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She put her finger up to her chin and started tapping it as she looked around my sparse apartment.
Suddenly her eyes lit up. "Well, how about this. You said you think Biff is five or six times stronger
than you right?"

"Yeah, if | had to guess, I'd say somewhere around there."

"Okay, and do you think I'm stronger than you?" She flexed her biceps again, in case | forgot how
buff she'd become.




"Well, you clearly look stronger than me, and | was never much of an athlete, so yeah, I'd be
surprised if you weren't stronger than me."

Her face lit up at the admission. "Perfect. So, how much stronger than you do you think | am."

Now | had to think about that for a moment. There really wasn't any doubt that Erica was stronger
than me, but that wasn't exactly a huge hurdle. One of the reasons my parents bought me a weight
set is because | was too embarrassed to work out at a gym. Sure enough, when | started lifting at
home, the weights | could handle were pathetic, and after months of training as best as | could,
they didn't get much better. Still | did have a little height advantage, though the more | looked at her
body, the more | wasn't sure whether or not | had a weight advantage. "l don't know, maybe twice
as strong?"

Erica either didn't care for my lack of conviction, or was upset at my lack of faith in her strength.
Either way | got a bit of a condescending look before it melted away, replaced once more by that
dazzling smile. "Okay, why don't we start with testing that, to see if | am indeed twice as strong as
you." She headed over to my weight bench and put her hands on her hips, looking over my set up.
It was actually a pretty decent set up. My parents are well off and they hoped that having an
expensive weight set would inspire me to use it. The dust collecting on most of the plates spoke to
how well that strategy panned out. "So, how much can you lift?" she asked.

| could only shrug. It had been years since | touched a weight. Besides, | was more than a little
embarrassed to tell her what | remember lifting. "I honestly don't know."

The smile she gave me this time had a little mischievousness to it. "Well let’s find out then." She
took a bar that was bent in several different places and put a pair of weights on it. The twenty-five
pound weight discs she added were bigger than what | used to use. | gulped so loudly I'd be
shocked if she didn't hear me.

"All right, this looks like a standard fifteen-pound bar, so this would be sixty-five pounds, a pretty
decent starting weight for curls. Now why don't you come over here and show me what you got."

| could feel my face redden from embarrassment as | got a sinking feeling | knew where this was
going. Though if we were going to find out how much stronger than me she was, | suppose
knowing how strong | am was pretty relevant. So with great reluctance, | walked up to the barbell
and heaved it up off the ground.

My god it was heavy! | got it up to my waist, but as | felt the weight of the thing pulling down on my
arms, | had little hope that I'd be able to curl so much. Still, | gave it the good ole college try. | took
a couple of deep breaths and heaved up on the barbell with all of my might. To my credit, my arms
did move, and | probably got the barbell about a third of the way up, but it was not going any
further. A decent starting weight? Maybe for the Incredible Hulk!

"Oh wait!" Erica said. "l almost forgot, when you're lifting heavy weights you should always use a
spotter." She moved to stand right in front of me, and placed two fingers from each hand on the bar
outside of my hands. "I'm sorry, that was my bad, | should know better. Now why don't you try that
again."

Her broad grin told me that she was up to something, but | couldn't for the life of me figure out
what. So | decided to play along. | took another couple of deep breaths, tensed my arms, and with
a loud grunt pulled up on the weight with all of my might.

This time the barbell moved quite easily. The same bar | couldn't get halfway up just a moment ago
felt like a light warm-up weight. | looked at Erica, who smiled at me pleasantly.
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There was no indication she was exerting any force on the barbell at all, hell she only had four
fingers on it, and her biceps looked completely relaxed, how much force could she be putting on it?
Nonetheless, she was clearly supporting a better part of the weight, and with minimal effort. Maybe
she was stronger than | thought.

"You see," she said in an encouraging tone. "All you needed was a little spot. You wanna do a
couple of reps?"

