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This issue collects parts 1-90 of the
Butch x Bimbo story.






Tonya was at the gym, doing her usual
routine, trying to ignore the vapid chicks that crowded the place
before the summer. One of the especially ignorant looking ones was
trying to find her way to use a machine that is maybe a liiiittle
complicated, but it couldn't be so hard, could it? She was maybe
5'10, very slim, let's say 100-110 pounds, plus 2-3 pounds of
implants. She was wearing a pink workout top that had never seen a
drop of real sweat, with GIRL emblazoned on it, as well as some
white and grey yoga pants that clung to a surprisingly nice butt.
She had perfect nails, a full, plumped pout and enough makeup to
confuse any face-detection software. And she was just putting that
pin in entirely the wrong place.

Oh, and she had bleached blond hair, which
looked amazingly artificial with her rather dark skin.

Tonya sighed as she set the dumbbells she
had been working with back on the rack. As she went into her post
workout stretches, her eyes are drawn to that wonderful silicone
bunny just across the aisle. Girls like her filed through here by
the dozen every day, but they hardly ever ventured away from the
treadmills and stationary bikes. As much as their presence here
drove her nuts, something about seeing her so obviously out of
place piqued Tonya’s curiosity. She probably deserved at least an
introductory lesson so she wouldn’t hurt herself on that thing.
Tonya brushed her brown hair out of her face, drew all 180 pounds
of her up to her full height of 5'6 and swaggered over in her
direction.

The girl was still struggling with the thing,
pushing against it with a manicured hand:

“Why
won't it like go in? You stupid stick! Like, why are you not
working?"

A moment later, it
happened:

"Ow!” She sucked on her finger.
“Stupid!"

Tonya sighed with her hands on her hips and
shoved herself between the bimbo girl and the weight stack she was
attempting to work with.

“Have
you ever even used one of these machines before?"

The girl turned
around reluctantly.
Her expression was, well, sheepish. She looked incredibly helpless
and ashamed.

“Like,
no ... This is so hard. Can you, like, help me with that? I like
wanted to try some weightlifting and stuff, because I like saw it
on insta."

Tonya took a deep breath. Her initial
instinct was be to chew that girl out for lacking the most basic
level of sense, but she gave off a slightly different vibe from
most of the bimbos in the gym. At least she made the attempt to
come over here, after all. That didn't make her any less dense,
though. Staring her in the eye, Tonya slid the pin into its slot on
the lightest weight on the rack.

“I'm
guessing you need a demonstration too."

"A what?"

Surprisingly, the girl looked confused and
cute, not obnoxious.

Tonya took another deep breath. Patience
with this one, girl!

“Do you
need me to show you how to do it?"

The bimbo clapped her hands and almost did
a little jump:

“That
would be like so nice! Thank you!"

Now the girl was
watching Tonya
intently. The bodybuilder had her total attention.

She shrugged and walked around to the
front of the machine. It was a simple lat pulldown, so she would be
surprised if that bimbo could mess it up that badly.

“This is
meant to work the muscles in your back”, Tonya said as she gestured
towards her lats, which formed visible bulges under her workout
tank. “If you feel yourself hurting anywhere else, you need to
stop, okay? That's a sign that you're doing something
wrong.”

She reached up to grab the bar and pull
it down to her swollen pecs, going as slowly as possible so that
the girl could follow her example.

Tonya could see that she was following her
movements very carefully, but the girl was also obviously impressed
by her muscles. After watching Tonya do the exercise a few times,
the girl said:

“You're
very buff, you know?"

It was absolutely honest, and there was a
certain admiration in the tone of her voice.

After finishing enough reps
that she felt
confident that the bimbo had been able to take it in, she stood
back up. She was actually a bit taken aback by your compliment, not
expecting her physique to get respect from someone like
that.

“Yeah
...”, she said, not sure how to respond. “I've been working on
getting this way for a long time."

"Cool ... You're way buffer than
Ashton. But he's stupid, you know. He's like, wow, girl, you're the
best, ooh, I love you, but then, he says no girl, I need a
side-bitch,
don't think about her and I'm like, you're stupid, cos you don't
know what you're doing, cos if you like got me, you don't need no
side-bitch, cos I'm like the best bitch he's gonna get. Also, I'm
like, not a bitch.” She poofed her hair a bit.” Yeah. So, thank you
for like showing me this and stuff. You're really nice."

The girl got in position and did a rep or two,
then asked:

“Am I
like doing this right?"

For the most part
Tonya tuned out her
talk about relationship problems, but she stayed attentive enough
to get the gist. Blah blah boyfriend, blah blah cheating. Tonya
sympathized, sure, but she didn't sign up to play counselor. The
girl had the musclewoman’s full attention again when she sat down
at the machine. She watched the girl’s form intently.

“Not
bad”, she said as she grabbed her gently by her sides and adjusted
her a bit. “Arch your back a bit more, that will really help engage
the proper muscles."

The moment Tonya said that, the bimbo shut
up and smiled. Then she did as she was told. She struggled a bit,
but Tonya could see that she had good control of her body, even
though it was very weak. She got through the set in a slow,
controlled manner, then stopped.

“Was
that like okay? I don't feel like anything. Did I do it wrong or
like something?"

Tonya could tell that she was genuinely
interested, trying to do this correctly.

The bodybuilder
nodded at her
questions. Her form seemed to be good.

“Did the
weight feel heavy at all?"

"I dunno. Maybe like, a
little? Is that good?"

The young girl looked rather afraid
now.

"Well, it certainly shouldn't be
that easy. Don't worry, you're not doing anything
wrong.”

Tonya gave her a quick pat on the shoulder
in her best attempt at comforting the girl. Then she stepped back
to the weight rack and moved the pin to a slightly heavier
weight.

“What
kind of exercise do you normally do? Have you ever lifted weights
before?"

The bimbo girl smiled awkwardly. It was
almost endearing, although her stuffed lips made it look a little
odd. At the same time, they were very plump and kissable
...

“I only
have those little ones. Like for the hands and stuff. They're pink
and they're plastic, but they're not like heavy at all. But I have
them at home with my other stuff, you know? It would be like stupid
to bring weights to the gym, no?"

Then she remembered Tonya’s first
question:

“I like
run on the threadmill and stuff, but with my new boobs, it hurt, so
I like switched to the bikes. I also tried the rowing thingie, but
that was stupid! I'm not going to ride any boats, aren't
I?"

She shrugged:

"My dad has a boat. But it has
an engine. And a guy who drives it for him. Actually, I don't know
what my dad
is good for in that boat. He just hangs out on it. With the driving
guy. And some other guys, but I, like, don't know them. His
friends, I guess."

The girl went off on a
tangent, letting the words flow from her mouth:

"Also, the boat is so
big, you'd
need like a bunch of guys to row it. Like, a lot of them. And
they'd have to be so buff! Like you, you know?"

At this point Tonya couldn't help but
chuckle, part at the girl’s ability to carry a conversation, and
part at her getting slowly close to the point while missing it
completely.

“Well,
believe it or not, you made a good call with the rowing machine.
Think about what you do when you're rowing a boat. I mime the
motion as I continue speaking. It's the same as what you're doing
here. So you've given yourself a head start. Not to mention
building up your back will help with the...” Tonya gestured at her
own chest, with much smaller breasts than the girl’s. “Extra
weight. Now I've upped the weight by ten pounds. Give it another
try and tell me how it feels."

The bimbo girl
hesitated, then
started. After the set, she said:

“Okay
... that was a like harder. But I liked it! I think I could try
some more, if you don't mind and stuff ..."

"Good shit!” Tonya said, a bit of genuine
pride in her voice. What do you know, budding weightlifters come
from all kinds of places! “You're lucky, sweetheart. I've got an
open schedule this evening, so let me take you around the gym and
show you how I work out."

"Thank you! That's so
nice!” The
slim girl got up and hugged her. Tonya felt those big fake tits
against her chest and face. Instantly, the girl bounced back and
said: “Oh ... I'm sorry. I like, kinda got carried away and stuff.
Sorry ..."

Tonya was a bit taken aback by that hug,
causing her to stumble back by half a step despite her strength. As
the girl backed up, the bodybuilder chuckled a bit again. “Not how
I usually celebrate, but it's good to be excited about your
lifts."

The blonde blushed and repeated:

“Like
sorry.” Then she looked around confusedly: “Okay, so where
do we start?"

"Why don't we start off with
squats. Your
normal workout routine probably includes those, or something close
to them, right?"

"I guess? Is that the one where
you like push out your butt? Like in those videos? With the girls with big
jiggly butts? I like those! My stepmom, she like also has a butt
like that. But hers is like, fake, you know? Like my boobs, but
like not? Also, my dad, he likes it when she shows her butt only to
him when he's like alone with her and stuff and not like when she's
with him at those parties he goes to and stuff. Because, you know,
I kinda think they are like ...” She lowered her voice and mouthed:
Fucking."

"No, you really think
so?” Tonya
asked as she led her to the squat racks. “Can't imagine what would
lead you to that conclusion.” As the girl was talking, the big
woman took advantage of the opportunity to covertly take another
look over her body, her butt and legs especially. To herself, she
thought: “Better than I would have initially assumed, round and
firm. A great foundation to work with, and hot as fuck on top of
that …” Aloud, she asked: “So is that what you want for yourself?
One of those 'big jiggly butts’?"

The girl waited to finish her set before
answering, obviously needing her full concentration to make this
work. Then she said:

“Yeah, I
kinda don't know, you know? I could like, obviously …” She made a
very in-your-facy gesture. “… have my butt done anyway and stuff.
Like my boobs, cos they're fake, you know. I don't know if you like
noticed. But you know ... I kinda want it to be bigger, but not
like too jiggly? I don't know, you know, like maybe big, but not
wobbly? Is that a thing?"

Then the bimbo girl looked at Tonya. What
was her butt like?

"What do you think of this
one?” The
musclewoman turned with her back to the girl, and bent just enough
to show off her own glutes. They were large and built, but not
ripped to shreds like an in-season bodybuilder's would be. It was
large and firm, but had just enough fat to keep its round
shape.

"Oooh! I like that! That's the
one! Can I have one like these too?" Then, she gave Tonya a sheepish look: “Can
I like, touch it? Please? If it's not like
uncomforforble?"

The bimbo stumbled over the word, somehow
unfocused again.

Tonya stood tall and tensed her glutes and
legs.

“Feel
away, sweetheart.” She raised her arms up with her hands behind her
head to ensure that you have free access. Normally, Tonya might
have been a little more hesitant, but having her muscles worshipped
was a turn-on to her, and she was not about to tell a piece of ass
like this she couldn't put those hands on her.

First, the girl just poked each buttcheek
with an extended finger. As she saw that they were both very hard,
she nodded appreciatively and put the whole hand on one, feeling
its roundness and size. The young woman caressed it and seemed to
lose myself in this. She went round and round, then crouched down
and put the second hand on the other cheek. Then she tried to
squeeze them both, found that they were very hard to squeeze and
went back to the caressing. She pushed them up a little to see
their bounciness, but since there was none, she nodded.

“Wow.
They're like so hard! This is so cool!" She got back to her feet
and said: “You must be so happy! You have like the best
butt!"

Breathing just a bit harder
after having her glutes groped to hell and back, Tonya turned and faced
the girl again.

“Damn
straight. That's what happens when you spend as much time as I do
pushing your body to new heights. I take it you like this look
better than a big jiggly butt? Or a fake silicone one?"

"Oh yes!” The bimbo girl nodded eagerly,
making her boobs jiggle in that tiny top. “That is like the
superest butt ever! Can you like teach me and stuff? I can like pay
you if you want."

Tonya smiled:
Oh, what an
opportunity. A picture-perfect bimbo wanting to learn how to get
built. Not just that, she was almost desperate to. The bodybuilder
couldn't dream up a better situation than this …

“Oh,
sweetheart, I'll teach you how to get any part of me that you
want.” She moved into a lat spread, showing off her broad back,
high-rising shoulders, and powerful arms.” Are there any other
parts of me that you want to have?"

The girl stared. She had never seen a woman
like that for real. Actually, she probably hadn't seen a woman like
that on the net either. It was ... confusing for her. Tonya could
literally see her brain struggling with this behind her
eyes.

“Err ...
I don't know? Like, maybe? I mean ... It's like ... I ... Why do
you look like that?"

Tonya grinned. She
thought:

“Heh.
Poor little thing is overloaded. All the easier to mold into the
perfect student.”

She explained:

“I look
like this because I've worked very hard at it. I made myself very,
very strong, and that makes me very, very happy. I think everyone,
especially someone like you …” She gently touched one finger to the
girl’s chest within her cleavage. “… would be much happier with a
body like mine. So let me be your teacher. And if you don't like
how your body starts to look, you can just stop. What do you
say?"

"Like ... okay?"

The bimbo nodded slowly. It was clear that
she was taking some time to process all of this.

Then she went back to a simple
question:

“My
name's like Kimmy. What's yours?"

"It's Tonya.” She threw an arm around the
slim girl’s shoulder. “Don't worry, Kimmy. You and I are gonna do
great things together.”

Kimmy looked at Tonya, still confused, and it
was weird: Despite her being almost a head taller than the
bodybuilder, it seemed as if she were looking up to her.







Three months passed. Kimmy
started visiting the gym every day under Tonya’s tutelage. To
her surprise,
the bimbo girl stuck to the routines, took care of her diet and
used the supplements she suggested. Despite her vapid way of
talking and the almost aggressive dumbness, Kimmy turned out to be
disciplined and tough. If things hurt, they hurt, but that wouldn’t
stop her.

Also, Kimmy offered to get
Tonya’s food paid too if she wanted, as well as all kinds of other
expenses she might need. She didn't even really think about it.
Apparently, her father was absurdly wealthy, although it was still
unclear to
the musclewoman what he really did and whether this was actually
true or not. Kimmy’s perception of reality was not as much as
distorted, but rather completely confused.

However, she was looking quite
nice now. The training gave her a six-pack, which she constantly flexed to take
another selfie, as well as a nice rounded butt, which she also
trying to photograph, but it was, like, so hard to get them both
into the picture at the same time.

Also, her arms and legs had
grown rather toned and there were little bulges there that might suggest actual
muscles.

Finally, Tonya couldn't help
noticing that her student blew an absurd amount of money on her
looks: In those three months, she’d had her hair done at least
twenty times, she’d had her nails done at least once a week, her forehead
botoxed, her lips plumped and she was obviously changing her
outfits at least twice a day.

Right now, they were at the gym
and Kimmy was just snapping pictures of her new outfit, which was a
mind-numbingly pink bodysuit with strategic mesh cutouts. It looked as if it had
been glued to her lithely muscled body.

Tonya smiled and looked at
her.

Over the course of the past
three months, Kimmy slowly earned her respect, and she made little
effort to hide how she felt. She’d gone from acting like a drill sergeant
during Kimmy’s early training sessions to a more encouraging, but
equally demanding coach as her lessons went on. Although she
originally had qualms about how much money and effort the girl put
into every other part of her, she’d since come to look at it from a
different perspective. It was just another way of taking pride in
her body and showing herself off. Tonya still wouldn't be caught
dead bleaching her hair or anything like that, but she decided not
to bully the young woman for it.

Right now, she was sitting there
doing bicep curls, facing the mirror, with Kimmy in the middle.
Tonya had
toned up a bit in the time since they started, with some inches
added here and there, but her gains were nothing compared to the
girl’s progress. Tonya expected newbie gains, but Kimmy’d been
progressing faster than she expected, much to her pleasure. It
certainly did done wonders for her figure too. Tonya would be
telling the bimbo to move, but looking at her was more appealing
right now than checking her own form. She rounded out her set, let
the barbell come to a rest, and took a couple of plates off of
it.

“All right, Kimmy, you're
up. Let's finish strong."

She did that little jump of
excitement, then asked:

“Should I do the
curlies?"

Tonya chuckle at her
enthusiasm.

“Yep. It's curly time.
Remember, arms on the pad, and no cheating."

"Got it!” She took the dumbbell the
bodybuilder picked for her and started. Again, Tonya could see that
total focus that probably caused her progress in the first place.
It seemed as if everything around her just fell away and that she
was completely lost in her reflection as she carefully and
precisely worked through the set.

As Kimmy reach the end of her set, she
lowered the weight down carefully, then asked, as she always
did:

“Was it
like okay?"

To Tonya, it was
a bit weird to watch
the girl have those slightly spaced-out puppydog eyes, but maybe it
was cute? Also, her lips were plumped and full. Was she developing
a lisp from the fillers?

Despite watching her every day, Tonya was
still taken aback by the girl’s dedication. She was like a
different person as she worked out. As she completed her set, Tonya
watched the movement of her muscles as she pumped away. Her
shoulders were stiff and still. Her tiny golf ball biceps popped up
as she reached the top of each curl. All good signs. Then, as the
bimbo girl finished, she transformed halfway back to how she was
outside the gym. It was like... some kind of built-in instinct to
protect and help that girl. Tonya put one hand under the bimbo
girl’s chin and stroked her cheek.

“It was
good, kid. Real good."

She blushed.

“Really?
Like, really really? That's awesome!”

She did the cutesy clapping motion and
looked at her mentor in complete admiration.

"What do I like do next and stuff? I feel
like I could do something more now, cos my arms, they're not like
really tired, but only like, you know, a little tired?"

"Heh. You shouldn't be so
surprised. You've been working hard and, somehow, you learn
fast. Now hop
up, we're gonna do one more set. I set up the full weight I had
been using back on the bar.

"All that weight for
me?”

Kimmy seemed a little afraid
now.

Tonya stroked her chin and thought for a
moment.

“No,
that's for me, but ... You should probably lift more on this next
set. Not this much, but more than you just did."

"Oof. Okay. Sorry. You like had
me there.”
She chuckled awkwardly. “Cos that's like really so much weight! I
can't believe you really can lift so much and stuff!"

The girl stared at Tonya’s biceps as they
swelled from the strain.

“It's
like really big, you know?"

Watching Kimmy stare, Tonya slowed down her
curls, dragging them out and forcing the size of her biceps as she
lifted. Heh. Yep. Biggest in this gym, she figured. And it all came
from what they were doing here. Lots of hard work. She grunted and
slammed the weight down as she finished up.

"You certainly got like bigger
arms than Jayden. He's working out like, a lot, but he's not as big
as you. Also, he's not really working out all that much: He says he goes to
the gym every day, but I guess that's just so he can say it, cos I
like go to the gym every day with you and I don't think he does as
much training as I do, especially since he's like way not as big as
you and stuff. Also, I think he's like always flirting with the
other girls at his gym and I don't get why cos I thought he thought
I was like the sexiest for him. So I don't really get it and stuff
but it's, I don't know, maybe he's lying and I'm like not the
sexiest after all!"

Kimmy looked crestfallen with this
realization.

By now, Tonya was beginning to pay genuine
attention to her ramblings and relationship problems, and she
sighed as the girl came to her conclusion.

“Listen,
Kimmy. Do you feel happy when you're with this Jayden
guy?"

"Kinda? He's like, nice? I mean,
he's tall and he's got muscles and a big ... you know, dick ... and
when he talks about stuff, you can like see that he totally knows
his stuff and he's like confident and things like that.
Also, he can be so
funny. Like, he makes these jokes with the girls and the guys and
there's like, a dog? I don't remember how it went, but it's like,
you know, it's funny! But sometimes, he's like really annoying.
Like when he doesn't want to spend time with me because he's like
all busy and stuff. I know what he's like doing! He's with his
friends who all share their girlfriends he says, but I don't want
to be shared cos that's stupid! I'm way better than them! They're
just trashy and cheap and they all wish they were as sexy as I am
and then they like talk behind my back. I don't like them! But
Jayden, he like always wants to hang around with them and when I'm
there, he's like, I think he wants to make everybody jealous cos
I'm so sexy. So yeah, no, like, you know?"

Kimmy looked at the bodybuilder with
curiosity now:

“What's
your boyfriend like? Is he, like, okay?"

And now Tonya was starting to fade a bit. She
liked that cute bimbo but her focus could only track for so long
with some of these monologues. She was still paying attention and
picking up the important points.

“Yeah,
I... I think I know. I'm getting there. As far as me, ah... heh. I
don't go for men myself."

Kimmy’s eyes narrowed. She gave the
musclewoman a very focused look, trying to figure her out. Then she
asked in an absolutely deadpan voice:

“Are you
gay?”

Then she instantly corrected
herself:

“Nah,
that can't be cos you're like not into men and the gays like men so
no.” That seemed to cause more confusion. “But I'm into men! So I'm
gay? But I look like the girls from Jayden's porn movies and
they're all not into men but into women and stuff. Only they like
are not only into women cos when the guy comes, they fuck him too
... And you? You don't look like me, so you're like not
...”

The bimbo girl blinked. This was way too
complicated.

"Oh, you sweet
child.” Tonya
threw an arm over her shoulders. “Women can be into women. That's
called being lesbian. And if you like both men and women, that
means you're bi. Maybe that's what you are. Or maybe not. It can be
complicated. But just because I look like this”, she said as she
flexed her free arm, “doesn't mean I'm not a woman. Just a
different type of woman. I'd say a better type, but not everyone
agrees with me."

"Okay ... You know, at the nun
school where
I like went cos my dad put me there, the nuns, they told us that
the gays were the devils, and evil and so on. But I don't think
that's true cos the devil, he's like got horns and stuff. I think
you would like see that right away if someone's got like horns! I
mean, really.”

She made that 'isn't it
obvious'-face.

“But
they never said anything about like women being into women. I
thought that was just a movie thing, like, you know, that creepy
doll or that nun! Ooh ... that nun, she was really scary. Cos she
reminded me of the school nuns. And they were bad! Like really
bad!"

Thinking of whatever
she was thinking
now, Kimmy shivered and hugged her partner. Tonya could feel a tiny
bit more strength than before. It was as if there was more tension
to it, more intensity.

Just the slightest bit surprised
at the young
girl’s increased strength, the bodybuilder wrapped her arms around
her and hugged her tight, as if trying to shield her from the
world.

“Listen,
hun”, she said after taking a moment to just let her hug it out.
“No matter what you do, people are gonna tell you it's wrong. So
all you can do is make yourself happy. Got it?"

Kimmy nodded and smiled. She stayed
hugging, though. It felt good. Eventually, she asked:

“Is that
why you got so big and strong? Does it make you happy?"

"Happier than anything in
the world. Just like why you do your hair and nails and... all the
other stuff.

To herself, she added:
“Not the
right time to point out the tits, Tonya, behave yourself for
once.”

"That's like, so cool! I love this. You know,
I think it like also makes me happy and stuff ... I like totally
love that I got like buff, and I love how you like always explain
those things I don't get. Thank you for like taking care of me,
cos, you know, I'm like a bit of ditz sometimes. I guess you like
noticed ..."

This time, Tonya gave her a hug first,
wrapping her arms around her slim body in a bear hug.

“I never
thought I'd say this, but I like taking care of you, hun. I feel
like you've got a lot of great stuff in you, and I want to bring it
out. You know what I mean?"

"Kinda? Like the
abs?"

Kimmy was again rather confused, but she
liked the hug and returned it, although it was just a teensy bit
intimidating.

"Your abs, and your arms, and
your butt, and... lots of other things. I look back at your adorable puppy
eyes. As long as I'm still making you happy, I want to keep making
you better."

Kimmy obviously didn't really get what she
was saying, but she was feeling good, so that was fine by
her.

Tonya sighed.

“Don't
worry about it, kid. All you gotta know is I'm gonna take care of
you."

Once the moment has
passed, Kimmy
asked:

“Shouldn't I like still be doing the curlies?"

"Shit. Yeah, time to go finish
up.”






Three more months
had passed.
The changes were now obvious. Training for so long at this
intensity had its benefits and Kimmy really couldn't hide them
anymore. She reached fitness model levels and the look was quite
impressive. Her shoulders got a bit wider and she had a bit of a
taper to her back. Her abs were really hard now and she sported
something of an eight-pack in the right light, plus a wonderfully
round and hard butt that looked amazing in the booty shorts she was
currently wearing. Also, her arms were now quite ripped, with her
biceps and triceps easily visible when flexed. There was a shape
that was a little smaller than her fist that popped out once she
gave it a good push. Her legs were even better. So many squats had
turned her thighs into really powerful masses of muscle. She got
legs, as they say, and the calves weren't bad either. There was
another thing: Training her pecs had lifted her tits up a bit, and
they looked even faker now. They were getting a bit spaced lately,
though, with her cleavage getting a little wide. On the other hand,
they still seemed bigger!

