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FRESH NEW SPRING

"Just one more block to go, Sarah!" Trischa said, or 'Trisch' as Sarah calls her, excitedly jogging backwards in a taunting manner in front of Sarah. She had convinced Sarah to come along with her to a brand new facility that was both gym, spa, and dietician clinic rolled into one, something that Trischa had seen other facilities claim before, but were always woefully inadequate in execution. This place was different though, Trischa could feel it. She read reviews online about this place for months after they had struck it big in San Francisco and ended up propping up new locations all over the country; from Seattle, to Austin, to New York, and now Delaware. Trischa was always on the lookout for the next new health craze, and that included the latest fads in diet, exercise, and health and wellness, unlike Sarah, who was more sedentary, but ended up coming along with her friend, Trischa, as a good friend typically does, despite her own wishes.

"Ugh, can't we just stop and get some Shake Shack real quick? I skipped breakfast and lunch today, and I'm starving," Sarah bemoaned. She was always going with Trischa to the latest place; last month it was to a yoga studio that practiced free-form partner-based yoga in a make-shift faux indoor jungle. Then the month before that, it was an underwater kinesiology lab. Sarah had to admit, while the locations were always a chore to go to, much rather preferring to be at home and watching Netflix with her boyfriend, they were at least always interesting. The only place Sarah regretted going to was that rock-climbing seminar, where she popped her knee and spent 3 weeks in a knee brace, and contributed to her getting quite pudgy around the hips, thighs, and buttocks, something Trischa had teased her about. She did not mind it though, since her boyfriend Andrew seemed to enjoy her newfound love handles.

"We can't stop for a snack now, Sarah, we're only 2 blocks away!" Trischa said, exuberant with anticipation, "Besides, we gotta get you into shape! I still feel guilty about that rock climbing incident. Both the knee and those rolls, you could make cookies off those things!" Teasing her over her clear weight gain.

"Oh stuff it Trisch. You could use a cookie yourself, Miss 'Lean Queen'." Sarah rolled her eyes and trudged along with her gym bag in spite of being winded. She was hoping this would not be another casual gym like the ones before, tricked into thinking it was something special. Trischa was known for building things up into something more grand and special than they actually were, one of her flaws being that she had an inability to maintain her attention on one specific thing at a time, partly why she always bounced around from one place to the next, and from one guy to the next, so when something caught her attention, she made sure it caught yours as well.

Finishing the last block and turning the corner, Sarah's eyes widened, "Wow, you weren't kidding. This place is big enough to be a community college campus!" She said, genuinely surprised this time. It was a large and wide open facility, with an outdoor area in front with freshly planted trees and bushes, and pathways and benches for walking and sitting on. The building itself was painted a calming teal and platinum, with hints of steely pink trim on some of the far-end corners. It had to be at least 6 stories, though it wasn't clear since it had long windows and did not have the typical story-structure of a regular building. It had a large central building in the middle and two large rectangular buildings on either side, which appeared to serve as its wings. She could not see the back of it, but also guessed it probably had a sizable rear area. Sarah had seen this place under construction for quite some time on her walks around the city, but never realized that this is what it would be. She assumed it was going to be a museum based on the size, but never looked into it further beyond just the fences and signs that were put up, which were very discrete.

Trischa raised her hands in front of herself with balled fists, clenching with excited flair. She looked like a young girl about to gain entrance into an amusement park. "Come on, slow poke, let's go!" Trischa said, grabbing Sarah's hand and running off straight into the courtyard and through the double-doors into the lobby.

Pushing through the doors, they were both greeted to a wide hallway which opened up into a larger multi-story room. It was built like a hive, with a square frame, but in the center there was a large central pillar, acting also as an elevator, with multiple smaller individual supporting pillars, holding up multiple floors all hovering on top of one another, with catwalks branching outwards in each direction on each floor. Each catwalk led to different sections of the facility, like one big concourse for members to eat, rest, and socialize with one another. It was a marvel of engineering, which neither Trischa nor Sarah had ever seen before. There were couches, bars, tables and chairs littering the scenery, with the three surrounding walls each serving different foods; one wall serving shakes, coffees, and teas, another serving what appeared to be salads and sandwiches, and the last serving more snack-related foods such as nuts and whole fruits and veggies.

"Umm, Misses, excuse me."

Sarah and Trischa looked at each other, wondering whose voice that was, then turned around. One of the women standing behind the check-in desk off to the side was calling to them. They shuffled over to greet the woman.

"Yes, you two, hello!" She said, in an inviting manner, "Are you two members or would you like to sign up?"

Sarah let Trischa do all the talking, as she enjoyed talking plenty anyway, "Oh, we're new members."

"Well, I actually didn't sign up yet." Sarah interjected.

"Oh, no, you are, I did that for you online yesterday. It was super easy!"

"Trisch!" Sarah poignantly exclaimed, clearly annoyed by her assumptiveness.

"Oh Sarah, relax, it's a bundle deal. I get to sign up a friend for a free month when I sign up for the first time."

"Oh..." Sarah replied, her voice lowering in tone and calming.

The friendly desk clerk kindly eased between the tension of the two, "Well if I could just get your names..."

Trischa and Sarah both complied, handing the clerk their state IDs. It only took her a minute to look them up on the master computer terminal and find their gym memberships, freshly printed and laminated.

"So, these are your gym cards. They are renewed every month. Although Sarah, your card will need to be separately renewed once yours expires, since it's riding off of Trischa's card. If you walk through our scanners," the clerk said, pointing to the end of the wide hallway into the multi-story concourse, where state-of-the-art scanners were sitting, acting as pylons that the foot-traffic of the gym-goers filtered in and out through, "and your card is either expired, or you don't have one, they'll go off, and our security will be forced to escort you out back to the lobby. Do you have any questions?"

Sarah had a hand on her chin, thinking and looking over everything, "So, this place looks like it costs a fortune...how much exactly is the membership?"

"It's $70 a month, though if you bring a friend and get her to sign up, she gets one free month and you get a 50% reduction at the end of your monthly billing cycle. Each additional friend you bring reduces that by another $5."

"Wow, you sure do have an aggressive marketing strategy. That's also surprisingly cheap for such a huge, complex, intricate building such as this. Wait, you said if I get 'her' to sign up? What makes you think that I won't bring a guy friend?"

The clerk simply smiled with a warm and inviting glare and handed them their cards and IDs back. "Have a wonderful time!"

Taking their new membership cards and walking past the scanners, they finally entered the large multi-story arena. It was even more grand now in full purview. There was also a large digital display terminal on each wall, which as far as Sarah and Trischa could figure out, was a display of the various activities going on in each wing of the building, with a time-table that adjusted itself in real time. Sarah could not believe it, this place was an amusement park, it was not just the giddy excitement of Trischa.

Looking at the digital activities board, Trischa pointed, "Look, they even have a pool in here!"

Sarah raised her eyebrows. "They sure do have everything don't they?" Sarah said, looking over the activities. Something caught her eye though as she read some of the activities. Some of them looked a little 'off' in terms of their names. "' Strapped Riding Lessons'? 'All-Natural Facials'? 'All-Over Massages'? Don't these names seem a bit...weird, Trisch?...Trischa?" Sarah looked over to Trischa, who was already chatting with some of the women sitting on a nearby couch, eating frozen yogurt. Walking over to her, Sarah flicked her arm, "Hey? I thought we were going to be doing this together?"

"Ow, hey!" Trischa remarked, snapping out of the conversation, "Oh...Sorry, it's just, I was wondering about some of the activities. Apparently they have different schedules for different days of the week. Was there anything that caught your eye?"

Sarah looked up at the displays, trying to pick out something that was not too strenuous, but something she felt she also needed. Suddenly, her eyes glanced over something in peculiar she had always wanted to try but never had the opportunity, "They have a sauna!"

Trischa looked mildly excited, but was obviously hoping for something more involved. "Well, that sounds great! Do you mind if we split up, meet back in the concourse in say, a couple hours? I was really hoping to get involved in that pool."

"Uhm, Trisch...You didn't bring a swim suit. You never bring a swim suit to the gym."

"No, but I'm sure they'll have spares. This place has everything!"

Sighing and relenting, Sarah agreed, "Fine, we can split up, just, make sure you're on time. I'm always left waiting for you at the end of these little expeditions."

Trischa nodded and they both separated, parting to different sections of the facility. As Sarah made her way to the sauna grounds, she began to take notice as she walked down the winding halls and passing by some of the doors, some with large glass walls that allowed you to peer in to see the whole room, and others which had the same glass walls but with their blinds shut, for whatever reason. She also noticed she had not seen any men. Room after room, person after person that she walked by, each one was filled with only women, and each new passerby was also a woman. There was not a Y chromosome to be found, at least in this wing. She started to question herself, "Is this like a women's-only gym or something?"

Stepping into the sauna grounds, she noticed that this one was labeled 'Sauna #3'. She was impressed with the fact that they managed to not just fit so many things into this facility, but also multiple saunas. They seemed to have it all, and more.

Pulling a towel out of her gym bag as she entered the undressing area, she was greeted with multiple changing room stalls, with 1 out of the 4 of them taken. Shuffling into the stall next to the occupied one and locking the door, she began to undress, taking off her sweatpants and tank top, and wrapping her curvy blonde body beneath her dry, yet cozy towel. Before she unlocked the stall door and headed out, she thought she heard something. Leaning closer to the wall, she confirmed that she had heard something. She could hear light moaning. Pressing her ear up fully against the wall, she could hear "Oh yes, fuck me, yea, fuck me good!"

With a slightly bewildered yet bemused expression, she grinned and laughed it off, "Guess there are some guys here after all," before strolling out of the stall and into the sauna.

Tip-toeing in, the room was humid, damp, but not very warm, and completely empty, which she considered to be a stroke of luck, being somewhat shy and timid, especially in front of strangers. The last thing she wanted was for there to be a full-house, so-to-speak, and a lonely introduction to the sauna was her ideal. The walls, floor, ceiling, and benches were entirely made of polished wood, looking like it was crafted by expert carpenters, and completely surrounding the central steam pit that the sauna was built to house. Looking on the wall she saw a simple graphic for how to operate the sauna, and quickly learned the ease of it. She took a seat, grabbed the ladle sitting in the small reservoir in the middle of the sauna, and poured the water over the heated artificial rocks, delivering a nice steamy sizzle. She could feel the warmth enveloping her, like a blanket. Sitting back and gaining even more comfort, she laid her head back on the curved upper backing seemingly designed just for her to do so. She had never felt so comfortable.

After about 10 minutes went by, and another couple splashes of water, she started to feel a little adventurous. Peeking up from where she was sitting, trying to get a view out of the port-hole of the door, she tried to see if anyone was coming. It looked all clear. With a lip-biting smirk, she undid her towel and let her body breathe in the humid warmth, completely exposing herself; her large breasts and puffy, excessively untrimmed bush, in full view for all to see, if anybody were there. She felt naughty, but only the light naughty feeling one gets from taking full advantage of a situation, as she was doing here. She put her feet up on the wooden rest in front of her and fanned her arms out to the sides, letting the curved wooden frame hold them up as she sprawled herself out. Her mind was completely at ease and muscles beyond relaxed, until she heard a jiggling of the handle, and her senses snapped her back into full alertness, as she scrounged up the towel she had splayed about, quickly wrapping herself back up.