"Sure." Of course using a spotter would never make this much difference, though I'd never used a
spotter before, since | did all of my workouts in private. The truth was, | was a little excited to see
where this was going. Erica said she was going to lift twice what | could lift, and if she was going to
help me lift more than | could on my own, maybe she was stronger than she looked. | lowered the
weight back to my waist and curled it back up again. It was so easy, | did a whole bunch of reps. |
could hardly keep the smile from my face. Despite the fact that | knew Erica was doing a good part
of the work, there was a bit of me that imagined that | was doing it all myself. It felt pretty cool to be
So strong.

"All right, that seems too easy for you. How about we add a little more weight?" When the bar got
back down to my waist, she took her fingers away. The increase of weight was so sudden and
surprising, | nearly dropped the bar. | quickly set it down, so that Erica wouldn't notice, but she was
already off retrieving more weights.

She came back with another pair of twenty-fives and put one on each side. "There; 115 pounds.
That should be enough to make you work for it." She motioned for me to grab the bar.

She had to know that | couldn't even lift the lighter weight on my own, let alone this heavier barbell.
What was she playing at? Still, | was curious to see where this was going, so | reached down and
pulled up on the weight.



Holy fuck! It was heavy as shit. Jesus, it felt like my arms were going to fall off. It was all | could do
to keep from dropping it. | could feel the blood rushing to my head and arms, and soon, my whole
body was shaking. No way | was curling this!

| was just about to drop it back on the floor, when suddenly Erica was there. Again she slipped two
fingers from either hand under the bar and suddenly the overwhelming weight became completely
manageable. | gave Erica a look of amazement. She still gave no sign that she was exerting any
force at all. Her body seemed totally relaxed, and she still wore a lazy smile on her face, but there
was no denying that she was supporting most of the weight. Just how strong was she?

"All right, ready?" She asked. "Nice and easy now."

If anything, this weight felt even lighter than the last one did. It came up so easily to my chest, like
it was damn near weightless. | knew Erica had to be applying tremendous pressure to make the
bar feel so light, yet still she looked like she was doing little more than touching it. | was starting to
get really turned on. | was sure that | was helping some, but | was also sure that Erica was
handling most of the 115 pounds all by herself, without any effort. | never imagined she could be
that strong. The thought was very arousing.




| did a whole bunch of reps, wondering if | lifted it enough times, that Erica would start to show
some sign of strain, but even after more than twenty reps, Erica still seemed to be hardly doing
anything. My cock was starting to push against my jeans as | was getting pretty turned on by this
display of improbable strength. Erica giggled at what must have been an interesting combination
of lust and stunned disbelief on my face.

"Wow Ethan, you sure are strong, lifting this big, heavy weight so many times." Her sultry voice
made my heart skip a beat. | think | was almost as turned on by her teasing as | was at the display
of strength. "l bet you're so strong that you can keep curling this big barbell over and over and over
again, all night long." Her voice was so casual, as if she was just sitting there watching.

Part of me wanted to keep curling the barbell, to see how long | could go before she showed just a
hint of effort, but a bigger part of me was wondering what was going to come next! "Uh, | think I'm
gonna stop this for now. I'm, uh ready to go on to something a little heavier."

Her eyes widened in mock surprise. She certainly was hamming this up. "You're going to lift even
more! Wow, you're such a strong man. | don't know if I'm going to be able to double your lift if you
add much more weight." This time, she kept her four fingers under the bar the whole time | lowered
it, until it was resting gently on the floor.

As she stood up, one of her big breasts brushed lightly against my head. | was so surprised by the
move, and so ramped up from my arousal, that | actually jumped a little bit at her touch. She shot
me a sexy, seductive smile that set my heart pounding.

Erica was having the time of her life. She exuded this aura of sexy, playful confidence that was
becoming quite infectious. "All right, let's see about getting a little more weight on this thing." She
went back over to my weight stack and came back with another pair of twenty-five pounders.
"These are the last ones." She said as she bent down and attached the weights to the bar.

| looked down at the bar, 165 pounds. More than | had ever lifted before, more than | weighed! It
looked so massive sitting there; a huge, immovable object. | glanced at Erica. She was just
standing there, waiting patiently. | knew she wanted me to have a go at it by myself before she
helped. It was all part of the act. | was happy to oblige her.