As for her face, the previous style had gone
further. She had her lips done a couple of times and she now had
this permanent pout. They looked luscious and plump now and she
loved making them up so they appeared even fuller. Also, she had
her cheeks injected just a bit to give her face a sharper contour
and she had more botox for she forehead. No wrinkles for Kimmy.
Contrasting with her dark skin, her blond locks were even fuller
and thicker.

Right now, she was wearing the booty
shorts, pink, of course, and a tiny croptop that was really not
much more than a sports bra. Her hair was done up in a scrunchy and
she was ready to pump some iron!

Meanwhile, Tonya was
sporting a black
tank top with the words “Mama Bear” decked across them in bold
capital letters, along with a pair of short workout shorts designed
to show off her massive quads. She still outsized the girl at 210
lbs., but the margin was hardly huge anymore. The bimbo was
definitely looking like a hardworking fitness nut than her fumbling
student, but if anything, Tonya had only become more involved in
her training.

“All
right, Kimmy, quiz time!”, she said as they approached the weight
room. “What does today's workout focus on?"

The girl gave her
a shocked look for a
moment, then relaxed and said:

“Like
back,
isn't it?"

As they walked across the gym floor, they
kept turning heads. People should be used to seeing them since they
spent so much time here, but they were impressive enough. There was
also quite a bit of mumbling behind their backs, but they usually
ignored it.

"Yep! I knew you were on top of it.” Tonya
led the way as they walked towards the machines. She was fully
aware of the stares and whispers, and she reveled in them. Once she
noticed people taking attention, she walked with a little more
swagger, as if puffing herself up.

Kimmy was suitably impressed by this. Over
the last months, she had begun to understand her mentor’s lifestyle
and she thought she kinda got it.

The big woman stopped
at a pair of rowing
machines and set one of them to a weight meant to challenge
her.

“So,
what's his name... Jayden. You haven't talked about him in a while.
What's going on with that?"

Her tone was one of genuine concern, as
if she was ready to comfort her, but this is the only way she knew
to broach the topic.

"Who? Oh. No, no, we like broke
up a while ago. I kinda dumped him, you know? He didn't expect that
like, at all. The look on his face ... It was like, 'Why?' and I
was like 'serves you right, cheating on me with all those girls!' So now,
I've got like a new guy, he's name is like Shawn and he's like, you
know, a marshall artist. I guess that's something like a cop or
something? But he's like buff! I mean, like he's like as buff as
you only like he's 6'4, which is kinda not the point cos you're
like small and big at the same time and he's like big and small at
the same time. Am I like making sense?"

Tonya was unsure whether it was because
Kimmy was getting sharper or she was getting more fluent in
Kimmy-ese, but the girl was making sense.

“I'm
proud of you, kid”, she said as she took her seat at the machine.
“Glad to see you've grown the guts to look out for yourself. I was
starting to worry I'd have to kick his ass for you. But it's good
that you're happier with this new guy."

"Yeah, he's like ... okay,
I guess? I
mean ... I think he's like treating me right and he's not always
getting new girls home, but he's like ... you know ... I think he's
maybe not so much into my boobs and like more into my muscles? Is
that like, a thing? Cos the boys, they normally, they don't want
the girls to be all muscly. With me, it's different cos I like got
the boobs and the lips and the whole package and stuff, but
normally, they don't like, like that, you know?"

Kimmy watched the big woman as she made her
muscles bulge. It was a wonderful sight and she just loved seeing
those muscles swell and relax.

It was getting a little confusing for her:
Was this turning her on? Sure, she loved muscles on a guy, but on a
girl? Maybe ...

Tonya could really feel this workout. Her
back was one of her favorite body parts to work because the
exercises work so much muscle all at once. It was awesome to feel
it all bunch up into itself as she pumped the weights.

“Well, that's the ... problem when ... you're hot as hell
...” Her words were punctuated with exhales and grunts as she
brought the handles to her abs. “There's always gonna... be people
who... just want your... body! Agh!” She roared as she finished the
last rep and let the weights come to a rest. “It's not always a bad
thing. If that's what you want, that's you want."

Kimmy nodded. “I guess you're right.” She
looked at Tonya as she was resting after the set. “Would you like
want my body?"

The bodybuilder
almost couldn't
believe what she was hearing.

“Honestly? Hell yeah."

The bimbo girl
blushed when she
heard that:

“Seriously? Like, why?"

How does one phrase
“You've been
sculpting yourself into my ideal woman for the past six months”
tactfully? Tonya took a moment.

“Well,
look at you. You said it yourself. You're the whole package. If I'm
being honest, I wasn't really into the look you had when we first
met, but there was something different about you. And now... your
new bod just works so well with it. Anyone would be an idiot to
pass you up."

Kimmy felt flattered by these words. Then
again, she was not sure how to react. Of course, it felt nice to be
adored, but even if …

“Okay
... Like, thank you. That's like really nice of you!”

She fell into an awkward
silence.

Tonya was silent for a moment as well, before
pulling her close. Rather than around her shoulder, this time she
pulled her by the waist.

“I'm
serious, Kimmy. I think you're just about perfect. If you're happy
with your new guy, then that's great. But if you're ever not ... I
hope you know I'd treat you well."

Kimmy grinned in confusion. Was this really
happening? What was happening?

“Like
we'd be like together? Like with fucking?"

Her mind seemed to be clogging up
again.

Tonya thought:
“Damn. She's
so close! But... poor thing can only handle so much!” She let her
grip on the girl go.

“You
know what, hun ... Maybe we better get back to our workout for
now."

"Uh huh. That's ... like good?
You know ... I ...” She hurried to get in her place.

After the workout,
Kimmy felt
exhausted, but happy. She put the equipment back in place and wiped
everything down. Since Tonya was like her teacher, coach and friend
all rolled in one, she tended to clean up after her too.

It seemed appropriate.






Finally, she said:

“Tonya,
I like don't want to make you uncomfortable and stuff, but a guy on
youtube said that getting massages after training is like so good
for the muscles to get big. Do you like want a massage?"

There could be the slightest
glint of curiosity in her eyes.

Tonya took note of her tone as she say
that. Wow.

“Happy
to see you're taking initiative outside of the gym too”, she said,
“Ah, why the hell not? And if you do a good job, I might even
return the favor."

The girl nodded eagerly.

“I like
hope this works and stuff. I watched the video like so many times,
to get it all in my head. But it was also like way long!” Kimmy led
her to a massage bed in the rear part of the gym, put on a towel
and asked her to lie down on it. Then she had to stop again: “Oops.
I like didn't think. Could you like please take off your top and
stuff?"

Facing her, Tonya reached down and pulled
her tank top up over her head before tossing it to the side. She
stood topless in front of the bimbo girl for just a moment, looking
at her as if she was sizing her up. Then she turned around to
prepare to climb on the massage table.

“Anything else you're forgetting before we get
started?"

"Err ...”, Her throat was very dry now. “Wow
... you're like really buff ...” Kimmy stared at her friend’s
muscles. Then she mumbled: “The guy said something about oil and
stuff. I'm like just going to get it from my locker, okay? I'll
like totally be back in a moment!”

She hurried out, her butt tensing as she
ran.

Kimmy returned after a moment and almost
shouted:

“Here it
is! I like found it! Sorry!"

She was obviously very, very
nervous.

"Okay, you can like lie down
now ..."

After taking plenty of time to
enjoy watching her run out and back in again, Tonya chuckled a bit
at how obviously flustered she was.

“It's okay, hun”, she said
as she stretched herself out on the massage table. “There's nothing
to be nervous about. Just two girls giving each other backrubs, nothing
more to it ...”

Once Tonya was ready, she started. First,
she gave her teacher a bit of a rubdown. It wasn’t much and it was
more caressing and spreading the oil around.

The bodybuilder relaxed
herself as
the young woman started rubbing the warm oil onto her. This part
was nice. If nothing else, her hands running along her back is
satisfying.

Then, however,
she mumbled
something about ‘How did that work again?’ and started working her
muscles for real. To Tonya’s surprise, it hurt. A lot. She realized
that Kimmy was now actively brutalizing her muscles, breaking up
the fibers to get them to grow. This was actually painful, but she
realized that this might really work ...

As she started digging her fingers and
knuckles into her, Tonya really shouldn't have been surprised by
her strength at this point, but she wasn't expecting her student to
take the massage so seriously. After a few seconds of her digging
into Tonya’s skin, she winced and sucked some air in through her
teeth. Anticipating Kimmy’s reaction, she quickly said:

“Don't
worry, keep going. It's a good pain."

"The guy on the
youtube like
said it's gotta hurt to like make the muscles bigger and stuff and
I know you like totally want bigger muscles so I will like give you
the bestest massage so you get all big and muscly the way you want,
okay?”

She was nervous again. It was not as if she
was hiding it.

“But you
can like totally tell me if I'm like overdoing it or anything, you
know?"

After fifteen excruciating
minutes, Kimmy said:

“Okay. I
guess it's like done now? Does it like feel good? Do you think
you're like, bigger already?"

At that, Tonya stood up and stretched herself
out. Kimmy really worked her over, but the pain was incredibly
satisfying. Once she was done loosening up, she turned and faced
her.

“Heh. I
wish getting jacked worked that fast. But you know, I think it
really did help. I bet I'll feel like a new woman tomorrow. And I'm
so glad that you want to help me get bigger too.” She proceeded to
pull the girl in for another tight bear hug. After holding her for
a moment, she let go and took one of her forearms, feeling it
gently. “You didn't work yourself too hard doing that, did you? You
really got in there."

"I dunno. It's like, the first
time I ever did that. Cos I only heard about it on the youtube like
yesterday. But I kinda feel good, you know? Not like I
could do it
again right now, but not like I am hurting now or something
..."

The bimbo smiled happily:

“I'm
glad you like liked it! I tried it on Shawn and he didn't like it.
He said I like hurt him! I think he like might be a little dumb. We
were in bed and I asked if he like wanted a massage and he was like
'yeah, totally!' and I did it and he was like screaming? I don't
get him sometimes. He's like, you know, weird?"

Tonya sighed before letting out a loud
laugh.

“You
sure you're not too much woman for him?” She grabbed her shirt and
slipped back into it. “Next time, try it a bit easier. Like you're
massaging a baby. That might be just right for him."

"But he's not a ...
Oh!” She
chuckled. Maybe she understood the joke, maybe she didn't. Maybe
she understood a completely different joke ...

Then she blushed and gave Tonya an
awkward, yet slightly mischievous smile:

“You
like said something about the favor and the returning
..."

"Haha yeah, nice job calling me
on it. I ain't seen that video, but I’ll give you my best effort. Why don't
you go ahead and get ready?"

Kimmy nodded eagerly and took off her workout
top. Bang. Those were some big, very fake tits. They were round,
perky and taut as hell. Also, her pecs were rather nice now,
forming a kind of sub-cleavage above and between them.

She got on the bed and fumbled about to
get a good position to lie down, then nodded. She was
ready.

Tonya stared.
Holy shit. She'd
known they were big, but she hadn't truly realized how big until
she saw her like this. And with that much muscle supporting them,
they only looked more massive. As Kimmy adjusted yourself, the
musclewoman warmed some of the massage oil between her hands. Once
Kimmy found out how to lie comfortably on her tits, Tonya started
rubbing her down with it, starting from her shoulders and working
down.

“You be
sure to let me know if I go too hard, all right?"

"Uh huh. You know, I like have
been thinking about this a lot, and stuff ... It's ... I like don't
know cos I'm like really bad at this, but ... Aaah ... you know ... I kinda
like that I like have these muscles now ... So I think like, you
know, you can totally make them bigger and stuff ... Cos that feels
like good ..."

The girl winced as her mentor hit a really bad
spot, but she stayed at it. Besides, having the other woman’s
strong hands on her back felt great ...

She rubbed in as deep as she could get
without a serious reaction from her, working her way all the way
down Kimmy’s back to her hips.

“I'm
glad to hear you're liking it, Kimmy. I want to see you get bigger
too."

"Aaah ... We could like get
bigger together! That would be like really cool and stuff
..."

As she thought this through, she
asked:

“How did
you like get this big, though? I mean, you're like, a girl, and I'm
like also a girl, but I don't think I'll like get as big as you got
just like that, cos I dunno, I'm like, yeah …” Her thoughts trailed
off as Tonya found another spot.

"Sounds like heaven to me,
sweetheart!”,
she said as she dug in a bit deeper. “The biggest, baddest bitches
in the gym. And don't you worry about that. You leave the how to
me. As long as you want to keep getting bigger, Mama's gonna make
sure you get there."

Once Tonya was done, Kimmy sat up and
stretched. She felt as if she had been turned into
pudding.

“Wow ...
That was like so much ... I feel like I've been totally squished!
Thank you!”

As is apparently the
custom, she
hugged her trainer, still topless.

Then she blushed and said:

“Oops. I
like didn't think. Sorry."

Tonya held her in the hug
for a moment
after she begin to let go.

“Happy to help, hun.”, I
say.

The bimbo girl
put on her top again
rather clumsily because her back was still completely
exhausted.

When she saw Kimmy
struggling
with the top, she gave her a quick assist by pulling it down in the
back.

Then the girl said:

“But I
like don't want to be a bitch ... That sounds like, bad, you
know?"

“Heh.
Fair enough. Not a label for everyone. You let me be the big bad
bitch. You can be a ... big buff babe. How about that?"

She clapped her hands:

“Ooh!
That would be like awesome!"







Three more months
had passed. If their
routine was hard up until now, it had been brutal lately. Kimmy
kept sticking to it strictly, spending some two to three hours at
the gym every day and actually using those. She did some cardio,
pumped iron under Tonya’s supervision, got her her massage and got
hers from her coach, stuck to her diet and made sure they got five
to seven meals a day. The bimbo paid for this without hesitation
since apparently she had absurd amounts of cash at her
disposal.

The effects are
impressive. She was now at the limit between a fitness competitor and a
light bodybuilder, with hard muscles all over. They were not very
big, but they were dense and hard. Also, she was quite strong for
someone her size. When she flexed, there was a fist-sized mass
moving under the skin of her arm and it was veiny and hard. He pecs
had grown too, as had her back and she looked impressive, with her
big upper body tapering down into a very slim waist. Her back was
ripped too, with nice lines and groves all over. Her butt was
probably her best part right now: It was big and round, all muscle,
and when she flexed it, it bunched into a thick mass of ripped
muscle.

The legs were great too: The young girl had
worked hard to make them bigger and stronger to emphasize her
hourglass figure, and also to feel stronger. The thighs were heavy,
rounded and packed with muscle. If anything, they were a little out
of proportion to the rest of her body. Her calves were also quite
big and ripped, with signs that they would soon split.

As to her styling, it was as intense as
always. Kimmy’s lips almost formed an o-ring of plumped flesh, and
she insisted on painting them in very powerful colors, usually a
shade of pink. Due to all that training and dieting, her face lost
a bit of fullness, but she had that fixed too.

Her hair had been bleached a bit more,
and she was wearing it in a high pony tail right now. Her earrings
were little pink hearts at the moment, but she’d worn bigger stuff
too. As to her clothes, today was neckholder day. She had to be
really careful with that thing so she didn't show everybody her
undercleavage. As to her bottoms: Well, it was a tiny skirt today.
Thank heavens there were some matching panties ...

The bimbo girl was
just preparing their
pre-workout when her mentor came out of the locker room.

She waved at the bodybuilder
enthusiastically, which was a weird kind of tradition
now:

“Tonya!
I'm like here!"

The bodybuilder had
been doubling her
efforts these past few months as well, inspired by her student’s
progress. She’d been attempting to cut a bit in order to compete
with Kimmy’s trim, shredded look. However, size remained her
ultimate goal and she hadn't lost sight of it. No one would argue
at this point that she had the physique of a major bodybuilder. As
she stood right now, she was just short of being up there with the
biggest of the female ones. Her shoulders went a long way towards
making her look huge. They looked as if she had two footballs
stuffed under her shirt and led down to a pair of arms that were
nearing 20 inches around. Her chest was largely exposed thanks to
her low-cut t-shirt, her swollen pecs forming an impressive valley
of cleavage and her tits barely contained by the fabric. Tonya’s
back had grown much wider, so much so that her lats had started to
limit her mobility at certain inconvenient times. The effect made
her look like she was walking with her shoulders spread out to make
herself look bigger, but no. She actually was that massive. And it
was all supported by an eight-pack that looked like pool balls
stuffed under her skin. Her lower half wasn't as big as Kimmy’s,
but she didn't mind. Tonya’s ass had maintained its round shape,
but had next to no jiggle when she walked, and almost completely
changed shape when she flexed it, into a shredded block of muscle
that couldn't be ignored. Her thighs were big enough that anyone
could count the individual quad heads, and her calves were
orange-sized diamonds that bunched and flexed hypnotically as she
walked. Anyone who saw her could tell that she was beginning to
take some cues from her student’s style, though she would argue
that point. Her shirt was cut so low that it showed almost the
entirety of her pecboob cleavage and left the bottom-most part of
my abs exposed, showing off a pelvic V that led right into the
shortest pair of black booty shorts. She’d tied her hair back in a
ponytail today, and grinned when she saw the bimbo hard at
work.

As Tonya approached, Kimmy made room for her
and said:

“I think
I got like everything ready: Here's your shake and stuff and the
supplements from the list."

She gave Tonya the drink and the other
stuff, then waited for her teacher to tell her what to
do.

As threatened before,
her lips gave her a
slight lisp when she wasn’t careful.

"Ooh ... Is that like a new
shirt? I love it!"

Tonya looked over the load of things her
student had brought and ticked off her mental checklist. It looked
like everything was here.

“Good
work, hun.” She swiped her preworkout and downed a few gulps of it.
“And yes, it is new. Kinda figured I was covering up too much. I
mean what's the point of a body like this if you're not gonna show
it off?”, she said as she rolled her shoulders for
effect.

Kimmy smiled happily. She loved it when
Tonya did things like these. She still wasn’t one hundred percent
sure what it meant, but it made her happy.

As Tonya finished her stuff, she could see
that the blonde had something on her mind. It was never hard to
tell with her.

"All right, no use beating
around the bush. You might as well go ahead and tell me what's
eating you."

"How could you like tell? Did I
say something?” She shook her head. “I was just thinking about stuff. You
know, I mean, I kinda think, like my boobs, they've gotten
smaller.” She corrected herself. “No, no. I mean, like, I got
bigger and my boobs, they like stayed the same size."

Kimmy gave Tonya
an intense look to
make sure she understood what the bimbo was talking
about.

"So ... I thought like,
maybe I
should get them made bigger? Like so they kinda fit to my body
again? Cos they were looking, like small?"

Again a little
pause.

"And then I like thought: 'But
Tonya, she's got way smaller boobs. Isn't that unfair? So I
thought: What
if I said: 'If you want, I can get you bigger boobs
too?'."

Kimmy pondered what she was
trying to say, then managed:

"So I'm asking like: Do you
want like bigger boobs too? Like when I'm getting mine done and
stuff?"

Once again, Tonya felt caught off guard. She
hadn't thought about her implants in years. The bodybuilder looked
down at her cleavage and examined herself. Her pecs were beginning
to catch up to them. She liked the balance they were at now, but
once she got bigger ...

“That's
very generous, Kimmy”, she said as she examined the girl’s chest.
“Do you know what size you're going to go to?

"I dunno. Like, maybe 1,500
ccs? That's like twice my size now? Cos I'm still getting bigger
and stuff."

Kimmy gave her
a vague shape with
her hands.

“Do you
like think they would like look good on me like that?"

"Hmm. You could use a little
help balancing out. I mean, you've been blowing up your legs
lately.”

Tonya slapped her firmly on one of her huge
thighs.

The bimbo girl
laughed:

“Stop
it! This is like embarrassing!"

She pouted and
added:

"But you're like right and
stuff. I kinda gotta get bigger. Like, everywhere, you know?"

"Yeah, that's a good way of
thinking about it! Bigger everywhere! I think I'll take you up on the offer.
Maybe not quite as big as you. I like my pecs to be the center of
attention. But a little fill-up won't hurt anything."

"Awesome! We're like totally
going to do this!"

Relieved, Kimmy awaited the start of their
workout.

Tonya directed her towards the benches, as
that day was, funnily enough, chest day.

“Actually, that makes me think. Where the hell do you get
all this money from?"

"My dad like gives it to me.
Actually, no. He's like not giving it to me. Cos that would be
stupid! It would like, be stolen and stuff. No. He gives me
like a credit card
and I can like pay for stuff with that. It's like really useful,
cos everybody takes that and you don't like have to carry a big
thingie, wallet with you."

Kimmy looked very
clever.

"He says I can like do what I
want with the money cos he's like got so much of that, he doesn't like,
care, you know?"

Continuing her explanation, she
added:

"And there's like also some of
my boyfriends, they like gave me a lot of stuff just cos they kinda
wanted me to have it, you know? I like always said thank
you and
stuff, but now, I kinda don't have a boyfriend ... That's a little
sad, and stuff, but like, yeah, I kinda don't have like so much
time cos I'm always like at the gym with you and it's like kinda
better than going to some club with like some guy who's like you
know, always checking out the other girls and getting full of like
coke. I don't like coke much. It makes you stupid. Like really. How
about you? Where do you like get your money?"

Hmm. Tonya thought about this. On one
hand, it must be nice to be taken care of. But on the other, she
wasn’t jealous of Kimmy’s love life. Just another thing she could
hopefully make better for her protégée. Though that might be a bit
harder if she did tell her what her job was. Should she lie?
Although with Kimmy, a half-truth might be just as good.

“Me? I
am ... a model."

Kimmy’s eyes started to sparkle:

“A
model? Awesome! Like a real model? Like on Insta?"

The girl whipped out her
phone:

"Wow! I gotta like follow you! I
like totally forgot and stuff. Cos you were like always like so
serious ..."

"Ah, hehe. Not exactly that kind of model?
I used to have an Instagram, but I haven't posted on there lately.
Mostly to just get peoples' eyes on me."

Now Kimmy was getting
confused.

"I like didn't see you on
America's
Next Top Model, no? I watch that like a lot. They're so cute and
stuff. But the jury is like so awful sometimes and the girls are
like so bitchy ..."

She thought for a moment.

“Nah. I
think I kinda would have recognized you on the telly, cos you're
like older than the girls there ... But if you were on that
like when you were younger, then I'd ..."

She fell into deep thought.

Tonya sighed. She should have known this
would capture Kimmy’s imagination.

“Look”,
she said, her voice lowering just enough to protect against
eavesdropping.” I'm the kind of model where ... I take pictures and
videos of myself ... and people pay me money to see them.
Understand?"

"So ... you're a photographer
too? Could you like take my pictures too? I'd love that! I need
like a lot of
new pics for my Insta cos I look so different now and my selfies
are all like crap cos I think I'm like too wide for the
camera."

Tonya held nothing but respect for for how
far Kimmy had come in fitness knowledge, but sometimes, she just
couldn’t keep pace with her in other areas.

“You
know what? I'll see what I can do, Kimmy."

The blonde smiled.

“Awesome! You're like the best!"

Tonya grinned. Genuinely.

“I try.
How about we get onto our workout?"

The young woman
nodded
eagerly.

Tonya led her toward the floor section.
Today they started with core exercises, so it was mostly
calisthenics with some weights for an extra challenge.

“So back
to you. You don't seem to have any problem getting money from you
dad, huh?"

"Uh-huh. He just says I
should like
take what I need. Cos he's all busy with like my stepmom and his
business and stuff. He says like, it's okay if I like spend the
money cos he's like got tons. Also, he says it's like not so much
actually. I dunno."

Kimmy got to work, precisely targeting
the different parts of her midsection and making it
suffer.

If she went on like that, her waist was going
to be just a column of packed muscle.






After a particularly punishing
set, Kimmy
asked:

“Is
there like something you need?"

Tonya allowed herself to go limp after a
set of decline sit-ups and allowed the dumbbell she'd been holding
to rest on the floor. Her abs were on fire after that
one.

“Yeah,
actually. But I'm probably gonna need money in cash to get it, if
you can manage that."

"Cash? Like those bill things? Sure! How
many will you like need? I guess we can get them right now, like at
one of those money machines. I mean, like after the workout, you
know?"

"Yeah, exactly. We'll talk
numbers when we're done, but there should be a machine nearby."