Two women walked in, both chatting with each other casually, barely even noticing Sarah, taking up positions to the side of her against the neighboring wall. One woman sat regularly, like Sarah, but the other woman went up to the more elevated position above the lower bench area, where there was a flat laying surface and laid herself out. Without hesitation, they both fully undid their towels. The woman sitting laid her head back, and spread her legs wide, letting her arms dangle at her sides, while the other laid on her stomach, using her towel as a mat. Sarah was unsure how to react, and so she did nothing at first, just looking over at them out of the corner of her eye. The woman sitting had to be in her late 20's, same with her friend, and they were both quite tall and athletically built. Sarah couldn't help but admire their physicality, looking toned by not overly muscular. Looking at their faces, she noticed they did not care in the slightest of Sarah's presence, as they closed their eyes and soaked in the atmosphere like she was doing just moments ago, with faint smiles of contentedness on their faces. Sarah was in a tense state and unsure of how to respond, whether she should try to converse with them, or just play it casually and go back to relaxing with her eyes shut. She figured that she still had a couple of hours till Trischa would meet her in the concourse, so she swallowed her shyness and went back to resting her head on the bench and doing her best to get a joyful experience out of what turned into an awkward situation for her.

Sarah had never been good with nudity, not even in the close domesticity of her apartment with her boyfriend, where she liked the door closed all the way when she was in the bathroom, and got changed in the solitude of her bedroom, alone. Now she was in the midst of two seemingly care-free women, making her heart flutter a bit at their disregard for modesty, but then Sarah thought deeper about it and knew that she should have known to expect this. Sauna's, after all, are not a place for modesty.

As she thought more about the ordeal, she began to work up the courage to explore herself more. She figured, 'what the hell', and unveiled her breasts within the sauna, still keeping the bottom portion of her towel wrapped though. She felt freed, as if the constraints of society had been lifted, only for a moment, and she did not have to worry about suggestive glances or suspicions. Looking back over at the two women, she was still slightly amazed at their audacity. They also appeared very well groomed, with the woman sitting having a completely waxed labia and pubic area. Sarah liked her own bush, especially the fact that Andrew liked her bush, but she had an appreciative attitude towards her fem-scaped crotch, matching her neatly toned and smooth body. Resting her head back, she began to drift off into relaxation once more.

"Oh my god, are those natural?" Sarah suddenly heard, jilted awake after what felt like only 15 minutes or so. Tilting her head up from her near-meditative state, she looked over to see both women staring at her breasts. Sarah had always had a larger-than-average chest since she was in middle school, and always got attention from boys because of it, and typically got behind-her-back jealousy from women what with being a double F cup size, but the reassuring grandeur in these women's voices was particularly odd.

"Uhm, y-yes, they are." Sarah said, sheepishly, with her relaxed and saucer-like breasts that poured over her upper chest area bared freely.

"I've never seen boobs that big in person before!" The waxed-labia woman said, standing up in the buff and moving over to sit next to Sarah. "Do you mind?" She said, raising a hand towards her.

Sarah was flabbergasted, but she thought since they were all women in here, what was the harm? "Sure, go ahead, give'em a squeeze, eh-heh!"

She felt the caressing grasp of feminine hands work their way over her enormous chest. It was strange, but she felt admired, even looked-up-to, which was especially strange, being friends with Trischa, who was the gym-freak and always considered to have the more slim and fit body-type, even if Sarah was only 30 pounds heavier than her. This affection was exhilarating and she could not help but indulge in it.

"Yea, they get pretty tiring carrying around, but I make-do. I got strong back muscles because of these puppies." She toyed with situation, attempting to make light of everything, but noticed that the woman was strangely distant, conversationally. She simply continued to grope her breasts, while her friend looked on, almost lustfully. Quietly, Sarah sat there, her breast being worked over, soothed with the soft velvety grasp of this strange, unusually attractive and well-built tall woman, with pristine brunette hair, slicked back down to her shoulders, who sat next to her completely naked, lounging casually. Eventually her groping turned into toying, as she began wiggling her index finger over her nipple, causing Sarah to suddenly stand up. "I-I think I should go. This was really fascinating and all, but I-...My friend is waiting for me." She was thinking up whatever excuse she could to get her out of that weird-feeling situation, though she noticed her nipples were now erect, and covered the rest of her upper-half with her towel, making her way back to her stall.

Getting changed, red in the face, slightly embarassed but also slightly aroused, she threw on her clothes in a flustered and agitated manner. She was not sure what to think, whether she was being molested, or the woman was simply a little too handsy for her own good. After all, she did say it was okay for her to do so. Suddenly thoughts of blaming herself crossed her mind, though she shook her head, trying to get those thoughts to leave her mind. Now she just had one goal, which was to find Trischa.

Racing at a fast jogging pace down the halls, she was speeding to try and find the pool, looking at signages and display screens, finally finding it after nearly 5 minutes of jogging down the hall and looking over the screens at the concourse. She marched into the pool hall and looked for Trischa. The pool was vast, nearly three times the size of a regular public pool. There were sections for group swimming, underwater calisthenics, and pool volleyball, and of course complete with several tiered diving boards. She could not make out where Trischa was and asked one of the women walking by if they had seen a lean, tight-bodied brunette with an ear-length bob cut. She was pointed towards the locker room.

Quickly barging into the locker room, Sarah was overwhelmed by the menagerie of naked flesh that was before her. Dozens of women of varying age groups and sizes, heights and weights, races and ethnicities, were all nude, changing, showering, and chatting. Sarah had never seen anything like this before. Even in high school, girls rarely skimped down to less than bra and panties. Her flustered red cheeks eventually turned to bright red as she tried to look past all the butts, vaginas, and boobs that were cluttering and blocking her way, inching her way past each of them. She even felt a couple nipples graze her shoulders, and could swear she felt a few whisps of pubic hair against her hand that hung limply by her side. It almost felt like a guy's locker room, and she could even see some of the women looking her up and down. She continued deeper into the den of nude women, asking for Trischa, getting pointed in various directions, until she finally came to the end row of lockers and saw her sitting on a bench between the last row and second-to-last row of lockers, right in front of one of the entrances to the showers separated only by a partition, where she saw more women being even more friendly with each other. Trischa was in her bra and panties, apparently just finishing up from the pool and finishing wiping off her hair.

"Trischa, are you uhm, done yet?" Sarah asked in a hushed tone, trying not to alarm Trischa.

"Done? I'm never leaving this place! It's great! Ain't that right, Jenny!" Trischa said to a nude woman as she casually sauntered past them, smacking her bare ass with her hand.

Sarah looked on in dismay.

"Oh come on, we both just got done playing a really good water volleyball match. It was 50 to 48. Those girls really know how to hustle!" Trischa said, still slightly fatigued while wiping herself down some more.

"I've never seen you like this, Trischa!"

"Like what?"

"So...jubilant and touchy-feely with other women."

"Oh come on, it's just a bunch of horse play. See, they're doing it too." Trischa said. Sarah looked over and saw other women grabbing and smacking each others butts. She noticed that a lot of the women were in their mid-to-late 30's, some even in their 40's, only a few young mares in their 20's walking around, with Trischa and Sarah constituting some of them. About to look back and tell Trischa that was no excuse, from the corner of Sarah's eye, she spied one woman who's hand was firmly planted and caressing another woman's butt. Looking over more deliberately at the two of them, hanging by their lockers, they were smiling and looked to be speaking candidly with one another, then her hand moving up and down her waist.

"Trischa..." Sarah said in a stressed hush, darting her head subtly over to the two women she noticed.

"What?" Trischa said, oblivious.

"I don't think this is 'our' kind of gym."

"What do you mean?"

Sarah waited for Trischa to finish changing, then as she finished putting her spandex pants on, she pulled her out of the locker room and into the nearest bathroom, outside in the main halls of the facility. Checking the bathroom stalls to make sure the coast was clear, she asked her, "Don't you notice anything about this place?"

"Like what?" Trischa said, an innocent smile crossing her face.

"Like that there's no guys here?"

"So? Who says there needs to be any guys here. Better for just us gals to get to know each other, right?"

"And that too!"

"Oh come on, what now?"

"Didn't those women seem a little...'too' touchy feely?"

"You're imagining things, Sarah."

"Am I? I never recall ever seeing women slap each others asses like that. In fact, I've never seen you do that either!"

"What? You're crazy. Girls do that all the time...I've seen girls do it a few times. A while ago. So what's your point?"

"My point is...." Sarah froze, unsure of what kind of a point she was making.

"Listen, just relax. I think, this place is huge, and it just seems to be women, so maybe we're over-whelmed. How about this, we come back tomorrow, just you and me, and we take it extra slow. Get one of those massages we saw advertised? I was talking with Caitlyn and apparently they have top-of-the-line masseuses working here."

"Hmph...Well, I guess you might be right. And this place is really big and overwhelming. Sure, what the heck. Maybe I'm just getting ahead of myself. I'm not the 'gym-goer' like you are after all."

"That'a girl!" Trischa said, wrapping an arm around Sarah's neck playfully.

Later that night in Sarah's apartment, she told Andrew all about the gym she went to, although she left out the touchy-feely bits. She still felt a little strange about that, but told Andrew to come with her.

"That sounds...interesting. I've never seen you get excited to go to a gym before." Andrew said, in an amused manner.

"What's that supposed to mean?" Sarah replied, probingly.

"Well, no, it's just, I thought you enjoyed more leisurely activities. I don't care if you don't go to the gym, I just never see you do it, unless Trischa is asking you to."

"I can go to the gym plenty, I just haven't found myself a gym I like to go to yet!"

"Yea, hah, sure."

Sarah was beginning to grow impatient with Andrew's attitude. "What's the deal?"

"Are we really going to do this tonight? We just got over that whole ordeal of me thinking your chicken was 'okay', is this gonna be a thing too?"

"...I cooked that chicken exactly according to the recipe! And if I want to go to the gym, then I'll go to the gym."

"Okay."

"And I'll go to the gym tomorrow too!"

"Okay!"

"Okay!"

Sarah and Andrew both turned away from each other on the couch, turning back to face the TV. Their relationship had been going on for the last 3 years and was considerably strong, though they had bumps like any other couple, but Sarah had been having a particularly bumpy year, what with all the lay-offs at work, making things more stressful for her. Andrew tried to comfort her, but his bluntness sometimes soured the mood in seconds, but he knew how to more than make-up for it.

Later that night, as Sarah slept in her bed, she felt her pajama pants slowly inch down her waist. "Oh, Andrew!" She murmured, half-awake. She could feel his stubble graze her thighs under the sheets, and then his tongue slither its way under her jungly crotch and snake in between her crease. "Ooohhhh!" She exclaimed, his tongue caressing her sides, and then slowly moving their way up towards her ruby-red love button. She giggled, "If this is your way of apologizing," she started, with a throaty half-asleep tone, then finishing with a raspy breathy sigh, "Then it's totally working." She went in and out of having dreams and being awake as Andrew caressed her slowly and gently with his tongue. Suddenly, she had intermingling memories from the day mixing with her orgasmic feelings, getting lucid imaginings of the waxed labia woman from the sauna eating her out. She tossed her head in frustration, more images appearing in her head, as she imagined the dozens upon dozens of women in the locker room, all groping her, and taking turns eating her out. She then felt a sudden surge of warmth and pleasure as orgasm struck, washing upon her like waves, and then pressure focused on her little love-button, feeling like she needed to pee almost. Releasing, she collapsed back into the sheets, Andrew pulling up her panties and pajama pants, as she drifted off soundly.


PLANTED SEEDS

Waiting for Trischa in the front courtyard, Sarah anxiously tapped her foot. She had arrived 20 minutes earlier than her friend, unable to think of anything else all night long. While the situations at the gym the previous day were bizarre and a bit of a culture shock to Sarah, she felt like she had to explore more of it now, to uncover the deeper mystery that she felt was surrounding this place. Part of her felt compelled to come back to explore more of the gym for her friend, but more of it felt like she was on a mission. Turning the corner and meeting Sarah's eyes from across the courtyard, Trischa smiled with surprise, as Sarah was never earlier than her.

"Wow, you must really want to get your pump on! I thought from how you were acting yesterday you weren't gonna show!" Trischa exclaimed.

"Oh, please, what else do I have planned for the weekend? Might as well, right?"

