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Actually, it was a bit more than a dress. It
was built around a very thin black latex catsuit which seemed to be
very, very shiny. The dress itself was made of a transparent
material and assembled into geometric shapes that seemed to
protrude from it to create spikes, pyramids and prisms. It looked
weirdly organic.

There was also fascinator that went with
it, that seemed to bubble with strange shapes.

And there was a set of boots that lifted
its wearer up by a bit, while still looking comfortable enough.
There was this weird, almost alive sheen to them.

Next to it, there
was the other dress.
It was made of off-white latex and patterned with hexagons all over
and Tonya can see from here that it was going to be absurdly tight.
Its cleavage went down to the navel and it was being held together
by transparent straps and panels. The weirdest bit, though, was a
kind of black feathered neckpiece that would give its wearer a kind
of ruffling over the shoulders, and there were little rounded bits
of plastic on the tips that looked detachable. The shoes were
rather normal, but they were made from the same shiny
material.

Kimmy looked at Tonya
expectantly:

“So,
like, what do you think?"

"Wow. This is
crazy”, she
said as she struggled to take everything in. It really looked like
it was out of some kind of crazy sci-fi movie. Tonya circled around
the girl’s work, taking in all of the fine details and bizarre
effects she’d incorporated into the two outfits. “This is nuts. And
you did it all yourself?"

"Like, kinda? I like did the
measuring and I like built the decorations and stuff and I like got
it like all ready, but I like had help with like the cooling and the
lights and like the programs, cos that's like nerd stuff and I like
don't know it."

"Also, I kinda like had the
stickythingies made like at a company."

"Cooling and programs? Jesus,
you built a computer into this?” Tonya thought that was just how the
light in the room played off of it. Kimmy obviously wasn't kidding
when she said she was going all out on this.”

Kimmy hesitated, then asked:

“Like,
wanna try it on?"

"Of course. I think I know
which one is
mine”, she said, gesturing to the black catsuit.

"Yes, like, this one,
yes.” Kimmy
took the catsuit off the dummy carefully and asked: “Have you like
worn this like rubber stuff before?"

"Latex? Um, I've worn swim caps
before ... if
it's anything like those I know I need to be careful with
it ...” Guys had tried to get her into latex for her shows
before, but she hadn't caved on that yet.

"Like, totally. Also, it's like,
really, really hot. That's why you like get this cooling thing.
Could you
like, take off your clothes?"

"Yeah, of
course.” She
quickly slipped out of the t-shirt and basketball shorts she had
worn over. “Okay, just guide me through this, I don't want to break
anything."

Kimmy rushed to a nearby table and got a
kind of skimpy harness which she put between and under Tonya’s
tits, then threaded it to her back and along her spine. Then she
fixed it with a thin strip of transparent plastic.

“We can
like put some cool water into this and it'll be a little cooler. So
that's like cooler. But since like the suit is like so thin and we
like don't want to cover up your muscles, we like gotta make it
like tiny, okay?"

Once that is clear,
Kimmy started
helping Tonya with the suit. First, she covered her with some
spray. Then she started. Putting that thing on was a process. They
spent at least half an hour fiddling with it, gently pulling here
and there. Because of the size of Tonya’s muscles and her
rippedness, it got stuck and tended to roll up in places, but
eventually, they managed to zip it closed. Her body looked
incredible. It was as if she’d been shrink wrapped, and every vein,
every line of muscle was perfectly visible.

Also, it was tight, but Tonya started to get a
little less resistance as she moved.

Oh, and it
squeaked.

"So, like, how does it
feel?"

Tonya was already a bit taken aback by the
entire process behind this. She hadn't expected getting dressed for
this party to feel like suiting up for a spaceflight. She also felt
a little silly as she looked at the outfit. It was not like she
knew high fashion, and she trusted Kimmy’s judgment, but she
couldn't help but question whether she was meant to be her
model.

That said, there
was no denying how
well the outfit highlighted her body. Hell, if anything, she would
bet she looked even better than she did naked with how the
tightness and shininess of the latex drew attention to her figure
and definition. The sound of the thing was going to take some
getting used to, though Kimmy did a great job.
Seriously.

“You
really know how to highlight a body."

Kimmy looked a little confused.

“I like
haven't even started it yet.” Then she picked up the dress and
started wrapping it around Tonya. The bodybuilder immediately
realized that every bit of the dress corresponded to a part of her
muscles. Once it was done, it looked as if her shoulders, arms,
back and chest, as well as her butt seemed to bubble with strange
shapes as if they were evaporating. The whole thing was really
light, but also a little stiff and Tonya started to get why an
outfit like that would need cooling. Kimmy helped her into the
boots, which were exactly the right size, lifting her up maybe two
inches.

Then she got the fascinator and clipped it
to Tonya’s hair.

“We'll
like have someone for like, the make-up and the hair before we
like, go, so you like kinda just have to like think what it'll look
like, and stuff ... So like, try it if you can like walk
comfy-like?"

Tonya took a few awkward steps across the
room. The tightness of the outfit, her hesitancy to break
something, and her lack of experience with heels made it a lot hard
to move, but it was nothing that couldn't be improved without some
practice.

“It's
not so bad”, she said. “It's mostly on me, I'm not used to wearing
something like this."

Kimmy watched her, then said:

“It'll
like stretch a bit, I guess. Also, like, we can like try it again
tomorrow if you like want."

Then the girl asked:

“Do you
like wanna try the lights and stuff?"

"I just need a little more time,
really”,
Tonya said as she paced back and forth a few times. “Yeah, let's
give all the bells and whistles a try."

Kimmy took out her phone and dimmed the
lights in the room. Once it was cosy, she played around with her
phone and the dress started lighting up, emitting a soft blue light
from below, highlighting Tonya’s muscles and her bust. It looked
surreal. At the same time, the bubbles started to look as if they
were floating upwards as the light moves through the shapes of the
dress.

It was like bringing one’s own personal
stage lighting.

"Oh my lord. I can't imagine the amount
of effort that you and whoever else you enlisted put into this one
dress.” The way it showed off her form has started to put to rest
any thoughts she had of looking silly. “Kimmy, this is
incredible."

The bimbo looked relieved: “Do you like
like it?"

"Hell yeah! It makes me look
great!” She
shifted her weight and looked herself over. “To put it simply, I'm
blown away."

Kimmy clapped her hands and looked
incredibly happy: “That's like wonderful!”

She touched the phone again, and the
light shifted, making the dress look more flowing, like water
cascading down her muscles.

Then she hit it once more, and the dress
seemed to turn to ice, with the lights forming sparkles and shiny
fake reflections.

"Holy shit. Kimmy, this
really is
incredible.” Tonya was grinning like a kid as she watched the
special effects play across her body.

"It was like really complicated
to like get all this like, done, you know?” The bimbo girl switched it back off
and turned the light back on. Then she said: “I like also added one
of those internet thingies to it, so like people get like your
insta page on their phones if they're like around. It's like an
invite, you know? If you like wanna, I can turn it off and on and
stuff and you like can also like add any other internet stuff you
got."

Kimmy looked at the phone and said: “I like
still gotta give you like, the app or do you like wanna have the
phone?"

"Why don't you just send the app
to me? That way I can control it and manage my social stuff without a lot of
worry. And cool choice on the QR code! Makes things a lot easier on
me. One more thing ... do you think the outfit would be ruined if I
wore a pair of shades or something?"

The girl blinked.

“Shades.
Yeah. Like, of course."

"That was like so obvious. I
mean, I like got those black lenses for you, but like, yeah, the
shades are like ... Sure!"

Kimmy looked crestfallen:

“Sorry I
like didn't think about them."

"No, no, you're the expert here.
I definitely don't need them. Honestly, I just wanted some help with my
poker face.”, Tonya said with a chuckle.

"No, no, you're like totally
right! I'll like figure something out ..."

She grabbed her phone and thought for a
moment, then she said: “Yeah like, not like right now, but I like
should have a thing like tomorrow."

"Okay, that's perfect I say.
Now, do you want to get into your outfit? Have you tested it out
yet?"

"Like, bits? But not
completely yet. Can you like help me?"

"Yeah, of
course.” The
musclewoman positioned herself near the other mannequin. “Just tell
me what to do. "

Kimmy started by stripping off all her
clothes, then covered herself with the same spray. With Tonya’s
help, she put on another cooling set, then slipped on the dress.
This was difficult, since it was really tight and had to be pulled
over her body half an inch at a time. It was also really weird to
work with, since it tended to stick to itself. After an eternity,
Kimmy had it on and the effect was impressive. She looked as if
she’d been made of plastic, but less like a Barbie doll and more
like an android. Her boobs were squeezed together into a brutal
cleavage and her waist was cinched down into a mass of muscles and
nothing more.

Also, the dress
left little
to no room to move the thighs and walking in that thing was almost
impossible. She could only take some tiny steps.

There was a concealed zipper somewhere in
the back which she asked Tonya to open at one point.

Then she needed her friend’s help putting
on that collar-piece. It zipped close on her neck, but spread
beyond her shoulders and back.

At last, she slipped on the shoes, which were
rather flat, so they were roughly the same height.

She took a few tiny, but elegant steps as
she walked across the room.

“You
like it?"

"It definitely works for
you, and it looks perfect. Are you sure you're gonna be good
walking around like that all night?"

"I kinda guess? I like practiced
this for like the last few weeks. So I'm like going to be able to like do it
for a night. And if we dance, you'll like have to help me with the
zipper."

"Oh, yeah.” Tonya figured Kimmy’d been
prepping. And yeah, of course she’d help. “So, outfits are looking
great. We know they work. Anything else we need be concerned
with?"

"Like, the glasses, cos you like
are really right, the hair, the makeup, the car ... I like got a
hotel room for us at the place and stuff, so we can leave at any
time ... Like ... I guess this is gonna be like ...fun!"

"Hell yeah! This is gonna be
killer!” Now
just don't screw it up for her, Tonya thought to
herself.

"Ooh ... We like still gotta
try the stuff on my dress ... Wanna see?"

"Oh, yes! Duh. If my dress looks
this good, I can't wait to see how yours looks."

She picked up the phone and dimmed the
lights again, then started the app. The dress started glowing the
same bluish color as Tonya’s, but it was only the lines between the
hexagons. The light intensified slightly and then, there was a
trick of the light that made it look as if the scales of the dress
flipped around, giving it a strange, living effect. It looked as if
it was breathing and warping. Then Tonya could see that the effect
produced the illusion of shapes moving under the dress, although it
was obviously not the case.

The collar
moved for
real, extending, ruffling itself and returning to its position. It
could also wrap itself tightly around Kimmy’s neck and up the back
of my head, encasing it like a kind of hood.

Then it dropped back down.

"You can like take off the
tips and they're like mini drives with like my portfolio on
it."

She took one off and handed it to
Tonya.

“What do
you like think of that?"

The light show once again
captivated
her, and the articulation of the collar was just that much more
impressive.

“I think
that's literally genius, Kimmy”, she said as she took the tiny pen
drive and looked at it.

Kimmy blushed through her makeup and
grinned awkwardly:

“Like,
kinda, but like ... thank you, you know?”

The drive had a K embossed on it. It looked
rather bland, but functional.

"Seriously. I'm impressed. You
put even more effort into this than you have with your body. It
shows. I don't know how much you've been told this, but you've got a
talent for this stuff."

"Like, really? I mean like,
that was like, you know ... I ... I kinda ..."

Kimmy embraced her and started to cry
bitterly.

"Oh, babe, babe
...” Tonya pulled
her in close. She was starting to put two and two together in her
head. “Hun, I'm sorry. You don't deserve to be put in a corner like
that."

It took a while for the bimbo girl to
calm down, but eventually, as they sat together on her bed, wearing
sweaty, ultra-fancy outfits, Kimmy put her hand in Tonya’s and
whispered: “Like, thank you, Tonya. You're like the bestest! I'm
like so happy I like met you ..."

Tonya laid with her silently as the girl
worked through her feelings. Once she clasped the bodybuilder’s
hand, she held it tightly. “And you're amazing, Kimmy. I just hope
I can give you everything you deserve."

The girl held her hand tight and was just
happy to be close to her. Outside, there was some women giggling
and some stomping, people shouting and laughing. Doors opened and
closed. There were some slaps, a crash, then there were some man
and a woman noisily fucking outside.

"Oh, Jesus I say quietly. Do
these management meetings usually end up like this?"

"Like, yeah. Dad gets like all
those girls and stuff for his friends, and then, they like, have fun and
stuff, you know! We'll like have to close the window later and
stuff, cos they'll like prolly be shooting like later on and stuff.
Also, like just use like this bathroom. The others tend to like,
kinda get messy and stuff."

Tonya was only barely able to contain her
laughter. For all their pretentiousness they were all just a bunch
of frat boys at heart.

“Well,
guess we're kind of on lockdown in here for now. You want to get
out of these dresses? We could go shower off, or find some other
way to pass the time."

Kimmy nodded.

“That's
like a great idea!"

She helped Tonya out of her dress and put
it away carefully, then got her help with hers. Once that was done,
showering together sounded like a splendid idea.

The hot steam of the
shower felt
amazing on Tonya’s body. Stretching herself out as she let the
high-pressure jets massage her back muscles, she felt like she was
in absolute bliss. She had forgotten how divine the showers were
here.

Kimmy joined her soon enough, running her
hands over the big woman’s muscles. Tonya could immediately see
that this was turning the bimbo on even more than usual. With her
being close to contest shape, there was so much to explore
...

"Mmm, you really like this look
on me, don't ya?” Tonya rolled her shoulders as the bimbo ran her hands
over them.

"I like didn't know that it
could like look like this ..."

Kimmy followed a particularly thick vein
towards Tonya’s crotch and returned back upwards through a valley
at the side of her abs.

"Oh yeah. This is what a
bodybuilder hopes to look like when they go on stage. Or closer to it. I could
have gotten even more shredded if we had more prep time.” Tonya
leaned forward slightly and crunched her abs, forcing them into
each other and causing the vein Kimmy’d been tracing to swell
slightly.

"It's like, so amazing ... And you like
could have even like more of that?"

The girl put her hands directly on the
bodybuilder’s abs and felt their thickness and power.

"Not much more, but yeah. When
you go to compete, you work really hard to have as little fat in
your body at
possible.” Tonya grunted as she flexed harder, posing just that
little bit of extra mass into her midsection. “So I did the same
thing for you. To show off your outfits better."

Kimmy kissed her and moved closer, then
crouched down to get a perfect look of her abs.

“Should
I like try this too?"

"Mmmmm.” Kimmy’s kisses and adoration were
lighting a fire in her lover. “I think it would look good on you.
It'll be hard, but I know you can handle it."

"Then I'll like try it ...
But you'll like have to show me like how ..."

"Of course. Anything you
want, I'll teach you. That's what I'm here for. "

The bimbo girl
put her hands on
both sides of Tonya’s hard waist and just admired the look,
completely enraptured.

"Hehehe. Go on, you can show how
much you love them.” She twisted her upper body, showing off her rippling
obliques and giving her no shortage of angles to admire
from.

"It's like ... so like
amazing ..."

The girl just couldn't stop herself from
running her fingers along the tightly packed muscles. She returned
to Tonya’s belly button and circled it, then went up her middle ab
line. “This is ... wow.”

"Uhhh ...” Hearing and feeling the girl
praise her body this way was turning out to be a major turn on.
Tonya leaned back and let the hot, pounding shower run over her
chest before trickling down her midsection. “Yes, baby, go on
..."

The blonde spread her fingers again,
reaching around her waist, to her back, examining the budding
christmas tree back there, while at the same time touching her lips
around Tonya’s belly button.

“I like,
love it ... It's like so hard and strong and I like feel the
muscles like move ... I like never ever have felt like anything
like that ..."

"Mmm, yeah,
baby!” The
big woman arched her back as she felt her pussy growing warm and
wet, running her hands across her new silicone funbags and pinching
her pierced nipples. Her abs continued to roil and flex for her
lover as she observed and admired them.

She was now latched to her teacher’s waist,
squeezing against those wonderful muscles, taking in all the little
ridges and cuts. With her tongue, the girl explored them carefully,
tracing every little bit and just admiring their
definition.

Tonya reached down with one hand, rubbing
her swollen clit between her fingers as her other continued to play
with her bolted-on tits.

“Mmm.
I'm starting to think you're as turned on by this as I am.
"

Kimmy looked up to her between those huge
tits and nodded. “Like ... so much ..."

She licked upwards, following her lats
with her hands. She caressed them, cupped them, squeezed them ...
She moved forward to Tonya’s tits and touched her hand.

"Fuck yeah, I know you love
it.” As the
girl’s hand brushed over hers, she grabbed it and drag her down to
her waiting lips. Her other hand wrapped around her and grabbed a
handful of her round, perfectly toned ass.

Kimmy gasped and got to work, licking
Tonya’s pierced clit with gentleness first, then quickly wrapping
her lips around it and starting to blow it. Since it was a little
bigger now and had that useful ring in it, she could give it little
tugs with her tongue, explore its texture and its shape and really
find the sweet spot.

Tonya roared with approval as the bimbo’s
tongue found new ways to tease and excite her. The gentle pulling
on the new ring was especially thrilling, and Kimmy could hear her
moans get deeper and throatier as she got more and more turned
on.

There was quite a bit of slurping down here
now and Tonya heard moans of approval from below as the blonde got
both hands on her muscular, ripped ass and licked her cunt all
over, then returning to her clit. She squeezed her lips together
tight, sealing it between them, then rubbed her tongue around its
tip, under it, above it, circling it ...

Tonya was starting to see stars as the
bimbo’s blowjob skills paid off hugely with her enormous clit. The
pleasure was beyond anything she’d felt before. She had one hand
gripping a shower head and the other holding onto Kimmy’s hair as
she could feel her legs started to go weak on her.

Kimmy heard her hoarse voice from
above:

“Don't
fucking stop Kimmy, make me cum, I'm right there, baby, don't
fucking stop!"

Hearing that,
she went all in,
opening wide and covering Tonya’s full pussy, her tongue going deep
into her and sliding out and along the clit, down to its ring, then
back up, twirling around it and back in, bobbing her face hard
against the bodybuilder’s muscular crotch, while licking her like a
boss. Between the sucks and the licks, Kimmy produced grunts and
groans and slurps. She even gave her the slightest little nibble
with her teeth, very gentle, but intense, before going in once more
and ...

"Fuck!”, Tonya screamed as her massive
thighs clamped against her. Cum practically poured out of her pussy
as she bucked her hips and shouted expletives. Eventually her legs
released and she collapsed into the shower floor, still twitching
and groaning to herself. After a moment of reverie, she grabbed
Kimmy and pulled her in close.

“Oh God
yes, Kimmy, you little fucking sex goddess”, she whispered
throatily before pulling the bimbo’s face against hers and forcing
her tongue into her mouth.

"Ack!” She was surprised for a moment, but
then she laid down with her in the warm water and caught her
kiss.

Kimmy smiled as she caressed her mentor’s
body, happy to have made her happy. In the background, the shooting
started.

"Oh, for fuck’s sake, I'd forgotten about
that!”, Tonya muttered after jumping slightly. “Now what do we
do?"

"I like guess we like close
the windows
and like wait for them to stop? I like wouldn't say anything, cos
they might like not like it ..."

"Eh, yeah, don't worry. I'm not
gonna go start shit with your dad or his friends, especially not
when we've got big stuff lined up.” Tonya pulled her student closer and
relaxed, lying in the warm falling water. “I guess I'll just sleep
here tonight if that's good with you. No way to get me out of here
subtly anymore."

Kimmy nodded, and grinned. She liked the
idea a lot. She got out of the water carefully, keeping her eyes on
her lover. She asked:

“Wanna
like go to bed right away, or do you like have like something else
you'd like like to do?"

Tonya tried to practice some subtle posing
as she noticed that the girl was watching her, looking for anything
that might elicit a reaction.

“Aside
from maybe repaying you for your good you made me feel?"

The girl grinned mischievously, then climbed
out of the shower, handed her a towel and dried herself off. Then
she waited for Tonya to take her along.

Feeling a little extra dominant
tonight, the
musclewoman bent down and picked her lover up over her shoulder,
carrying her back to the bed like a conquest. She gently tossed her
prize into the bed before spreading her legs and climbing on top of
her.

When Tonya lifted her up, she produced a
surprised yelp, but she let her do her thing. This was interesting!
Even the manliest guys never did anything like it.

Kimmy let Tonya spread her legs, looking at
her enticingly.

"Wow ..."

Before diving straight
in, Tonya
climbed up until they were eye to eye. She kissed her softly,
sensually on the lips, before kissing her way across her cheek and
down to her neck, sneaking in a couple of quick bites while she was
there.

Kimmy didn't know how to react, so she just
responded in kind, caressing her thick lats, her shoulders and her
cheeks.

Tonya continued to work her way down her
body. Her hands ran along her sides and along the back of her legs
as she kissed her way down her pecs, then over her enormous tits,
before working block by block down her abs.

"Oooh ... This is like ... nice
...” Kimmy
flexed her midsection slightly in return and squeezed her boobs for
a moment, sinking her fingers into them. It looked strange to have
the saline swell up between them, but it made the girl feel so
sexy. She could see them in the ceiling mirror and she loved the
show ...

Tonya’s hands ran along her tremendous
thighs, groping the pumped-up muscle fibers lining the bimbo’s legs
and deftly sliding along the crevices between them. Eventually, her
mouth worked its way down to the bimbo girl’s pumped pussy, but she
slid right past and kissed her inner thighs just next to her lips,
so close Kimmy practically felt the skin of her face just one a
hair away from rubbing against her.

Kimmy shivered all over as this happened.
Her thigh muscles twitched and she tensed her pussy expectingly.
This was going to be great.

“Oooh
... Tonya, this is like ... I like ..."

"That's it, babe, just lay back
and appreciate this.” Her mouth moved back and forth to the left and right
sides of Kimmy’s pussy, before moving on circles around it,
sometimes inching just the slightest bit closer before pulling back
again. The musclewoman’s hands slid up her sides, taking
opportunities to squeeze the girl’s hips, her lats, and her
shoulders before pinching her pert little nipples.

"Aaah ...” Kimmy bit her plump lips, rolled
her eyes and tensed her back as Tonya teased her on and on. “This
is ... amazing.” Her ass tightened as she tried to get closer to
the other woman’s tongue, but she didn't want to do anything rash.
“It just feels too good. Tonya ..."

"Say it, Kimmy. Tell me what you
want. Out loud.” The musclewoman leaned up to the skin just above the
girl’s pussy, kissing it with the softest, gentlest touch,
agonizingly close to her hidden little clit.

"Tonya! Like, lick me! Please!
Aaah ...” She
went wild for a second as Tonya got so close, her muscles tensing
all over. She really tried to control herself, but this was just
too good ...

"Louder. Like you mean
it”, Tonya
said, her tone changing back to commanding and dominant. The
bodybuilder pressed her tongue into her just above her asshole,
slowly licking upward until she began to bury it into her student’s
pussy.

"TONYA! FUCK! Like ... Oh my
GOD!"

This was really loud and intense and Tonya
could immediately see that Kimmy went way overboard, but in that
moment, she just let it happen. What else should a girl
do?

Smirking and pleased at
her girl’s outburst,
Tonya grabbed her by the hips, slid her tongue between her pristine
puffy lips and slid up and down between them, from probing her
tantalizing hole to flicking her tiny clit.

Kimmy dug her fingers into the bedsheets,
trying to stop herself from reaching for her mentor’s
head.

“Aaah
... Aaah ... Like ... come on! Come on! COME ON! Yes!"

The girl almost dared trust her hips into
Tonya’s face but did her best to stop herself. Still, the big woman
got grinded a bit ...

Tonya moaned approvingly into her, the
vibrations from her voice running through the girl’s pussy. Her
tongue writhed against her as she slid a finger against the top of
her lips, rubbing circles against her clit.

The musclewoman
could feel the
bimbo’s cunt muscles tense, her clit tightened, her fat lips seemed
to grow even thicker, the blood was pumping hard through her
thighs, all the little hairs that were left on her ripped belly
rose ... “Aaaah ...” Then she screamed. It was very, very loud,
very intense, and very long. At least it felt that way. Kimmy
soaked Tonya’s face thoroughly and tried to lift herself up against
her head, everything tightening at once. Then she cummed again. And
again. She just let herself go, losing herself into the buff
woman’s touch ...

The amazon enthusiastically lapped up the
girl’s cum, her arms wrapped around Kimmy’s waist, her face buried
in her sex until she felt she began to come down.

It took a while, then she smiled at her
teacher, lost in the moment. Outside, there were still more bangs,
shouts, music, some more people fucking, maybe ... she didn't care.
She just looked at her and she was genuinely happy to have
her.

"Like ... thank you ... That
was ... like way ... incredible and stuff ..."

Tonya lay on top of her, wrapped around her
and simply enjoying the feeling of her body against
hers:

“I'm
glad I could pull that off for you”, she said before planting a few
more kisses on Kimmy’s neck. “And glad that you managed to find
your voice."

Kimmy kissed her back and
whispered:

“Like
yeah ... I like just hope that my dad didn't like hear it, cos he
like might not be happy about this or like kinda get like the wrong
idea ...” She cuddled against her teacher harder. She just needed
the closeness now.

