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She started thinking of the plan for the
workout. Focus, that's how she'd fix her head. Chest was definitely
out today, probably arms too ... Legs and shoulders
it shall be then. She started
walking over to the squat racks.

Tonya easily attracted a crowd if she didn't
chase them away. After all, she was something of a force of
nature.

She let her clit hang. She was not going
out of her way to flaunt it or anything, but if she was gonna embrace her freakiness
she needed to do it at home as well.

She whipped out her phone and checked it
to remind herself what her lifts were at before she took her break
for the surgery. After confirming her memory was correct, she
grabbed an abandoned
squat rack that someone had left the weight on and slapped a couple
extra 45 pounders on each side to get it where she wanted
it.

The audience stared. Only slowly did they
begin to realize just how freaky she’d gotten.

"Are you really gonna lift all that?"

"What's that, some kind of world record?"

"What the fuck?"

"Have you seen the size of that ..."

"Can you even see your feet like that?"

Heh. This was a fun little diversion. Tonya
didn't usually attract an audience for her lifts.

She squared up under the squat bar and braced herself. "Take a
good look, everyone", she said as she stepped back. She lowered
herself down slowly and grunted with exhaustion as she raised back
up, her form flawless. She grunted with exertion as she came just
short of locking her legs. She glanced about to her side, locking
eyes with anyone glancing at her from there, and made sure as she
lowered down for her next few reps that her ass dropped out and
low, primarily for proper form but with the added benefit of
providing everyone behind her with a better view.

The room went silent. It was really
incredible. They were all staring at Tonya’s monstrous body, taking
in the magic. It was mesmerizing. As she worked through her set,
she felt their eyes on her. At the end, as she felt the bite of the weights, they held
their breath.






Then, as she finished the set, they all
breathed out sharply. It was super-awkward. There were a few
giggles.

After a total of ten reps, she brought the
weight back over its spot on the rack and quickly dropped it down. The slamming sound
it made as it hit the rack was always fun.

Tonya blew a bunch of air back out of her
mouth as she backed away and shook out her massive quads. "God, it
feels good to be back! I really missed this", she said
to no one in particular, but
she flashed a winning smile to the crowd as she said it.

"You know what? While I rest for my next set,
any of y'all mind slapping a couple more 45ers on there? It's been
too long since I've really lifted big."

She’d never seen a bunch of grown men run so fast and scramble as
they tried to get the weights for her and set them on her bar. Once
they were done, they all looked expectantly at Tonya. There were
some grins, some encouraging nods and general curiosity.

She grinned back at them as everyone gave her a little space for my
next set. This definitely was a nice way to be welcomed back. She
stepped back into position and she could immediately feel the
increased weight as she pulled the bar out of its resting position.
Again she dropped down, freezing at the bottom for just a moment.
"Ohhhh yeah, there's the burn!", she shouted out as she began to
rise back up again.

Any show that she was able to out on
during the first set began to melt away. This had gone from a nice
light return to the gym into a max test. She grunted and exhaled
with each lift, jaw clenched, legs on fire. By the time she’d
finished all ten reps, her thighs were pumped enough that they looked to have added
at least an inch or two just from having swollen, and immediately
obvious veins had in turn pumped up across her legs.

She racked the weight again with another
loud exhale. "Fuck yeah! Get a load of that! 600 pounds, 10 reps, no
problem!"

"Beast mode - Activated!"

"Holy crap!"

"What the fuck?"

"Damn, girl, that was some intense shit!"

"Fuck ... I wanna have your babies!"

Everybody was very, very excited. There
was a lot of grunting, a lot of shouting and a lot of slapping her huge
shoulders.

In a way, that's what it was all about,
right?

All this attention was simultaneously
comforting and energizing. Being here, surrounded with this kind of
energy made anything in the outside world melt away.

As she felt her breathing normalize again, she looked around to
the crowd. "Slap another hundred on there. Mama's gonna really push
herself today."

"Hey, you gotta be careful ..."

"We don't want you to get hurt ..."

"I'm getting the fucking plates! I want to
see this!"

"Fucking do it!"

"What the fuck?"

"Oh God, yes, give it to me!"

They were doing everything they could to make
her suffer, but only in the best way. In no time, the weights were
ready. Everyone was watching with bated breath.

"Don't worry about me, everyone. If I put my mind to something,
it gets done."

She grabbed the weight again. Fuck. This was
really going to be a challenge. But she couldn't back off from it
now.

She dropped again, letting out a rumbling
groan as she rose up again. She actually might come up short on this. As she dropped and
rose again for the second lift, she said quietly to herself,
"You've got this."

She dropped down again. "You can do
anything." She rose up, her voice louder this time.

"You're a freak!" That's four.

"You're a beast!" Five.

"A monster!" Six.

"You're unstoppable!" Seven.

The last three reps reduced her to shouting
groans, but she continued the affirmations in her head. “I'm giant.
I'm a goddess. This will not break me!”

She hit the tenth rep, screaming all the
way up. With some
assistance, she racked the weight again, gasping for air and
leaning on the bar once it was safely in place. As she stood bent
over, she noticed an obvious bulge in her shorts, pointing to the
side like a cock stuffed into a pair of briefs. Fuck, when did that
wake up? Not important now. Breathe.

The spectators were staring at her. She
outlifted them all, even the craziest ones. There was a kind of
holy silence. It was like a moment of truth ...

Finally, one of them started shouting her
name.

"Tonya."

"Tonya!"

The others picked up:

"Tonya! Tonya!
Tonya!"

"TONYA! TONYA! TONYA!"

The gym filled with shouts. It got really
loud. Deafening, really. Her crowd was stopping all the normal
people from working out.
The manager eyed her skeptically. He didn't want that kind of
commotion around here ...

God, this was exhilarating. She was the
center of attention. They were all praising her. Oh, it was flat
out heavenly ...

Then she caught the manager's gaze.
Ugh, fine. Not like she didn't
earn this, but she didn't want to start more trouble today. With
her breath still returning to her, she put a hand up and waved the
crowd away.

"Thanks, y'all. Show's over now. Go back
to your own workouts and let me finish mine."

She moved to grab some plates off the bar.
Her legs still felt like they'd being stabbed. Tomorrow was gonna
be a fun day. But oh God was it worth it.






She really, really missed the gym. By the
time she was done with her whole workout, she was aching
across her whole body. It was
all she could think about until she stumbled back into the showers
and let the hot water soothe her. She exhaled and could practically
feel her muscles relaxing under the pressure and heat. That's what
made Kimmy flicker back into her head. Right now they should be
massaging each other. The shower lasted long enough that the high
from the workout started wearing off and was replaced with worry.
Quickly, she shook her head and shut the water off. She couldn't
get caught up in that. Kimmy wouldn't want her to do that, anyway,
right?

As she stepped out and got dressed, she
thought of what was next. Before she met Kimmy, it'd probably be
straight home for a movie, but she didn't want to be alone with her
thoughts. Gotta get out and do *something.*

She thought about what there was to do out
here as she slipped on a Slayer t-shirt and a nondescript pair of
dark jeans. There was always the old pool hall that she used to
haunt. Hadn't been there in years. She'd have something to do
other than just sit and
drink. If any of the old regulars and waitresses were still there,
she doubted they'd recognize her, but she didn't mind one way or
the other on that.

Her mind settled, she hopped into her car
and drove off towards the edge of the city. The bar itself and the strip mall it
occupied look basically the same as she remembered it. She stepped
through the front door, immediately blasted in the face by classic
rock music and cigarette smoke, and immediately walked to the
bar.

"Hey, hun. How much for a bucket of beer?"

The waitress, a busty woman of indeterminate
age and necessary toughness with tattooed sleeves and chest-piece
grinned and said:

"For you, it's on the house. Long time no
see, Tonya. What the fuck happened to you, girl?"

Tonya’s face lit up as her head connected the dots.
"Mickey! Hey, babe, what's up?" They both gingerly reached across
the bar to share a hug, and she sat herself down on a barstool,
which creaked a bit in protest.

"Me? Oh, you know. Just been hitting the
gym, eating my
Wheaties", Tonya said with a grin. "But yeah. Obviously I stopped
just talking about getting big and ... It's kinda been my sole
focus ever since I finished school. Honestly I came in thinking no
one would recognize me, but if I'd known you were here, that
thought wouldn't have even crossed my mind!"

Tonya had made friends with many of the
waitresses here over many visits beginning in college, but she'd
always been closer with Mickey (real name Michaela, but no one who
knows her called her that). She was cool, sharp as a tack, and fun as hell. They got
started bonding over music, but they quickly became confidants,
feeling like they could talk to each other about
anything.

She drew Tonya the beer and set it in front
of her.

"Getting big, girl, is an
understatement. I've
never seen anything like you. And those tits? How?"

She leaned forward now, resting her way
smaller tits on the bar. One of the regulars just stared at the
both of them and then at his drink.

Then he ordered another one.

Without skipping a beat, Mickey worked her magic and was all
ears.

Despite everything, Tonya blushed a bit
when she mentioned her chest. Even though this shirt wasn't meant
to show off much in the way of cleavage, it was stretched enough
that there was enough to stare at. She chuckled a bit, thinking that there was a time she
was jealous of Mickey's chest.

"Well, yeah. Unfortunately there's no workout
that builds these up. I've had some help in that regard."

Realizing she’d been looking at Mickey’s own
cleavage a bit too long, she grinned and averted her gaze. Spying
the guy down the bar from her, she raised her glass. "Don't hurt
your neck there, bud", she said before taking a long full sip of
her drink.

Mickey laughed:

"Damn, girl, some help? You're big enough for
a whole club full of strippers! Love them!"

She put out a hesitating hand.

The guy almost fell over.

Her reaction nearly made Tonya spit up
some beer from laughter. She managed to restrain
herself, barely, and
thrust her chest forward a bit. "Go ahead, babe. They've probably
had as many hands on them as a whole strip club too."

She grinned and prodded the left one with the
tip of her finger:

"Whoo, bouncy! Did you already give them
names?"

That produced another loud laugh. "No, not yet. These are brand
new. Just got out of the clinic today, actually. Why, are you
offering ideas?"

"I dunno. I mean, there's the obvious
ones, like Lefty and Righty or Bob and Bub ... but ... hmmm ... You
still into metal?"

"Oh, of course!" Tonya sat back, chest still
thrust out, to show off the Slayer logo stretched across her
bosom.

"Shame there's not enough girls in metal to
draw from. Joan and Jett maybe?"

She nodded:

"Yeah! Or Alex and Eddie, cos they're a
bunch of boobs,
kinda?"

Another round of helpless giggles from that.
"Beautiful thinking. Ah, shit, I missed you, Mickey." She raised
her glass and downed what was left in there.

Mickey poured her another one, then said:

"My shift isn't too long, so we can talk
afterwards. I'd love to,
you know. I missed you too!"

Just then, a bunch of big, hunky bikers came
in. Okay, there were some beardy fat guys too, but it was a
crowd.

The guys came in, they were obviously
regulars and greeted Mickey with a nod. She gave them
a wave and started drawing
beers as they crossed the place and set down by the bar.

They looked at Tonya, but tried to hide their
stares.

Heh. Cute. Lucky for them, any attention
was good attention as far as she was concerned. Didn't matter to
her whether they were
pitching tents or fighting the urge to puke.

She made a point to rest one arm on the
bar, the one facing these guys, as she reached for her new beer.
She pretended not to notice their stares, but gave her arm a little
extra pump as she tipped her glass back.

The guys were duefully shocked. Tonya was
enormous, after all.

One of them mouthed a "fuck ..."

Tonya could tell that some of them tried
to figure out what she actually was, man or woman or something
else. The guy right next to her just focused on his beer.

Finally, he managed:

"Slayer, huh?"

She grinned. "Yeah. Got a soft spot for em.
They were my first exposure to the heavy shit. Still one of my
favorites. You a fan too?"

"Raining Blood. Best track. Poor shirt,
though, getting stretched like that."

"Heh. Yeah, might be time to send this one
off to Goodwill." Tonya looked down at her chest, and the poor
shirt fighting for its life. "I was just telling Mickey I got an
upgrade today and I didn't really plan ahead as far as wardrobe
goes."

Tonya could tell that the guys in the back were already
sweating.

The guy in front of her kept his calm,
although his eyes kept darting around.

"Yeah ... We gotta help you there, girl."

He got up, walked out and returns a moment
later, then tossed her a bundle.

A package.

Actually, it was a t-shirt.

A huge one.

"Ah, shit. What's the occasion? I'm not used
to getting gifts from strangers on the spot."

Okay, maybe not a hundred percent true, but
they didn't need to know *every* detail.

She unfurled the t-shirt and held
it up against me,
eyeballing how it would fit while also checking out the
design.

It was gigantic and obviously made for a
very big biker. On its front, there was a very 80ies metal design,
think angel with bat wings and fire, swords and fitness people in
leather
outfits.

There was also an unreadable
bandname/thornbush under it.

The guy said:

"We've got a bunch left. So if you can use
it, you're our guest."

"Aw, hell yeah! This is just my style!"
She slipped it on on top of her Slayer shirt, happy to see
that it fit her just
about perfectly. She even gingerly brought her arms back a bit to
be certain there was no risk of the back popping out.

"Thanks so much! How about you let me cover
that first drink to say thanks?"

"Nah, don't sweat it. I'm happy to
help. Gotta support a
girl that's serious about the whole thing. Got your own
bike?"

"Oh!" She laughed a bit and shook her head.
"Only times I've been on a bike before is when some dude was trying
to impress me. I've got my own lifestyle, obviously."

"If you ever think about getting one, we're looking for
good prospects, and you, girl, are grade A material. Just let us
know."

Mickey shot her a mock-admiring glance.

"Ha! No kidding? What are the entry
requirements? Be big, drink beer, and have good taste in
music?"

"A bike would be fine too, obviously! But you
got the idea."

He roared with laughter.

Somehow, that broke the tension with the
other guys and they joined in.

"Carter. Nice to meet you!"

He held out his hand for a manly clasp.

Tonya returned it eagerly,
a wide grin on her face.
"Tonya. Glad I got to meet all of y'all. And who knows, maybe I
bike would be fun! Hell, we're already getting along
famously."

They partied, taking her along. She played
some pool, there was a lot of drinking and singing and the
whole gang was clearly just in
to relax.

Of course she was down to join in! The
whole reason she came down here was for a distraction, and this was
a better one than she could have hoped for. Over the course of the
evening, she happily took part in a few games of pool, queue up
several of her favorite
songs to play over the speakers (avoiding the heaviest stuff.
Driving off customers means less tips for Mickey.) and drink more
than she probably should have. Several hours later, they got the
signal from Mickey that last call was up soon.

In response, Tonya raised a hand and called after her "One
more boilermaker for me, then I'll pay up, babe!"

Playing pool turned out to be quite hard,
what with her boobs being in the way and finding it difficult to
gauge her strength, but after a bit of adjustment,
things went fine.






Mickey got her her drink, just happy to get
to the end of a nice, but busy evening.

Then, when everything was done, the guys
filed out, doing their best to be gentlemen, although very drunk
gentlemen.

Mickey grinned:

"That was nice."

Tonya happily waved them off, a big toothy
grin plastered on her face, before she flopped back into a barstool
next to Mickey and sighed contentedly.

"It was. It really, really was. Ohhh, I
missed this." Her face was rosy and pink from a night of
drinking. Tonya briefly
thought about how she’d be handling this better if they gave her
enough to eat at this clinic, but the thought left as quickly as it
came, leaving her to simply smile dopily at Mickey.

Mickey grinned and plopped herself down on
the sofa.

"I'm going to have to clean all this up, but right now, I
just need a little break: So, how does it feel?"