Walking through the doors into the facility once again, they passed through the scanners and entered the large concourse, "What do you wanna do first?" Sarah replied anxiously.

"Well, I was thinking we could take it a bit easier today. I actually think I pulled a shoulder muscle yesterday from all that pool action."

"So the massages, like we talked about yesterday?" Sarah responded.

"Yea, sure, that sounds fine."

Following the signs, they thought they were being led directly to the massage parlor. They were led in a different direction from where they had explored the previous day, quickly losing track of the signs. A right turn here, a left there, and a short semi-staircase down, and suddenly, they found themselves alone in the halls of the massive facility. "Uhm, Sarah, do you know where we made a wrong turn?" Trischa asked, candidly.

They had to have made it to the back of the building somehow, near the loading docks and janitorial closets, as the lights were not as bright and shiny, and the sleek walls were now cinder block and mortar. They looked around for anyone and tried to go back the way they came, though they noticed that they had lost track of the turns they made. Looking around for help, Sarah pointed to grab Trischa's attention, "Look!" She said, pointing to a small administration office on the corner. Hustling their way over to the door before calmly opening it, they were greeted to a ghost town. It was two cubicles, a help desk, and some doors in the back that lead to who-knows-where, with not a soul in sight.

"Sarah, you go outside and keep an eye out for anyone coming. I'll check the back and see if anyone is in here." Trischa said, with a determined yet calm voice.

Doing as she was told, Sarah walked outside, calmly waiting for a glimpse of anyone to walk by.

Trischa slowly lurched around the office, peeking into the cubicles, which were empty, save for only a few papers left on the desk and the computer monitor's active screensavers. "So, at least there should be people in here. Somewhere." Trischa whispered to herself. As she continued to examine the cubicle for signs, she suddenly heard something coming from the back. It was a sound she was not unfamiliar with, voices which were light yet stern, but seemed strange given the situation. Step-by-step she moved closer to where the noise was coming from, stepping over the velvet partitioning rope, and then heading past the cubicles towards one of the back doors. Slowly opening one of the doors in the back where the noise was coming from, she now heard it clear as day, hearing a stern yet feminine voice saying "Oh yea, you filthy little slut," before peeking out from behind the door. She saw a woman with a plaid skirt she was lifting in the front with one hand, while one leg was raised on a shelf against the wall. Her other hand was firmly planted on the back of a bleach blonde girl with pigtails, who's face was soundly situated between her thighs, and moving up and down rhythmically. "Oh~! Do I taste good? I do, don't I?" The woman that was standing moaned.

Trischa's eyes widened. The blonde was wearing gym-style spandex and had an amazing tight-waisted bomb-shell physique, no older than 20 years old probably, and clearly looked like she was a member here. But the other woman, she looked like some low-rent, frumpy, auburn-haired office worker, with her hair messily held in a bun, with strands poking out, glasses, and slightly chubby, though not obese, flabby thighs. She looked more like an older late 30's, possibly early 40's, spinster. The member-looking woman was clearly way out of her league, and yet there she was, ravenously licking and digging into this woman's crotch, which Trischa could tell even from her angle, despite the blonde's face being buried in her groin, had a dense thicket of vine-like pubic hair shrouding the front of her face, as if she had never once trimmed her bush.

Trischa accidentally made an audible gulp sound. The frumpy looking woman immediately snapped out of her pleasurable trance and looked to the doorway, noticing Trischa, who pulled her head back and froze there as the door stood ajar. Trischa continued to stand there for a few heart-palpitating moments before the door slammed shut. After a couple more minutes, Trischa, unsure of whether to quickly bolt or wait and face whatever consequences befell her, heard the latch click and saw the young blonde girl walk out, looking bashful and trying not to make eye contact before slinking out the glass door. Following soon after, the other woman, who's name tag read "Brenda", fixed her glasses and walked past Trischa, arrogantly ignoring her. She walked around and then into the cubicle, sitting down and not making a single sound. More time passed before Trischa then heard the glass door slide open again.

"Hey, Trisch, I just talked to this blonde girl, she said she can lead us to the massage parlor!" Sarah excitedly exclaimed.

Trischa was about to tell Sarah she was coming, before she was stopped by Brenda, who stood up from her cubicle and told Sarah, "Now you just wait a minute! This woman, 'Trischa', is going nowhere! This administration office is invitee only, and she breached the partitioning rope. 'Trischa' will see you later, I'm afraid. She has to be reprimanded."

Trischa's eyes widened, quickly darting over to Sarah, giving her a silent but firm look in her eyes of 'Don't leave me here!' But Sarah seemed confused by the situation and simply gave an awkward confirmation to Brenda. Sarah closed the door and let the blonde girl, who gave one last look towards Trischa through the glass, heading off down the hallway, leading Sarah to her massage parlor.

As the two of them disappeared out of sight, Brenda smiled, then slowly turned her head towards Trischa. Her mediocre lipstick-job from her cheap bright red brand of lipstick gave her already devilish smile an even more sinister flair. She walked confidently out of her cubicle, slowly and surely, right over to Trischa. "Now, what to do with you?" She said, looking her over. "I could revoke your membership you know?"

"Okay, that's fine! I'll take it, see ya-" Trischa tried to finish, lurching forward to run out the door before being snagged on her gym-short's waistband. Brenda had curled a finger around the back of it, and with the elastic stretched, she could see right down Trischa's shorts. She was only wearing a spandex one-piece and polyester shorts, but the one-piece fit tightly around her athletic, lean body, creating a wedgied thong on her ripe butt which looked like two supple apples. Trischa turned around and could see Brenda licking her cheap lipstick in anticipation. "Come with me," she said, leading her by the elastic, back through the same door the blonde girl had just left. Trischa squirmed, but the older, and strangely strong Brenda, dragged her, kicking and struggling, through the door, before slamming it shut.

Meanwhile, Sarah was being led by the blonde girl, supposedly down to the massage parlor, but noticed that she was leading her back towards the concourse. "Hey, I think we're heading the wrong way." Sarah opined, in a helpful but ever-so-lightly annoyed tone.

Suddenly the blonde girl stopped. She looked around hesitantly and then looked back at Sarah, "You need to get out of this place!" She said firmly to her.

Sarah gave an innocent laugh, "Why, what for?"

With concerned eyes, she looked deeper into Sarah's, before telling her, "This place, it...changes you. I used to have a fiance. I used to be attracted to men!" She exclaimed in a hushed yet explosive tone.

Sarah looked at her with an odd stare, unsure of what she was talking about, "Look, little girl, is this some kind of prank? Just lead me to the massage parlor and let's call it a day, okay?"

"You don't get it, do you? How many times have you been here?"

"Once, this is my second time, I-"

"Well then do yourself a favor and go, before-" She was quickly cut off as two tall, very buff women in sweatpants and t-shirts came out of seemingly nowhere, grabbing her.

"Is this woman bothering you, ma'am?" One of the buff women asked.

"No, she isn't. I mean, I hardly even know her, she was just leading me to the massage parlor, and then started saying a bunch of stuff-"

"Don't mind her, ma'am, she's a protestor. She's been kicked out of numerous other locations before, trying to slander our staff and our gym. We'll make sure she's escorted away." They said, quite seriously, grappling her firmly despite her resistance.

"Oh, okay, thanks." Sarah said, somewhat confused by the whole situation. She watched as the girl was then dragged off. She struggled in vain trying to break free from their seemingly-iron grip, before disappearing around the corner. No sooner than they disappeared did a random passerby approach her.

"I'm sorry, I heard you were looking for the massage parlor?" The random woman asked.

"Uh, yea." Sarah said, befuddled.

The random woman put a hand on Sarah's back and chatted casually with her as she led her down the hallway. Sarah thought that whole ordeal was strange, bizarre even, but pushed it into the back of her mind. Nothing had seemed out of the ordinary to her this time, in fact the gym seemed a lot more comfortable and she had noticed that the all-girl members and staff felt quite comforting to her. Sort of a 'sisterhood' vibe she started to get, unlike the previous day.

Back at the administration office, Brenda's mouth was all over Trischa's face, her tongue stabbing into her mouth and the back of her throat, and her hands exploring all over her body. Trischa's arms flailed around, grabbing at items on the shelf haphazardly as she was embraced against her will by this strange older woman. She tried to wriggle free, but she was stronger than she looked, and had an arm firmly around Trischa's waist. Books, stacks of paper, and spare office supplies rang onto the floor and toppled over as her arms knocked them to and fro, but Brenda continued sucking her face relentlessly, before pulling away. Trischa spit towards the ground and aggressively wiped her mouth off with her hands and forearms. She simply had to get that taste out of her mouth. Brenda smiled and took a blissful sort of joy in the situation.

As Brenda's grasp relented, Trischa slipped out from her arms and ran to the door, only to find that it was locked. "Looking for something?" She heard a voice behind her say. Turning around, she saw Brenda holding a key, dangling it from one finger, tauntingly. "If you want out, there's only one way." She said, grinning ear to ear, her lipstick smeared over cheeks and chin, as she rubbed her long, plaid, skirt-covered groin with her other hand. Slowly, she sauntered over to Trischa, who's almond eyes began cowering in fear from her, sweating profusely, lips quivering.

Only inches away from Trischa's face, Brenda placed a hand gently on the top of Trischa's head, and slowly pushed her to the floor, till her head was level with her crotch. She looked down at Trischa, who looked back up at her with hopeful eyes.

Sarah stepped through the massage parlor doors, waving good bye to the strange woman that had led her there, and glanced around the room. Lots of warm and cool colors surrounded her, with ocean blues, jungle greens, maroon reds all mixed together in various naturalistic patterns. The room itself was decorated with fake plants, whilst soothing, low-volume, ambient sounds played in the background. "Well this is just the most relaxing room in this place, isn't it?" Sarah exclaimed, jokingly. Approaching the desk, she greeted the attendant and was handed a clipboard with a sheet. Everything she could ask for and more was on it, with a lot of fancy names she did not recognize. Sarah just said, "Oh, what the hell!" And marked off the box that read, 'All', before handing it back to the attendant.

The attendant looked over Sarah's sheet, raising her eyebrows, and smiled. She shouted, "Helga! We've got one for you!"

Sarah saw a strappingly muscular woman come strolling from the back up towards the desk. She had her hair pulled back tightly into a pony tail, and had to be at least 6'2 in height. She was wearing an ill-fitting skirt for her muscular thighs, with tennis shoes and calf-high socks. She seemed to be bursting from her outfit.

"Wait, shouldn't I get like, a male masseur?" Sarah asked, inquisitively.

"Our masseuses are top of the line. The sex of the participant doesn't matter to them, and I think you'll find their sex quickly becomes a non-issue due to their skill," the attendant quickly and concisely responded to Sarah, before turning her head to Helga, and saying, "This lady wishes for 'All', got it?"

"Ja, Fraulein," she said bluntly, in a thick german accent, before walking behind Sarah and leading her by the shoulders. As she was led, or, gently pushed, back to her massage stall, she caught glimpses in cracks from the curtains of other stalls, noticing a mingling of bodies on occasion, but could not make anything in particular out. She could hear low moans and satisfying sighs emanating all around her.

Reaching her stall, Helga closed the thick noise-cancelling curtains and stated, "Now, strip," with a firm tone.

Sarah was somewhat stunned at the sheer directness of her, responding, "Well, don't I get a towel?"

"Nein, no towel, you check 'All', I give you full massage, all over, head to toe."

Sarah gave an exasperated expression before beginning to strip. Piling her clothes neatly in the corner, she then mounted the chill leather massage table, making her cry out with a slight shriek, her nipples growing slightly erect, before placing her head in the face port and laying on her stomach.