Tonya pulled her in tighter and let her
rest her head on her.

“Don't
worry about that now, sweetheart. Right now it's just you and
me."

The bimbo girl
smiled happily and
just held on tight.






Eventually, the girl got up again and did
her nighttime ritual, offering to help her do it too. Outside, the
noise was still there, but with the windows closed and the thick
door, it was mostly okay.

Wrapping herself around her lover, Tonya dozed
off pretty quickly. These sessions of intimacy were somehow more
exhausting than any workout. Not that she minded. She held Kimmy
close as she nodded off, the noise from the houseguests faintly
registering in the back of her mind.

The night was far from
quiet. The
noise got more intense after a while, with bangs and hoots and
women shouting and shrieking.

Tonya ignored it mostly, wrapping herself
into her blanket close to her, sleeping on her side.

The shrieking of the
women was
enough to wake Tonya. She started a bit, looking around, but looked
to Kimmy and saw her lack of reaction. She assumed this must be a
normal occurrence at these things and laid back down, trying to go
back to sleep.






The next morning
came early
enough. Kimmy woke up. Tonya was still asleep, so she went to the
bathroom to get her makeup done and fix her hair so her lover could
awake to her looking her best.

Tonya woke up just before Kimmy finished
her morning routine. When she saw her out of bed, she already knew
what the girl was up to, and waited patiently on her side for her
to return.

“Looking
stellar as always”, she said as the bimbo presented
herself.

Kimmy smiled happily and walked over to the
bed with a wiggle of her hips. She climbed on the mattress and
caressed Tonya’s hard abs before moving to her big tits.

“So ...
If I like look like this ... Like having big muscles like you and
being like sooo ripped ... Would that like turn you on?"

There was a mischievous sound to her
voice.

Tonya couldn't help but bite her lip as she
imagined her lover with a true contest-ready build. Bulked up,
shredded, with her tits practically levitating in front of her body
and her bimbofied face topping it all off …

“I would
absolutely love that. It's gonna be a challenge, but I think we can
get you down to more a shredded look. And I think it'll look great
with your body."

Kimmy grinned, climbing on her and sitting
on her thighs as she lifted her arms and flex them. The small, but
defined biceps popped up. She ran her perfectly manicured fingers
over her right arm and said:

“Like,
my arm muscle is like gonna be so like ... big, you know? With like
so many little lines and like a thingie, you know, vein or
something and it's gonna be strong ... Like, like yours, or like,
even bigger?"

The musclewoman
grabbed her by the
hips and watched the movement of her hands as she admired the
bimbo’s body.

“Like I
always said, babe, I'll make you as big as you want to be.” Tonya
flexed her own arm, which still measured several inches bigger than
Kimmy’s. “But I'm gonna make one adjustment. However big you get,
I'm gonna make sure I get bigger.”, she said with a
grin.

Kimmy leaned back a little, showing off her
hard abs.

“That
sounds like awesome ..."

She reached back for Tonya’s thighs and
rubbed them gently: “We're like gonna get real big ..."

"We could be the biggest,
baddest bitches in the world if we wanted to.” Tonya leaned forward and
kissed the girl’s midsection, one abdominal block at a
time.

"Like ... I guess I like won't be very bad
and stuff, but like maybe I'll be like a little more of you know, a
bitch ... That like would be fun!"

"Hehe. More of a figure of
speech in your case. You can stay sweet little Kimmy and I'd be
fine with that. Boss babe Kimmy would be a good fit on you too, huh? But
biggest in the world? Yeah, that's happening. No
question."

"Like yeah! I like really
wanna do like my best!"

After a bit of fooling around,
it was time
to get some breakfast. As they got out to get to the kitchen, they
could see the remains of yesterday's party. There were a lot of
empty bottles and burned cigarettes in ashtrays, occasionally, a
door opened and a tired looking woman in very little clothing
stumbled out. As they passed one of the living rooms, Tonya could
see a bunch of guys still dozing in the armchairs and she could see
the telltale lines of coke all over the tables. These guys didn't
look much like businessmen, or maybe they did and they were just
hanging loose. As she moved quickly past them, doing her best not
to wake anyone up or attract any attention, she recognized one of
them as a customer. He was fast asleep, but it was a
surprise.

Tonya made note of everything that she
passed by as they walked through the house. Basically exactly what
she expected, if movies about rich people were anything to go by.
She allowed the quarter-dressed women their privacy, but took note
of the various businessmen lounging around. Especially the one
client of hers. Might be worth saying hi if the opportunity
presented itself…

Eventually, they reach the kitchen and Kimmy
asked Mrs. Alice to fix their food. She looked at Tonya intensely,
clearly confused or impressed by her current look, despite them
both wearing comfy robes.

Right now Tonya’s focus was on food. As she
spotted Alice's reaction to her, she cocked one hip and placed her
hand on it, but smiled pleasantly.

“Morning, Mrs. Alice”, she said, a smile on her face. “I
think I'll just have whatever Kimmy is eating today, please and
thank you."

She shrugged unperceptively and soon served
them a rather enormous breakfast made of egg whites, chicken filet
and some special tofu stuff that was again mostly protein. It was
all seasoned rather intensely to hide the total blandness. There
were also some vegetables and other healthy stuff.

She smiled as she put everything on the table
and said:

“Please
enjoy. If you need any more, I can whip something up in no
time."

"It looks great! Thanks so
much!” There
was no snark in Tonya’s voice. It looked great. Normally she would
have been happy with some steak to go with her pile of eggs in the
morning, but this was a delicious-looking little pile of goodies.
And a quick bite confirmed that it tasted as good as it
seemed.

Mrs. Alice
seemed happy
too.

“I have
to thank you. You taught our Joaquima to eat right. I was getting a
little tired of her eating like a bird."

"Aww, shoot.” Tonya did her best to feign
modesty. “I wouldn't have taken her on as a student if she didn't
have a fire in her. I just gave her a little extra push.” She gave
Kimmy a very gentle punch in the arm before taking several more
bites of her food.

Kimmy just focused on her food, slightly
embarrassed by the whole situation. After a moment, a man stumbled
in, clearly hung over and unshaven and stared at them with glassy
eyes.

“Hey,
can I get a coffee?"

Mrs. Alice
nodded:

“Certainly, sir. Black?”

“Yeah."

He looked at the girls’ table and tried to
parse the situation. Eventually, he managed:

“You're
eating all that?"

Tonya looked at him sideways, not looking
forward to whatever this random had to say.

“Yeah.
What about it?"

His stumbling brain
produced
nothing to reply to this, so he grabbed the coffee as soon as it
was ready and asked for an omelet. Then he sat down with
them.

“Did I
do any of you girls last night?"

Mrs. Alice
gasped and
said:

“Sir, be
careful who you're talking to."

Tonya’s first instinct was to laugh, but she
managed to restrain it to a scoff.

“Not
likely. But it probably wouldn't have been memorable for either of
us anyway. Huh, Kimmy?"

Kimmy watched the guy with a certain fear
or at least some caution. Tonya’s comment seemed to have annoyed
him, but Mrs. Alice's words stopped him. Still, he blurted
out:

“Oh, so
you're the bimbo daughter?"

If Mrs. Alice's looks could
kill, he would have been unborn.

Kimmy shirked away from him. This was all
very, very uncomfortable for her.

He turned to Tonya:

“And
you're what? Her bodyguard, or one of the boss' people?"

"Kimmy, do you want to go have a
seat in the other room while I talk with this guy? Mrs. Alice,
maybe you should take her to get a drink of water or
something”,
the big woman said softly. Not waiting for the girl to move, she
turned back to him and stared him down. “Never mind me. You clearly
recognize the boss's daughter. Don't you think it would be smart to
show her a little respect?"

Kimmy hesitated. These things always ended
badly. The guy also started to realize that he was out of his depth
here. Making sure that there was no one around in front of whom he
could lose face, he grinned:

“Oh, it
was just a joke. I have great respect.” He got up, picking up his
coffee and omelet. “Ms. Douglas, it was nice to meet you. And you
...” He motioned at Tonya with the cup. “It's great to have you
with us. And now, I'm going to sit on the veranda and enjoy the
fresh air.” He shot the bodybuilder an angry look anyway, but left
quickly.

"Well”, Tonya said quite definitively,
even though they seemed to have resolved very little. She paused
and took a large drink of water before taking Kimmy’s hands in
hers. “Sorry about that, Kimmy. I just didn't like hearing him talk
that way about you. You want to finish up and head out before
anymore awkwardness happens?"

"That like sounds like a great
idea.” Kimmy
put her hand on her lover’s arm. “Like, thank you. That was like
really nice of you, but you like gotta be careful and stuff with
those people. Please."

"Right. I... I'll try to do
better. Honest.” It was not easy to take being disrespected lying down,
but if Kimmy was this concerned, clearly she needed to take it
seriously.

"Thank you ... I guess it's
time to leave
and go to the gym.”






The next day,
they were at Kimmy’s
place again, this time *sans* horrible people. Instead, they had a
hairdresser and a make-up artist at their disposal and once they
were both suited up, it was time to get styled.

"Oh wow. We really aren't
holding back on this one, huh? Well I know you only hire the best,
so I'm all yours."

They got to work on Tonya and once they
were finished, she could admire yourself. They managed to reduce
the harshness of the dry look on her skin, worked her hair to
underline the shape of her face and made her eyes shine. They
looked bigger and more intense now. The stylist also offered her
some black sclera lenses for the eyes. There was also a pair of
sunglasses that went with the look now. Kimmy gave them to her in
their little package. They were very cyberpunk, stylish and
reflective.

After a long bit of
waffling, Tonya decided to go for the special lenses. She was gonna
be wearing mirrored shades all evening, so she didn't need to draw
attention to myself necessarily. And besides, they were kind of
badass. After consulting with the stylists, they agreed to keep her
previous hairstyle, the undercut with one half of the hair on my
head hanging long. It fit with the aesthetic and made for a
striking visual. And the makeup work was, of course, phenomenal.
She hadn't looked this radiant since she first started lifting, and
she was a little shocked.

When Kimmy was done, she got up from the
chair and looked at her. The bimbo’s look was intense. The makeup
artist worked hard to give her skin a kind of plastic sheen and
there were lines worked into it that suggest that her face was made
of several elements. It was really strange to look at, and Tonya
got unreal vibes. Her lips are also painted in that off-white of
the dress and there was a black line drawn vertically through their
middle. Her hair was even paler, having taken the same color, and
it had been arranged into a complicated kind of cylindrical bun
that jutted out of the back of her head.

"So, like what do you
say?"

It took Tonya some time just to take all of
her in. The artists had done such a good job that she hardly even
looked real anymore. Some kind of strange combination of robotic
and angelic. But it hit the cyberpunk aesthetic perfectly. Tonya
had no doubt that every eye would be on her.

“Nailed
it!” is how she tried to sum that all up in a way she could
express.

Kimmy clapped her hands the way she did and
exclaimed: “Awesome! We're like so gonna blow them
away!"

"Hell yeah!” Tonya reached out to pat her
on the back before thinking better of it. “So, what's next on the
to-do list?"

"I like just gotta like put in
the lenses and stuff, then we like get the cooling
thingie
filled and then we like can go. It's like a bit of a trip. Oh and
we like totally should get on the toilet before we like go there
cos it's like gonna be a chore to like do that at that
party."

"Oh. Ugh. Right. Well, you go
ahead, I'm right behind you."

Eventually, they left. As the limo pulled up
at the location, a club constructed into an abandoned factory,
Tonya could see the crowds outside. Clearly, those influencers were
drawing a lot of people. There was a red carpet and some big
billboards advertising ... well, a lot of stuff. Kimmy was
obviously nervous, but also very excited, staring out of the window
and taking in the whole intensity of the place.

Tonya was trying not to show, but she was
nearly scared stiff by this. Strutting in front of a screen was one
thing, but this was a lot of people to be face to face with. And
Kimmy was counting on her to show up, here. Regardless, she gave a
tight smile and squeezed the girl’s hand gently as the limo pulled
up to the curve. “We're gonna do great”, she said as they waited to
be let out. “Let's go knock ‘em dead."

Kimmy turned on the effects of her dress as
showtime approached. A valet opened the door for them and they both
got out. The cameras whirred and clicked, people were holding up
their phones and snapping their pictures. There was so much going
on. There were at least a hundred people, probably way more, and
they were all staring at them, taking in their looks. Kimmy’s stage
fright was gone and she was walking down the carpet, stopping in
the right spots and posing for the spectators, showing off her look
and being effortlessly sexy. She did her best to help Tonya along
in case she had any hesitations. Tonya followed her lead and turned
on her own outfit and followed her out and down the runway. Her
walk was a lot more practiced at this point. No wobbling, though
she was moving a little slowly. With the bimbo’s legs practically
pinned together in her own dress, the musclewoman’s pace actually
looked fairly natural thanks to her. Her posture was her best
imitation of a runway strut, but there was still a bit of a swagger
in the way she swung her shoulders just slightly as she
walked.

Thank God for these
sunglasses, Tonya thought, because she couldn't keep her eyes from
darting all over the place as they walked.

Then they reached a couple of
sub-influencers who only existed to report on the adventures of the
real mccoys. They were probably a man and a woman, but it was hard
to tell and probably pointless. The taller one sported a pink
mohawk and a matching neon pink pleather suit that seems glued to
their body. It was covered in spikes and looked surprisingly
badass. The other one was wearing an Asian monk-like outfit,
reminiscent of the later Matrix movies and had the face covered in
thick stripes that probably formed a barcode or something. Over the
noise and the flashes, one of them said:

“Hi!
You're itslikekimmy and ToughestTonya! How does it feel to be
here?” Kimmy looked at her lover and answered: “It's like totally
amazing and stuff! Like incredible!"

Tonya was caught a bit off guard by the
other influencers’ approach, but she’d already formed the game plan
in her head. Poker face, don't speak unless spoken to, and keep it
simple. When Kimmy turned to her, a natural smile returned to her
face and she relaxed slightly.

“Yeah,
it's ... real exciting to be out here! I honestly can't believe
it."

"Your outfits ... We
love them! Do we
love them? We absolutely love them! How did you do that? It's like
... Wow!

Kimmy smiled and replied:

“I'm
like going to post like a video like on my insta at itslikekimmy
soon, so you can like all be inspired by like this! So like, this
is going to be like so great!”

The pink person
looked at
Tonya and said:

“I gotta
say, I'm seriously impressed by your body. I knew that itslikekimmy
got into pumping iron, but to see her mentor like this ... Wow! So,
what is your favorite bodypart, what is your favorite pose and what
is your favorite exercise?"

It was a delight for Tonya to see Kimmy truly
in her element like this. She was watching her intently enough that
she almost missed when she was addressed by the other
interviewer.

“Ah!
Thank you, very kind of you! Anyway, I love my bis!” She took the
opportunity to bring her arm up, not actually flexing, just showing
it off. “Favorite exercise would have to be the bench press, and
favorite pose ... probably the most muscular. Simple and
classic."

"That is so great! It's my
favorite too!” They did a mock version of it, but it seemed
good-natured.

"Ha! Looking good! Are you a
fitness buff too?"

"Oh, I just like to train to
stay slim, but I work on my abs a lot.” They gave Tonya an enticing grin and
moved their hand slightly to her midsection.

At this point, the musclewoman was a little
uncertain. She was happy to show off, of course, but she didn't
want to commit some kind of faux pas ... Either accepting or
turning them down could possibly end poorly ... She attempted to
subtly signal to Kimmy as she responded.

“By all
means, go ahead. I put a lot of work into these abs, I'm proud of
'em."

"Ooh ... They're so hard ...
Thank you! I love those. You are amazing!”

Before this could go much further, the next
people arrived, so they had to clear the way.

They gave Tonya a little wave as she walked
away, obviously smitten.

The big woman
waved back, her
typical confident smirk on her face. Maybe just another fan from
her other outlets.

“Hey”,
she asked quietly as they worked their way down the carpet. “You
didn't get felt up just now, did you?"

"I like guess I didn't. But
that dude was like really into you."

They finally reach the entrance to the
location and the music and noise and the crowd were all stunning.
There was so much of it, and Tonya could notice for a moment that
Kimmy had to adjust to the intensity. Then, once that moment had
passed, the bimbo dove right in, dragging her lover along. They
cruised through an endless parade of very stylish people in insane
outfits. Theirs were certainly in the top third, but there were
people that went way beyond that somehow. Tonya actually recognized
a few of them, but Kimmy appeared to know them all.

The conversation
was difficult since
everybody was trying to be seen with as many high-ranking people as
possible and the atmosphere was way too intense, but the little
thumb drives on Kimmy’s outfit just disappeared at an astonishing
rate. As Tonya looked at her phone in a quiet moment, her followers
and mentions were going through the roof.

This was the place to be.

Most of Tonya’s attention was focused simply
on keeping pace with her student. Her goal going into this was
simply to act as a decoration for Kimmy, but it seemed like she
don't need her help. Enough attention was drawn to the musclewoman
just by being in her lover’s proximity that she was sort of forced
into interacting with people, and she got a lot of practice with
keeping her responses short but polite and engaging. After enough
people came by, she had some stock responses down to the sorts of
questions she was getting and she could plug both their socials on
reflex.

Tonya was blown away at the amount of
traction she was getting just from showing up here, and from what
she could see looking at Kimmy’s account, the girl was blowing up
even faster. Tonya couldn't be happier that she had agreed to do
this.

That's when she noticed that the bimbo girl
was growing all excited.

“It's
her! It's QueenxMakeup! Isn't she like amazing? We like need to
talk to her!”

The girl in question
was wearing a kimono
dress covered in circuit patterns, combining it with a super-tight
corset that made Tonya wonder whether she could put her hands
around it. The corset itself looked as if it had been constructed
out of some fiberglass material and it was shining and sparkling in
shades of green fitting to the kimono. Also, it was topped by some
weird tentacles that seemed to move on their own accord, like a set
of endoscopes. They danced around the woman's huge bust, playing
with it, but also extending themselves towards other people. She
had her hair in dreadlocks that had been intertwined with similar
fiberglass, sparkling intensely. Finally, she had an even bigger
butt which was further emphasized by a patterned pantyhose that
echoed her kimono's look. Her makeup was obviously active in
blacklight and her face seemed to be changing as she
talked.

"Holy shit”, Tonya said under her breath.
Not only was that woman’s outfit perfectly suited to her body, that
body was ridiculous in its own right. Everything about this chick
was just pure, raw sex appeal. “She's one of the ones that reached
out to you, yeah?”, she asked as they moved toward her. “I'll let
you make the introduction, but I'm right here."

Kimmy blushed under all that makeup, then
grabbed her teacher’s hand tight and went right in.

“Hi! I
like gotta thank you so much for like the invitation! This is like
... wonderful. It's like really punky and you look absolutely like
... gorgeous!"

They embraced carefully, no one wanted to
ruin their looks. She took both Kimmy’s hands and said:

“I'm so
glad you are here! I recently watched your stuff and it's so
authentic and intense. Wow!”

Then she also
took Tonya’s
hands and added:

“You're
turning into an inspiration for some of us ... It's great to have
you here!"

"Wow, uh ... thank you so much”, she said
after taking a moment to register. “It's an honor to be here.
Honestly, I was kind of blown away when we got the
invite."

QueenxMakeup kept Tonya’s hands in hers and
she could swear that the influencer was interested in her. Anyway,
she continued:

“It's
very impressive to see your dedication and your courage. I admire
it."

Tonya quietly cleared her
throat.

“Thank
you. Really, it means a lot. You don't get that much appreciation
for a body like this, so it means a ton coming from someone like
you."

"I would love to get some
training advice from you one day ...” Kimmy was really surprised that they
were getting along so well, but there were already more people
closing in, so it was going to be time to move along. Besides,
there was still so much to do.

Kimmy almost shouted over the
noise:

“Like
Tonya, we like should like continue if we like don't wanna get
pushed ..."

"Sorry, Kimmy! I'm
coming!”
Tonya turned back to QueenxMakeup and gave her an apologetic look.
“You know my Insta. Message me and we'll talk. Thanks
again!"

She smiled at her happily and they drifted
along.

“She's
like cool, don't you like think?"

"Very cool! And did you hear
that? She wants me to train her! Tonight is
*nuts*!”
Tonya had kind of a starstruck look on her own face at this
point.

"That's like awesome! You're
like gonna be
like a legend!”

They wandered along past more people
chatting. It was like a pageant and there were so many weird
costumes and outfits. They stopped a lot to take pictures with
people and people took pictures of them. It was all very intense
and the heat was suffocating.

"I like would like to like
meet some more stars, you know? So if you like see anybody, you
gotta like tell me!"

"Okay, I... I'll keep my eyes
open!” If
Tonya were being honest, she’d have let Kimmy know she wouldn't be
likely to recognize anyone by face unless they were a huge name.
That said, there were at least two other people who invited us here
specifically, and she’d done enough homework to recognize them at
least. She tried to subtly fan herself as she peered around the
room, taking in the flow of the crowd and watching where people
seemed to be headed.

That turned out to be the right strategy and
they eventually joined the orbit around Lelegance, who was wearing
to what basically amounted to a thong and two gaffer tape crosses
over her nipples, combined with a transparent raincoat and some
moonboots. She had one of those weird angular 80ies Japan
sunglasses on and was covered in tattoos, most of them looking
surprisingly good on her. Her hair was tied up into three big balls
that complemented the style and apparently had a camera in them, or
at least something eye-ish. They drifted closer past a bunch of
fans that were trying to make some conversation with her. When they
spotted Tonya and Kimmy, they got all defensive. This was their
idol and guests were not welcome.

Tonya hesitated. One of them, a young man
in a similar outfit as her, without the boots and the tattoos, got
in their way. Poor guy was not very buff, but he had got
spirit.

Jesus. Somehow wearing that seemed bolder
than just walking out naked. Tonya had expected some amount of skin
being shown going into this, but all the big names were practically
reveling in sex. She was caught a bit off guard by having a
self-made bouncer approach her, especially considering he didn't
seem to be pulling off the look quite as well as she was. After
looking to Kimmy for approval, she looked past the blocker and
raised a hand.

“Lelegance! It's itslikekimmy and ToughestTonya!”, she
called out, hoping she still recognized the names.

She took a moment to get what the
musclewoman was shouting, then made a wavy thing with her hands and
the tiny guy backed off, letting them to her. He was still looking
pretty skeptical and was obviously ready to intervene if necessary.
They moved closer to her and she waved at them, then did air kisses
on the both of them.

“Wooow!
You girls look sooo cool! It's as if you're real machine people.
I'm impressed. And those muscles! I lurv those! They're sooo biiig
...” She turned to her entourage. “Guys, get a look at thooose
guns! Thank God for the First Amendment!” A few of the brighter
looking fans high-fived or exchanged happy glances, but she
wouldn't be stopped: “Flex for me, pleeeease! I just love some big
strong people ... I feel so safe with those!” There was a bit of
grumbling from her crowd, so she added: “You're awesome too. You're
my first line of defense, my linebackers, and then I would have
someone with biiig muscles all close."

Tonya stifled her laughter at her reaction.
She was like Kimmy, but double. Didn't quite have that endearing
adorable nature to her, but she was cute just the same. “Well, I
gotta be careful. I don't want to risk ruining this bomb outfit
that Kimmy made. What do you think, babe? Can we give ‘em a little
gun show?"

Kimmy nodded happily.

"Okay, since you asked
nice.” Tonya
spread her legs just a tad wider and brought her arms up into a
simple double biceps, squeezing extra hard to try and inch her
peaks up. Gotta make a strong first impression after
all.

Kimmy followed suit, leaning back and
forcing her abs to push through the latex. Then she closed in to
Tonya, shooting a loving glance.

Lelegance just
stared,
completely lost:

“Wow ...
I ... Look at those ... There's so many guys who aren't even twice
your size."

"Thank you. We both put a lot of
work into these bods.” Tonya put her hands on her hips and spread out her lats
while puffing out her chest, attempting to make herself look as big
as possible overall.

She gasped and said:

“I
looove when you guys do that ... It's sooo powerful!"

She paused for a second and added:

“I
should just send you some of my guys so you can make them big for
me. Because I want my people to be amazongs and
dudazongs!"

"Wow, I hadn't expected you to
be such a fan of this type of body. Well ...” Tonya turned around and spread
her back, proudly displaying the QR code in her dress to her
groupies. “Give me a follow if any of you want some training
advice!"

She was immediately swarmed by them as
they all tried to please their mistress. Kimmy smiled at her all
happy about this. They exchanged some words, but the presentation
of the game was beginning and it was time to get to their places.
They continued to the back, where some seating had been provided.
Waiters in appropriate looks, mostly chrome tuxedos, served drinks
while the stage went up in flames and special effects as the show
began.

Kimmy got a super-sugary neon pink and
green monstrosity of a cocktail and sat down with Tonya:

“Are you
like, having fun?"

She lounged back and enjoyed a sip from a
mojito. It was good, just like one might expect from an event as
high-budget as this.

“I am
enjoying myself. It's nice to have a ... relatively quiet moment”,
she said, looking about at all the special effects. “I don't know
how you handle yourself at these things when there's so many people
and so much going on."