Once more | grabbed the barbell. This time, | psyched myself up a bit before taking a deep breath
and heaving up on the weight with all my might. All my might wasn't really a whole lot. Even pulling
with every scrap of power | could muster, | still could barely manage to get the bar off the ground.
The damn thing barely moved an inch! | couldn't believe how heavy it was! There was no doubt in
my mind that | wouldn't even be able to dead-lift the thing, let alone curl it!

And then Erica was there. | felt her above me, more than saw her. Her presence loomed large over
me. Then she bent down. This time, her breasts did more than just brush against me. She lowered
her massive melons right down over my head until my face was buried in her incredible cleavage.
God, her tits were so huge. My entire face was lost in that wonderful valley of flesh, the faint smell
of lavender, the feel of her impossibly smooth skin, the weight of her two titanic tits pressing down
on me. For that moment, all my cares and worries evaporated into the air. All that existed was me,
and Erica's incredible rack.

She gently rubbed her tits up and down my face. Oh god, it felt so damn good. My erection kept
growing as | was getting incredibly aroused. And then her wonderful bosom slid down past my
face. | looked down at her amazing cleavage with regret, contemplating whether or not | should
follow it. Before | could make a decision, her lips came and swept across my mouth. Gently, she let
her full red, pouty lips press against my skin. Her tongue slipped from her mouth and tenderly ran
across my lips. | returned the kiss, my tongue eagerly seeking out hers. As our lips and tongues
met, my mind flashed back to a simpler time; fooling around with Erica, when it seemed we were
the only two people in the world. | remembered how incredible it was to share that connection with
another person, a connection that | was afraid | had lost forever.
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Between kisses Erica whispered, "l know... sometimes... we come across an obstacle... and it
seems... that it's impossible... to overcome." She pulled back from me and looked me in the eye
with such love that it brought a tear to my eye. Then the teasing smile was back. She raised her
hands and extended two fingers from each. She traced her fingers down my arms and slipped
them underneath the bar, which | was still clutching tightly. She leaned forward again, this time her
lips sliding past my own, across my cheek, to rest on my ear. She gave my lobe a little nibble and
then whispered so softly | could barely make out the words: "But together, you and | can handle
anything."

And then the bar started to rise. | was so surprised by the motion, | didn't make any move at all to
help, in fact, my arms were actually being pulled up along with the bar. | followed Erica to a
standing posture, and the weight came with us. We were in the familiar position of me grasping
onto a weight | had no business lifting, while Erica seemed to be doing little more than resting her
fingers underneath it. God, her strength, her tits, her kiss -- | felt like | was about to explode!

"Why Ethan," she said with a sly smile on her face. "Who knew you could be so strong. You are so
much stronger than you look." The bar once more started to rise, and again my hands were just
along for the ride. Her four fingers powered the entire weight up to my chest. All | could do was
stare at her dumbfounded by this impossible show of power.

Erica was eating up my expression, clearly pleased at the effect she was having. On a whim, | let
go of the bar. It didn't dip in the slightest. It simply rested comfortably on the top of Erica's four
fingers. | stared in open-mouthed awe. A weight | could barely budge, she held with no effort at all.

"You know, | think this is very interesting." She spoke in a casual voice, like she was holding
nothing heavier than a pencil. "Back in high school, | noticed that a great many of your comic
books featured female superheroes. | just assumed it was because you liked thin girls with huge
boobs."



She gently set down the barbell and stood up again. "But your reaction to the way I've been
'helping' you with these weights makes me think that your interest is in more than just big boobs."

