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Tiffany was at the spa. She was comfortably naked, her slick, elegant body dripping moisture as she slowly tip-toed her way toward the pool to relax after draining out her toxins in the sauna. She made her way past the numerous naked bodies in the pool hall, feeling an enormous sense of togetherness and belonging with them, as they were all in the nude as she was. Tiffany noticed that she felt less and less self-conscious every time she came to the spa, unlike how she felt when she entered her early twenties. There were usually a some middle age women at the spa, not many, but some, the spa was after all somewhat more popular among younger women, such as herself. She noticed the older women in and around the pool as she passed them on her way to the pool to swimming her usual few laps, and they all looked less carefree and casual than the younger ones, and Tiffany looked forward to having that carefree feeling, as she was approaching 30 years of age. They were more numerous today than normal. The middle aged women mostly liked being in the hot tubs. Tiffany felt reassured by them, in that they were no threat to her sexually, with their sagging breasts and bellies made sloppy by childbirth. She looked at them standing around her as she slowly sat herself down, submerging her legs in the water, and wondered if her man would be caressing her body if she looked like them, with folds in her belly, with stretch marks. 

Tiffany looked around at the girls her age standing around the pool, chatting, and she examined carefully the variety in their pussies. Most of them were trimmed, some completely bald, but there were two or three who had a stylish black triangle of hair on their pussy. Tiffany looked at the elegantly nude girls standing around her and she wondered what sort of pussy it would be best to stick a penis in as she slowly slipped her body into the warm water of the pool. Tiffany always denied that she was sexually interested in other girls. That she had a membership at the spa where she went every Monday to be in the sauna to watch and enjoy the company and conversations with dozens of women in the nude had nothing to do with it. She just liked the cozy, relaxed atmosphere, and appreciated the feeling of warm water and steam on her bare skin. Her nude body slid elegantly through the water more easily than ever before, with no friction from some bathing suit, just the warm caress of the soft water directly contacting her skin. She relaxed. She finished her last lap of the breast stroke, and started slowly doing the back-flip. She always swam slowly, just enjoying the feeling of gliding through the pleasantly warm water. 

She finished her last lap in the middle of the pool and made her way to little ladder up to the bank. She grabbed both hand-rails of the ladder and stepped on the lowest step, slowly rising out of the water, letting her hair cascade down her back and the water drip down her body. She glanced around the room, but none of the other women were paying her any attention. She was a little disappointed, she was sure that she looked so elegant, rising out of the water like that, but the girls could not appreciate it. There really ought to be any men around to watch her as she did sexy things, or what she imagined to be sexy things. She had to mention that to the staff. Maybe she could convince the janitor to watch her getting out of the pool?

She rose out of the pool, and stood on the bank for a few breaths, letting the water slide down her body before she headed to the showers. She needed to get home and fuck her husband, who would be waiting for her by now. And then she might cook something for him. Her pussy tingled a little as she thought about it, entering the shower room.

There were already three women in there, two girls younger than she was, and one her age, and she was bending over, her ass facing Tiffany as she entered the shower room. She had a large and firm ass, perfectly shaped; sleek, round thighs and long legs spread slightly apart so Tiffany could see her pussy, her large and softly shaped labia forming an upside down heart shape. Tiffany knew that pussy, she had seen it before, clean shaven and silky smooth and creamy and ample and soft and beautiful, it was genitalia that scared her femininity, a pussy that could steal her man away. As Tiffany stood stunned in the entryway the woman rose to her full height and Tiffany recognized her, she was a regular at the spa like herself, and the woman in turn recognized Tiffany, and they nodded to one another, and she continued lathering her body as Tiffany walked under a shower on the opposite side and began adjusting the stream. The warm water embraced Tiffany's entire body, so gently and so intimately.

Tiffany found herself looking at the two younger girls standing in the shower right in front of her as she rubbed soap into her armpits. The girls weren't paying attention to Tiffany as they washed their bodies.

The girls looked ten years younger than Tiffany, and one was less attractive; a shorter, more thickly built girl. Tiffany tried to push the notion of her age out of her head, to not think about it. Thinking about her age always brought to her mind unwanted thoughts, like that she still hadn't any children. She had a boyfriend, she just needed to be less careful with him. Tiffany started to compare herself with the girl standing directly in front of her, ignoring her less attractive friend for the time being. The older one gave her a glance as she finished washing off the lather, and grinned slightly as she left for the pool area, deliberately swaying her hips as she went. Tiffany ignored her as she stood under her own gentle stream, letting the warm water sensuously flow down her body, caressing her lithe form as she continued observing the nude bathing girls and comparing them to herself.

Tiffany had long, straight blond hair that flowed down her back, it was long enough to cover her breasts, should she choose to. The cuter girl showering in front of her had cappuchino-brown hair that reached down to her ample breasts. Her more amply built friend had hazel hair, about as long and slightly wavy.