Tonya cocked her head at her. "Whatcha
mean?"

She gestured vaguely:

"This. The whole, you know, hugeness?"

Tonya laughed a bit. "I kinda ...
stumbled into the
perfect word to describe it lately. It's addicting. Like, you knew
me back in school when I was first getting into seriously lifting.
I got hooked on it around that time and ... Yeah. Every time I put
on another inch somewhere or find some new feat of strength to pull
off ... It just feels better each time."

Her vision focused again and she made a kind
of dismissing waving gesture. "Sorry, that probably came out
weird."

"Nah, that sounds totally reasonable. Just
like with my tattoos. I always find a new bit to add ..."

Tonya gasped and leaned forward as Mickey
said that. "I totally forgot to ask! I noticed your new ink when I
came in! You gotta show me your new tats! Oh, and you gotta tell me
where you got them done! I've been thinking lately and I
think maybe I want to get some
too!

She grinned:

"Oh, what was the last thing ... Nah.
Look!"

She pulled up her shirt, revealing a very
classic cobra framed in an oval, then some trumpet angels on both
sides that go up to her tits. Below, there were some
very intense looking female
demons that rested on her hip bones.

"So there's that ..."

Then she turned around. On the back there
was more, with an angel and a demon fighting, surrounded by a snake
that bit its own tail, below that there was a Tool-like
new age
design.

"Plus the sleeves, and then, there's my legs
..."

"Wanna see those too?"

Tonya’s jaw dropped as she looked across
the barkeeper’s body. She'd known for a while one could get tattoos
just about anywhere, but this was the first time she was
seeing them in these
places up close. And, of course, the designs were a perfect fit as
well. Her mind started half-forming new ideas as she took in her
designs.

"That's sick as hell!", Tonya said, her
eyes roaming across Mickey’s midsection and her back.
"Of course I wanna see
the rest, don't keep me in suspense!”

She grinned and pulled down her pants.
Tonya noticed the comfy underpants. There were snakes winding all
along her legs, combined with roses and thorns and some weird
symbols. Also, she could see that the artist had occasionally worked in skinned flesh
effects which strangely reminded her of her own striated muscles.
There were also several blackline rings.

It was intense, but surprisingly not too
busy.

Her feet were still virgin, though.

"What do you think?"

"Whooooaa." Tonya gingerly reached out and
brushed her finger along a couple of the larger designs on Mickey’s
leg, taking in the different feeling of her skin where the tattoos lie. There was a lot of
different stuff going on along here, but it still all seemed to
come together, funnily enough.

"You ever think you're gonna go all the way?
Like everything from the neck down inked?"

"Sure! I wouldn't mind. I mean, even the face, really. I've seen
some fancy stuff, you know? But for now, I gotta take my time.
Also, I've only done the not too painful spots. I gotta really
summon my courage to go to the hurty bits."

"Yeah, I heard ones that the feet and
hands hurt like a bitch.
Anywhere where there's ... not a lot of padding. Anywhere else I
need to know about? I'd need to pick somewhere that's not covering
up anything important, but I'd kinda want to do an entry level
tattoo too ... Maybe a little one on the chest?" She gestured to a
bit of her pec, above the implant. "Or an arm or shoulder
thing?"

"You gotta pick a place that's not going to
stretch any more, otherwise it's going to look weird. So ..."

She looked at Tonya trying to find a bit that
might work.

"Gee, that's actually hard."

The musclewoman laughed louder than she
had most of the evening. "Yeah, good luck with that! When I'm not
lifting, someone's asking me to flex or pose for ‘em ... I guess my
abs would be the best bet, but that'd be hard to
work around. Maybe
somewhere on my legs?"

She shrugged:

"Best to talk to my tattoo guy. He's nice and
creative and his work is ..."

She gestured at her body.

"Oh hell yeah! I gotta talk to him, like
ASAP!"

"Sounds like a plan. Tomorrow?"

Mickey got up slowly.

"Just let me clean all this up, then I'd love
it if you walked me home."






Eventually, Mickey was ready. Tonya helped
her with what she felt comfortable doing. Between her tipsiness and
her chest, she didn't want to chance anything with the glassware,
but she was more than
happy to push a mop and wipe down tables.

After Mickey finished her duties, Tonya
walked out with her through the back door and looked at her
wistfully. Then she closed shop and sighed:

"Wow. What a nice evening ..."

"Yeah. Yeah it was."

As they walked through the dark city to
Mickey’s place, she asked:

"Can I ask you a personal question?"

Tonya kept close to her as they walked. If
she wanted an escort, Tonya wanted Mickey to be protected, and she
wanted it be clear they were together.

"Hun, you know you can ask me anything. Go
on, what is it?"

"Okay, please don't take it as weird, but do
you have a penis?"

She blushed as she asked the question.

Tonya chuckled a bit. "Please, you're far
from the first person to ask about that. I don't exactly have a
dick, but ... let's just say no one gets this big naturally. And
I've experimented with a couple of things in that regard. So while
I don't have a dick, I'm
... Closer to it than an average woman? Does that make
sense?"

Mickey let out a deep breath:

"Oof. Thank you. I thought I was going crazy.
You know, you changed a lot, and now, I couldn't really be sure ...
So, what is it?"

Tonya bit her lip, in a way Mickey hopefully didn't notice. "Well,
I had thought about it before ... I know they can do it surgically
now, and the idea was ... kinda fascinating. But I decided to go
with something that was closer to the real me, I guess you could
say."

Tonya glanced both ways down the alley they were in and
asked her quietly, "It's kinda hard to explain ... Do you want to
see it yourself?"

Her eyes got really big.

"Err ... seriously?"

When she saw Tonya’s expression, she
added:

"Kinda ..."

After checking again, and an uncharacteristically shy blush
running up Tonya’s face, she backed up a bit and reached for the
zipper on her jeans. She pulled them down, revealing a pair of pale
blue panties that, while not exactly eye-poppingly slutty, hugged
her tightly and showed a fair amount of skin. The front was tented
by an obvious bulge, and she could feel the hem below running
against her lips. Thanks to the hormone treatment, the size she'd
gained during her stay at the clinic had surprised even her.
Tonya’s clit was now big enough that it could have been mistaken
for an average man's cock even when she was completely relaxed. She
carefully pulled down the top of her underwear, revealing a neatly
trimmed pussy and a bright pink clit nearly six inches long and
thicker than several fingers protruding from it.

"So... Yeah. This is what I'm working
with."

Mickey’s eyes opened wide. She was
speechless.

After a moment, she whispered:

"What the fuck ... What is that?"

"It's my clit. Everything I was born with.
Just ... with ungodly
amounts of hormones pumped into her, plus some a couple other
tricks I learned about to help ..."

"That's what it looks like when it's big?
I mean, I never even ... What ... How did you ... I ... yeah. No.
I'm really, you know, and that's what it looks like all the time?"

"Yeah, don't worry. It's a lot to take in, I
know." Hoping to make things a little easier to swallow, Tonya
pulled her underwear back up, though she left her jeans unbuttoned
and sitting below her hips.

"Normally, it's this big. But
the extra fun part is when I
get turned on, it gets bigger and harder like a real dick! It's so
awesome!"

Mickey just stood there, flabbergasted.

Tonya blushed again and leaned back
against the wall. "Sorry. I know this is a lot. We haven't seen
each other in years, and
I come along looking like this, and flashing you in an alley
..."

"No, no, it's okay. I mean, I have changed
too, right? It's just that ... I kinda thought you were a sort of
butch dyke girl, so that fit, but now ... It's ... a lot?"

"Yeah. I wasn't kidding when I said it was addictive. I think
maybe I've lost track of what 'normal' is lately. For a lot of
different reasons. But I don't care much about that anymore. Like
... I wanna see what my body can fuckin' *do*, right? Like, if I
can break world records, or find out what the very best a person
can do at something is, why wouldn't I, right? Er ... I'm losing
you, aren't I?"

"Kinda ... But that's okay. Are you happy? If
you are, then that's fine."

"Yes, I'm loving this shit! Once I met
Kimmy, and she started
hooking me up with everything and I started blowing up, I was
happier than I'd been in years! I ..."

Tonya looked at Mickey for a moment with a
look of concern. "Do I give off that I'm unhappy?"

"Not really, no. Just ... nervous? As if
you were afraid I could
disapprove or something? But maybe it's just me."

Tonya sighed a bit. "Like I said, I've
kinda lost touch with 'normal,' lately. I've been running with a
different crowd. For the most part everyone's been super approving,
but most of them are ...
kinda freaky themselves. I was a bit worried about how everyone
here would take me. You especially. I shoulda known
better."

With a hiccup and a grin, she stood up and
fixed her pants, giving her face a quick wipe as she did. "Thanks,
Mickey."

"What for?"

She seemed a little surprised, but also
somewhat curious about those people Tonya was spending her time
with.

"Just for being cool. I just came back here
after years of being away and I feels like I never left. I feel
like a dick for having worried at all."

"Girl, you have a dick!"

She laughed stupidly.

Tonya collapsed into a fit of laughter and
hugged her close. "God,
this is nice. This past year's been great, but I still don't feel
at home around rich people and insta models and shit like I did
tonight."

"What kind of people are you hanging around
with? I thought they were freaks?"

"They kinda are. It's ... let
me start from the
beginning.

As they started down the alley towards her
home again, Tonya talked about how she met and caught feelings for
Kimmy, their transformation over the past year, and how meeting her
lover had been Tonya’s gateway into meeting people
like Neecol and Lucius, getting
a start at a legitimate business, and the two of them just
generally making waves among the internet fashion community simply
by being.

"So yeah. To sum it all up, I'm going
steady with a textbook bimbo who's almost as jacked as me, while we're swinging with a
bunch of women who are packing more even more silicone than me, and
we're attracting people who are almost as obsessed with our bodies
as we are. I've managed to build up a freaky entourage
lately."

Mickey took it all in, then said:

"Sounds ... kinda nice, actually.
Especially that girl. And the guy who gives head on the first date
... Nice ... I wish my dudes would do things like that. But then
again, I'm nowhere near your size." She grinned. "Okay, that came
out weird. But yeah.
Anyway, I'm glad you're back, so if you ever want ... well, not
normal, but, let's say usual, you're always welcome around
here."

"Heh. Yeah, it's been kind of a whirlwind.
But I wouldn't give it up for anything. And hell, it got me
actually going out
again! I just stopped going out and being social once I started
lifting seriously, but Kimmy kinda ... forced me back out into the
spotlight again. So yeah, expect me to be back here a lot. At least
when I'm not being spirited off to someone's private cruise ship. I
hope you'll understand if that takes priority." She grinned and
hugged Mickey again.

"That sounds so crazy ... But as long as it
works ..."

They reached Mickey’s place and she stopped
and smiled:

"It was great seeing you again. And
please, just pop in any
time. And bring your girl: I want to meet her. She sounds
fun!"

Tonya sighed a bit. Dammit. Here came the
feelings again. "Yeah, I .... I want to. As soon as I got into the
swing of things with that Carter guy, I thought about how
much fun it would be to
take her to a place like this."

Tonya shook her head. "I'll bring her in as
soon as I can. Promise."

"Cool!"

Mickey gave her a hug, marveling at her
enormousness and added:

"You can still show me a picture of her if
you want ..."

"Oh! Yes! Hang on a second." Tonya pulled out her phone and
began flipping through pictures. "Bear with me. I wanna give you
the before-and-after." She slid through her gallery and pulled up a
selfie Kimmy had taken of them not long after they'd met. Kimmy
still tits on a stick, draped over Tonya in a perfectly rehearsed
pose, the musclewoman still at a somewhat reasonable size and doing
her best to smile naturally. "Okay, so here's us about a year back,
when I was just her trainer. And now ..."

She flipped up to a photo from Kiki's birthday party, with them in
their swimsuits, hugging and grinning as widely as their faces
would allow. "Bam! Us just the other day."

Her jaw dropped.

"Damn ... I mean, she's obviously the same
person, but ... fuck! That's incredible! And she's so ... I dunno ... innocent, but also
so full of, you know, sexiness. How does that even
work?"

"I still have no fucking clue, but she's
absolute perfection. Somehow the most precious fucking thing in
existence and a total wildcat in the sack at the same time. It's just ..." She sighed
heavily and looked longingly at the phone screen. "I don't know
what I did to deserve her."

"I dunno, I guess you treated her with
respect. And you look after people. It's what you do. Girls like
her, they need something
like that."

She grinned:

"You know, Tonya, you might be a fucking
freak, but you're a good freak, so that's okay."

Tonya smiled back. "Thanks, Mickey. It's
good to hear it from someone not between my legs. And from someone
who's almost well adjusted."

"Kinda, yeah."

She gave her muscular friend one more hug, a
kiss on each cheek (friendly, not sexual), then a wave and she went
inside.

"Good night and see you soon ..."

Tonya held her close in their hug for just
a little while longer. "Yeah! Tomorrow, for the tats,
right?", she said as
they part ways. Tonya headed back through the same alley to get
back to her car. She looked at her phone and considered calling a
ride. But she’d sobered up enough from the walk. She could get home
no problem.

She looked at it for a
moment longer and
consider giving Kimmy another call before putting the phone back in
her pocket. Not tonight. Kimmy was okay. She had to be.











Tonya woke up the next day mercifully
without a hangover. She rolled over in bed halfheartedly hoping to
see Kimmy there. Last
night was fun, but her worry about her love was back and the only
thing she could concentrate on. She picked up her phone and checked
for any missed texts or calls. Nothing, of course. She sighed and
flopped back in bed. Damn. She was stuck. Kimmy was trapped
who-knows-where and she was totally powerless to do anything about
it.

After a good half hour of running through
the worst possible scenarios in her head, Tonya mentally slapped
herself. What was she doing? When had she *ever* been
powerless before? When
had she ever let life tell her she couldn't do something? The pity
party was over. Sure, the house was a fortress, but there was still
stuff she could do. She threw herself forward into a sitting
position and grabbed her phone again as she hopped off the bed. She
quickly fired off texts to Neecol and Kiki, asking them to please
let her know if they heard anything about Kimmy, no matter how
small. She quickly sent one to Mickey as well, saying she may have
to skip tonight. Tonya also asked her to keep an eye open for
anyone that looked like Kimmy, knowing that it'd be a very long
shot.

That done, she scrolled through her phone
looking for anyone else that knew Kimmy, anyone she could contact
... Instagram! She couldn't believe her stupid ass
didn't think to look
there sooner! She meant if Kimmy was being held captive or
something she wasn’t going to upload anything, but
maybe?

Sadly, nothing new. No, wait. There was a
blurry picture that was posted last. The tag suggested that it was
taken at the mansion.
There was really nothing clearly visible on it. Was that the bed?
Or maybe the wardrobe?

It was hard to say.

Oh thank fuck. *Something.* At least Kimmy
was alive, presumably. And possibly being held at the mansion? It
was hard to say for sure, but it was a safe bet.

Tonya stood in the kitchen, a pot of
coffee brewing for herself. So this was going to result in her
having to get into the mansion after all. She sighed. Brute force
wouldn't win that one, and she didn't have anyone she could contact
who was already in
there.

Alice was great, but she just told her to
contact Tonya through Kimmy. And if Kimmy couldn't call, then she
doubted she had a phone either.

Thinking of Alice made Tonya remember the
promise she made her. When she couldn't speak, go
to her church and light a
candle for her? Tonya sighed. Surely, she couldn't have foreseen a
situation like this. But ... she didn't exactly have anything
better to do at the moment. Besides, getting up and moving around
helped her think, at least usually. As she poured her first helping
of coffee into a large travel mug, she started looking for catholic
churches in the vicinity of the mansion.