She stretched one arm out to her side and took my wrist with her other hand. She placed my hand
right on top of her arm. "l think someone really likes my muscles, and all the amazing things | can
do with them. Go ahead, touch them, feel them; let me know what you think."

| let my fingers run over her arm. The skin was just as silky-smooth as it was on her tits; | couldn't
believe how smooth her skin was. But it was what was under her skin that got me really excited. |
gave her arm a little squeeze and was astounded at how hard it was. It didn't give at all. | lifted my
other arm and felt my own bicep. There was some hardness there, but | could also easily dent the
muscle, even with my weak fingers. Erica's arm was far harder; | couldn't dent it at all no matter
how hard | pressed, and she wasn't even flexing!
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Suddenly, | felt the already rock-hard muscle beneath my hand tense and harden. Now the arm
that felt as hard as a rock felt much, much harder. She started to bend her arm, and | felt her
muscle expand under my hand. | watched in fascination as my hand was pushed up and my
fingers were spread farther and farther apart. Holy crap, the thing felt even bigger than it looked.
Soon her bicep filled my hand -- more than filled my hand. | tried to wrap both of my hands around
her muscle, but | couldn't do it! Even stretching my fingers as far as they'd go, there was still a
good inch or two gap between my two hands. My god, I'd never felt a muscle so big.



"Mmmmm, you like that, don't you?" She cooed erotically into my ear. She straightened and curled
her arm over and over. When her bicep wasn't flexed, my fingers could just barely touch, then
she'd flex and I'd watch in rapt fascination, as my fingers were irresistibly forced apart.

Erica giggled at my expression. "You know, | was a little nervous about how you'd react when you
saw what my new body looked like. There are a lot of guys out there who'd be threatened or turned
off by a girl as buff and strong as | am." She reached her free hand down and ran in over my
bulging crotch. "But your reaction is quite the opposite." She slid my zipper down and fished into
my pants for my cock. My raging erection sprang free of its cotton prison, thrusting straight out to
an impressive length. Erica cooed in delight. "Ooo, my bicep isn't the only thing hard around here."

Her fingers danced along the length of my cock, causing me to shudder in pleasure. We had
experimented on each other quite often in high school, and she knew just how to touch me. Of
course it didn't take much at the moment. | was so turned on by Erica's amazing new body,
incredible muscles and astounding strength, that | was almost ready to burst without even being
touched. It only took a few practised strokes before a powerful stream of cum shot out from my
cock. My body shuddered as it was wracked by an intense orgasm. | think my grip on Erica's arm
was the only thing keeping me on my feet.

"Wow," was all | could manage.

"Hehe, you liked that didn't you? Well I'm just getting started. I'm gonna give you pleasure like
you've never known before. This body is going to do things to you that you never thought possible."

| was so turned on by the mere thought, that | felt my dick start to grow again.

"Mmmmm, you really do like that, don't you. | think this is going to wind up being a lot of fun. But
before we get to that, we have to get back to our little competition."

That shook me from my reverie. "Huh, what are you talking about?"

She gave me a coy smile. "You said that you thought | was twice as strong as you and | was going
to try to prove | was."

"Yeah, but you just lift..."

She cut me off. "You just curled that big 165-pound weight, and so now | have to try to curl twice as
much." She started rummaging through the weights again.

| was about to open my mouth and mention how | wouldn't have been able to lift 165 pounds off
the ground, let alone curl it, if she hadn't been doing most of the work. Hell, | couldn't even curl the
sixty-five pound bar without help. She'd already proved that she was more than twice as strong as
me. But then it occurred to me that she was about to try to lift over 300 pounds, more than twice
what | weighed. The mere thought seemed impossible for a girl her size, but the ease with which
she seemingly handled 165 made me think that if anyone could, Erica could. So | bit my tongue
and waited to see where this was going.

| watched in fascination as Erica cleared the bar of all the twenty-five pound plates and replaced
them with the much larger forty-five pound plates. She just kept adding plate after plate after plate,
until the bar was filled to the limit. All told, she managed to stuff four plates on each side, for a
staggering 375 pounds! More than double what | just "curled". | looked at her incredulously, to see
if there was any sign that she might be kidding, but she was looking at the bar with a satisfied
smile.