Kimmy nodded, then returned to the next
set. Then, it was time for the chest workout.

When they were done, Kimmy gave Tonya her
customary massage, then, once thatwas finished, she
said:

“Okay,
I'll like just get dressed and we can like go and get the cash and
stuff ..."

Tonya stretched herself out and started
getting dressed.

“Perfect. If everything goes as planned, you and I are gonna
blow. Up."

Kimmy blinked. She obviously didn't get
that. Instead, she put on her regular outfit for today, which was,
well, just as revealing as her gym stuff.

She was wearing a white crop top that showed
off her new pink and cream bra, which was very lacy, plus a pair of
white yoga pants made of some shiny material. To this, she put on
some weird high-heeled wedge espadrilles with white highlights that
pushed her up beyond 6'.

The girl redid her
makeup post
showering and put all her stuff into a fitting designer
handbag.

Oh, and she let her hair tumble down her
back, with just a white hairband to keep it out of her face and
picked up some big round sunglasses.

"We can like go now. To the
cash machine!"

Tonya stuffed herself into her street
clothes as well. She was wearing a simple pair of blue jeans and a
t-shirt with a Superman logo on it. While hardly revealing, it was
hard to imagine them being any tighter on her while leaving her
able to move. Her hair stayed up in the same ponytail it was in
while working out, and she slipped on a pair of running shoes.
Tonya grabbed her duffel bag and put her hand around Kimmy’s waist
as they exited the locker room.

“Off we
go, princess."

She walked along with Tonya, feeling very
familiar with her, although they hardly did things outside of the
training. When they reached the machine, Kimmy was puzzled for a
moment on how to make it work, but eventually, she made it spit out
a pack of cash. She smiled and asked:

“Okay.
What like next?"

"Ah. Yeah... I was gonna say
it's best if
you didn't come along ...” As Tonya spoke, she could see the
disappointment in Kimmy’s doe-like eyes and immediately winced in
regret. “Look, you can come along for this next bit. But I need you
to not talk a ton, and try not to ask questions, okay? Then
afterwards, maybe we can go out and do something fun,
okay?"

"I pinkie promise I'll
like be
totally quiet.” She did this little 'my lips are sealed' pantomime.
Then she followed her trainer along.

Hopping into Kimmy’s car, Tonya directed
her towards a coffee shop where they both took a seat at a table
outside, drawing a couple of stares from passersby. As she sat, she
suggested the bimbo girl to head inside and order herself whatever
she liked, and a black coffee for her. When Kimmy return, there was
a man sitting at the table with Tonya, and she handed him a stack
of money.

Kimmy smiled, didn't say a word and handed
Tonya the coffee, then sat down and took a sip from her
strawberry-vanilla-frappuccino with coconut sprinkles and lychee
extract.

She watched the whole procedure intently,
obviously trying to understand what was going on, but also being
focused on not even making the slightest noise.

When she produced a small flrbtl noise
with she straw, she instantly shrunk back into my chair and tried
to make herself invisible.

Eventually, the man
finished
counting the money, and stood up to leave.

“Good to
see you, Tonya. See ya again soon?”

“Long as
it's good, you'll be seeing plenty of me.”

As he walked off into the parking lot,
Tonya picked up a paper bag from under the table and set it in her
lap. “You did good, hun. Very good. I'm impressed,
even."

Kimmy was obviously proud, and nodded
eagerly. Also, she still stayed quiet and waited until the man had
disappeared. Then she gave her coach an asking look. Was it
safe?

Tonya gave her
a little
smile.

“Yes,
you can talk again. Let's go back to the car and I can answer any
of your questions."

"Cool!” She sauntered to the car and once
they were inside, she asked: “So, what's like in the bag? Why is it
brown?"

She actually took Tonya out of the moment
for a bit. Why were the bags brown? Setting that aside for a
moment, she turned to her student.

“These
are something we're gonna start taking along with all of our
vitamins and stuff. It's gonna make us go from big to
huge."

"Okay ... Like bigger
muscles?"

"Yep! You want that too, don't
you?"

"Yeah! Like big like you?
That would be like big, you know?"

"How about even
bigger?"

Kimmy stared at her in complete disbelief.
Was that like even a thing?

“That's
like ... big! Cos, if you get like bigger, and I get bigger, and
then you get bigger again, that's gonna be like ...
How?"

"Don't worry about how. It's
just one question. Do you wanna be even bigger than I am
right now?
Like super buff?"

"Sure. I'm like gonna blow all
those guys away! They're like always 'bro, you so swole' and 'no
homo, bro,
you're so buff', and then they'll be like 'Whoa Kimmy! You're like
the swolest!' and I'm gonna be like 'Yeah, I like totally am!' And
that's going to be awesome!"

"Fuck yeah! That's the attitude
I wanna hear!” She raised her takeaway cup for a toast. “Now that that's
settled, I did say we could go have some fun. Where do you want to
go?"

"Yeah, you like could come and
meet my
friends! They're like going to a club and dance and after that,
we're like probably going to like a party and like have fun and
stuff?"

Tonya coughed briefly as she swallowed some
coffee wrong.

“Not to
question your judgment, hun, but are you sure that I'm gonna fit in
there?

"I dunno. Maybe with like, a
different styling?"






THE MONTAGE!

So Kimmy dragged her to the hairdresser, who
gave her a makeover to really make her hair shine. The guy was
actually talented and brought out Tonya’s energy, while also not
making her look like a butch lesbian or a guy in drag. Instead, he
brought out her inner strength and confidence.

Then it was off to the beautician: Nails,
lips, massage, makeup, the works.

Again, those people
knew their stuff.
They underlined her beauty without painting over it with a thick
brush.

Once Tonya saw herself in the mirror, she
looked like a radiant, confident, powerful young woman, with a
slight touch of nerdiness and a bit of mischievousness on the
edges.

Next, wardrobe! Getting a dress
for her was
surprisingly easy because Kimmy already shopped at places that
catered to people with weird body shapes. She got to pick: Either a
little black dress that showed off her legs and her back, or
something more fluffy that emphasized her bust and her
shoulders?

For possibly the first time
in their
relationship, Tonya was speechless during this whole process. At
first it was because she was uncomfortable at being in these places
at all, while being flat-out terrified at the idea of going full
bimbo. Once they were finished with the hairdresser, however, she
was stunned at how much the changes helped with her appearance. She
only grew further taken aback as Kimmy put me through this
transformation. Once they got to the boutique, she barely even
recognized herself, and she was in love with the person she saw in
the mirror.

Every choice Kimmy and her entourage made
only further brought out the things Tonya loved about herself. As
Kimmy showed her the options of outfits, she picked out the dress
designed to flaunt her upper body, given all her favorite parts
were up there, and a pair of boots to go with it.

Kimmy was undeniably proud that her trainer
was happy and just gushed about all the great stuff that was
happening. Then they ended up at the jeweler and Kimmy got Tonya
matching earrings. Again, it was classy, expensive stuff that was
completely different from the rose-tinted dream that the bimbo girl
was living in. Finally, she hesitated. She was looking at a pair of
simple necklaces, one with a K and one with T. Tonya could see that
Kimmy was thinking about getting those for them, but she was not
sure what the big woman'd say.

Tonya happily accepted the earrings. As she
saw Kimmy pondering over the necklaces, she gave her a nod. She was
happy to trust her student’s judgment, and she have no problem with
presenting themselves as being joined at the hip. As they prepared
to pay, Tonya quietly slipped a new pair of nipple bars in with the
rest of the purchase, quietly hoping Kimmy wouldn't
notice.

Kimmy didn't. Instead, she let her put the
necklace around her neck. It nestled between Kimmy’s big tits. Then
she watched as Tonya put on hers. Once They were done, Kimmy
said:

“Okay,
that was fun! Now, there's like only two more things to do and
stuff. We like totally need to get you a handbag, and we gotta get
like some swimsuits. Cos at the party, there's like this pool
without an end and you can like swim over the city or something. I
don't get it how like the water stays in, but I think they gotta
have some way, cos otherwise the water would be like all over the
place and not in the pool, no?"

The handbag was a breeze. It was very small
and probably useless, but absurdly expensive and kinda cute. Think
a five-figure sum for a thing that basically holds one’s credit
card and underwear.

The swimsuit was more interesting.

The boutique was a tiny place, basically a
single room with a changing booth that barely fit Tonya’s
shoulders.

However, the swimsuits
were ...
nice?

Tonya watched Kimmy model a dozen of them,
she wouldn't stop until she was told.

The big bodybuilder
happily watched her
friend strut her stuff in about ten suits before she figured she'd
better start making up her own mind. Looking through styles similar
to what Kimmy had shown off, Tonya narrowed her own picks down to a
black sling bikini that left very little to imagination, and a
simple white two-piece that fit right on and accentuated her
figure. After modeling both for Kimmy, she came to her for help
with the final decision

Kimmy took the Solomonic
decision:

“We'll
like take them both! They look like so amazing on you!"

Then, she added:

“Tonya,
could you like go and see if ... you know ... like we got the ...
thingie? You know. For the ..."

She stopped. Then she started
again.

“Could
you like get some, you know, like condoms? That would be like so
sweet! Cos you're older than 21."

Tonya stopped for a moment to collect her
thoughts. Sometimes it slipped her mind just how young Kimmy
was.

“Ha.
Glad to know you're gonna have a real good time tonight. Don't
worry, I'll set you up."

The bimbo smiled and added:

“Like,
thank you! I'll just wait here until you come back and stuff
..."

Eventually, Kimmy thought they were good to
go.

They drive to her place to get the car,
which was a white and pink sports car, but not one of the serious
ones. It wasn’t ridiculous, it was just a non-car enthusiast's idea
of a fast car.

It was also very comfortable.

Kimmy drove them to the club and they got
in in no time. The bouncer gave them a bit of a surprised
look.

Tonya took note of the bouncer's
reaction. He was either just surprised that she didn't fit the
profile of
the regulars here, or perhaps he was one of the chumps paying for
the privilege of looking at her body. Either way, she reached up to
adjust her hair as she passed him, giving a subtle flex of her
shoulder and arm as she did.

Then they were inside.

It was loud and intense, the music was
pounding, but in a good way and drinks were absurdly
expensive.

After a bit of
exploration, Kimmy got her to the VIP lounge and Tonya got to meet her
friends.

The weird part
was, some of them
were even more vapid and superficial than Kimmy was. Not to say
that they were all dumb, but some definitely were.

They were also impeccably styled and even
the uglier ones were expensively sexy.

The girls were invariably plastic-titted
and very thin, except for those who had big fake asses. Some had
both. The men were muscular or very wealthy or both, and they were
surprised by Tonya’s look, but also impressed.

Kimmy introduced her friend, but the names
were easy to forget.

"That's like Tonya. She's my
coach and trainer and like, coolest person ever, sorry Lizzy, you're
like second place, but it's still cool. I still love you and stuff.
Also, she's kinda like ... She kinda turned my life like around and
stuff? Can you like imagine, it's like when you meet someone and
that person is like ... you know, awesome? That's what she like is.
Cos she like cares. About me. And I care about her, cos, yeah! No
biggie, Marco, you like also care about me but she's like caring
like ... kinda more. You're like cool and stuff, but yeah ... It's
like you get it?"

Inside the club, Tonya’s demeanor had
changed. It was easy for her when it was just one person and all
she had to do was show off or intimidate, but in a place like this
she was out of her element. She had ordered herself a vodka soda as
they passed the bar and after that point, she had been following
Kimmy like a lost puppy. She was mostly silent as Kimmy introduced
her to everyone. Tonya was standing there, swaying slightly left
and right so as not to stand awkwardly still. After Kimmy finished
singing her praises, she spoke up, attempting to fill the empty
space.

“Yeah,
Kimmy and I met at the gym almost a year ago now? And she's been a
real fast learner. And on top of that, she's just... cool. I've
been having a lot of fun helping her train, and she talked me into
coming out here tonight, so... heh. Good to meet you guys.” She
raised her glass. “Let's have some fun tonight."

The strangest part about all
this was that
Kimmy must have primed them with her transformation, because they
rather accepted Tonya’s look.

Sure, they saw her as a kind of curiosity,
but as long as she was willing to compare flexes with the boys and
drink and commiserate with the girls, she was fine. Also, the
alcohol might help. Other drugs were also available, although Kimmy
stayed away from them.

Eventually, they moved to a floor where they
played more, let's say, intimate music. Some of the other youths
were starting to get closer, others disappeared into the secluded
parts of the club.

Kimmy was swinging her hips slightly,
looking away when Tonya looked at her.

As the night went on, Tonya began to loosen
up. Comparing bods with the guys came naturally and she was happy
to do so, and she was equally happy to accept a few blank-faced
oohs and ahhs from Kimmy’s girlfriends. She stayed away from the
harder stuff, but as the guys started challenging her to more
drinks, she was soon deep in her cups. Not failing over herself,
but clearly tipsy and not anywhere close to her all-business self
at the gym. As she found herself alone near the dance floor, she
scanned across the crowd for something to do. Tonya saw Kimmy,
swaying her hips hypnotically and trying to avoid eye contact with
her. She sauntered her way across the floor as gracefully as she
could, placing herself behind her student.

“I'm so
happy you did all this for me, Kimmy."

"You are? Oof ... I'm like
so glad! I was afraid you like weren't going to like it and stuff
..."

Absentmindedly,
she kept moving her
butt.

Tonya stepped closer, one hand on Kimmy’s
hip, as she brought her hips forward to run against the bimbo’s
impressive butt.

“Yes.
I'm very happy. You've made me feel sexier... hell, better than I
have in a long time."

"Really? I thought you were
like, always sexy? To me you like were, at least,
you know
..."

Kimmy flexed her ass a little, just to make
it rub against Tonya. Maybe it was instinct ...

The big woman
understood. And she
always felt good about herself. But this ... this was better than
good. She wrapped her arms around the young woman’s torso, pulling
her closer, running her hands up and down slowly.

I'm still a little helpless
here, but I catch one of your hands with mine and weave my fingers
between yours. This is confusing, but in a good way.

Still holding hands,
Tonya pulled Kimmy
in tight, like it was another of the bear hugs they’d shared, but
with a little extra grinding.

“I think
I love you, Kimmy. I really do."

The bimbo girl
nodded
slowly.

“I like
kinda love you too ... It's like weird, but ... it like feels good.
I like want this to be like a thing, you know?"

"I get it. It felt weird my
first time too.” Tonya gave her a gentle kiss on the shoulder. “But I hope
you know I want you to be happy more than anything in the
world."

"Me too. It's like a thing I've
like not had
before, you know?"

Kimmy hesitated. Should she turn around?
She wasn’t sure. Wouldn't that break the moment? She put her other
hand on Tonya’s hip, gently, with hesitation.

The bodybuilder
took her hand and
helped her find the way to her hip, holding Kimmy there firmly, and
started kissing her on the neck.

She leaned her head away to give Tonya
room. It was good to feel her strong hands on her body.

Kimmy also kept working her hips. The
longer the moment lasted, the more confident she got in this
...

Tonya’s free hand was now rubbing on Kimmy’s
powerful thigh, stroking up and down. She worked her way up Kimmy’s
neck until she was kissing her cheek.

Kimmy hesitated, then slowly turned her
head to face her. Her plump lips were glistening in the dimmed
light of the dancefloor.

Tonya’s face, lit up by the lowlights around
them, was perfectly accentuated by everything Kimmy’d done to it
today. After a brief moment of staring into the young girl’s big,
glimmering eyes, Tonya put one hand on the back of her head and
brought her in for a kiss, her lips colliding with Kimmy’s big,
pillowy fillers.

She answered in turn, kissing her
intensely with all the love of a horny late teenager and a girl
that has done everything to lose herself in this.












They stood there for nearly a full minute
wrapped in each other's arms, their lips growing slick as their
tongues slid against each other. After what felt like an eternity
of bliss, Tonya pulled away and looked her in her eyes
again.

“Seems
like everyone else has found somewhere quiet. You know anywhere we
can go?"

"Err ... There's like a place on
the roof that Casey like showed me once, you know? It's
like, a
secret, you know?"

Kimmy slowly detached herself from Tonya,
coming back several times, before she finally managed to break
this. She took her teacher by the hand and led her into a dark
corridor hidden behind a panel, then up some very tight stairs and
then to a door out on the roof.

The roof was warm from the day, the music was
distant and the stars were, well, mostly visible. People were
chatting in the background, there was laughter, cars that roared to
show off.

Someone had built a wooden pergola thing
up there. It was probably the owner's.

Kimmy pulled her along and there was a very
simple wooden bench up there, nothing fancy, but when it was
lifted, there was a box with pillows in it. They were a little
musty, but who cared right now?

Tonya spread the pillows out on the ground.
Thankfully there were enough to create a surface big enough for
either of them to comfortably lay on. She took a moment and
breathed in, looking up at the stars before turning her attention
back to Kimmy. With one finger under the bimbo’s chin, Tonya looked
towards the bed of pillows.

“Get
comfortable, princess. Mama's gonna take you on a trip."

Kimmy looked at her in complete confusion,
but nodded. How was this going to work? What was going to
happen?

Then, she ran her hands over Tonya’s chest,
feeling her pecs through the fabric. Slowly, she got down towards
the pillows. Kimmy got on all fours, moving her rounded,
musclebound ass in her direction.

"Like this?"

"Heh. Not quite. Lie back on
your back and
spread your legs for me.” Tonya helped her with rolling over,
giving her little rubs and squeezes as she did.

Kimmy was a little confused by this, but
okay ...

She did as she was told, spreading her
legs wide. Surprisingly wide. She was quite flexible.

By Kimmy’s instinctive reaction, Tonya was
almost positive she’d never had anyone care for her sexual needs.
It made her pity her student, but at the same time made her happier
about how she was about to make her feel.

Once Kimmy was laid back, the musclewoman
started kissing her way up one of Kimmy’s legs, starting from her
thigh. One of her hands began to probe her gently through her
underwear …

Underwear?

Ah. Tonya didn't know what else she
expected. Her fingers found her lips and stroked against them
gently.

Kimmy gasped.

“What
are you doing?"

"I'm going to make you feel
good. The way all those men in your life refused
to. Just lie
back and let me do the hard work.” Tonya’s kisses were now working
their way across Kimmy’s thigh.

"Okay ..."

The bimbo girl
shivered as the big
woman moved along, her muscular legs tensing.

"Wow ... this is ... Mhm
..."

As she neared Kimmy’s crotch, she slowly
kissed a circle around her sex before touching her lips to it and
kissing gently. Her fingers gingerly probed at your
hole.

"Aaah ... Whaaa
...” Kimmy
was making strangely breathless noises. To Tonya’s surprise, or
maybe not, Kimmy had a perfect pornstar pussy. It was hairless,
full and obviously sensible. Also, her clit was tiny, but
uncovered.

"Oh God ..."

As Kimmy began to open up, Tonya slipped her
tongue into her, sliding it back and forth between pushing gently
against the girl’s wet hole and poking at her pointy little clit.
After a couple of repetitions of this, she wrapped her lips around
the bimbo’s clit and gave a gentle suck, and Kimmy could feel her
moan to herself as the older woman did it.

"Gaah ... I ... Oh ... Oh
... Oooh ...
I ... please ... please ..."

The girl was completely confused and ecstatic,
while also trying to deal with this very intense
situation.

Her legs tightened, and then, without
warning, she wrapped them around Tonya’s head and pushed her face
into her crotch.

Now firmly trapped in the one
place Tonya
never wanted to leave, she dedicated her month's full attention to
teasing her student’s clit, her tongue dancing around it. Reaching
from below, she managed to squeeze her hand within Kimmy’s grip and
gently slide two fingertips inside her.

"Aaah! What ... Oh ... Oooh
... I ... help ... help ... this ... Oh my ... God ..."

Kimmy squeezed harder.

This was completely insane, but Tonya
loved it ...

"It's okay, baby, just enjoy
it!” She said
as clearly as she could from within the vise-grip of the younger
woman’s legs. She slid her fingers all the way into her and deftly
teased her from within, while her mouth returned to work on Kimmy’s
clit, gently sucking it as her tongue glided back and forth over
it.

Kimmy screamed. Literally. It was loud. It
was also garbled and confused, she was gripping Tonya’s head hard,
then collapsed.

Tonya climbed on top of her and cuddled
her, supporting her student’s head from below.

“So...
enjoy yourself?"

"I ... I ... like ... what was that? How
did you do that?"

"Oh, baby... I had been fully
prepared for you to never have been eaten out before, but having
never even had an orgasm? You poor, deprived thing. That,
sweetheart, is the way a woman like you deserves to feel every time she has
sex."

Kimmy looked at the big woman with big
puppy-dog eyes.

“Like
really?"

Tonya pulled her closer, kissing her on the
forehead.

“Yes,
really. And as long as we're together, I'm gonna make sure you get
what you deserve."

"Wow ... Thank you ... But, what about you?
Don't you like also get it? I mean, I can like do the things, but
you don't like have the things, you know, like a dick?"

"Don't worry, babe. I'll
teach you. We've got all the time in the world."

Kimmy smiled.

“That
was like ... awesome. Thank you ...” She kissed her teacher with an
innocence that felt out of place with her pumped, fakish
face.

Tonya wrapped herself around her and kissed
her back, loving the feeling of their hard bodies against each
other.

Kimmy whispered:

“So
we're like together now?"

The bodybuilder
smiled, looking into
those big lovable eyes.

“Do you
have a problem with that?"

The girl cuddled against her
muscles.

“No ...
Not at all ..."

They lay there for a while in harmony, when
the phone beeped to tell us that the others were
leaving.

Tonya looked at Kimmy as she checked her
phone.

“You in
a hurry to leave?"

She cuddled against her some more, then
said, a little uncertain:

“I'm
like ... not sure. I kinda like wanted to go with them cos it'd be
like nice with the swimsuits, but ... you know ... this is like ...
great?"

"This is pretty great... but
I do kinda want to get another look at you in that
bikini."

"Then we like do that. I want to
see like that swimsuit on you too. And I like maybe got a surprise for you and
stuff!"

Then she blushed:

“Oops!
No! Sorry. I like don't have a surprise for you! It's like, not,
you know?"

Tonya laughed loudly as she stood up, then
picked her up in a princess carry.

“Don't
worry. We'll go hit the pool and I may or may not be
surprised."

Kimmy whooped as Tonya lifted her up. This
was like so cool!

They got to the car eventually,
then drove to
the other place. Kimmy really needed the phone to help her and she
struggled with the directions, but eventually, they were there. It
was one of those big buildings that were mostly offices and a few
residentials. As they rode the express elevator, Kimmy kept smiling
like a happy puppy. This was incredible! And it was only getting
better! They reached the top floor with a ding! and emerged into a
penthouse literally surrounded by an infinity pool. Building that
thing must have given the civil engineers nightmares.

It was impressive though, even if the feat
was completely lost to Kimmy. There were more people like the
others, although Tonya immediately attracted the attention of the
guy who owned the place. He was more or less skinnyfat, and he was
wearing sunglasses around midnight, but hey, he had the
cash.

Anyway, Tonya was pretty sure he was checking
her out and he liked what he saw. He walked over, kissed Kimmy on
both cheeks and introduced himself as Miller.

Tonya took in all of the sights as they
entered the decked-out penthouse. Everything here screamed that the
owner was showing off his wealth, but that hardly bothered her. All
she had to do was show up, show off, and enjoy everything there was
to offer, right? As Miller approached and greeted Kimmy, Tonya
shifted her weight slightly, subtly tensing one leg as she did
so.

“Miller?
Very happy to meet you. I'm Tonya. I take it you already know my
prize pupil?"

The guy shivered and
suppressed a
horny grin.

“Yeah
... She's impressive. But you're even more impressive. Do I know
you?"

Kimmy watched this intently but obviously
without understanding what was going on. Still, she was smiling.
Everything was awesome!

Tonya gave a nervous glance in Kimmy’s
direction before shifting to a slightly more reserved
position.

“I don't
think so. I'd remember someone with this much money to throw
around.” She quickly put an arm around her pupil. “Kimmy, hun, why
don't you go ahead and change into your swimsuit? And while you're
at it, see if they have any drinks we'd like? Think you can do that
for me?” She gave her a little kiss on the nose.

Kimmy nodded eagerly and disappeared,
taking the time to wiggle her ass at Tonya as she left.

Miller smiled.

“I think
I do. You look different tonight, but a body like yours ... hard to
mistake."