There was a church she could try. St
Anthony was a small one, visited by the people who worked in the
vicinity of the
mansions. It looked harmless, even boring.

Saint Anthony ... Alice mentioned that name
too. If that wasn’t a sign, Tonya didn't know what was.

She rifled through her closet for the most
conservative clothes she could find. She was not looking to
ruffle any feathers
while she was there. She eventually settled on a long blue skirt
that came just past my knees; one could still see her calves
without much effort, but it was gonna have to do. She also put on a
long-sleeved shirt and a thick jacket over that. Obviously, she was
still big, but there was not a lot of detail that could be seen
through that.

With a sigh, she grabbed her coffee and drove
off towards this church.

The church's walls were painted white, the
windows were small and high, and the door was open. Tonya could slip inside easily.
Within, there were the pews, in front there was the altar and on
the right side was a small shrine with a painting of a young man
with a shaggy beard and a monk's robe praying. There was also a man
in a priest's black pants and shirt that was busy by the
altar.

He looked up when Tonya walked inside, but
didn't say anything.

Hmm. Tonya hadn't spent a ton of time in
church since she was a kid. And her family were all Methodists
besides that. But for the most part this looked about how she remembered it being aside for
the most part. She figured the altar must be this Saint Anthony.
She’d nod to the priest when he looked in her direction, then
quietly walked over and inspected the shrine.

There were a lot of candles on a
little rack and one could "buy"
one for a donation. There was a box for the money and another one
for candles. That was when Tonya noticed a bunch of little pieces
of paper in a basket close by. They were mostly folded, but she
could see that there was some writing on them.

This she could remember. Written prayers.
And she was not quite crass enough to go reading what people have
written in a letter to the big guy upstairs. But she was feeling
desperate enough to reconnect with him herself, even if she
was not exactly
holy.

She grabbed the tiny purse she slipped
under her jacket and pulled out a wallet from within. She had a
little cash on her, and she pulled out a few dollars and slipped
them into the donation box before reaching for the box of candles.
Not seeing any matches,
she simply decided to light it off of one of the candles already
burning.

As she set down the lit candle, she
noticed that the priest was walking towards her. He was obviously a
little curious and maybe even irritated by her looks,
but he kept his calm and
asked:

"Are you Alice's friend?"

That caught her by surprise. Was she getting
pulled into some secret agent nonsense here?

"Yes." She spoke slowly, and with obvious
hesitation. "She asked me to do this, as a favor to her."

"Wonderful." The guy looked really nervous
around her, now that Tonya got a good look at him. "She told me
someone like you would come. I wondered why she even said I should wait until you lit the
candle, I mean, there can't be so many people like you,
right?"

Tonya let out a quiet combination of a sigh
and a laugh. "Yeah. And here I am doing my best to be subtle."

He hesitated, then said:

"Okay. Anyway, she told me that she can't see you anymore and
that they took your friend to the place she hates. I assume that
you understand what she meant by that."

Tonya listened quietly as he filled her
in. The place she hated? There was only one place, but that
couldn't be
right...

"Thank you. Thank you so much. I just have
one question for you. Do you know anyone by the name Kimmy Douglas?
Or Joaquima Douglas maybe?"

He sighed and said:

"I knew her when she was a kid. But that
was long ago. Things must have gone wrong."

"Yeah. That's why I'm here. Listen, she went
to some kind of catholic school when she was younger, in her teens
I think. Do you have any idea what school that would have
been?"

"Santa Clara's monastery. It's not really
a school. If I had children, I would not want them to be there. Really, I don't
think anybody should be there."

He took a deep breath.

"Her father is not a good man. I have tried
to appeal to him, but ... There's only so much one can do. Maybe I
should have done more."

That made Tonya wince a bit. She'd expected about what one
would hear about your average catholic board school, but hearing
this from a priest wasn't giving her good vibes.

"Why are you bringing all that up?" She
could feel her hands start to shake a bit as she asked.
"They wouldn't be
hurting her there, would they? Why would they possibly be keeping
her there?"

"I can't say too much, but ... She's
getting married. One of the men of her father is going to be his
successor and ... he needs her. So ... she needs to be ...
prepared."

He swallowed.

"Her father needs her to fit."

"Oh fuck." Tonya muttered under her
breath.

"Thank you for everything. I need to go."
With that, she was just sort of sprinting out the door. She fumbled
with her phone on the way, looking up how to get
to this monastery. As
soon as she had the address and she was in the front seat, she sped
away. She couldn't afford to waste any more time on
this.

The monastery was far away from the city.
It was several hours of driving to get there and the longer the
ride, the more isolated
the whole place got. Then, after what felt like forever, Tonya
spotted a dusty road leading towards it. She followed it,
eventually reaching a kind of fortress. It was not a real military
camp, but it was probably built several hundred years ago to be
easy to defend. There were stone walls all around and a big wooden
gate. Inside, she could see several buildings, including,
obviously, a church. Around the place, there were fields, but that
place wasn't the best area to grow plants. It must be a miserable
life around here. It was the late afternoon and Tonya saw a bunch
of women in nun's outfits (not the fancy ones, though) working in
the fields.

She drove up as close to the building as
the road and the nuns would allow. She needed Kimmy,
but she was not going to run
over any innocent people.

The nuns looked up, but didn't do much. The
gate was closed. There was a bell to ring.

Damn. Tonya would have been happy to just
walk straight in. Now she needed to come up with a story. What's
more, her nerves were up
and she was liable to bite someone's head off if they gave her
grief.

She breathed deep and rang the bell. May as
well see what kind of response she’d get first.

It took a while, then a small window in
the door opened. It was barred. There was an old woman on the other side:

"Yes? What do you want?"

Tonya thought to herself: Keep your cool.
Keep your cool. And breathe.

"Um ... Hello. I was, uh ... I was hoping
I could take a tour of the monastery here? I have a daughter, you
see, and I've heard good
things about what ... gets accomplished here."

The woman shook her head:

"You are mistaken. We don't give tours."

She was about to close the window:

"And we take pupils only by
recommendation."

"Wait!" She called out quickly as she saw
the nun’s move to close it. "I'm sorry. I ... That was a fib on my
part. I don't have a daughter. I ... I need to turn my life around.
I'm desperate. I thought, maybe, you'd be able to help, but I was
afraid to ask ..."

Tonya slowly slid herself a bit closer to the
door as she talked. Come on, acting skills, do your stuff ...

The woman stopped and looked at Tonya through
the opening.

"Hm ... I will ask the abbess."

She hesitated.

"Wait here."

Tonya nodded. She thought as quickly as she could about how to
tackle this as she was left waiting. Snatch and grab Kimmy as soon
as she could? Wait and try to sneak out at night? How would she
find Kimmy in the first place? Were the nuns going to lock me up or
something?

She shook herself out of it. No sense in trying to make a plan
if she didn't know where Kimmy was yet. Find her first, then figure
it out.

Eventually, the woman returned and said:

"You can come in. The abbess will see you
now."

She opened the door, looking at
Tonya in disgust. Then, as the
bodybuilder walked in, her expression turns back to a benign smile.
It looked a little fake, or at least Tonya felt that
way.

The nun led Tonya through the courtyard.
She could see a group of five girls in similar outfits
cleaning the stones on
the courtyard with brushes and ripping out the weeds with their
bare hands. They were silent. As one of them looked up to see who
Tonya was, a nun that was supervising them cleared her throat and
she immediately looked back down.

After a short walk, the bodybuilder entered the main building
and the old woman led her to a door. She knocked and a stern voice
answered:

"Enter."

The old woman opened the door for Tonya.

As they walked through the facilities,
Tonya attempted to make herself look as meek and small as she could. Her hands together in
front of her, slumped forward as if trying to hide herself. Once
they reached the abbess's office, she waited for the original nun
to open the door before she took a deep breath and stepped through,
continuing the shrinking violet act as she walked in.

Tonya entered the room. It was absolutely
spartan. Clean, orderly, but completely devoid of any decorations.
A simple wooden cross hung from the wall, the window didn't even
have blinds or curtains. An old, wrinkled woman sat there in her nun's outfit. She
sighed as she saw the bodybuilder, then pointed at the simple
wooden chair on the other side of her desk.

"Sit down. What is it you want?"

The musclewoman eased herself into the
chair, looking down at
the floor as she did.

"Thank you for hearing me out. I ... I
need help. I have a problem and I don't know where to go for help.
I figured ... I thought if that the best thing I could do was get
right with God, and ... since I need help urgently, I
came here."

"I think you might be mistaken on what we do
here, but please, tell me what ails you ..."

Okay, time to sell it. Hopefully the
waterworks came through for her here. Think of Kimmy, think of
Kimmy ...

"It's ... My whole lifestyle. I'm
completely out of
control. Every night, it's drinking, or drugs, or sex with complete
strangers ... And that's not even the worst part!" She unzipped the
top of her jacket, just enough to shrug off the shoulder and give
the old lady a hint at her massive frame. "I've turned myself into
a freak! Just so I can try to feel satisfied. That ... That's why I
need help, the kind I haven't been able to find anywhere else." She
sniffled a bit and wiped the first barely noticeable tear from her
eye.

The old woman hesitated.
Clearly, this sounded
very plausible. Then, she said:

"You should know that this is not a rehab
clinic. We are not offering any medical treatment. We don't have a
hospital. The only thing we do here is God's work. You can do this
if you decide to. But that is all we do here. Do you understand?"

"Yes, ma'am", she said quietly, her voice
cracking just a bit. "Maybe one day I can get the physical help I
need, but my soul needs healing first."

Nailed it. Hopefully Tonya could at least
get Kimmy-adjacent while she was here. That was step one. Once
Tonya found her ...
Well, that was gonna take some more figuring out. For now, at least
she was in.

"Very well. I assume that you are Roman
Catholic?"

"Um, yes ... But obviously I haven't been to
a mass in a long time."

"We will teach you, then."

She stood up, reaching barely to Tonya’s shoulder, then walked
over to the door and called for one of the nuns.

"Sister, will you provide our guest with a
more appropriate outfit? She apparently wants to try and maybe
become a novice." There was a certain spite in her voice. She turned to you: "We will see
whether you are worth it in the next six months."

Tonya silently bit her lip. She certainly
fucking hoped it wouldn't be six months, but six months of torture
would be worth it to get Kimmy safe from ... whatever
they were doing to her
here.

She nodded to the abbess. "Yes ma'am."

"Let's go with 'Reverend Mother', shall
we?"

The other woman led Tonya to the baths.
They were very simple, it was basically just a hole in the ground
that had been covered in tiles. Soon, another sister showed up and said:

"Alright. Let's get you cleaned. Take off
your clothes."

There was no friendliness in her voice.

"Just ... right here? If you insist."
Tonya did her best to pretend to be ashamed of herself as she did
so. She faced away, slowly stripping off her jacket followed by her shirt and
skirt, pointedly looking away from the sister as she did so. She
held her clothes against her body as they came off, in an attempt
to keep herself covered.

The two women stared at her. They
certainly did not expect
this. Then one said:

"Just like that other one ... Just what is
going on out there?"

The other nun rolled her eyes and told her to
pump the water.

Then, after a few pumps, she stopped her and
said:

"Wait. That's something she could
do. After all, she's got
those muscles. You! Get to work!"

"Oh. Yes, yes. Of course." Seeing no other
way to hold onto her clothes and do her newly assigned chore at the
same time, she tenderly set them down and shuffled over to the pump
in her underwear.

As she gripped the metal handle and tested it for how much
resistance it gave, she looked up slightly. "Did I hear you
correctly? There's someone else like me here?"

"Yes. She's been here for weeks. Tried to
fight, even. I wouldn't know why?"

The other nun chuckled.

"But don't worry, you won't recognize her. We
got her well on her way."

Tonya steadily shifted the pump up and down,
feeling her fingers tighten against the metal. Keep your cool. Keep
your cool.

"What ... what do you mean by that?" Her
voice was quivering as
she spoke. Hopefully it came across as fear instead of
anger?

"She's mostly back to normal. A good, humble
woman. No more freakishness. No more looking like a whore. She will
be a good Christian wife."

Tonya’s mind filled with images that
would belong in some
kind of horror movie. Brainwashing, beatings, forcing surgery on
Kimmy ... She tucked her lower lip inside her mouth to bite down on
it more forcefully, and began moving the water pump
faster.

"I ... I understand", she said quietly.
Her voice was quick and
clipped. She didn't dare to say anymore, out of fear of letting
herself slip.

Once the tub was full, the nuns handed her
some simple soap and told her to wash herself. If she needed any
help, they were willing to assist her, but she was not to expect
any friendliness.

They also watched her constantly.

She reluctantly stripped and
sat down in the tub. She
attempted to wash herself as thoroughly as she could, but reality
set in, and she needed some assistance with a few choice places,
especially her back and sides where her arms blocked themselves
from reaching every nook and cranny.

Tonya never thought she'd be so unhappy to have two women
washing her in a bathtub.

The two nuns got to work with a stick with a
sponge on it and a brush. It was rough and hurt on Tonya’s
skin.

Eventually, the ordeal was over and they
handed her a rough towel. They helped her dry the difficult places, then she got
a white dress that looked and felt like a tent. One of the nuns
also placed a pair of sandals in front of her.

The older nun rolled her eyes, then said:

"Whatever. Now get moving! There's work
to do. Report to the
kitchen!"

Tonya rubbed a couple of places, or at
least as close as she could get, where she felt like she’d been
rubbed raw. Ugh. At least it was only discomfort. Not looking
forward to what else was in store. She slipped the dress
over her head and slid
on the sandals.

"Um ... The kitchen was where, again?"

"Down that hallway."

She pointed to the right.

"Yes, thank you." She stepped out and walk
quietly through the halls.

There were stairs that led down to the
basement. That part of the building looked ancient, probably dating to the colonial
era. It had a prison-y tinge to it. There were also some stairs
that went up. They were broader and Tonya thought they would lead
to the dormitories.

Other than that, there appeared to be a
library and a large mess
hall.

Hmm. Okay, making note of the creepy basement
that definitely didn't serve as a torture chamber ...

Tonya was alone right now. She could "get
lost" and look around probably.

First, she decided on checking out the
torture basement.

She stepped quietly down the stairs and opened the door
slowly.

The first room she entered was just a regular
basement with shelves for stuff that just needed to be stashed
somewhere. Toilet paper, canned food, fuel for the generator.

Further back, there was another, more robust door. This one was
locked.

Interesting. She gave the shelves a
cursory glance. If they were hiding some kind of secret passageway
here, she'd assume they'd do it in a fancier way. But she didn't
like the second door either. Sadly, there was no grate on it, so she couldn’t peer
inside. She just gave a very gentle knock.

No one answered. Seemed abandoned. Or at
least the people on the other side were quiet.

She tried the handle. Locked?

Of course.

Shit. Okay, fine. They'd be dumb to
leave their torture
chamber unlocked. But she needed to remember this place at least.
She turned back and headed up the stairs.

Then again, she was pretty strong. It should
be possible to open it.

Oh shit. Maybe she could? She’d ideally
liked to keep this quiet, but she could give it a shot.

She took hold of the handle, planted a foot
on the wall, and tugged.

Her muscles tensed up, but they weren't for
show! There was a banging sound and the latch was bent open. That
door won't close in a while.

Fuck. So much for quiet. Tonya ducked in
quickly to see if she could find anything inside.

There was another
corridor, this one was
dry and dark. There was very little light, but on both sides of it,
there were tiny doors that led to cells that gave her a feeling of
absolute depression.

As far as she could tell, they were empty,
but as she checked them, she spotted a pink thing out of the corner of her eye.