As the cuter girl leaned over to lather her long legs with soap, her breasts swayed pendulously. Tiffany sighed, her breast could not sway like that. Her own breasts were prominent and perky but would not sag and only swayed a little, they just weren't big enough to sag. She cupped her own breasts in her palms. Tiffany barely needed to have a bra, she often boasted this at least, to her friends. 

The cute bathing girl drew herself to her full length again, running her fingers through her hair, and Tiffany could better see her athletic body and envy her some more. The girl had a thin waist and a flat stomach, it was obvious that she worked out. Tiffany only did yoga once in a while. By contrast, the girl's slightly pudgy friend had even larger breasts, but not a flat stomach. Tiffany tried not to think of her own stomach, it was not as flat as it used to be, it looked flat enough as she lay down in bed, letting her boyfriend run his palm over it, but she still had a waist. The girl had a soft and round ass soft thighs that rubbed together. She had her thighs form a very aesthetically pleasing Y, her pussy shaven slick, maybe even waxed, and her cute slit could be seen no matter how she changed position under her stream, and when she stood straight with her legs as she now did, washing her face, her hair down her back, she even had a small thigh-gap. Tiffany had to cross her legs to make her pussy in a Y, she had very feminine hips, but her thigh gap was closing as she got older and gained weight.

The cute girl's thighs were thick and round and muscular, she had a well tended pubes, shaven into a thin landing-strip over her slit. She had a thigh gap, lithe, slim girls with the wide child-bearing hips and slim thighs often have a vast thigh gap. She wondered what it would be like to lick that pussy. As the girl turned around, displaying her firm, perky ass to Tiffany, Tiffany made an excuse to crouch down to look into the girl's thigh gap, and she confirmed that her labia was visible from her back. Her pudgy friend had a perfect innie. Tiffany wished the two of them would bend over so she could see if their labia formed a heart shape, but she didn't want her to know she was being watched. Tiffany herself had a very slick innie pussy. She liked to think that she was still very lickable, she kept her pussy smooth and clean and exposed to her boyfriend hoping that he would lick her there some more. 

Tiffany wondered how those girls would look in 30 years, and she concluded that both the girls would look worse than her, and she smiled. The girl noticed Tiffany looking at her, and gave her a look of disdain before she and her friend turned to leave. Tiffany watched them leave, and found herself alone in the shower. 

Tiffany made sure to wash her pubes and her slit very well. It could be very uncomfortable for any of them who didn't, so she made sure. She washed with soap, lathering well, and she rubbed, and she rinsed herself off, and then she ran her finger through her slit and smelled it. She nodded to herself, she had done a good job. She turned off the tap, and headed out of the shower room, to find her towel and dry herself, just as a couple of women entered the shower from the pool area.

Dry, she draped the towel over her shoulder and entered the locker room.

Tiffany saw as Alice entered the locker room. They smiled and said "Hi" to each other, as Tiffany dropped her towel on the bench in front of her locker. She and Tiffany were Spa-friends, that is, they had only ever met at the spa, and had a few conversations in the sauna and in the hot-tub. Alice was tall and thin, she had long limbs; long legs, long arms, long fingers and long toes and a long neck. Because of how thin she was, Alice looked taller than she really was. She wore her hair in a bun as usual and she was wearing a knee-length black skirt, dark stockings, lacquered high-heels, a buttoned silk blouse under her dark blue autumn jacket, a thin necklace with a small cross, small diamond earrings and a golden watch on her right wrist.

Tiffany opened her locker and reached in and got her glasses, and put them on, immediately feeling less naked. Her glasses were very stylish, with a thick black frame, and made her look elegantly conservative, like a librarian. She could see well enough without them, but she needed them to read from her phone, and her man said they made her look sexy, so she always had them on. Alice put her handbag on the bench and her sports-bag on the floor, and tried to ignore Tiffany as she did stretches; raising her hands in the air, then one, then the other, then placing her arms behind her head and rotating, then touching her toes. She didn't need to do it, she just used it as an excuse to be naked longer. But it was less fun when Alice ignored her, busying herself instead with putting her jewelry into the locker, so she got her key from her elastic armband and opened her locker. Alice had already opened her locker and was placing her coat inside on a hangar. Tiffany decided to put on her socks first. She always wore knee socks or stockings, because they were both warm and comfortable and sexy, especially when she wore nothing else besides. She grabbed them out of the locker and sat down to put them on, meanwhile stealing glances at Alice, who was unbuttoning her blouse. She was putting it on the hangar as Tiffany reached inside her own locker to pull out her underwear. She just had her panties and a sports-bra, nothing fancy. She held up her panties to see which way was front, and glanced at Alice. Alice was wearing simple white underwear, conservatively styled, with minimal lace. Her panties had a cute bow on them, which made Tiffany smile. Tiffany frowned as she realized that the front of her panties had a little yellow stain on them. She hoped that Alice didn't notice, and sat down and slipped on her panties.