Tonya leaned in a bit closer, hands now on
her hips and her voice lowered.

“Listen.
I'm glad you're a fan, but that shit stays online. I'd be happy to
talk about customs or whatever you're after, but now's not the
time."

He grinned. There
was a faint
sense of superiority to it.

“Yes, I
think it's best that way. Besides, Kimmy here is an excellent ...
distraction. Have fun!"

He made a mock courteous
gesture.






Tonya returned Miller's parting gesture with
an overly dainty wave, waggling her styled fingers as he walked
off.

“Dick.”, she muttered as
she turned to find where she could get changed.

She made my way out to the pool
deck, expecting to find Kimmy there. Tonya had changed into the black monokini
they had bought earlier. The straps fit snugly into the striations
in her shoulder, with both halves of it coming down the center of
her chest, leaving some breast and pec exposed on either side. They
came together just barely covering her crotch, squeezing together
between her glutes as if they were just a bit too big to contain,
while her power-packed legs were fully exposed.

Kimmy awaited her by the pool with two
glasses in hand. One was another pink and yellow monstrosity with a
little umbrella and three different slices of fruit in it, the
other one was just something that will keep her well-oiled for the
evening.

She was also wearing the bikini she
picked and it was ... yeah. Not a whole lot of fabric.

It was cream colored, with tiny triangles
covering her nipples and her crotch. These three bits of textile
were connected by a complicated array of straps that managed to
make her abs look even tighter and more impressive, while also
showing off her shoulders and huge boobs. It definitely got bondage
vibes and the thong side completely disappeared between her muscly
ass-cheeks.

"I brought you like that thing.
The guy at the bar like told me what it's called, but I like kinda forgot.
It's like some guy ... or a country ... or something ... I dunno.
But he told me that it's like good and stuff, so here it
is!”

Kimmy offered Tonya the less
over-the-top
glass.

She looked at Kimmy standing and seeming
to pose without even focusing on it.

“Holy
shit!”, she muttered as she took all of her in. Despite the fact
that she had just been between her legs less than an hour ago, she
liked the sight she was seeing even better. “Thanks, hun”, she said
as she took a sip of her drink, still unable to take her eyes off
the bimbo.

Kimmy herself was very distracted by
Tonya’s look. This was incredible. She followed her around eagerly
as they found a place to lounge by the pool while they sipped the
drinks. The sight was actually nice, the lights of the city below
them, good music in the background, people that seemed to have
walked out of either a fashion magazine or a porn website
...

Finally, Kimmy managed to ask:

“So this
is how big you're going to like make me? Like big like
you?"

Tonya was completely relaxed at this
point, laying back in her lounge chair with barely a
care.

“Babe, I
can make you however big you want. I can make you as big as me. If
you feel like it's too much, we can stop. Or, if you get to my size
and want more, we can see how big you can really get.'

This boggled the bimbo girl’s mind. She sat
there, her mouth hanging open, a little drip of pink liquid running
from her overstuffed lips.

“Wow
..."

Tonya grabbed her cocktail napkin and wiped
the drink of Kimmy’s lips.

“So, you
just need to worry about one day at a time. I'll focus on making
you bigger, and if one day you think you're big enough, we'll stop.
Sound good?"

The girl nodded vaguely.

"Good. But you'll like also get
bigger,
right?"

"Of course. Me, I never want
to stop growing."

Kimmy was amazed by this. She didn't get
what it meant, but she liked the sound of it.

Once the drinks
were done, Kimmy
asked:

“Can we
like try the pool?"

"Absolutely!” Tonya stood up and walked
towards the shallow end, practicing her strut as she did so. Given
her audience, she attempted to switch from her normal tough-girl
swagger to more of a sexy sway, her hips shaking left and right as
she went.

Kimmy followed her and slipped into the
water. It was nice and warm. She swam a few strokes and Tonya maybe
realized for the first time that her student had really long legs.
It was not ideal for swimming competitively, but right now, it was
great to watch. Kimmy carefully swam to the end of the pool,
feeling the tension of being at the edge of the building, with
nothing but some plexiglass pane holding this back (although Kimmy
wouldn't put it this way). She waited for Tonya to join her, then
took her hand.

“I like,
you know, love you, I guess."

Tonya had slowly stepped her way in,
enjoying the cool feeling on her skin. Her legs weren't as long or
shapely as Kimmy’s, but as she laid on her back, one quick stroke
of both her beefy arms was enough to propel her forward toward the
edge. She lazily floated her way next to Kimmy. She stood and
leaned gingerly on the glass paneling, her eyes again locked on
her, the dim lights of the city only accentuating the bimbo girl’s
best features.

“I love
you.”, she said, leaning in to give her a quick kiss on her pillowy
lips.

There was an endless moment, and it was
only broken when someone drifted by, giving them a smirk and a
thumbs up. Yeah. Great. Still, the spell was broken and Kimmy
cuddled against her teacher.

“Did you
like know that guy? He kinda looked at you as if he like was, I
dunno, some ex or something?"

"Ugh. Nah. I hate to break it to
you, but two hot women acting intimate in public can
... draw attention.
You know what I mean?”

Kimmy might be right, though. He might have
recognized her ... She still hadn't come completely clean about
what she did. Tonya felt a twinge of guilt and looked out towards
the city again, but she didn't know how to tell her without being
super blunt about it ...

The bimbo nodded knowingly:

“That's
like really true and stuff! Lizzy and I used to like make out for
the boys and they would like go crazy when they saw us, cos we were
so sexy! You know, we'd like kiss, and have like a line of, you
know, spit from our lips and then, we'd like get our boobs out and
we'd do that nipple thing when we like licked them and I sucked on
hers until they got like all big and hard and we'd do like a little
fight with the nipples and I'd like drink some sparkly wine from
her belly button and she'd like pour it down between her boobs, but
then, she got some into her shoes and then she had to walk home
with just one shoe and it was so dumb cos she like had the heels on
and she forgot to take the slippers with her and she almost like
broke an ankle and stuff ... Ooh! And one time, the boys had us
like wrestle, you know? Like not the nipples but like the whole us?
Yeah. That was like cool and weird but we like had to be really
careful cos I didn't want to get hurt but I think that like Kari,
she like hit me on purpose and I had like a black eye for like a
week and Dawson, he like dropped me when he saw me and he went with
her! Like really? What a bitch!"

Kimmy looked at her lover:

“Did you
like ever wrestle with someone?"

Tonya had grown better at tracking Kimmy’s
monologues over the months. She was still weeding through them in a
sense, but only to cut through to the meat of what she was saying.
Other than that, Tonya was meeting her gaze and following along
attentively.

“Ah
...”, she said when Kimmy finally got to her question. “Well, I
tried out for my high school wrestling team, but I don't think
that's what you're asking about.” Tonya laughed nervously. “I did
get involved in the kinds of parties and wrestling you talked
about, years ago. Especially once I started getting fit, the guys
really liked it. Once I got really buff, they stopped getting me
involved so much. They probably got intimidated.” She chuckled
again as she wrapped an arm around Kimmy.

Kimmy stared at her:

“Like
wait. You weren't always buff like this?”

“Oh,
hell naw! Nobody's born like this. I mean, I don't think I was ever
a skinny Minnie like you used to be, but I was... average
once.”

The bimbo girl was
fascinated:

“And
like why did you get so strong?"

Tonya was lost in thought for a moment.
She hadn't thought about her pre-swole life for a while.

“Well,
when it started out, I just wanted to get fit for sports and stuff.
I liked being physical and I liked competing. I was in college when
I started getting strong, and whenever I went out to a party,
everyone liked seeing me do tricks like lifting the other girls up
over my head, or crushing stuff like the frat boys would do. I
enjoyed being the center of attention in that way. So I just kept
training so I could show off more, and once I started getting buff,
I liked the way muscles looked on me. It only made me more popular
for a bit, but I kind of got hooked and I got big enough that
people started looking at me like I was weird instead. Like I was a
freakshow instead of part of the group. But that doesn't matter to
me anymore. Being the biggest and strongest makes me happy, and
that's all that matters to me.”

As she finished talking, she realized that
she’d gone on a monologue this time, and she turned back to Kimmy,
grinning shyly.

“Sorry.
That was a lot of shit to dump on you all at once."

The girl smiled happily and shook her
head:

“No, no,
that was like very cool and stuff. It's like ... I kinda got like
something like that and stuff? Cos I wanted to be like with the
other boys and girls and they like liked that so I like tried it
too and I liked it too. And the stuff is like good, you know? Cos I
like got the boobs and the lips and the botox and the pussy and the
hair and the fillers and the ear holes and I like love the look.
But I like kinda like that you like do it for you and stuff. Cos
that's like the hardest."

After a pause, she asked her
mentor:

"Do you like have a picture of
what you looked like before?"

"Yeah, I see what you
mean ...”
Tonya lost herself in thought again, pondering how similar our
situation used to be and how easily things could have turned out
different for either of us. “Ah, shit ...”, she said as Kimmy
looked at her curiously, asking about her past self. “I think I've
still got some old pics on social media. Come on, let's go find
out.” They got back to their lounge chairs and Tonya dug her phone
out of her purse. Opening up her Instagram after struggling to
remember the password for a few minutes, she scrolled down to the
older posts and found one marked with a Throwback Thursday
hashtag.

“Here,
knock yourself out”, she said, handing her the phone. The first
photo depicts a thin girl, probably 19, wearing a college logo
t-shirt, posing daintily against a wall. The next is the same girl
in a bikini, looking much the same, but with some obvious muscle
tone in her legs. In the third picture, a few years have passed.
Her hair, formerly almost reaching her waist, has been cut shorter
and she's now posing in a gym outfit, flexing an arm that has an
obvious bicep popping up. Next pic, a few more years, and she's now
seated, doing bicep curls. The last two are simple mirror selfies
mid bicep flex. In the next to last, she was a few years older
again, and her body fat was low enough that Kimmy could see sharp
muscle definition over her body. In the final pic, she looked much
like she did when Kimmy met her, ripped and sporting the implants
she was missing previously.

"Wow! That's like ... amazing!
You were like kinda cute and you had this like amazing long hair
and now, you're like so buff! I like love it!"

She scrolled through the pictures again,
taking them all in. Eventually, Kimmy returned the phone, but she
was glowing.

“This is
so great!

Tonya couldn't help but blush a bit at her
excitement and praise.

“Guess
it just goes to show anyone can do it if they're
dedicated."

"Yeah, but you're like
awesome, so you like did it anyway!"

Tonya chuckled at how it came out, fully
aware that Kimmy meant well. If anything, she was more impressed
with her.

“When we
first met, I thought you'd give up before your first workout was
over. And now look at you! Your bod's more impressive than
mine!"

"Nah! No way! Yours is like
... the best!"

"Are you kidding? Look at your
legs! And your ass! Anyone would kill for a lower
body like
that."

Kimmy blushed:

“Thank
you ...” Suddenly, she remembered: “I forgot like the surprise!
Wanna have it?"

“Oh!
Yes, please!”

"Then we like have to go to
my place and stuff, cos it's like ... I lower my voice. not for
here ..."

"Oh! Naughty, naughty girl.” Tonya stood up
and wrapped her arm around her waist. “Shall we?”

"Yeah!”

They got out of the water, dried themselves
off and left soon, to the very obvious disappointment of Miller.
Tonya suspected he maybe filmed the whole thing, because he seemed
like he was overreacting. Anyway, they hit the road and Kimmy drove
them to a mansion. It was very kitschy and there was really no
taste at all to it, but it did show off its owner's wealth. The
bimbo drove the car to the garage, then let Tonya inside. The place
was huge, with way too much plaster and crystals.

Oh, and the marble. So much
marble.

Tonya’s eyes were wide as they
pulled up to the mansion. Fuc. King. Christ. She intoned as she
took in the sheer scope of the place. She had thought Miller's
penthouse looked like the model of conspicuous consumption. Now it looked
more like Kimmy was slumming it there. The interior was no less
impressive. Tonya still felt like entirely too much money was spent
on it, but it was not glitzy and ostentatious like the penthouse.
Kimmy’s folks at least tried to give off the appearance of class.
Her eyes were glued to every surface, taking in the impeccable
cleanliness and the priceless decorations everywhere.

There was even an oil
painting above a fireplace. A fireplace, here?

The painting showed a rather sleazy
looking guy with a moustache which the artist did his best to make
look strong and dominant. Next to him was a woman that looked like
a total bimbo, but obviously no relation to Kimmy. This part of the
painting seemed as if it had been added afterwards, probably
covering up a previous part. Then there was a girl with braces and
long black hair that had been carefully straightened. She was maybe
13 or 14, thin, awkward and wide-eyed. She was wearing a nice
flowery dress that covered her up to her neck and a hat that had
obviously been bought for the occasion.

Tonya met the gazes of the
people in the portrait as they walked through ... as she guessed
rich people would call it: the den. She already didn't particularly
care for Daddy. He came across as smug even in picture form. She
couldn't care less about the Barbie doll on his arm. But that
little girl ... Not worth it now. It was awkward enough showing
Kimmy that she used to be perfectly average. She didn't want to
drag her student through that now.

Kimmy hurried past it, a little
intimidated. They went up some stairs and then, they reached
Kimmy’s room, which was a pink monstrosity. It was cute and fluffy
and so girly it made people wonder.

There was a big bed with some robust posts
and, to Tonya’s surprise, there was a mirror on the
ceiling.

Oh, and there
was also a balcony
with little columns, a crystal chandelier and a walk-in closet as
big as the rest of the room. And a playboy bunny logo
poster.

Kimmy led her friend inside and
said:

"Do you like, like
it?"

Then she added: “It's like my room, you
know?"

She froze at the entrance to Kimmy’s
room, taking everything in. Her first thought was that this room,
with everything in it, was probably worth more than her house.
Second, as she looked through a lot of the decorations, she started
to wonder about what it said about Kimmy given how much Tonya
learned about her recently.

“It's
certainly... you."

"Thank you! That's like what
it is! I'm like so glad you like it!"

Then the bimbo girl added:

“Now,
like please, I now it's like so late already and you can like
totally stay here for the night, but you like still gotta get the
surprise."

When they had gotten out of the car, the
girl took some bags with clothes with her. She took one and
said:

“This is
like ... for you. I like think it'll look like so amazing on
you!"

Tonya accepted the bag, slightly curious,
and peered in to see what was inside.

It looked complicated at first, but then she
realized it was a lingerie set. It was black silk and it seemed to
fit her body perfectly. Apparently, the lady at the shop had a good
eye for measurements. There was a bra, some panties, some tights
that left the crotch open, even some gloves and below all that, a
pair of boots.

Kimmy smiled:

“Do you
like it? I like had the lady at the shop pick it for you and you
like black so I thought, maybe that's like a thing you might
like?"

"Kimmy, I ... I'm flattered. I can't
believe you got this for me without a second thought. I wish I'd
done something for you in return.”

Tonya cocked an eyebrow and held some of
the clothes in front of her teasingly. “Or were you planning to
have me show off how these look on me? Is that how I'm paying you
back?"

Kimmy sucked on her finger
innocently.

“Like
maybe ... But I mostly wanted to like make you happy!"

"Wel,l you'll be glad to know that making
you happy makes me happy.” Tonya delicately placed the garments
back in the bag and spied a connected bathroom. “You go ahead and
get comfy and I'll be back in just a second. "

As Tonya left, Kimmy dashed back for another
bag and started changing. Then she waited for her mentor on the
bed.

The big bodybuilder was
having a little too
much fun slipping into this outfit Kimmy got her. It was about as
tight as it could fit on her while staying comfortable

“All
right, you set?”, Tonya called from the next room.

"Like, totally!"

Tonya stepped out of the bathroom, dressed
in the whole outfit Kimmy bought for her, which included a soft
silk robe. All that was exposed currently were her thick calves and
veiny forearms, which were covered with a thin pair of stockings
and gloves.

Kimmy looked completely
mesmerized.

“Wow.
This is ... incredible. You're like so ... sexy.” Kimmy herself had
slipped on a massive rosé bra and some tiny panties, plus a pair of
stay-ups and a choker made from the same fabric. Still, she didn't
care about this at all. It was just Tonya, right now.

"Aww, look. You got yourself all
dolled up as well. You're so sweet.” Tonya’s voice was dripping with sex as
she took several long strides across the room towards her. When the
bodybuilder reached her, she swung one pumped leg onto the bed and
stood so it sat just inches from touching Kimmy’s lap.

The bimbo swallowed. Fuck! This was so
intense. She almost tried to move away, but she focused. She
wouldn't spoil this.

"You can tap out at any time,
love. I won't be upset.”

Tonya leaned forward and slowly rolled the
stocking down her leg just in front of her face, exposing the
powerful muscle fibers to the air.

Kimmy licked her lips. She had never had
anything like this, with someone actually trying to tease her to
make her horny, not to make someone else hard. This being about her
... It made it even better.

“No, no, this is like ...”
Kimmy lowered her voice. “So great."

Tonya withdrew her left leg and lifted the
other into the air, quickly yanking the stocking off.

“I'm
glad”, she said as she leaned forward and climbed onto the bed,
moving like a panther as she slowly worked her way over Kimmy. “I
really, really want you to enjoy this."

Kimmy shivered and lowered herself down
slowly, letting Tonya get on top of her.

She whispered:

“Awesome
..."

"You're too
kind.”

Tonya’s form completely covering her at this
point, the big woman leaned in and locked lips with her, taking a
moment to share a tender embrace before leaning back and sitting
straight up, still on top of her. Tonya untied her robe and slowly
shrugged it off, showing Kimmy her full body. The outfit she picked
out was an elaborate web of fabric wrapping itself around her
chest, abs, legs, arms, and sex. She moaned softly as she ran her
gloved hands down her torso.

Kimmy was speechless. This was not
something that happened to her a lot. She only did that when she
was training and when she was trying and failing to understand
something. Now, this was number three.

The bimbo hesitated. Then she put her
hands on Tonya’s thighs. Gently. She didn't want to intrude or
interrupt. She just wanted to ... feel this.

The massive bodybuilder
subtly tensed her
leg as she felt Kimmy’s touch on it.

“Go
ahead, sweetheart. I'm yours to explore.” She looked down at her
student playfully as she took one gloved finger in her mouth and
slowly pulled it off with her teeth.

Tonya could feel her girl’s muscles tense
below her. Kimmy ran her hands upwards slowly, then gently reach
for her teacher’s thick obliques. She grinned, both confused and
happy. Then she went more to the center, touching her abs. Her eyes
were very open right now. It might have been a little creepy, but
in a good way.

Tonya wasn’t too intimidated by Kimmy’s
expression. She knew the look of rapt fascination when she saw it.
She cooed with approval as the bimbo’s fingers explored her
abdomen. She finished the removal of her glove and delicately
dropped it over Kimmy’s head before placing her hands behind her
own, giving Kimmy free reign to look her over.

Kimmy’s mouth was very dry and she just had
to concentrate on blinking occasionally. Her hands moved to Tonya’s
lats, and she felt their mass. There was a weird kind of
satisfaction to her expression. She found her, she wanted her, she
was with her now ... Maybe she got it all wrong, but right now, she
was just incredibly glad.

Suddenly, Kimmy’s lower lip quivered. She
sniveled for a second and tried to suppress something.

Tonya felt that there was just an
incredibly intense feeling in that girl, just trying to
explode.

Tonya shivered at Kimmy’s touch, quietly
moaning to herself. She leaned back in, their chests gently
touching and their faces inches apart.

“Let it
out, sweetheart. Tell me what you're feeling?

Kimmy tried to speak, but the words didn't
come out. Instead, she embraced her lover and held her tight. She
seemed very, very happy but also very shocked by this.

Then she sniveled again and cried, but not
in a sad way.

"Oh,
sweetheart.”
Tonya wrapped her arms around her in a tight embrace. “It's okay. I
love you too."

Kimmy took a while, then she smiled and
kissed her gently.

“Thank
you ... I like ... you're like so cool ..."

Tonya kissed her back, on the mouth, nose,
and forehead.

“You're
pretty great yourself.” She lay, cuddling with Kimmy silently,
allowing her however much time the girl needed to
process.

Kimmy stayed with her, touching her gently,
examining her muscles, taking in her whole body, her face,
everything. She calmed down, wiped away the tears and looked at her
in silence. Eventually, Kimmy said:

“I'm
sorry I like interrupted you ... can we like do that again? That
was like nice, and stuff. Like really nice!"

Tonya helped her wipe the tears off her
face.

“Sure
thing, sweetheart. Was there anything that you especially liked
that I was doing?"

"Just like ... The glove thing
was like nice. And you like sitting on me ... That was nice too, you
know."

Kimmy rolled on her back and waited for
her.

"Good, cuz I was having a lot of
fun with that too.” Tonya sat up, her weight on her hips, and gently grinded
against her, her hands again behind her head to better display her
arms.

Tonya had Kimmy’s full
attention.

The big woman
brought her left arm
in front of her as if doing a side chest pose, but reached with her
free hand and slowly slipped off the second glove, throwing it
away. She then leaned back and crunched down on her abdomen, her
pelvis shifting against Kimmy’s.

Now the girl grinned, tensing her
buttocks to get herself closer to her lover. Her hands moved back
to Tonya’s lats and she marveled at their fullness. This was so
good ...

Then, Kimmy slipped her hands back to
Tonya’s abs and followed the ridges of her muscles with her
fingers. The bimbo mouthed:

“You're
like so ... buff."

"Only the best for you,
sweetheart.”
Kimmy could feel heat coming off of her pussy as the bodybuilder
continued to slide over her in this reclined lap-dance. The teacher
let her student explore her as she pleased, shifting to accentuate
whatever body part the girl’s eye was drawn to, all the while
slowly grinding.

By now, Kimmy was doing her best not to cum.
This was so different from anything she had ever experienced and
she absolutely loved it. She got her hands all over Tonya, her
waist, her chest, her arms, her shoulders, down her back, cupping
her breasts, then back to that wonderful midsection, then the pecs,
her chin, her cheeks, her neck ... then Kimmy start to tense, her
mouth gaping.

“Oooh
..."

Tonya could sense that her student was
getting very hot, very tight down there. Kimmy’s eight-pack abs
were starting to tighten. The girl swallowed again, she bit her
lips, she wanted to ask her to stop but she didn't and then, her
eyes got unfocused and she took a short, intense breath.

Kimmy stared at Tonya, blinking.

“What
was like ... that?"

"Aww. Did it feel kind of
like earlier, on the rooftop?"

"I dunno ... It was like,
different, but also like good! I grin: I like it a lot!"

"Hehe. Good. You should. That's
what's supposed to happen when you have sex, and you're not just
getting used
by the person you're with.”

Tonya leaned in and gave her a few kisses
across her chest.

Kimmy nodded:

“Like
seriously? Wow ...”

She hesitated to put her hand on Tonya’s
head, then settled for her shoulder instead.

“And you
had this too?"

"Well, before. Not with you yet.
But that's okay. I'm patient.”

Tonya shuffled up and rested her head on
Kimmy’s shoulder.

"Could I like ...
try?"

"If you want to, of
course.”

Tonya carefully rolled over onto her back,
freeing her student up to reposition herself, and beginning by
sliding her panties off.

Kimmy blushed, a little nervous, but
anxious to make this work. Also, it was way late, but somehow, she
was full of energy and enthusiasm now. (Also, she was really young,
so that was not a problem.) She helped Tonya with the panties and
looked at her crotch.

Tonya was already warm and a little wet
from teasing herself as she gave Kimmy that show. She spread her
legs, not quite as far as Kimmy was able to, but with more than
enough room for her to take things in.

Tonya’s clit was much larger than hers, but
other than that it looked quite similar to what she had between her
legs.

Kimmy nodded, looking very intensely, then
got down, her blond hair falling over her crotch. She went for
Tonya’s clit right away, and give it a long, careful lick. Her
tongue danced around it, then followed it for its little length,
encircled its head and then back.

Then, she put those thick, inflated lips
around it and rubbed it rather gently, occasionally giving her a
touch of tongue.

Not having been prepared
for Kimmy to
go straight for the clit, Tonya let out a loud gasp and grabbed one
of the pillars of her bed. Tonya’s first instinct was to grab her
head with both hands and hold her there, but that kind of treatment
wasn't for her. With the one hand she gripped the wooden post
tightly while her other hand gently caressed the girl’s
head.

“Oh,
Kimmy, yeah, right there. That's so good …”, she said, pleasure
permeating her voice.