Oh my fucking God. *She was joking about the
torture shit,* she said in her head as she took in the rows of cell
doors.

The flash of pink caught her eye. She
swore to God, if this was Kimmy ... She ran up to the door
and put her face up
against it. "Hey!"

The cell was empty, but there was a
plastic nail on the floor, like the ones Kimmy wore. As she opened
the door and looked around inside, she could see that someone had
carved the word "TONYA" into the door. It looked very clumsy, but also very
Kimmy.

No. This couldn't be right. Tonya felt her
stomach knot up and tears started to flow, genuinely this time.
Goddammit. This didn't have to happen. This was her fault.

She full-force punched the wall next to
the cell, but that only
intensified the anger, fear, hurt, and anything else she was
feeling. She couldn't hold this together much longer, and the only
thing between her and Kimmy now was a bunch of old spinsters.
Handling things the loud way was looking more and more
tempting.

The place down here was very quiet. As she
vented her frustration, it felt overwhelming.

Moments from pulling her hair out, Tonya
stomped her way back out of the cell block and up the stairs. She
was going to head back in the way of the room with
the bath. Hopefully
those two nuns hadn't gone far.

They were there all right. They were busy
packing up Tonya’s clothes and the stuff she had in them.

As the bodybuilder walked in, the older one
looked at her:

"Didn't you find the kitchen?"

No hesitation. She grabbed them both by their shirts and pulled
them close to her.

"Where is she?"

"Who?"

"What do you want?"

"Help!"

"The other girl! The one you turned into a
good Christian bride! Where did they move her? And if you say
anything other than the answer to my question, I swear I will fucking break you in
half!"

Her grip tightened on their clothes. Her jaw
was clenched tight enough that various veins across her face and
neck were throbbing. Red hot tears streamed down her face.

The older nun remained stern
and tough, but the other one
cried out and howls:

"She's in the church with the novices! Don't
hurt me, please!"

"Good. You learn. Now show me how to get
there."

"And you're coming too, you old bag. Just
keep quiet and nobody has to get hurt."

They almost panicked, but they were also very, very afraid.
They led her outside, trying to figure out a way to attract
attention without getting torn apart. They crossed the courtyard
together and headed for the church. Once inside, Tonya saw a bunch
of young nuns with black dresses and white veils sitting in the
pews, in silent prayer.

Tonya placed her hands on their shoulders, in
the classic mom death grip. Enough to hurt, but subtle enough that
it didn't look like much of anything.

"Is she dressed up like the
others?", she asked
while peering through the window, seeing if she could pick Kimmy
out from the class.

The young one nodded.

There was a taller girl that looked a little
bulkier than the others.

There they were.

"You two don't try anything funny."

Tonya barged through the door to the room,
and shouted "Kimmy!" She thought it was the loudest she’d ever
heard her own voice.

The girls all turned around to look at the commotion. One of them
was Kimmy.

Or at least someone that looked similar.

The first thing Tonya noticed was that
Kimmy’s lips had deflated. She wore no make-up. She looked really
plain.

But then, her eyes lit up and
she shouted:

"Tonya!"

She ran straight for Tonya and wrapped her
arms around her lover. She buried her face in the bodybuilder’s
shoulder, shamelessly crying and only just holding back from
full-on blubbering. She looked up and kissed her on both her
cheeks, then the
lips.

"Come on. We're leaving, right now."

Tonya stared at her, then answered her
kisses.

She hugged Tonya too, feeling weak and small
in her arms.

"But ... I can't ... My dad will ... like ...
cut me off ..."

"And is this worth it? Being
subjected to this, them
taking away everything that makes you happy? Being forced to marry
someone you don't know and is absolutely going to treat you like
shit?"

"I just ... I thought ... Like ... you
know ... I wanted to give all this to you? I was afraid.
They ... like ... told me they
would hurt you!"

"Kimmy, none of that matters to me. I want
you to be happy more than anything your dad's money can buy. And as
far as that second part ... I don't know yet but I'll figure that
out. You're just ... too important to me for me to worry about that."

Kimmy started to cry bitterly and kissed
her.

"Like ... really?"

The big woman pulled her into another tight
embrace.

"Really. With all my heart. Now, come on. I'm
getting you out of here."

She followed her, first
hesitatingly, then
faster.

Anyone Tonya saw on the way back to the car
got an absolutely legendary death glare. She walked in silence the
whole way there, opened the door for Kimmy, and then slammed it
shut.

She only calmed down when the car was on its
way.

"You came ..."

"Of course I did. I got scared as soon as I
didn't get a text back from you."

Tonya could feel tears welling up again as
she talked.

"I only wish I'd gotten here sooner."

"I totally was afraid to lose you but I
like thought I could like get through it and then be with you again and they took me and
brought me there and they like took everything, you know ... It was
like so bad and they were so mean! I hate, hate, hate
them!"

"Oh, I hate them too. They're lucky that one
girl squealed, or somebody would be missing their head." Tonya
grunted and slapped one hand against the steering wheel, then shook
her head and tried to straighten her thoughts out.

"Regardless, I'm gonna keep
you safe now. I've got
you and I'm never letting go."






Where should they go next?

Right now, Tonya’s plan was to get Kimmy
back to her place. Her love would probably be the safest there for
now, until maybe they could formulate some sort of plan. But it
was a long drive back, a
few hours at least.

"Hey", she said after a bit of driving in
silence. "We've got a ways to go, but we'll be back in civilization
soon enough. Do you need anything right now?"

"Maybe something to drink? Like some water
... And you ... I want
to touch you ..."

Tonya cocked an eyebrow and grinned at her.
"Wow. You must be really pent up from the time you spent there,
huh?

Kimmy sighed.

"I dunno ... I'm just ... I don't want to be
alone anymore ..."

Tonya smiled and took Kimmy’s hand
in hers, leading her to
place her hand on her massive thigh.

"Yeah. I ... I get that. It just has been
hard on you. Don't worry, let's find some place to pull over, and
we can just ... be together for a bit if you want."

Kimmy hesitated.

"Maybe ... But we need to be safe first. My dad is going to
come for us ..."

"Yeah." Tonya sighed. That was something she
hadn't even thought about how to deal with.

"Okay. Drive through somewhere, get you
something to drink and to eat. Then we get you back to my place.
Your dad and his goons
haven't seen me at all before, so they can't track me down or
anything. I don't think the nuns will be able to tell them anything
more than 'some giant ugly woman.'"

"You're not ugly ... I love you."

Then Kimmy passed out.






Tonya glanced over at Kimmy to make sure she was just sleeping,
then smiled softly and focused on driving. It was a few hours back
into town, as expected, so it was well and truly night by the time
they actually pulled up at her place. As she pulled up into the
garage, Tonya was feeling pretty drained from the day as well. She
was tempted to take a page from Kimmy and pass out, but she
couldn't quite yet.

She gave her a gentle shoulder nudge after
she parked. „Hey, sweet cheeks. We're home.“

„Hm? What? Where? Oh!“

A dreamy smile spread on the girl’s face.

„Is that like, really you?“

Tonya laughed quietly, her hand coming up to
touch Kimmy on the cheek.

„Of course, it's me, baby girl. What's the
matter?“

„I was ... with the nuns again. I hated
that ... And now, I'm back with you. That's ... wonderful.“

She seemed really groggy and confused.
Kimmy’s head lolled around pointlessly. She just seemed completely
exhausted and happy to be out of there.

„Yeah. I know it was hard. But we're here
now, that's all that matters. Come on, let's get you to bed. You seem like you really
need it.“

With that, Tonya stepped around and helped
her out of the passenger's seat and carried her inside, bringing
her to the bedroom and getting her out of the nun's habit first and
foremost.

Tonya immediately noticed that Kimmy was
much, much lighter than before. Carrying her was easy, which was a little
confusing.

As Tonya pulled off the outfit, she
noticed that her boobs had deflated, reduced to handfuls, and her
muscles had shrunk to a level that most people would still find
very athletic but nowhere near her original mass. My skin had turned darker and her
hair was short, black and curly.

All her piercings were gone and all her other
beauty things, like her nails and her thick lips had
disappeared.

The moment Kimmy touched the mattress and
the blanket, she rolled
to the side and covered herself, just happy to be safe.

Tonya ran her hands across Kimmy’s skin
and through her hair as she got her undressed. She expected her to
look a little different after spending weeks in, essentially,
captivity. But this was crazy. Especially her muscle mass. For a moment, she worried
that they drugged her or had her on some kind of treatment to
malnourish you. But that would be too much. She was probably just
underfed. Aside from the obvious stuff like the
implants.

She lay her down on the bed and watched as Kimmy tucked
herself in. She ran her hand through the girl’s hair once more
before lying down on the bed next to her.

Tonya pulled up her phone and started
taking down some notes. Partly, she wanted to stay up a bit
longer just to make sure
they weren't followed or something. Partly because she wanted to
inventory what they had available to them. Friends they could call
on, safe places they could go, that sort of thing. She managed to
keep at it for an hour or two more before her eyelids got too
heavy. She slid under the covers, body pressed against Kimmy’s, and
drifted off.

In the morning, Kimmy was vaguely awake
once Tonya woke up. She still couldn't really believe she was here,
but she was mostly incredibly happy to be here.

She kissed Tonya’s shoulder, which was
closest to her, and whispered:

„You're really there.“

She put her hand on Tonya’s arm,
shivering.

„Thank you so much ...“

Tonya pulled her closer, her arms wrapped
around her.

„Of course I am, sweetie. I was
never gonna leave you
there.“ She held her tighter, her cheek touching hers as she simply
sat and enjoyed knowing Kimmy was here and safe.

Kimmy stayed there, wrapped in Tonya’s
muscles, with those wonderful tits and everything, and she was just
happy.

The scene was interrupted when the girl’s stomach growled
loudly.

"Heh. Yeah. I figured it was about that
time." Tonya helped her sit up in the bed. "They didn't feed you
very much there, did they? Don't worry, you'll eat as much as you
want here."

The young woman practically salivated.

"That's like ... so amazing ..."

„Come on. Let's have some breakfast.“

Tonya led her out to the kitchen. Quickly
mixing together a chocolate protein shake to tide the girl over,
she got to work cooking up everything she had on
hand. She was only just
remembering that she skipped dinner last night, so she needed to
eat something as well.

Tonya’s cooking wasn't nearly as fancy as
Alice's but she quickly had heaping portions of eggs, sausage,
bacon, and pancakes piled on plates, handing them over to Kimmy to eat her fill as they
finish cooking.

Kimmy devoured the food Tonya served her like
a combine harvester. Occasionally, she interrupted herself to grunt
happily and guzzle some drink.

This was incredible!

Eventually, she was full
and leaned back, letting
out a happy sigh.

„Wow ... That was great ... Thank you,
Tonya!“

"Your hunger is quite honestly impressive.
I was worried that you would have lost some of your appetite
through this apparent fasting you've been doing, but I'm
relieved to see you're
the same old Kimmy.”

Tonya just smiled softly as Kimmy thanked her
for the breakfast. She took a little extra time to finish her own
breakfast before she sat down next to her girl.

„Glad to see I can at least cook well enough
to please a starving girl.“

"It was really bad there, and that was soooo
good!"

Kimmy licked her lips.

She rested for a moment, then asked:

„Like, how did you find me?“

Between ravenous bites of her food,
Tonya tried to think of
how best to sum it all up.

„Alice helped me. The last time we met, she
said something a little weird. Asked me to do her a favor at her
church if she ever couldn't talk to me. Then when I went to your
dad's to try and find you, it was all on lockdown. I decided to try her church, and
the priest there led me to the monastery.“

"Wow ... She like saved me too ... I'll have
to thank her when I see her again."

Then Kimmy realized she probably wouldn't,
and her eyes welled up.

"I know, hun." Tonya moved closer and pulled her into a tight
embrace. "I'm sure she's okay. And who knows, maybe we'll at least
get a chance to thank her one day."

Kimmy nodded weakly.






After finishing the food, Kimmy breathed out
sharply and leaned back.

„That was like ... so great ... I missed all that good stuff ...
Like, thank you!“

„Oh, baby doll, I missed you too. I'm just
glad to have you back here where I know you're safe. But ... I have
some questions, when you're ready.“

Kimmy smiled weakly and got up to clean
her plate and the
kitchen. As she worked, she smiled at Tonya longingly and
said:

„Like, ask away ...“

"So, you've lost a lot of weight while you
were there. I'm not surprised they didn't give you a gym and a
shitload of food, but ... that doesn't explain your boobs. Did ... Did they make you go
through some kind of surgery there?"

Kimmy shook her head.

„No ... They like ... just sucked the
saline out. They said I was a freak. They said they would like,
make me better, be a real woman for a real man. I
tried to get them off
me, you know. Even when they like locked me in that bad room, I
tried to stay strong, but it didn't work, you know?“

Tonya sighed quietly. At least that
sounded a little more merciful than what she imagined. "That makes
me proud, you know.
Knowing you fought for yourself? That's pretty badass, you know
that?"

Kimmy started drying the plates:

„Like ... I really tried. But they like,
you know, got me? I was like really not able to do anything and I
hated when I like got weaker and weaker, you know? And like uglier and uglier. Like, right
now, I feel like so ugly, I'm like afraid that you won't like me
anymore, and stuff.“

„Oh, sweetheart.“ Tonya walked into the
kitchen and held her from behind while Kimmy was at the sink.

„First of all, I love you for you. You've been too sweet to me for
your looks to push me away. And hell, if you ask me, I kinda like
this hair on you.“ Tonya paused for a moment and bounced Kimmy’s
dark curls with one hand while the other stayed wrapped tightly
around her.

„But when it comes to your looks, the most
important thing to me is that you're happy with how you look. So if
you tell me you wanna bulk up again, I'll get you back on the horse
and we'll get you jacked again. You tell me you want to go back to
looking the way you were
... that's gonna take some more effort, but we can save money and
call in favors and shit, and I'll make it happen. You name it and
I'll make it happen.“

Kimmy put down the dish and turned around,
then put her arms around Tonya’s bulky torso and kissed her, just staying in her
embrace for a while, feeling happy and safe.

„I like wanna ... And I wanna learn how to
like fight, cos I never, ever wanna get like into something like
that cos it was like ... super bad! And like the hair? I dunno.
You really like
it?“

„I liked your bleach blonde look, but this
is awesome too! I dunno, maybe it's because it's new to me still,
but I really do like it! And fighting? That's easy. I already
hooked Neecol up with one of my guys from the gym, I'm sure
he'll be happy to take
on another student. Hell, maybe I'll join you. It couldn't hurt for
me to learn a little more.“

Once Tonya released her, Kimmy clapped her
hands, but the big woman could tell it was a little lacking in
tension. Still, she seemed to be happy about it.

She managed:

„Like ... what are we like gonna do about
my dad, though? He's like gonna want me back, no?“

„Yeah. That's hard. I figure you're safe
here for the time being. Like I said, he doesn't even know who I
am. But ... We're gonna have to deal with him one way or another.
I'm gonna have to come up with something ... But if it comes down
to it, I can call Kiki
or Neecol, I bet they'd be willing to let you had out at their
place if need be. And I've got one more spot I can hide you out for
a while as a last resort. But with that taken care of ... What even
is your dad's name? I have to ask a few people a few questions, but
I'm not gonna get anywhere if I don't know who I'm dealing
with.“

„He's like called Malcolm Douglas, you know?
But you like gotta be careful, cos he really knows like a lot of
people!“

Kimmy made very serious gestures on the „a
lot“.

"Don't worry. I'm not gonna go out handing
out fliers on street corners or anything like that. I know I'm a
meathead, but I've got common sense." Tonya briefly grinned before
giving her another kiss.