She looked up at me, her eyes twinkling. She looked so excited; | was waiting for her to start
jumping up and down and squealing. "Are you ready?" The excitement on her face came through
on her voice.
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"Are you ready?" | replied, still not believing this was about to happen.

But then she bent over and grabbed the bar, this time with two firm hand-grips, and then, without
any fanfare, stood up. | could only gawk at the incredible sight of someone Erica's size lifting such
an immense weight. Hell someone of any size would have had problems handling that beast of a
barbell.

Yet Erica was grinning from ear to ear, and she still hardly looked like she was trying. "All right, to
make this fair, you have to spot me, cause | spotted your lifts."

She was absolutely insane if she thought my meagre strength would be of any help at all, but | was
sure she still had something up her sleeve. | walked up to stand in front of her, like she stood in
front of me, and placed two fingers of each hand under the bar right next to her hands, like she did
for me.

Erica shook her head, a big goofy smile on her face. "No, you're not doing it right. Put your hands
on top of the bar... yeah like that. Now grip the bar as hard as you can... perfect! Now push down
on the bar as hard as you can."

My eyes nearly bugged out of my head as | realized what she was proposing. | hesitated, waiting
for her to tell me she was kidding.

But she seemed dead serious. "Go ahead, Ethan. Push as hard as you can,” her voice got low and
sexy again and she continued, “let me blow your mind."



| was a little afraid of hurting her, but incredibly excited to see if she really was this strong. | leaned
forward, putting all my weight over top of the bar, and locked my elbows. My arms trembled, as a
good bit of my weight transferred to them, though my toes, which were still on the ground, were still
supporting some.

Erica's arms however, still weren't trembling in the slightest. And the smile never left her face. She
leaned forward ever so slightly, and whispered softly into my ear. "Have a nice trip." And then the
bar started to rise. In moments my feet were entirely off of the ground. She was now supporting
525 pounds of man and iron with the strength of just her arms, and yet, despite the quarter ton of
weight, she still performed her rep smoothly with no effort whatsoever.

Even though she was performing such an incredible feat of strength, her attention was elsewhere.
Her eyes remained locked with mine, a smug smile on her face. "Still think | don't have what it
takes to handle Biff?"

| didn't know what to say. 525 pounds seemed like more than anyone should be able to curl, even
though Erica was handling it so easily. But maybe | was wrong. Regardless, | didn't say a word. It
was taking all of my effort and concentration just to support my body with my arms this way.




Erica giggled softly below me. The broad smile never left her face as she lowered the barbell down
until my toes just barely grazed the floor. She held it there for a second, and then smoothly and
effortlessly curled the weight again. "Just for a reference," she said in a completely casual voice,
"my brother's one-rep max record on the bench press is right around 750 pounds. Now most
people can curl about half of what they can bench, which would put my brother's curling weight
around 370 pounds, or the weight of this bar without you hanging on. Now mind you, 370 pounds
would be his max. While | suppose you could say the 525 pounds I'm curling right now is just a tiny
bit less than my one-rep max, hehehe."

That last bit was dripping with sarcasm, and rightfully so, Erica performed rep after effortless rep as
she spoke. | didn't have any concentration left to count, but she had to have done at least ten, and
she still didn't seem like she was trying. The 525 pounds seemed practically weightless to her.
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My arms were a totally different matter. The effort of supporting my own 150 pounds was a
tremendous strain, made even harder by the constantly moving bar. | held on as long as | could,
determined to hang on for as long as she could do curls, but as she neared what must have been
close to her twentieth rep, with no signs of slowing down, | knew it was a contest | had no chance
of winning. So when | could hold on no more, | let go of the bar and dropped to the floor.

At least that was my intention. The second | let go of the bar; Erica let go with her left hand. It shot
it out like a dart, grabbing my belt and instantly stopping my descent.