"Like, you know, I like
don't like go to like big things like these like a lot ... It's
like so many people ... But I like thought it would be like great
for us and stuff and with you, I like feel safe, you
know?"

"Yeah ... I'm glad you feel safe with me.
But I needed this break. If I'd gone any longer, I might have lost
it”, Tonya said with a laugh. Once she’d had a chance to cool down,
they could get back in there and meet some more people. She took
Kimmy’s free hand in hers and rubbed her thumb over her
lover’s.

"Do you like get any of
this?” Kimmy
tried to make sense of the presentation. A nerdy goodlooking guy in
a black leather trench-coat was talking about the game, which was
apparently very open worldy and had a lot of content and full
character customization.

Tonya paused for a moment to listen to him
talk. This series wasn't one that she’d looked closely at in the
past, but so far it was all standard video game jargon, so she was
getting most of it.

“Sounds
like it could be fun. Should have enough in it to keep me busy for
plenty of rest days, at least."

"So it's like a game you would
like play?”

The guy just says the magic
words: Fully customizable genitals.

"Like, what does that even like
mean?” The
crowd was apparently shocked by what he said.

Tonya almost managed to stop herself from
laughing.

“Jee-zus”, she said quietly before turning to Kimmy and
whispered: “Basically, when you make a character in the game, you
can change what they look like and stuff, right? Apparently in this
one you can change how their pussy or dick looks too. Man, that's
crazy."

"Ah. Like a bit like we do,
huh?"

"I mean... yeah, you're
probably right. I
didn't really think about it that way.” The musclewoman shook her
head as she realized how dense that sounded. “I mean ... the first
place my head went was how many dudes were going to give themselves
a third leg right off the bat ..."

"Yeah, they would like totally do that. And
like balls as big as like those tennis ones."

Tonya chuckled a bit. “Yeah, but I sorta
get it. A power fantasy kind of thing, I guess. Makes them feel
big."

"Like, I wonder what it like
feels like to like have a dick. I mean, it must be like really weird. But
you can like go to the toilet and stuff standing up."

"Heh. I'm not sure. I know I
wouldn't mind, like, having one for a day. Just to try it
out."

Kimmy chuckled:

“I like
totally would blow you, you know?"

"Oh, what? Is what I'm working
with already not good enough for you?” Although, Kimmy saying that kind of made
Tonya want to see what that bimbo could do with the oral skills
she’d already shown her.

"Hey! I like love your little
thingie ... And I like also love the ring ... But if it like got bigger,
I like could do like a lot of stuff ..."

Tonya would be blushing if it weren't for
all the makeup she was wearing. Regardless, she squeezed her legs a
little bit tighter together.

“Lucky
for you that bigger is better then, sweetheart.” She placed a
finger under Kimmy’s chin. “I'll remember that for
later."

Kimmy grinned without much understanding.
The whole talk turned her on, though.

Eventually, the presentation
ended and the
party turned into a real party. There were a lot of people dancing,
with the DJs remixing the game soundtrack. There was a performance
by a pop singer with a leg prothesis that was shaped like a
crystal, and once Kimmy asked Tonya to zip open the lower part of
her dress, she could actually dance. Also, the patterns on her
dress started to follow the beat like a visualization, increasing
the unrealness of it all.

Since Tonya didn't resist, they ended up on
the dancefloor and Kimmy was doing her best to show her wildest
moves.

The musclewoman
stuck close to her,
but she didn't get too crazy. Of all places at this thing, this was
definitely her scene. She stayed close to her lover but held back,
dancing reservedly and simply watched her, mesmerized by the bimbo
girl.

To make it better for
Tonya, Kimmy
occasionally flexed her pecs to make her boobs bounce, getting into
the rhythm.

Ooh, now she was getting the hang of that
trick, Tonya thought. She eyed her intensely before closing the
distance between them and dancing against her.

“Fine,
if you want me that badly”, she said in Kimmy’s ear.

"Like ...
totally!"

The big woman
ran her hand up one
of the girl’s thighs and placed the other on her hip, gently
grinding against her.

“Surely
we can have a little fun without getting too rowdy for these
people, right?”

Kimmy kept her very close. The rubber of
their outfits was odd, but right now, she just felt great. Also,
Tonya’s ripped body turned her on even more.

Tonya pulled her a bit closer as she felt
Kimmy’s rock-hard glutes and legs against her body. Their dirty
talk earlier lit a spark, but feeling her girl rubbing against her
was getting the fire started. She was trying to keep her hands on
parts of her that were still pg-13, but it was difficult. She just
couldn't resist Kimmy when she teased her like that.

Kimmy whispered:

“What if
we like went to like some place backstage or something where not
like everyone can like see us?"

"Deal.” Without waiting for another word,
she grabbed her student by the hand and started speedwalking with
her towards an exit that looked like it led somewhere private. As
soon as the music was quiet and there was nobody immediately
around, she found one of Kimmy’s tiny nipples through her outfit
and pinched it as she looked for somewhere she could pin her bimbo
to the wall.

"Like ... ooh
..."

Kimmy let her push her against the wall and
looked at her teacher all cute and innocent, letting her lower lip
hang a little to look even more helpless and endearing, but Tonya
could tell she was very much into this ...

The big woman
leaned in and gently
bit the pouty little lip as her hands reached in and mauled her
tits, the material of her outfit squealing in response to the
movements of her hands against it.

"Ooh ... This is ... you're
like so strong ..."

"Fuck yeah”, she said breathily as one
hand ran between the girl’s legs. Tonya kissed her repeatedly on
her big plushy lips.

"Aaah ... Please,
like be
careful, I'm like going to ..."

Kimmy gasped as her lover reached between
her legs again.

The bodybuilder
grabbed her by the
back of the head and shoved her tongue into Kimmy’s mouth, hoping
to keep her moans of passion quiet as she rubbed her more
vigorously.

"Grmpf ..."

Tonya could feel that she was tensing
internally. This was not going to take long at all.

She popped one of Kimmy’s breasts out of
the cleavage of her dress and used her free hand to worship every
square inch of it. Meanwhile, she was rubbing her so quickly
through the fabric of her outfit that it looked like she was trying
to start a fire. Her tongue slid in and out from between her lips,
batting at and intertwining with Kimmy’s own.

"Hmph ...” She gasped for air. “Please ...
hrmph ...more!"

Kimmy clung to her, her muscles tensing.
She just let Tonya do what she wanted, submitting to
her.

"Come on, babe, cum for
me!”, she
said quietly but forcefully. Tonya lifted her up so her legs were
in the air. She was suspended, held up by Tonya’s strength and the
wall behind her. Her hand was working so hard that Kimmy could
begin to feel her outfit wedging its way between her lips. The big
woman wrapped her lips around the nipple on her exposed breast and
sucked forcefully.

"Gggg ... Hhha ... Rmph
...” The
bimbo girl was completely enraptured by this and held on to her as
Tonya felt her body twitch. This was it.

The girl produced a low howl which made her
dress vibrate, and Tonya’s hand got thoroughly soaked.

Then she went limp against her mistress’
body.

Tonya picked her up and held her against
her for a moment, cradling her in her muscular arms. After giving
her some time to recover, she gave Kimmy a kiss on the
neck.

“Feel
good to walk?"

The girl nodded, still feeling a little
lightheaded.

Tonya helped her get all the way back in
her outfit and escorted her back out from the backstage area. She
walked with her lover quietly to a restroom, allowing her to touch
up her hair and for herself to clean off her hand.

Once they were all ready again, they
stepped back into the limelight. This was going to be a great
night!






Again, Tonya woke up way after Kimmy. They
were at a hotel close to the venue, Kimmy was still wearing her
makeup and bits of her outfit, and she didn't look all that
awake.

She looked at Tonya and
sighed:

“Wow.
That was like quite the party, huh?"

The other woman
much more out of it
than she normally was in the morning. Rubbing the sleep from her
eyes, she reached over to the nightstand and quickly downed a
bottle of water.

“It
was... intense all right. I don't think I've ever talked to that
many people at once."

"Like, yeah! You were like
... so cool! I mean, like you told them all about your like
training and like how they like could get like big ..."

"Yeah, and... to be honest, a
*lot* more people than I thought were into it ... Hell, I could probably get
rich quick just hiring myself to Lelegance's groupies."

"Totally. I like never
thought that she would like want this, but like ...
yeah."

Kimmy looked at her with a certain
curiosity:

“So,
like what are you like gonna do with that?"

"Shit. I'd never
considered
becoming a trainer but I just might. With all the connections we
made, and with all the people that are interested ... I just need
to talk to some people and figure out how much I can get away with
charging.” She laid back on the bed and lost herself in thought for
a moment. “Is this what the start of a trend is like? Like, is
getting swole gonna be new *thing*, do you think?"

"I like dunno. Like maybe? But
you like gotta be like real, cos those things, they like go away
like so fast! Like, remember bikini bridges? They like went like away like
kinda after like a moment, you know? But if you like got the time,
you like gotta make it like, you know, work?"

Kimmy laid on Tonya’s chest and play with
her big boobs:

“Though
like, that would be like so weird if like all my friends got like,
you know, buff?"

"I think I
know.” Tonya
pondered for a moment, then opened up instagram and scrolled
through her new followers. “I think it would be awesome,
personally. I know being strong makes me feel great. And it did
wonders for you too. I wonder how many more people want to get
jacked and don't even realize it.” After another moment lost in
thought, playing with her lover’s hair, she opened up a DM to
Queenxmakeup. “Fuck it. Gotta capitalize on the trend,
right?"

Kimmy nodded.

“Like
what are you like gonna tell her?"

"She seemed interested. I
figured I'd ask if she wanted to be one of my first clients. Maybe
work out a deal with her for some free advertising. You think it's
worth a shot?"

"Like, that would
be like ... a
dream, you know? Cos I'm like totally her fan!"

"Guess the worst she can say is
no. How about you help me figure out how to word
this?” Tonya
pulled her closer and they both watched the screen of her phone as
they composed a proper introductory message to Queen.

Actually, Kimmy turned out to not be much
help. She was really bad at putting her thoughts into clear
sentences and Tonya could see that despite giving her best, this
was not very useful. But she supported and admired her for her
ultimate message.

However, they soon received an answer: She was
interested and would like to book a training session with Tonya.
And, as she added cryptically, maybe more.

"Nice”, the big woman said out loud as the
response came in. She booked her as soon as she could while still
giving myself enough time to lay the groundwork for all of this.
“Well, get ready to have your dreams come true, Kimmy."

Kimmy would have clapped her hands if they
were free.






So, two or three weeks
later, they
visited the queen. And she definitely was regal. At least, that was
the impression they got. There was a pair of bodyguards at the
entrance that spent a lot of time checking them for all kinds of
stuff and they even asked the guests to leave their phone with
them.

The place was surprisingly normal and
rather small. It was a little bigger than Tonya’s place and it had
a pool, but it's not a palace or mansion or anything.

Still, there was a lady in a sporty chic
outfit, the queen's secretary, who confirmed their identity again,
then she led them to her.

"Jesus, is this her house or
some kind of corporate office?”, Tonya whispered to Kimmy as they pass through
the many barriers to entry.

She was waiting for them in the gym, next
door to the living room. It was well-equipped, nothing fancy but
enough to get and stay fit.

Tonya was impressed by what she was
seeing, especially once they arrive in the gym. It was going to
need some upgrades before long, but it was very well supplied for
something in someone's home.

The queen was wearing little makeup today,
and she’d put on a tracksuit whose top was clinging to her big
breasts and her slim waist and whose pants stuck to her massive ass
and thighs. She had her hair tied up in a big bun and smiled at
them:

“Hello!
Thank you for coming! I'm Neecol. How about you?"

The muscle woman had
come dressed simply.
Hair back in a ponytail, sweatpants that weren't too loose, and a
glittery workout top picked out by Kimmy.

“Neecol!
I was ready to just call you Queen the whole time, but I'm happy to
have a name! Nice to finally meet you properly. And as you could
guess, I'm Tonya and this is Kimmy."

"Hi! I'm like your biggest like
fan! Also, like I was at like the party with you!
I was like, the
robot girl, you know?"

Kimmy was almost too excited for this
situation. Neecol didn't like that too much and focused on
Tonya.

"Okay, how is this going to
work?"

"Well first I wanted to get a
rundown of where we're starting and where we're going. Clearly you already do
a lot of work to stay in that shape.” She gestured to ... all of
her, really. “So, what do you do in a typical workout? And can you
give me an idea of what your goals are?"

She quickly
showed Tonya
her workout routine on her phone. It was nothing fancy, really, but
the exercises were well chosen and target her waist, her butt and
her thighs mostly.

She worked out four days a week, including
daily cardio and she was unsure about her goals. On the one hand,
she definitely liked the muscular look, on the other hand, she was
not certain her audience will appreciate.

Whatever the
result, she
had to maintain her ass and her waist. Those were
important.

"I may be Queenxmakeup, but
I also sell a lot of shapewear and sexy outfits and they just need
to look good on me."

"Sure, makes perfect sense. And
it shouldn't be hard to get you set up with something. The good news is
bodies like mine and Kimmy's don't happen overnight. We'll focus on
gaining until you get to a point you're happy with, then we'll
switch to focusing on maintenance.” Tonya started typing up some
notes on her phone as she finished her thoughts. Extra work on the
legs, glutes, and midsection. Good decision, that should look great
on her … “Sorry if I'm being a little forward, but do you get a lot
of back pain?"

"Because of the boobs? Yeah, a
bit. After long days at conventions, or when I spend all day sitting around
and streaming stuff."

She looked very interested.

“Do you
have some pointers on that?"

Meanwhile, Kimmy watched the whole
situation with absolute interest. Two of the coolest people in her
life were all talking business, and she could be so close! Besides,
this was Queenxmakeup and the bimbo girl knew her real
name!

"Oh, sure! That's actually how
Kimmy and I met.” Tonya gestured to her lover with a smile. “She was kinda
going through the same problems. I'll just throw some back work and
a little bit of chest in there."

Neecol nodded:

“That
sounds great. Also, I love the boobs. You'll have to give me the
name of your surgeon. The fake look is great."

"Oh, sure! Kimmy is on top
of that one. Do you have anything for the doctor handy,
hun?"

Kimmy nodded eagerly and gave her the
address.

She saved it on her phone and
added:

“Thank
you.” Kimmy blushed. “I have thought about maybe getting them to
look a little more bolted on. Like this, they're big, but they look
way too real."

She thought for a moment, then
asked:

“Do you
do self defense classes too?"

"Huh. Hate to say it, but I
don't know much about that. I can ask around a bit, see if I know
anyone Are you having problems with someone lately?"

"Stalkers are always a problem,
but some get more intense than others. That's the reason for
the bodyguards. I'd
be glad if you could recommend someone."

"Sure, I'll see what I can do.
In fact ...”
Tonya turned to her girl quickly. “Kimmy, can you be super helpful
and call Mike, Manuel, and Doug from the gym and ask them about
teaching self-defense? I know they all know at least something
about fighting. You have their numbers, right?"

"Like, sure!” The bimbo moved back to the
living room, leaving her with Neecol. Still, she kept looking at
them both.

Tonya lowered her voice just
slightly.

“Okay,
while we're getting that settled. You mentioned some extras when I
messaged you at first. Want to talk specifics?"

The musclewoman
could tell that she
was nervous. She whispered:

“I ... I
kinda would love to get a good look at your muscles ... Not just
modelling, you know?"

Ah. The queen
had a
weakness. Well, lucky for her, Tonya had some experience showing
myself off. “Would a link to my normal stuff work or did you want
something a little more personal?"

"How normal is
normal?"

"Full body, flexing, some
dirty talk and showing off some fun stuff this body can do. If
that's what you're into."

She licked her lips: “Nice.” Then she
whispered even quieter: “And do you do ... personal stuff? For ...
the two of us?"

"If there's something specific you want to
see ... we'll talk about what you like and I'll record something
special for you. For a little extra of course."

"And ... with me
present?"

"Sorry, but that's a no can
do. I try to keep a little bit of distance between that part of my
life and the rest, and that's too close for me."

She smiled:

“That's
okay. I'll be glad to get you to record something for
me."

"Awesome. I'll message you
to talk
details.” At this point Tonya looked back and saw that Kimmy seemed
to be wrapping up. “Now, back to business. I want to make it clear
that this isn't going to be easy. I know you work hard so far, but
this is going to be more challenging on your body than anything
you've done previously. I need some trust and some commitment out
of you. Are you cool with that?”

She thought for a moment, then nodded:
“Yeah."

Kimmy came back:

“Doug
says he's like got time and he's like gonna do it if you like wanna
and stuff."

"Okay, so that's set. I'll
give you contact info for him later. Let's get down to the workout.
We'll go through your Monday setup and since we have Kimmy on hand
today, I'll have her demo everything for you. Sound
good?"

Neecol nodded slowly. Seeing the two of
them in workout outfits ... She barely managed to stop herself from
licking her lips.

Kimmy grinned. Being close to her idol was
amazing. She almost stood to attention.

"Okay, so what do I
do?"

TonyaI easily spotted both Kimmy’s
eagerness and Neecol's reaction. She smirked to herself. This might
just end up being fun.

“Okay,
first up is the classic squat. I'm sure you've done plenty of
these, Neecol, but I want to take this opportunity to check your
form. For each exercise I'll have Kimmy do one set, then bring you
in and have you do it.” She walked with the two of them over to a
simple squat rack. “You can just do your lifts with no weight on
the bar. Focus on doing them perfectly, okay?” As Kimmy got
underneath the bar, Tonya stepped to the side and gestured to her
body as she pointed out details. “Watch her closely now. She's
looking up, back straight. Her butt drops really low, just a couple
inches above the floor and she doesn't keep her legs just a little
bent when she stands up."

Kimmy dutifully did her set, focused as
always. Despite being massively starstruck, exercise was more
important. She moved through the workout at slow and steady pace,
with perfect precision. One could literally film that thing for a
demonstration video.

Neecol liked what she was
seeing.

"Good set!”, Tonya said, giving the bimbo
girl a quick pat on the lower back. “Way to nail the form. Okay,
Neecol. Your turn now. If you normally do these weighted, load up
however much you normally do and let's see you down ten reps. I'll
spot you."

"Alright.” She put on a rather moderate load
and started. Tonya could immediately see that she basically
understood what she was supposed to do, but there was a lot of
swinging and using momentum. The musclewoman had to admit, though,
that her ass and her thighs were very impressive.

After a few reps,
the big woman moved
in close behind her and placed her hands on her hips to help steady
her. That and she was kind of irresistible.

“Good
start, you've got a good baseline. Just slow down and focus on your
balance."

Tonya could feel that she liked what was
happening and the bodybuilder’s attention made the influencer
focus. Kimmy watched the show intently. This was kinda weird.
Neecol's form improved as she continued. Once the set was done, she
looked happy.

“That
was ... more intense than usual."

"Yep. It's better for your body
to go slow and perfect your form than to just rush through your
sets. No offense intended. Now go ahead and rest real quick. You've got two
more of those. And we're gonna bump the weight up just a touch to
see what you can handle."

She nodded and Kimmy got back in position:
“Do you like need me for like a second round?"

"You know
what? Go
ahead. Not like the weight's gonna get you pumped, but it'll be
good to practice your form."

The girl did as Tonya told her and Neecol just
watched. She was enjoying this a lot, but at the end, she
said:

“Could I
see you do a set too?"

"Sure. I don't
mind.” Tonya
took her place under the squat bar, taking care to move extra
slowly and drop very low through each of her lifts. While the
weight normally wouldn't be a challenge, the extra challenge of the
slow speed actually provided something of a pleasant burn.
Breathing heavily but steadily, she finished her set and reracked
the bar. “That's my set. Any questions?"

She looked completely mesmerized. It took her
a while to respond, then she mumbled:

“No,
that was perfect. Thank you."

Tonya smirked again.

“Glad I
can offer a good demo. Now on you go. We'll see how you do with
another ten pounds on the bar.”






Kimmy seemed oblivious to the tension, but
started to notice that something was off. By the time Tonya was
done with the session, she looked at her mentor intently. Kimmy
wanted to talk to her, but she didn't want to show any weakness
next to Neecol.

Once everything
was finished, Neecol
thanked them profusely and insisted on them coming again for the
next session. “Also, don't forget that thing, okay?"

"Don't worry, I'll get you set
up. Thanks for working so hard today!” Tonya walked with Kimmy out of the gym
and back through the bureaucratic maze that led to the front door.
“Sooo, how was it helping Queenxmakeup get fit?"

"Like ... I'm like really
like trying to get what like just happened, you know? It was like
kinda awesome, but it was like also, so weird! Like is that cos
she's like famous?"

"Oh, the whole tension
during the workout?
Wait just a sec.” Once they were through security and walking back
to the car, Tonya said slightly hushed, “She totally thinks we're
hot. She was eyeing us up before we even started lifting, so I
figured it would be fun to show off for her a bit, you
know?"

"Oh ... Like really?
Queenxmakeup thinks I'm like hot?” Kimmy started breathing quickly and
flapping her hands to get some air. “Like ... like ... Oh my God.
This is like ... Oh. Oh! Oh! It's like ... Like wow!"

Tonya grasped her hand firmly. It almost
hurt.

"Kimmy, Kimmy, breathe for a
sec”, she
said, her hand on the girl’s back for support, while wondering how
she managed not to notice. “I know, it's a big deal."

"It's like ... what am I
like gonna do?"

"What do you mean what
are you gonna
do? It's just like when you give the guys in the gym a little
tease, right?"

"Like, kinda? It's just that, I
like don't really care about the like gym guys, you know? But with
like her, I like ... kinda wanna like, you know, have her like
like me?"

Tonya cocked her head at the girl as she
helped her into the car.

“Hmm...
what exactly do you mean by *like like* you?"

"You know, like,
kinda, like a
friend? Like not like somebody from like a party, but like for
real?"

Tonya gave a faint sigh.

“We can
work on that. She does want us back for another training session,
and believe me, I tried my best. But ... you're gonna have to cool
it around her a little bit if that's what you want."

"Like ... Was I like too
much of like, a fangirl? Ow. I like, didn't want that. You like
gotta tell me when I like overdo it, and stuff, you
know?"

"I'll hold you back next time.
But try to be on your best behavior too. Just think, she's not Queenxmakeup,
she's just Neecol, a cool person we're helping to get fit.
Right?"

"Like, got it!"






They’d been going to the gym together for
what felt like forever, and they’d really grown together.
Literally. The second cycle had put Kimmy’s body into overdrive and
she’d been building some real, hard muscle all over. Her best parts
were still her waist and her ass, obviously, with an almost
ten-pack framing her core and a pair of thick, rounded ass-cheeks
to put that hourglass into perspective. But the rest of her body
had been catching up. The best newcomer was her back, which had
grown considerably thicker and wider. When she flexed her lats,
they spread inches from her waist. It was mindboggling. Her
shoulders had grown rounder and thicker, and her neck lost a bit of
his grace, while looking more heroic. Kimmy’s arms were also larger
and stronger, and she was quite ripped. Her biceps proudly
displayed a thick vein in the right light, and her forearms also
caught up. The bimbo’s legs were impressive. The thighs were
massive, as were the calves. She would probably place at a
lightweight bodybuilding competition, maybe even beyond
it.

As to the side-effects:
There were
some. Kimmy’s voice dropped a little, which made some of her
squeals and chirps sound off sometimes. Also, her jaw hardened
slightly, but she covered that up with makeup. Finally, her clit
grew a little. It was maybe as big as the fingernail on her pinky,
maybe a little larger.

Personality-wise,
she was the same as
ever, but she didn't suffer assholes as easily as before. People
that were used to her taking it all in ended up getting shouted
down. Kimmy and Tonya also had a fight once, it was just the juice,
but Tonya was surprised that the girl could get furious. Also, she
apologized after that. She also had her implants topped up a
little, nothing much, maybe 300 ccs, just to fit her growing back.
Plus the usual for lips, forehead and cheeks. Maybe Tonya noticed
that Kimmy reduced her skin-bleaching routine a bit. She looked a
little darker now, which made her muscles look more defined. And
she’d been thinking a lot about some piercings and tattoos. She had
been meaning to ask her friend what she thought. Tonya probably
figured it out anyway.

Thanks to their latest cycle, Tonya only
continued her gains these past few months. She was just about
contest-ready before, but now she was competing with some of the
most well-respected mass monsters out there. She lost just a touch
of that conditioning she achieved so as to maximize her gains, but
she recalibrated her diet in order to get it back. That said, she
never looked better. Her biceps were big enough that neither of
them could get a hand all the way around them, even when relaxed,
and networks of pencil-thick veins ran from her shoulders to her
wrists. Tonya’s chest was big enough that she could probably
inspire jealousy in some women even without her implants, and her
shoulders looked like soccer balls stuffed under her skin. She’d
been working her legs extra hard in an attempt to balance herself
out, and as a result her ass graduated from being huge and round to
sporting prominent dimples, which only grew deeper when she flexed.
Kimmy still probably got her beat slightly when it came to sheer
circumference in the legs, but she was the undisputed champ in
overall size. She started to let her hair grow back out as she
considered the undercut look, and she was experimenting with
tanning as Kimmy started to switch up her look. Tonya always
considered being pale part of her appeal, but she figured she could
always stop if the new look turned out to be unpopular. Side
effects were starting to set in harder for her. The acne was harder
to hide and her voice had started growing deeper. My temper flared
easily now, but that mostly came out when she was working with her
other students. When Kimmy and her got aggravated with each other,
Tonya was usually quick to bark back at her, but usually ended up
backing up out of surprise and respect when the bimbo girl did
stand her ground. And to neither of their surprise, Tonya’s clit
has only gotten larger. She didn't think to measure it, but it was
big enough that she could practically jerk it off between her
fingers when she was in need of stimulation ...