Kimmy looked relieved and clearly felt
safer. Still, she
insisted on having Tonya close by for the next days. At the same
time, she was having a hard time leaving the house. It was hard for
me to find the middle ground here.

At the same time, Tonya was having
difficulty letting Kimmy go. She’d only just
rescued her, it was hard
for her to be away from her love. That said ... Kimmy did look
ready to shut herself in. And while she wanted to keep her safe,
she knew Kimmy was a social person. She had to get out a
bit.

Later in the day, in the late afternoon,
Tonya approached her.
„Hey. What do you say we get out for a bit? I've got one or two
things I'd like to show you.“

Kimmy nodded, eagerly. That was a good
thing, having Tonya around. She got dressed in some floppy ancient
clothes of hers, looking like a slobby metal chick.

„Heh. Perfect. Don't you're gonna fit right
in.“ Tonya decided not to go full metalhead this time. she got a
pair of distressed jeans and a black top that Kimmy had picked out
for her in the past, one that had a bunch of intertwining straps
along the top in place
of much of the material of the shirt. Once Kimmy was ready, Tonya
loaded her into the car, and they headed off.

In the driver's seat, Tonya led her a
little further into the city. Not quite the hustling and bustling
downtown, but kind of a
hipstery suburb area. They drove through an eclectic mix of houses,
shopping centers, and warehouses, until Tonya pulled up in front of
an unassuming warehouse with no signage on the outside.

„Come on“, she said as she popped open her
door. With Kimmy in tow,
she walked up to the front door which had been left unlocked. The
inside was still mostly empty, but had been outfitted with a modest
array of workout equipment; mostly free weights, but also including
a small array of machines and a couple of treadmills in the far
end. A couple of florescent lights and slow-moving fans were all it
had for ambience. There were a couple of doors at the back, but for
the most part, this seemed to be it.

“So? What do you think?” Tonya asked, a
grin on her face, but a little bit or nervousness in her voice.

Kimmy looked at it speechless.

Then she wandered around, touching the
things, getting good looks in.

At last, she turned to her lover and
grinned:

“That's like ... amazing! Is it like,
yours?”

“Pretty much, yep. I've been working on this for a while, but I
finally finalized everything right before I went in for my surgery.
I got tired of hogging the gym and teaching my clients in their
homes, so ... I got my own place! Plus I figured I can make a
little extra just charging memberships to use the place. Don't get
me wrong, I'm not gonna be swimming in money any time soon, but ...
I think it's nice.” Despite everything, Tonya still looked a little
sheepish. “I don't think it'll make me rich, but... it's mine. And
I made it myself.”

Kimmy jumped at her and hugged her. It was
weird how light she was, but it came from the depth of her
heart.

“It's awesome! We're like gonna make it like
totally work, you know!”

Tonya happily lifted her into the air and
kissed Kimmy across her
face. “I'm glad you're in on this too. You're right, we're totally
gonna make this work! That said ... I think we're due for a
celebration! Come on, it's time for stop number two!”

Kimmy’s eyes were very open as she heard
this.

“What? Like even more?”

Tonya laughed quickly. “I didn't open another
business or anything. I'm just gonna take you out for a change!
You've taken me to so many places. Mine isn't gonna be quite as
fancy, but I'm gonna treat you at one of my hangouts!”

The bimbo nodded eagerly.
Now it was time to clap her
hands.

She followed the big woman happily, almost
skipping as she walked.

Tonya led her back in the car, taking her out
away from the city, out to a dingy little strip mall.

“So, here we are. I used to come here all
the time back when I was in school.” Walking with her hand in
Kimmy’s, she stepped through the front door of the pool hall. Just
as last time, there was classic rock playing loudly as they walked
in. It was not quite
sunset, so the place wasn't packed full, but there were several
groups of patrons milling about. She ignored them and walked with
Kimmy up to the bar.

“Hey there, Mickey!”

She looked up and smiled.

“Hi! Have a seat. Who's that?” She smiled
at Tonya and asked: “The
usual?”

Tonya sat down at the bar and patted the seat
next to her, encouraging Kimmy to sit down. "Yeah, a boilermaker
for me, and whatever she wants. And ... try not to be too loud
about it, but ... this is Kimmy. My girlfriend, Kimmy."

Mickey looked at them as she poured Tonya’s drink and
asked:

“Now, I'm not going to ask, but ... She kinda
doesn't look like on the picture. Is that intentional?”

Tonya looked at Kimmy, then at her, then back
at Kimmy.

Tonya turned back to Mickey. “Yeah, it
... It's a bit of a long
story. But I wanted to take her here like I said I would. Take her
out for a night of slumming it.” She punctuated it with a
laugh.

Mickey shrugged and asked:

“So, what's it gonna be?”

“Err ... like, maybe a coke or
something?”

Mickey nodded and picked out an ice-cold bottle, a glass, some
ice and even a slice of lemon and a straw. The works.

“Here you are.”

“Oh, yeah. I know they can't probably make
you your usual here, but ... Are you sure you don't want a real
drink? A rum and coke or
a vodka soda or something?”

Kimmy blushed:

“Like, I'm not 21, you know?”

Mickey looked at Kimmy, then at Tonya, then
she grinned and said:

“Okay ...”

“Speaking of, how often do Carter and his
boys come around? I was hoping to I'd luck out and run
into them tonight.”

Then, she sighed and added:

“They should be around either tonight or
tomorrow. Got something on your mind?”

“Er ... Nothing worth talking about at the
moment. Last time I was here he talked about hanging out more, but
I never actually got a
number from him or anything. Figured this would be the smartest
place to catch him.” In truth, she wanted to ask Carter a few
questions. She knew most biker gangs weren't actually criminals or
anything, but he was the best place she had to ask about her dad's
connections and stuff. Not to mention a possible source of extra
muscle or just intimidation if things got really
serious.

“Anyway, enough of the serious stuff.
Kimmy, this is Mickey. She's one of my best friends from back in
the day. Ran into her
again the other day, and I wanted to make sure you got to meet
her.”

Kimmy smiled timidly:

“Like ... Hi! I'm Kimmy! I'm like kinda
Tonya's girlfriend and stuff, you know? Like totally.”

Then she nodded.

Mickey was obviously amused by those
antics and shot Tonya a
quick glance, then said:

“It's great to have you here. Make yourself
comfortable, this is a safe place. That is, unless people get drunk
and fight, but even then, they usually leave us alone.”

As Mickey went back to tending to their
drinks quickly, she spoke to her in a slightly lower tone of voice.
“I was gonna say order whatever you want, but ... I think Mickey's
gotten stricter than when I first visited here. We don't have to
stay long if you're not
feeling this place, especially if we can't get you a
drink.”

Kimmy took a long sip from her straw, then
shook her head:

“Like, no, that's like totally okay. I like
feel that I need to like get my head clear, you know? Cos I like
kinda feel that I need
to get rid of like my bad things, no? I mean, like, I wanna be with
you and I ... yeah, kinda wanna be like better and
stuff.”

Mickey returned after serving a few other
patrons and asked:

“So, Kimmy, what do you like to do?”

Kimmy got nervous at the
question, then she blushed and
then, she stumbled over her words:

“Kinda not much ... I mean, I like to like
train and cook and like ... you know, nerd around about stuff like
training and beauty stuff and things.” As she talked, she felt more
confident and added: „I
guess I'm like kinda a nerd, only like not like the nerdy
kind.”

“Hey, give yourself a little more credit
than that. You really know your shit when it comes to that stuff. I
say everyone's a nerd about something.” Tonya put an arm around
Kimmy’s shoulder. “Me?
Fitness nerd. You'd probably never guess, but Mickey is a sports
nerd.”

Mickey laughed a bit. “A bit, yeah. But I
wanna hear more about the beauty stuff. What all do you like to get
involved with?” She leaned forward on the bar as she
talked. On closer
inspection, she was wearing makeup that was well put together, but
subtle. A realistic but flattering shade of lipstick, a little bit
of contouring around her face, and so on. “I like to play around
with my look when I can, but I try to keep it a little plain while
I'm at work,” she continued.

“Uh ... Like, you know, I normally like
totally do the pink girl stuff, like you know, bimbo stuff,
kinda.”

Somehow, that seems to felt embarrassing to
her now.

“But like now, I'm thinking I'll like
try something different
... Like not too much, but kinda, you know, more ...
me?”

Kimmy made a vague gesture by her face.

“What's like your favorite?”

„Heh. Yeah, Tonya showed me some pics of
the two of you. You definitely had your look, and you rocked it!
Even if you've got a
different thing going on now. Me, I'm trying to pretend I'm still
punk rock. I'm not good enough to do anything really complicated,
but I like doing stuff that really stands out. Like big flashy
eyeshadow colors or sometimes just go full goth. You remember when
smokey lashes were big a few years ago? That was my
shit.”

Tonya happily took a sip of her drink as
she listened to the conversation. She was happy that Kimmy could
talk shop at least, and that she was getting her mind off shit
like she
said.

Soon, the conversation moved to technical
stuff as they started talking about different brands of makeup and
their uses.

It was obviously pretty complicated stuff and
the nerdiness was strong.

Tonya was saved by the arrival of a bunch
of bikes outside,
followed by Carter and the boys coming in.

He greeted the musclewoman with a clasp and
said:

“Is it just me or do you get buffer every
time I see you?”

She laughed as she returned his greeting
gesture. “Shit, and I'm stone cold today! Good to
see you again, big
man.”

He hugged her and laughed:

“Mickey, we're going to need some drinks.
Pretty please!”

The barkeeper laughed and started drawing
beers.

He turned to Kimmy and asked:

“Hi. The name's Carter. And you are?”

Kimmy looked at Tonya,
rather
afraid.

“It's okay hun.” She placed her hand on
Kimmy’s. Only natural that she'd be a little intimidated.

“This is Kimmy. She's my girl. Mickey made me
promise I'd bring her by to meet her. Kimmy, this is Carter. He's
... Is it too soon to call you a new friend?”

He held out his hand. As Tonya took it, he
gave it a little shake and added:

“It's the best time.” He grinned at Kimmy: “You have a good
taste in women.”

The girl blushed even more. Then he
asked:

“Why won't you two sit down with us?”

“I'd be cool with that. I was hoping to run
into you tonight anyway. Wanted to ask you a couple things.
Assuming I'm not cutting
into your conversation, babe.” Tonya shot a quick glance to Kimmy
and Mickey.

“No, no, it's like fine ...”

Mickey was busy anyway, so Kimmy followed
her and sat on her lover’s lap. It was strange. The girl almost
looked fragile now, despite still being pretty buff.

Tonya sat opposite Carter, with an arm
around Kimmy’s waist. It did still feel weird seeing Kimmy like
this. It was like when they first met all over again, despite how
much more built she was. That, however, just kicked that need
to protect her into
overdrive.

Carter smiled, took a big gulp of beer and
asked:

“So ... What's up?”

Tonya took a long gulp of her own beer before
speaking. “I'm gonna cut right to the chase. What would it take for
me to ask a favor of you and your crew?”

“Asking is free. Getting it depends on the
favor. But I'm sure we can work something out. What do you
need?”

“That's the hard part. I don't exactly know
yet. Protection, mostly. See, we ... I'm in trouble with some
people. You understand? I'm not looking to go hurt anyone or anything, but these
people are going to be looking for me and Kimmy. Having some place
we could hide out, or just having some of you stay over at my place
if we don't feel safe would be helpful.”

He grunted, then thought for a while.

“What kind of people did you get into trouble
with?”

“... I don't suppose I'm gonna get the favor
out of you first and tell you later, am I? To be honest, I still
don't know the full extent, but ... does the name Malcolm Douglas
mean anything?”

He grinned, then he laughed, then he wiped a tear from his eye,
then he asked:

“Are you fucking serious?”

Tonya sighed and took another swig. She knew
it was bad, but ... Fuck.

“Unfortunately. I don't want to get into
the details here, but ... Yes. I am completely
serious.”

He dropped his voice so the others couldn't
hear him.

“Then you are fucked. That guy ... Let's
put it simple: He's got a long reach. The cops, the politicians,
the gangs in the streets. Man, I could make a fortune just selling
you out right now. The
thing is, you gotta be fucking careful. The guy is a fucking
monster.”

Then he added:

“I'm not going to, though. I don't sell out
people I like. I'm not in it for the money and I don't like those
guys that think they're immune. I'm not going to take
your money
either.”

“Trust me, the only reason I took a chance
by coming to you in the first place is because I didn't think it
could get any worse than it is. I've got a couple places I think we
could go where he wouldn't think to look for us, but ...
That's all I can do for
the time being. Run and hide.”

Tonya sat silently for a moment. She had
to be strong for the moment. Kimmy definitely wasn't taking this
well, and it was only really hitting Tonya now that her lover’s
dad's goons would probably just kill her in order to get Kimmy. She silently chugged
the rest of her beer and looked up at Carter after she
finished.

“I figure our only choice is to hop the
border, and I don't know if we have the means to do that. Unless we
can get him off our back somehow. And I don't even know how I'd go about doing
that.”

“Hrm. Can you ride a bike?”

“Pretty sure I can learn.”

“We can take you across the border. But I
heard enough of that guy that going to Mexico isn't going to help
you. It's only going to make things worse. So it's gonna be
Canada.”

Tonya sighed. They'd be leaving everything
behind. She likely wouldn't have the means to give Kimmy what she wanted. They'd lose
everything they built up. But it might be the only
option.

“And if what you're saying is true, there's
likely no way we can threaten him.”

“I don't know. I mean, maybe you could
fight him. If you manage to get close to him and you manage to convince his guys that
you are his baby girl's bride and his successor ...”

He chuckled.

Tonya thought quietly. That was insanity,
surely. The fact that she was considering it caused her to chuckle
as well.

“Let me get a number where I can contact you. Kimmy and I need
to figure out how we're going to get everything
together.”

He gave her a number and added:

“If you need anything, just let me know. I
like my plucky resistance fighters, even if they're huge-boobed
musclegirls and their
cutey girlfriends.”

Tonya patted Kimmy on the back and ran her
hands through the girl’s hair. “I'll call you if anything comes up.
And if we do call in that favor, I'll make good on it. I
swear.”

“No problem. Just don't get killed,
okay?”

Kimmy shivered on her lap and cuddled closer to
Tonya.

The big woman wrapped both arms around her.
“Thanks, Carter. Really, thanks. I think Kimmy and I are going to
go back to hanging out now. Maybe play some pool or something.”

Tonya turned to Kimmy, her
expression softer than
she’d ever seen it. “Come on, hun. Let's go take our minds off of
this again.”

Kimmy nodded happily and followed her to the
table.

During the game, Kimmy relaxed and seemed
happy to just do something with her love. She wasn’t really
good at this, but by the
end of the first game, she had figured out some things that helped.
She still lost horribly, but that didn't matter
hopefully.

It didn't matter to Tonya at all. She was
never good at the game anyway. It was just the sort of thing
one did to kill time and
socialize. She even pulled the cheesy old trick of helping Kimmy
with her form in order to rub up against her.

They threw a little extra cash down to
play a few games, however long it took to let the tension
dissipate. It was nice for a moment. They laughed, it was good. It felt like normal
again. Before long, time caught up to them, and Tonya checked her
phone.

“Well, they're not closing up for another
hour or so, but it's getting late. You ready to head home or do you
want to stick around a
bit?”

“Maybe home, if it's like okay? I kinda feel
tired, you know?”

“Of course, babydoll. I am too. Let's go home
and get some sleep.”