Helga immediately got to work. Sarah's eyes exploded from the sudden sensations she was feeling as Helga's fingers dug into her back, feeling painful, yet incredibly soothing. Knots in muscles she did not even know she had started feeling relieved and soothed. She could feel her back crack from the pressure applied, releasing trapped gasses causing her stiffness in her lumbar to disappear. Helga's hands worked over her like magic, as she worked from Sarah's shoulders, to her upper back, to her lower back, to her hips, and then she felt the odd sensation of her digging into her glutes. Sarah's butt had always been bigger than normal for her weight, somewhat of a flabby bubble butt that Trischa was always taunting her about. Sarah laid there in ecstasy, her low moaning going in and out in tempo and loudness. She felt her butt bending and pressing and smooshing against Helga's firm hands, the tips of her fingers grazing on her crack, periodically dipping into, which made her want to protest, but the feeling of relief was too good to stop prematurely.

Then Sarah felt a finger slide down her crack. While her ass was wide, and plump, it's depth was relatively shallow, allowing Helga to press right on her back door with her thumb.  It immediately caused her to jerk upwards, her arms catapulting her upright, although Helga stiff-armed her and brought her back down to heel. "Woah, that's a no-go zone, Helga! What the heeeeEEEeee- Oohhhh," Sarah tried to tell the masseuse to ease up and go no further, but Helga seemed to have found some small little hidden spot somewhere within Sarah's anus. The sudden uncomfortable pressure of her thumb wriggling around inside her tight virginal butthole subsided as she massaged her pleasure button. She felt an inner lower blissful feeling beginning to rise within her that she had never felt before. It was a warm feeling that brought goose-bumps to Sarah's lower half. Sarah gripped the sides of the massage table tightly, the leather making crumpling noises as she squeezed harder and harder, and Helga pressed and massaged with her thumb more vigorously. Sarah found herself going cross-eyed as Helga continued to apply pressure and rub this tiny inner spot, before Sarah finally clenched her anus, then relaxed it, with Helga's thumb sliding out with ease.

"Wha-What was that?!" Sarah asked in a surprised and flustered tone.

"Dat vas anal orgasm, ja." Helga responded bluntly.

"Wow! I never thought a massage could be so...thorough! You're like a doctor down there!"

"Turn over, now ve do your other side, ja."

Sarah's eyes widened as she heard Helga's demands.

Another loud noise was coming from the administration office in the back of the building, in the supply closet. With both feet firmly planted on either side of Trischa, her skirt raised, with both hands wrapped around Trischa's head, Brenda thrusted her crotch over her face and against the door. On the outside, alls anyone (if anyone were there) could see or hear was a thumping against the door, with muffled moans. On the other side of the door though, Brenda was riding Trischa's face to heaven and back. The thick jungle of fur was practically choking Trischa, who's tongue reluctantly rubbed against the engorged red lips of Brenda's nether regions. Brenda's back was arched, her knees bent, and her pelvis pressing as hard as it could against Trischa's face. "Come on you little brat, lick me good! Put more enthusiasm into it!" She grunted at Trischa, who, despite tonguing her, was just barely doing so out of forced necessity. "The sooner you give in, the sooner this will be over with!" Brenda said, wriggling her muff up and down her mouth and nose.

Trischa's mind tried to distract her as best it could, thinking about Sarah and how she was probably getting a great massage, and how she wished to be there with her. Her thoughts were intermittently interrupted by the gyrating hip-thrusts from Brenda, who was dominating her face, drifting back to the current situation, as it inevitably would. Glancing up at Brenda, the thick foliage from her crotch partially obscuring her sight, Trischa closed her eyes, opened her mouth wider, and let Brenda's labia wash over her full tongue, beginning to lick her up and down her slit.

"That's a girl!" Brenda said, "Now we can have some fun!" She finished, relaxing her body a bit as Trischa embraced what was happening out of desperation. She released one hand from her scalp and placed it against the door, bracing herself as she leaned more casually, less aggressively grinding and gyrating on her face. Now she was letting Trischa do the work.

Trischa began to try now, she reached her arms around Brenda's ankles, slowly groping her from the bottom of her ankles, up her calves, and then thighs. It appeared that Brenda's flabby legs were not quite as flabby as Trischa had originally percieved. She thought perhaps Brenda was a field hockey player in her youth, as she could feel her bulging calf muscles, though deteriorated slightly, and her solid hamstrings. Moving her hands up further, she felt Brenda's big meaty butt, too large to hold entirely with her hands. She began to gently massage them as she worked her over with her tongue. Brenda arched her head back and let out a breathy sigh, falling forward completely against the door, then moaning. Trischa coughed and choked, and then felt a sudden wetness overcoming her face, with the wetness soon exploding into a jet-stream of liquid as Brenda erupted all over her, with Brenda's voice cracking and increasing more in volume the more she came.

Falling backwards against the shelf off to the side to catch her, Brenda took a few deep breaths, fixing her skirt. Trischa sat frozen in disgust, her mouth wide open with a grimaced expression of shock, her arms still partly frozen, hanging in the air. She was covered all over her face, neck, and chest in wet vaginal juices and some other liquid she tried not to think about.

"I think you're going to be a natural here!" Brenda exclaimed with a chuckle and a smirk, before walking over to Trischa, patting her head, and then nudging her out of the way to unlock the door and open it.

Trischa looked to the side, then blew air upwards, clearing out her mouth and sending dripping droplets from her nose and cheeks flying. "UGH!" She said, before standing upright, her black ear-length bob-cut soaked. She walked out from the closet and asked, "Can I GO now?" In an annoyed and angered tone.

"Oh, yes dear, you can go. And thank you, that was quite the orgasm you gave me. I'm sure the other women around here will be quite lucky to have you eating them out!"

Looking at her, with some of the same slight disgusted shock she had before, she grabbed her gym bag and left the office.

Now running down the hallway, the taste of pussy coating the entirety of her mouth, she slowed down, moving her tongue around in her mouth. She pulled out a few hairs, clearly from Brenda, and gagged a bit. But, as she stared at the few strands she pulled from her mouth, she felt a strange compulsion, holding them to her nostrils, sniffing them. "What the fuck's happening to me?" She said, pulling them away from her nose and dropping them on the floor. She had to find Sarah.

Running from corridor to corridor, looking at signs with more intense focus, she managed to find the massage parlor, barging in, to see Sarah coming out from the back.

"Sarah!" Trischa exclaimed, eager and with slight consternation in her voice.

"Oh, hey Trisch! Bout time you made your way down here, what kept you?"

Trischa was about to explain things, but felt too much embarassment about the ordeal and figured to speak more vaguely, "We really need to go. This place, it's not quite what I expected."

Sarah looked on with confusion at her, then noticing that she was soaking wet, "Did you take a dip in the pool before you got here?"

Trischa looked at her puzzled, then realized she did not towel herself off even after grabbing her gym bag, giving a frustrated smirk, "Let's just go, can we?"

"Hold on, you got to try these massages! They're next-level!"

Trischa gave an unsatisfied grin before turning and marching out of the parlor.

"Sheesh, what was her problem?" Sarah said to herself, turning to look at the desk attendant.

The woman gave a slight sneery smile, before saying, "Don't worry. She'll be back."

Later that night, Sarah was furiously texting back and forth with Trischa, trying to pry open what had happened with her and why she was so reluctant to speak about anything and why she was so adamant in not returning with her next weekend. Trischa refused to elaborate, and derided Sarah for staying longer after she had left, going to some of the yoga sessions and doing some running on the treadmills. She also refused to give more solid reasoning as to why she would not accompany Sarah to any more visits to the gym. The whole back-and-forth frustrated Sarah, as she was just now starting to warm up to the place, that Trischa wanted her to go to in the first place.

Sarah figured she would speak with Andrew about it, but Andrew seemed equally distant and supportive of Trischa's argument. "I mean, why do you feel the need to go to a gym? I love you just the way you are. Besides, if even Trischa doesn't like that place, then there's gotta be something wrong with it. Plus, less time at the gym means more time I get to spend with you," Andrew finished, putting on a seductive tone at the end.

Sarah could not believe what she was hearing, "I've only been there for a few hours in total and you think I'm taking time away from us?"

"Sarah, that's not what I meant, why are you over-reacting?"

Sarah had an astonished look on her face. She could not believe what she was hearing, the words sound like he was trying to guilt her into believe that Andrew was the victim in this ordeal, "I...That's it...Go sleep on the couch."

"What? You're acting ridiculous." Andrew tried to reason in a half-serious tone, thinking that Sarah was obviously joking.

"I said sleep on the couch!" She adamantly responded.

Andrew stormed out, upset and confused. Sarah felt confusion over the scenario as well. 'I'm not acting out irrationally am I?' she thought to herself. It seemed like the situation escalated beyond a reasonable measure, but something deep down inside of her got the better of her, like some gut-reaction was being triggered and pushing her to aggressively distance herself from Andrew.

As the night went on, things quieted down. Sarah wanted to go out and apologize to Andrew for the way she had acted, but felt too ashamed to look him in the eyes. She figured she would just get some sleep and rest it off and apologize in the morning. As she laid back and tried to get some rest, the thoughts echoed inside her head ceaselessly, and she laid there, in bed, eyes aimed at the ceiling. She tossed and turned, shutting her eyes, forcing them to close, before opening them again and grabbing her phone. Whenever she was restless, she played games on her phone for a bit, which always seemed to work. In the soft blue glow of her phone's screen, she sat up in bed, her back cushioned against the bedpost and wall, playing tile-matching games, then to solitaire, then to tetris, but after the first hour, her eyes were aching, until suddenly, taking the phone away from her face for a moment to massage her forehead, she felt a yearning in her gut.

Lowering her phone and peaking at her door, checking to see if there were any lights on from the crack at the bottom, she bit her lip and exited the game app she was playing. She slid a hand down her panties and brought up a porn website. Browsing through the videos of what she normally watched, such as 'hardcore threesome' or 'harem girl gets pounded', she found she was disinterested in her usual affair. Nothing seemed to grab her attention, 'Interracial cock slut', 'tight asian asses penetrated', or 'MILF rides stud hard'. Scrolling and scrolling, it seemed like forever until something had caught her eye. 'Facesitting lesbians'. She was unsure of whether she should click it, but felt the urge to anyway. Lesbian porn was never something she found attractive, but this little thumbnail, glowing in the darkness of her bedroom, lured her in. She decided to click on it.

Watching the video, her pussy grew moist, so moist that she grabbed a spare decorative pillow and placed it underneath her butt, despite already wearing panties. She toyed with clit, lightly massaging it in circular patterns as she watched the women eat each other out, taking turns sitting on each other's faces, rubbing them in their pretty feminine looks with their long hair strewn about. Before she knew it, she was grunting and bucking her hips as she reached climax. Pulling her hand out and smelling her fingers, she would normally just go back to bed, but realized that her panties were soaked. That rarely ever happened when she watched porn. Changing and sliding back under her sheets, she drifted off effortlessly into a deep slumber.

The dawn of Monday meant the dawn of a new work week as Sarah quickly got dressed. Andrew was already gone, as he always went into work earlier than Sarah did. She noticed he left a sticky-note on the counter. "Sarah, we have to talk about last night. Andrew." Sarah's mind was blank. She had no idea what to think or what to feel. The note itself may as well have been in a foreign language. Crumpling it up and throwing it away as the only thing she could think to do with it, she quickly let it slip out of mind on her morning commute.

Sarah worked at a mall as an assistant supervisor. It was not a luxurious job, but thanks to the slow pace of the mall, and the extensive under-study program, that meant most of her work was off-loaded onto interns and underlings. That did not save her from being stuck in a meeting about how to 'save the mall' every other month when the slow phases kicked in.