Right now, Kimmy was benching in her cute
new workout outfit, which was a bodysuit that covered half her
thighs, her crotch, the middle part of her boobs and her shoulders
and nothing else.

Tonya stood behind her spotting her,
wearing an intricately patterned belly shirt that displayed her
pool ball 8-pack, and a pair of leggings that highlighted every
tiny crag and crevice in her massive thighs.

"Hhhrnk!” Kimmy pushed up the bar again,
focusing on form as much as she coul. “Three more. Mhh ... Oof! Two
more. Hrk! Oooh ... One more. Aaah ..."

And done.

Kimmy let Tonya help her rack the bar and
groan for a moment, before looking up to her.

“Wow ...
Like, thank you. That was ... like good, I guess?"

"That was great! New personal best, baby!”
Tonya extended a hand to help her up from the bench and transition
it into a casual hug.

Kimmy smiled happily:

“Like
awesome!"

She kissed her trainer, taking the
opportunity to caress her lats. She liked those.

"Is it like your turn next
or are we like done?"

"Yep, I still have one more set.
Grab another set of plates, I want to finish
big.” Tonya
lay down and, gripping the bar wide, started slowly counting out
her reps, reveling in the agonizing burn in her chest. Eventually,
she reached ten and with a raspy shout, slammed the bar back onto
its rack.

Kimmy stared at this vulgar display of
power and clapped her hands:

“That
was like ... awesome ..."

As soon as Tonya was on her feet, Kimmy
embraced her, running her fingers over her mentor’s pumped chest
and shoulders.

"Wow ... You're like really hard
now ... I like love this.” She grinned wickedly. “And I'm like totally
going to crush your muscles when I like give you like that big,
hard massage ..."

Kimmy squeezed a thick pec maybe a little
less gently than she should.

Tonya winced a bit as the bimbo dug into
her.

“Looking
forward to it. More pain more gain, right?” She responded by
groping Kimmy’s ass firmly and giving her a slow kiss on the neck.
“Just don't forget I'm gonna return whatever you do to me on the
massage table, and again in bed."

"Like, totally
..."

The bimbo girl
kissed her again and
asked: “So, wanna like get to work?"

She did a spidery movement with her
fingers.

"Absolutely.” Tonya grabbed her firmly by
the waist and dragged her to the massage room. She groaned as she
removed her top. Today's workout totally destroyed her body.
Leaning down on the table, she let out a deep sigh. “Dig in deep
today, I'm gonna need it."

With practiced fingers,
Kimmy got to work,
brutalizing Tonya’s sore muscles until they screamed for mercy. And
her teacher too, probably. It was impressive how the girl managed
to destroy even the finest bits of muscle, to rebuild them into
bigger and harder mass.

After an especially torturous
massage, Kimmy smiled: “I like think I like got every little bit.
How do you like feel?"

Tonya grunted and groaned through the whole
experience, gripping the table for support at some points. She went
limp and it sounded like all the air was leaving her body. “Like
mush”, she said, her voice low and relaxed. “You're always the best
at this.” She slowly rolled over to face her. “Ready for your
turn?"

Kimmy nodded, eager to get
growing.

After allowing
Kimmy to get into
position on the massage table, Tonya dug into her with all her
strength. While mauling her muscles to force them to grow larger,
she of course took time to admire her progress. Kimmy looked hot as
hell, like she was literally three times the woman she was before
meeting Tonya. It was hot, and only encouraged her to dig her
fingers deeper into her.

Kimmy grunted a few times when her trainer
hit the worst parts, but overall, she managed to deal with the pain
without too much protest. However, she could feel that she was
turning her on all the same.

When Tonya was done, Kimmy held her hands,
albeit rather weakly and whispered:

“Like,
wow ..."

She grinned and ran her other hand over
Kimmy’s.

“Feeling
good?"

"Yeah, like totally
..."

The bimbo tensed her ass a bit and writhed
on the table.

“Do you
like think this will like be strong enough for like the both of us
and stuff?"

Tonya climbed on top of her and slid a hand
between her legs. Kimmy was amazed that she’d got the strength for
this. Tonya was gonna have to start working her harder. After
running across the inner half of her thighs for a moment, her hand
slid deeper in, fingers sliding straight into her
honeypot.

Kimmy instantly tightened her pussy,
literally squeezing her fingers. It was unexpectedly strong and
Tonya could see a sly grin on her face.

"Ooh! You've been working out
every part of you, huh?” Tonya slapped the bimbo girl’s perky ass before
forcefully shoving her fingers into her, enjoying the extra little
resistance her internal flexing provided. After giving her a couple
more swats on her ass, she reached around with her free hand,
sliding it into Kommy’s cleavage as if she were titfucking her with
her forearm.

Kimmy grinned and whispered:

“I like
know it's not like a thing we like really need and stuff, but I
kinda liked the feeling of it being like, you know, strong too.”
Then she kissed Tonya’s forearm as it passed her face.

Tonya shuddered a bit as Kimmy attend to
her arm, and curled her fingers inside her to hit all the most
sensitive parts. “You know how I feel about being strong.” The
bodybuilder’s thumb reached up between her lips to find her pumped
up clit. Despite everything else, this might be Tonya favorite new
development out of her girl. All the easier for her to slip in and
tease her.

"Aah ... Tonya,
like ... I wanna
like try something, you know ... The boys, they like totally loved
it, I dunno why, but I like wanna do that 96 thing ..."

"Ha! I think you just read my
mind.” Now
that Kimmy was all warmed up, she flipped her over onto her back.
She hopped off of the massage table and stepped over to the end by
her head, eyeing her oiled-up body as she went. With Kimmy on her
back, her whole self on proud display, Tonya climbed up and
position herself above her, the musclewoman wet cunt inches from
the bimbo’s face. “Ready, babydoll?"

Instead of an answer,
Kimmy got the tip of
her tongue into her mistresses’ little ring and gave it the
slightest pull.

That's all the
encouragement Tonya needed. Without warning, she sat her whole weight
down on the bimbo’s face, her lips pressed forcefully into Kimmy’s
mouth. Pulling on her prominent nipples, she enjoyed a few moments
of borderline smothering the girl before leaning forward and
parting Kimmy’s pussy lips with her tongue. She kissed her
student’s tight hole and gave it a few testing probes with her
tongue before sliding up and down across her pussy's
length.

There was a muffled sound from Tonya’s
crotch, but that stopped immediately when the bimbo girl wrapped
her thick lips around her clit. Since it was longer now, she could
slurp up and down, and that was exactly what she was going to do.
Kimmy held it tight between her lips and sucked her hard, rubbing
her tiny nose into Tonya’s pussy and pulling on her clit ring with
her tongue in between. At the same time, she wrapped her legs
around Tonya’s head and gave it some maybe less than gentle
squeezes ...

Each time Tonya felt Kimmy’s legs clamp
around her head only spurred her on further. She lapped at Kimmy’s
pussy like a thirsty animal, digging her tongue in and savoring the
taste of the girl’s juices as she did so. Meanwhile her lower half
was hard at work grinding against Kimmy’s face. She was obsessed
with the dual sensation of the girl teasing her pussy and going to
town on Tonya’s clit simultaneously.

Kimmy grabbed her ass hard and mashed
Tonya’s hips into her face even harder, sucking her clit with
absolute devotion. As Tonya started to cum, the bimbo lapped up her
juices eagerly. The roids just unleashed Kimmy’s feelings
completely and the massive bodybuilder could sense that she was
going crazy down there. Kimmy nibbled on her clit, pulled it,
sucked it, engulfed it and just blew it any possible
way.

The girl felt Tonya’s body seize as she began
to crest the hill of her orgasm. If it were possible for her to
shove herself any harder against her student, she’d manage to pull
it off, trying to cram as much of herself into Kimmy as possible.
Meanwhile, she could only barely concentrate on what she was doing.
Tonya’s only thoughts were on holding back her orgasm and
absolutely assaulting Kimmy’s pristine pussy with her tongue. Hands
clamped firmly on her quads, she slid and licked her way through
her at lightning speed, the majority of her time on Kimmy’s pulsing
clit and sweet hole. Despite Tonya’s best efforts, she could only
withstand about a minute of the bimbo’s roid-fueled worshipping of
her clit. Tonya’s scream was muffled by Kimmy’s pussy as juices
sprayed across the girl’s face.

Kimmy didn't stop.

Kimmy might lap up her juices to prevent
herself from drowning in them, but right now, this was not
enough.

Instead, she increased her tension and shoved
her tongue deeper into Tonya’s pussy, before circling her clit,
nibbling at its pierced tip and then enclosing Tonya’s entire sex
hermetically with her fat lips. Meanwhile, she tightened her legs
around the musclewoman’s head even harder, almost choking her as
the roids took over completely.

It took Tonya a moment to realize what was
happening. The only thing that occurred to her immediately was that
she was not coming down from her climax. Then she realized she
could still feel Kimmy sucking her off, and that the girl’s thighs
felt like a vice grip on her head. Realizing she hadn't finished
the bimbo off yet, she attempted to pry her legs apart just
slightly for a little bit of reprieve, and attend to her student’s
clit in the same way she’d been attacking hers. Nibbling, sucking,
flicking, giving her absolute attention.

If anything, that
made the girl
more intense. The bodybuilder could feel her entire body harden as
she went crazy. It was getting quite dangerous, really.

Tonya started to feel a crushing pressure
on her head, making it hard to think.

Only then, as it
was about to get
really painful ... Kimmy came, swamping the big woman’s face with
her juices.

The girl’s cum flooded into Tonya’s mouth
before she was ready for it. Already having difficulty thinking,
she swallowed and spat in an attempt to breathe. She slapped
Kimmy’s thigh several times, like a wrestler tapping out, the only
way she could think to communicate to her lover that she couldn't
take it. She tried to call out at her but she couldn't get the
words to come out.

Kimmy released her without thinking and
just lay there, completely exhausted and satisfied. Her face was
crimson and she was very sweaty all over.

Practically throwing
the bimbo’s legs off
of her, Tonya coughed loudly and took several heavy, panting
breaths, she stayed in that position, hunched over, using the table
to brace herself, she stayed there for a minute or two, gasping and
recovering.

After a moment,
Kimmy sat up and
asked:

“What
like happened? Are you like, okay?"

As she saw that Tonya was not well, she got
off the table and put her hands around her.

Acting on instinct,
Tonya pushed her
back. Under most circumstances, she probably would have bitten
Kimmy’s head off at this point, but her strength was still
returning to her.

“Just
about fucking killed me is what happened!”, she said between
breaths. “Next time you feel me pulling your legs off me, that
means stop, got it?"

Kimmy stared, then look down and seemed
completely flustered:

“Like
sorry! I like didn't want to like hurt you! I was just like, I
dunno, I didn't like get it ... Wait, I'm like gonna get you a
towel and like a glass of water!” She stormed out and returned
moments later with the two things and a pack of ice, not sure
whether it was going to be any use. “Sorry! Like, I'm sorry I'm
like so stupid!"

"Fucks sake”, Tonya muttered as the girl
left the room. When she returned, the musclewoman happily accepted
the towel, if only to clean her face and chest. Her breathing had
returned to normal at this point. “Look”, she said after eventually
collecting herself. “You gotta be careful. You're really strong now
and these injections ... I warned you about mood swings, right? You
kinda hulked out on me there, and I wasn't kidding when I said you
nearly choked me out."

"Like ... I like really didn't
know ... I'm like gonna be really like, careful, you know. I just
... Like please don't like hate me, like, okay?"

Tonya sighed. “I don't hate you. I just ...
almost hulked out back at you, like when we get into fights on the
gym floor.” She took the girl’s hand and held it gently. “I'm okay
now, and I'm gonna help you keep a lid on your hormones, all
right?"

Kimmy smiled weakly, feeling relieved.
“Like, okay. I'm like sorry ... I like spoiled it ..."

"No, trust me, it was still
fun”, Tonya
said with a slight chuckle. “Honestly, even when you were squeezing
my head I was having fun."

Kimmy took a deep breath. “Like, I'm like
gonna make it like up to you, okay?” Then she maybe realized how
strange that sounded and added: “I mean like, I'm like gonna get us
some super tasty food for lunch, okay?"

"If you
insist”,
Tonya said with a kiss on the cheek. She didn't need any
encouragement to forgive her student, but she knew her enough to
know she wouldn't feel right unless she did something for her. “Do
you already have something in mind?

"I like thought how about
like that Asian thingie that Neecol talked about? I'm like gonna
get us a table, okay?"

"Oooh, that actually sounds
great right now. You go ahead and do that, I'm gonna start getting
cleaned up.”
Tonya kissed her hand, then took several long gulps of the water
she brought.






After cleaning up and relaxing
for a moment (and taking a good shower), they left for the
restaurant.

Kimmy had hybridized her style a bit,
wearing a short pink pleather jacket with heartshaped rivets and
little spikes, as well as a black mesh leotard with an opaque
bandeau bra under it. To this, she was wearing skintight jeans and
high-heeled Martens. It was intense and turned heads, but she liked
it.

The bimbo girl
waited for her lover
to take her hand or her arm, then they headed over to the
restaurant.

Tonya had taken to reveling in people's
stares much the same way as Kimmy had. She was not displaying her
back that much lately, thanks to the acne becoming harder to cover
up, but she made up for it with a short-sleeve top that showed an
impressive amount of cleavage. She started wearing short heels on
the regular, but her style had remained largely casual. Blue jeans
were still her pants of choice. But the top was designer, picked
with Kimmy’s assistance, and it was dark enough to fit the punk
look while still being classy. She proceeded to wrap her arm around
Kimmy’s waist as she stood up from the car and walked her
inside.

The place was expensive but still
accessible, and there were normal people there. Even families.
Their arrival shocked quite a few of them, but the maître d'hôtel
just got them to their place without flinching. Kimmy stared at the
menu, unable to figure out what those things might be. She just
might be out of her water now.

Soon enough, a waiter
appeared and
took their order. Tea was one thing, but the food?

Kimmy gave Tonya a helpless look. “Do you
like know like anything about this and stuff? Like, I mean, just
ordering like sushi isn't like gonna gut it, no?"

Tonya could see the helpless look on her
face before the waiter even arrived. Wanting to give her some room
to work it out, she refrained from saying anything. But when the
waiter attempted to take their order, she accept that the bimbo
girl was going to need her help.

“We'll
be ready in just a minute”, she said to the waiter in her best
polite voice, before turning back to Kimmy. The big woman didn't
know all the fine details about this stuff, and all the Japanese
stuff they didn't want to translate was beyond her, but she was
pretty sure she could at least order a meal. “No, they're not gonna
kill the fish on the spot”, she said reassuringly. “At least I'm
pretty sure they're not. How about this, tell me what you're in the
mood for and we'll pick something out. Or should I just pick
something for you?"

"Like, could you just like get
me something? Like, with fish and rice and maybe like
some
tofu?"

Kimmy looked incredibly
relieved.

"Of course,
babe”, Tonya
said, giving her hand a gentle pat. Flipping back through the menu,
she tried her best to analyze everything again. She’d only just
worked through enough stuff to figure out what she wanted, now to
find something that worked for Kimmy …

The waiter was back in exactly one minute,
much to her surprise.

“Um,
yeah, we're ready. Ah, I'll have a ... large sashimi plate ...
heavy on the tuna and salmon. And for her a ... bowl of the miso
soup and a rainbow roll. And can we add on if we need to? Thanks.”
With that, she shut the menu and the waiter was off. Tonya sighed.
“Still getting used to highbrow shit like this. Least I felt
comfortable walking in here."

"Like, I guess Neecol
wouldn't have
any trouble. She's like so much better like at this than me. My dad
like never gets any of this. He'd like just eat like a burger at
those fancy joints if he like ever goes there. Like, he even wanted
to like get me to one of those like fancy schools where they like
make you like into a proper lady and stuff, but I like got in
trouble with the nuns and then he like didn't want to do that
anymore, so he like said: 'Whatever' and like just dropped it. He
said he like didn't need more than like reading and writing and
doing sums for his job, so I guess ... he's like right? The fancy
stuff ... I dunno. Mrs. Alice like had me learn all the stuff like
where to put my hands and which forks to like use, but I like don't
get it. But I guess, if the food like is good, I like don't
mind!"

"Heh. Yeah.” Tonya never had to go through
any of that herself. Her folks were happy with her table manners as
long as she sat up straight and didn't burp out loud. “Speaking of
Alice, I could learn a thing or to from her. Spice up my cooking a
little bit when I eat at home. I dunno. But your dad's right about
one thing at least. You don't need a degree to get ahead. I mean I
passed through school with straight Cs, I sure as shit didn't get a
degree in bodybuilding, but I'm doing damn well for
myself."

"Like, that's true. Besides, I
like always had like some trouble with all the reading. I like
watching stuff much more. I like, you know get it faster that way
and stuff. Yeah. I like sometimes think like what I like would have
done for like
a job if my dad like didn't just have been like you know like rich?
Like, maybe a model, or like one of those animal
doctors?"

Tonya quickly bit her tongue. Not worth it
…

“Model
is definitely your kind of career. Or, hello! Fashion designer!
You've already got the skills when you're just doing it for
kicks."

"Yeah, like, I guess? I dunno.
It was like, just that one time.” As the food arrived, she switched the
subject: “What like are your parents like?”

"Heh. They're simple people.
Salt of the earth, you know? Mom was a waitress when I grew up and
Dad still works an industrial job.” She took another drink of her water. “We
never had a ton of shit to our name, but they saved for me to go to
school. I love ‘em. They've even been supportive of …” She gestured
vaguely to her body. “All of this, even though they don't really
get it, you know?"

"Like, really? I didn't like
even tell my
dad about like what I am like doing now. I don't think he'd like
like it."

"Excuse me? Babe, you've
been working out with me for a year now. Has he not even seen you
in that time?"

"Nah. He's like always like,
kinda busy. Also, he's like got another girlfriend or wife or whatever now
and that's like always like more interesting. And I like kinda
don't want him to know. He like would go crazy!"

"So... you're just planning to
never see him again? Because I don't think you can exactly hide
this around
him."

"Like ... I haven't even
thought like about that. I'm like not sure he like even wants to
see me. Like, he's like only talking to Mrs. Alice and she like
tells me what he told her. Do you like talk to your mom and
dad?"

"Um ... now I'm thinking I should
probably talk to them more often ... Uh, I mean I moved out to
another state years ago, so we talk over the phone sometimes, and I
try to see them over the holidays ..."

Kimmy stared at her completely amazed. That
sounded like the most wonderful thing ever.

"Like really?
Wow."

"Did you like tell them
about me and stuff?"

"I did mention I was dating
someone, yeah... that's kinda rare for me, so that's important
news. Told ‘em you were this cute little blonde girl I was over the
moon with."

Kimmy smiled, completely enraptured by the
idea.

“Like, I
guess they like got this cool picture like of me, with long blond
hair and all tiny and cute!"

"Like a little princess, you
know?"

"Heh. I know that's how I see
you. Probably painted something similar for them. Of course that was a few
months ago. You've packed on a lot of mass since then."

"Totally!” The bimbo flexed her thick arm,
letting all the veins and cuts emerge. Then she suddenly froze,
dropped the pose and went: “Like, sorry again for like before. I
gotta be like really careful with this and stuff ..."

"Hey, you can still show off all
you like. Hell, I want you to drop peoples' jaws and be the center
of everyone's attention. You just need to keep your head on
straight when
you could accidentally hurt someone.” Tonya took her hand again and
rubbed hers across it softly. “I got a little freaked out earlier,
but I could have been more careful too."

"Uh-huh. Like, I've like never
hurt someone like, like this. Like, sure, I like made some girls like get true
things like told about them and I like once kicked like a guy in
the balls, but like, I never like, you know, did something like
that. So that's like, I was like not sure, you know?"

Then the girl
cocked her head:
“Did you like ever like really hurt someone and stuff?"

The big woman
chuckled at the
image of tiny little petite Kimmy kneeing some dopey frat boy in
the balls.

“Um ...
there have been a few times, yeah. Mostly some time ago. When I was
fit but not huge. People tend to be a lot more douchey in college
and when you're built like us people usually don't want to start
shit There was one time I got into a fight while I was out drinking
with friends ... Not that I'm proud of that or
anything."

"And did you
like
win?"

"Of course. Just one douchey
fuck that couldn't take a punch and his friends who folded when he
went down. I really shouldn't call it a fight, it hardly
qualified."

Kimmy clapped happily. “Like, awesome! And
did he like apologize?"

"Well, his friends got him out of there as
soon as he went down. And the friend he was harassing was just
happy he was gone. I wasn't gonna drag him back in there and make
him say sorry or anything."

The girl looked a little disappointed, but
then she said: “It's like good to know you can like fight. I like
love how you like keep me safe, and stuff."

"Heh. Maybe I need to talk to
the same guy we hooked Neecol up with. I mean, I can throw a punch
and take a punch, and someone would have to be dumb or high or pick
a fight with
either of us. But it would make me feel so much more badass to say
I know krav maga or some shit."

"Like what's that? Is that
like some fighter guy?"

"Ha. Nah. It's like...
extra-badass karate."

Kimmy nodded, probably wondering what that
was. “And you're like gonna learn it?"

"Maybe. As long as it doesn't
cut too much into my rest time. Gotta be sure I can protect my
princess after all.” She kissed the girl’s hand before taking another drink of
water.

"I'd like love it! You'd be
like so strong and buff and you'd like protect me. That would be
like so cool!"

Tonya could feel herself swell with pride
at her praise Heh. “I'll give Doug a ring later on today and see if
he's got anything for me."

Eventually, they finished the food. Its
special appeal escaped Kimmy, but she liked it. She paid the rather
impressive sum with her card, then got up.

“Do you
like get to train Neecol like today?"

Tonya wolfed down her plate of protein and
sat back happily.

“Yep,
today's her day.” She checked the time on her phone. “We don't have
to hurry yet, but we should head straight over there after
this."

The musclewoman sat
back down and
smiled.

"Looking forward to hanging
with her
again?"

"Like, yeah. She's like, so
cool, you know? I mean, she's like really been like so nice and
she's like got so many cool tips ..."

"I had a feeling you two would
hit it off. I'm glad you've got someone you can like... talk shop
with, you know?"

"Uh-huh. I like picked up so
many like tricks for like my makeup ... It's like
incredible!”
If anything, Tonya might have noticed the bimbo’s makeup was less
mask-like lately and more, well, natural might not be the word. But
she looked less like a sex-doll and more like a model now. Of
course, if she as much as suspected that Tonya preferred the
rubberdoll look, she’d instantly switch back.

At the same time, there was a kind of unease
in her stance. As if she suspected something about Neecol’s
desires.

Fortunately, Tonya had grown quite attached
to this new look of hers. She appreciated the bimbo aesthetic
Kimmy’d been going for, but there was just a little more finesse in
the slightly more subtle look that she appreciated. And it didn't
make her look any less like a sex symbol. “You ready to get over
there and see her, then? We can always chat for a bit before
getting sweaty."

"Like, sure!"

Kimmy jumped to her feet eagerly, throwing
her jacket over her shoulders as she slipped it on.

Tonya pulled herself up and led her lover
back out to the car. They knew the route there by heart by now, and
the process of actually getting in to see her was much quicker now.
Neecol’s staff recognized them by this point and they only gave
them a cursory security treatment, but not very in
depth.






Neecol greeted them with a friendly,
authentic smile. She kinda liked them a lot, and she might still be
obsessing about Tonya. The training did her good. If anything, her
already massive butt and thighs got bigger and firmer, her waist
was ripped and her back was inconspicuous, but easily able to lug
those huge tits around. She did get the bigger, faker implants and
they looked completely insane, like colliding soccer balls stuffed
under her skin.

She embraced Tonya gently and gave her a
kiss on each cheek, then repeated the procedure with
Kimmy.

"Hi! You both look amazing!
I love the new jacket!"

Tonya blushed. That was still a great
feeling for her.

"Hey,
beautiful!”,
she said back, happily returning the kisses as she essentially
trained her to do. “You're looking pretty good yourself, curves!
What's going on with you?"

"A lot. I've been busy all
morning setting up some talks about a perfume line and I have to
say, this is some advanced stuff. You know, I'm starting to
understand why perfume ads are always so weird
...” She
showed her guests a clip. “Not sure I should be going down that
road ...”

Kimmy smiled awkwardly:

“Like
those ads with like those weird drapes and swirly colors and
diamonds and stuff? They were like about perfume?"

Tonya laughed a little bit. “Yeah, they
have to kinda get ... abstract with it. You can't show someone a
smell through a screen, I guess. But you look awesome in that shot!
Whoever's on the other side of that camera knows how to make you
look your best. Huh, Kimmy?"