Tonya could tell that if she were a guy,
Kimmy’d be bobbing up and down on her cock by now. This was very
intense and downright hard.

Kimmy continued what she was doing,
suddenly putting her fingers on that bit between her pussy and her
asshole, rubbing it gently as she switched between circling her
clit and sucking on it.

As Tonya told her, Kimmy increased her speed,
looking up to her between her legs.

She also produced little uhs and mfs as
she licked her.

"Fuuuuuuu –“, Tonya screamed, unable to
hold back as Kimmy expertly teased her. Her fingers ran through the
bimbo’s hair, not putting any pressure on her but gliding gently
across her head. Tonya’s hips bucked and she threw her head back,
nearly lost in passion. Kimmy’s extra little technique was a new
experience to her, and the extra sensation was driving her
crazy.

“So
good, Kimmy, so good, don't stop …”, she panted.

Kimmy didn't. Instead, she went all in,
giving her clit the slightest nibble and doing long, intense runs
of her tongue around it before vacuuming it again between her
cocksucker lips.

Tonya heard some Ngh and Uh and Gah and Hrf
sounds.

Tonya bit her lip to keep from screaming in
pleasure. Her toes curled against the bedsheets and of her leg
muscles tensed as she cut, her hips reflexively stretching and
pushing her sex further into Kimmy’s face. Tonya’s new nails dug
some shallow grooves into the finish on the bedpost.

Kimmy licked along her clit, first the
upside, then the downside, and then, to the bimbo girl’s surprise,
Kimmy continued below, running her tongue between Tonya’s lips
before coming back up, encircling her clit and then sucking it
hard, her tongue rubbing against its tip as her finger stroked
her.

"Hhhh!"

"Fuck!”, Tonya finally roared as Kimmy felt
an extra squirt of juices leak from between her lips. She let go of
Kimmy’s hair and the musclewoman’s legs were limp but twitching.
Her head lay facing away from her as Tonya alternated between
groans and deep gasping breaths.

Kimmy didn't go away right now, a little
confused by the result, but she licked up the juices and gave her
teacher’s clit a little cooldown with her tongue, moaning
happily.

Tonya shuddered at her continued touch,
bringing her hand to the girl’s hair again, giving her head a
gentle push.

“Kimmy,
Kimmy, you're... you're good. You did very good.”, she said, not
moving her head to look up.

The bimbo crawled up to her and smiled,
her face shiny with her juice:

“You
liked it? Awesome! It was like, weird and kinda like different, but
yeah!"

Tonya pulled her close in a warm
embrace.

“Yeah,
you... I don't think I have very much to teach you
here."

The girl was obviously very proud and
smiled.

“Thank
you!"

By this time, it
was four in the
morning or something.

"Oh, Jesus!”, Tonya said, looking at her
phone sitting by the bed. She hadn't realized how much time they'd
spent together. “Do you need me to get out of here,
or..."

Kimmy didn't know how to deal with this,
but she asked:

“Do you
like wanna stay? I'd like it if you'd like liked it ..."

"Of course I want to stay! I
just didn't know if we needed to worry about your parents or
anyone
else."

"Nah. I like don't think
so.” Kimmy
snuggled against her without as much as cleaning herself and
whispered: “We'll like get the breakfast later, I
guess."

Normally, Tonya would be tempted to push
her away, but... nah. She instead shifted her weight and picked her
up again, giving Kimmy a kiss in the process.

“Why
don't we go rinse off real quick, then get comfy. I don't want my
sweat all over your bed."

"Like, okay!”

They headed for the bathroom and Kimmy
started taking off her makeup. It was a rather long process, and
Tonya was not surprised that she looked different without it. Sure,
her lips were as big as before and her cheeks were the same, but
her eyes looked a bit smaller and her skin was a bit more uneven,
plus, it was a little darker. Also, she took out her contacts and
removed her eyelashes. There was still plenty, but they were not as
thick and kinda brushy as before.

Kimmy let Tonya use the shower in the
meantime. As she expected, it was one of those over the top ones
that spray mist all over the user. There was also a regiment of
soaps, shampoos, lotions and whatevers arrayed along the side of
it.

It was also really spacious.

Without much hesitation, or even
thinking, Kimmy opened the cabinet and got Tonya a toothbrush and a
disposable shaving razor, then realized what was going on and put
the razor back.

“Oops."

She put out two very fluffy towels and,
since Tonya was not done yet, Kimmy joined her in the
shower.

"Do you like it?"

"Like it? This is
crazy. It's
like a spa day.” She was just rinsing off the last bit of soap as
the bimbo girl entered the shower. Tonya noticed the difference in
the face without her being dolled up, but the musclewoman only
barely batted an eye at it. She could see the difference, but she
was beautiful as she stood. Tonya pulled her in close and gave her
a quick kiss.

"Ooh! Wow ... Like, wow
...” Kimmy seemed
relieved.

Kimmy showered quickly, not without giving
her guest a few good looks at her body, then got out and got the
towel for her. It was big and fluffy and warm.

The bimbo girl
unfolded it and held
it out for Tonya to drape it over her shoulders or something, then
got her own.

Wrapping herself up in the comfiest towel
she’d ever felt, Tonya took immense pleasure in drying herself
off.

“Never
would have thought that taking a shower could feel this good ...
You know you don't have to keep trying to impress me,” she said,
smiling softly. “You've already got me. You won."






Kimmy was confused by this
comment.

“I'm like not. Isn't this
like the normal way?"

Once dry, Kimmy brushed her teeth but
still took the time to moisturize, because of course she did. She
offered Tonya the cream too.

"You just seemed a little
surprised that I
liked the shower so much. Don't worry, I'm gonna be happy with
anything you've got to show me.”

She accepted the moisturizer mostly out
of courtesy and rubbed a modest amount across her face.

When all this
was finally done,
Kimmy disappear into the closet and returned wearing a cute shirt
with a pink unicorn and some rhinestones, plus some equally cute
matching panties and a pair of socks. Kimmy looked at her guest and
said, a little regretfully:

“I like
don't have anything your size except for this shirt which Hamid
left me. If it's okay for you, you can have it.”

It was neatly folded and ironed, green and
red and had the words “Pussy Magnet” emblazoned in white gothic
letters.

Tonya couldn't help but laugh at the sight
of them.

“You
know, I'm happy to borrow it. Hell, I may even keep it.”

Counting herself lucky to not have to sleep in
the nude, she pulled up a corner of the sheets and slid
underneath.

Kimmy fell asleep soon enough, breathing
quietly. She lay on her side, her boobs jutting out, but that bed
was big enough for the both of them.

Tonya was out like a light as soon as she
was lying still. One of her arms lay over Kimmy as she drifted
off.






The next morning, it was maybe 10 o'clock as
Kimmy slowly woke up. She looked around. Tonya was still fast
asleep.

Kimmy climbed out of the bed, tiptoed to
the bathroom and got herself ready for her, prepared some stuff and
then got back in bed, waiting for her to wake up.

It was still another hour before Tonya opened
her eyes. She was a bit startled when she did wake up. It had been
a while since she ever stayed out that late. She sprung up to see
Kimmy sitting next to her and instantly relaxed.

The girl was already completely made up and
ready, her hair was fluffy and full and looked as if she had just
gotten out of bed. She snuggled closer to her guest and
asked:

“Did you
like sleep well?"

"Yeah, like a
rock.”, she
said, a bit taken aback by her host already being so put together.
“Sorry, I'm just... normally an early-to-bed type, you
know?"

"It's like no problem at all. I
like usually get up earlier too and stuff, but I was like so happy
tired, I just stayed in bed and stuff ...”

She put her hand on Tonya’s chest and
gave her the “want to do another round”-look.

Tonya noticed the look she was giving her
and looked back at her with hooded eyes before grabbing her and
yanking her over so that Kimmy was on top of her.

"Aie!” She was a bit surprised by this,
but then she laughed. “Oooh!"

Suddenly, Kimmy stopped and blinked. Then
she gave Tonya a very serious look:

“Wait
... So you like don't have a dick and stuff ..."

Tonya could watch Kimmy’s train of thought
climb up a slope, rest for a bit, then start again.

Tonya watched Kimmy’s face
as she was thinking through her observations on the musclewoman’s
body. She fought back her desire to make a smart-ass remark just
long enough for her to finish her thought.

"That's like ...
nice."

The girl smiled:

“Like
wait a second ...” She leaned forward, her breasts brushing against
her muscular chest. Then she did something behind her back, there
was a plopping sound and she threw something away. Then she
grinned: “This is like so cool."

As Kimmy adjusted herself, she took the
opportunity to caress and kiss her breasts, only to be taken out of
the moment by the wet pop from behind her.

“What
was that just now?"

"Oh, like just that stretchy
thingy. It's like when the boys they like fuck me, it gets like a
little tight
and hurts and stuff, so I like stretch my, you know …” she
whispered “… asshole …” then returned to normal volume “… and it
like is bigger that way cos it's like stretched. Like, a lot of the
girls do that and stuff, cos it's like more comfy, you
know?"

Kimmy smiled:

“But
like now, you like don't need that, no?"

Hopefully Tonya’s pity didn't show through
too much, because honestly, hearing her say that ‘you know you
don't need that’ filled her with relief.

“No. No
you do not. Please don't wear one of those again."

Kimmy clapped her hands:

“Cool!
Like, thank you!"

She pulled her host closer into another
embrace. She had got a lot to think about when it came to her
student.






The breakfast was plentiful,
with a woman serving them a lot of excellent stuff. She didn't flinch when she
saw Tonya, but she probably didn't flinch the last few years, so
whatever. Kimmy was very courteous to her and introduced Tonya, her
name was Mrs. Alice, but that's about all she learned about her.
Then they headed to the gym.

Tonya hardly could have asked for a better
carb load before a gym day. Getting served like that was a little
awkward, but it was easy enough to keep her mouth full. She thanked
Mrs. Alice on the way out and, while last night was an absolute
blast, she was also happy to be heading back to normalcy
again.

Once they were ready, Kimmy smiled and
waited for Tonya to start.

There was this stuff we got yesterday and
the bimbo didn't forget about it.

Tonya didn't forget either. She called her
student back into the locker room and took a deep breath as she
pulled out the paper bag from yesterday. After last night, she was
a touch nervous about everything that comes with this, but ...
she’d done my homework. She knew what she was doing. And if the
side effects got too much, she’d just stop dosing her.

“Come
on, Tonya.”, she said to herself, “Kimmy needs you to treat her
right.”

She opened up the bag and pulled out two
needles.

“Okay.
Remember, this stuff is gonna help us get bigger faster.”, she said
out loud to Kimmy. “Only hard part is we've got to take it like a
shot. You good with that?"

"Like, sure. That's how I like
got the lips like that, you know. And like the cheeks too.
And like the boobs
... And the pussy and the botox. I think for a moment, then add:
And like the ear rings."

Tonya figured she'd answer like that. It
could have been different being like a vaccination, but that's
underestimating her.

“All
right. I'll take mine first, then give you yours.” Tonya put her
foot up on a bench, rolled up one leg of her shorts, flexed her
thigh, and inserted the needle into the muscle on her leg with a
barely audible wince.

Kimmy watched, interested.

"It like goes in the
leg?"

"Yep. Lots of muscle there so it
gets absorbed better.” She slowly pressed in the plunger before carefully
removing the needle. “You sure you're good?"

"Yeah. Is this like a
problem and stuff?"

"Well... I should be honest with
you. It can be a problem in that there can be side effects. It can
change things about your body. Things like making your voice deeper or other
things. Things that most people will think make you look ... manly.
It's not actually gonna turn you into a man or make you grow a dick
or anything like that, though.”

“Look,
point is, I'll be watching you carefully, and we'll catch any side
effects before they get bad. But if you don't want to do this at
all, that's fine. I'm not gonna make you.”

Tonya looked her in the eye,
expressionless, gauging Kimmy’s reaction and waiting for what she
had to say.

This confused her. Kimmy thought about it
for a moment, then asked:

“Is that
like the stuff the boys shoot when they like go to the gym and
stuff? They like all talk about that all the time, you know. I like
don't get it and it's like so many long words and stuff, but they
like nerd out on that a lot."

Tonya groaned
silently:

“Goddammit. When are you going to start giving her credit,
Tonya?”

Then she said:

“Yeah,
it's that stuff. And I don't know if you watched those guys for a
long time, but you might have seen some of that stuff I talked
about. Voice changes. Acne. Mood swings. So, Kimmy, do you trust me
to watch for that stuff and make sure it doesn't get too bad? Or do
you want to skip out on it?”

She was feeling a bit more nervous at this
point, but hopefully it wasn’t showing as she continued to wait for
an answer.

Kimmy nodded carefully.

“I like
kinda think I'll like want to try it and stuff. It like sounds
nerdy and weird and stuff, but I kinda like the thing with the
muscles and if I can like get big ones like you ... That would be
like awesome! Also, you're like a really cool girl ...” She paused,
obviously unsure of whether it was the right word for her, but
continued: “and if you're like looking after me, I'll be okay! Cos
I like trust you and stuff, you know?"

She lifted up her leg and flexed it the
way she saw Tonya do it.






Tonya took a deep breath before readying
the next needle. To herself, she thought:

“Come
on, girl. She needs you. Be the mama bear, help her with the tough
calls …”

With Kimmy’s leg ready, she carefully
inserted the needle into her meaty thigh and pushed down on the
plunger.

Kimmy winced as she injected her with it,
but then she nodded:

“Ow.
That like kinda hurts.” She massaged her leg until it stopped then
smiled again. “Thank you."

"Yeah. But not so bad though,
right? Like you said, kinda like getting
pierced.” She
withdrew the needle and tossed them both into a separate bag, ready
to be disposed of. “You're welcome, hun. Ready to get
lifting?"

Kimmy nodded eagerly:

“Like
totally!"






Three weeks later,
they were nearing
the last leg of the cycle. Things have been intense. Kimmy stuck to
the training with her usual focus, absorbing all the things Tonya’d
been teaching her. The effects were impressive. She really added
some quality muscle, pushing her into physique competitor territory
on the road to lightweight bodybuilding. Tonya could almost watch
her muscles grow. If her legs and her butt were strong before, they
were only more so, but they were also getting really big and
ripped. When Kimmy flexed her butt now, the striations really
popped and Tonya could see these weird dents on the sides as that
muscle-X formed. The thighs were also getting big now. Huge might
be the better word. Tonya could see the different parts of her
quads move under her skin and they really bulged out when she
flexed them. As to her calves, those were now visibly detailed,
reverse heart-shaped packs of muscle. There wasn’t a lot of mass
there yet, but it was high quality.

As to the upper
body, the
training and the juice had further tightened her core and her belly
button was now very exposed and framed by small, yet hard blocks of
muscle. The obliques were fully developed now, and the whole look
was quite intense. When she did those crazy suspended core twist
exercises, the effect was astonishing! Above, her pecs had
developed well, but they were rather obscured by her boobs. There
was, however, a kind of ripped cleavage between them, with
feathered muscle packs visible. She also learned the pec bounce
from Tonya and she found it incredibly funny. Kimmy’s shoulders and
her back profited a lot from the training. Her taper was quite
impressive, though nowhere near Tonya’s. However, her traps were
delightfully big and when she hit the right pose, they jutted out
beautifully. Her biceps and triceps grew well enough, still as
ripped as before, but when she flexed her arms, a small ball of
muscle emerged.

So far, the side-effects
had been
minimal. Her face hadn't changed and whether her bodyhair would be
growing or not was hard to tell, since she had been thoroughly
depilated. What did happen was that her voice sounded off
occasionally, and she was known to snap at people when she was
trying to concentrate. Once or twice, this happened to Tonya and
Kimmy was always very awkward about it.

Finally, she did get her usual beauty regimen,
which meant that her face looked as plastic as ever. Sometimes, it
was strange to watch that she was now moving surprisingly large
weights while still looking quite impassive, simply because she was
not frowning.

Right now, she was finishing her training
with Tonya, her body encased in a hot pink leotard and waist
trainer combo as well as (for some reason) leg warmers. The leotard
was more or less a collection of cutouts with very little fabric
between them, but it did count as a one piece.






Tonya had been focusing primarily on
bulking these past three weeks. She’d lost a little bit of that
definition that made her look truly like a bodybuilder, but the
mass she added more than made up for it. She’d been downing more
chicken, protein drinks, and other protein-packed food during their
cycle than Kimmy had ever seen her eat before, and the effects were
showing. Her chest no longer had the sharp divide between her pecs
and her implants that it had before, but they now seemed to meld
together, which made the whole mass only seem larger. The same was
true for the rest of her body, as it began to shift into a more
off-season look. Bigger, bulkier, meatier.

Her attitude changed a bit as well. Aside
from watching over Kimmy more intently during their workout
sessions, her intensity as a coach increased similar to what it was
when they started working out together as she attempted to push her
to Kimmy limits and instruct her like a drill sergeant. She
displayed the same intensity with her own workouts, attacking each
set with vigor and not quitting until she was thoroughly exhausted.
Once they’d stepped away and cooled down, she hadn't failed yet to
return to the caring nature she started to show
previously.

Kimmy continued to rub off on her as they
spend time together. Recently, Tonya spent more time admiring both
of them in the gym mirrors when she was not occupied with something
else. She slightly styled up her gym apparel as well. She was
wearing the same tight-fitting short shorts she’d worn recently,
along with a black t-shirt styled with a heart across the chest
made of rhinestones and glitter. Combined with the chic
shoulder-length undercut she received during their night out, she
was beginning to look more fashion conscious during their routines.
The beginnings of the side effects were just starting to show on
her. Aside from her rekindled aggression in the weight room, her
voice lowered almost imperceptibly, and as a precaution Tonya
started asking Kimmy for skin care advice.

For Kimmy, this was the best bit. She
just loved nerding out on health and beauty stuff and she was
willing to spend a lot of effort on making sure Tonya was
comfortable in her skin. So if she needed some thorough cleaning of
pores or some moisturizing, Kimmy was ready.

Right now, Kimmy was training her arms and
Tonya counted out her reps as she curled a rather packed
barbell.

Kimmy was careful with her form, but happy
for any corrections.

"Come on, Kimmy, two more! I shout. I see
those elbows, keep them still! No cheating!"

Between her teeth, the bimbo
whimpered:

“Sorry
... “

Then she continued, careful to do it right
now.

At last, she was done and lowered the barbell.
She took a deep breath.

“Sorry,
Tonya, I like ... I dunno, I was just like careless."

The big woman
gave her a quick
clap as she completed her last rep.

“Don't
sweat it, Kimmy. That was a good lift. This is just another way I'm
making sure you're giving a hundred percent.” Tonya gave the girl’s
bicep a gentle squeeze, as if testing its firmness. “I mean, the
better your form, the better your gains, girl!"

Kimmy nodded eagerly.

“It's
like great! I can't believe I like grew so much in like so little
time and stuff. And you, you're like, getting huge, you know ... I
just, like, love it."

She ran a soft hand over Tonya’s upper
arm.

Kimmy had been getting a lot more relaxed
in bed over the last weeks, and they’d been fucking a lot. Like
horny teenagers. For her, this was a revelation, and one she was
willing to enjoy fully.

Again, she was an eager pupil, so any tricks
Tonya showed her, she was open for.

Tonya gave her a once over and flexed her
arm as Kimmy ran her hand over it. They’d had no shortage of
worshipping each other's bodies lately, and location hardly
mattered. Tonya’d been happy to show Kimmy her way around her body
in the bedroom, both while Tonya pleasured her and while Kimmy
returned the favor. In fact, last week Tonya convinced her, with
relatively little effort, to come with her to a sex shop where they
picked out a couple of toys for Kimmy to keep. Ones designed for
her, not to make her more suitable for someone else.

There was a lot of giggling
involved as they got them, but now, Kimmy wouldn't miss them. Just
thinking of them made her smile. By the way, Kimmy’d been so busy
training, she hardly had time for her friends. She’d have to join
them for one of their parties eventually and soon, or they would
drop her on account of never being around. On the other hand, she’d
been curious about Tonya’s life, especially about meeting her
friends and visiting her place.

Still, Kimmy did her best to never initiate
this. She just waited until it came up.

Right now, however,
she kept caressing
Tonya, completely ignoring the other gym patrons. She got closer,
kissed her on the shoulder, then on the neck, then on the
cheek.

Tonya gave a low chuckle as Kimmy passed
her lips over her body, her hand caressing the girl’s face as she
went on.

“Easy,
baby. We've got massages to get through, and then I'm all
yours."

Kimmy stopped, nodded and said:

“Like,
of course! I'll clean up and then we can start!"

As they wiped down their equipment, Tonya
caught her friend seemingly lost in thought. Not hamster-in-a-wheel
lost, but something weighing on her.

“You
know I can tell when something's bothering you, right?”, she said
as she put the last of the weights away.

Kimmy blushed.

“It's
like, nothing. I was just like thinking again about like you. Cos I
like have been showing off all the things I like do and stuff, but
I like never asked what you like like to do. That was like rude,
but then it was also like awkward and I kinda didn't want to like
talk about it. But I like still don't know what you like, you know,
like?"

That took her off guard. She’d been so
focused on her body, the possibility of becoming a pro bodybuilder,
for so long... She hadn't exactly been paying attention to her
personal life. Tonya was quiet for a minute as they headed back to
the locker rooms.

She thought:

“God, I
really haven't done anything lately. What did I used to do? Maybe
it's time for me to start getting out more ...” By the time they
entered the locker room, she looked over and saw Kimmy looking at
me, smiling as much as her face would allow. God, that adorable
sculpted face made her weak.

“It
wasn't rude. I was happy to get to know you more. And it was
selfish of me not to offer the same. So, tell you what. When's the
last time you went to a concert?"

"I dunno. I like went to
Beyoncé like
half a year ago with Jackson. She was like amazing! And when I was
like a kid, I went to like some classical music stuff. But that was
like kinda boring, I guess. And it was like with the nuns, so like
nah."

"Heh. Yeah, I've never been into
orchestras and shit either. But Beyoncé isn't really for me, either. I don't
know who we're gonna go see yet, but it'll probably be a little ...
heavier. If you want to go, that is."

Kimmy looked at her as confused as
ever.

“Like,
okay, I guess? I wanna see this and like get what you like
like!"

"Ha. All right. Once we get
finished, I'll see who I can get tickets for this weekend. And I'll
return the favor from last time out and help get you ... properly
prepared."

Kimmy clapped her hands. “That sounds like
great!” She got to work.

Some time later, as
they lay recovering
from their massages, Tonya scroll through her phone, checking the
websites of all the old venues she used to visit, looking to see
what's out there. She managed to find a band she liked, and two
tickets with seats included. This band may be a bit too hardcore
for Kimmy’s first show, but if she was really committed
...

“All
right”, she said as she clicked to purchase the tickets. “It's not
gonna be an... intense makeover, but we do have a couple things to
do to make you ready for your first rock concert. You trust
me?"

Kimmy nodded eagerly.

“Like,
of course! What do I like gotta do?"

Tonya sat up on her massage table and
turned to face her.

“Right. So, first things first... on the night of the
concert, you're probably gonna wanna want to skip the jewelry. I
don't want you to get hurt accidentally. I know how important being
dolled up is to you, so is that something you're all right
with?"

Kimmy nodded again.

“Like, I
gotta trust you and stuff. But we can like still have the necklace
with the letters, no?"

"Of course,
sweetheart”,
Tonya said, giving her a kiss on the forehead. “We'll probably have
to take a look at your wardrobe too. Do you have anything that's a
little less... pink?”

“I
dunno. Is like,
cream okay?"

Tonya thought:
“Hmm, that
should be enough to not make her stand out at least.”

She answered:

“Dark
colors would probably be better, but cream would be
okay."

"We can like get some black
stuff too, I know like, a shop who sells that. But it's
like ...
really like, black ..."

"You're good, sweetheart. People
aren't really super judgy at these things ... I just thought your normal
look might stand out a little too much. How about you just dress
how you're comfortable and I'll get you some band merch you can
work into your outfit. And that just leaves the shoes. Do you have
any comfortable shoes? Or are you gym shoes the only
option?"

"Damon like once got me some
chucks. He like said they were like, I dunno collectable and stuff.
I like never wore them cos they're like not sexy, but I guess I can like put
them on if you like think it's like a good idea.”

This whole thing
was starting to
confuse the bimbo girl. Where exactly was this going?

