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Lesbian Threesome at the Massage Parlour





It had
been over a week since my last massage and I was overdue for
another. I worked as a line manager in a busy office, and while
much of my duties involved delegating work out to those underneath
me, it was nevertheless a very stressful position loaded with
responsibilities and pressure from the head office. So, I was eager
to set up an appointment at my regular massage therapy clinic. I
would attend as often as I could, partly to unwind from the
stresses of the day, but mostly because of the divine handy work of
my favourite masseuse, Paolo. He was an Italian stallion like no
other and was rippled from shoulder to toe with impeccable muscles
and a piercing gaze that infiltrated my soul. The establishment was
very up market and utterly discrete, meaning that everything that
happened in the massage parlour was between the client and the
masseuse. As you might imagine, I did not simply attend for the
stress relief alone. No, I had a very particular reason for
requesting Paolo every week, and it was about eight inches long and
was perfectly thick enough for my needs. That’s not to say that he
wasn’t an excellent massage therapist – he truly was. However, the
sensation of his firm fingers stroking and rolling their way across
my body was totally irresistible, and led to a long string of
naughty encounters that repeatedly satiated my voracious
appetite.

It was
with great frustration, then, that I arrived one blustery autumn
afternoon having taken some time off for just that occasion to find
that Paolo was not available. It seemed that he was off sick with a
temporary cold, and wouldn’t be back in work for a few days. I
huffed and tutted to myself in the cosy reception area while the
snooty looking owner awaited my decision. I could either cancel my
appointment or accept a discounted massage from one of the other
therapists. I was already wound up by a tough morning at work and
the news that I wouldn’t be getting ravaged by Paolo’s immense
girth was just the icing on the cake. I belatedly agreed to choose
one of the other masseuses and she led me down a narrow corridor to
the staff area. She was slightly older than myself in her late 30s,
but had retained much of her youthful good looks. Despite the loose
fitting kimono draping down over her body from her shoulders, I
could tell that her figure was impeccable and matched her perfectly
arranged facial features in their beauty. The curves of her ass
stuck out behind her, forming a large round indentation in the red
silk gown as she walked down the passageway. We arrived at a door
and she led me inside, smiling politely as I walked through. Inside
there were three other women, all of whom were spectacularly
pretty.

“Are
there no... erm...” I said, trying to find a way to ask my question
without being too obvious about what I wanted. The madam chuckled
and shook her head softly on her shoulders.

“I’m
afraid our only other male masseuse has just taken another client,
and he’s booked up for the rest of the day.” she explained, nodding
back towards the beautiful women who had lined up before me. There
was a Japanese girl called Keiko, who was incredibly petite and
looked almost like she wasn’t old enough to work there. Then there
was Olga, a Swedish blonde with a cute button nose and sparkling
blue eyes. However, as soon as I laid eyes on Christina, I knew she
was the one for me. She was a sensational Columbian with possibly
the finest body I’d ever seen. Her white silk gown barely managed
to conceal her amazing breasts and insane hourglass figure. Her
deep brown eyes fluttered at me and I was sold.

“Yes,
Christina.” I said, confirming to the madam that I had picked one
of the girls. The others returned to their seats while Christina
led me out of the room and across the corridor to a vacant parlour
room. As I passed through the narrow hall, I was sure I could hear
the ecstatic howling of another woman, most likely being treated by
the other male masseuse. I cursed myself for picking the day that
Paolo would be off sick, but my annoyance was not to stick around
for very long. She closed the door behind me and showed me the
massage table. It was a fairly standard setup, with a long
cushioned table for me to lie on and a hooped rest to lay my head.
She pointed to the curtain at the side and I nodded, knowing
exactly what to do. While she prepared her massage oils on a small
table opposite, I walked behind the curtain and started to remove
my tight office clothes, leaving my trousers and blouse hanging
over the top rail as I unhooked my bra and slipped my thong down.
Then I walked over to the table and climbed on to lie on my
stomach, placing a neatly folded towel over my ass to preserve my
modesty. She turned around and approached the table as I rested my
forehead down in the hoop.

“Shall I
begin?” she asked in her thick Latin accent.