Sarah's boss, Donna, the head manager, stood in front of the community partitioned managers. There was the food service manager, the janitorial manager, the east wing manager, the west wing manager the south wing manager, the main lobby manager, and the security manager all listening to her making her usual empassioned speech about how this is more than a mall, this is a place to bring together communities of all types, and how it is a linchpin of the area. She gave about 5 or 6 of these speeches a year, and without fail, and without much input from any of the other sub-managers, the mall would have short but intense influx of customers before they faded away again, letting loose Donna's patronizing tirades about 'doing your best' and 'bringing the best out of the community'.

Sarah usually sat on the wayside, by Donna's chair, amusing her by feigning to listen. She always had the same couple speeches that she rotated in and out, changing a word or two here and there. This time, Sarah saw fit to raise her hand, for some reason, alien to her, until she realized she actually had an idea this time.

"Sarah! Yes! That's what I like to see, initiative! What is it, dear?"

'Dear?' Sarah thought to herself, shaking her head at Donna's passive-aggressive powerplays at trying to diminish her. "Well, National Women's Day is coming up. Why don't we hold some sort of...I don't know...minor festivity to draw in the crowd. Offer something like free buttons?"

The room was quiet, with eyes from all the other sub-managers darting around the room. While the mall was not a hub of wealth, they all appeared to act as if they were in the boardroom of a fortune 500 company, something which Sarah never took quite seriously, though she was somewhat of a rebellious, though still studious, worker.

Donna paced back and forth slowly and shortly, "Yea, yea, that's good, Sarah. Festive. When was the last time we had festivities around here anyway?" She asked, switching from 'inspiring' to now 'inquisitive'.

"Uh, I believe that was back in December, with the Holidays." Sarah reported quickly back to her.

"Sarah, use the official term. You know 'Holidays' is considered a politically loaded word." Donna snapped back.

Giving a restrained sigh, Sarah fixed her previous sentence, "I meant to say; I believe that was back in December, with the 'Winter Celebration'."

"Ah, much better, thank you."

Sarah rolled her eyes but nevertheless felt heard and distinguished amongst the group. At first she felt a slight sense of pride in her suggestion, which Donna was now running with and expanding upon, which Sarah would have to catch her and reel her back in on, reminding her of the strict budgeting that was allowed for special events. Then as Donna rambled on, Sarah thought to herself, 'National Women's Day celebration?' Sarah never offered suggestions. She quite honestly never cared much about her position to begin with. This position was more of a slot-filling role for Donna, and an unofficial one at that, meant mainly to satisfy her big-business dreams which, going on 45 now, really were dreams at this point. This was about as serious of a job as managing a department store to Sarah, and yet she now found herself volunteering involvement. She shook her head lightly, trying to straighten her thoughts out as Donna's rambling came to an end and the ambient chatter of an adjourned meeting commenced.

"You were great, Sarah!" Donna said, placing a supportive hand on her shoulder.

Sarah gave a reluctant, fake smile, which Donna could hardly tell was real, or cared if it was real, oblivious as always.

"Meet me in my office, Sarah. We have things to discuss."

----

Light chattering and laughter could faintly be heard from beyond the door to Donna's office. Inside, Donna pours some scotch into a rocks glass, even though drinking on the clock was forbidden, Sarah knew she liked the thrill of feeling like some high-end business woman. She even had her entire office redone, which was quite expensive, to look more in the style of what she envisioned for herself in the future, now going on 5 years ago, still living in that same image. Sarah could not help but roll her eyes from the way Donna liked to roleplay. The truth of the matter was that she was stuck in this position since she got ousted from her previous position as an executive at a New York upstart, and even this was quite a snag for her, something few people knew.

Suddenly, Donna shifted her tone and began to act more serious, rimming her rocks glass with her index finger while holding it, giving her narrowed eyes. "You know Sarah, I shouldn't be here..." Donna calmly extolled.

Sarah sat there, confused, but nodding agreeably with a neutral expression of vague interpretation. Sarah did not know whether to smile, grin, look on with some sort of expressed interest, so sat there, emotionally and facially stunted at the brick that Donna had just thrown at her, waiting for her to continue.

"Do you know why I'm here, Sarah?" Donna continued, taking a slight sip from her glass before setting it down with a satisfying clink onto her thick glass desk. She walked seductively over to Sarah, sitting in the leather chair across from her desk, walking behind her, before placing her hands on the back of Sarah's chair.

"Uhm, no, no I don't believe I do, ma'am..." Sarah was hesitant, unsure of where she was going with this.

"I...succumbed to the temptations of the flesh, Sarah..." Donna said, her fingers gently grazing rhythmically against her shoulder, before traveling up her the nape of her neck. "I'm sure you've noticed how I give you favoritism around here, how I confide in you. Give you raises bi-annually. It's not for nothing, Sarah. I'm, how would you say, fond of you."              Donna's hand slid around Sarah's neck, and then over her chest, and then underneath the blue and white argyle sweater she was wearing. Her delicately wrinkled yet supple hand massaged her chest, before sweeping to the side and cupping one of Sarah's enormous breasts. "I...Can't lie Sarah, I'm willing to risk it all again. For you. Your body taunts me, it calls to me. And your performance in that meeting today, ugh, it was so, intoxicating. Showing up all those 'men' in there with your brilliant ideas." She carried on, lowering her head, then kissing the side of Sarah's neck as she groped her breast. Her finger began to circle her areola, which were large, but not overly-so. Donna could tell, feeling the difference from the skin of her areola and the rest of her body, tracing around it, Sarah's pink nipples turning from soft and malleable to scrunched and rigid.

Sarah was silent. This was completely new to her, from her boss. Donna had never acted like this before, and although Sarah had known why she was previously fired, she did not even have the faintest clue that Donna held an interest in her until now. But now she was beginning to get flustered. And she was beginning to question why, now having mixed feelings about everything that was happening. She let out a heavy inner sigh as Donna worked her over, seducing her. She was actually getting hot and moist between her legs, but also felt a degree of shame and submissiveness, being handled and exploited the way she was by her superior. It made her feel uncomfortable, and as she thought about being vocal, shouting out in protest, she realized how badly she needed this job. Her income made up half of her and her boyfriend's rent for their apartment, and she did not have the experience from this job to just quickly land another position as an executive assistant so easily. Suddenly she began to grow nervous of what was in store. Never before had she wanted to keep her position so badly, and she knew that being Donna's favorite also held a future for her here, as well as more potential raises. Her thoughts over the matter were quickly trampled as Donna slithered her hand out from underneath her sweater and went over to sit on the edge of her desk, in front of Sarah.

"So, Sarah...I ask you...Since I've done so much for you, can you do a little something for me?" She said, giving a strong half-smile, hiking up her business skirt to reveal a completely nude crotch, apparently having been commando this entire time. Slowly, she positioned her legs wider. In front of Sarah, nearly at eye level, her bosses pussy was in full view. Her slightly tanned skin blending well with her dark haired bush which was neatly trimmed, only containing a small, short section of fuzz around her labia.

Taking a deep breath, feeling trapped, Sarah knelt down and crawled forward to Donna. Looking up at her, innocently and hopeful of some sort of reprieve of this, Donna smiled and ignored her silent plea, placing a hand on the back of Sarah's blonde head, and gently pushing her into her mature nether regions, then throwing her own head back in a pleased manner and giving a satisfied hum. For the next 15 minutes, Sarah sat there, eating out Donna, who comfortably sat on her desk. For the next 15 minutes, Donna whispered to Sarah about how much she adored her work as her tongue hesitantly and reluctantly worked over her clitoris, clitoral hood, labia, and vaginal opening. For the next 15 minutes, with one leg wrapping around Sarah's back, Sarah brought Donna to ecstasy and back again. And in that 15 minutes, Sarah began to question herself.

After finishing and wiping her mouth as she opened the door to leave Donna's office, Donna quickly shouted from across the room behind her desk, "And Sarah...I hope we can keep this work relationship...between ourselves."

Sarah gave an empty, hollow look towards Donna before exiting her office, and walking down the hallway, then running, with tears building up and then streaming down her face.

Barging into the nearest women's bathroom, Sarah plunged into one of the stalls, gagging and dry-heaving into the toilet. She had never tasted a pussy before, and while she had smelled her own, briefly, out of curiosity, the taste was something she could not have imagined. Slightly sour mixed with a pungency she had never known before. Metallic, like a penny, with a hint of lime. It sickened her, made her stomach turn over into knots. As she knelt over, continuing to dry-heave, she wondered why she did not leave sooner. She wondered why she went through with the act in the first place. Her mind asked her point-blank, 'what did you expect after the groping? That she would stop? You secretly wanted it, you filthy lesbian. You betrayed your boyfriend. And you liked it'.

Her thoughts hounded her throughout the rest of the day. The workplace turned from a casual place she would come to, day-in and day-out, just to get a paycheck, now to being an obstacle course of avoidance, trying to listen for the signature sound of her bosses heels coming down the halls, or her voice around the next corner. She did everything she could to try and avoid her for the rest of the day, and then the rest of the week. She only had one thing to look forward to, the one place that held a spot of sympathy for her as of recently, even more-so than her long-term boyfriend who was now being distant with her; her new gym.


NEW SPROUTS

Bursting through the front entrance, with a smile on her face, in her freshest gym outfit she had, her plump thighs barely being contained even while wearing her loose-fitting sweat shorts, she was ready to get her pump on. She had never felt this way before about exercise, but finding the cycling hall, she joined the rest of the women in the cool air-conditioned room with the mounted TV-screens. They were positioned in front of each stationary cycling bike, linked with the screens, a sort of video game where you could turn the handle bars and travel down a virtual mountain path or along a beach, or a number of other locations. Sarah grew even more excited as she had read about these but never gotten to try one herself.

Hopping on, she began cycling, choosing a calm forested path as her first location. She weaved around trees and crossed small rivers, the air conditioning doing its best to keep her cool, but still she began to sweat. Slowly, but surely, moist beads began to form on her forehead and back, then her arms and legs. She was so into the game and exploring all the different locales, she was hardly keeping notice of her body temperature or sweat levels, and in a little under 2 hours, she was drenched, even her crotch feeling like a swampy patch. Toweling herself off, she figured she would hit the showers, then hit the center concourse for some refreshments.

She felt at ease, almost at home here. It was strange. Even her apartment did not hold this much of a cozy feeling. 'Maybe an all-women gym is exactly what I needed," Sarah thought to herself, smiling as she slowly but confidently walked down towards the showers.

Walking through the doors, she was greeted to the sight of a horde of nude women. She tilted her head to the side in slight confusion at herself for a moment. She did not feel apprehensive this time around like she did before, the first time she came here. "Huh..." Sarah said aloud, before mosying in further and finding a bench. She listened to the background noise; women chattering, shower heads blasting, wet feet on tile flooring. Everything sounded so familiar. She continued her undressing, flipping the sign on the locker from green to red, to signal it was in use. The security on lockers here seemed quite lax, as there were no keys or locks, just a handle you pulled to release the latch and it was yours, although no one else seemed to mind. Perhaps it was the feminine familiarity that kept everyone so at-ease with each other. As she finally stripped down to nothing but her skin and hair, Sarah felt a liberated feeling as she stood there, stark naked, and everyone around her seemed to be oblivious. She did not even feel the need to wrap herself in a towel, simply strutting along towards the back where the shower stalls were. There were other showers, open-air communal showers, which seemed to completely filled. Through some of the entrance ways into it, Sarah could see so many women in there that they were touching and rubbing up against each other. Thinking nothing of it she scoffed and shook her head in light amusement and continued down. Opening one of the shower stalls, throwing her towel over the top of the door, then shutting it, she began to bathe.