"Good stuff. I think that's all
we need? God, it's been so long I can't remember if we're missing stuff. Ah,
but we'll be fine. If I forgot something we'll just wing it. But
now it's a date! Saturday night we're gonna see one of my favorite
bands together!"

Kimmy did a little jump:

“Cool!
Should I like pick you up with the car or do we take like
yours?"

Tonya bit her lip, briefly. She was not
eager for Kimmy to see her house, but... it should be fine if she
was just picking her up from the outside, right?

“You can
come pick me up.” She’d take any excuse to take a ride in that
car.

Kimmy nodded and they finished their
stuff.






A few days
passed and
Tonya was at home getting ready for the concert. She bought herself
some band swag when she got Kimmy her stuff, and she was decked out
in a t-shirt with a logo across the front that has so many
extraneous details it was hard to read what it actually says, along
with a pair of wristbands with the same logo and a pair of
tight-fitting blue jeans

From the outside, the
house was
what most would consider average. Newly built in an okay-ish
suburb. Maybe a little small, but no more than what one person
needs. About the fanciest thing on the inside is an island in the
kitchen. Tonya kept the place fairly clean, if not spic and span,
and it was sparsely decorated. A couple of posters for her favorite
movies around the TV, cute little kitschy things in the kitchen.
Her bedroom hardly has much of anything going on in it, considering
that's where she kept her computer she used for her
shows.

In addition, she’d gone ahead and tossed a
blanket over the dresser where she kept any props and other things
she may need. Better safe than sorry. She was in the bathroom
trying to rush her way through the skincare routine Kimmy’d given
her as the time for her friend to pick her up got
closer.

Some five minutes after the
deadline, Kimmy rang.

Rushing to the front
door, Tonya
quickly stepped outside and shut the door.

“Hey,
hun! How's it going?"

"Uh ... Hi! I like wasn't sure
whether I should like be late or like on time cos it's like a
date but
we're like both girls, so I like came like five minutes late and
stuff, is that like, okay?"

Kimmy was wearing a pair of jeans that
looked painted on, the already mentioned chucks, and a cream
t-shirt that was struggling with her bust, my pecs and my back. The
cleavage was astonishing. The T looked a little lost in there.
Also, she had tied a bandana into her hair and put on some deep red
lipstick and some heavy mascara. She thought Tonya maybe would like
that.

Tonya’s clothes weren't quite as tight as she
usually wore them today. She wished she could be showing off a
little more for her student, but she had to hope her body would
suffice for tonight.

“Oh my
God, you look great, girl! Should have known you'd know just how to
dress."

Kimmy smiled. That was a great
compliment.

“Like,
thank you.” Then she looked at Tonya’s chest, trying to figure out
what was written there. It was very intriguing and Kimmy made
little mouth movements.

"What's that like
say?"

Tonya pushed her chest out a little
bit.

“Heh.
Yeah, I don't know why these bands like to make their names so hard
to read. It's just the band's name, Landshut."

"Uh, okay. That like sounds, I
dunno."

"Heh. It's all right. It's
foreign, that's all."

Kimmy nodded.

“I like
only speak a little Spanish, like from school. And I can do the
latin stuff from the nuns, but I don't like that. But like, you'll
explain, okay? Please."

Tonya laughed as she wrapped her arms
around the bimbo girl.

“Don't
worry, babe. I promise I've got you."

"Thank you!”

They hit the road soon after, although
Kimmy might have liked to take a look at Tonya’s place.

Reaching the venue
was not as much
trouble and Kimmy parked the car, then got ready to follow
you.

"Now when we get in
here”, Tonya
explained as they got out of the car, “You kind of just have the
follow the same rules as you do when you're at a club, or at one of
your parties. You kinda know when to trust people and when not to.
Some people may have drugs, you know how to deal with that. Only
thing that might be new is that when the music starts, everyone's
gonna kinda be jumping around? So just, like, watch out around you.
Okay?"

Kimmy nodded.

“Like,
got it!"

Still, she took Tonya’s hand and held it
tight.

Tonya rubbed her thumb against Kimmy’s as
they stood in line outside the building. Sorta like her house, it
was a small venue but hardly trashy. A medley of similar bands
could be heard quietly playing over the speakers as they moved
forward, featuring squealing guitars, pounding bass and drums, and
singers with low gravelly voices.

“I kinda
wanted you to have the full concert experience.”, Tonya said as
they got close. “But if it gets to be too much for you, we've got
some seats we can go sit in, a little further away from the action.
You'll let me know if you need it, right?"

Kimmy looked a little nervous, no, very
nervous, but she was in.

“I'll
like totally do that."

The interior was already pretty packed as
they got in not long before the show was set to start. There was a
large crowd of people standing in front of the stage, a few others
standing in line at the back, waiting for drinks or to shop for
posters and shirts. Pulling her lover gently, Tonya led her to the
back end of the crowd, so they would be standing close to the
action but not surrounded by people. Just like everywhere else they
went, they turned heads as they crossed the floor. Tonya heard one
person whistle at them, but hardly paid him any
attention.

Kimmy blushed a little and looked him over.
She wasn’t sure how to deal with the style here. Were these guys
attractive? Some were, but they looked weird. Tonya could tell her
student was finding the situation hard to parse. Normally, she
could instantly tell who was the in crowd, but here, her sensors
went haywire. Kimmy stayed close to her mentor, looking wary for
the first time. Normally, she just let the sexiness flow and acted
like a ditzy bimbo, but here, she was out of her depths.

Kimmy gripped Tonya’s hand stronger. It
almost hurt.


Tonya put her hand around Kimmy’s
waist.

“Don't
worry, sweetheart”, she said. “People at these things can look a
little intimidating, but they're almost always cool. They'll just
leave you alone if you leave them alone.”

Not long after
she said this, the
lights dimmed, and a loud cheer could be heard from all around
them. After a moment's pause, the sound of a thumping bass drum
could be heard as the lights came up and the band appeared on
stage. Tonya pulled her arm tight around Kimmy, letting her know
she was okay as the lead singer began warming the crowd up, and
they all responded with passionate shouting and
cheering.

Before long, the first song kicked off.
Most people around them were jumping in place to the beat of the
music or thrashing their heads back in forth. Tonya simply had her
eyes closed, nodding and shoving her fist into the air along with
them.

Kimmy watched this and tried to get in the
groove. It was loud, it was a lot and it was way more intense than
anything she had ever seen, but she gave it a try and started
nodding, then shaking to the beat.

Eventually, she even tried whipping her
hair around like the other people, but she stopped that after one
attempt. Too much for now. However, she did drift slightly forward,
trying to get a better look at what was happening.

She took Tonya with her,
though.

As the big bodybuilder noticed Kimmy moving,
she pulled close to her and leaned into her ear so the girl could
hear her clearly.

“Need a
hand?"

Kimmy shouted back, her voice doing weird
things:

“I like
want to see what they're like doing! It looks like, weird and
stuff!"

"You gotta be just a little
forceful here I say back.” Tonya took the bimbo girl’s hand and slid
carefully through where she could find open space, occasionally
giving someone a nudge and slipping in beside them. Soon they were
standing significantly closer to the stage, the band much clearer
and the music much more forceful. A solid wall of people stood in
front of them, and there were people moshing on the other side of
it.

"What are they doing?! Is this
like a fight?"

The current song
came to an end and
the band took a moment to talk to the crowd, meaning the girls had
a brief moment where they didn't have to shout.

“Kinda?
It's like a fight, but people do it for fun. No one's out to hurt
anyone, you know? People just get really excited and want to get
all that energy out."

"And you tried
that?"

Kimmy was still shouting, deafened by the
noise from before.

"I did, back when I was a
shrimp. It's been ages.” Tonya started bouncing on her feet excitedly as
the band cued up the intro to the next song.

"When you were small? But why?
Why not now?”

Kimmy’s question was drowned out as the music
crashed over them again.

The bimbo girl
got on the tips of
her toes to see more of the stage, she still didn't really
understand it, but she was trying to get it.

"I can't just leave you
here!” Tonya
shouted over the music. After a few bars, she took her student by
both her hands and pulled her towards the pit. “Ah, screw it! I'm
going in! You want to come?"

Kimmy stared at her in panic, but followed
her. Sometimes, you gotta do what you gotta do.

The wall quickly
parted for
them and then closed back as they entered into the pit. Both
Tonya’s arms were around her, in order to make some attempt at
protecting her. Immediately, a skinny kid was pushed up against
her, just hard enough for her to notice.

Kimmy squealed and threw up her arms,
getting hit right in the boobs.

“Ack,
get off!” Kimmy pushed him away with surprising strength, which
sent him stumbling into the pit.

Not wanting to hurt the kid, Kimmy
followed up, but instantly got caught in the movement. She
disappeared in a mass of arms and legs. Occasionally, Tonya saw a
flailing arm or a flash of bleached blond hair.

As soon as Kimmy was separated from her,
Tonya panicked. Needing to get back to her without turning this
into an actual fight, she shoved and checked people out of the way
as she followed wherever she could see Kimmy’s bronzed skin or
blonde hair stick out among the crowd.

“Kimmy!
Kimmy, come to me!"

Kimmy tried to find her, but it didn't work.
There was just too much confusion. Then, faced with a difficult
situation, she fought. This was unusual, it was probably the roids,
but she went all in and started pushing and punching, getting ugly
and confused stares from the other dancers. Eventually, Tonya found
me as the song ends and Kimmy was looking, well, disheveled. Her
hair was tangled, her shirt's fabric broke and there was a massive
tit only half covered by a push-up bra pointed at Tonya and the
utterly shocked young man next to her. Also, Kimmy’s expression was
downright dangerous.

Finally working
her way towards her
student, Tonya threw both her arms around her and started working
to cover her up.

“Kimmy,
sweetheart! Are you okay? I didn't mean for you to get separated
like that!"

Kimmy didn't react at first, but she didn't
seem too shocked. As they went back to the quieter part, Tonya
could see that she was shivering, but from excitement more than
from fear.

Also, the shirt
was fucked. There's
no way that thing was ever going to work again.

Tonya embraced her and she felt the push of
her strength against her body.

"Come on, let's get you out of
here.”, she
said, her mouth just next to Kimmy’s ear and her arms around her.
She started to gently lead her back towards the wall, where people
began to step aside to make room for them.

Kimmy followed her, completely entranced.
Once they were in a quieter place, she recovered a bit and
said:

“Wow ...
Wow ... That was like ...wow! I like, never ... Wow!"

The bimbo finally noticed the broken shirt
and tore it off without much thinking.

Tonya looked at her with a bit of surprise
and a lot of excitement.

“So you
*did* end up enjoying yourself!"

"Like, yeah. Yeah! This is like
... so much ... But I like ... kinda get it? I guess? Like, can I like get back
inside? With like a new shirt? And maybe ... I dunno like, a drink
or something?"

"Ha! Of course, hun. The band
should be taking a break here in a sec anyway. Follow me.”

Tonya quickly led her to the counter
selling band swag and bought her the largest size shirt they had
available. As Kimmy slipped into it, Tonya led her across the venue
to a flight of stairs. A girl standing at a podium asked for her
name before leading them upstairs, to a mezzanine where they were
looking down on the concert floor. They barely even had time to sit
in the plush leather chairs before a waiter in a black t-shirt
asked for their drink orders

“I
didn't know how you would take to this”, Tonya explained, “so I
splurged on the VIP section for our tickets. I thought you might
like to have some of the comforts of home. And I figured if we're
taking a breather anyway, why not take advantage of it?"

Kimmy thanked her and tied up the shirt
under her boobs so Tonya could still see her abs. (Well, a bit of
them.) Then she started to relax.

"So. A little different from
how you normally spend your weekends, huh?"

"It was like ... so intense! I
like never, ever had anything like that. I just like, didn't get
anything of
all that and stuff and my ears are like ringing, but ...
yeah."

"Yeah... If I'm being honest, I
was a little worried you wouldn't be able to handle it. But look at
you! A little intensity can be exciting, huh?”

The waiter
returned with
their drinks and Tonya took a long sip of her beer.

Kimmy picked something hydrating for once,
nothing too pink.

“I guess
that was like ... yeah. You know? I was like, there were like so
many people and they were like all kinda fighting, and I like only
like got into a fight once like in the nun school and they like
sent me to that basement thing which was like, bad, you know, but
this time, it was like, fun! I like wanna do it again!"

"Hell yeah! Tell you what, while
you're at it, why don't you throw out anything
they taught
you at 'nun school.' The more I hear about that place the more it
sounds like it's full of shit.” Tonya took a few more sips of her
own drink. “Take your time and get a quick breath. We've got time
before they come back on stage You look good in that shirt, by the
way! It's a... flattering look for you."

Kimmy blushed.

“You
like, think so? It's way too big ..."

"Nah, look at you! You
like... adapted it! Show off those abs, girl! I bet people will be
gawking at you from all over the floor."

The bimbo chuckled awkwardly:

“But
they like always do that ...” She finished her drink and smiled at
her teacher expectantly. There was a hint of anticipation in her
expression.

Slamming the last of
her beer, Tonya
grabbed the girl’s hand and stood up.

“Come
on. Back into the fray."

Kimmy clapped her hands and jumped up,
making sure the knot in her shirt still held, then she kissed the
musclewoman, gave her her hand and followed her.

Back inside, Kimmy drifted towards the mosh
pit pretty immediately, taking Tonya along. The moment she was in,
she went crazy, half-dancing, half-pushing through the noise and
excitement. Maybe she was a tad too intense and aggressive for the
other people, so eventually, a large guy with long hair looking
like a viking grabbed her rather gently and told her to slow down a
bit.

As the music
kicked back
in fully, Tonya also lost herself in the moment, gleefully flailing
and shoulder-checking other concert goers, but having enough
instinct to hold back enough to avoid truly hurting anyone. After a
few songs, Tonya noticed that the pit seemed relatively empty and
paused for a moment. Which was when she noticed the big man with
his hand on Kimmy’s shoulder. The big woman rushed over and grabbed
her around the waist.

“Sorry!”, she shouted over the noise. “It's her first time!
Doesn't know her own strength, you know?"

The guy laughed as he saw Tonya’s muscles and
shouted:

“It's
okay. She's cute. Like a mini-zerker.” He turned to Kimmy: “Just be
careful. You're going to hurt someone with all that
elbow-work.”

The bimbo girl
nodded, a little
afraid, then moved over to her lover quickly. Then she carefully
started again, holding back a little more.

"Don't worry, you just gotta
hold back a bit.”, Tonya said as the elder metalhead walked off.
“Elbows are dangerous. Use your hands and shoulders more!” She gave her
a firm shove in the shoulders with her hands as a demonstration, to
which the girl responded by bumping into her like she had been
doing with the other mothers. Before long, they were back at it
until the pit died down and they were asked to leave.

Eventually, the concert
ended and
Kimmy was very sweaty, tired and happy. She stayed close to Tonya
and waited until they got out, careful not to lose her
again.

Tonya held her hand and kept her close as
they walked their way through the building back to the parking
garage.

“So.
Still feeling good about tonight?"

"Yeah! This was like so
cool! I wanna do it like again, soon!"

Kimmy punched the air enthusiastically,
somehow seeming shorter than Tonya despite her height.

“Oh, and
I wanna like know everything about that look! There's like so much
stuff and it's like awesome!"

Tonya looked at her with a mixture of
surprise and amusement.

“Wow. I
definitely didn’t think this scene would rub off on you that fast.
But I think you're right. If you combine this look with your own
style, there's a lot of fun stuff you could do."

"Uh-huh! There were like so few
girls, though. I guess they don't like, like the punching, but that's like,
okay. Still, I'd like totally want to like see how this is like
gonna work ... Ooh! I like have an idea! How about I like get a
mesh top, maybe like, in pink, but like also a leather jacket like
that guy with the spikes, and like some of the like yoga pants, but
with like bones or something, or like ... And for the make-up, I'm
like gonna see ... Maybe like really bring out the cheekbones, like
hard, and my hair ... Like some braids? I dunno. I'll like have to
think about it ..."

"Hehe. I like how your mind is
working. As a matter of fact... I think for a moment before letting out a
heavy sigh and smiling to you. Why don't you come back to my place
and we can see if you like any of my clothes? I can pass down some
of my stuff to you no problem."

Kimmy’s face lit up. That was an amazing
suggestion! She almost ran to the car.

Soon enough, they reached Tonya’s place and
the big woman could tell that her lover was very curious and
excited.

Tonya turned off the engine and took a deep
breath before stepping out.

“Look,
uh... I know you're used to a certain standard of living, so...
don't expect too much here, okay?” She turned the key on the front
door, letting her in to the small foyer that led into ...
essentially the whole house.

It was not like Kimmy was shocked or
anything, it just felt weird to have such a tiny place. Still, she
was very attentive and looked at her host’s style.

The place was pretty sparsely decorated.
The living area was simply a couch and TV with a video game
console, and some movie posters decorating the wall. The kitchen
was open to the left, with a few non-perishables including a couple
of jars of protein powder sitting out on the counter. There was a
sliding door leading out to a small porch with a fire pit in a
small backyard. The bedroom sat off to one side, the door sitting
just ajar enough to see a full-size bed in there.

Kimmy walked around, looking at the posters
without having the slightest idea what those movies might be about.
Then she peeked outside and checked out the backyard. She returned
and smiled:

“It's
like nice. Is it like all yours?"

"Uh... yeah. I mean I'm still
paying on it, but you know... I own it.” Tonya shrugged before flopping onto
the couch.

"Cool. It's like, your own place
and stuff. You can like do whatever you want and
stuff! That's
so cool!”

Kimmy looked at her and tried to read her.
(She was not good at this.) Normally, guys who plopped down on the
couch like that liked to have their dicks sucked. Especially if it
was their own (couch, not dick). Kimmy went for it, getting on her
knees between Tonya’s legs.

"Uh... babe? Whatcha doing
down there?"

She smiled:

“I
thought you'd like, like me to ... you know?"

Kimmy started running her now rather strong
fingers over Tonya’s thighs, aiming for her crotch.

"Oh. Oh, I see...
well, I'm not gonna
say no, but ... you don't have to, babe."

"I like don't ... It's like, you
know, a thing I like to do, and stuff ...” She brushed against the big
bodybuilder’s crotch again, then slowly undid her fly. She kept eye
contact with her, but she also looked slightly downwards to look
more devoted and submissive. The boys loved that. Then she helped
Tonya a bit out of her pants and got her panties out of the way.
That's when she realized that there's not going to be a dick
popping out. “Mhm. Okay.” She looked at what she could work
with.

Things were a bit more swollen down there
than the last time she saw them. Tonya’s lips were a bit more
prominent and her clit was notably larger, but not shockingly
so.

“Nice
...” Kimmy got her friend out of her pants so she could give her
enough room and started by gently licking her lips, then her clit.
Then she sucked on it for a bit, nothing too brutal, before
circling it with the tip of her tongue. She moved downwards for a
bit and got her going pretty quick.

"Mmmh ..."

She wrapped her thick lips around Tonya’s
clit, stroking it with her tongue, while moving in with her
fingers. She stroked her lips, gently, then maybe a little more
forceful.

Then she moved away, downwards, and sank her
tongue into Tonya’s pussy, circling it, with her nose sinking a
little into it.

"Oooh ..."

She moved up again, her nose running
along your clit, before giving it a long, slow lick. She let her
stuffed lips linger on the underside of her clit as her fingers
sank into her.

She bobbed on Tonya’s clit as good as she
could, working her pussy at the same time. The part under it also
got some love as she licked her down there, before getting back to
her clit ...

"Ooooh ... I like wish it was
bigger ... I could like give you a tit job ... The boys love that
..."

Kimmy continued blowing her, enjoying her
reaction ...

"Oh, fuck ...”, Tonya muttered, digging
her fingers into the leather of the couch as Kimmy worked. “You
are... so fucking good at that.” She gasped as she felt her girl
enter her while continuing to toy with her clit. Tonya’s breathing
quickened and she bit her lip, barely able to handle the many
techniques the bimbo girl employed. As she talked about the idea of
titfucking Tonya’s clit, she let out a loud groan as she tried to
process what it would feel like between her huge plastic tits.
Tonya’s chest was heaving as Kimmy continued to slide her lips up
and down her swollen mini- rod.

Kimmy looked at her from below, catching
her eyes for a moment and then opening wide, holding her upper lip
to her clit and running her tongue all the way up before diving
into her pussy and soaking her face in Tonya’s juices as she made
her cum ...

Tonya’s moan was surprisingly high pitched as
she climaxed, juices squirting out and her thighs clamping shut
against her. The musclewoman’s body twitched and spasmed as she
rode through her orgasm.

“Fuuuuuuuck fuck fuck fuck!”, she panted, grabbing a fistful
of Kimmy’s hair.

Kimmy wouldn't stop until Tonya was done,
then waited until she relaxed enough for the bimbo to lick her
clean.

Eventually, the blonde looked up between
Tonya’s legs, her face covered in her juices. Kimmy smiled
happily.

"Good ... good girl”, she said between
heaving breaths as she caressed the girl’s face. She felt her
juices dripping on the bimbo girl’s face, wiped some of it off with
her finger, then brought it to her mouth and licked it all off
passionately.

This confused the girl again. She blinked
and shrugged. Okay ... Maybe this was different.

Tonya leaned down, pulled her up slightly
to meet her, and kissed the young girl deeply on the lips, her
hands running over her body as she did so.

Kimmy answered the kiss, her tongue playing
with Tonya’s. Then she climbed up and sat on her lap, continuing
the kiss.

Tonya pulled her up closer to her, her
hands sliding into her pants and exploring Kimmy’s sex by touch,
while her other hand wrapped around her holding her close as they
continued to make out.

The bimbo giggled and let her have her
way, biting her lips as Tonya touched the good bits.

The big bodybuilder
unbuttoned Kimmy’s
pants quickly, in hopes of really getting her fingers in there as
she teased the girl’s tiny clit and the outer parts of her lips.
Meanwhile, she grabbed the bimbo’s shirt with her teeth and pulled
it up over her breasts, burying her face between them as she kissed
and sucked whatever she could get her mouth on.

Kimmy did her best to help her, her boobs
boinging out of the shirt and she rubbed them all over Tonya’s
face, their taut fullness squishing against her cheeks.

Two of Tonya’s fingers quickly found their
way inside her, expertly massaging the walls of her pussy as they
slid in and out. Meanwhile, the big woman reached one of her tiny
pert nipples and she was tracing her tongue around it, occasionally
grabbing it with her lips and giving a gentle pull.

"Aaaah ... Wow ... This is
... so cool ..."

Kimmy caressed her big shoulders and her
neck and rubbed herself all over her lover.

As Tonya worked the girl’s pussy, the bimbo
started to gyrate her ass, letting her fingers slide in and out.
The musclewoman could see why the boys would love that
...

Feeling Kimmy’s muscular body rubbing against
hers only drove her more crazy. She teased her nipples with her
teeth and her hands worked her pussy faster, her thumb toying with
that tiny clit as she slid in and out.

Kimmy grunted now, which was not something
she had done before. Usually, it was just little breaths and some
oohs and aahs, but now, it was more intense and way less girly. She
increased her intensity, her mouth hanging open.

Taken by surprise at the new
noises coming from her, Tonya slid deep inside her as she gripped her back
muscles firmly. The bodybuilder’s fingers wriggled and writhed
inside her, hitting every button the girl didn't know she
had.

The grunts got way less girly until she
finally came, soaking Tonya’s hand and collapsing on her shoulder
like a rag doll.

The big woman
held her close with
her free arm, slowly sliding in and out of her until she was sure
she’d started coming down from her orgasm. Then she withdrew
completely, kissing Kimmy across her shoulders, face, and
chest.

It took the bimbo quite a while to recover.
She clung to her lover, sweaty, but very satisfied.

"Wow ..."

"Heh. I did have to
return the
favor."

"It's like ... still kinda
weird and stuff. But I like totally love it. Thank you like so
much!"

"It'll take some time to get
used to being with a girl.” Tonya gave her more kisses across her pecs.
“Maybe I can pull out some tricks to make it more comfortable for
you. But not til next time."

Kimmy didn't understand, but she liked the
idea.

“Cool!"

She waited if Tonya was going to say
anything else, then she got up and quickly washed her face and
redid her makeup.

One more kiss on the
lips, and
Tonya let her up to take care of herself. Meanwhile, the big
bodybuilder stepped into the bedroom and began sorting through her
shirts and other band swag that might interest her.

Kimmy returned moments later, all ready and
kissable again. Then she looked at the stuff.