“Yes
please.” I said, and as soon as I felt her smooth, slippery fingers
sliding into the small of my back, every muscle in my body relaxed.
It was like she had the magic touch and had deactivated my ability
to be stressed. I lay there with my ample breasts squashed against
the table, forming two large fleshy pillows that protruded out at
the sides of my chest. All I could see was the plush carpet under
the table, and Christina’s feet just out of the corner of my eye.
Her gown draped down over her slinky thighs almost to her sandals,
with the material threatening to part open with every movement of
her legs. Her hands moved up to my shoulder blades and rubbed
around in circles as she performed a series of massage techniques.
I let out a long sigh as the tension evaporated from my body, and
then as she moved slowly down my arms and squeezed each individual
finger, I started to feel the irresistible sensation of arousal
growing between my legs. I tried to ignore it, but the more firmly
she probed my skin the greater the tingling became, until I found
myself trying to resist the urge to squeeze my upper thighs
together and thrust against the table. I had never had such
emotions about another woman, and yet as I lay there I began to
tremble gently with anticipation. Naughty thoughts slowly crept
into my mind, turning me on more and more while her hands refocused
around the back of my neck. I accidentally slipped out an extremely
vocal, satisfied groan, and immediately pretended to cough to mask
my embarrassment. I’m sure I heard her chuckle softly under her
breath, but I did not have time to check as she moved down to my
legs.

I parted
them slightly on the table and she proceeded to massage each one in
turn, working down my left thigh towards my ankles, kneading my
toes before switching feet and gradually making her way back up to
the top of my right thigh. It was the same pattern that Paolo would
take, and as she reached my buttocks I instinctively started to
turn over, exposing my large, naked breasts to her as I moved the
towel around from my ass to cover my crotch. She didn’t look away
though. Instead, she gazed at them longingly as she grabbed a
second folded towel from the wheeled tray by her side. Then, as I
lay back comfortably on the table, she draped the towel over my
firm nipples. After propping my neck up with a small tubular pillow
from under the table, she recommenced the massage. She began
working on my stomach muscles, rotating her oily fingers around my
pressure points while I melted onto the table like an ice lolly
left in the sun. She moved up over my cleavage and pressed her
fingers into the nooks and crannies of my shoulders, making sure
that no muscle went unchecked. A few times I had to hold back my
audible gratification, and as she lowered her hands down to massage
the top of my breasts, it became even harder to hide my arousal. My
nipples were rock hard and my clit was aching with sexual
frustration. All I wanted to do was roll my fingers around it and
get myself off, but I knew I would have to wait and it was killing
me.


Christina had noticed my state of intense pleasure, though,
and had registered my wandering eyes as I tried to see inside her
gown as the sides of the fabric flapped open. I was unable to get a
decent look, having to settle for unbearable teasing half-glimpses
of her cleavage. She looked away for a moment and applied a fresh
handful of oil to her palm, and I shook my head to rid my mind of
those filthy thoughts. It was useless, though, and as she returned
to caress my upper thighs I uncontrollably let out a noticeable
moan. She smiled from ear to ear, but kept going like a true
professional. However, instead of working her way down my thighs to
my ankles, she remained near the top. She pulled the towel up
slightly, exposing my pussy a little more so that she could stroke
the crevice of flesh where my thighs met my pussy lips. My clit was
prickling with expectation as her fingers slipped into the small
gap and rubbed around, nudging my pussy lips to the side. There was
no oil over my labia, and yet they glistened just as sparklingly as
the rest of my oiled up skin. I had wisely chosen to have a
Brazilian wax the day before, and so my pussy was completely smooth
and hairless. I wanted her to press her fingers onto my clitoris,
but she continued to rub around the edges, teasing me endlessly and
coaxing out another flurry of gentle moaning from my
lips.