Sarah turned the knob to a cooler temperature, though not quite cold. She preferred more of a luke-warm water temp with all the humidity and after getting done with a long cycling session. It felt refreshing as it washed over her enormous breasts, traveling in twists and curves around her supple, yet plump body. Her thighs and butt were the largest areas on her, aside from her chest, mostly as a result of her love of cheese and other dairy products, which went straight to her legs. She quietly hummed as she took in the atmosphere around her, the background noising washing over her, until she began to hear a noise she did not expect to hear. All of a sudden, her hearing focused in on a more intimate sound she was familiar with; moaning. While initially hidden in the background, her ears began to fixate on it. Suddenly, she grew weary. She subtly stepped out of the shower, following the noise, though trying not to seem suspicious or like she was ogling, though it seemed all the women around her did not care in the slightest. As she drew nearer to the sound, she was drawn towards the very back end of the shower stalls. There were a lot fewer women around this section, stuffed way in the back, so Sarah felt more comfortable to probe about with her eyes. Slinking off to the very last shower stall, she peered through the generously wide space between the door and the divider. She could see everything.

An athletic, slightly tanned, brunette woman, with one leg raised on the built-in stool for the stall, and a darker skinned woman with a wet and matted-down afro kneeling in front of her, her head in between the brunette woman's legs. Sarah's eyes shot wide open. The brunette woman moaned, loud enough for anyone to hear her, uncaring of her volume. She watched as the dark ebon-skinned woman dug her tongue into the woman's folds of her short-trimmed pussy. Sarah gulped anxiously, huddling in front of the stall, slightly leaned forward, intently watching as the woman pleased the other.

Sudden, she felt a caressing hand grasp and clamp one of her buttcheeks from behind, causing Sarah to release a sharp 'Yipe' noise, as she turned around and put her back against the stall door.

"Enjoying the view, eh?" A short, stocky, though slightly muscular woman said to Sarah. She was completely nude, as most of the women were, and had very short hair that had frosted tips, with a freckled nose bridge and cheeks. She looked like the sporty type, though the kind that was more into strength training than aerobic or cardio workouts. She placed both her hands on either side of Sarah, who had a bewildered and surprised expression still on her face, trying to catch her thoughts to say something. The woman was clearly trying to lock Sarah in against the stall in a seductive manner. "You can call me Carol," She said, then lunging forward and down towards Sarah's crotch, taking a big long whiff, as she traveled upwards, up her belly, following her light treasure trail towards her belly button, and up to her chest, in-between her breasts, before pulling back. "Ahhh, I love the smell of an au-natural girl like yourself...Especially after a good workout, like you smell like you just had not too long ago."

Sarah's face turned bright red, lifting Carol's arm to escape and then quickly skittering back towards her stall. As Sarah looked around, she began to notice more, her eyes more deftly attuned to what was going on as adrenaline began to rush through her. She noticed what she had noticed before when she was here with Trischa the first time, women lazily hanging about their lockers, some with hands casually placed on others hips and waists, until she began to look closer. There were so many women it was hard to keep track, there had to be at least 80 women in this lock room alone. She noticed hands being more adventurous than before, sliding up and down the cracks of other women's asses, gripping and clamped-down hands grabbing their buttocks, women playing with each other's breasts, until she noticed the final thing that set off alarm bells inside Sarah's head; she saw a woman casually leaning against a wall of lockers, talking with another woman, but behind the woman casually leaning, Sarah's eyes looked just a few degrees lower to witness a woman, prying apart her butt cheeks, and her face firmly planted within, softly gyrating within, clearly licking out her anus.

As Sarah panned around herself, she soon realized she was not in the midst of women just showering and changing, she realized she was in the midst of an orgy. Every woman she had looked at with a naive glare, her mind had simply been blocking the obvious from her. Every woman talking had a finger in a slit, every shower stall with multiple pairs of feet, every laugh from a woman with a finger in her ass or vagina, or having her breasts groped. Walking over slowly to the entrance to the communal shower, Sarah raised a hand over her mouth in shock, as she witnessed what she once thought to simply be a large dense grouping of women showering, to be writhing mass of women arms, legs, and vagina's wrapped around each others faces and bodies. Women's lips were sucking clitorises, fingers, even fists, ramming inside vaginas and anuses aggressively, and even women laying on the floor, 69'ing with other women.

Sarah quickly rushed back to grab her towel, noticing her stall door was ajar, with three women inside. Pulling her towel off, with two of the women standing and kissing each other, and the third between the other's legs, eating her out, Sarah's incursion interrupted the two kissing. "Oh, hello! Care to join?" The random woman asked gently.

Sarah silently shook her head, giving a faint uninterested smile, and began jogging back to her locker, looking for her clothing. She Began to dress, until she heard an even more familiar sound, it was Trischa's voice. It was speaking softly and temptingly. Looking over into the corner of the wall behind herself, Sarah saw Trischa, naked, with a curly-haired blonde woman between her legs.

"Trischa?!" Sarah said, exasperated.

Trischa's eyes bulged open, then began to push away the woman's head, "S-Sarah?!"

"What are you doing?! What will Kyle think?" Sarah asked penetratingly.

"Sarah, it's not what it looks like." Trischa desperately began to try and reason.

The blonde that had been licking Trischa's slit sat there, confused and wantingly, as Trischa quickly shuffled over to Sarah. As she watched the two of them begin engaging in conversation, she rolled her eyes, saying "Ugh, whatever..." Clearly bored with her, and began moving on down further into the rows of lockers, disappearing into an orgy of lesbianism.

"I thought you wanted me to stay away...I thought you were never coming back?" Sarah began questioning her, angered and slightly upset.

Maintaining total eye contact with Sarah, Trischa plainly responded, "...Let's talk...I'll get dressed."

----

In the concourse, Sarah and Trischa chatted amongst themselves, catching up on what had been going on. Trischa told Sarah what had happened the day of Sarah's massage, when she was stuck in the administration office, and Sarah told Trischa about her deep crevice massage she had inadvertently signed up for, thinking it was just a lapse of her own judgement and ignorance in not paying attention to the sheet. Both of them admitted that since their first visit, they had had lesbian dreams, with strangely altered moods towards their boyfriends. Sarah talked about she was irrationally short with Andrew, while Trischa added on saying how she was having problems getting in the mood with Kyle, which was never an issue before. As the two of them talked, they began to see things more clearly. It was this gym, this place. It was turning them gay.              

They did not know how, and they did not know why, but they saw that the members coming in and out of the various hallways and entrances, some members which they had recognized from last week, were wearing skimpier outfits, more revealing outfits. Tight spandex with thonged backs, sheer clothing that just barely visibly revealed their nipples. Even in the concourse they saw women openly making out, intensely, something that neither of them had seen at all the first time they had arrived. All the women were openly flaunting their sexualities and bodies now, attracting and giving seductive smiles to other women across the room, across tables, and it was all very blatant. Sarah and Trischa wondered why they were not as affected as the rest of the women, and were actively aware of these behavioral changes. All the other women seemed to be either oblivious or embraceful of their apparently new attitudes towards the same sex.

Sarah and Trischa though, even while being aware, could feel the same tendencies strongly pulling them in that direction as well. Sarah scanned the room, observing the blatant lesbianism, but occasionally would catch a glimpse of a ripe fit ass, causing her to bite her bottom lip in angst, drawing her attention away from building on the visible evidence around her. Trischa would think about when exactly this all started, but then would catch a glimpse of a woman's luscious lips and start glaring uncontrollably. Sarah and Trischa both took turns incidentally snapping the other out of their aroused trance as they tried focusing, thinking, and talking with each other, inevitably having their attention stolen by a hot babe walking by, or a particularly desirable bodily feature on display.

They decided to settle on a plan. Sarah and Trischa decided they were going to take this place down, no matter what. But first, Sarah said, "We have to undo the damage this place has done to our psyche...We have to go home, and force ourselves onto our boyfriends, okay?"

Trischa gave Sarah a determined look, replying, "Right...It's the proper thing to do. And after that?"

Sarah gave Trischa a smile. She knew exactly what to do. Over the next couple hours, Sarah and Trischa schemed to try and expose this place. They drank smoothie after smoothie after smoothie. Sarah told Trischa that she was going to grab a camera, and they were going to sneak into the staff rooms and steal uniforms. They were then going to sneak around, getting into the staff areas, taking pictures. Sarah suggested janitorial staff, as they have hats, that would allow them to hide their faces better. Gulping down another smoothie, Sarah gave a suspicious eye towards Trischa. "How many smoothies is that?"

"Oh, I don't know, I just can't get enough of these."

"Yea...Me too..." Sarah said, her voice becoming sly. Sarah grabbed the rest of her own smoothie and took a sip, focusing deeply on the flavor. Lapping it around in her mouth for a few moments, her eyes went ablaze, "That's it! That's the flavor!"

"What?" Trischa asked, intensely listening to Sarah.

"Pussy."

"Pussy?"

"The after-taste. You taste that?"

Trischa grabbed her smoothie and quickly took another gulp. Smacking the table in astonishment, she looked at Sarah with obvious eyes, "Of course!"

"Somehow, they are infusing a flavor subtly similar to the taste of pussy into these drinks...how many of these have we had?"

"Well, we didn't have any the first day we were here. The second day I had a couple."

"I thought you stormed out, Trisch?"

With a look of begrudged guilt on her face, she looked away, then back at Sarah, "I kinda lied...I came back shortly after storming out. I don't know why, I just felt compelled to come back! And, well...I met Stacy."

"Stacy?" Sarah asked.

"The blonde, who you saw going down on me. *Sigh* Oh, Stacy. She's just so, beautiful, and perfect. She took me to a nude yoga class, and started hitting on me, and well, we hit it off from there."

"But you texted me constantly all night about staying away from this place."

"Yea, I felt like I had to save face. I never thought you would actually like it here and so I kinda thought it would be safe for me to secretly keep coming back."

Sarah and Trischa went silent for a moment, until Sarah broke the silence, interjecting, "Well, this is the first time I've had any of their smoothies, so it definitely can't just be the smoothies. It has to be a combination of things. Maybe whatever additives they're putting in the smoothie, and hypnosis methods?"

"Well, when did you start feeling these feelings?" Trischa asked, instinctually bringing her smoothie back to her lips and sucking more of it down.

"Right about after my first massage. Like I said, it was a deep crevice massage. DEEP crevice. She went inside my asshole. And...In my vagina."

"Sarah..." Trischa stated, surprised.

"Yea, I should've thought something then and there, but again, I just thought it was my own stupidity, and I thought it might just be an exotic thing they had, you know, like you've seen online with those 'tantric massages' that are all the rage right now?"

Trischa and Sarah continued talking, their talks soon turning into scheming. They wanted to take this place down hard now.

"So, what do we do then?" Trischa asked.

Sarah put up one of the menu's on the table as a divider, to hide their conversation from any prying eyes or ears. "We have to be careful when we do this. We don't want to end like the one girl I met on my way to my massage last week. They grabbed her, brought her somewhere. I don't know where or why, but they got rid of her somehow."

"So what do you suggest?" Trischa inquisitively asked.

"Well, we can use my blue tooth ear pieces that Andrew got me for my birthday to communicate, and we can take pictures with our phones. Whatever we can manage. It's all fair game. We can slip into the janitorial outfits to move around unquestioned, since the ones I've seen have all been wearing hats, which will make it easier to walk around without being noticed."

"Right, right, sounds good."

"But first, we have to get home, and force ourselves onto our boyfriends. We have to try and counter this brainwashing."

"Right...Right...Fair." Trischa replied, nodding her head in solemn agreement.

They had a plan. It was rough, and risky, and they had no idea what level of security they had here. There would be cameras everywhere, possibly with microphones. They had to be extra careful.

----

"Hey sweety, sorry I'm late. Stuff at work, ya know. Hey, I was thinking we could talk-" Before Andrew could finish his sentence, Sarah was all over him. She was deeply kissing him, moving her lips from his mouth to his neck, grabbing his dark voluminous hair, rubbing her hands all over his back, trying her hardest to force a state of arousal and eroticism. "Whoa, whoa, what's this?!" Andrew tried interjecting.