“Any
cool pieces I need to try on?

Tonya picked up a couple of pieces she had
tossed across a computer desk opposite her bed.

“Hey,
here.”

There were a couple of different styles in
here. Mostly it was black t-shirts with varying white, black,
and/or gold graphics on them. Some distressed jeans, a surprisingly
nice leather jacket (though Kimmy could tell instantly that it was
only faux leather), and some hats as well.

Kimmy laughed and stripped out of her
clothes, quickly assembling a passable look. The pants were too
short for her, but she rolled them up a little further until they
turn into capri pants, stretched tight over her quads. She looked
for some heels or boots, hoping they were her size. She made sure
they boosted her up some more before nodding. Then she grabbed one
of the black shirts with a big skull on it. She worked on it for a
moment, rolling it in and stuffing the excess fabric into her bra,
before tightening the back with some hair pins. By the time she was
done, it was basically glued to her tits. Kimmy then added the
jacket, popping its collar and using its relative shortness to
emphasize her waist. Closing over her boobs was pointless, so she
was not doing that. Instead, she picked one of Tonya’s belts and
wrapped it over her shoulder, like a western bullet belt, running
it between her huge tits. Finally, she looked around for the hats,
before finding one with a skull on it. She tied her hair into a
braid, slipped the braid through the basecap's rear hole and dunked
it on her head. Then Kimmy cocked her hips and hoovered her
stomach. She grinned:

“Do you
like it?"






The boots, thankfully, fit fine.
There were both some dark knee-high boots and some shorter combat
boots available. Kimmy’s expert eye knew instantly which ones complemented
her look best. Tonya looked at her wide eyed. God. Damn. She needed
a picture of this. First because she wanted to steal the bimbo’s
look next time they did this, but also because she looked fine as
fuck! Tonya reached for her phone and snapped a quick couple of
shots as she posed.

Tonya could see that she was very used to
this. The poses were invariably sexy without being porny. Well, not
too porny.

Tonya’s admiration made the girl incredibly
happy and proud. She could see that the bimbo absolutely loved
this.

When the musclewoman was done with the
pictures, Kimmy asked her:

“Can you
like send them to me too? I'm like gonna do an insta story on
that!"

"Of course! Let all your
followers see how boss you look in that outfit!"

Kimmy grinned.

“Like,
totally. I like have like a lot! How about you? Do you like have
any followers and stuff?"

"Huh? Oh
yeah,” Tonya
said, suddenly getting a bit sheepish as she put the photos into a
text to her. “I just don't post really often, just... when I'm
feeling really good you know?"

"Ooh ... I gotta like follow
your stuff! Cos when we're like not together, I can still like
think of you! Also, I'm like totally going to fight off any like trolls
and stuff who bitch at you!"

"Um, of course! Can't
believe we haven't
followed each other already! What's your username?"

"It's like itslikekimmy. Like
it's like kimmy, but like in one word like itslikekimmy.
Like, only without
the thingy. The little one."

Tonya chuckled.

“I think
I got you. I'm under ToughestTonya.” As she pulled up the girl’s
profile, she took a quick browse through her pictures.

Let's put it this way: There's
not a whole lot of variety. There was a lot of material, though. The
comments are inane, but Kimmy’s looks were cute. There was a lot of
party stuff, and lately, a lot of workout stuff. There was also a
short clip of the concert which she must have filmed at some point.
“At Lanshot with like the best girl everrrr!"

Also, there was a lot of history. Tonya
could browse all the way back and watch a kind of reverse
transformation, going from uber bimbo to cute, but plain
girl.

Kimmy used to wear glasses, which didn't
make her look smart, only nerdy and she apparently had black, curly
hair once. And normal-sized lips.

The whole
transformation took maybe 4-5 years.

Next was Tonya’s
turn.

As Kimmy looked through the recent stuff, it
was almost entirely workout and fitness related. Primarily videos
of her mid-workout and mirror selfies of her posing and flexing. In
a couple of the most recent ones, she was showing off more skin
than Kimmy would have expected. As she went further back, beyond a
year or two ago, the posts became more infrequent, which made the
changes over the course of the years more prominent. As she shrank
going back in time, the workout pics melded in with other pics,
until at the very beginning of the timeline, it was
indistinguishable from any other young woman's profile, with pics
of food and of nights drinking with friends.

Kimmy nodded, even if she was a little
confused.

“You got
like almost no followers! That's like all of them?"

"Yeah, well ... what does that mean? How
many am I 'supposed to have?"

"Like, I dunno. I thought like
when you said it, that you like had lots of them. Like, sorry. I
kinda like
didn't get that right and stuff."

"No, no, it's just
...” She actually
did think she had a lot of followers.” How many do you - Oh.
Wow."

The bimbo girl
grinned:

“I guess
that's like because I'm like sexy to them. They like only ever
write about that and stuff, but I kinda like it. Cos I know I kinda
make them hot and then they like can't have me and I like like
that. Did you like ever do some like, sexy stuff on insta and stuff
and like get like that?"

"Umm... how sexy do you mean
when you say
sexy?”, Tonya asked as she scrolled back through Kimmy’s
feed.

"Uh, like sexy like this?
It's like, the agogai face challenge. You look like that and people
just love it and stuff. You like don't even show like, your
tits."

She did the face.

"Or like this one with
like my boobs and my
butt ... Wait. That's like it!” The picture was astonishing. Kimmy
was wearing the tiniest lingerie, basically a few bits of fabric on
her nipples and her pussy, and she was posing as if she’d been
twisted over herself. And the expression was both vapid and
horny.

Tonya could feel herself tingle a bit as
she looked at the pic. Of course it was silly and bimboish,
but ... it was undeniably hot.

“See,
you do good shit, but ... my situation's complicated. How do I put
this ... my followers think my muscles and my being strong are
sexy. And I like it that way. That's why all my stuff is me flexing
and lifting heavy weights But that said ... maybe you can help me
figure out how to look strong and sexy like you at the same time.
Maybe I can take a pic doing that agega thing and it wouldn't be
too off-brand ..."

Kimmy nodded.

“Like,
sure! I'd like love to help you!” Tonya could see a little
horniness poking out behind her normal demeanor. “And those guys,
they like like you just lifting the weights?"






Tonya was a tad distracted trying to
strategize this new social media angle. She didn't immediately pick
up on what Kimmy was doing.

“Yeah,
that's one thing. Seeing how strong I am can be a turn-on. Another
easy thing is just flexing my muscles. Knocks em out every time.
Come to think of it, I haven't done a bikini pic or anything like
that in a long time ..."

"We could like, do a picture
together? Or like a video? Would that be like a thing?"

Tonya bit her lip and thought for a moment.
Surely there was no harm in her appearing in a simple Instagram
post, right? It would lead to so much more attention ...

“Okay.
Let's see what you've got. How would you put muscle and sexy
together?"

“Yeah,
like I dunno ... Maybe like just do some poses like, together and
stuff. Like close, with like, some flexing, and maybe with us like,
kissing? The boys always like love that! We could like also, I
dunno just like do a dance? It's like, I dunno twerking, but with
like the muscles all over?"

"Okay,
interesting.
Let's start with just some poses.” Tonya handed her the phone, open
to the camera app.” I'll just do what I normally do, and you tell
me if you want me to do something different, okay?” She moved into
a tricep flex, her side facing Kimmy, the horseshoe shaped cord of
muscle bulging.

Kimmy stared at this, instantly forgetting
about the phone.

“Like
wow! Your muscle is like really big and it's got that thing there
..."

She pointed at the horseshoe.

"Hehe. Yeah. That's what happens
when you get really jacked.” Tonya played with it a bit, flexing and relaxing
so it jumped in and out. “How about you? Let me see
yours."

"I like got one
too?” Kimmy
put the phone down carefully and tried to do the same pose. It
worked at the third attempt and a nice, albeit small muscle
emerged. “Wow! I like totally didn't see that thing!"

The bimbo girl
moved over to her
and did the same as her, trying to match her pose and
intensity.

Then she said:

“You
like know, you could like totally do it like slow, tease it a
little and like make it bulge like a bit, then smile, like bite
your lip and like hit it hard. I guess the boys would like like
that!"

Tonya looked at her with admiration as the
girl got the motion down quickly. No coaching required!

“Okay,
let me give it a shot.” Tonya pulled her forearm back up, posed for
the flex, then slowly straightened her arm out, subtly biting the
corner of her lip, squeezing every bit of size she could into her
tricep.

"Oooh! That like looks awesome!
We like gotta film this!”

Kimmy grabbed the phone and let her do it
again.

"Wanna see?"

"Of course! I always wanna
see how good I look."

She handed it to Tonya.

“Cool,
huh? It looks like, really sexy!"

"Do you like have a stand or
something so we can like do it both at the same
time?"

"Yeah, sure, let me just ...” She grabbed a
small clip and attach it to her computer desk, facing it towards
the open space in the room. “All right, what's next. Bis?
Back?"

"Like, biceps? We could like do
one first, we like compare, then we like look at the camera and I like give
yours a lick or something? I dunno.” She thought for a moment.
“Ooh, and like lift the arm up so I can like start with your boobs
and then like move the camera up. And do like a wicked grin. Like
so!” Kimy tried to look sexy wicked, but it came across as kinda
cute. Like a very angry and evil guinea pig or bunny.

"Hehehe. All right, let's give
it a shot.”
Tonya stepped back to make room for her, took a breath as she got
in character, then raised her arms up into a double bicep
pose.

Kimmy clapped her
hands:

“Like
awesome! I'll like totally film it right away and then I like do it
too and we like do a pose together!"

"Perfect.” Tonya held her pose and did the
same trick with her biceps, popping them up and down on alternating
arms while doing her best smug smirk. After about a minute of
showing off, she stepped aside “All right, hun. Let's see how you
do."

Kimmy was a little nervous, but with
Tonya’s advice and a bit of practice, she managed to produce a
respectable, if small set of biceps. Then she got in position next
to Tonya and they filmed it. She kissed the big woman’s biceps as
planned, her thick lips smooching against the bodybuilder’s taut
skin.

Then she grinned:

“Wow ...
Those guys are like in for a treat, huh?"

"Mmm, fuck
yeah”, she
said as Kimmy worked across her body, hormones absolutely dripping
from her voice. “Well, even if this doesn't take off, I know I'm
loving it. But I know you know your shit. I can't wait to see these
videos blow up."

Kimmy nodded, then said: “There's like one
thing I like don't get ... Why are we like not dressed like, sexy,
you know?"

"Well ... sometimes it's not about dressing
sexy. When you know you're hot, you can look good in anything. But
you may have a point. Your sense of style does have a way of
bringing out the best in people.” Tonya gave her a kiss on the
cheek before starting to slip off her shirt. “So, what should I be
wearing for this shoot?"

"Uh ... Like, I don't
know. Maybe
like ... I dunno ... Cos you’re like strong and like into loud
music, like, something like tough? Like, if you like got a shirt
you don't need, we could like slash it and make it all tight and
you put on a push up bra under it and people like can see like your
boobs through the cuts and maybe like your abs, and we like take
off the arms so they can like see your biceps, and like, do you
have any like bracelets like with leather and spikes? Like make you
look sexy but like dangerous?"

Kimmy grinned.

"And I could like wear the same
clothes for like one shot and then like my cute sexy stuff for another so you
get like, you know, the difference?"

"You little fucking
genius.”
Tonya planted another kiss on her lips. “You go ahead and start
doing your pics. I'll give you some pointers on your posing while I
get my stuff together.” She dashed over to the other side of the
room and grabbed one of her older t-shirts and a safety blade from
the closet, and started gauging where to make the cuts.

Kimmy got to work, and Tonya could see some
of her poses out of the corner of her eyes. It was not very
subdued. There was a lot of flexing the arms while pushing together
the boobs and a lot of big, bimbo-y kisses and cutesy
looks.

Eventually, she asked:

“Those
guys on your insta, do they like, you know give you stuff and
stuff? Cos I like always get stuff. They like, give me those
presents, and like sometimes, that's like really cool
stuff."

Tonya watched her posing as she
strategically sliced up the band shirt.

“It’s
cool if you want to look sexy, but if you want to show off your
muscles, get a little variety in there”, she called out. “You've
got great legs, and guys who like muscles will go nuts for your
butt and back too.” Kimmy asked her question as Tonya was slipping
the shirt on. “Um... yeah, you could say that. Not really presents,
but people like to do nice things for me."

Kimmy took her mentor’s hint with the legs
and showed them off mercilessly, they were really long after all.
The butt too. Then she asked:

“Like
what kinda things?"

"Umm ... they give me money mostly.”,
Tonya said as she slipped on a pair of skin tight jeans with holes
in them. “I mean, some of them will send me messages talking about
things they want to do to my body, but I'm not putting out for
randoms."

"Money? Like ... okay, I
guess.” The
bimbo didn't seem to get it. “I like once got a mask from one of
those guys. I dunno what he was like thinking. It was like made of
white leather with pink stitches and it was like a mask like all
over the head. It was like kinda gross, I guess, but I guess I
kinda kept it."

She continued
pondering.

"That was like one of the
weirdest things and stuff. Ooh, and one guy like got me like a nun
outfit. Like from the nuns from school. I dunno. That was like
super-creepy."

Turning to Tonya, she
asked:

"What was like the weirdest
thing you like got?"

"Ugh!” She grunted as Kimmy recounted her
stories. “Yeah, if I were you I'd just throw those things out as
soon as you realize what they are. Not worth dealing with simps
like that. For me ... I don't think I had anything that out there.
There was one time I got sent one of those plugs like you used to
wear, but it had a tail on the outside. Guy wanted to see me
wearing it. Told him exactly what he could do with it."

"Like a horse? That's like ... I
dunno, weird?
Cos you're like, not a horse.” The bimbo girl gave her her best
‘I'm know I'm dumb but even I got that the first time’-expression.
Then she waited for Tonya to finish. After a moment, she said:
“Oooh ... Like one thing! Remember when I like told you about
getting my boobs done bigger? I like made like an appointment for
like when we're like done with the pricky stuff, and I like got you
too if you wanna. Also, if you like don't, I'd like really love it
if you like came with me like anyway."

"Oh no, I'm totally down for that. In fact
... I think I may go a little bigger than I had originally planned
for. I'm starting to think they won't overshadow my pecs as much as
I thought. What do you think?”

She was just finishing getting dressed as she
was done speaking. The shirt had a large tear across her chest,
displaying both her pec cleavage and her breasts, squeezed together
by a pushup bra. A couple of smaller holes gave quick peeks at her
abs. Her jeans were hugging her legs, and they were also riddled
with tears, allowing easy looks at her quadricep heads. Lastly,
she’d taken Kimmy’s cue and thrown on a pair of black leather
wristbands and a spiked black necklace.

"I like love it! You look
like really kinda you know, tough and like awesome!"

They did a few warmup poses before hitting
the camera.

Kimmy did her best to keep Tonya’s pace and
to take the cues, adapting her position and stance to hers. Also,
she tried not to look fierce. It tended to look kinda
stupid.

Tonya cycled through her typical poses,
trying to put extra little tweaks on them that Kimmy suggested. She
even did a full crab flex with the bimbo girl’s suggestion of an
ahegao face, though she made a note to double check that one before
posting it.

“Babe”,
she said after they got through a few pictures. “It's cool if you
want to keep looking sexy like you've always been, but ... why
don't you try a few pictures copying my style a bit. Look a little
more ... serious? Or tough? You know?”

Kimmy stared at her. This was the weirdest
suggestion ever. Eventually, she tried it. It looked, well, odd. It
was somewhere between awkward and psycho ex-girlfriend. Then, at
last, she managed one that worked. The bimbo crossed her arms over
her boobs, leaned against a doorframe and looked down at the
camera, careful not to make her chin look odd. Then she did her
best to look serious.

“Like
so?"

"Hey, that's a good one!
See, you can look tough too if you want!"

"Yeah, but like, I dunno. I'm
like not sure ... Cos I like, you know, no one likes the
girls that
are like too, you know, tough ..."

"Yeah, that's cool. I just
wanted to see how you looked with it. If you want to go on being your
adorable sexy self, you won't hear me argue."

Kimmy looked crestfallen.

“Like, I
didn't like want to annoy you. Sorry."

"Babe,
please.”
Tonya put a hand under the girl’s chin and kissed her. “You've been
helping me a ton tonight. I'm just trying to do a little bit in
exchange."

The bimbo answered the kiss and
nodded:

“Yeah, I
guess it's like, I dunno. I'm like still trying to like work this
all out, you know?"

"It's okay. You're not gonna
figure it out in one night. Just remember you're always the baddest babe in the
room and you'll find what works for you."

"Thank you.” She embraced her teacher
tightly. Then she let her go. “Should I stay for the
night?

"You can stay if you want. We
might be a little cramped in this bed, but I don't think I'll mind.” Tonya
gave Kimmy’s butt a firm grasp.

Kimmy was in. It was a bit weird that she
couldn’t do her usual goodnight routine, but she guessed that it
was worth it. In bed, she snuggled against Tonya and fell asleep
soon after, completely exhausted and overwhelmed from the
day.

As Tonya watched her quickly fall asleep, a
sense of relief washed over her. It was nice to know that despite
everything she hadn't managed to scare the girl off yet. Maybe this
could really work. Arms around her lover’s shoulders, she
eventually dozed off as well.






The end of the cycle went
well. Kimmy
had some significant gains after all, one could say that she was
quite ripped now, but of course, she was still some time away from
getting big. Tonya noticed a slight change, though: she was still
dressing like a bimbo, but lately, she’d been adding some more
elements that went with the heavier stuff she’d been subjected to.
It was not always pink, all the time now. She’d been wearing some
band shirts lately, though one probably shouldn't question her on
their greatest hits, and she developed a certain fondness for
leather-look leggings. Also, the makeup could be a little more,
well rock and roll, although it was very glam. It was still
unmistakably her style, but it evolved a bit.

Now she was preparing for the bigger
boobs, and that meant eating a little more (but not breaking diet,
obviously) and readying a big bag of useful stuff.

Also, Kimmy had been watching her lover’s
insta and posting supportive, though confused and weird comments.
People were trying to make sense of them, but it was not meant to
be.

Meanwhile, Tonya thanked her good luck that
this surgery was going to happen during a bulking phase. She’d put
on a bit more weight, though it hadn't yet affected her look much.
What did affect her look were the further adjustments she’d made.
She’d taken to wearing subtle makeup while she was out, much to
Kimmy’s delight. She’d continued to experiment with her look
outside of the gym, especially enjoying the way some heels made her
calves pop, but her gym attire remained largely the
same.

She’d gotten back into social media as
well. Posting more often, maybe once a day, but making an effort to
like and leave a motivating comment on all of Kimmy’s posts. And,
of course, acknowledging her friend’s encouragement on her
own.

Kimmy definitely loved Tonya’s changes and
kept encouraging her. Of course, she only made suggestions when
asked. Also, she’d shown her mentor a weird picture of her with
that mask on. It was a strange look. Her lips were so big they
filled out the mouth-hole completely and her eyes, which were
heavily made up as always, looked very intense. It was a joke, of
course.

Then, one morning,
Kimmy gave her a
call.

She picked up immediately when she saw
who was calling.

“Yeah,
babe? What's up?"

"Hi! It's like me! I'm like
gonna pick you up for like, the boobs, you know. Are you like, ready?
I'm like gonna be there in like an hour or so."

"Yeah, of course! I'm just
getting ready over here. You can just let me know when you're
getting near. You stoked for today?"

"Like totally! We're
like gonna be like
so sexy!"

Soon enough, Kimmy showed up at Tonya’s place
and picked her up.

Then they left for a super high class
clinic that was more like a hotel than a hospital.

The bimbo girl
strutted in like she
owned the place and got recognized by the lady at the
reception.

“Good
morning, Miss Douglas. So nice to have you here."

She smiled and greeted her too,
apparently, her name was Danielle. Kimmy made a movement in Tonya’s
direction:

“This is
like my girlfriend Tonya, you know? She's like with me."

Tonya was suitably impressed as they
walked in. She knew that hospitals like this existed, but it was a
different experience inside one. She followed her student into the
equally luxe reception room and gave a small smile and nod as Kimmy
introduced her.

“Tonya
Petrovich. I ... should be on the list with her”, she said, sort of
at a loss.

The woman
smiled:

“Of
course. Welcome! If there's anything we can do for you, just let us
know. Come with me, please.” And she led them to a suite. It was
spacious and nice. There were two beds and every imaginable
comfort. She handed Tonya a sheet with medical details to fill out,
then said: “The doctor will be there in a moment. Just make
yourself comfortable."

Kimmy nodded, thanked her and plopped
herself on the bed:

“Are you
like, okay?"

"Yeah, I'm good. It's not like I'm scared
about the procedure or anything. It's just ... this is kinda your
territory, you know? Still learning how to feel comfortable in a
place like this."

"You like gotta try the beds.
They're like amazing! You'll like be comfortable in no time!” Then Kimmy gave
her a serious look. “And we're like together here and stuff. Cos I
like, love you."

Tonya sighed and looked into those big
beautiful eyes.

“Thanks,
hun”, she said, taking her hand as she lay back on one of the beds.
“And you're right, this is pretty comfortable."

The doctor soon
appeared. He
was tall, handsome and his hair was strategically graying so he
looked even better. He greeted Tonya politely and Kimmy like an old
friend, then sat down with them. “Good morning. I'm Doctor Rosman,
and I'm looking forward to helping you achieve your dream look. So,
how can I help you?"

Kimmy nodded at Tonya and let her go
first.

"Um. Hey. I'm
Tonya.”, she
said, nodding. “So, you know, Kimmy booked us in for bigger
implants. I'm excited to go a bit larger, but I actually wanted to
discuss how big with you before we got started. I haven't really
settled on a size yet, and I thought you'd be able to offer some
insight."

The doctor
nodded and
said:

“I will
get you some sizers in a moment. This way, you'll be able to
determine what you'll find most pleasing. We do have special
implants for bodybuilders which take into account the wider backs,
if you're interested."

Kimmy nodded:

“We're
like, very interested, no? Also, if there's like anything else you
like want to get looked after, it's like no problem."

An assistant
brought a
trolley full of implants and let the women handle them.

After a moment,
Kimmy
declared:

“Like,
Doctor, I'd like to get mine like, maybe up to like 1,500 ccs, and
I'd like to like get some expanders, if that's like okay with you.
Oooh, and like don't forget like my lips and my cheeks. I like want
them to look like, you know, good.” Then she looked at Tonya: “What
do you like think? Should I like get my pussy plumped like a
bit?"

Tonya blushed a bit at the bimbo’s openness
to discuss these things.

“Uh,
babe ...” she said quietly. “Like I said before, it's up to you.
You shouldn't get stuff like this done trying to make other people
happy. But you can get that procedure if you want it."

"But do you like, like the
look?"

"Well, yes, I
do..."

"Okay, then I'm like going to
get it.” She
turned to the doctor. “Like, make it big and juicy!"

The doctor didn’t bat an eye and
said:

“Ms.
Petrovich, if you want, we can try on the sizers now."

"Yes, sure. And thank
you.” She
stood up and readied herself. “I was thinking of 1,000 ccs, I'd
just like a little confirmation first, you know?"

"Certainly.”

He helped her put the implant in her bra, of
course adding the required volume to her already enlarged bust.
Then they all got a good look.

"Hmm ...” Tonya looked herself over in the
mirror. “Can I see how I look within 1,500 ccs?” she asked, and the
doctor happily obliged. The musclewoman gave herself another look
over. She was in love with the projection she was getting from
these things, but she was not 100 percent sold. “What do you think,
Kimmy? Are these blocking my pecs too much?"

"Like, I don't know. They're
like amazing, and I love them. But, Doctor, could you like
put them in
like a little lower, so we can like see the top of her pecs, but
like not so low so they like block her abs and stuff?

The doctor
nodded.

"Bitchin'! As long as they're
not blocking anything worth looking at, I think these are the
perfect size. And we get to match”, Tonya said with a wink.

Kimmy smiled:

“Like,
awesome!"

The doctor
checked
everything on his paperwork, then asked:

“I've
got to ask: Any other requests?"

"Um, shoot. I didn't really
think of anything else. I kinda like keeping my natty look aside from ... you
know, the obvious.” Tonya turned to her lover. “I mean, you're
buying. Is there anything you'd have me do? I guess a little help
with the lips wouldn't be so bad ..."