Alice wasn't so skinny that her bones were showing; she had exquisite aerodynamically rounded feminine curves. Only a hint of her rib-cage was to be seen on her creamy white skin. She looked glorious. Her breasts bounced a little as she removed her bra, before turning around to put it in the locker. Tiffany slipped on her own bra, just in time to see Alice slip off her cute panties, facing away from Tiffany as she bent down to slip them down her legs. She had a rounded and firm ass, her pussy looked cute even from behind, with just a little roast-beef showing between her outer labia, and her thighs were slender yet healthy. Her thigh gap was so wide that Tiffany was sure she could fit four fingers in it when she stood casual. Alice turned around, and Tiffany saw that she had well tended pubes, she had but a neat line directing attention to the mounds of her outer labia on her otherwise flat lower belly. Tiffany got out her jeans, and sat down to slip them on as Alice sat down and started removing her stockings, giving Tiffany a gyneocological view of her pussy. Tiffany tried not to stare, but the sight was so beautiful, and it made her think of what impression the sight of her own pussy made on others, mainly other women. They never told her, but the sight of it caused the flesh of her man rise very quickly.

Alice got to her feet, placed her socks in the locker, along with her bags, closed the locker, put the elastic band with the key on her arm, and turned around. She faced Tiffany, who was just slipping into her sweater, hands akimbo, and watched her, daring her to eye her naked body. Tiffany blushed, realizing that Alice knew she had been ogling her.

"Do you like what you see?" asked Alice, barely containing a grin.

Tiffany looked away, and the two women went each their own way.
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Home

John, Tiffany's boyfriend, owned an apartment in the outskirts of the city. It was reasonably large and cozy, on the second floor of a three storey building. The view from the balcony was nice. John was tall and athletic, if not muscular, and he had those all important six-pack abs that she liked to run her fingers across.

Tiffany entered her boyfriend's apartment, to find that he was already in the bathroom getting ready for the shower. She could hear the water hissing from the bathroom as she entered.

"I'm home," she announced.

"How was the spa?"

"It was great. You should join me some day," she said, jokingly. It was a female only spa, but she found her wondering if they'd let John come with her, just once. She asked: "are you in the shower?"

"I'm getting in now. You want to join me?"

Tiffany smiled. "Maybe I will," she said to herself, and bit her lip as she walked to the bathroom door. She pushed to door open and stepped inside the bathroom.

John stood naked in the shower stall and was getting all soaped up, lathering his chest and armpits as she entered. He was almost facing her, his chest and his abs glistening wet, his cock swaying slightly as he faced her, soaping his armpits. He smiled at her and she smiled at him, and she watched him rub lather on his balls, jiggling his peen just for her viewing pleasure. She blushed.

Tiffany looked him down, sneaking a long, loving look at his long, swaying penis before glancing up and in his eyes. His wonderful, sensuous gray eyes. Her panties got a little bit moist as she stood there admiring his body. She unconsciously gnawed the inside of her lower lip. He smiled, and unhurriedly finished rinsing the soap off his naked body as she followed his hands with her eyes.

When he turned off the water, she was ready for him with a towel, and she helped him dry his body. Actually she dried him all by herself while he just stood there and allowed her do it, and she did it with sensuous care, running her fingers all over his bare body, from his neck down his back, crouching down to dry his thighs before standing up again and coming at him from the front, touching him all over with her fingers and hands. She looked him in his steely gray eyes as she dried his chest with the towel in both hands. She moved the towel lower, drying his abs, she could just feel them with her hands through the towel, then she moved down to his penis, now fully erect and hard to her touch, and she blushed a little as she carefully dried his penis, the shaft in her hand all covered in the fabric of the towel, she could feel it slowly throb under her touch. She crouched again to dry the front of his thighs, taking a long look at his erect penis, feasting her eyes on it, letting it touch her on her cheeks as she dried his legs, first the left cheek, then her right. It felt warm against her cheeks, and she let herself be caressed by its touch. She tested her handy-work by giving his cock-shaft a few licks. His male organ was thick and hard and pointing up when she was finished. She kissed it gently on the tip, and it pulsated as she sat back and admired it, taking a deep breath and biting her lower lip before she rose to her feet before him, and taking her eyes off his male organ to see as she put away the towel, and then she turned and looked him in the eyes again, a longing expression on her face, her lips parted, and she reached out and softly caressed his masculine organ with her fingers, cradling it in her hand. The peen was hard but its texture was soft. She felt its veins, and how she could move the skin on it, and he allowed her to do it, she could fold the foreskin back from the
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