The bimbo girl
nodded. Then she
asked: “And what does it like smell like?”

Neecol shrugged: “I don't know yet. They're
still figuring it out. But they want to do something that is both
fruity and virginal, but also modern and assertive."

The girl blanked.

"Like, I get the fruity. But
like the rest? How do you like smell modern?"

"They'll tell me, I hope.
So, what else is new with you two?"

"Well, the personal training
business is popping off, so that's great news. In fact, I did want
to ask you about, like, business advice, but that can wait til
after the
workout."

"No problem! Just give me a
moment to get dressed."

She left for a moment, then returned,
wearing a tight neckholder top that clung to her tits and some
training shorts. They looked glued to her ass and her guests could
literally see her pussy through the fabric.

"Okay, I'm
ready."

She’d been using a set of weak steroids to
boost her gains, nothing too intense, just something to make things
easier for her.

"Loving the new outfit, babe! So
let's see, today's routine was back and chest if I'm remembering right. Ready
to get down to it?” Tonya’s eyes probably lingered on choice parts
of her body longer than they should.

"Sure! Where do we
start?"

Kimmy smiled: “Should I get changed
too?"

"Oh, shit.” Tonya looked down at their own
clothes. “Yeah, we should both get dressed too. You go ahead and go
through your warmup, Neecol. We'll be back in just a sec to get
started."

In the other room,
Kimmy took her sweet
time to get changed. For this session, she’d picked a pink sports
bra and skirty-shorts combo that gave off slight schoolgirl vibes.
Maybe it was an accident, maybe it was on purpose, but she let her
boob slip out once, going oops .... Then she looked at Tonya in
innocent confusion.

Tonya’s outfit today was simple. They were
here on business after all, at least theoretically. Black lycra top
that hugged her just right and some matching basketball shorts that
left part of her thigh exposed. She took quick notice of Kimmy’s
slow changing and, of course, took all of her in through the whole
process. When the girl had her wardrobe malfunction, she walked up
behind her and groped her exposed tit firmly. “As much as I
appreciate the show, I don't think Neecol would be happy if we made
a mess back here …”, she said as she kneaded the soft mass of
silicone.

Kimmy grinned sheepishly: “Like, totally.
You're like right. Uh-huh."

Then she slipped a finger over Tonya’s
clit through the fabric of her shorts and made herself
presentable.

They return to Neecol and could just watch
her stretch, do little circles with her arms and wriggle her
hips.

As Tonya came in, she gave her a smoldering
look and wiped away the sweat.

"Okay, let's do
this!"

Biting her lip after Kimmy’s little teasing
session, Tonya adjusted herself and followed her lover back out to
the workout area, really wishing she had actually worn panties
under these things today. The sight of Neecol also putting on her
best show for her was almost too much to take. If her clit was any
bigger she'd be worried about pitching a tent from all this
temptation.

She clapped her hands to her sides in an
attempt to focus.

“Okay,
so! First things first, let's get started with some lat
pulldowns!"

Neecol and Kimmy eagerly got to work. The
bimbo already had her big workout today, so it was just a little
extra to support Tonya’s client, but her load was still impressive.
Neecol was nowhere near her level, of course, but she seemed to
inspire her to work precisely.

"Good shit,
hun”, Tonya
said as the two of them finished a set, glad to have something else
to focus on. “Way to nail that form, that's the fastest way to see
results. How are you feeling, is that weight challenging you
enough?"

Kimmy wanted to say something, but then
Kimmy remembered what they were doing and shut up. Instead, Neecol
said:

“Maybe a
little more?"

"That's what I like to hear.
Last set, so let's see how you do with another
ten.” She
stepped over and reset the pin on the weight stack. Afterwards, she
walked behind Kimmy and gave her a quick shoulder rub, her way of
quietly saying thanks. “All right, rest is over! Get
it!"

They hit the weights and Kimmy did her
best to inspire her, doing her moves with perfect precision and
slowness and making cute little nods at the important bits. Neecol
took those mostly under advice and got through that extra workout
well enough.

When she was done, Neecol groaned.

“Wow ...
That was cool ... I liked it."

"Hell yeah! You're starting to
really get the pump after a workout, huh?” Tonya patted her on the shoulders
as she sat at the machine resting. “That's my favorite part,
honestly."

She grinned:

“I can
see that. I gotta admit, I love the look."

Kimmy pursed her thick lips for a moment,
then got up: “So, like, what's next?"

"I knew you'd come around
eventually. It's a little addictive. And the look's doing wonders
for you, honestly. Bench press is up next. Unless you're feeling sore, then
we can find another way to work your chest."

Neecol nodded:

“No,
bench press is fine!”

Kimmy said: “Should I like do that too? We
like worked the chest like so hard already."

"I mean, you don't have
to, hun. Your
example is super helpful, but I think she's got a good handle on
the form by now. Do you want to take point and give her some advice
on this one?"

Kimmy visibly hesitated, then
said:

“I'll
like like to like just watch how you like do that and
stuff."

Neecol nodded and stretched, trusting out
her massive knockers in Tonya’s direction.

“Would
you spot for me, Kimmy?”

The bimbo blushed
and replied: “Like,
okay?"

She got in position but shot glances at
Tonya to look after her.

Tonya quietly nodded to her lover and
turned her attention firmly to Neecol.

“Okay,
we're going kinda light here but lots of reps. Good form and tough
it out all the way through. Go!"

She started pumping eagerly, Kimmy’s hands
hovering close-by. It was quite the sight with both their giant
tits on full display. Neecol worked around them, but they did get
in the way, while Kimmy’s were also hanging down, or rather
protruding from her muscular chest. It looked completely out of
this world.

At the end of the set,
she was very
sweaty and a little exhausted, so Kimmy helped her rack the bar. It
was interesting to see just how light it rested in her
hands.

The model wiped the sweat from her
forehead and cleavage and sighed: “Wow ... That was intense. I
didn't expect that ..."

Tonya would be too proud to admit that she
lost focus for a bit there midway through the set. This much beef
and silicone on display was just too much to ignore. She quietly
cleared her throat as Neecol began wiping herself clean and she
felt the slightest bit of red on her face.

“Not
expecting what, now?"

"That it felt so ... tough on my
arms ...” She
lifted one of them and gave it a little flex. It was tiny and weak,
of course, but Tonya could see just how firm it had
gotten.

"I'm not sure, it sort of
hurts a little ..."

She ran a finger along the grove where her
biceps was starting to appear.

"Hurts a little, or hurts a
lot? Because a little hurt is great news. That's how you know
you're making progress. And look at that! You're seeing some real
size and definition there, that's an awesome start!"

She seemed relieved, and took a deep breath,
lifting her giant tits and getting her abs into view.

"That's great! I love that
already."

Tonya breathed deep, focusing on not
falling into distraction. “So, um ... That was really good. Just
remember to keep your hands wide. Good speed on that
one."

She was genuinely happy and
nodded:

“Thank
you!”

Out of the corner of
her eye, Tonya
noticed that Kimmy wanted to start the next set now. All this talk
was making her uneasy.

Tonya hardened her expression a bit and her
tone turned more serious.

“Okay,
that's enough hyping you up for now. Second set. Maintain that
rhythm. Let's go."

Neecol got to work. Suddenly, Kimmy started
counting out her reps and egging her on. There was a lot of tension
and Tonya sensed that the bimbo really wanted to make her idol feel
that.

"One ... Two ... Three ...
Four ... Come on ... That one like totally doesn't count! Four
..."

Eventually, Neecol
finished and
just stared. The sudden intensity confused her. Kimmy helped her
rack the bar and stood up straight again.

She turned to Tonya:

“Was
that okay?"

"Yeah ... I mean you looked like you were
getting tired and the bar didn't make it all the way down to your
chest on every rep, but you did keep a good speed like I told you
to.” As Neecol turned away, the musclewoman cocked her head at her
lover and raised an eyebrow. She didn't want to tell her to back
off out loud in front of Neecol, but she did want to signal it to
Kimmy.

The bimbo girl
seemed to get what
she was trying to tell her and blurted out:

“Like,
sorry, Queen, I like wasn't sure ... like I got ... I ...
Yeah."

She was still a little flustered and just
replied:

“It's
okay. I guess it helped? But I think I'll manage like this
..."

They did the third set quickly enough,
without much flirting or weird interruptions.

Then Neecol sat down on the bench, groaned
a bit and asked:

“So,
what's next?"






Once they were done, Neecol asked
Kimmy:

“Do you
want to shower here?”

The girl hesitated, then nodded:

“Like,
that would be like great!” She picked up her stuff and disappeared.
Neecol waited until the bimbo was out of sight and smiled: “That
was a great workout. Thank you very much."

"Of course. You did great today
and your progress is really showing. Sorry if we pushed you a
little hard
there. It's all because we want to see you succeed, you
understand."

She nodded:

“That's
perfect. Besides ...” She took a deep breath, showing off her deep
cleavage. “It's always a pleasure having you here."

She stretched her strained shoulder a bit
then asked:

“Would
you like to come to a party of mine? I'm going to celebrate that
perfume thing in a smaller circle, just some friends."

The musclewoman
subtly bit her lip.
Restraint, Tonya, restraint.

“That
sounds great. We'd love to be there, and it would be a great chance
to chat outside of ... work circumstances."

She smiled.

“That's
great. I'll send you the date."

Kimmy returned soon enough, happy to be
clean again. Neecol ended the conversation quickly with a few
air-kisses, then left to wash herself. Her trainers were to let
themselves out.

Tonya left happily enough. She took Kimmy
by the waist again in the way out.

“So,
she's invited us to a little get-together”, she said casually as
they made their way out. “Something small with a few of her friends
to celebrate the perfume commercial thing."

"Like, that sounds ... nice,
I guess."

As they left the front door, Tonya asked
quietly: “Do we need to talk? About her? Or... anything,
really?"

"You know like ... I kinda think
she's like kinda hitting on you like ... all the time, and stuff.
Is that like, okay? I mean, she like has nice boobs and abs and a big butt and
stuff, but like, I'm not like you know like kinda okay? You like
get that?"

Tonya sighed heavily.

“Yeah
... Maybe she has been flirting with me a little. Maybe more than a
little. If you're not comfortable with that, I get it. And we can
talk about it.” Tonya stopped by the car and took Kimmy’s hands,
looking her in the eye. “But more important than anything else, you
know I'm not gonna run off on your or anything right? You're so
much more to me than your looks."

Kimmy nodded:

“Yeah! I
like got great skills with like, my tongue!"

Then she paused for a moment and said:
“Like, are you like really like gonna be like, with me, like for
like real?"

After a few seconds sifting
through likes, Tonya gave her hands a little squeeze. “Of course, babe.
What I have with you is more than just sex. I ...” The words were
hard to actually say, despite knowing how she felt. “It's so much
deeper, baby. I care for you, I want you to be happy, I want to be
there for you."

Kimmy blushed then whispered: “That's like
so ... like nice ..."

She hugged the big woman.

Tonya hugged her back. Tightly. Now she was
starting to genuinely feel bad for being so lax about this. She
should have known how it would affect her lover. Tonya was sure
Kimmy’s dumb frat boy exes jerked her around like that
plenty.

“Do you
want to go back to my place? We can relax a bit and... talk about
things."

Kimmy nodded.

“Like,
totally. Also, I'm like sorry I kept like going crazy today. I like
dunno ..."

"It's okay. Maybe that's
something we need to talk about too. But let's just take the drive
there to relax a little bit, okay?”

On the ride over,
Tonya tried to make
casual conversation about basically anything other than what they
were dealing with, slipping in a joke here and there. It felt a
little stilted from her end, but she felt like she was helping
Kimmy relax a bit at least.

Her own mind was racing with how to
handle Neecol. She didn't mind telling her client to ease up
herself, but there was the chance of her not taking it well. And of
course the other woman knew about the cam site, but she didn't know
that Tonya hadn't told Kimmy ... She managed to put herself between
a rock and several hard places.

Kimmy calmed down rather quickly, just
feeling reassured about the whole thing.

Once they reached Tonya’s place, Kimmy
picked up the laundry from the trunk and carried it inside.
Usually, she took it with her to get it washed at her place, but
since they were here, she was a little stuck. She put the bag close
to the door to not forget it later on and sat on Tonya’s
sofa.


Tonya sat down next to her and put her hand
on the bimbo’s leg.

“Okay,
so ... let's start with Neecol.” The big woman took a deep breath
and tried to think about what a psychologist or a marriage
counselor would say. “You're upset about her being too flirty with
me. What would you like to see me do?"

"Like ... I dunno. She's like
... I can get
why she's like sexy, cos she like totally is ... She's like, you
know, like so cool and she's like good with words and like she's
got like the fans and like everything ... So like, I like kinda get
why she's like turning you like on, cos she kinda is like doing
that to me like too ... But I like ... You know, she's like not
like into me, I guess, you know? So like, I would like you to be
like with me, and like not with her. But like, I know how you like
like the like you know fans and stuff and it's like cool to be like
with her ...” Kimmy sobbed. “It's like I thought she was like cool
but she like is but like not with me? I like dunno what to like
say. Maybe like ... Yeah. I kinda dunno."

Tonya pulled her close as the girl started
to cry.

“Yeah
... it's complicated, I'll say that much. But I can say this much
for certain. She's only into me for my body. And I'm not that into
her. I mean ... she's hot, of course, but I can ignore her if it
bothers you that much So, I can tell Neecol I'm not interested in
her like that. Easy enough."

Kimmy held to her and waited for it to
pass. Then she said: “That's like really nice of you."

"It's the least I can do for
you. You're my number one after all.” She took a few deep breaths as she held
her tight again.

"You're like also like my
number onest ever!"

Tonya laughed a little bit at that and
kissed her on the forehead.

“You're
too sweet for words."

Kimmy got on her lap, which was a little
weird since the bimbo girl was taller than her, but she learned
that with the boys and held tight to Tonya’s thick
muscles.

The bodybuilder
laughed a little bit
and wrapped her arms around her, kissing her in her neck and
shoulders.

Kimmy kissed her too, then looked more
serious.

“Like,
with those stingies, is that like gonna like get more like
that?"

"I ... don't know babydoll.” She loosened her
grip on her student a bit. “I really do want to help you achieve
your goals, whatever they are. But they're also what's making you
more ... emotional lately. We need to think a bit about what's best
for you.”

"I like like being big and
strong and I love it when I like get bigger. And like, the sex is
like way like more you know, like sexier? I just like dunno cos I
like don't wanna like hurt like you or like other people, I guess."

Tonya sighed. She definitely have no
intentions of stopping herself, and the plus sides were
huge.

“I'll
get you on another cycle, but you have to promise me you're going
to work with me on handling this, okay? I don't want you to, like,
find out you busted up some guy's car one day, all
right?"

Kimmy clapped her hands:

“That's
like a totally good thing, you know! I'm like gonna be super
careful."

She thought, then asked:

“I like
got another question and stuff."

"Anything, hun."

"Like ... The thingie like,
you know, like above the like pussy. It's like been getting like
bigger and yours is like kinda like big. I like that like a lot.
Can it like get bigger? Cos I like kinda like that."

"Heh. That's good to hear, and
I kinda like
it too. Don't worry, that's another side effect. If we keep taking
the same stuff, they should keep growing. Theoretically. They may
stop at some point, but I'm willing to see how far it
goes."

"Ooh ... That's like gonna be
cool! Also, I like kinda like your little ring like in it. Like, I thought like
maybe I should get like one too?"

"Hell yeah, go for it. Mine
makes sex feel so much better, I'll tell you that much."

"Like ... Yeah, I like can tell.
Oh, and is there like some more stuff like that you can like get? Cos like I got
all the boy sex stuff, I guess, but I like don't like know the girl
sex stuff, like for real, you know?"

Tonya stared at her with
curiosity.

"As far as piercings go? Sure,
there's more options out there. Some women will get a piercing in the skin just
above their pussy.” The bodybuilder shifted her waistband out of
the way and pointed to the patch of skin she was taking about. “I
knew one chick once that had piercings on her pussy lips too. Not
sure how she got by with those."

"Ooh ... That like sounds
like ... weird ... And it would be like better like for you and for
like ... me?"

"I don't know myself. She said
feeling the weight on her lips felt good, but I can't vouch for
that firsthand. That said, give it a shot if you want to. Can't hurt
anything, right? Oh, and I forgot to mention the nipple piercings.
But you already knew about those."

"Like, thank you! I'm like maybe
thinking to like get some of those like too, cos like if it makes
this like better I like wanna have them!"

"Oh, those ones I can speak
for”, Tonya
said with a grin. “Makes them more sensitive and gives you
something extra to play with."

Kimmy nodded eagerly, then added: “I've
been like, you know, thinking and I was like thinking like it's not
like I miss like the boys' cocks, but like do you miss them? Or
have you like never even tried them and stuff?"

"Never tried em. I've been lez
basically since I started caring about sex. Never really cared
about dick. But I have had some fun recreating that feeling in the past ...”
She leaned back a bit and looked off into the distance, reminiscing
a bit.

"I like think ... if your
thingie gets bigger, will it be like a cock? Like you know ... big
and hard?"

"Hmm... maybe. I've never known
anyone to get
that big. But then again, not many people get as big as us, and
we're still not slowing down. Maybe my lil clit has some surprises
in store."

"That would be like ... fun!
Some of the boys took like all kinds of drugs to like get theirs
bigger. I
dunno if that worked, but some had like really big ones and stuff.”
Kimmy leaned back, thinking about cocks.

Then she said:

“I'm
like not sure, you know? Like I love like you and all that and like
how you taught me like the cool things and got me like that egg and
like that other thingie ... I just like think about like that.” She
waited, then added: “Like you get that? Like how you think about
things and you know like they're like not really good but they're
like still like a thing? Like ... those burgers with
fish?"

"I ... think I get that. And it's okay if you
wish I had a dick or something like that. I mean ... you're always
changing things about yourself to make me happier. There's nothing
wrong with making you into a better you ... right?"

Kimmy nodded.

“Like
yeah. But I like don't like wanna ask for like anything that's like
not like your thing. That would be like shitty. And I like don't
wanna be like a shitty girlfriend and stuff."

"Awww, Kimmy. That's very
...” She stopped
herself from saying mature or grown-up. “... Sweet. Thoughtful of
you.” She kissed her lover on the forehead. “I don't think I'd mind
if that's where I ended up. Definitely don't want to lose my pussy,
but it's a little exciting thinking of all the things I could do to
you.” She paused for a moment as a thought entered her head.
“Hypothetically, if I pulled down my pants right now and showed you
a cock, how would you react?"

Kimmy stumbled over hypothetically, but
eventually figured it out. Then she said: “Like, I'd be like
surprised. Uh-huh. And then, I'd like ask you how you got it and if
I like can like touch it. And stuff."

Tonya grinned.

“Wait
right here. I'll be back in a second.” She hopped up from her seat
and ran back into her bedroom. After a few minutes’ wait, Kimmy
heard her call out. “Okay, hope you're sitting down!” She stepped
around the corner naked from the waist down except for a strap-on.
She'd bought this some time ago for a custom video and had
fortunately never decided to get rid of it. Considering she had
never planned on actually using it on someone, she went big, maybe
9 or 10 inches, but she had a feeling that maybe that would get
Kimmy’s going The massive dildo flopped in front of her as she
grabbed it and gave it a little stroke as if it were the real
thing. “So, how do I look with one of these?"

The girl’s mouth hung open in surprise. It
took her a moment to realize that it was not the real thing, then
she licked her oversized lips.

“That's
like ... big ..."

Tonya could see that Kimmy wanted her to
come closer, but she couldn't bring herself to say it.

"Aww, lil Kimmy wants a
taste.” Tonya
strutted across the room, hands on her hips, her rubbery dong
swinging left and right with each step. She paused with her cock
inches away from her lover, every vein and ridge visible but not
quite touching her face.

"As big as the guys you've
been with?"

"Like ... Yeah! Some of them
like had theirs like even bigger, but like most were like way
littler. This one's like ... big!"

The bimbo bent forward and gave it a
little lick, just to see what it tasted like.

Tonya watched satisfied as Kimmy leaned in
to tease the fat dildo. Obviously, she didn't feel anything, but
there was something about this that felt right. Like simply being
in this position was satisfying. The dildo felt just like a real
dick to Kimmy, but it was missing a couple of small things. It
didn't have the warmth of a real appendage, and it tasted like
Tonya was wearing a condom, but other than that it felt very
real.

Kimmy grinned, looking up towards her, then
she circled the thick fake cock with her tongue, then followed its
length up to her crotch, then back down. There, she licked around
the cockhead, testing the little hole in the middle, then she got
on her knees in front of her lover without breaking eye contact.
She lifted up her huge tits and wrapped them against the fake dick,
rubbing them against it and making its head protrude. Then she bent
forward and gave it one more lick before engulfing it with her
mouth. She sucked on it, rubbed it with her tits, pushed it down
her throat and then, sucked it all in, deepthroating the whole
length ...

Tonya grinned devilishly as she watched
Kimmy instinctively take to worshipping this dildo as if it were
the real thing. Partly because watching her skills with a dick was
a bit of a turn on in spite of what she said previously, but mostly
because Tonya knew that Kimmy was loving this even more than she
was. The musclewoman’s jaw began to slowly drop as the bimbo began
working her best tricks, eyes locked with her as the girl titfucked
this massive dildo, only for Tonya to grow totally shocked as she
swallowed the entire thing and her lips came to touch the
bodybuilder’s abdomen.

“Fucking
shit, Kimmy!”, she shouted as she felt herself staring to grow wet.
“I knew you were good but I didn't know you were this good.
"

Instead of an answer,
Kimmy pulled the
cock back out of her mouth, leaving a trail of saliva hanging for a
moment, before letting it drop into her cleavage. She looked up to
Tonya, her face looking puppy dog happy. She gave her mistress a
little eyebrow cock, and went back in.

Tonya could feel the warmth of Kimmy’s lips
close to her pussy.

The busty girl
bobbed forward and
back, adding a bit of tongue whenever she reached the base of her
shaft, hitting the soft spot behind it.

"Shit, hun ...” She reached between her
legs from behind and began to rub herself. This was supposed to
just be a little tease for Kimmy, but this was way hotter ... “Keep
that up and you're gonna end up bent over this couch here in a
second.” Tonya started breathing heavier as her fingers grew wet
and Kimmy teased her with her tongue.

Kimmy didn't answer. Instead, she went
harder on her. The girl grabbed onto her cock when it was not down
her throat, stroking it roughly, then worked her way up and down
again, before grabbing Tonya’s ass and hammering her face down the
musclewoman’s cock.

Then, she gave it a slow, snaking lick
before going back down and rubbing her tongue against Tonya’s
pussy.

The bodybuilder
gasped as Kimmy
found her cunt. Her hand reached for the girl’s hair and grabbed a
fistful of it. She moaned quietly and held the head there as Kimmy
pleasured her, holding the fake cock above her. Tonya’s juices
dripped down onto the girl’s waiting tongue and she flexed her
thighs in pleasure.

After an especially tantalizing
lick of her
clit, Tonya’s moan escalated into a shout and she threw the bimbo
back away from her.

“Pants
off. Now.”, she said, chest heaving from excitement.

Grinning, Kimmy complied, wiggling out of
her pants and awaiting her mistress’ next command as she licked her
cock again.

Not waiting for any further confirmation from
her, Tonya bent forward and lifted the girl up into the air. Her
hand supporting her by the shoulders and her legs draped over the
musclewoman’s arms, Kimmy was positioned perfectly for the strap-on
to slide in the tiny space provided by her massive thighs. Tonya
pushed the head of the cock-shape between her lips, pleased at the
ease at which she took it, until half its length was buried in
her.

Kimmy gasped ... She hadn't had this in
quite a time and she ... missed it.

“Aaaah
..." She took a deep breath and whispered: “Like ... wow ... you're
like ... so ... strong ..."

She blanked her eyes for a
moment.

Hearing the girl praise her like that was
about as big a turn on as her display just a moment ago. Gripping
Kimmy just a bit more firmly, Tonya shoved the rest of her fake
cock into her, the girl’s muscular butt and her own shredded hips
slapping together in the process.

“Fuck
yeah. How does this make you feel?”, she asked with a hint of
gravel in her voice. She slowly slid out before thrusting
forcefully into her again.

"Ah! Aah! Fuck! This is ... like
... Aaah!”
Kimmy bit her thick lips as Tonya pounded her, holding to her thick
neck.

"Fuck! Oh God ... Oh ... God ...
yeah! Like
... harder! Yes!"

Kimmy gasped for air, egging the big woman
on.

“Like,
fuck me hard, you stud! Like yes! Like ... Aaah!"

Yeah, Tonya was a fucking stud. Kimmy’s
encouragement was all she needed to start fucking her seriously.
She slid out again and started ramming her prick into the girl,
slowly increasing her speed, watching her pussy stretch around the
dildo's girth and her huge tits bouncing from the force of her
thrusts.

"More. Keep talking, tell me
more!", Tonya
grunted and whispered as she continued to increase in strength and
speed, her eyes locked on Kimmy’s.

Maybe the girl could see the flash of a
happy grin on her hard face ...