"Sure! But like just a little
for her. Nothing like mine, cos we'd like be confusing, you know?”

Then the bimbo thought about it for a
moment and asked: “Do you like want to like get something like
pierced? Cos I've like seen a lot of rock music girls and they like
got that?"

Tonya blushed a bit.

“Yeah,
actually, Doc, um ... is there any way you could ... do my
clit?"

"Of course.” He let her pick the style she
wanted.

Now that everything
was decided, the
whole procedure started. It was all very structured and there were
a lot of checks to make sure everything was done correctly. When
the moment came to take the jump and be put to sleep, Kimmy held
Tonya’s hand.

“I like,
love you ..."

Tonya took the girl’s hand in
hers.

“Love
you too, hun. See you in a minute.” The anesthetic was working on
her quicker than she'd thought, and she was out like a
light.






She awoke way later, tired and feeling,
well, busted. It took a moment to recover her bearings, then she
looked for Kimmy.

The girl was back at the room, in her bed.
That was good.

Tonya was only just coming to and didn't
had a chance to take everything in yet.

Kimmy mumbled:

“Are you
like, okay?"

"Pretty sure”, she said groggily. “Little
sore, but I'm awake."

"Like, me too. But we're like
going to be like so ...” She drifted off again.

"Yeah,
totally.”
Tonya giggled briefly. “Like so ... like ...” Her brain just
wouldn't put the words in the right order.

It took a lot of time for her to get clear
again, but by the evening, she was quite awake and relaxed
again.

They got some food, which was mostly thin and
proteiny, but then, they could take a vague look at themselves and
talk a little.

"So ... how many times have you gone
through something like this?” Tonya asked as she slowly fed myself,
not used to working around the extra mass on her chest.

"Uh, like, twice for the boobs, once for
the pussy, once for the lips, once for the nose, but like only a
little, and yeah, that like kinda covers it."

Then she looked at the massive bandage on
Tonya’s chest:

“They
like look really big. I kinda like that!"

Tonya examined herself as the girl
commented on her. It felt different actually seeing them on her,
but she couldn't wait to see the finished result when the bandages
came off.

“You're
looking pretty stacked yourself”, she said. While Kimmy was still
buff by any normal standard, her comparatively smaller stature only
made her implants look bigger.

"I like know, right? And like,
the lips, they like feel like so big!” She gave them a tentative lick. They
were really obscenely fat. It was a bit of a wonder she still could
get her tongue over those. “Like, imagine what they'll like feel on
your like ... you know, thingy ..."

Kimmy grinned. It looked odd. Those lips
would have to settle for a bit. “How about like yours? Is it like a
good size and stuff?"

Tonya took another look at herself in the
mirror. They looked good. They were a little puffy still, giving
them a bit of an automatic pout similar to Kimmy’s lips before this
surgery, but once the swelling went down, hopefully they would look
full but natural.

“I'm
gonna have to give it a bit, but it looks promising. I'll have to
return the favor once I'm feeling good again.”, she said with a
wink.

"Ooh ... like, definitely
..."

A few days later, it
was time to get a
good look at the changes. They’d been getting pampered here,
although the menu was strictly fitting to the bodybuilding diet. It
was a little sad they were here to recover, because it definitely
was hotel standard around here. Anyway, the doctor came in and
offered to do the check up on Tonya first.

He helped Tonya to get up and removed the
bandages carefully. Kimmy watched intently. How do they
look?

Even on Tonya’s body, their size was
undeniable. Thanks to her low fat levels, they managed to achieve
that bolt-on look, as they stood out nearly completely separate
from the muscle on her body. But, as promised, they were out of the
way. They hung low on my chest, her pecs remained prominent and
powerful in the center. “Wow... you do some great work,
doc!"

"Thank you. It was a pleasure
working on you. Your skin has great elasticity and it's good to know
you'll keep fit. You should keep massaging them daily for the next
months, but I assume this won't be a problem. Also, be careful with
training your pectorals. I would recommend skipping exercises for
at least a month."

"Now, let's
take a look
at the piercing ..."

Here, things were easier, but using a mirror
and working around Tonya’s tits, she could get a good
look.

The piercing went
perfectly as well.
She opted for a simple subtle ring, and it dangles from the tip of
her swollen clit. It was still very sore, obviously, but that
should fade rather quickly.

Kimmy glanced at it:

“Wow!
That looks like ... kinda cute. I kinda can't wait to give that
little thing a lick!"

Tonya blushed fiercely at that.

“Down,
girl”, she said, half-jokingly. “Even if this were the time and
place this thing is gonna need some time before it's ready for
that."

The bimbo girl
pouted and waited
for the doctor to unpack her boobs. “Oooh ...” They were huge. Like
big, round and so obviously fake, it was really hard to ignore.
They formed a tight cleavage even like this, and they projected
from her chest like two balls stuffed under her skin. To Tonya’s
surprise, her nipples were not stretched, but instead looked
remarkably pert and pointy.

Kimmy licked her oversized lips and grinned
stupidly:

“They're
like ... perfect! What do you like, think?"

"I am inclined to
agree”, she
said, still taking in the combination of sheer size and the fact
that they remained cute and perky. “I thought they knocked it out
of the park with mine, but damn."

"I like asked the doctor to
like do my nipples so they're like always kinda like this cos I
thought like it would like be a surprise and stuff ..."

"Good call. These things are
shaped perfectly.” The big bodybuilder had a brief flashback to a
time when she would have called fake tits like these pointless and
gross, but now she could hardly take her eyes off those nearly
spherical breasts.

Kimmy looked relieved:

“I'm
glad you like, like them. Cos I was like coming up with like this
on my own without like telling you ... But yeah,
surprise!"

"Look at you, making the big
decisions for yourself. I lean in and give you a peck on the cheek.
Good on you, sweetheart. You made the right call."

Kimmy blushed and smiled and was short of
breath for a moment, then she calmed down. The doctor waited for
everything to be back to normal, then removed the bandage from
Kimmy’s crotch. The girl asked:

“How is
it? Is it like like you like it?”

Her pussy lips were now rather full and
plump, with her clit mostly covered. It was a weird mixture of
Barbie-style cleanliness and intense sexuality.

"Wow. It's so
... clean. I don't
think I've ever really seen one like this before. But it's, like
perfectly you. And I love it."

Kimmy was incredibly happy and would have
embraced Tonya if it weren't such a bad idea.

“Awesome! I like totally love this!"

Eventually, everything
was packed up again
and they went back to resting. Soon enough, though, the staff let
them leave and Kimmy brought Tonya back to her house. It did take a
moment to adjust the position in the car to the huge tits on
Kimmy’s chest, but that was the least challenge. Once there, Kimmy
asked her:

“So do
we like see each other tomorrow for like, training?"

"Hmm ... the doctor said we should be good
as long as we don't overwork ourselves. So we're gonna take it easy
for a bit. But yeah, we'll be back in the gym tomorrow."

"Cool! I'm like going to get
us some outfits if you like want."

"Ah shit.”, Tonya muttered. She hadn't even
thought about fitting into her clothes with these new tits. “Yeah,
I think I'm gonna need some help with that. Thanks,
Kimmy."

"Got it! I'll like get you some
stuff!”

Then she drove off.

The next day at the gym,
the bimbo girl
awaited her mentor, already prepared. Her new outfit was fitting.
Tightly. It was a pink and black leotard, made of sheer black
fabric with a pink star embroidered on it. The lines of the star
extended all over the item, covering the strategic parts as good as
they could. Still neither her nipples nor her plump pussy could in
any way be hidden. She was also wearing brand new weightlifting
shoes in the same style and had her hair braided into a circle
around her head. The other people at the gym couldn't help but
stare. The girl didn't care, she had eyes only for her idol. After
all, she had the clothes delivered to Tonya’s place early that
morning, so she had time to style herself the way she
wanted.

"Hi, Tonya. Did
you like, get
the stuff?"

"Yep! How do I look?” She was decked out
in a dark purple sports bra that was practically plastered to her
chest, leaving her abs and a little bit of underboob exposed, but
only if one went looking for it. Along with the rest of her upper
body if course. The back was just a mess of straps that criss-cross
her back, giving anyone who cared to look an unobserved
view.

Her legs are covered by a pair of
leggings just as tight as Kimmy’s choice of clothing. Every
striation in her legs could be seen, and her clit was tenting the
crotch tightly, though anyone not looking closely would overlook
it. She was also sporting matching shoes and lifting
gloves.

“Looking
good, girl!” She called out from across the gym. “Really feeling
this new bod, huh?"

"I like love it! And you
like look like, you
know, gorgeous!"

Kimmy ran towards her and embraced her, her
boobs mashing into Tonya’s.

"Oof!” The girl impacted a bit hard and
knocked her off balance for a moment. “Easy, hun. Still don't
really know your own strength.” The big woman hugged her back,
enjoying the feeling of their new fake tits mashing together.
“Doesn't stop you from being fine as fuck, though!"

The bimbo grinned.

“Like
totally!” She released her lover a bit, then asked: “Like, what do
we like do today? And like do we like get the innerctions
again?"

"Not quite. We're gonna be off
those for a bit. Our bodies need time to recover. I know the golden rule of
lifting is to avoid cardio like the plague ... but it might be
worth it to do some as a warmup today. Then we'll see about
weights."

Kimmy nodded. “Like, got it!"

She headed for the bikes and climbed on
one, careful with her boobs and her pussy. Then she started,
hitting a rather fast and steady rhythm soon enough.

Tonya got up on one next to her. It took
her a while to get comfortable, but eventually she started working
with it. “Damn. Been a while since you've worked out over here,
huh?"

"Yeah, like totally. It's just
like so weird. There's like so many dudes now and they're like all
looking at us."

"Is that a problem? You've always like guys
looking at you, right?"

"Uh-huh. Sure, but there's like,
more of them now? It's like, like you know, they like just walk
like around to look. I'd like totally give them like a bit of a like show,
but I'm like not sure whether you like that."

"Heh. Hard to tell whether
they're admiring or afraid sometimes And geez, I don't care if you
show off. You're not gonna go run off me with any of
these dicks,
are you?"

"Like, nah? Why? I just like,
kinda love their looks, like you know?"

To underline the point,
she shot a scorching
hot look at one of the passers-by and lifted her butt from the
saddle, letting her boobs dangle down for a bit. She parted her
lips slightly, wiggled my butt and bent over to give Tonya a long,
passionate kiss. Poor guy.

Tonya was amazed and turned on by Kimmy’s
command of the room. The girl bringing her into the act certainly
doesn't hurt. She responded with a gentle smack on the
ass.

“That's
what I like to see out of you! With those looks you could make any
man in this room do whatever your want. Plus a few of the women.
You worked hard for that bod, so if you want to show it off, show
it off!”, she said as she leaned straight up on her bike and hit a
most muscular pose.

Kimmy grinned and caressed her biceps and
cheek. Out of the corner of Tonya’s eye, she could see just how
horny that guy was.

After turning on the guy,
Kimmy continued her
workout, pushing herself hard despite this being only cardio. Tonya
could tell that all the previous cardio work she did before going
for bodybuilding with her mentor was paying off.

As they wound it down, Kimmy’s phone received
a barrage of messages. She waited until they were done, wiped the
sweat off her face and looked at it.

“Oh ...
I like kinda forgot about all the others and stuff. They like don't
even know what we like did. What do you like say, should I like
send them like a picture?"

Tonya was able to keep pace with her, but
only just. Her training had been almost solely focused on size and
power, with little emphasis on stamina. She was able to power
through the sprinting sections impressively, but her stamina was
beginning to fade near the end. She stepped off of the bike and
wiped it off when Kimmy asked her question.

“Oh, you
mean your friends? And the boob job? Hell yeah, why wouldn't we
show off?"

"Like,
awesome!” The
bimbo put her arm around her back and lifted the phone, pouting at
it, boobs on full display. Her chest and forehead were sweaty and
she looked slightly flushed, but in a good way.

Tonya was wet with sweat from the workout,
giving her skin an appealing sheen. She gave her chest a little
flex and smirked confidently at the camera.

The camera took the picture, Kimmy took
another one, and another one, switching her expressions slightly,
with a smirk, a wink and so on. Then she showed her teacher the
pictures:

“Like
Tonya, you're like so sexy on those pictures. I like wanna kiss you
like, right here!"

The big woman
stuck primarily to
her bodybuilding poses, testing out which ones best accentuate her
new chest. She was definitely happy with the results as
well.

“You're
looking amazing yourself, Kimmy. And if you want to kiss me so bad,
no one's gonna stop us.” She grabbed the bimbo by the hips and
pulled her next to me, planting a kiss on her mouth in full view of
the gym.

Tonya could see that the manager wasn't
exactly happy about what they were doing, but for now, she was
letting them have fun. Kimmy returned the kiss and it felt
incredible to be so close. As they fooled around for a bit more,
the messages piled up on the phone.

Eventually, Kimmy got to look at them and
grinned:

“Like,
wow! They're like all so into us! It's like ... you know, like
viral, I guess. Kinda."

Then she got more messages. It took quite
a while to sort out. She was completely submerged and forgot all
around her.

"Good. Let ‘em admire”, Tonya said. She
grabbed her by the hip again as she walked her student to the
locker room. She knew she wouldn't mind the idea of going viral
anymore. She walked with Kimmy but she could see she was just kind
of going along on instinct by the way her eyes were glued to her
phone. Tonya left her be as she get changed back into her street
clothes, only to turn around and see she’d only gotten her top off
by the time she finished.

“Hey.
Kimmy. Wake up, girl.” She clapped her hands to get the girl’s
attention.

"Uh, like what? I take a
moment to realize what is going on and smile awkwardly: Like, are
we like done already?"

"Yeah. We need to keep it short
until we're fully healed. Tomorrow we'll do some proper lifting What's
going on with your phone that's got you turned into a
zombie?"

"Oh, like, I dunno. I got like
invited to a party with like some like famous people, I guess.
They're like you know, really you know like
famous."

"Oh shit, what? Like how
famous?”
Tonya walked across to her to get a better look at her
phone.

She saw a few names that told her
absolutely nothing. People with names like beautyB, QueenxMakeup
and Lelegance. Kimmy was obviously starstruck.

"Ah. Instagram models and such? I mean they're
clearly big if you reacted this way."

"Are you like joking? They're like, you know,
world famous, and stuff!” Kimmy showed her their pages and the
bodybuilder could see that they had millions of
followers.

"Wow. I figured they must be big, but I
hadn't imagined this big. And they invited you to some kind of
party?"

"Yeah, like me? I'm like not
even a real influencer, you know? I just like, do this because it's
like fun? And they like wanna see me? Awesome!"

"I know, I'm blown away for you! That's huge,
Kimmy! Congratulations!” Tonya pulled her close and hugged her
tight.

It was hard for the girl to tear her eyes
from the phone, but eventually, she managed and hugged her back.
Then, as they left, she asked:

“So,
like, wanna like come too? They like told me to like bring
you."

Tonya froze in her tracks.

“Me?! Uh
... not to question your idols' judgment or anything hun, but ...
why?"

"Like, I guess they've like seen
our picture and it's like ... something cool? I dunno."

Tonya’s nerves came back. She couldn't
exactly say no to this, but there was a lot that could go wrong,
and this was essentially Kimmy’s chance at stardom ... of a
sort.

“Okay,
so, uh ... what all do I have to do? Just show up and look
pretty?"

"I guess, that's like kinda it? I mean I like
wanna talk to them and like see how awesome they are and maybe like
take a few pictures with them ..."

"Of course you're going! And
if they want me there, I'll be there for you, babe!"

"Like, awesome! We
like have to like
look our bests!"

"Of course! I still have
everything we wore when went to that penthouse party, do you think
that will work for this?"

"Yeah, like that would be like a
thing, but I think with like, our new boobs ... I dunno. Also
it's like our
chance to like really like be incredible."

"Oh, yeah... don't want to
be spilling out of our dresses at this thing. So... makeovers it
is?"

"Like, I gotta check first what
party this is like going to be. It's like, not tonight or anything.
It's like in
a month or something?"

"I'll like, tell you as soon
as I like know, but it's like probably like gonna be real fancy
stuff. Like crazy fancy!"

"Oh! Okay, that's
good.” Tonya
breathed a sigh of relief. She thought they were on the clock here!
As Kimmy turned her attention back to her phone, she pulled out her
phone and started googling some of the names the bimbo mentioned to
see what came up.

beautyB was a very blond, very pale woman
that promoted supplements and beauty products. A lot of her posts
dealt with finding the right style for the right season and
occasion. Her style was very dreamy, there were a lot of
transparencies and romantic poses, but she also insisted on her ab
crack and her rather angular face, which was the product of a set
of fillers. She added quotes by famous philosophers and poets to
her shows and discussed them in a rather simple, yet not completely
stupid way.

QueenxMakeup was obviously the girl Kimmy had
been taking notes from. She was black, but Tonya wouldn't be able
to be sure, simply because she worked hard at lightening her skin.
The makeup stuff, which she also sold, was incredibly intricate and
the bodybuilder could tell why her face looked so different when
not made up. Also, she had a supertight waist and big breasts and
an even bigger butt and just went out of her way to wear bright,
intense colors and tight outfits.

Lelegance was an influencer that was known
for her experience videos. She went somewhere and talked to people
and there were two kinds of perspectives. On the one hand, she was
obviously rather dumb, so people watched to mock her, but on the
other hand, she was really brave to do this in the open and there
were those who liked her for that. Also, she dressed skimpily and
had ass-length black straight hair, which she spent endless videos
on styling. All three of them were plastic positive and very open
about their surgeries and they were at the gym daily. Tonya
recognized some of the stuff on their shelves in some of the
pictures and they were all on small-time gear.

Hmm.
Interesting,
Tonya thought. She wouldn't have expected such a varied group from
a hand of insta models. Much less for any of them to be juiced,
even if it was just a little. Not to mention, despite their
apparent spiciness, they seemed to put genuine effort into their
shit, and they each had their own kind of intelligence. This might
end up being interesting after all.

“Okay,
I'm sold”, she said, sliding her phone away. “I’m your canvas as
far as getting prepped for this thing.” Tonya made a mental note
that this might be a good time to switch back to cutting. If she
could dehydrate like she was prepping for a contest in time, that
might get her to fit in better than the blown-out off-season look
she had started building up.

"Like, cool! I'm
like so gonna find
everything out and then we're like gonna blow them away and
stuff!"

"Hell yeah!”, the big woman said as she
slapped her lover on the ass.






The month to the party was
intense. Kimmy had been working out as hard as their recovery
allowed and she did make a few small gains, mostly recovering what
she lost by resting and building on that foundation. She asked
Tonya for help to focus on her chest, waist and butt, and that did
pay off. If she continued like this, she would eventually manage to
get the fabled ten-pack. For now, it was just looking very, very
intense.

Meanwhile, Tonya had forced herself through
her least favorite part of the bodybuilding process. The cut was
never fun, but it was necessary, and she was willing to power
through a month of starvation to help Kimmy make a good impression.
And it paid off by this point. Tonya might not be pulling any first
places at contest but she shredded off the fat that she built up
while bulking, resulting in a lean, cut look. While she hadn't
neglected the other parts of her body, she attempted to follow
Kimmy’s lead for more and put a little more focus on her glutes and
thighs, adding just a little extra bit of size to her wasp-like
waist.

Kimmy was incredibly impressed by this
process and couldn't help staring at her mentor every day as she
figured out how her body grew more detailed every day. As to the
outfit, she’d been horribly busy with this, spending a lot of time
on this and talking to all kinds of weird people. Apparently, the
motto is posthuman punk, because there was a tie-in with a video
game that was going to be released and it was supposed to be a
party with gowns and fancy stuff, so just figuring this out ...
Let's put it very simple: Tonya had known Kimmy for almost a year
now, and she’d never seen her this focused and
committed.

The weirdest bit
was that she really
tried to figure this out. She was listening to intense, badly, but
enthusiastically played music and watched short clips of movies
from years ago which she barely got. Eventually, she asked
Tonya:

“Do you
like know how to play those video games like on the TV?"

"Like, a bit? I have a
console, and I play what catches my eye. Why, what's
up?"

"They're like gonna release that
game and I like have no idea how that like, works, you know? Cos I like only
play real video games like on my phone. Because like the phone
makes the videos, so it's like a video game?"

"Yeah, I... follow. But like,
you need help knowing how to play the game in order to make the
outfits? Tell me what I can do to help."

"I like, kinda don't know. It's
just that, you know, like if they like want to do like the thing, then I
like, gotta know the thing. So like, can you like show
me?"

"Um, I can show you what I
know.” Tonya
pulled up YouTube on her phone and pulled up trailers for the game
in question. “Okay, so it's set in the future, right? But it's not
like a bright and shiny future, everything kinda sucks. So it looks
like a normal city, but ... more flashy."

Kimmy nodded, trying to take this all
in.

The bodybuilder
sat with her student
for as long as her attention span would hold, trying to file the
nuances of a whole sci-fi genre down to something meant for her to
process and turn into fashion. She googled pictures of characters
and how they dressed, following Kimmy’s guidance when something
caught er eye so that she could see more of it. After maybe an
hour, Tonya had forwarded her several reference pics and boiled the
philosophy down to a few bullet points that the bimbo could
hopefully work with.

“Okay,
so in short... Punk, rebellious, futuristic, and maybe a little
dark. That enough to go on?"

Kimmy nodded slowly.

“I kinda
... think so.” Then she jumped up abruptly and stormed out. Then
she stormed back in, kissed her, cuddled her and disappeared again.
Then Tonya got a message on her phone that said:

“Thank
you!"

She smiled as the girl walked back off to
continue with her work. It was kind of awesome to see her this
caught up and fascinated with it. “Love you too, babe”, she texted
back. “I'm gonna get dinner taken care of, so you can focus on your
work."

Kimmy ended up on the phone a lot and Tonya
could tell that she was talking to all kinds of fashion people,
and, to her surprise, some electronics guys.

Eventually, things
leveled out
and the bimbo girl seemed more relaxed. Only sightly, but
still.

Two days before
their big thing,
Kimmy asked her friend if she would like to come to her place, so
they could test the outfits.

Of course, Tonya responded positively. She
drove over to hers, dressed simply so she could change easily, and
parked out front, sending Kimmy a text to let her know she was
here.

The bimbo turned up soon enough and led
her inside quickly and discreetly. As they passed some massive
doors, Tonya could hear some laughter, music and conversation. The
girl urged her to come quickly, she obviously didn't want to
attract any attention.

Once they were in Kimmy’s room, she sighed
happily and locked the door.

The place had changed slightly. It was still
as pink as before, but there was something else now. First, there
was a lot of workout stuff. Tonya could see bottles of supplements,
protein powder and various boosters, all nicely arranged on a shelf
that previously held stuffed animals. Some of them were still
there, but there was also a weight set now, with rather decent
weights. The other thing was that the posters she had before now
have some company with a few harder bands she happened to like. The
contrast was weird.

Finally, there
was a new
door.

Kimmy pointed to her bed and
explained:

“I like
needed another room and I like got it and had them put in a door
here."

"Wow. Just like that,
huh?” Tonya
looked around, admiring the change in design in here. It was nice
to see this new side of her lover coming out, but at the same time
it was comforting to see the old bubbly her still showing through.
“So, uh, what's going on downstairs? Your folks having people
over?"

"Yeah, like, kinda ... Dad's
like having some of his people over and they're like having a
...” She died
the finger quotes. “'management meeting' and they don't want
anybody to listen. Normally, I like stay in my room and stuff and
just like, stay silent and wait until it's like, over, but since we
like have the party coming up, I like, kinda needed you to like be
here ... I like just hope this will be like, you know, okay? Cos
they like usually take like all day and all night ..."

"Well it's just
a couple of girls
trying on clothes, right? How much trouble could we get into? I
mean, as long as we keep our hands to ourselves”, Tonya said with a
grin. “So, where are all these new clothes? You've been busting
your ass on them, so I'm excited to see what you've come up
with!"

Kimmy nodded, but Tonya could see a flash
of worry pass over her face. Then she smiled and said:

“Just
like, come with me, I like put it all in the new room!"

The bimbo took her hand and pulled Tonya
after her. She quickly opened the door and the big woman followed
her into a moderately sized room, not small or anything, with a lot
of floor length mirrors on the wall and two tailor's dummies. They
were obviously adapted to their forms and there were some
impressive things on them. Kimmy went for the one for Tonya and
showed her a dress.
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