I grew
so impatient that I gripped the side of the towel over my crotch
and pulled it to the side, casting it on to the floor to fully
expose myself to her. I did the same with the towel covering my
breasts, and then lay back in the hope that she would go further.
Moments later, I got what I wanted. Her fingers slid sideways and
landed over my clitoral hood, and as she began to stroke it up and
down I let out a long deep breath, expelling the sexual tension
from my body. She placed her index and middle fingers on either
side of the throbbing hood and squeezed it between them, rubbing in
a persistent motion that drove me crazy. I started to cup my
breasts in my own hands and pinched my nipples, pulling them away
from my body in the only way I knew to control the intense pleasure
surging through my veins. It was like I had been injected with pure
ecstasy, but she didn’t stop there. While she massaged my clitoris,
she raised her other hand to my labia and slipped her two middle
fingers between my slippery labia, and pressed hard against the
ceiling of my vagina. She located my g-spot within seconds and
stimulated it with the tips of her fingers. I thrust my hips into
the air to meet her hands, and as I fondled my breasts I saw her
watching me with a very keen eye.

She
moved around to the top of the table and leaned all the way over my
body to continue massaging my pussy, draping the loose silk folds
of her gown over my face and dangling her perky tits just inches
from my mouth. It was too much for me to resist, and without even
thinking whether it was allowed or not, I reached up and pulled on
the silk cord around her waist. It fell away from her body with
ease, and her gown opened up to reveal her wonderful pert breasts
and slinky figure. She leaned over closer to my body, pressing her
nipples against my mouth while she pleasured me down below. I
started to nibble on her firm, dark teats, and rolled my tongue
around them to feel every bump of her areolas, while my hands tried
to wrestle her gown away from her shoulders. After a few attempts
to tug it loose, she finally relented and flipped her arms back to
slip the silk material away. She was completely naked underneath,
and wasted no time in climbing on to the table with me. She knew
what I wanted, and as she lay squarely on top of me with her lips
down by my crotch I could tell that she wanted it too. She placed
her knees at the sides of my head and pressed her pussy down onto
my mouth, allowing me to stroke my tongue up and down over her
shimmering wet labia and throbbing, firm clit.

Just
above her pussy there was a small strip of pubic hair that grated
on my chin as I wrapped my lips around her clitoris and sucked
using every bit of strength in my tongue. She groaned and began to
thrust her hips against my mouth, and then did the same to me,
lapping away at my clit while I parted her ass cheeks. They opened
up to reveal the tight, puckering ring of her ass hole. It was
perfectly clean and looked so delicious all I could think about was
tasting it. I pulled her buttocks apart repeatedly, causing her
asshole to stretch open before my eyes and expose the shiny red
tissue of her rectum. She chuckled and wiggled her ass to free my
grip, so I put my fingers to work and slipped my middle two through
her slim labia and started to penetrate her pussy. I felt hers
sliding inside me and together we writhed on the table, licking and
fingering each other’s pussies. I raised my other hand and spanked
it down onto her ass cheeks, leaving a light pink palm print on her
skin that dissipated moments later.


Suddenly, as we moaned and squirmed together on the table,
the door swung open and the madame stepped inside. Christina
stopped what she was doing and knelt between my parted legs. My
pussy was on fire, and I wanted to know the reason for the
interruption. However, before I could even ask the question, she
closed the door behind her and walked over to the side of the
table. With a single effortless sweep of her shoulders and a
wicked, excited smile, she cast off her silky gown to reveal her
almost naked body. I say almost, as she had taken the opportunity
to equip her waist with a rather large strap on dildo which was
protruding from her crotch. I felt a fresh tingle rushing to my
clit as she stroked it up and down and gazed into my eyes. She knew
that I wanted it, and now that Christina had primed me for some
girly fun, I was gagging to be fucked hard and fast. The Colombian
beauty laid down on her back and swung her legs open for me, so I
got to my knees and lowered my head down into her crotch. I stuck
my ass out high while the madam climbed onto the table and
positioned herself behind me and rubbed the tip of the dildo over
my quivering labia. Then, I heard her spit onto the end for a
little extra lubrication and felt the head sliding in through my
vaginal opening. She pushed it inside me an inch at a time, and the
walls of my vagina enclosed around it, sucking on the shaft as my
muscles contracted. She thrust it in and out of my pussy while I
ate Christina out, and within seconds the room was filled with the
sound of sexual ecstasy.