"Ooh ... It's like ... so
big ... I can like feel it so like ... deep in me ... Oooh
..."

Kimmy leaned forward a little, her big tits
brushing against Tonya’s.

"Oh yes ... yes ... That's it
... That's it! Like ... like wow ... you're like ... you're like so
fucking hard ... God, I like, fucking love this ... Fuck me!
Please! Pleeeease! Yes ... yes ... Yes!"

The girl reached down for a moment and
squeezed her small hand between their hard abs, then deeper,
"accidentally" touching Tonya’s clit that was probably rubbing
against the strap-on.

"Aaah ... I'm like ... like ... oh ... oh
... I'm cumming ... I'm like cumming! Aaah! Come on! Like fuck me
hard! Fuck me!"

Kimmy was screaming at her, completely lost
in this.

Tonya’s face grew flush and cum was trickling
down her legs. Kimmy’s teasing, her dirty talk, and the sight of
her in ecstasy like this were all driving her crazy. Reaching in to
grab her clit pushed her over the edge.

"Fucking yes, take it! Take all
of it!" Tonya
fell forward, pinning her to the couch. Her chest was dived into
Kimmy’s face, practically smothering her as she forced the dick
into her even faster than before. Not bothering to draw herself all
the way out, she slammed herself into the bimbo with all the force
she could muster, the slapping of their hips echoing through the
house.

"Yes, take it! Take this giant
fucking monster cock!", Tonya screamed as she approached her own climax
and drove all her strength into fucking the girl
senseless.

Kimmy just clung to her, letting Tonya
finish while pointlessly tensing her cunt against the bodybuilder’s
fake dick, but she was still completely enraptured, her nails
scratching the big woman’s back as she let her fuck her like a
berserker.

Tonya’s orgasm hit like a tidal wave. The big
woman screamed and growled like an animal, instinctively thrusting
her strap on deep into her while burying her own fingers deep into
her snatch. After several seconds of panting and spasming, she felt
herself grow weak, and fell to her knees in front of
Kimmy.

Eventually, as Tonya calmed down, Kimmy
caressed her back and her face and gave her little kisses,
whispering:

"Thank you ... That was like
... incredible ... You're like ... the best ..."

"Thank you,
Kimmy", she
said between labored breaths. "That was ... that was really fucking
hot."

"Like ... yeah
..."

Tonya climbed up on to the couch and
embrace the girl, still hot to the touch and panting.

"It's settled... having a
dick... would be pretty dope."

"Like ... Kinda, I guess, yeah
... The boys are like all like yeah, you know?"

"Yeah ... yeah I do know." Tonya pulled her
close and they lay there in silence for a few moments longer,
simply enjoying the afterglow.

Kimmy laid there, still rather exhausted
and amazed by this. She was just taking this in, no deeper
thoughts.

Tonya, however, was thinking of a lot of
different things at once silently. Was that even possible to do?
Growing big enough for her clit to act like a dick? Was there any
way to do it faster? Could she take those pills that Kimmy had
mentioned?

But after some
time, she put
those aside. Best not to make long term plans while horny.
Maybe.

Tonya stood herself up.

"Okay, I need some water after
that. You want anything?" As she started to make my way to the kitchen,
she grabbed her phone and pulled up the web browser, googling for
answers to some of her questions. More out of curiosity than
anything.

"Like, maybe like some water too
... If you like got like the pink bottles?"

"Pink bottles?"
Tonya asked. "Like,
just bottled water?"

"Yeah, like I dunno? It's
like pink. But I'll like get what you like get."

"Yeah... fanciest I've got is a
Brita", she
said as she grabbed them two glasses. She also snatched a bottle of
protein drink and chugged it. Holding up Kimmy’s weight and fucking
Kimmy as long as she did felt like a workout in its own right after
all. She walked back over to her lover and handed her the glass as
she down her own quickly.

Kimmy took a sip, found it okay and drank
it.

Then she leaned over to Tonya and just
enjoyed being with her.






It was the night of Neecol's party. She sent
the couple the location and the time on Tonya’s phone and it turned
out to be a nice place close to the beach, like a cabana. When
Tonya arrived, the usual security guys were there, asked her for
her phone to make sure there were no unplanned pictures and let her
in. It was sunset, the sky was red, the sea was beautiful and it
was cool without being cold.

As she came in, Neecol called from the tiny
kitchen:

"Make yourself comfortable!
I'm just fixing some things!"

Kimmy was not there yet, probably still
getting ready.

"Awesome little place you got
here!" Tonya
called back. She’d done her best to dress up for the night. Little
black dress that still did a great job of showing off her legs and
shoulders, and she’d taken some of Kimmy’s recommendations for
makeup and jewelry. Simple gold necklace that laid across her chest
and some gold hoop earrings. Subtle makeup with some bold red
lipstick and bronze eyeshadow that she normally wouldn't have
chosen but ended up looking great on her, only natural given that
it came from Kimmy’s advice.

"Anything I can lend a hand
with?", she
asked as she took in the little beach house.

"No, no, just find a place
you like ... I recommend the rear balcony. The view should be nice
..."

"Awesome. I'll go get
comfortable out there!" Tonya stepped through the house and found the
balcony she must have been talking about. She found myself a nice
lounge chair to lie back in and waited for Neecol to get her
attention.

She showed up a moment later with a bottle of
champagne and two glasses in hand. She was wearing a skintight
dress that left nothing to imagination, and Tonya could see that
she decided on some stay-up tights, as well as on a slim black
leather choker. Maybe it was just Tonya, but she could have sworn
she must have pumped up her muscles a moment ago, because they were
looking really hard and ready.

"Thank you for coming! So,
what do you think of the view?"

Neecol set the glasses and the bottle down
and leaned forward on the railing of the balcony, giving her guest
a glimpse of the tops of her tights.

"Oh my," Tonya said, unable to avoid looking
all of Neecol's body over. "You're sure putting yourself on display
tonight, huh?"

It was just coincidence, surely. Tonya
decided to play it cool for a minute, see whether Neecol pushed it
or not, then let her down gently.

She looked at the musclewoman with a sweet
smile and nodded:

"Sure. You put in a lot of
work to get me in shape, so you deserve a good look."

She turned around, leaned her back against
the railing and trust out her breasts.

"Mm. You give me too much
credit, really." Tonya turn away and swiped one of the glasses of champagne,
taking a long sip. Okay, this was happening. Say something,
Tonya.

"Do you want to take a look at
the beach while we're waiting? It's just down the
stairs and we
can wet our feet ..."

She gestured towards it with her
glass.

"I ... think it's better if we hang out up
here." Tonya sat herself down in an open chair. "Let's talk,
hun."

"Sure. Whatever you prefer." She
plonked
herself down on the sofa, stretching her legs a bit and lounging
seductively.

Tonya decided to just come straight out
with it. "Neecol, I think you and I need to ... take a step apart.
The flirting was fun and all, but ... I'm starting to think this
isn't right."

She smirked:

"Maybe, but how does it
feel?"

She casually
flexed her
arm, bringing out a nice little bulge of biceps.

"Besides ... This is just
for fun. Nothing serious."

The musclewoman
blushed slightly.
She did look great thanks to all this work she'd put in. That arm
was sleek but obviously strong ...

"I ... I'm serious. Yes, you're hot, and
you've only gotten hotter but ... I don't want this. Even just our
flirting has got Kimmy upset now."

"Okay. No problem. I'm not going
to get between you, or anything. I wouldn't want to hurt her. In a way, it's
romantic ... And Kimmy can be so cute in her naive little
way."

She smiled as she stretched a bit.

"So, still don't want to see
the beach?"

Wow, that was
... surprisingly
easy. Tonya sighed and laughed a bit out of relief.

"Thanks for being so
understanding. She means a lot to me. You know, I think a bit of
cool night air might be good for me right now. Let's
go."

She led the way, not hesitating
to letting her big butt swing and bounce, and they reached the beach soon. The
sand was still warm, but it wasn’t hot, feeling quite nice. She
slipped out of her tights before stepping into it and
asked:

"Is it okay if I take off
the dress? I don't want it to get all sandy."

Tonya looked at her sideways. Watching her
sexy little waggle on the way down was unavoidable, but she was not
liking this ... insistence. She knew it was too good to be
true.

"Do what you like, I
guess," she
answered curtly.

With a longing look, she
undid the
belt of her dress, then unwrapped herself, revealing an incredibly
large and well-filled black bra and matching panties. She put the
dress over the railing and asked:

"Shall we?"

Then she walked on the beach towards the sea,
letting the sand sift between her toes.

The wind warmed up a little, and the soft
crash of the waves in the distance created a wonderful
ambience.

As they descended the steps, Tonya’s only
thoughts were to be ready to sock her if she actually put any moves
on me. But after a little bit of time in the beach, the calming
atmosphere soothed the big woman a bit. She breathed deep and felt
the tension leave her as her toes sank into warm sand and the cool
ocean must sprayed her.

Neecol walked along with her and
said:

"You know I love
your look and I
absolutely adore you ... But what I seriously admire about you is
that you are a selfmade woman, just like me. You struggled, you
went your own way ... and it worked. I know that feeling, and I
love it ..."

"Yeah ... it hasn't always been easy, and I
still don't really feel like I've made it sometimes, but everything
we've got, we know we earned it, right? There's something great
about that?"

"Exactly. But it goes even
deeper: I made my body to be like this. I changed it. I built
myself from the ground up and now I'm here. And you helped me do this.
This is your work ... And I'm glad I got the best craftswoman for
me."

"Neecol, I'm ... flattered. Really. This has
been a great opportunity for me, and I'm glad I've been able to
help you see your potential as a woman. I'm happy you've grown as
much as you have these past few months."

"Me too ... I have to admit, you
have been improving tremendously too. I love the new look, the
bigger muscles, the ripped physique ... That's all incredible. I
wish I could
have something like this ..."

Tonya shifted her weight and moved her
shoulders a bit, not consciously aware of the fact that Neecol was
pushing her buttons. "Yeah ... it's my pride and joy all right. And
there's no reason you can't have this for yourself too."

"It's difficult ... People
accept sixpacks, and they accept big butts and strong legs ...
Shoulders are a problem, big biceps are a problem ... I don't think
I could survive this ... financially. But it sure sounds like a
dream ..."

"Yeah. You have to ... kind of be willing
to carve out your own path, you know? Like I only get by thanks to
my camming. It was either that or compete in something. I'm sorry
you're kind of ... locked into what you've got going on already.
Wish there was something I could do to help you really see your
full potential."

She smiled:

"Maybe I can gently nudge my
fans into the right direction ... I've been showing them some
workouts lately and they liked what they saw. So, maybe someday
..."

As Neecol walked towards the sea, letting the
water splash against her legs, she added:

"Maybe some more exposure
would help them. Would you be on my show?"

Tonya walked out with her, reaching up and
placing her hands behind her head. "What exactly would that
entail?"

"Oh, nothing much ... Just me interviewing
you, maybe doing your makeup, talking about skin care for muscle
people ... Things like that. It's not like we're going to do a sex
tape ..."

There was a hint of a grin.

Tonya returned the grin. "Yeah. I like the
sound of that. You weren't the only person to reach out to me
before that game premier thing, and I've been thinking a lot since
then about how great it would be if everyone felt comfortable
seeing what their body can really do. It would be nice to kinda ...
spread a good message, you know?"

"Definitely."

The waves got a little stronger and she
intuitively grabbed for Tonya’s hand.

She let her hold it, but turned to look
at her. "Maybe we should head back up. Other people will probably
be showing up soon."

She nodded.

"It'll be better that
way."

They walked back together, she slipped the
dress back on, then they came back inside and washed their feet. No
one was there.

Tonya sighed quietly. "Would you mind if I
had another drink?"

"No problem. What should I
get you?"

"Whatever's handy. Another
glass of that champagne would be nice."

Neecol drifted over to the bar, poured her
another one and took one for herself.

She handed it to her guest and
grinned:

"Chin-chin!"

She smiled, not quite getting the turn of
phrase, but raised the glass as if making a toast regardless.
"Thanks, hun."

Neecol clinked it with her and
added:

"To us working together and
making musclewomen a normal thing."

"Hell yeah." The musclewoman took a long sip
and sat back happily in a chair. "This'll be great. I've got some
great before and after pics we can show off. I'll get Kimmy to take
some sexy shots of me that aren't *too* dirty. Maybe even show her
off too, she's another great success story."

"Do you have those pictures
here? I'd love to see them ..."

"Oh hell yeah!"
She pulled out her
phone, quickly firing a text to Kimmy checking in, then pulling up
a folder where she stored the same photos she'd shown the girl
months ago, featuring Tonya’s transition from skinny 18-year-old to
who she was now. Showing them off made her realize they were
something to be proud of. She'd added a couple more recent shots as
well, showing off her continued growth over the past
year.

"Yep. There's the old me.
What do you think?"

"You look incredible. I love
the transformation ... It's still you but ... so much more. And you
can really see the confidence."

Tonya noticed the message wasn't getting
out.

Neecol suddenly
said:

"You know what, I have a
morphing app on my phone. It's a little crude but ... How about we
try it on me? Just to see how big I'd get?"

Tonya quickly tapped the prompt to resend
the text, not thinking too much of it.

"Oh, hell yeah! Let's do it!
Really see
what you've got in you!"

Her host picked up the phone and
said:

"Okay, take a picture of me
..."

She went through a few poses, some of
them bodybuilder style, some more conventional. Also, she was
always looking as seductively as possible.

Tonya was too caught up in the moment to
worry about whether she was coming in to her. She dutifully took as
good shots as her amateur camera skills would allow. "Yeah, work
it! Show them all who's in charge!"

Neecol hit a double-biceps pose, then
asked:

"Is it okay if I take off
the dress again? The app'll probably work better."

"Can't hurt anything. Let me
get a good look at you!"

She removed the dress and posed again,
this time hitting her abs hard. Then, once the pictures were done,
she fired up the big TV and said:

"Okay, let's stream this so
we can take a good look ..."

She sat on the sofa in front of it and
patted the leather next to her.

"Yeah, babe!"
Tonya quickly poured
herself another glass of champagne before flopping down on the
couch. "Go ahead, show me how it works. Turn yourself into Super
Neecol!"

She tapped the screen and a double-biceps
pose appeared on the TV. Then Tonya could watch as her arms filled
out with muscle, her shoulders got wider and her lats grew into
view. The app glitched a bit on her abs, which turned into a
twelve-pack somehow, but she grinned.

She quickly
reached light
bodybuilder level. Then she smiled at Tonya and asked:

"More?"

"Ooh, you're looking good! Make
it as big as you want, girlfriend! Bigger is better!"

Tonya downed half her drink quickly and
grinned, looking at Neecol’s transformation from model into full-on
bodybuilder. She was loving this vision of the possible future
her.

Neecol worked some sliders and the muscles
grew and grew, going to midweight and then heavyweight. The woman
on the picture was still her, but it was also a gargantuan amazon
with 18" arms and massive shoulders.

"More?"

"Jesus, you think you can fit
more on there? Er, I guess the more important question is do *you*
want bigger?
If you left it all up to me, well ... heh. "

"We'll do it together
..."

She held the phone between them, they
both put a finger on the slider, and up it went.

The Neecol on the screen
literally exploded with muscle, her traps rising to assault her ears, her
shoulders spreading as wide as a door and her arms becoming as
thick as her legs. The software added some fake definition to it
all.

This Neecol was a 400-pound monster,
completely packed with muscle.

"Fuck yes!" Tonya screamed gleefully at the
amazon goddess in front of her. "That right there is what every
woman should want! Blow every expectation away! Redefine what it
means to be fucking huge!"

Neecol nodded:

"Yeah! I love it! Imagine us
both walking down the street together, people staring
at us in disgust
with our big, muscle-packed bodies ... So heavy, but so strong
..."

"You are speaking my
language!" Tonya shot the rest of her champagne quickly, lounging back
in the chair. "No better feeling in the world than being strong. If
I had a fuckin' magic lamp, I'd make sure I never quiet
growing."

Looking back up at the TV, a
grin crept
across her face. "You know you'd think after all this time on the
internet I'd have seen myself morphed at least once? But I never
have! Can you take a few shots of me?"

The model nodded eagerly.

"Just pose for
me!"

She held up the phone, ready to take
Tonya’s pictures.

The musclewoman
stood up and began a
full bodybuilding posing routine, not bothering with any
traditionally sexy poses at all. The only goal she had was to put
her raw power on display. Bicep flexes, side chest, abs and thighs,
she went through every classic pose she could think of, teeth
gritted and reveling in the strength she portrayed.

The phone took a stream of pictures. She
can sense that Neecol loved this.

Then she
returned to
the sofa and handed Tonya the phone:

"Have fun!"

There were sliders for most individual
muscle groups and one for the face. Apparently, this was an app
made to make men look more muscular.

Grinning widely,
Tonya singled out a
back shot that put nearly every part of her on display. She slid
the dials and up and up, watching enraptured as the program piled
more and more beef onto her frame. She didn't stop until her image
matched the one they had crafted for Neecol. A freakish hulk that
demolished any existing world records. For kicks, she used the face
slider to emphasize her jaw more, as if to play up the cartoonish
nature of her new body. She tweaked the groups bit by bit. Biceps
slightly taller, waist pinched in, bring the traps out a bit more.
Eventually she looked up, seemingly satisfied with the vision of
strength she’d created smiling back at her from the screen. Her
biceps cresting near her wrists, her shoulders blocking part of her
face, and an hourglass core that would make the jaw of any porn
star drop.

"What do you
think?"

"This is ... incredibly hot
..."

Neecol was breathing very deeply now to
keep in control.

Tonya couldn't deny anymore that this was
turning her on too. Imagining herself with that kind of size and
strength was lighting a fire in her like nothing else.

She willed herself to say "We should
stop," but her thumb found its way to the controls again, slowly
adding just a little more mass at a time to the imaginary her. They
really should stop, but she couldn't make herself do it.

Neecol was very close to her now, just
staring at the screen, wondering what the bodybuilder was going to
do next ...

Tonya placed her hand on Neecol’s thigh and
gripped it firmly. With her other hand, she grabbed her phone and
looked for a text back, desperate for some kind of distraction. She
just kept breathing faster. She was not going to last much longer
at this rate, and the voice in the back of her head knew
it.

The phone was as silent as before. There
was no reception.

"Fucks sake,"
She muttered. Her
hormones were too much to deny. She grabbed her host by the
shoulders and looked at her with desperation. "I need it," she
said, her voice quivering.

Neecol nodded and put her hands on her
guest’s waist.

"That's perfect."

"Don't talk. Just fucking take
me." Tonya
pushed her back onto the couch and practically tore her dress off,
exposing her shoulders and pecs.

Neecol lifted her leg and wrapped it around
hers so they could scissor. Then she held tightly onto her, feeling
that ring rub against her own wet pussy.

She touched Tonya’s muscles, caressed
them, squeezed them, followed every line and crevice and rubbed
herself against her at the same time, breathing lightly, then
harder next to her.

Tonya clamped her legs against her.
Gripping the couch tightly, she forced her sex against hers,
desperate for any kind of sensation and release. She moaned and
grunted like an animal in heat as she felt her hands exploring and
worshipping her body, touching her in all the right ways. The
musclewoman’s hips bucked like an industrial machine, forcing their
slick pussies to slide against each other over and over and
over.

This was exactly what she craved and Tonya
could see the hint of satisfaction for a second before she lost
herself in her guest’s body again.

She slowly slid from the
sofa, pulling her
along and burying herself under that massive body. She spread her
arms and legs and sighed ...

"Please ..."

Tonya could hardly keep herself from simply
grinding against her desperately. She felt her engorged clit
rubbing against any kind of ridge or bump she could find as she
panted like she was about to pass out.

"Yes, yes, yes,"
Tonya whispered
breathlessly. It was all her mind could put together.

Tonya felt Neecol’s hands reach for her ass
and knead it hard, reveling in her muscle ...

"More ..."

Tonya wrapped herself around Neecol, her
nails digging into her back as her clit rubbed furiously into her
sex. She panted and gasped as she could feel the fog of an
impending orgasm clouding her mind.

"Yeah, fucking take it", she moaned into the
bustier woman’s ear, her voice low and raspy.

Neecol tightened herself, gasping for air as
Tonya fucked her hard.

"Yes ... yes ... yes! Oh ...
oh yes!"

Her fingers dug deep into Tonya’s ass and she
just let her ride it out.

Tonya inhaled deeply before letting out
what was going to be a scream but came out as a barely audible
gurgle. She was on the very edge and it was starting to drive her
crazy.

"I can't fucking take
it!" She
lifted herself up and sat herself on Neecol’s exposed face, letting
her full weight mash her into the floor. She ground herself
desperately against the other woman’s mouth and jerked her swollen
clit until she finally screamed in release.

Neecol just couldn't believe what was
happening, but worked the bodybuilder’s clit out of sheer
panic.

As she came, Neecol licked up her juices
eagerly. Then, as the big woman stopped, she struggled to get her
off.

She tapped the floor next to her, trying to
get the musclewoman’s attention.

It took her a moment to recover and realize
she still had her host pinned.

"Fuck", she muttered before shifting her
weight off her and rolling onto the floor next to her.
"Sorry."

Neecol was completely confused and exhausted
and just looked both happy and terrified.

Then she
mumbled:

"What the hell ... That was
... I don't know ... Both great and terrifying. Wow ..."

"Yeah ... I guess I ... kinda lost control
there", she said with an awkward laugh. "Roid rage will do that to
ya sometimes. Uh ... you okay?"

"I think so ...
Yeah."

She sat up, her face sore.

"Is it always like this? I
think I could get used to this."

Neecol got up, then asked:

"Want a drink? I'm going to
need one."

"Yeah, it gets intense more
often than not. Just the other day, K-..." Tonya broke off as reality started
coming back to her. A flurry of thoughts and emotions quickly ran
through her head as she reached for the strap of her
dress.

"Yeah, I ... I could really use a
drink."

Neecol poured her the remains of the
champagne and plunked herself down on the sofa.

"We should definitely do a sex
tape once in a while. That would break the internet. For good."

Tonya quickly shot back the champagne, not
sure how to process all of this still. Of course, Kimmy was special
to her, but ... this felt great. She was starting to miss having a
little freedom, being with anyone she wanted, especially someone
who appreciated her body as much as Neecol did. And that wasn’t
even approaching how important she was to her newborn training
business ...

Of course, these thoughts were only half
formed in her tipsy mind. She was silent for a moment, sitting on
the floor. She put her hand to her head as the hormones start
clearing from my head. "Oh God, this was a bad idea", she
muttered.

Neecol just shrugged and said:

"Nothing good ever started
with a good idea."

Then she
reached for
Tonya’s thick back and caressed her huge muscles.

"Oh God, I can't get enough
of these ..."

Tonya inhaled a bit and bit her lip at her
praise and her touch. It did feel awful right, having the model
with her like this.

"Yeah? Tell me
more."

Neecol got down on the floor again after
emptying her glass, and started to explore Tonya’s back, following
every valley and climbing every summit. She investigated all the
little groves and striations, then up to her neck, climbing her
traps.

She let out a soft
whistle.

"This is so
incredible."

Tonya shifted and subtly tensed her back,
giving her admirer plenty of surface to explore. "Heh. After my
arms I think my back is my favorite part to work." She leaned
forward a bit, stretching out the topographic map that was her
back, causing the peaks to rise just a bit higher over the
valleys.

"What do you think? Swole
enough for ya?"

Neecol grinned, Tonya could almost feel
it.

"Nah ... Never swole enough
for me ... If I could, I'd pay you to get bigger for me
..."

Neecol ran her long fingers over her back
now, under the fabric of her dress, down to the Christmas tree that
grew out of Tonya’s lower back. She explored all of this with
devotion and curiosity and whispered:

"It's so
beautiful."

Tonya’s heart skipped a beat as she heard
Neecol’s musings. She really did like this that much, didn't she?
And as great as she was, it would be great to not have to be tied
down to Kimmy anymore ...

Feeling Neecol's hands run
across her
and hearing the absolute awe in her voice was almost enough to get
her wet on the spot again.

Tonya reached her arms back and fondled
Neecol’s thick thighs. "Do you mean that?" she asked. "About paying
me to get bigger?"

"Sure! I don't have too much
money, even
though I live a sweet life, but I'm willing to make
sacrifices."

She got closer now and kissed her back
gently.

Neecol followed the crests of the muscle
mountains and went deeper first, then changed directions and
approached Tonya’s traps.

Instinctively, she flared herself out as she
reached around her. She could feel the model’s fingers spread apart
as her lats swelled under them. Just another reminder of how huge
Tonya was compared to her.

She stood back up as the other woman
continued to kiss her back and run her hands over her. "I'm warning
you, I don't hold back with anything. I don't just want to get big,
I want to redefine huge. You understand me."

Neecol nodded eagerly:

"That would be a dream. If
you're willing to go all the way ... Like on that app ... but
bigger."

Her eyes lit up as she
imagined
Tonya being this enormous.

The bodybuilder
bit her lip as the
mental image entered her head. Her, with easily double the mass of
the biggest bodybuilders. Triple even.

This is what she’d been missing. Someone with
vision. Hunger. Someone who knew what she wanted rather than being
dragged along.

