacting to his in such a way, he knew he couldn’t last much longer.

“I’m so close,” he whispered in her ear, “so fucking close.”

“Yes, she moaned, her voice wobbling as she spoke, “we like that. We aim to please.”

She continued to bounce on his cock, her moans getting louder, her breathing getting heavier, her movements getting wilder as she got closer.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her body shaking as she bounced, her wetness running down his cock, dripping off his balls. “We. Aim. To. Fucking. Please.”

She cried out as she came again, her second orgasm rocking her body more powerfully than the first, her body shaking as she continued to ride his cock, pressing it deep inside her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as he felt her pussy contracting on his cock, “I’m cumming.”

“Yes,” she cried, “cum inside me, finish your treatment deep inside my body, let my tight, sweet pussy revitalise you. Fuck!”

He grabbed onto her hips, holding her deep on his cock, thrusting powerfully as she sat on top of him, pumping his thick load deep inside her shaking body.

She cried out, his cock throbbing inside her as his seed flooded her fertile pussy, filling her body with his cum. He moaned as he continued to cum, hands firmly on her hips as he pumped her full, her body shaking as he worked her clit, his cock twitching inside her as he thrust, her body receiving load after load, going and going until both of them were finished.

Finally done, she continued to sit on him, cock deep inside her, both panting heavily, dripping with sweat.

“How did you like your treatment?” she asked, reaching back with one hand and stroking his cheek softly.

“Thoroughly revitalising,” he said, his hands stroking her body, which shook as his fingers moved across her delicate skin. “How about you?”

“I feel completely and utterly filled,” she said, “with inner peace.”

“Is that right?” he asked.

“Something like that,” she said, turning her head as he leaned forward and kissed her.

◆◆◆

“How did we find our first sauna experience?”

“Thoroughly refreshing,” said Tom, smiling at the hostess who had been waiting for them outside.

“Well, I must say you’re positively glowing. Both of you.” She looked from Tom to Eshima and then back, smiling.

“It really is a lovely establishment you have here,” said Eshima, “we really must come here more often.”

“You really must,” said the hostess, “we have many repeat customers.”

“I’m not surprised,” said Tom, Eshima’s pussy juices still on his cock, his cum slowly dribbling out of her well-fucked pussy.

“Would you like any other treatments before you go?”

“Oh, I think we’re as refreshed as we’re going to get today,” said Eshima, “but thank you for the offer.”

“We’re always happy to offer a release from the outside world.”

“Speaking of which,” said Eshima, “I think it’s time we were on our way.”

“Of course,” said the hostess, “if you’ll follow me, I’ll take you back to the changing rooms where you can freshen up with a shower before getting dressed.”

“Great,” said Tom, “I really worked up a sweat in the sauna.”

“Yes,” said the hostess, “a lot of people seem to.”

◆◆◆

It was late afternoon by the time they got back home, but Izumi and Homura were still out.

“Where do you think they went?” he asked.

Eshima shrugged.

“Fair enough,” he said and settled onto one of the sofas. There was no music, no birdsong, no expertly-trained women serving his every need, but he felt calm here, at peace. He closed his eyes and listened to the silence, not even stirring as Eshima curled into him. He wrapped an arm around her and held her gently, both now showered and cleansed and calm.

“Oh my god,” cried Homura as she threw the front door open.

“I’m exhausted,” said Izumi as she followed Homura in, closing the door behind her.

“Hey there,” said Tom, looking up at the two exhausted women, “where have you been?”

“Don’t. Even.” said Homura, as she collapsed onto the other sofa.

“Honestly,” said Izumi, sitting next to Homura, “it’s been a nightmare the entire day.”

“You both look exhausted,” said Tom.

“That,” said Izumi, “is an understatement.”

“You know what you two need?” asked Eshima.

“Don’t,” said Homura.

“A nice relaxing spa day.”

Homura began venting her frustration at Eshima, but she and Tom only laughed, knowing nothing could ruin their mood, not after such a refreshing day, one which Tom was only too eager to repeat.
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