Tonya settled things up with Mickey, who
gave Kimmy a cheery goodbye and said she hoped she could talk to
her again soon. They
hopped back in the car and things were loose and relaxed, but
silent as they started the drive back. The silence gave Tonya time
to think. As much as she wanted to shield Kimmy from all of this,
the way out here was hard to see. She needed to talk to Kimmy about
this if they were going to navigate it.

“So”, she finally said. “We discussed a lot
in a short amount of time tonight. Do you have anything to say
about all this?”

“Me?” Kimmy hesitated, then she managed: “I
like kinda dunno. I wanna get away as far as I can from my dad. And I like wanna have
you be safe and stuff so we can be together. And I wanna like
totally go back to being with you and going to parties and being
buff and sexy and stuff, you know?”

“That's the hard part. I want to
do all of that too, but
in order to get away from your dad ... We'd be poor. Dead broke.
And I want you to have all of that stuff so you can be happy
...”

Tonya’s mind started working harder. It
sounded insane, but ... If nothing else works, maybe she
needed to take the crazy
option.

“What do you think about what Carter said
back there? Me, like ... convincing your dad that I deserve
you?”

Kimmy blanked.

“I really dunno. How would that like even
work?”

“I don't know even know. But since I have
you, I'm pretty sure I can talk him into letting me meet him, so
that's one step out of the way. Do you know anything about this
dude he was going to hook you up with? Or what kind of man he wants
as his successor?”






Tonya could see that her lover’s eyes welled
up with tears:

“Like, I really dunno and stuff. I like
never had like anything to do with this. Maybe you should like ask
Mrs. Alice or something, but I like never, ever wanted like to know
anything about it.”

Tonya sighed. “Maybe. Do you still have her
number?”

Kimmy nodded and gave her the number. She
knew it by heart.

Wow. Tonya was honestly impressed by that.
She quickly took the number down in her phone and set her hand
gently on Kimmy’s leg.

“I'm sorry sweetheart. I won't talk to you about it anymore.
Let's just get you home so you can sleep.”

Kimmy nodded, grateful.

Back home at Tonya’s place, Kimmy showered
quickly and climbed into the bed. There, she smiled at Tonya and
said:

“That was like a very nice evening and stuff. Those guys were like
kinda alright and I liked them. And Mickey is like the best, you
know?”

Tonya lay down next to her, cuddling up to
her gently.

“Heh. I'll be real, Carter and his boys
intimidated me when a bit when I first met them. I'm glad they're cool. And I'm glad you
and Mickey hit it off as well as you did. God, I missed
her.”

“I get that, you know? It's like ... I was
kinda afraid you would like, you know, be lonely with like my
friends cos they're like all so ... intense, you know?”

“Honestly, I've got you to thank for that.
If I hadn't met you, I'd have done the same thing tonight I did for
months or ... hell, probably years before I met you. Just come home
and be by myself. You helped give me the confidence to get back
out and be around people
again. And because of that, I can handle myself with anyone now.
Even the intense ones.” Tonya leaned and gave her a soft gentle
kiss. “Thank you so much, Kimmy.”

Kimmy snuggled against her and soon fell
asleep.






The next day started with Kimmy getting up rather early and
doing the cleaning and preparing breakfast. She waited for Tonya to
get up, then assisted her in her morning ritual.

The big woman woke up maybe an hour after
Kimmy do, pleasantly surprised to see her lover hard at
work. Especially
considering how much she'd let the mess pile up around here over
the past couple of weeks.

“Aww, sweetheart. Thanks so much, you know
you didn't have to do any of this.”

Tonya was happy to accept Kimmy’s help
regardless. Breakfast was tasty and filling, and her help with getting ready for the day
was a lifesaver. She’d gotten better over time, but Kimmy still got
a load more experience with hair, makeup, and everything of the
sort.

After Tonya was all sorted, she planted a
quick kiss on her forehead. “I've got to make a quick phone call or two,
baby. Do you mind if I take care of that while you get ready? I'll
help as soon as I'm done.”

“Like, sure!”

Kimmy cleaned up the food, then got
dressed quickly and awaited her, wondering what Tonya was
going to do.

As Kimmy busied herself with her own getting
ready for the day, Tonya pulled out her phone and dialed the number
Kimmy had given me, waiting quietly for someone to pick up.

After a brief wait, the ringing stops. She
heard only silence on the other end. She paused, then broke the air with, “Hello?
Alice? It's me.” She was worried the old woman got her phone tapped
or something. She didn't want to say her name, but maybe her voice
was distinct enough?

The housekeeper’s voice sounded nervous:

“Hello? Who is this? Do I know you?”

Tonya was just relieved to hear her voice.
Nervous was understandable, at least she wasn’t crying or in
distress or something.

“Hun, it's me. Tonya. Kimmy's friend.”

“Oh. I can't talk to you.” She hesitated.
“Think of the candle.”

She hung up.

Tonya nodded. Good. She should have known she'd have a handle
on this, since she started the whole Mission Impossible shit in the
first place.

She hesitated for a moment. Tonya wanted
to take Kimmy along since she wanted to see Alice so badly. But
whether this plan went
well or not, Kimmy wasn’t likely to see her again soon, and Tonya
didn't want to risk anything by taking her out.

“Hey, babe? I've got to run out for a little
bit. I'll be back in ... An hour? Maybe two?”

She took the girl’s hands in hers. “Think
you can keep yourself
occupied here in the meantime?”

“Uh-huh. Sure. I'll like do my best. But
don't stay away too long!”

“I'll be back as quick as I can. Call me
right away if you don't feel safe for some reason.” A quick hug and
kiss, and the musclewoman was out the door. She hopped in the car and headed for St.
Anthony's.

She arrived before long and headed straight
through the front door, dressed in a standard t-shirt and jeans,
hoping to remain as inconspicuous as possible.

The priest was there and looked at
Tonya skeptically. Then he
walked over and handed her a blanket:

“Please put this over your shoulders.”

Tonya nodded quietly. Given how cool he
was last time, she was sure he was out to help. She draped the
blanket over her shoulders and took a seat in the back pew, to the far end, and kept
hereyes open for Alice.

Soon enough, she turned up, walked up to
Tonya and sat down in the pew with Tonya.

She looked at the bodybuilder and
whispered:

“You took her, didn't you?”

She looked back at the old woman
briefly, but turned away
and faced forward again, copying spy movies as best she
could.

“I got her out. She's safe and happy for
now.”

Alice sighed in relief.

“That's good. I heard how her father got
angry, but I wasn't sure ... To know that she is safe is
wonderful. Thank
you.”

“She misses you too. I wanted to take her
along today, but I thought it was too risky. I'll let her know
you're safe and sound.”

Tonya glanced back at her briefly. “You are
safe, right?”

“I'm glad that my employer doesn't see
people like me. I am
safe for now.”

Tonya sighed quietly.

“I didn't think you would be at risk, but
my first instinct was to go to the house and it was locked up like
a fortress. It made me nervous. That said. I know you don't see the
man face to face a lot, but do you think you have a good idea of what kind of man Mr.
Douglas is?”

“Mr. Douglas is ... not a good man. He
respects power and nothing else. He is very pious, as such people
are.”

“I see. Power and nothing else.” Tonya
paused in silence for a moment. “From what you've said in the past, I don't think I
would make a good impression on him.”

“He has a certain view of women. They have to
be beautiful or hardworking. Not both.”

She looked at Tonya’s mountainous
muscles:

“He would maybe take you as a lieutenant, but
not as a daughter in law.”

She chuckled quietly to herself. The notion
was just too weird for her.

Tonya gave a quiet laugh too. “You're really
sharp.”

Tonya leaned forward a bit as she spoke. “My plan was to
convince him that I'm worthy of Kimmy's hand, and to be inducted
into his business if that's what it takes. I can't think of another
scenario that results in a happy ending for Kimmy. I wanted to meet
because you're the best source I have as to how Douglas ticks. So
if you can think of anything that can give me an edge, or if you
think you can talk me out of it, say something now.”

She thought for a while, then said:

“It's two things, really: He needs someone
that's got the brains
and the ruthlessness to replace him. So if you manage to get a foot
into his organization, he might notice you. The other thing is that
he likes ambition. So, if you turn out to be a competitor, he might
offer you to join him.”

She added:

“But just going away might be even better.
He's looking for Joaquima, and he'll figure you out
eventually.”

“Wow. That's very helpful. Even more than I
expected.”

Tonya sat, slumped forward as she was, in
silence for a moment. “I wanted to run, and I have a way out if I decide to bail on this.
But that's never going to result in a happy ending for Kimmy.
She'll be dead broke and miserable. Sure, we'll have each other,
but ... Come on, I'm not worth basically all the money in the
world.”

“I don't know. I am not sure how she would feel. She was born with a
silver spoon in her mouth, but maybe she would like a simpler life?
I can't tell. But I'm glad if I helped.”

“Thank you, Alice. Really. I'll tell Kimmy
you're okay. Maybe if we get lucky you two can see
each other again
soon.”

Alice nodded nervously. Then she got up and
whispered:

“Tell her I want her to be safe. She doesn't
need to look back ...”

Then she left.

Tonya waited for a moment, contemplating
everything. As much as she wanted to get Kimmy the
happy ending, this was
the longest of long shots. Alice made a good point.

As she walked back to her car, Tonya pulled
out her phone and sent a text to Carter.

“Not saying it's time yet, but how soon can
we be ready to move when the time comes?”

“Anytime, really. But what's the plan?”

Tonya sat in her car for a moment, staring at
the text. What was the plan anymore?

She got lost in thought, possibilities
running through her head, until before she knew it, half an hour
had passed, and she didn't feel any more certain about what was the best.

But Tonya had come to realize one thing.
She’d put herself through a lot to get to where she’d been, and
that was for her own benefit. She couldn't talk that big game about
wanting what's best for Kimmy if she was not
willing to put herself
on the line for her happiness too.

“I'm gonna go through with it.”, she texted
back. “I'll try to arrange a meeting. Use the fact that I have K as
a bargaining chip. If he won't meet, then we leave.”

“Sounds good. We're ready when you
are.”

All right, go big or go home time, Tonya.

She sent Kimmy a text now. “Send me your
dad's number.”

Tonya could tell that Kimmy hesitated, but
she did get his number.

Deep breaths. Time for things to get
serious. She kept the car where it was and dialed
the number, drumming her
fingers as she waited for some kind of response.

Eventually, there was an answer:

“Where did you get this number?”

The voice was deep and gruff, suggesting
power and confidence.

Tonya didn't remember his voice being that
low. But she guessed it made sense he had people to answer his
calls for him ...

“From Kimmy”, she said. Gotta let them know
she meant business without giving too much away.”

“Kimmy?” He paused for a moment. “Joaquima.
Where is she? Did you take her?”

“She's safe and unharmed. I got her from the
nunnery. I don't want to hurt her, but I want to talk to you before
I let her go.”

Tonya could hear the
barely suppressed
anger:

“What the fuck do you think you're doing? Is
this some kind of crazy kidnapping plan? Boy, you picked the wrong
people to fuck with ...”

“I don't want to make an enemy out of you,
trust me. I know who you are and I know what you can
do. I did what I did
because I didn't see another way to handle this.”

Tonya paused for a moment. She could feel
herself tensing. A deep breath helped her steady herself. “I will
not harm her. Nobody will touch her. The only thing I ask is that I
want to talk to you. If
that can't happen, I won't reach out to you again.”

He was pondering what she was saying for a
moment, then he said:

“Fine. Whatever you're up to sounds idiotic,
but I'm used to dealing with fools. We meet at my house in an
hour.”

“Understood. I'll be there.”

Once he hung up, Tonya exhaled heavily. This
was crazy. But she was committed now.

One hour ... Not enough time to go back
home and prepare any further. And she’d be walking right into the
lion's den. But she was not in a position to make
demands either.

She sent another text to Carter. “I'm going
to meet him. Be ready to go to my place, just in case. If you see
his guys show up without me, don't try to stop them, just let her
go.”

“Got it.”

“We're on standby and ready to move.”

Nothing else to do, she supposed. She stopped and said a
prayer, more out of desperation than anything. Then it was off to
the mansion.

The place somehow looked even more
sinister than normal. Some burly guards that were still nowhere
near Tonya’s size stopped her and admiringly searched her for any weapons. They took her
phone, her car keys and basically anything that could be used as a
weapon.

Then they opened the gate and accompanied her
inside.

After a walk through the mansion, she
ended up in another wing and some more guards appeared. They opened a door for her and
she ended up in a salon. There he was. The sleazy guy himself. The
moustache, the slick hair, the works.

He looked at Tonya, rather speechless. At
last, he managed:

“What the fuck?”

Yeah. This was about what she expected. Although his reaction
was, honestly, milded than what she had thought he would
give.

If it were anyone else, she would have a
smart remark. Instead, she simply nodded respectfully and stood
where she was. Confident, but not arrogant. Not trying to stand him up or try to push back
too hard.

“Mr. Douglas. It's good to finally meet
you.”

“So you're the ... person that got my girl
into that crazy shit?”

“I suppose that's accurate. She chose it for
herself, though I helped her get to where she was.”

He snorted.

“Okay ... Whatever. What do you want?”

Okay. Time to go onto the attack. Alice
said the best she could hope for was to join Douglas's ranks and
win Kimmy that way. But
Tonya’s old man taught her to ask for more than what one wanted.
Because once one had set the terms there was never going to be a
haggling back there again.






“As we've established, I took your daughter
from the monastery. The reason why I did that in the first place ... is because she and I
have been in a relationship for some time. When I couldn't get in
touch with her, I was worried she was ... under duress. I acted on
impulse and went to save her. Or so I thought. I understand I've
gone against your wishes, and I don't expect you to take that
lightly. I'm only explaining all of this to hopefully show you that
your daughter means a lot to me. I don't want to lose her, and I'm
willing to do anything you would ask of me if it means I don't have
to give her up.”

He stares at Tonya incredulously. This was
not only not what he expected, it was somewhat blowing his mind
too.

At last, he managed:

“You're in love with her?”

Tonya froze. Hopefully her own face wasn't
too shocked. She had avoided saying it outright, because she had assumed he would
take it as a sign of weakness or something. But ... did she come
right out with it now?

It felt like minutes on end as she
mustered the strength to speak. “Yes”, she finally managed. “And
she loves me.”

“What a fucked-up world ... I can't fucking
believe it. So my kid is not only a crazy bimbo, but she's also a
crazy bimbo with a crazy dyke girlfriend ...”

He pondered the situation for a moment.

“I gotta be honest: This seriously fucks up
my plans. I wanted to
retire, get my cock sucked for the rest of my life and just enjoy
my cash. And now you show up, screw up everything I worked for and
... Nah. I really gotta hand it to you: If you were my enemy, you
couldn't have done it any better.”

Tonya didn't know how, but that made her feel a little
guilty, honestly. She didn't mind from her spot, but the clenching
in her gut wasn't easing.

“That wasn't my intent at all. I know that
you had someone lined up to marry Kimmy. Probably someone you were
texting to be your next
in line. But that's where I'm stuck between a rock and a hard
place. After I got her from the monastery, my first plan was to
just elope. Run away somewhere. But I know she wouldn't be happy
with that life. I can't let her go, but ... I also can't provide
the money to make her happy by myself.”

“That's why I came to you. Surely there must
be something that we can work out that ends up with all three of us
happy.”

He shook his head incredulously.

“I still don't get all this, but wow ...
What the fuck do you
think you could do for me? I don't get it.”

“I don't get it a hundred percent either,
sir. When Kimmy went missing, I saw red, and ... Everything since
then has just been me trying to get the best life I can for the two
of us.”

Bite the bullet, Tonya. Now was the time for the big
ask.