"That's a good start. But
once I'm that big I'm only gonna want to get bigger."

Tonya turned around and lifted her up by
the waist. "You're waking up a sleeping giant here. Last chance to
change your mind."

She grinned:

"Never. I want to witness
this."

"Fuck yeah." Tonya pulled her in and kissed
her on the shoulders, her massive arms wrapped around
her.

"Tomorrow, we start this
journey."

She giggled.

"Awesome!"

After a moment, she
smiled:

"I don't think anybody's
coming. Want to go back to the beach for some skinny
dipping?"

Tonya grinned. "Sounds good to me. You lead
the way."

As she stepped away, Tonya reached and
grabbed her phone again. She felt a pang of regret as she looked
and saw no notifications and no reception, but she shook her head
and forced the thoughts away as she tossed the phone back onto the
couch.

Neecol took her hand and ran down to the
beach, swinging wildly as she was just as drunk as
Tonya.

Then she
started
taking off her dress and her underwear, before turning to Tonya and
helping her out of her dress.

"Wow ... It's like
unwrapping a birthday present ..."

Tonya shimmied out of her dress. Having
gone braless, because honestly what was the need anymore, she was
left standing top less in front of her host. Her hands went to her
hips and she stood tall in front of her. "My thoughts exactly. I
don't know if I'll ever get used to seeing you get naked." Tonya
scooped her up and sank her fingers into her enormous ass, her
mouth again finding its way to her collarbone and kissing along the
top of her chest.

She returned the favor, admiring Tonya’s
massive pecs and the huge tits.

"Those are incredible ... And
just imagine
them even bigger ..."

She kissed the feathers of Tonya’s pecs, then
sank her fingers into her lats.

Your boobs rub together,
massive fake globes supported by tough muscles.

"I love this ... To have built
myself and to be with you, who is also ... self-made. It's
incredible."

"Fuck yeah", Tonya whispered as Neecol
worshipped her massive chest. Her words had a way of sending her
imagination into overdrive. Tonya pictured herself with a pair of
meaty, shredded pecs outsizing the chest of any pornstar, but with
a pair of huge silicone tits on top of them, creating an enormous,
cartoonish chest that literally anyone would stop and stare
at.

Tonya lifted her up so her legs were
straddling her midsection and planted several kisses on her lips,
then started to carry her towards the water.

"I'm starting to think you
and I were meant to find each other."

Her eyes seemed to glint in the twilight of
the beach house.

"That would be awesome
..."

As they both sank into the cool water, Neecol
stayed close. Her tits bobbed up and down a bit until she settled
for a comfortable position. Then she laughed:

"I'm still not sure that
swimming is the best sport for people like us, but I kinda like
it."

Tonya let go of her as they waded in and
occupied herself rolling about. She could feel her own breasts
attempting to float up toward the surface as she floated about, but
they didn't have nearly the same amount of freedom to move as
Neecol's. That said, watching her bob through the water was an
enticing sight, and watching her tits jutting out as she leaned
back and floated certainly didn't look bad.

"Ah, don't sweat it. Gotta make
time for fun shit outside of the gym." Tonya leaned back and allowed the
salt water to hold her up, eyes on the early evening sky as she
simply enjoyed the buzz in her head.

Neecol drifted past her, making little
movements with her hands to keep her swimming. Then she
laughed:

"Do you think it's possible
to get so huge that you stop floating?"

"Oh, hell yeah. I already have a
hard time
with it in a normal pool. Salt water is easier to float in for ...
some fuckin' reason. But yeah, I'd have to work to stay up like
this in regular water."

"I don't know, but this is
an incredible turn-on. To imagine this ..."

She brushed against Tonya’s
arm.

"You're turning me on again
..."

Tonya grinned devilishly and grabbed her
hand, placing it on her bicep. The big woman stood back up, placing
her feet on the seabed. "You know why it's a turn on. It's all
about the density." She flexed her arm, again watching as her
fingers spread apart on her swelling bicep head.

"Watching me sink in the water like that is
a reminder of how hard ...", she gave it an extra tense to
punctuate the word. “… and powerful ..." Another tense. "… and
*strong* I am."

Neecol’s eyes were way open and she licked her
thick lips.

"Oh yes."

She swam over to Tonya with a quick
stroke, then clung to her with her legs and sank her hand down
underwater, before reaching the musclewoman’s clit. She stroked it
first gently, then harder, sticking close to those heavy
muscles.

Tonya drew herself up and flexed her upper
body, focusing on her chest and the arm the other woman was wrapped
around. She let out a deep, rumbling groan that resonated through
her torso as Neecol’s hand found her clit.

"Mmm, you know just where to
go. I like that."

Tonya could feel her clit throb as her
hostess teased it. Small, subtle veins began to pump larger around
her crotch as blood flowed to her womanhood, causing her clit to
swell to the size of the first two knuckles on her finger, making a
true hard, throbbing mini-cock.

"Oh my God ... It's so big
... I never
thought I would get my hands on such a big one ... I love it
..."

"Fuck yeah. Should be no
surprise. Every part of me is huge." Tonya put her hands on her hips and tensed
some of her internal muscles, effectively flexing her clit. Some
more blood rushed into it, causing it to swell and stiffen slightly
between her fingers.

"How are you even doing this
..."

Neecol was completely shocked, but liked
this a lot. She intensified her rubbing, although it was obviously
not as skillful as Kimmy's. But maybe that was just the
environment.

"Heh. You learn a few tricks when you show
off as much as I do." Tonya groaned again as her playing grew more
intense. Tonya was very conscious that she was not instantly seeing
stars like she would be normally, but ... maybe Neecol could still
be some fun.

The musclewoman
licked her lips as
she felt her breathing starting to quicken. "Get on your knees”,
Tonya said. It's not a barked order, but it is authoritative, as if
she simply expected Tonya to follow along.

"In the water?"

She was a little confused, then tried to
dive.

It didn't work. Boobs too big.

Tonya quickly reached down and picked her
up in a princess carry. Between the heat of the moment and the
drunkenness, she'd managed to forget she was still waist
deep.

Regardless, seeing
her so willingly go
for it was a turn in its own right.

Nonetheless, Tonya laughed it off and took
advantage of the situation be sliding a couple of fingers against
Neecol’s pussy from behind her. Her big pillowy behind made it a
bit of a challenge but she was able to find her lips. "I've got a
better idea", Tonya said, stroking her honeypot and kissing her
toned shoulder.

"Anything ..."

While continuing to tease her
pussy, Tonya
carried her back towards the shore. After they got close enough
that the water came up to her calves, she withdrew her hand and
locked eyes with her as she licked her juices off of her
fingertips.

Then, without warning,
Tonya took hold of
Neecol’s legs and carefully flipped her upside down. She brought
the other woman’s thighs up to rest on her shoulders, their
midsections facing each other in a sort of standing 69 position.
Tonya effortlessly supported her hostess’ weight as she pulled
Neecol’s hips in so her pussy was in reach of her mouth. Tonya’s
clit jutted out imperiously towards her.

"I think you know what to
do", she said
as she gave Neecol a long, slow lick.

"Aaaaah ..."

She shivered all over, almost panicking
for a moment, before getting what Tonya wanted. Neecol started
licking, confused by her position and the whole
situation.

She was doing fine, but Tonya could tell
that the combination of being drunk and upside down was a bit
much.

On the other hand,
her work was welcome
...

"Gkh!"

She gagged and struggled, her huge tits
hanging half in front of her face. She was struggling to do her
part, but it was a bit much ...

With a quiet roll of
her eyes, Tonya
scooped her back up and set her right side up again. Reaching
between Neecol’s legs, she slid two fingers into her so as not to
stop her stimulation. Standing in the water, holding her weight in
my arms, she slid in and out of her with slowly increasing speed,
searching for her sweet spot.

Maybe it was the light, but Neecol was looking
a bit pale.

Uncomfortable, she
groaned:

"Sorry. Maybe we should take
a short break. I think I overdid it a little ..."

Tonya pulled out of her and lifted her up,
letting the buxom woman rest against her. After a pause, she
quietly said, "It's all good, hun. Let's get inside and get you
some water or something."

In her head, however, Tonya’s biggest concern
was the blueballing she’d received. Oh well, there were ways to
take care of that. Maybe she'd even feel better later.

She quickly scooped up their discarded
clothes as she made her way back to the house, helping Neecol all
the way up.

The other woman took a big gulp of water,
then another one, then she had to take a bathroom break. The mood
was rather ruined.

Eventually, she
said:

"Hey, I'm sorry
about all this." She
rubbed her temples. "Could we give it another try maybe ... in a
couple of days? I'm ... I still have troubles with my
limits."

"Fuck", Tonya muttered quietly as her
hostess ran off to the bathroom. It was immediately obvious what
happened. Things had been so good with Kimmy these past few months,
it was easy to forget not everyone's as good in the sack as she
was.

"Yeah, sorry", Tonya said with just a hint of
sheepishness in her voice. "That ... that's on me. I'm kinda used
to just ... manhandling people. I shoulda gone a little slower with
you."

"Yeah, no, you know, it was
awesome ... Just a little bit too much for me, okay?"

She brushed her salty hair from her
face.

"I'll get used to it, no
problem. No problem."

Then she headed for the shower, leaving Tonya
standing naked and horny.

Once she heard the shower turn on, she
groaned. Not even the first night and this wasn't living up to the
hype ...

She was certainly not going to jill off in
the middle of her house. After grabbing a towel and quickly wiping
herself off, she slipped back into her dress. She hardly looked as
neat as when she came in, but she was not trying to impress anyone
anymore. Lacking in other options, she grabbed her phone again, not
expecting much.

Nothing.

No reception.

Maybe try
outside?

Tonya shook her head and stepped out onto
the back porch again. Even if she didn't pick anything up out here,
the cool air was the closest she was going to get to a cold
shower.

Still nothing. That house
must be in a phone sinkhole.

Shit. Defeated,
she slumped over the
railing and took a few deep breaths.

It was time to go. Neecol certainly didn't
seem to be in a good mood before she stalked off. She'd understand
if Tonya saw myself out.

She headed back through the beach house,
composing a text to Neecol as she went.

She was still in the bath, cleaning
herself.

Didn't look like she was going to show up
anytime soon.

Regardless, Tonya slapped together something
quick and apologetic as she walked through. Ask her to text or call
when she wanted to talk. The standard stuff.

The big woman
gave herself a quick
once-over before she stepped out the front door to ensure she was
decent, then headed out to hop in her car. Time to go
home.

As soon as she was in the car, the phone
connected and Tonya got a barrage of messages.

"Like, hey, I'm like gonna
be like, late cos I like had like that thingie and it kinda like
didn't work and stuff ..."

"I'm like on the way now, you know? Just
like gonna take like a little more time."

"Like, I'm at Neecol's place
now and she's like not there? Are you like there? Can you like open
the door and stuff?"

"I'm like still here and there's
like no one there and I'm like waiting, but it's like not like anything is
like happening, cos there's like no one?"

"Are you like,
there?"

"I like called like, with my
voice and it like didn't open, and like there was a cop who like
said I should like keep it down and I like said I'm
like sorry
officer and he like liked that and like gave me his number, like
what kind of a weirdo is that? Why would I like call him? Like when
there's like an emercency, I like call 911, that's what I like
do?"

"Do like cops even like have
real phone numbers? How do they like call themselves? Do they like call 911
and then they like ask for like officer like whatever and then they
like call that guy and he like goes over and they talk?"

"Yeah, so like there's no one
coming, so I'm like gonna send Neecol like another message."

"Like no. She isn't like
answering. I'm like gonna like go home."

"Like call me when you're
like here. Cos she's like not."

"Love you."

Reading the texts as they
came in hit
Tonya deep in the chest. Guilt and anxiety came over her. She felt
like crying. When was the last time that happened? Kimmy said she
loved her even, and she went and did something stupid.

Tonya dialed up Kimmy’s number and called
her on speakerphone as she pulled out of the driveway, struggling
to piece together what happened tonight. Did Kimmy go to the wrong
place or did they somehow miss her completely? The phone rang as
she started down the dark road back towards the highway. Please
pick up, Kimmy, it's not that late yet...

"Like hi! It's like me! Are
you like at Neecol's party?"

"Kimmy!" Tonya said, a bit too loudly. "No,
no, I... something happened. I'm just leaving Neecol's. Where are
you right now?"

"Like, at home? I like went
there like after I like didn't find Neecol at Neecol's? Was she like there? I
like really like yelled and stuff?"

"Wait, wait. Did you go to
Neecol's house?"

"Like where we normally go
to help with her workouts. Did she tell you to go
there?"

"I like dunno. I guess? I like
thought ... Did I do like something wrong?"

Tonya sighed quietly. "No, you didn't do
anything wrong. The party was just at a different place. You're
fine. Look, can I come over for a bit? I think we should talk about
some stuff."

"Like, of course. I'll like let
you in. Dad's
like busy again and stuff. But it's like no shooting this time, I
guess."






As Tonya reached the mansion, Kimmy awaited
her at the gates. Normally, Kimmy would just buzz her in, but for
some reason, she came out here to greet her. The bimbo smiled at
her, then pointlessly wave to get her attention. As soon as Tonya
was close to her, Kimmy embraced her, sighing happily:

"Like, I'm so glad you came!
I thought I like totally screwed up and stuff ..."

Tonya hugged her back tightly as the girl
wrapped her arms around her. The big woman rested her head against
Kimmy’s shoulder for a moment and breathed in her scent before
speaking.

"You're okay, hun. You did
fine." She
took her hands in hers. "I'm sorry things didn't shape up tonight,
but I'm happy I still get to see you."

"Like so much!"
Kimmy took her hand
once she released her from the hug and pulled her teacher after
her: "We like gotta be like a little careful cos my dad is like
having like a big talk with his guys or something and it's like
kinda a big deal or something."

Kimmy led the way inside. As Tonya followed
her through some smaller corridors they hadn't used yet, she could
hear Kimmy’s father's voice booming indistinctly somewhere
close-by. There was a reply by some other guy who seemed a little
unhappy from the sound of it, but her father didn't seem angry. It
was hard to make out any words from here.

Tonya winced as she heard the conversation
from the other room. Yeesh. The more she saw of how the high life
lived, the rougher it actually seemed. She didn't know who she'd
least like to be in that scenario.

By taking another smaller
staircase, they reached Kimmy’s part of the house. Before they got
inside, the bimbo girl asked:

"Do you like want something
to like drink or eat? I can like get it for you."

As Kimmy stopped to offer her a drink, the
bodybuilder stopped and thought. She was still drunk enough that
she probably shouldn't have driven here, but she was coming down.
As much as she should probably sober up in order to keep her story
straight ... she needed to stay a little lubricated if she was
gonna do this.

"Yeah. If you
can grab me
... anything with some liquor in it, really, I'd appreciate
it."

Kimmy nodded and went away, returning with
a bottle of some expensive French liquor, probably cognac or
something, as well as a pair of glasses.

"I like took the first thing I
like found.
My dad like likes it so it like can't be bad, no?"

They sat down, Kimmy on the bed, Tonya
with her, and she poured her a glass and gave it to her.

"Like, here you are. I hope
it's like okay. If it's like, not good, you like gotta tell
me."

Tonya really should have expected this.
Hopefully Kimmy’s old man had enough of this lying around that he
wouldn't notice a couple of glasses worth going missing.

She threw an arm around Kimmy’s waist,
and accepted the glass gratefully. She took a slow swig of the
drink and paused to savor the taste after swallowing it. It burned
like hell going down, but it tasted amazing. Sweet and smooth
even.

"Wow. I can see why he's a
fan."

"I'm like totally
glad!"

Kimmy kissed her, taking in a bit of the
taste and nodded:

"It's kinda
yummy!"

Then she turned to Tonya and stayed close
to her side, kissing her traps, neck and cheek.

"So, like what do you like
wanna like talk about?"

Tonya moved away a bit at her touch. Of
course she normally wouldn't but ... that voice in the back of her
head was telling her to back off a bit tonight.

Tonya sighed quietly as she arranged the
words in her head. "Look. Something ... happened with me and Neecol
tonight. I wanted to tell you right now, because I'm worried she
might try to start spreading lies that would get to you
first."

Kimmy instantly looked worried about
this:

"Like ... What happened? Did
you like get hurt? Is she like sick? Are you like okay?"

"No, we're both okay. But
... she came onto me
tonight. She tried to get me to cheat on you with her."

Kimmy stared at her.

"Like ... why? Does she like
like you?"

"Like, you know, like like
you?"

"I don't think so. She was
just ... hot
for me, you know? She just wants my body. I started to talk to her
about how we couldn't flirt with each other like we've been doing.
I thought things were going well, but she got me drunk and started,
like, really hitting on me, you know?"

Kimmy nodded. She got that.

"Like ... okay. And was she
like sexy?"

"I mean ... she is hot, and she knew how to
push my buttons ... who am I kidding, she knew exactly how to turn
me on."

"Like cool!" Then
Kimmy seemed to
realize what that meant and added: "Like also uncool. You know like
it's kinda both? I like heard that in like a video. It's like the
cat that's like a zombie with like that guy who plays the piano in
the Christmas TV show thing with the kids and stuff, you
know?"

"Um. I think?" Being tipsy
didn't
exactly make it easier to translate.

"Wait a minute, are you saying
you like the idea of me being with Neecol?"

"Like, I dunno. You know, like,
I kinda like the idea of you like being turned on and stuff cos I
like think that you're like the awesomest. And I like kinda like
Neecol, cos she's like QueenxMakeup which is like also kinda
awesome! So I like kinda think it's like, you know, like candy cotton, cos I
like that, and it's like also like that bubbly stuff with peach cos
I like also like that ... But like ... I'm not sure I like like the
candy cotton in the bubbly stuff, you know? It's like, maybe it's
like great? But also, maybe it's like gross? I dunno, you know. Cos
I like didn't like try it and I'm like not sure I like should, cos
it sounds, like weird? But like, also, when I was with like Jaxon,
he like brought like, his side-bitch, like Tucson, and she like
fucked him and I like watched it was like ... kinda hot ... Cos she
like had those like big fat lips that were like way bigger than
mine, but like now mine are like way bigger than hers but then, I
like found out that like, I was the side-bitch and Tucson was like,
the main bitch. And that was like, you know, shit. So like ... I
dunno?"

"Uh, fuck. Okay, so shit's
complicated. Understood." Tonya rubbed her temples a bit before taking
another sip from her glass.

"Point is, we didn't get up to
anything. I
... got up and left. Maybe she was drunk enough that she didn't
realize it's a bad idea. I don't know."

Tonya set her drink aside and laid back on
the bed. "Fuuuuck, this whole thing just fucking sucks."

Kimmy cuddled into her armpit, which was
still a bit weird since she was taller than Tonya, but she was good
at this, and put her hand on the musclewoman’s broad
chest.

"Like ... So you like didn't fuck her cos you
like love me? That's like ... so nice! Oh, Tonya, I like love you
like ..." She made a big gesture. "Like so much! Like the
emprystaid building, or like something like that. Big
like!"

Tonya smiled widely and could feel tears
welling up in her at Kimmy’s reaction. She breathed in deep and
hugged her close, her face resting against the top of the girl’s
head.

"Oh, Kimmy. I love you
too", she
said softly. "So so so much. I just ... I just want you to be
happy, you know? You only deserve the best." Tonya sniffled a bit,
wiping her face with her free hand.

Now it was Kimmy’s turn to get all sappy, so
she started to cry. It was very intense and she took a long time to
calm down, and just letting a lot of stress out.

Finally, Kimmy kissed her and laid in her
arms, just breathing.

After letting everything
out, Tonya
sat quietly with her lover for a moment, letting her finish. "You
good?", she asked after they sat in silence for a couple of
minutes. "Seems like ... you were holding onto some shit there
too."

"Like ... kinda? It's like ...
my dad. He's like been checking on me and he like didn't like my
look. He like said it was like not sexy. Like why? I like
feel sexy and
stuff! Like also, what does he like care, you know? His friends,
they're like all not sexy either, you know? And his like
girlfriend, she like ain't got nothing on like me, cos I'm like way
better than her!"

Kimmy sniffled angrily.

"You know like, I don't like need him to
like tell me that he like likes me cos I like don't think he like
does and stuff. But he like could like at least leave me like,
alone, and stuff, you know? Him and his stupid friends."

Tonya sighed. "Yeah, that's a problem when
you want to live this lifestyle. Most people just don't get it."
She slugged back the rest of her drink.

"It does fucking suck. And it's
only worse when it comes from people that think they own you and
can boss you around. I mean, yeah, he's your dad,
but this is your
life! If this is what makes you happy then fuck it,
right?"

"Like, maybe? He says he's like
paying for this, so he's like you know getting to choose. It's like
... I guess he's like, you know, right? I'm like not sure.
Also, like ... I
don't want to like make him angry. He can be like, really bad when
he's like, you know ... angry."

"Ahh fuck, he's got a point
there. I know I'd be pissed if I gave someone a bunch of money and
I thought they were wasting it. And maybe you're right about
making him
mad ..."

Tonya flopped back onto the bed again,
looking up at the mirror above them. "But what if ... no, that's
stupid. I can't ask you to do that."

Kimmy stared at her in
confusion:

"Like what would you like to do?
I like tried a lot of like weird things, you know. With that Bill guy. He was
like into some weird shit, you know? Like weird."

"Oh. I was gonna say you...
Wait, what? What kinda shit did you do with Bill?"

"Like ... you like really want
to like know? It's like ... strange. Like, you know?"

"I mean, not if you don't
want to tell me. I understand if it weird you out. But, like, sex
stuff, right?"

"Yeah, like totally! Okay ...
what was it? Like ... one time, he like tied me up. Like really
complicated, not like with the fluffy police thingies, but with like so many
knots? I like looked like, I dunno? Like a basketball net? I guess
I still have like some pictures, you know?

“And
then, he like had me wear that like white leather mask thing I like
showed you once. And he like liked that."

"And another time, he like had me like act
like I'm a dog? I like didn't know how to like do that, cos the
only dog I like know is like my dad's girlfriend's like tiny dog,
it's like a tijuana or something? Bill didn't like that dog, or
like the way I like did the dog. I dunno. I guess I was like a bad
dog."

"He like had so many like weird
ideas. I dunno where he like got them from. He like also wanted me
to like dress up like a nun, but I like didn't like that and he was
like unhappy, but I like don't like the nuns. So he like got me one of those
islam outfits. I put that on. It was like ... okay, I guess. But I
like couldn't like really see anything. And I like also had to like
piss on him once. That was like ... I dunno. Weird and stuff. Like
I said."

"Oh, and once, I was like supposed to be
like, you know, angry with him and boss him around. I like still
got the boots and the gloves like somewhere. He like didn't like
it. He said I was like too subbimsy or something. Like, how am I
like a sandwich? What does that even like mean, you know? I guess
he was like way weird. Like me, a sandwich? Like how? Do I like
look like a sandwich to you?"

"Wow. Okay, note to self, some
people really do have nun fetishes and piss fetishes
..." Tonya paused
for a moment, collecting her thoughts. She thought she'd done her
fair share of weird stuff, or at least been asked to do it. But
Kimmy'd done all this shit for one guy?

"Okay. Confession number
two." Tonya
rolled over and sat up, facing her. "So, remember months ago when I
told you I was a model? Well, that's only kinda true. I have a
website where I ... get naked and show off to people. And show off
my muscles and talk about how strong I am ... And they pay me for
it. I've been doing this for a long time now. I was thinking ... if
you want to start making your own money, I can help you get started
with that."

Kimmy nodded, not sure of what the fuss was
about.

"Like, you're
naked?"

Tonya paused. She really shouldn't be
surprised at how blasé this is to Kimmy anymore, but ... she was
still her baby girl in a way.

"Yeah. I get naked. Talk to
people. Do other things for them if they pay well enough. Sometimes
they send in more money and I'll make a video for them with
whatever they like in it. But that's the great thing. No weird shit like
with Bill. You can just tell them no."

"Like, okay, I guess. And
they like really give you like money for this? Like why? Are they
like, ugly?"

"I dunno. I hardly ever see any
of them, because I'd rather not. But I'll let you in on a secret if you can keep
it to yourself." Tonya laughed a bit and lean in, speaking in a
stage whisper. "The whole reason Neecol wanted me to come to the
video game thing is because she watches my stuff."

"Like really?"

Kimmy was completely amazed by this
revelation.

"Wow! So like QueenxMakeup
is your fan and I'm like her fan so that like makes me like your
fan? This is ... Mind blown!"

"Hahaha yeah! Turns out she's
just got a thing for buff girls. So yeah, I guess it really could be anyone
on the other side of the screen. Lots of people like muscle, it
seems."

Kimmy slumped back, grinning, much more
relaxed at this point.

"That like sounds fun! We
like totally should do it!"

"Hell yeah! In fact!"
Tonya moved towards
her, eyes wide with excitement. "Let's get you started by
costarring in one of my vids! It'll be great! Even if we just fuck
like normal and record it, it'll sell like wildfire!"

Kimmy nodded eagerly.

"But we like totally gotta look
our bests, you know? Like really awesome, you know?"

"Yeah, of course. You get
the makeup together, I'll get the rig set up perfectly. Unf, it's
gonna be so good!"