"Don't talk." Sarah said, before going back at it. She was determined to make love, kissing him while pulling him into the bedroom. She began to undress, taking off her shirt and panties, with Andrew taking off his shirt, then fiddling with his belt before Sarah grabbed him and pulled him onto her. She continued making out, hoping for some sort of flicker or spark. But there was nothing. Her heart began to succumb to a sinking feeling upon this realization, but her activity did not cease, in effect, it grew. She became more aggressive, digging her nails into his back back.

Andrew squirmed before grabbing her arms and holding them down against the bed, "Ouch, damn Sarah, what's gotten into you?"

"Nothing." She said, before slipping a hand free pushing his head down into her groin. She closed her eyes and wished herself into nirvana, but this time was different. She remembered the last time Andrew had gone down on her, how sweet and affectionate it was, how hot and tender it felt. Now she was as dry as the mojave, and while she felt sensation, she could not get moist. Sarah was growing frustrated. While she gave Andrew a chance, letting him lick and caress her hairy genitals, like he had always done, and doing so with gusto, there was not a single reflexive sexual response.

"Hey, Sarah, is everything alright? You're kinda dry."

Hearing that, Sarah pulled him back up flipped him over. Undoing his pants and wrenching them off, she was greeted to a rock hard erection, even more full than usual. She smiled that she could arouse him so eagerly, but felt a bit of shame as her groin, which usually felt a flash of warmth and wetness at the sight of it, was still just as dry as before.

Sarah licked the shaft, from the base to the tip, working it like she had never worked a cock before. She had a job to do this time, and she took it seriously. She caressed his balls with her tongue, she gently stroked as she licked, she did all the things she knew would please him, and he enjoyed every bit of it. Sarah was aiming primarily to getting it sopping wet with mucus for herself.

Pulling her head away, she climbed onto the bed, mounting his iron shaft, slipping in with ease from all the saliva. She began to ride him, her large butt slapping against his thighs and groin as she bounced up and down. Grabbing Andrew's hands, she intertwined her fingers in his, getting help from him to use him as leverage to ride him more easily. She felt the sensation of his shaft sliding in and out, she felt sensation, she even felt a flicker of warmth on her clit, but that was it. She could feel the pleasure mounting, but never arrive. As she continued to ride Andrew, he eventually came, grabbing her and telling her to slow down, and to stop.

Exhausted and tired, but satisfied beyond belief, Andrew kissed her and he faded off into sleep. With the lights out though, Sarah laid there, awake. She was disappointed and ashamed in herself for losing that level of intimacy and passion she had built up with Andrew over the years. Her stomach felt like a hive of angry hornets as she stewed there in the dark. While she laid in bed with Andrew, wanting to love him, her thoughts eventually turned to Trischa, imagining her naked in bed with her, sleeping next to her. The thought had wormed its way into her mind and she suddenly felt at ease, and quickly slipped off into dreams.


CROSS POLINATION

Sarah and Trischa walked into the gym, side-by-side. They had determined looks on their faces, slipping in their blue tooth ear pieces, before heading in, past the scanners, then taking a hard left over to the staff lockers. It was several hours after opening, so few, if any staff would be in there changing. Walking in, they scanned for any employees, though it was empty, and locked the door behind themselves.

"Alright, let's get to work." Sarah said.

They began to strip their normal clothes off, opening cabinets of spare clothes and taking the janitorial outfits. Loose fitting dark grey pants and shirts, with a hat for each. As Sarah and Trischa stripped down, they snuck peeks at one another. Trischa peeked at Sarah's large breasts, jiggling and nearly slipping out of her bra a couple times, while Sarah snuck a peek at Trischa's butt as she bent over to get her pants on. They both hid their glances from one another, trying to remain focused for the goal they had planned ahead of themselves.

Finishing their dress-up, Sarah grabbed a dust pan and broom, while Trischa grabbed a cleaning solution and rag.

"We're going to head in opposite directions. You head to one of the studios, I'll head into the back kitchens. Agreed?" Trischa asked in a serious tone.

"Got it."

Stepping out, Trischa and Sarah were off. Trischa headed down the halls, thinking of where precisely to go. She thought only for a minute about it before coming to the conclusion the nude yoga studio would be best as a place to start. Jogging slightly faster down the hall to get to the studio, she breathed a sigh of relief as she saw that the one she chose was just letting out, with all the naked women filtering out of the studio and into the halls. Stepping inside, Trischa was stopped by a nude woman wearing a lanyard.

"Can I help you?" The blonde woman with a ponytail and lanyard asked.

"Oh, I'm sorry, are you not done in here yet?"

"No, no, we are. What are you doing here though?"

"I'm here to clean...Give everything a nice and thorough rub-down. See?" Trischa replied, raising the cleaning solution in her hand.

"Right." The woman responded, giving her a squinting look. She continued back to pack up her things and head out, though Trischa could not help but look at her as she bent over. Her thin, tight, athletic body being too tempting to ignore. She watched as she bent over, packing up her mat, water, and radio. Her anus and vaginal mound were both perfectly visible to Trischa, as she stopped where was standing and tilted her head a bit to get a good view of the tasty treats she was being presented with, before she stood back up and looked back, causing Trischa to snap out of her trance-like stare.

Smiling and continuing on with her duties, Trischa pretended to be scrubbing down the built-in matting on the floor. The floor was completely covered with a sleek, non-slip, foam-like matting as a base, as it seemed to double as a studio for wrestling as well. Trischa watched through the wide windows looking out into the hallway as the last of the women walked off, until she saw the last woman disappear from sight. Trischa scrambled to search for any clues. She looked at walls with its designs, which were innocuous, the activities corner which had medicine balls and other equipment for yoga exercises, but nothing stood out to her. Sitting there on top of a medicine ball, quietly, looking out in the halls, she noticed, as the light hit the glass at a certain angle, there was a slight residue on it. It was just barely visible, and she would not have seen it if she did not look at it from that specific angle, catching the reflection of the lights the way she did.

Trischa walked over to the windows, rubbing her finger over the film. It was greasy to the touch. She had an idea. Downloading a blacklight app onto her phone, she went over to the lights and shut them off, before turning on the app and shining it on the window. She was astounded. "LICK PUSSY, EAT PUSSY, SUCK PUSSY, LOVE PUSSY." It was written all over the windows, from top to bottom, from right to left. She could hardly believe what it said. They were using subliminal messaging through the barely visible greasy film over the windows as nude women exercised together.

Turning the lights back on, Trischa's eyes suddenly became a whole lot more discerning. She began to check every nook and cranny, even the light fixtures in the ceiling. Eventually, she was led to the stereos in the corners of the room. Looking behind them, she saw small microphones taped to the sides with electrical tape. Trischa looked at it, unsure of what it could be at first, before bringing it to her ear. She heard a voice, on a loop, whispering exactly what was written on the windows. Looking behind herself, to make sure she was not being watched, she took pictures of it, and used her audio record on her phone to capture what it was saying. She also took pictures of the film with the lights off and her blacklight app running. Now she had clear evidence of subliminal advertising, which under the Deceptive Advertising law, in certain circumstances, is illegal.

Meanwhile, Sarah was having a more difficult time. Sweeping the floor in the back of the sandwich shop, she had found nothing. Not a pickle out of place, nor an ingredient unaccounted for. She heard Trischa over her blue tooth.

"I've got some great evidence...How's your part coming along?"

"*Sigh* Not good. I haven't found anything yet. Moving on to the smoothie shack." Sarah replied, before picking up her broom and dust pan and heading out the back of the shop and over to the neighboring smoothie shack back-door. Popping through, she was immediately overwhelmed. Seemingly openly and freely, she watched as in awe as women filtered into and out of the smoothie shack, heading from the front registers and counter, back through the double doors into the backroom, where the smoothies are all made, where they raised their skirts, revealing themselves to be bottomless, and heading over to a nearby wall. A large machine blocked Sarah's view of where exactly they were moving, but Sarah moved ahead. As the location the staff were moving to was revealed, her eyes widened even more. She saw the smoothie shack staff squatting over crafted ditches in the floor, with smoothies placed over them. They were then taking holstered pink phallus-like objects out and holding them to their genitals. She watched as, over a period of 3 minutes, they were brought to climax, and an oozy, creamy, milky white substance dripped from their vaginas into the smoothie.

Sarah covered her mouth in disbelief, turning away, only to get a better view of even more of the operation, now seeing the other side of the machine that had been blocking her view. She saw women lined up in a row, with overly-large breasts, hooked up to suction-cups on their nipples, sucking squirt-after-squirt of milk from them. The women hooked up to the machine seemed to be enjoying it somewhat. She traced the tubes of the suction cups to the machine, and then traced the piping of the machine, which led through the walls, to the front, outside.

Barging through the double doors into the outside, though still behind the counter, she continued tracing the piping. It led directly to the whip cream dispenser off to the side. Sarah noticed the customers, the women gym members, all with whip-cream topped smoothies, gliding fingers across the top to take finger-full tastes of it, smiling and laughing with each other as bits of cream got caught on their upper lip and noses. Sarah was in shock over it all. She also noticed that the sounds of the machinery, the moaning, and ecstasy from the backroom of the smoothie shack were completely canceled out. They clearly put a lot of money into noise-canceling materials, with only faint noises from the back escaping when another staff member filtered out of the double doors to give a customer their smoothie.

Sarah headed back inside, pretending to sweep, then taking her phone out and pretending to be lounging on the job, texting. Instead, she was subtly taking pictures of the operation. The women creaming into smoothies, being milked into oblivion by the machines. As Sarah was backing up to get a better view, she bumped into a table, causing a bottle to roll over to the edge. Catching it, Sarah looked at it.

"Estrozylikotitol?" Sarah looked at the bottle, wondering what it could be. Looking at the label, she quietly read it to herself, "WARNING: Estrozylikotitol is a psychoactive compound which results in extreme euphoria and mood enhancement. Use sparingly. Side effects may include dizziness, vertigo, vomitting, and extreme sensitivity towards Estratetraenol.”

“Estratetraenol?” Sarah questioned. Looking it up on her phone, she quickly discovered what it was. Human female pheromones. Sarah quickly put together what they were doing here. They were using this additive in their smoothies to enhance female sensitivity to female pheromones. But that would not solely drive arousal, she thought to herself. There had to be another step she was missing.

Talking on her blue tooth, Sarah told Trischa, “Meet me in the concourse. I've got it.” Sarah put the bottles back and snuck out the back door. Heading around, back out towards the concourse area, she did not wait long for Trischa, seeing her coming quickly down the hall as Sarah headed for the center of the concourse, behind the elevator.

Trischa was all-too eager to share her findings with Sarah.

“What did you find?” Sarah asked.

“Plenty,” Trischa responded eagerly. She told Sarah about the subliminal messaging on the windows and the subliminal audio behind the stereos. Sarah nodded her head as she was told, putting the pieces together.

Sarah in turn, showed Trischa her pictures.

“Ugh, what the hell?”

“They're milking women and using milk to turn into cream...And the smoothies use another type of 'cream' as well...Skene's gland cream.”

“Skene's gland?” Trischa asked, somewhat confused.

“You know...When a woman gets a little too aroused, and she produces a thick milky substance for lubrication?”

“Oh...OOOHHHH!” Trischa began to catch on.

“They're orgasming over smoothies and creaming into them before they hand them over to women.”

Trischa gagged as she was told this.

“That's not all. They're adding some sort of chemical I've never heard of, something called 'Estrozylikotitol', they're adding it to all the smoothies. They had a bunch of bottles of the stuff in the back. Apparently it heightens sensitivity to female pheromones.”

“This place is a god damn lesbian pys-op.” Trischa said, frustrated. “They're chemically inducing women to be more sensitive to pheromones, and then reinforcing it with subliminal hypnosis.” Trischa shook her head in disbelief.

