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Going to the gym has never been such fun...

Half-Japanese Melody is desperate to ease her aches and pains after a vigorous session at the gym where her curvy body has taken all the punishment it can. Then in walks the sexy masseuse, Kim, who exudes sex appeal, and persuades her to shed her clothes and succumb to a sensual massage.

But a quickie in the treatment room soon turns into seduction as things take an unexpected turn and the blonde bombshell demonstrates her dominant side.

Will innocent Melody be coming of age finally by exploring her deeply hidden erotic fantasies? Or will Kim's kinky kisses be too much for her to bear?
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Author note: This is an interracial, gay, contemporary, coming-of-age, erotica short story with a BBW and a sports masseuse. It contains adult situations including lesbian interaction, sex toys, spanking, voyeurism and much more. If this content offends, please do not read.
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I was pretty sure I was going to pass out if I had to climb one more step on the stair machine from Hell. I took a deep, painful, breath in and risked a discreet look over to the hot blond guy next to me running at a million miles an hour on the treadmill. I felt inadequate. Why was I here again?

All I wanted to do was curl into a ball and die a quick, painless death. I wished I'd stayed at home instead of having the bright idea of coming to a gym and getting bikini-fit and ready for the summer. Who cared if I could fit into a bikini? I didn't. I would never wear one, anyway—

"Are you finished?" I looked up to see an older lady dressed in tight Lycra glaring at me, her arms folded across her ample boobs, her orange suntan hurting my eyes.

"Me?"

"You've stopped, haven't you? You can't hog the machine, young lady. Rules are rules," The woman said, exasperated. I frowned at her, wanting to call her out on her attitude but I wouldn't. I never did. And I definitely didn't have the energy right now to make a scene in front of the hot blond guy who'd now glanced over toward us.

"Yeah, yeah," I muttered, stepping off the machine and wiping it over with a towel.  Immediately, the old woman jumped on and went full pelt into hardcore mode. I tried not to stare, but the fact that I was being outdone by someone who was probably fifty years older than my twenty-two years was, well, depressing.

Walking away in disgust, I topped up my water bottle from the fountain and guzzled it down. I took it and myself back to the locker rooms. My whole body ached and muscles I hadn't used in forever screamed at me. Whoever said that exercise was good for you was obviously delusional.

Although the gym was quite busy, the ladies' locker room was thankfully quiet for the evening session. I stood in front of the large, floor-to-ceiling mirror and looked closely at myself.

I needed a shower, badly. My black hair, which had once been pulled neatly off my face, was now falling forward and sticking to my sweaty features. Any make-up I'd had on earlier was long gone. I looked a state, quite frankly. My mother's family—the traditional Japanese side—would be appalled if they could see me out in public looking like this. I shrugged. Still, it was a ninety-minute workout. And it wasn't as if this was a regular occurrence.

Slowly my fingers began to obey and move. They slid to my capri pants and flicked to the buttons, un-snapping them until I wriggled free and watched them slide to the floor in the mirror. My ample thighs and belly—one of the reasons I'd finally decided to come to the gym—didn't look quite so bad in this lighting and I twirled to look at my backside. It was still big. No getting away from that one, but it looked okay. Maybe I should invest in some commercial gym lighting and mirrors for my little flat. I smiled, wiggled my bum, and instantly grimaced as pain shot through my back.

Who wanted to be skinny anyway?

Pulling off my vest gingerly, learning my lesson at moving too quickly, I attempted to stretch out my muscles like I'd seen others do. The problem was it felt like there wasn't a place on me that wasn't protesting. I persevered until my muscles were on fire and I had to stop. I adjusted my bra so it wouldn't keep letting my boobs spill out the top of it, and pushed back a sweaty strand of hair from my face.

Bending to grab a towel, I stashed my clothes in a locker and knew the only place to go was the steam room. Some relaxation and heat might give my muscles a chance to heal.

Wrapping a towel around myself to cover the white, cotton bra and panties I was still wearing, I stepped into the women-only steam room.

The billows of steam made it tough to see much, but I found the bench and sat. After a while, I let the towel slide to the seat, and happily sat there, drinking in the heat.

The blast of air moments later made me open my eyes. Another woman had stepped inside the room and was sitting opposite me. It was a small space, and I was acutely aware of the stranger. More moments passed and my comfort level dropped, I wasn't sure I could stay there.

I could see the shape of the woman sitting opposite me and noticed that, unlike me, when she'd dropped her towel from her body, she was naked underneath. A niggle of awareness flooded me and I squeezed my legs tighter together.

It wasn't as if I got off on other women, but I seemed to find them attractive. Seemingly more so as I got disillusioned with boyfriends. I deliberately turned my head, knowing she couldn't really see me through the mass of steam in the room, but embarrassed at my reaction, anyway.