Kimmy’s eyes glowed:

"Like, I'm gonna get my boobs
pumped up like a bit more, and I'm like totally going to like
get my lips
done and like, I need to like pump up like way more ... Also, is it
like okay to wear like some lingies before we like get naked and
stuff?"

"Oh hell yeah. You know how to
be sexy! Anything that shows off you, especially your muscles.
Speaking of, we gotta make sure we get extra pumped before doing this,
and I should probably bring home some dumbbells or something else
to help you show off. Or some kind of props that you can work
with..."

Kimmy clapped her hands.

"Ooh ... Like totally!
What's like a props?"

"Oh, so like ... Sometimes they like if you
get creative when you show off. So I'll probably have you just do
some lifts so they can see how strong you are. But I've done other
stuff in the past, like busting out of a shirt, or bending metal
with my hands. Or sometimes they have something real out there in
mind. Like one time someone had me pretend I was growing on camera.
That was kind of fun."

Kimmy was completely astonished by all
those ideas.

"They like
really like
muscles, no?"

"Oh, fuck yeah. Some people
go crazy for this shit. You'd be amazed how much someone is willing
to shuck out for one custom video."

Tonya stopped for a moment. "Or maybe you
wouldn't. This still isn't gonna be much compared to daddy's money.
But it's gonna be all yours, and no one can tell you how to spend
it."

"Like cool ..."

Kimmy kissed her.

"This is like going to be so
much fun!"






It was the big day for them and Tonya had
been promoting it for some time now. There had been a bit of
teasing, some more or less innocent pictures and a lot of buzz to
make people excited. As for Kimmy, she had been trying to help as
much as she could. She bought a new, better camera, some
microphones and professional editing software, as well as taking a
class in doing this. She only managed to pick up the simplest
things and made the tutor groan a lot, but as long as no one
expected anything fancy, it just might work.

Over the last few months,
they went through
another cycle, and this one hit Kimmy hard. Like, really hard.
Tonya probably picked a stronger, more advanced steroid seeing
their common fetish, but damn ...

To put it simple,
Kimmy blew up
big.

Her shoulders got really wide and very
thick, leading into a pair of traps that seem downright
threatening. Her pecs grew too, and filling up those implants to
almost 3,000 ccs was a necessity to preserve the bolt-on
uber-titted look. They look painfully tight under her skin, like
soccer balls stuffed in there, and yet, her nipples were still
erect and hard ...

Her thick back tapered down into a still
slim waist, but she was also gaining some mass there. It was just
that her shoulders are almost thrice as wide as it when she flexed.
Her ass was out of this world, covered in hard striations and
looking as if it got covered in saran wrap.

The thighs were similar, she was having
trouble walking sometimes, especially if she wanted to do the
high-heeled model walk. It was troublesome now, but she still
managed if she concentrated. As to her calves, yeah ... Big,
ripped, hard, a dream ...

Her arms were catching up now, getting
thickly packed with hard, mature muscle. Still her wrists were as
slim as ever, which made for a weird taper.

The roids definitely made
her clit grow. It
was about the length of her thumb now, Tonya suspected she might
have been pumping it ... Also, Kimmy got a few piercings down
there. A matching ring through the tip of her clit and some bars
through her lips. She also got them puffed up some more, which made
them look both enticing, but also very obscene.

Then there was the rest of her body. Since
she was hairless below the neck, there was no growth like that, but
Kimmy had some bad acne which made her furious and which took
forever to get rid of. Also, her jawline got thicker and harder. It
was getting harder and harder to hide. She planned to get it shaved
back down eventually, but that was for the future.

Lastly, her voice turned huskier and she
tried to talk in a way that maintained its high pitch, but it was
getting more difficult.

Oh, and while talking of
piercings? Guess who got three studs in her tongue?

Anyway, they were at Tonya’s place and
Kimmy’d been pumping up. Now she walked naked into Tonya’s bedroom
and asked:

"Like, what kind of like
outfit should I like put on?"

This last cycle
did wonders for
Tonya too. Her goal was the same as it's always been. Size. As much
as she could get. And she called in several favors with her
supplier to get them the highest quality stuff she could. In
addition to stronger injections, she’d had them on a powerful
cocktail of pills to give them an extra boost. And good God was she
happy with the results on each of them.

There was now hardly any competition
between her and other fetish artists on the internet anymore. At
least the ones she was able to find. She had to be closing in on a
world record at this point, surely. Not that that mattered to her
aside from the ego boost. Her only priority was how big she was and
how good she looked.

Tonya was so enormously jacked that she
couldn't go anywhere without turning heads. Mostly in shock or
disgust, but that was fine by her. She hadn't focused on the
tapered look like Kimmy did. She even had the beginnings of a roid
gut proudly on display. Her thighs grew to the point that she
occasionally had to waddle a bit as she walked to keep them from
chafing, and she started to have some mobility problems with how
swollen her arms, chest, and lats were.

The side effects hit
her hard as well.
She followed Kimmy’s lead and saw her favorite beautician to get
waxed, as the body hair and facial hair were getting to be too much
of a pain. There was some acne spread across her back that's become
too much of a hassle to deal with, but with Kimmy’s help most of it
was clear. There was nothing to be done about her face and voice,
though. Tonya’s jaw had expanded into a sharp, square shape. Her
hair also might have receded just a bit, but her stylist had worked
wonders to make it less noticeable. Her voice, though. It sounded
like it dropped a whole octave. There had, of course, been jokes
about sounding like a man. Tonya preferred imperious, or
commanding.

Tonya was standing in the bedroom in a
pair of red panties and a white bandeau top. The top barely managed
to get across her tits, and her clit bulge was now completely
undeniable in anything as tight as what she was wearing below. She
quickly slipped a black shirt with "Beast" written on it in big
block letters. It covered her chest and not much else.

"Your call", she said as she tugged the
shirt into a comfortable position. "You could go for your workout
gear. Or, if you want to put it all on display, grab that frilly
white lingerie set. That'll drive them nuts."

Kimmy nodded eagerly. As she slipped it on
a little clumsily since her muscles and tits and everything kept
getting in the way, Tonya realized that Kimmy must have stopped
bleaching her skin a while ago. It had been getting progressively
darker, and there was a certain glow to it now. Weird.

As Kimmy tried to put on the bra, she
asked:

"Could you like help me
close it? I like totally can't reach anymore."

Tonya nodded and happily stepped around
her. "Hey, another great sign of progress, huh?"

She took her time clasping the bra strap,
taking in how the bright white outfit contrasted with her newest
look. "Say, Kimmy? What's your natural skin tone like?"

"Like kinda like my mom, I
guess? I'm like pretty much black? Like, not like black, black, but
like really brown? Is that like a thing? But my dad and my mom
don't like that, they like also do the creams ... That is, I dunno about
my mom. I like totally haven't seen her in like forever. But on the
pictures, she's like, kinda like I was when we like met? Do you
like, like it like that? I like kinda stopped the creams cos I like
thought my muscles would be like better that way, you
know?"

"Ah. Yeah, that would make
sense. Me, I don't actually care about what color your skin
is." Tonya
looked over Kimmy’s back and legs. Whatever she was doing now, it
did help. Kimmy’s skin looked healthier, and the natural texture
made the definition on her body more immediately
obvious.

"Whatever you're doing. Most
times people will get tan and oil up when they really want to show
off how ripped they are. I guess this is the same thing. But at
the end of
the day, you're the skin care expert here."

Kimmy smiled happily.

"You know, like my hair is like
black too, and it like gets really curly. That's like so weird cos
like normal people, like on insta, they like all have straight hair
and stuff. Also, it's like so much like work to like make it work? Cos it
grows like so long and it doesn't, you know, like get long? Like
only curly, curly all the time? Like, why?"

Tonya stared at her in shock and confusion.
If she hadn't watched Kimmy transform her body in a different way,
she wouldn't have believed any of this.

"Wait, you're serious,
Kimmy? Like, you're just full-on black behind all the work you've
done?"

"Like, I guess? Have you like
seen the picture in my house, like the one on the wall with my
dad and his
girlfriend? That's like me when I was still with the nuns and
stuff." She panicked a little: "Is that like, not okay?"

"No, no, it's fine, hun."
Tonya wrapped her
arms around her. "It doesn't matter to me how your skin looks, or
your hair, or anything. Hell, if you told me tomorrow you wanted to
go back to being skinny I wouldn't even be upset at you. But maybe
we should talk about all this another time, huh? Gotta put on our
best show for our fans."

Kimmy nodded eagerly and put on the
stay-ups and the choker too. It had a little amulet in it, with a
silver "T". Then she slipped on the opera gloves, which stretched
across her massive biceps. Next came a white hairband that kept her
bleached mane out of her face. She stepped into her heels, which
boosted her up five more inches, and asked:

"Do I like also put on the
robe?"

It was a silky white thing, pretty
transparent, that reached down to her butt, but nothing
else.

Oh, and the "bra"
was basically a set
of lacy strips that worked hard to cover her nipples, while the
panties were ultra-low-cut thongs.

"Hmm. I say nah. No sense
covering all this up. Let ‘em ogle." Tonya gave her a quick slap on her
largely exposed ass as she stepped back to the other side of the
room. She threw her hair back into a ponytail and grabbed a cheap
necklace she'd bought for the occasion. In truth it was more like a
dog collar. Made of leather, it fit tightly around her neck, with
the word "Bitch" embossed into it in a style similar to her shirt.
She wasn’t planning on wearing anything more. Tonya loved the idea
of the contrast between them. And wearing any kind of pants had
become a pain lately anyway.

"Cool! So, are we like gonna
get started now, or is there like something I like didn't like
get?"

"Yeah, we're supposed to go live here in a
couple of minutes. You sure you haven't forgotten
anything?"

"Hm." Kimmy looked up, trying to think.
"Like ... do we need any of the buzzy things or are they like, you
know, for later?"

"Good thinking. Let's hold onto
them just in
case. We probably won't use them on camera unless someone pays
really well."

Tonya grabbed her little side table and
opened the top drawer. The rest of the props she’d set aside were
ready to go.

Kimmy glanced in:

"What's like all
that?"

"Just some stuff we can have
some fun with. Handcuffs. Shit we can bend and break that will look
impressive. I've got some dumbbells in the back of the room too.
Plus there's all the other random crap I've bought over the years.
Oh, and one more thing." Tonya pulled out a new strap on. The straps were
the same as the one she’d used on Kimmy, but she upgraded the dildo
itself. A couple inches bigger than the last one, hopefully not too
big.

"For if we hit the jackpot and
we think the fans deserve a reward. Or maybe just for us later."

Kimmy clapped her hands eagerly.

"That like sounds
awesome!"

She walked on her heels towards the bed,
swinging her hips outrageously and looking lustfully at
Tonya.

Then she climbed on the mattress
carefully. The bedframe groaned. Maybe Tonya should update that
thing for them eventually, especially if they were not going to
slow down their growth.

At last, Kimmy kneeled on it, facing the main
camera, then looking at Tonya and waiting for her to
start.

Grinning lasciviously at
Kimmy, Tonya quickly
turned back and hit a few keys on the keyboard. The computer screen
changed to show Kimmy on the bed, and an empty chat log on the
side.

Satisfied that everything
was set up, Tonya
strutted over to the bed and laid down on her back next to Kimmy,
grinning cockily at the camera.

"Hello, everyone,"
she said, a happy
lilt in her voice as the viewers started coming in. "I've brought a
little treat for all of you today."

The audience was listening ...

"First."

"Who?"

"Is it Butchette? I bet it's
Butchette!"

"Tell us ... Tell uuusss
..."

"Good evening to you, Tonya. We
are looking forward to your entertainment, yes, yes ..."

"Oh God, you're looking
incredible!"

"Tonya, you're gorgeous
..."

"Tits or GTFO"

"Piss off,
troll!"

"Oh my God! I'm so
excited!"

"I love you!"

"Yes!"

The standard flood of random
shit as people started piling in. Tonya drew herself and laid back like a king
slouching on his throne, emanating cockiness. She wrapped an arm
around Kimmy’s midsection and gently pulled her closer, her head
aligned with the huge bodybuilder’s chest and shoulder.

"Those of you that keep tabs on
me should have already gotten a glimpse of Kimmy. She's my little trainee, and
she's soooo excited to show you all how big and buff she's
gotten!"

"Who is this?"

"Oh my god she's
gorgeous"

"Chest flex pls"

"MOMMY"

"Meh they're not that
big"

"That ass!"

"Wish I could get
crushed between
them"

"She looks so good in that
outfit!"

Kimmy lifted her muscle-packed arm and gave
the camera a little wave:

"Like, hi, boys and girls,
I'm like Kimmy! Like, I hope you're fine and stuff, cos I'm like so
excited to like be here with my love Tonya, who is like the
awesomest!"

"Whoa."

"Holy crap, is she for
real?"

"I never thought you were into
bimbos, Tonya, but hey, I'm into bimbos myself, so ..."

"Where did you get that
girl?"

"Hi Kimmy! I love
you!"

"WTF?"

"Tits or GTFO!"

"God, she's so cute
..."

"I wish I had boobs like
you! What's your surgeon?"

"Tonya, you're the luckiest
person in the world ..."

"Fuck."

"Crush me, please!"

"Kimmy's the fastest growing
bodybuilder I've ever seen! Except maybe for me, of course."
Tonya casually
brought up one of her arms into a bicep flex. The grapefruit-sized
mass of muscle rippled and swelled, looking like it was going to
explode off her arm.

"As much as I'm sure she'd love
to be fawning over me right now, we're going to let her show off
her gains to all of you. But you all should know the drill. If you
really want to see the good stuff, you need to show her your
appreciation."

A few small donations roll in
before Kimmy
even did anything.

"YES YES YES"

"Cute lil bimbo"

"Show me those
arms!"

"You two look so good
together"

"Those thighs could crush me
like a watermelon"

"Kimmy I fucking love
you"

Kimmy clapped her hands happily:

"This is like, so nice of
all of you, you know? You're like amazing!"

The intensity of the donations
increased a
bit as Kimmy leaned forward to get a look at the screen, her boobs
almost falling out of her bra.

"Oopsie ... I like almost like,
you know ...
Got my boobies out."

She tried to look innocent and smile, her
fat lips bunching up.

"WTWTF?"

"Tonya ... I love you. Thank
you for getting her here!"

"Flex!"

"Do the boob
dance!"

"You're amazing
..."

"Fuck yeah!"

"Tits or GTFO! PLZ!!
NAO!!!"

"Holy crap."

"Wow. That's like ... is she
for real?"

"Where do you find a girl
like that?"

Tonya got up on her knees behind Kimmy,
positioning herself with her crotch behind her butt. She ran her
hands along Kimmy’s hips and back. She grinned, eyeballing her love
from above.

"It's no wonder she can't
keep those things contained. As if her pecs weren't crazy enough,
she just had her titties pumped up extra big, just for
you!"

"Jesus christ look at
her"

"Is this my
birthday?"

"Unf!!! <3 <3
<3"

"Please please please!"

"Those have to be the
biggest tits I've ever seen."

"Spank her!"

"Take the top
off!"

Kimmy turned her head towards Tonya and
leaned back, trusting out her boobs a bit more and straining the
fabric. Then she kissed her cheek, and then Tonya’s
lips.

Then Kimmy shot a smoldering look at the
camera:

"I like totally did! I like got
1,500 thingies pumped into them and now, they're like so huge and
stuff ... I like love them!"

"Get it off! Get it off! Get
it off!"

"I wish I was squeezed
between those two. Any two!"

"WTWTWTWTF?"

"How do you even, do
anything?"

"So ... big ..."

"I'm in love ..."

"Fuck yeah."

"Is this a
morph?"

"Fuck me, is this
real?"

"Tonya, you're the
queen."

"Flex!"

"TITS OR GTFO! PLZ!! NAO!!!
HALP!!!!"

Tonya bent forward a bit and reached down
to fondle her girl’s tits though the fabric of her bra, returning
the bimbo’s kiss on her overfull lips. Kimmy could feel her chest
rubbing against her from behind.

Tonya looked up at the incoming donations.
They were way ahead of what she was normally bringing in at this
point in one of her shows. Perfect.

"We can only tease these poor
people for so long, baby. Let's give them a little bit of
what they came for."
Tonya reached for Kimmy’s bra clasp and deftly popped it open with
one hand. The fabric of the strap was under enough tension that it
flew off with notable force. It held in place, however, just
sliding forward enough on the bimbo’s chest to let part of her
areolae slip out.

"Yeesssssss"

"Oh. My. God."

"Pec dance pec dance please!"

"How much to have her
worship you, Tonya?"

Kimmy gave out a cutesy little yelp and
covered up with her hands, holding the massive bra up for a moment,
before slowly slipping it off and dropping it sideways. She still
did her best to contain those enormous boobs, but with a wicked
grin, she suddenly flexed her pectorals and let one of them
bounce.

She giggled as she tried to cover her
nipple up again and squealed:

"Get back here! Like, bad
boob!"

Then she gave it a little slap.

"Holy ..."

"TONYA! WHAT ARE YOU DOING!
THIS IS CRAZY!"

"Aw yisss ..."

"Boobs ..."

"Yes! YES!
YES!!!"

"Shit."

"What did I miss? Has it
started already?"

"BaD BoOb! BaD!"

"Oh, are you shy all of a
sudden? Hiding those fat silicone titties?" Tonya slid her hands beneath her
breasts and pushed her fingers under them, attempting to give them
a little bounce despite Kimmy holding them.

Tonya gave her love a couple more kisses
across her broad shoulder. "Give the nice people want they want,
and maybe I'll do something for you too."

"Let us see them
titties!"

"Yeah, show her the
love"

"Bounce! Bounce!
Bounce!"

"Free the
nipple!"

"Gotta show the bimbo how to
do, babe!"

Without hesitation,
Kimmy took off her
hands, and Tonya could push them up, at least for a bit.

"Like, sure! It's like ...
you like say it, I like do it! Cos I like totally love
you!"

Kimmy looked at the camera and
added:

"Do you like like
it?"

"YESYESYESYES!"

"We do, indeed."

"BOOBS!"

"WTF?"

"Where did you get a
girl like her?
Please get me one too. I'll do anything you want.
Anything!"

"Bounce! Bounce!
Bounce!"

"OMG NIPPLE!"

"I love this
bimbo!"

Tonya weeded through the comments as Kimmy
posed and the big woman grinned. "I see you out there. You can't
get a girl like Kimmy. She's one of a kind and all mine." She
placed her hands on the front of Kimmy’s tits and moved them up and
down in alternating jumps. "And she's so obsessed with me she'll do
anything I ask. Isn't that right, babe?"

"I'll do anything you ask,
Tonya!"

"I LOVE YOU SO
MUCH"

"I came"

"More, more!"

"Goddesses"

Kimmy gave her an adoring look and
whispered:

"Like totally. You're like
the best and I'm like totally yours."

"WTF."

"Mind collapsing, failure
imminent."

"Boobs."

"AWESOME!"

"I love this. I fucking love
this!"

"I'll give you anything!
Take it all!"

"SHUT UP AND TAKE MY
MONEY!"

Tonya placed a finger under Kimmy’s chin,
gazing into her eyes. "Show me how much you want to please me,
sweetness. Get up and show the people this body you're so proud of.
Just like we practiced." She planted another kiss on the bimbo’s
lips, slow and sensual.

The girl slipped out of her heels and got
up on the bed, her tits on full display, the nipples hard and
erect.

Then she started a dance. It was part
posing, part stripping, she swung her hips gently, rolled her abs,
flexed her thick arms, stretch, went down low, like a snake, her
monumental back spreading, she turned to face Tonya, flexed her
butt cheeks one by one, then together, swung her pussy towards her
face, did a little ultra-muscular bellydance, swung her hair
around, a double-biceps pose here, a side triceps there.

It was mesmerizing.

"..."

"I ..."

"Wut."

"How ..."

"Best ... day ... ever
..."

"Damn."

"Holy ... crap
..."

"Repent sinner!"

Tonya returned to her arrogant lean back on
the bed. She was enjoying this just as much as the audience was.
She thought every part of Kimmy was extreme two months ago, but
she’d blown her expectations out of the water.

"Fuck yeah,
babydoll.”,
she grunted as Kimmy swung her wasp-like hips. "You are an absolute
goddess." Tonya stood up herself and pulled her into an embrace,
her fingers attempting to dig into the girl’s rock hard ass, but
they had difficulty finding purchase.

"How do you feel knowing
that the whole internet is drooling over you like a crowd of horny
schoolboys?"

"What happened, I think I
passed out
XP"

"Fuck me"

"What the hell are you two
taking"

"More!"

"Fuck her
already!"

Kimmy blushed and looked a little awkward
for a moment, but then, she got down in front of Tonya, faced her
and twerked at the audience, worshipping her crotch. She ran her
pierced tongue over the thick veins and hard cuts of Tonya’s
massive thighs, while her fat pussy was just barely covered by the
panties.

"Tonya, you're the luckiest
woman on Earth."

"I need a bimbo like that.
Please."

"Holy ... I ...
Fuck!"

"OhGodOhGodOhGod!"

"Twerk that ass!"

"Give it to her!"

Tonya bit her lip as her lover knelt down
in front of her. Feeling Kimmy’s worshipful kisses across her legs
causes blood to rush to her pussy. She stared down at the bimbo’s
bouncing ass, her hand grabbing the hem of her shirt as the other
reached behind her head. She groaned in approval, leaning her head
back at the sensation. Tonya allowed her to sit there pleasuring
her for a few minutes, saying nothing but making noises of pleasure
constantly. As the girl began teasing her clit through the fabric
of her panties, she let out a gasp. Acutely aware that they still
needed to put on a show, she gathered herself and grabbed on to her
shirt with both hands.

"Oh, Kimmy. Feeling you touch
me like that.
It just makes me ... makes me feel so ... raaahh!" Tonya roared as
she pulled on the shirt, ripping it from her body. Her body now
totally exposed except for the thin fabric of her bandeau top and
panties, she raised her arms up and performed an extremely pumped
side chest pose, turning slightly to give a better view for the
camera.

"Yesssss hulk
out!"

"What I wouldn't give to be
between her legs."

"Suck me Kimmy!"

"I can't handle all
this..."

"Biggest there is! I love
it!"

Kimmy stared at her mistress. That move
never came to her mind. She stopped.

For a moment, there
was a pause and she
just tried to figure out what just happened.

"Like ... wow."






"What's going on? Did she
crash?"

"Fembot goes
poit."

"This is so sexy
..."

"I wish my
girlfriend
was like this. Fuck, I wish I was like this."

"Ermigerd Tits!"

"Beast mode
activated!"

"Kimmy, hello?"

Tonya bent forward and put a finger under
the bimbo girl’s chin.

"Awww, did I break
her?", she
asked in a tone that sounded like she was talking to a child. She
ran her finger along Kimmy’s chin before standing back up to her
full height. She shifted her weight and subtly flex, showing off
her arms back to the camera. "Of course, I can't blame you. I don't
know what I'd do if I had this much fucking beef on display in
front of me." Hands on her hips, she rolled her shoulders and did a
quick pec bounce of her own, looking down at her from over the
shelf her chest created.

"Imagine this
Kimmy chick looking
small next to anyone. Only in Tonya’s stream!"

"Good god, she's even in
perfect dick sucking position."

"Squeeze her head,
Tonya!"

"I have no
words."

Kimmy looked up, salivating. Her thick lips
were hanging open, she looked like a doll that's been tossed aside.
Then, she sat down fully, spreading her legs so that the fullness
of her pussy lips was undeniable and her clit and its stud were
showing through the lacy fabric.

"I like ... wanna lick you
... Tonya ..."

"Holy crap!"

"Jesus!"

"Is this for real?"

"TONYA! YOU ARE THE
BEST!"

"Kimmy! Kimmy!
Kimmy!"

"What the fuck is going on
here?"

"Hi, I was just away. What
did I miss ... Oh fuck, yeah!"

Tonya pulled down her panties a touch,
freeing her finger-sized clit. Her free hand remained on her hip as
she stood over Kimmy. "What are you waiting for? You already know
where your mouth is supposed to be."

Tonya lifted one leg, sliding her panties
over a painfully thick thigh, before simply kicking them off of her
other leg. She grabbed her clit between her fingers and gave it a
few gentle rubs before spreading her lips, inviting her
in.

"Bimbo needs more training
XD"

"What I wouldn't give
to be her right
now"

"Too gentle! Just fuck
her!"

Kimmy bent backwards, her breasts standing
high from her muscle-packed chest like two huge, fleshy globes.
Once she got her head between Tonya’s legs, she started licking her
clit. From up where Tonya was, she could look down into her
cleavage and see Kimmy’s chin and a glimpse of her thick
lips.

But then, the musclewoman felt the touch
of Kimmy’s tongue on her clit. Gentle at first, using the three
studs carefully so she didn't end up getting hooked into Tonya’s
ring, she started working it, rubbing along its underside, while
caressing its top and the head with her lower lip.

"Ooh ... It's so wet
..."

"Whoa."

"WOW!"

"That's some
flexibility."

"I want my own muscle bimbo
please!"

"God, Tonya, I wish I
were in your
place!"

"Where do they get these
girls?"

"Fuck!"

"Oh God. Oh fucking
God!"
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