She
pounded against my ass cheeks, plunging the dildo between my pussy
lips over and over again while I wrapped my tongue around
Christina’s clit and rubbed on her g-spot with the tip of my middle
finger. I paused for a moment, and twirled my finger around in the
air to signal for her to turn over. So, she obediently flipped onto
her knees and backed up closer to my mouth. As the madame jolted my
body forward with each thrust, I lowered my mouth into Christina’s
ass crack and pulled her cheeks apart to fully expose her delicious
ass hole again. Then, I began to nudge the tip of my tongue around
the soft wrinkles of her rim while she sighed with pleasure. I’d
always liked anal sex, but licking another woman’s ass hole was an
entirely new experience for me. As the madame saw what I was doing,
she pulled out the dildo from my pussy for a moment and leaned in
to do the same to me. The three of us knelt on the table, each
hungrily lapping at the anus of the girl in front as our hips
writhed in satisfaction. It felt amazing to both lick and be licked
at the same time, and from the sounds of it they loved it just as
much as me. I formed an airtight seal with my lips and prodded
Christina’s rim firmly, sliding the first centimetre of my tongue
through the tiny hole to feel the ultra delicate tissue within.
Having her ass directly pressed into my face was such a turn on, I
turned around to ask the madame a question.

“Do you
have any more of those?” I asked, pointing at the strap on dildo.
Christina laughed and immediately slipped off the bed to walk over
to a cupboard on the other side of the room. She opened the doors
and pulled out a second strap-on dildo, eagerly fixing it to her
waist and returned to the table. I was shaking nervously at the
mere notion of what was about to happen, but I knew I wanted it.
The madame got onto her back and I climbed on top of her with my
thighs at the sides of hers. I lowered my crotch down onto the
dildo and penetrated myself on it, pushing my whole weight down to
fill my entire pussy with the rubbery shaft. As I thrust my hips
onto her body and ground my pussy around the dildo, I leaned down
to kiss her. She wrapped her arms around my back as our lips met,
and started to caress my skin and gently spank my ass while we
kissed. Our tongues were out in full force, sliding around each
other’s mouth and exchanging plenty of saliva as I rode
passionately on top of her. Christina finally climbed onto the
table behind me, and I slowed my thrusts to a halt for a moment
while she applied a little massage oil to her dildo. Then, I let
out a loud gasp as she pressed the head up against my ass hole. She
pulled my ass cheeks apart and began to probe the tight hole with
the dildo, gently pushing the shaft inside my rectum inch by inch.
Once she had buried it a few inches inside my ass, she gripped hold
of my hips and together the two of them started to double team me,
pumping their respective dildos into my two aching holes while I
groaned in sexual bliss.

My
breasts were pressed down hard against the madame’s chest, and I
slipped around on top of her as they were still coated in a thin
layer of oil. Our firm nipples danced together as the force of
their powerful thrusts repeatedly nudged me back and forth on her
chest. The sensation of being fucked in both of my holes was
overwhelming and far greater than any sex I’d had in my life,
including Paolo. Even his enormous cock and expert navigation
around my body was no match for the double stuffing I was receiving
from those women, and as I was the customer there was only one
thing on their minds – giving me the most explosive orgasm of my
life. Their plan was working too, as every thrust that they plunged
into my holes simply added to the immense swell of pleasure deep
down inside me. They would speed up as well, seemingly feeding off
my own noisy gratified moaning until I finally couldn’t take it any
longer. All of a sudden my hips convulsed violently and I grabbed
the sides of the bed as tightly as my muscles would allow. I shook
uncontrollably on top of the madame, but they simply continued to
ram the dildos into my ass and pussy until the very end. I let out
an ear-splitting cry of ecstasy and collapsed on top of her in a
limp mess of sweat and massage oil. The two of them grinned and
laughed softly as I got to my knees.

“Would
you like to book another appointment with Paolo for next week?”
asked the madam. I paused for a moment and thought about
it.

“No, that’s okay; I think I’ll take Christina again.” I
replied.






THE
END
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be very much appreciated, thank you.

Connect with Kelly Sanders

Favorite me on Smashwords: CLICK
HERE






cover.jpg
mMASSAGE
PARLOUR

—&— KELLY SANDERS —=s=