“But if the only thing that's holding you
back is that you want your daughter to marry your successor in the
business ... Then fuck it, I'll apply for the job. Whatever it
takes, whatever you want me to do to prove myself, I'll do it.”

He laughed.

“Alright. I mean, you look like a mean
bitch, but seriously, I need someone who is able to fuck up people
to earn their respect and get them in line. Middle management, if
you get what I mean. It's not a nine-to-five, you see.”

Then he sighed:

“Have you killed someone?”

Tonya went quiet. Time to start padding
her resume. “Beat a few people within an inch of it. Had some
practice in putting the hurt on people in ways that don't leave
marks and stuff like that. And ... recently I was one piece of bad news away from
really doing it.”

He chuckled:

“That's ... cute. But I guess you'll have to
do it eventually. Everyone of us has to go through this.”

Tonya took a quiet breath. A bridge she could
cross when she got there. For Kimmy.

“Understood.”

“Okay. Then let's get going.”

He got up, stretched and started walking to
the door.

“Going? To where?”

“To kill someone.”

Fuck.

Tonya followed him silently,
feeling the cold sweat
begin to bead on her.

He led her outside, the guys on the corridor
a little nervous.

Then he went to the garage and a chauffeur
opened a car. He urged her to get inside.”

This was it. The big test. Now she was
being hauled off to an unknown location, no phone ... She’d seen this in movies
before.

Don't say anything. Stay silent and
rocksteady. She climbed into the car through the open door and sat,
making her best effort to keep her face straight.

This wasn't like before. She was not
protecting or saving
someone. But she couldn't back out anymore. Just gotta sit quietly
and brace herself.

The drive took a while and ended at a
remote house in the desert. It looked abandoned, but there was
another car. Their car stopped, he got out and waited for her.

A guy came out, bringing some other dude with
a bag over his head.

The boss told him to bring him along.


They all started walking into the desert.

It was those two guys, Tonya and the boss
himself.

After a while, the boss put up his
hand. The little caravan
stopped. He smiles and said:

“Get this guy on the ground.”

The other man pushed bag-head to the ground
and held him down.

Douglas looked at Tonya with a grim smile and
added:

“Be my guest.”

Tonya’s insides were full of knots. By
the time they actually
finished their trek through the desert, she felt like she was going
to puke. She was only more shocked when nobody handed her a gun, or
a bat, or anything.

“The hard way, huh? Bare-handed?” She
sighed as she tried to focus her will. This was for Kimmy and her. The whole world
would open up for them if she could just do this. She knelt down
next to the guy, imagining him as someone who pissed her off, or
hurt Kimmy. Yes. She didn't know who this guy was, but it was his
fault that she was in this situation in the first place. He
deserved this, surely. Doing her best to distance her own thoughts
from this, she took to it in the only way that made sense. She
placed her hands on his throat and began to squeeze.

The guy began to gargle inside
his bag. The other two
men watched Tonya impassively. Maybe they were a little impressed
by her power.

Come on, stop fighting it. You can go
quicker than this, can't you? Tonya’s mind raced. She clamped down
on his throat harder, eyes focused on the sand
just above his
head.

The guy tried to fight her, struggling
against her arms, but it was pointless. She squeezed harder and
then, he went limp.

She held her position for a bit longer.
She knew he was just unconscious. If she thought she could get away
with it, she would. But
Douglas would know better than she would when he was gone for
good.

After several more seconds of clenching his
throat while zoned out, Tonya let go. It was done, hopefully. She
stood up steadily, without a word, and looked to Douglas.

He nodded slowly.

“Okay. That was ... impressive.”

The other guy nodded too. Then
Douglas
added:

“Those muscles aren't just for show. Good ...
Okay. I'll take you as an ... apprentice.”

Tonya nodded to him. “Thank you, sir”, she
said quietly. “You won't regret it.” She didn't dare say anything
more at the moment, or she might slip up.

“Good.”

He nodded at the other guy.

“Get that asshole buried. We're leaving.”

Douglas walked back into the desert, not
waiting for Tonya, but expecting her to follow him.

Once the other two were turned away, Tonya
took a deep breath. Wiped some of that sweat on her face. It was done. She fell into
step behind him, following quietly.

Eventually, they reached the car again. He
made a sign for her to get in.

On the road, he asked:

“Okay. That was good. Now ... What else can
you do?”

Tonya took a moment and sort
of inventoried what she could
do. She hadn't expected to go into detail on that sort of
thing.

“Like I said earlier, hurting people is
easy. Don't need a moment's thought on that. I'm used to ... taking
charge. Ordering people around and handling them if
they don't listen. I've
got a few connections when it comes to drugs and shit. May already
in your pocket, but if they're not, they can make for good
connections.”

“How are your accounting skills ...”

His grin turned wicked.

She tried hard to think of what
this could be a euphemism
for.

“I ... am self-employed ...”

“Better than nothing. You see, in my line
of work, you need to be a brutal asshole, and I think we both got
that down. But the problem is, you're also running a business. And
that means you got to know how to handle all the extra stuff, because we can't be
too open about it.”

He leaned back in his seat:

“What I'm saying is, if we really do this,
then you gotta learn a lot of business stuff. Are you up to
that?”

Tonya nodded. She knew he was not
just talking about human
resources, but after that ... anything else would be
easy.

“Yes, of course. I did say I'd do
anything.”

“Good. Look here, I'm going to give you a
chance. Don't want my kid's ... wife, is that how you say it? to be
a stupid slob, right?”

He mused for a moment:

“I'm going to send you to college or
something. One of my brainy guys is going to figure something out.
This way, you'll be up to it. Got it?”

“Oh, yes sir. I mean, I already got one
bachelor's, I can handle some more schooling.”

“What kind of bachelor?”

“Supply chain management. So related to
business management. Logistics, finance, that sort of thing.”

There was a broadening smile on his face:

“Why didn't you say so right away? I'm sure
we'll find some use for you.”

Tonya could tell that he was starting to like
this.

“So ... Where do I drop you off?”

“I figured you were looking for someone a
little more advanced. I'm sure I'll be a fast study on
the rest.”

His increasing approval was ... honestly a
little relaxing. Today hadn't been easy but ... the worst was
behind them now, right?

“Ah ... My car is still at the mansion. From
there I'll pick up Kimmy and bring her straight home.”

“Good.”

The car stopped there.

As soon as he gave the okay, she stepped
out and hop in her own car. The drive home was quiet. She breathed
heavily, trying to process everything that happened. She went with
the flow the whole time, but ... Wow. This was absolutely
fucking crazy. She did
her best to push the thing she just did out of her mind. This was
good news, after all. She was just going home to let Kimmy
know.

Before she realized it, she was home. She
pulled up and let herself in, poking her head into the living
room.

“Kimmy?”

She was sitting on the sofa with a pan in her
hand and a knife close at hand.

“Tonya?”

She jumped up and ran towards Tonya,
embracing her intensely and kissing her.

“You're back. I'm like soooo glad! I was
like, afraid, you know? Cos you were like gone! But now, you're like back!
Whoo!”

Tonya exhaled deeply. All the tension left
her body at her lover’s touch.

“Yes, baby, it's okay, it's okay. I'm here
now. And everything's going to be okay! I've worked everything out.
We get to be together, and you're not getting cut off!”

“Wow! That's like cool! How did you like do
that? What's with my dad?”

“Let's just day he and I came to an
agreement. And he likes me more than I thought he would.”

Tonya kissed her on each cheek. “Speaking
of, I told him I'd bring
you back to the mansion. I think we can just ... hang out for a
bit, enjoy each other's company. But you get to go back and sleep
in comfort tonight.”

“Uh huh. Like, are you and my dad friends
now?”

“Well ... I'm gonna be working for him now.
The guy he was gonna
marry you two was going to take over his business from him so ...
Now I'm taking that guy's place.”

Kimmy shivered.

“Really? But isn't that like ... bad?”

“Maybe. Maybe not. But you can let me worry
about that, all right?” Tonya gave her the best smile she was able to. “The important
thing is we both get to be happy now.”

Kimmy nodded and buried her head in Tonya’s
shoulder.

That helped her to calm down.






Kimmy got dressed for their visit. She was
still not sure how to handle it. She wanted to do her bimbo thing,
but it felt wrong, yet she didn't want to show her dad that he
won.

In the end, she settled for the rock chick
outfit and did her lips in pink, as well as a pink hair band and some
heels.

That was as much as she could do now.

“Like, I'm ready.”

Tonya felt the need to get changed into a
new set of clothes as well. Not out of a desire to impress Kimmy’s
dad or anything. Just ... she guessed she was still feeling a little dirty from earlier.
She settled on some clothes that felt like what she would normally
wear. Simple dark blue jeans. A nice black top that buttoned down
the front.

She stepped out into the living room and
saw Kimmy ready. “You look good, hun. Ready to go?”

“Uh huh. I'm like not sure I really wanna go
back ... home ... but if it's like not, you know, for forever, we
can like try, no?”

“I know I'd be fine with you staying here.
I already promised I'd bring you back, but ... Maybe he
just wants to confirm
you’re okay. I did basically kidnap you, after all. Maybe after he
sees you, he won't care where you actually stay.”

“I just wanna be with you, and like, not with
him, okay? Please make it like that it happens this way.”

“I got you, hun.” Tonya planted a kiss on Kimmy’s forehead. “I'll
do everything I can. Just one little visit to show him you're okay,
then you're free as a bird again. All right?”

The girl nodded meekly, then she got into the
car.






Soon enough, they were at the gate
and the guards took a
good look at Tonya before opening it. Once inside, it was time to
get escorted to Kimmy’s dad. He welcomed them in the same place as
before and just took a long look at his daughter before
sighing.

He didn't say a word and turned to
Tonya.

“Good. She's alive, although she's as
rebellious as ever. At least she doesn't look like a total freak
anymore.”

She bit her tongue. Tonya knew better than
to mouth off to him about something like that. She held Kimmy’s
hand in mind, maybe gripping it a little tighter than usual.

“Yes. As you can see, your... treatment plan
for her seems to have worked as expected, but other than that,
she's untouched, as promised.”

“Good. And you're willing to work for me to,
I don't know how that works, marry her?”

Tonya nodded. “Yes sir.”

He sighed.

“We used to do things differently, but
whatever.” He rubbed his temples. “Alright. You're going to college
and learn the stuff you need. I'll get you to work on the 'family
business'. We'll tell my guys what's going on when you're ready. Understood?”

Tonya nodded again. “And ... In the meantime,
Kimmy can go back to living her life?”

She could see that he hesitated.

Then he nodded slowly.

“I don't see how I'd prevent this. Take her
with you. Maybe the boys will accept the situation if she's not around.”

“Thank you. I think that would be best too.
I've got plenty of room for her to stay.” She relaxed her grip on
Kimmy’s hand by this point, but she gave her love a gentle,
reassuring squeeze as she said this.

He turned away and added:

“Maybe it would be best if you studied a
little further away. We're at a critical junction and I don't want
to screw this up. I've never been here and I definitely don't want
to jeopardize the whole thing. I'll pay for an apartment by the
university and you can
have a stipend or whatever you need.”

That deflated Tonya a bit. It sucked to
throw away the gym and everything, but there was no reason she
couldn't start up a training business wherever they ended up moving
to ... Assuming she even wanted to go back to that. Kimmy’s dad's idea of a stipend was
likely to be cushy ...

God, what was she saying? Were they not just
freaking out about her getting involved with Kimmy’s dad's business
an hour ago? She needed to keep her head out of the clouds.

“That seems reasonable. Totally doable. How far away are we
talking?”

“Not too far, after all, I'm going to need
you around. I'll find something you'll like.”

He grinned. Getting back in control felt
great for him.

Tonya looked to Kimmy, quietly. How was
she taking this
news?

She could tell that Kimmy was mostly
confused by this. She gripped her hand stronger. Tonya realized
that something had changed. Before, Kimmy was huge and muscular,
but it was a lot of bloat really. In her reduced shape, Tonya could
swear that the girl’s
muscles were more intense, tighter and more powerful. Or maybe that
was just Kimmy’s mind being made up.

She pulled Kimmy gently on her arm,
scooching the bimbo a little closer to herself. Tonya sympathized.
This was a lot for her to take in too. But honestly ... getting sent to school on a free
ride was hardly the worst way this could have played
out.

“Got it. Is there anything else you need from
me right now?”

“My secretary gave me this phone for you.
Use it when we talk. Apparently, it's more secure or something. I don't care. I just
trust him.”

He handed her a phone that looked pretty
basic.

“Make sure my daughter doesn't go crazy on
you too. I've had enough of this stupidity anyway.”

Before sending them away, he added:

“You'll get the info on the school and everything from my
secretary tonight. Get on the road ASAP, got it?”

“Right. We'll be packed up as quickly as
possible.”

Once he gave them permission to leave,
Tonya stepped out of the room with Kimmy. “Think you need to grab
anything from here?
Remember, we're gonna have to travel relatively light. No packing
up the whole wardrobe or anything.”

“Uh ...”

Kimmy instantly panicked, then ran to her
room and started grabbing stuff and dumping it into bags and
suitcases. After a moment, she realized it was pointless, looked at Tonya in despair
and finally said:

“Like ... no. I'm like gonna start again with
you and it's gonna be like ... a thing, right?”

Tonya raised her eyebrows in surprise.
“Wow. You're committed, huh? You really want to start
from
scratch.”

She placed her hands on Kimmy’s cheeks and
planted another kiss on her. “I'm so proud. You're right. We'll
start from the ground up. Whatever we have, we'll have worked
for.”

Kimmy kissed her back and said:

“Like totally!”

Then it was time to leave fast before she lost control and
ended up crying.

Holding Kimmy close, Tonya escorted her
out of the mansion under the gaze of the guards. Once they were
back in the car, she began running through a sort of schedule in
her head. She had clothes at the house that fit both Kimmy and her, so that was good.
Just stuffing a bunch of those into a couple of suitcases wouldn't
be hard. Take the computer so she had something to work on, and
maybe a couple other things to help keep Kimmy entertained ... One
of those moments she was happy to have not splurged on a bunch of
luxuries.

Before long, they were back. “Okay”, she
said. “I know we're starting from scratch and all, but we need at
least some stuff to take with us, and we're leaving tonight
apparently. So let's get
packing.”






Much later, Tonya stopped her car by the
place Kimmy’s dad had assigned them.

The apartment was ... nice. It was more
than big enough, three bedrooms, a big living room and a very
generous bath. There was a gym downstairs and even a garden out
back that they could use. Also, there was Alice. Apparently,
Kimmy’s dad has decided that this was a good idea. There was also a couple of bodyguards
which lived in the same house and which might be there both to
protect them and to make sure they didn't get up to any
shenanigans. Or at least not to any shenanigans that might hurt
Kimmy’s dad's business.

Still, it was a good place and there was
enough private space for them to live together.

Tonya wandered through the apartment and
looked at everything.

“Do you like like it?”, Kimmy asked

“Holy fuck.” She didn't expect a simple
college apartment when
Kimmy’s dad said he was going to put them up somewhere, but this
was still more than she expected. It was nice, fancy even. Bigger
than her house. She couldn't help but run her hands along the walls
and furniture as she walked through it.

“Yeah. I like it. Hell, I love it.” Okay, so maybe it was
not starting from scratch per se, but she was not going to
complaint about her living situation at all.

“Cool! I like still can't believe you
managed to like show up my dad! It's like ... I never thought
anyone could do it and
you did!”

Kimmy took her hand and pulled her to the
bed.

Tonya walked with her. Her gut knotted up
a bit again. She certainly didn't feel like she showed him up, but
... She supposed she did prove herself. A way to go still, but
showing that she was not
to be taken lightly was something in its own right.