I realised I couldn't take it anymore; the heat or being near another woman. Wrapping the towel around myself again, I got up to slowly walk through the white steam, not catching the eye of the other person. As I stepped outside, the cold air sapped my body and goosebumps hit me hard.

My body still hurt, but it was shower time.

Stripping off my underwear, I stepped into the warming shower, allowing the water to cascade over my body. Soaping myself slowly, I turned around to reach for the shampoo when the woman from the steam room stepped into the open shower room. Embarrassment and awareness once again struggled to give themselves priority in my mind. Embarrassment finally won out. I wasn't particularly a prude, but I was now completely naked, in front of a stranger. My face heated.

I prayed that she'd pick one of the other six free showers away from me. The woman—a blonde in her thirties, maybe—smiled as she stepped under the shower head next to me and I closed my eyes, wondering what I should do. Carry on as normal? Forget washing my hair and walk away to dry myself?

"I saw you were carrying yourself a little awkwardly as you walked out of the steam room. Everything okay?" I had to strain to hear her soft tones over the gush of spray. Still, I felt tongue-twisted for a moment before forcing a smile to my lips.

"Yeah, I just pushed myself a little harder than I should have today. My own fault." My eyes drifted lower, over the blonde's body and perky boobs, before skating toward her face. Her hooded gaze was on my own. I felt the heat high on my cheeks and I allowed my dark hair to fall across my face in the hopes it would hide me. She was so beautiful, though. It was hard not to stare.

"Although sometimes a little of what we want does us good, I think we've all pushed ourselves a little too far that first time. Maybe you need a mentor to see you through it." The woman smiled at me and I couldn't help but smile back shyly. Maybe she was right.

I reached for the shampoo and made a big deal of rubbing a load into my hair and rinsing it out, doing my best to ignore the woman next to me, despite being very aware of her presence.

"My name's Kim, I'm the resident massage therapist among other things. I don't think I've seen you around here before." She held out a soapy hand for me to shake and I only hesitated for a second.

"Melody. I've only recently moved here and it's my first time here." I said shyly. I made sure all the soap was out of my hair and it was squeaky clean before stepping out of the shower and grabbing a large towel from the peg and wrapping it around myself.

"I'm free now, fancy a massage? I can give you a little taste of what we can do here at the gym and I can work out some of those aches and pains for you. What d'ya think?"

I turned, in two minds whether to take her up on her offer. On one hand, it was amazingly tempting. My body felt like it had been run over—I hated to think what it would feel like tomorrow. On the other hand... I looked at her under my eyelashes, and I felt my nipples harden. It was probably the coolness of the locker room, I considered, staring at the white tile on the floor. Although...

"If it would be no trouble?" The decision slipped out before I realised I'd made it. Just where had that come from?

"No trouble at all. Don't bother getting dressed. Use one of the robes for now." I nodded. I couldn't believe I was doing this. Butterflies the size of dinosaurs, danced in my stomach as she turned back to her shower. She closed her eyes as the water run over her face and my gaze dropped down over her breasts again and I wondered if her boobs were fake. They looked too damn perfect not to be. Her own nipples had hardened but I had to look away.

I turned quickly, before she caught me staring, and dried myself, ignoring the protests of my body. Within five minutes, Kim had dried herself off and had joined me.

I'd watched her dry herself from the corner of my eye, pretending I wasn't a complete pervert staring at her drying her long, slender legs. She changed into a lacy matching white bra and panty set. I couldn't believe how tiny she looked in the mirror next to me as she pulled on a small pair of shorts which barely covered her ass and a vest top emblazoned with the gym's name. I wasn't particularly tall, but at five foot seven, I was maybe five inches taller than her. And of course, my body wasn't as toned, either. I pulled the robe a little tighter and looked away.

I was numb as I followed her out of the locker rooms and through the reception. I almost wanted to dart away, and I wasn't sure why. Well, probably because she had seen me naked, and not many people had. But also because I was unbelievably turned on. I was following her towards where I was to get this massage and I couldn't keep my eyes from the sway of her hips and the tightness of her bottom. I was also acutely aware of the short robe sitting high on my thighs and wondered if people were staring. I didn't dare look.

My heart rate was accelerating and I lifted a hand to lay flat on my chest. At least she'd already seen me naked—it couldn't get any worse, right? And a free massage was fantastic. I should be ecstatic. Not scared out of my wits that a sexy woman was going to be touching me. I groaned and looked longingly at the main exit as I entered the therapy room...and the point of no return.

Kim closed the door behind me, and then proceeded to light a couple of candles that softly illuminated the room. "There, that's better."

I stood there, awaiting instruction, a big ball of nerves and sexual tension.

"Why don't you untie your robe and put it on the chair, then hop up on the bed? We'll start with your front and I'll cover you with some towels." Kim smiled, and reached out and touched my arm. It was probably supposed to be comforting but did absolutely nothing for my blood pressure. Maybe I should simply excuse
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