She moved so damn quickly | barely saw it, but the next thing | knew, she had me by the belt, my
feet still inches from the floor. Even more incredibly, she still held the 375 pound barbell in her
other hand! Not only that, hand wasn't in the middle of the barbell, it was closer to the side, making
the weight unbalanced and much harder to handle. You'd never know it by looking at Erica's face.
She was looking up at me with that same pleasant smile, like she was doing nothing more taxing
than holding a couple balloons. Jesus, just how strong was she?!

"Don't you worry honey, I'm never going to let you down again." She lifted me up higher, my weight
proving no challenge for her incredible strength. "Now, let’s find somewhere safe to set you down.
Ah, here's a good place."

She set me down gently on the huge barbell she was still holding, plopping me right down on the
side opposite from where she was holding it. It made the weight incredibly imbalanced, but that
didn't seem to bother her in the least. The bar didn't even dip, and she still didn't look like she was
trying!

"There, that's better. Okay, now where were we... ah yes, | remember." And with that she resumed
curling the bar, but now, using just one arm! Holy shit!

"H... how... how are you... do... doing this?" | was far too flabbergasted to speak normally.

Erica smiled, clearly pleased at my reaction to her incredible might. "What, this? This is nothing.
You have no idea how hard I've been working, making sure that | was strong enough, fast enough,
and powerful enough to protect you from anything."

Her face darkened. "l love you so much, Ethan. For as long as I've known you, I've loved you. |
was always an outcast because of my weight. People were always so mean to me. No matter how
nice | was, | was made fun of constantly; but not by you. You were kind and charming and attentive
and funny. You made me feel beautiful even when everyone else tried to make me feel ugly. When
| was with you, | could always just be myself, and | always tried to make you feel the same way.

"But it was more than that. You stood up for me. You weren't big, or popular, but you didn't care.
You stood up for me against everyone, even my brother." Her face darkened even further. "That
day, when he beat you... | felt so ashamed. You had always stood up for me, and yet, when you
needed me the most, | did nothing.



| couldn't do anything. | was so scared, too scared to move, too scared to even think. | had never
felt so helpless in my life. | promised myself that | would never be so helpless again. So | started
working out, determined to get as powerful as | could.

"Everyone says that Biff was the one with the good genes. Well it turns out that my genes are even
better than Biff's. Much, much better. | had just never developed it. As soon as | started training, |
realized | was special. My body just reacted like weight lifting is what it was made for it. Every
single time | lifted weights | was able to lift more than the last time; every single time."

“It wasn't just the genetics, it was my rage. Any time | was having trouble lifting a weight, I'd just
think of Biff beating you up, and me doing nothing about it, and it made me so angry. It helped me
conquer any weight | tried to lift. "

| listened to Erica's story mesmerized. | had always thought that she thought less of me because
she watched me get beaten and humiliated. It never occurred to me that she'd feel responsible. "I
don't know what to say, Erica. | had no idea you felt that way. | was so ashamed that | let you
down; | thought you'd be so disappointed in me. | thought a woman could never love a man who
couldn't protect her."

Erica gave me such a look of love that | actually felt my heart melt. "Ethan, you could never
disappoint me. Besides, it's not your job to protect me. Sure, | like it that you take care of me, but
let's face it, you're just not built for the protection business." The grin came back. "While |, on the
other hand...." She looked down at her arm.

| was so intent on her story that | actually forgot for a second that she was still curling over 500
pounds with one arm. She'd been talking for a while, and never so much as slowed down her curls,
and she still seemed like she was handling the weight effortlessly. "Uh Erica, how many times can
you do this?"

She beamed up at me. "What? You mean curl this thing? Well | honestly don't know, it's been a
long time since I've lifted something so light."

So light! It was 525 pounds! More if you considered the way the weight was distributed, maybe a
lot more, and yet her arm moved so smoothly, with no more effort than I'd use to curl a pencil. |
remembered thinking it would be impressive if she was twice as strong as me. Now here she was,
curling ten times the weight | could curl, and doing it with one arm! She had to be thirty times my
strength -- forty times, or more; maybe much, much more. | looked down at her in awe. She more
than just looked like Power Girl, she was Power Girl!