“We have more than enough evidence to take this place down. Let's get the hell out of here.”

“Agreed.” Trischa responded.

Sarah and Trischa both calmly headed for the entrance. Moving past the scanners, keeping their outfits on, suddenly, from a door on the left-hand side, near the lobby desk, they saw tall, fit, muscular women, guards of some kind, filter out, followed by an older woman in beige office clothing. They stood directly in front of the entrance doors, causing Sarah and Trischa to stop in their tracks.

“Wait a minute,” Trischa said, looking at the woman in beige. “That's Brenda!”

“Who?” Sarah asked, confused by the situation.

“The woman in the admin office...She made me eat her out. Quick, let's get the hell out of here!” Trischa said, pushing Sarah back before running off back into the facility.

“Seize them!” Brenda shouted, the guards immediately setting off at a moderately fast but steady pace.

“Oh, shit.” Sarah said plainly, before turning and following behind Trischa.

Trischa, while already ahead of Sarah, was not slowing down. Sarah was desperately trying to catch up to, and follow Trischa, though her more athletic nature lent her the agility and endurance to keep up her pace and run down the halls.

“Wait up, Trisch!” Sarah shouted, exasperated and running out of breath. Sarah lost track of Trischa, turning a corner, and then another, until she turned one last corner and was confronted with the sight of Trischa, half-way down the hall, stopped dead in her tracks. Her arms were half out-stretched, with another woman, what looked to be a masseuse, standing in front of her.

At first, it looked like Trischa was frozen, until Sarah slowly moved closer, positioning herself off to the side to get a better view. As she came around Trischa, she saw that the masseuse had her hand down Trischa's pants, her hands fidgeting beneath her trousers in a calculated and methodical manner, clearly doing something to manipulate her. Beneath the janitorial trousers, the masseuse's hands were utilizing complex massage maneuvers on her genitals; specifically her clitoris and labia majora. Trischa was somewhat frozen in ecstasy, her face making an 'o' face, cross-eyed, and her body giving minor convulsions from the sudden, erratic, pulses of pleasure she was feeling.

“Let her go!” Sarah cried, grabbing at Trischa's shoulder to try and free her from the orgasmic bliss she was currently being entranced by, but as she tried to do so, the masseuse darted her other hand in Sarah's direction, sliding it with ease down her pants. Sarah's thick thighs gave her a cushiony defense against the masseuse's penetrating fingers, as Sarah fell back, her pants half-falling down, as she plopped onto the floor. Watching Trischa, wondering how she could free her from the masseuse, who herself was tall, and looked to be moderately built, it seemed impossible, without risking being caught herself. Suddenly, Sarah heard furious footsteps coming closer and closer. It was the guards.

Sarah left her pants, sliding out of them and running down the rest of the hall in nothing but her panties, her fat cheeks bouncing loosely in them as she fled. Hiding behind the corner of the bend in the hallway, she felt like she was abandoning Trischa, but she had no other choice. She either risked trying to pull her free and getting caught herself, and possible losing her evidence, or spend the extra time trying to free her and possibly getting caught by the guards that were on her heels. Peeking out from behind her cover, she observed as the guards and Brenda approached Trischa.

“Release her.” Brenda flatly stated.

The masseuse wrenched her hand out of Trischa's pants, causing her to collapse on the floor. Trischa, in a daze, sits, her hands supporting her, keeping her from falling backwards. Two guards walk over to Trischa, grabbing her arms, turning her around to face Brenda. Trischa's head bobs lazily back and forth, coming to after being freed from her orgasmic hold.

“Well, look who it is. It appears that you need another lesson, don't you?” Brenda stated, before unbuttoning her beige, knee-length skirt.

Sarah watched as her skirt hit the floor, stunned at the size and scope of her bush. It was even larger and spread-out further than Sarah's. Brenda walked over to Trischa until she was right on top of her, grabbed the back of her head, and forced her face into her thicket of hair. Brenda hoisted her head upwards, reacting to the sudden excitement with refrained dignity. Trischa's head began to slowly move up and down against Brenda's forested crotch, with Trischa's arms slowly traveling up her legs to grab her buns in the back. Trischa was gone.

“Damn it!” Sarah whispered under her breath.

Brenda's acute hearing caught residual sound from Sarah's soft outburst, her head jolting in her direction. Sarah ducked behind the wall, hoping she didn't notice. Peeking her head back out, she saw Brenda staring directly at her, then motioning her hands to her guards to go after Sarah.

“Shit!” Sarah exclaimed, running off further down the hall. She had to find some way to lose them. Running past room after room, around corner after corner, she found herself running out of space. Passing by a locker room, she looked back, seeing the guards hot on her trail. “Fuck it.” Sarah said, before jumping into the locker room. Inside, she was greeted to a crowd of nude women all changing, mingling, conversing, and groping one another. Sarah knew that if she was going to blend in, she had to strip. Ditching her janitorial outfit, she quietly and cautiously slinked into the crowd, grazing women's bodies with her breasts and butt, feeling the warm sensation of feminine figures all around her. The temporal heat they gave off was enough to start getting Sarah moist, but the sight of all these nude women was beginning to make her vulva begin to engorge, naturally opening itself. She could feel herself dripping with excitement, both from the mixture of mingling with all these women, both beautiful and frumpy, young and old, while also being hounded by the built security women.

Sarah peeked over some of the lockers, witnessing the security guards enter the locker room. They immediately began scanning, causing Sarah to duck down. As the security guards moved further into the locker room, Sarah reciprocated by moving further back herself. It was a cat and mouse game now. Sarah realized that most of the women in here were auburn and brunette haired in color, and knew that her wavy blonde locks would stand out. Grabbing a towel, she wrapped her hair in it, hiding it from their purview.

The guards moved in and out of the rows of lockers, sweeping them. One walked through the rows of lockers, while the other went down the main aisle, hoping to keep Sarah from finding a way around them.

Sarah, meanwhile, peeked out from behind the farthest-back row of lockers, hunched over, with her large fat butt sticking out behind her. She was nervous, and carefully observing their movements. Suddenly, she felt a moist, wriggling, appendage, swipe her butthole. Letting out a soft “Yipe!” And turning around, Sarah saw a short stocky woman, who was clearly leaning forward, her head still stuck where Sarah's ass had previously been, with her tongue sticking out.

“Oh,” she started, wiping her mouth, “I'm sorry. Did you want to greet each other first? I kinda just dive right in.” She finished, with a smile on her freckled face. “I'm Ginger!” She added, holding a hand out for a handshake.

Sarah was bewildered, after suddenly being accosted by this strange woman whilst hiding from the guards, her eyes frantically darting to-and-fro. She looked back at the guards, noticing one of them had caught some of the commotion going on where Sarah was. Sarah, without thinking, quickly jumped into the shower area, which was packed densely with women. She had to shove her way inside, nudging and pressing against boobs, butts, tummies, and thighs. Disappearing into the menagerie of women, the guard looked into the shower, briefly, before returning to examining the rows of lockers.

Sarah breathed a sigh of relief, looking at her phone, which she held onto passionately. It was the one thing she had left, which she also noticed was beginning to grow condensation and collect the pitter-patter of ambient water splatter from the shower heads. Undoing the towel on her head with one hand, a body bumped into Sarah's, causing the phone to slip out of Sarah's hand, falling into the cluster of legs below. She heard it splash on the wet tile shower flooring, and knelt down to try and find it. Her hands scoured and weaved through the various women's legs. She had completely lost track of her phone.

As Sarah was knelt down, a woman took notice of Sarah's curvy physique, with her doggy-style posture, accentuating her wide, fat, butt, causing the woman to lick her lips with enticement.

Looking for her phone, Sarah felt the same familiar sensation on her butthole, turning around and now sitting on the tile flooring. She saw a red haired woman, licking her upper lick, crawling towards her. Sarah tried to scamper away, but there were too many legs in her path, and the floor was too wet to gain much traction. The woman wrapped her arms around and underneath Sarah's thighs, pulling her towards her, Sarah's legs now in the air as the woman sucked down furiously on her clitoris and lips. Sarah's bush enveloped most of her cheeks, but she could still make out the emerald eyes of the woman looking back up at her as she excavated her gaping, engorged, aroused vulva with her tongue.

Sarah tried to resist, gasping out “St-op...st-op!” But it was of no use. She felt one of her arms grabbed, then lifted, her fingers feeling the tight warm moistness of someone's vulva. She could feel the pubic hairs rubbing and grazing against her other fingers. Then her other arm was grabbed and lifted, inserted into another vulva as well, though this one being trimmed. Sarah struggled to free herself, but she could feel herself giving in, only half-heartedly trying to wrench her hands free.

Finally, she saw a black-haired woman, who's long mane was slicked back, almost looking like a hooded cap in its uniform darkness, standing over Sarah, grinning at her. She walked over, above Sarah's shoulders, giving her a view from below of her equally aroused and engorged pussy. She was so hot and bothered, she could see into vulva, past her labia. The woman sat on Sarah's face, her unrivaled wetness being intoxicating, as Sarah's tongue slid forth and into the woman's groin, causing her to let forth satisfying moans.

Sarah's eyes slipped back into her head as she was overwhelmed by sensation. The warm wetness covering her mouth, the wriggling passion between her legs from a stranger's tongue, both hands feeling the warm, soft, gel-like fleshiness of female genitalia, sliding in and out. Slowly, she eased back onto the tile floor of the shower, disappearing into the orgy as just another participant, as the guards gave up their search and exited the locker room.

----

Walking through the gym doors, 8 hours later, Andrew was perturbed. He had never been to this place, but knew Sarah was here, as she told him she was going early in the morning.

“Sir, I'm sorry, but you aren't-” The woman behind the lobby desk tried to stop him.

“I'm not what?” He asked, indignantly.

The lobby woman kindly smiled, and gently touched his arm. “May I please direct you back to the lobby?”

“No, I'm looking for my girlfriend, I'm not interested in a membership.”

“Well, sir, I'm sorry, but only those with a membership can pass through into the main concourse.”

“Well, I don't care.” Andrew said, bluntly, before marching towards the scanners. A female security guard stepped in front of him, trying to block him, but he ignored her and shoved his way through.

“Hey, you can't go through there!” The female security guard shouted, as Andrew blew through the scanners.

Inside the main concourse, Andrew scanned the room, looking for Sarah. He spotted a familiar blonde head, but she was facing away from him, so he was only able to see the back of her head. Looking closer, he noticed she was sitting, splayed across a chair, on top of the lap of her friend Trischa. With a furrowed brow, Andrew marched over to where she was sitting.

Sarah giggled along with Trischa, her index finger tracing its way down her chest, catching her shirt, which Sarah toyed with.

“Sarah?!” Andrew barked, annoyed.

Sarah gave him a confused and dismissive look. “I'm sorry?”

“You've been here for 10 hours! It's 8 P.M.! Aren't you coming home?”

Sarah gave Andrew a look of laughing dismissal, “Oh my god, can you believe him?”

“Yea, right?” Trischa responded, before she leaned in. Sarah reciprocated, ending in a deep, long, kiss.

“Wha-What the...What's going on here?” Andrew asked, hesitant.

“What does it look like? I'm with my girlfriend. Bug off.” Sarah replied, with a sassy tone.

Andrew felt the grasp of someone around his arm.

“It's time to go sir.”

As andrew turned to see who was grabbing him, he noticed it was a female security guard.

“But, but...Sarah!” He helplessly cried out, though she was too enamored with Trischa to care.

“How about, I stay at your place tonight, huh sweety?” Sarah said to Trischa, in a seductive and soft manner.

“Ohhh, I like that. Maybe we can play...'Find the clitoris'” Trischa replied, laughing, tickling Sarah's tummy.

“Mmm, I would love that.” Sarah finished, before going in for another long, deep, kiss.
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