The awe | felt at her impossible power was having a profound effect on me. | could feel my cock
harden and poke out of my still unzipped pants. With every curl my cock got harder and longer,
sliding against the cool metal of the gigantic weight that Erica was so easily curling.

It did not go unnoticed. "Mmmmm, | think somebody is more than a little impressed by his
girlfriend's strength." She reached out and slipped her free hand under my butt. | felt myself being
lifted up off the barbell, resting in the palm of Erica's hand. She lifted my body until my crotch was
right in front of her face. "Ooo0, you've always had such a big cock for such a little guy." She ran her
tongue down the length of my cock. "Ooo yeah, | remember how good that used to feel inside of
me, when I'd turn you on with my big ole boobies, and you'd get so hard. Looking at this thing now
though, I think you might just be more turned on by my strength than you ever were by my tits.
Maybe I'll have to find a way to combine your interests"

She pulled me closer to her, and then slipped my cock into her mouth. Oh shit, that felt so good!
Her lips were so soft, her mouth so warm and wet. She moved me in and out of her mouth, working
my cock like a pro. She had always given good blow-jobs. But her doing it while holding me off the
ground with one hand added a whole new dimension, making the experience that much more
amazing.
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My body lurched so hard with an explosive orgasm that | almost lost my balance. My hands shot
out, looking for something to grasp to stop myself from falling. Surprisingly enough, my hand found
solid steel to wrap around. | looked to see what | was grabbing. Erica was still holding the barbell
with her one hand, and had lifted it up so that | could lean on it. All while sucking every last drop of
cum from my cock. Jesus! She was incredible.

When she had finally drunk her fill, she let my cock slide out of her mouth. "Mmmmm, | forgot how
good you taste."

Finally Erica set me back on my feet and gently laid the barbell on the floor. She stood up tall,
adopting a common superheroine pose. "So, you still think | can't handle Biff?"

| was too overwhelmed to speak. What Erica had done, what she had become... my protector, my
heroine, my goddess. | wordlessly bent down and kissed her arm. Again and again, | pecked at her
incredibly smooth skin with my lips. She lifted her arm and flexed her mighty bicep. | massaged it
gently, marvelling at how big it felt against my lips. | let my fingers wander along her arm, gently
caressing her soft skin and probe at her steely muscles. | made my way off her bicep, and travelled
further up her arm to her broad shoulders and finally to her neck. | remembered that Erica had a
very sensitive neck, and | knew just what she liked. She began to moan a bit as | massaged her
neck with my lips.



Then | started to drop down, past her clavicle to her enormous breasts. | reached up to peal off her
sports bra, but she stopped me. She grabbed me by my shoulders and pushed me away to arms
length.

| couldn't for the life of me think of what | might have done wrong. | was about to ask, when she
smiled and | heard her take a deep breath. Her chest started to swell as her lungs filled up with air,
thrusting her enormous tits hard against the confining garment. | watched in awe as her ever-
expanding chest kept pushing and pushing against the sports bra. The bra did its best to contain
Erica's chest, but | doubted there was a bra in the world that could stand up to that kind of
pressure. Suddenly, the silence was filled with the ripping of fabric as Erica's titanic tits tore through
the top. They stood high and proud on her chest, two magnificent mountainous mammaries.

Her sports bra disposed of | went straight to work, first grabbing her bountiful bosom with my
hands. They were every bit as big as | remembered, covered by the smoothest skin imaginable.
But they were a little different. Where before her breasts were soft and pliable, they were now so
much firmer. Sure, there was still a wonderful softness to them as | kneaded my fingers across
their unending expanse, but beyond the initial softness was a firmness, a fullness, that made her
chest even more majestic than before. They just felt so damn incredible.

| played with her tits for a little while, enjoying the feel and watching them deform and spring back
into shape as | squeezed and released them over and over. Erica waited for me, eyes filled with
love as | enjoyed my former favorite playthings, even letting out an occasional purr when | touched
her just right. | moved my hands to the sides and brought my face down, burying it in the canyon of
her cleavage. | rubbed my light stubble up and down her cleavage, much to her delight, then |
started kissing her tits. My mouth slowly made it's way around to her nipple. Even before | got
there, her nipple had already grown to an impressive size. | wrapped my lips around one and
began to suck on it and nibble lightly.



| was well acquainted with Erica's tits, and | knew just what she liked. The moans she emitted from
above me was testament to the fact that | hadn't forgotten much. | played with her tits forever, they
were simply wonderful, but | could hear in her moans that she was really started getting into it. |
moved my lips from her nipples and down off of her tits to her stomach.

Nothing had changed more on Erica than her tummy. She used to have quite the pudgy stomach,
but now there wasn't even a hint of her old fat. Instead, her broad shoulders, wide back, and
gigantic tits tapered down to a ridiculously tiny waist before flaring out again to a nice set of wide
hips. Her entire stomach looked as though it was etched in marble, with every single muscle of her
abdomen showing clearly. | pressed my hands against her stomach and marvelled at its amazing
hardness. It was like pushing against a brick wall. | had never felt anything so firm, so solid in my
life. | started to rain kisses on her stomach, making sure my lips made contact with every brick of
her six-pack.

The lower | moved, the more Erica started to loose herself in ecstasy. Finally, | got to her honey
pot. This time, Erica let me slide her panties down from her waist past her thick, muscular thighs
and diamond-shaped calves. | leaned in gently, starting slow, letting my tongue gently roam across
her labia. | increased the pressure and speed of my tongue as she began to react to my touch.

Back in high school, we were both very eager to be compatible sexually, and were quite open and
honest about what made us feel good. Erica went into great detail, describing what really felt good,
and | was quite the adept pupil. She may well have known all my buttons, but | knew hers as well,
and right now | was pressing every single one.

She was moaning loudly now as my tongue found all of her sweetest spots at just the right time.
Her body undulated above me. | reached behind her, grabbing two handfuls of her rock-hard ass to
make sure | kept her close.
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| could have sworn | heard the bending of metal, but | refused to be diverted from the task at hand.
| started kneading her ass, or at least as much as one can knead a couple of cannonballs, and
plunged forward, working furiously at her steaming hot box.

Finally, she let out a great scream of pleasure as she reached her climax. The sound of rending
metal was much louder now, but | stayed down there until the job was done. | was not generally a
macho guy, but one thing | did that made me feel more like a man than anything was getting a
woman off like that. And that a guy like me could make such a beautiful, sexy, powerful woman like
Erica feel that way made my heart swell with a pride | never thought I'd feel again.

Once her orgasm was done, | looked up. Sweat had matted her blonde hair to her head, and her
entire body glistened. She had apparently grabbed one of the support bars of my weight bench.
The thing was twisted and mangled beyond recognition. | swore | saw indentions that looked like
they were made by her fingers in the metal.

Erica dropped to her knees and smothered me with a long, passionate kiss. She wrapped her arms
around me and enveloped me in a warm, firm hug. For a moment, | was afraid that she might
inadvertently crush me in her iron grip, but her arms squeezed me with the perfect amount of force.
| squeezed her back as hard as | could. It was like squeezing a statue, except for the way |
mashed into her breasts.

"God, | missed this so much; | missed you so much," she whispered softly into my ear.
"Me, too. | never thought I'd feel this way again. I'm so glad you came back to me. | haven't felt this

way in a long time."
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In one single movement, she stood up, and scooped me up into her arms. "Well, the night is still
young and | still need that big cock inside of me. So how about we go to your bedroom, and we
can see about making up for lost time.

"And then tomorrow, we can see about settling an old score with my dear brother."

As she carried me off to my bedroom, | realized that all my fear and apprehension at coming back
were gone. | knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that Erica would and could protect me from Biff
or anything else the world could throw at us. It never felt so good to be home.

THE END
(Or More Specifically - To Be Continued.....)
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