“Yeah. I still can't believe it either. I
didn't just win him over, I managed to carve a pretty good deal out
of the situation.”

Exaggerating? Sure. But Kim didn't need to
see how the sausage was
made …

“So ... What are we like gonna do?“”

Kimmy pulled her on the bed and climbed on
top of her.

She put her hands on those huge tits and
smiled:

“It's like, you're so big now and I'm like
kinda small ...”

“Well, it looks like you've already
got a few good ideas”, she said
as Kimmy crawled on top of her.

She took a moment and looked her over,
really taking in the changes to Kimmy’s body for the first time
since she rescued her love. True, she was still pretty jacked by
most normal standards, but the difference was obvious. “Yeah ... Would you be upset
if I said I kinda like this look?”

“Like, you do? Why? I look all tiny and
unsexy ...”

“Babe, you're still super-hot. And if you
tell me you want to start pumping iron and get huge again, we'll
make that happen. But
you're still bigger than most girls as it is.” She ran her hand
along one of Kimmy’s legs, paying extra attention to the tension in
her hamstrings and her firm calves to drive the point
home.

“I'll admit, it's mostly because this is
feeding my own ego a
bit. But I also need you to know I'm crazy about you know matter
how you look.”

Kimmy blushed.

“Like, really? That's like so nice of you
... I like think maybe I like would like to like be kinda bigger
and stuff, but I like wanna make you like happy, you know? Also, I like noticed that
my muscles are like, kinda different now, no?”

“Yeah, I got the same vibe earlier the
other day. It's like you've toned up since I lost you. It's
bizarre. I mean, they obviously didn't have you working out
at the monastery, so...”, she
muttered to herself quietly, inspecting Kimmy’s body as she more
deeply took in the changes.

“They like had me work on the field and
everything and it was really hard. I also had to work like with an
axe and stuff.”

“Huh. That may have something to do with it. Like ... It's a
different type of workout, you know? Especially if they had you
working a long time without breaks, that would help build up your
stamina and other stuff.”

“Like, really? That's like sooo weird!”

Kimmy flexed her arm and Tonya could see a hard, rough
biceps grow under the girl’s skin. It looked rather small, but very
tough.

Tonya ran a finger over her bicep,
prodding it and admiring its density. “Yeah. It is weird. Maybe we
just got lucky, this was some kind of ... perfect storm of training.”

After a moment's thought, Tonya added on:
“You know what? I want to test something. Let's run downstairs the
gym real quick.”

Kimmy got off her and asked:

“Should I like change my outfit?”

“If you want to. I just want to see one
thing, but maybe we'll just get our workout in while we're down
there. Fuck it, go ahead and change. No sense in getting your nicer
clothes sweaty.”

Kimmy turned up a moment later,
wearing a comfy
tracksuit that hid most of her body. There were clearly some
issues.

When she returned, she could see Tonya
scrolling through her phone, looking at her records of Kimmy’s
training. The bimbo and lifting being two of the few things she
took seriously, she kept
a detailed spreadsheet of Kimmy’s workouts and the weights she
lifted. She looked up and smiled at her love as she saw her wearing
the surprisingly modest tracksuit. Odd that she wasn’t as eager to
flaunt herself now, but she was probably just feeling
self-conscious about her new look. She'll need time, Tonya was
sure.

“Come on”, she said reassuringly as she led
Kimmy down to the basement. She walked with her towards the small
benches meant for preacher curls. After double checking the
numbers on her phone,
she loaded up the bar on the bench with weight adding up to half
Kimmy’s former one-rep max.

“This is just a little experiment. No
pressure. Just sit down and do what you can with this.”

Kimmy got in position and readied her
arms. Then she grabbed
the bar and pushed it.

Tonya could tell that she was struggling, but
eventually, the bar rose and she got it up all the way. It swayed,
it was tough, but she managed it.

Kimmy was very sweaty after this, but also
really proud.

“Hey, good stuff!” Tonya said with a wide grin and a gentle rub on
Kimmy’s back. “You may have lost some mass, but you haven't lost a
step with your technique!” She rewarded her love with a kiss on the
forehead.

“You feel up to hitting a few more
lifts?”

“Totally!”

“That's what I like to hear! Let's get it”

Tonya led her through the rest of the gym,
testing her on each of her major muscle groups and noting the
results. As it was one lift for each exercise, it was relatively
quick but excruciating work, with Tonya behind her shouting encouragement for each
exercise. By the end of it, she was rubbing Kimmy’s sore shoulders
and kissing her on top of her head as she ran through the numbers
in her head.

“Yep. Pretty much even across the board.
But as expected, it's great for the amount of size you lost. Look at you, Little Miss
Badass!”

Kimmy breathed an exhausted “Whoo!”

Then she got up and embraced Tonya. She
noticed the height difference a little more, maybe because Kimmy
looked slimmer now. Somehow, the girl gave her these
amazon vibes.

“Like, thank you for like finding that
out.”

Tonya looked up at Kimmy with that same
warm smile on her face. “Okay. Maybe it's still not right to call
you little in any sense. And of course, baby! You know I'm still
looking out for you. And if we're going to build you up again, we need to know where
we're starting from.” She hugged her around the waist and lifted
her up off the ground a bit, laughing as she did.

Kimmy seemed to relax a bit now. Finally.

“Wanna try too?”

“Sure, if you like! I mean, I still know what my maxes are, but if
you just want to show off I'm more than happy to indulge.” She gave
her lover a grin as she stepped back over to the curl benches. She
unloaded what she was working with and slap on some more weights
totaling a little more than double what Kimmy had lifted. Bracing
herself with a few deep breaths, she set herself against the
padding and grunted loudly as she slowly but steadily lifted the
bar until her forearms were pointed straight up in the air. She
locked eyes with Kimmy for a brief moment as she held the massive
weight up, then just as carefully lowered it back down until it
came to rest on the rack.

“Hoo! Man, I missed doing that”, she said as
she gingerly rubbed one of her biceps.

Kimmy watched and Tonya could
tell she was in love again. Her
mountains of muscle were just way too impressive.

“Like wow ...”

“Heh. Guess you missed this too.” Tonya
lifted the arm closer to her and gave it a few quick pumps for her,
making sure her bicep jumped up plenty for Kimmy.

“Awesome ...”

She gave it a squeeze, obviously impressed by
that mass. Tonya did feel the power in her fingers.

“You know, you're still plenty awesome
yourself.” Tonya stood up from the bench and stepped closer to
Kimmy, her chest pressing against Kimmy’s. “You want to watch me
finish this workout, or do you want to go upstairs so I can show
you how awesome you are?”

“I kinda might wanna like get up ...”

“That's what I thought you might say.”
Tonya quickly kneeled down and scooped Kimmy up into a princess
carry, just like the first night they got intimate together,
walking back up the stairs and towards their bedroom
with the girl in her
arms.

Kimmy embraced her mighty neck and felt very
safe.

Once they were back in the bedroom, Tonya
kicked the door shut and gently laid down on the bed with
Kimmy.

“All right, enough holding out. I've been
dying to see you in your full glory for days.”

Kimmy nodded and reluctantly unzipped her
top.

Soon, Tonya could see her tits, which were
still big enough, easily D-cups, then her abs.

Kimmy blushed.

Her skin was way darker than before, and it
really made her definition come out.

“Oh. My. God.” Tonya ran her hands up Kimmy’s midsection, in
awe of her firm body. Her thumbs played with Kimmy’s individual
abdominal blocks as she moved across them, until she reached her
perfectly shaped breasts and cupped them.

“I can't believe you still
look this fucking good, baby!
You could still crush a bodybuilding contest, no sweat!”

Kimmy was a little surprised by her
reaction:

“Like, really?”

She reached for Tonya’s mighty tits and
admired them for a bit, impressed by their giant size.

Seeing Kimmy’s hands reach out, Tonya playfully tensed her
pecs, bouncing her tits as she grinned up at her.

“Yes, for real baby. Come on, I know we
were freaks before, but you're still up there with the beefy
fitness stars on Instagram.” Tonya reached in and kissed
her across her chest and up to
her shoulders.

Kimmy clung to her, enjoying the admiration,
although maybe not entirely believing it.

Sensing her love’s hesitation, Tonya
worked her way up to her neck, nibbling gently against Kimmy as her
hands ran across her
back.

“Come on, sweetness. What can I do to help
you feel better?”

“I dunno ... I feel ... like ... I need to be
kinda ... safe, you know? And like, kinda, like, you know ...
myself?”

Tonya planted a few kisses across her
face, holding the back of her head gently as she did. “Don't you worry one bit. You want
to get as big as you used to be, I'll make that happen. I'll get
you those fighting lessons we talked about too. And even once
you're the biggest girl in the state I'll be right next to you
taking care of you, you count on that.”

“Maybe I'm like gonna try this for a while?
Like get all hard and tough and fighty? Is that something you would
like like?”

“Yeah, I'd be all about that! I think this
look is good for you. I can tweak your training so you
get stronger instead of
bigger. And once we find you a good self-defense course, you'll be
a certified stone cold badass!”

“Like ... cool!”






After a few days of getting used to
everything, Kimmy picked up with her workouts. She did walk Tonya
to class in the morning,
but she did her best to handle the home (with Alice's help,
though).

The big woman was happy for her lover to
settle in and enjoyed to meet her at the gym and watch her work out
for a bit.

As Tonya walked in, she heard Kimmy
grunting. She was doing
squats and wow, did that look good. Her ass was way beyond defined
somehow, and though it was nowhere as massive now, it just looked
so powerful ...

Tonya stepped through the front door,
announcing “I'm back”, as she walked in. The place was silent aside
from Kimmy’s grunts of exertion and the distinctive clanking of
weights against a bar. Taking that as her queue to head downstairs,
Tonya walked down and
was greeted with the always lovely sight of her love’s squat
session. Walking forward quietly, she took in the sight of Kimmy’s
shredded body working up and down. She never had envisioned this
look on her before recently, but ... it was actually pretty perfect
for Kimmy. Tonya couldn't remember seeing this level of definition
on a real person before, and she absolutely loved it on her
girl.

After Kimmy racked the weight at the end
of her set, Tonya swooped in behind her and wrapped her arms around
her. “Looking good,
lover.”

Kimmy gasped:

“Whoa! Like, where did you like come
from?”

“Heh. Had to head home early. Professor was
a no show today, so I figured I didn't really have anything better
to do. And it looks like I got back at just the right time
too.” She gave Kimmy’s
body another quick up-and-down look over. “Did I miss a
lot?”

“Like, not really. I just started. Wanna like
spot for me?”

“Of course I do! But first, how are these
weights feeling? You going low weight, high reps like we talked
about?”

“Sure! I like gotta do it right, you know?
I wanna get like real strong and buff and everything!”

She got ready for the next set.

“Like, wanna spot?”

Tonya grinned at Kimmy’s enthusiasm. “Good
to see you've still got that fight in you. Though I think
you're already farther
along than you give yourself credit for.”

As Kimmy positioned herself for her next set,
Tonya stepped up behind her, giving her room to back up into her as
the girl assumed her position. “I'm right behind you. Get it,
hun.”

Kimmy went down and did it as controlled as possible. It was
super slow and very intense. Tonya could literally see Kimmy’s
muscles swell under her skin and it was the show of the century. As
Tonya got close with her hands, she could even feel Kimmy’s
hamstrings grow.

Kimmy worked through the set at a slow pace, but at the end
of the set, she started to struggle.

Tonya kept her hands lightly on Kimmy’s
hips as she worked through her lifts. She watched the girl’s body
reacted to the stress with absolute fascination.
Watching the individual
muscles writhe and pump under her skin was downright hypnotic, and
the sensation of her actually growing before her eyes was enough to
make Tonya’s breath hitch as she watched her.

As Kimmy began to stall out, she snapped
herself out of her
ogling and brought her hands further up, under her arms. Not
lifting Kimmy yet, just there in case. “Come on, babe, don't quit
now. Almost there, get that weight up!”

“Oooh ...”

She struggled, but with her encouragement,
Kimmy managed it. It felt incredible to have her so close.

Kimmy racked the bar and sighed.

“Like ... wow ... That was like ... sooo hard
...”

Kimmy groaned and stretched.

Then she turned around and looked at her.

“Wow.”

Tonya could see that Kimmy’s clit had
shrunk again and was basically invisible, but maybe it was just getting hard
anyway.

Tonya moved in closer as she struggled to
get back up to her full height. Inadvertently, her crotch bumped
against Kimmy’s steel-like glutes and she felt her own clit flare
to life at the girl’s touch. She clenched her teeth and tried to block it out as
she watched her raise the weight back up and get it safely on the
rack. When Kimmy turned around, Tonya’s expression turned back to
one of awe, and the bimbo could see a fairly prominent tent in her
lover’s pants.

“That was... very impressive”, she said, just
barely managing to maintain her cool.

“Like really? I mean, like, aren't you like
way stronger?”

“I mean, yeah, but I'm still way bigger.
You've got all that strength packed into the tight
little ... comparatively
little body. And you're fucking shredded too! I know people who
would kill for that kind of definition! And oh God, it just looks
so good on you, you're shaped like if an amazon went into
modeling.”

Tonya felt herself growing stiffer
as she talked. She was
just shy of literally drooling over Kimmy at this point.

“Seriously? You like how I look? Really?
That's like ... so nice of you ... Don't you like think I'm like
too ... ugly?”

“Hell no! Babe, I never once thought you
were ugly! Hell, you were gorgeous before you even touched a
barbell! Are you ... Did you think I wouldn't find you hot anymore after you lost
that weight?”

“Kinda? I dunno. Maybe cos I like got all
tiny and dark and not like blond anymore and like not as stylish as
before. But if you like like it ...”

“Baby, I've said it before and I'll say it
again. I'm not going to
make you change how you look. That's the kind of thing the random
dickhead your dad was gonna set you up with would do. I want you to
have more freedom than that, and I want *you* to be happy with how
you look. Understand? Now, I think this new shredded look is just
as ridiculously hot as you were before. Maybe more, actually. But
if you want to go get your hair back to being blonde and straight,
or you decide you want to go big again, then let's do that! But if
you like the way you look now too, then we'll keep working on
getting you stronger rather than bigger. Okay?”

“I gotta like make up my mind.”

Kimmy started the third set. This time, it
was way more intense than before. She enjoyed it more, feeling
Tonya’s proximity. Maybe there was the slightest bit of teasing to her movements
...

Maybe she struggled a bit on purpose just so
Tonya got a little closer.

“No worries. Let's focus on the here and
now.”

Tonya held herself closer to Kimmy as she
worked through her next set. Her massive breasts pressed into Kimmy’s back and the
musclewoman’s crotch bumped against the girl’s butt. She was all
but grinding against her as she worked through the lifts. Every rub
of her body against Kimmy’s sent electricity through her. Between
that look, that ridiculous strength, and her own being pent up,
Tonya found herself being pushed to the point of no return faster
than she expected.

As Kimmy racked the weight again, Tonya
leaned forward and pressed up against her, whispering in her ear.
“I was gonna tell you I
have a reward for you after we finished this workout. But if you
keep this up, I'm not gonna be able to wait that long.”

Kimmy looked over her shoulder and
grinned.

“Like really? Oooh ... Then maybe I like
gotta stretch a bit?”

“Why don't you do that? You might need to limber up for what I
have in mind.”

Tonya took a half step back and gently
fondled herself through her clothes, grinning with anticipation.
Knowing that Kimmy hadn't been in her pants since before her latest
upgrades, she couldn't wait to see her reaction to her new clit at full
size.

Kimmy did as Tonya suggested and it was nice.
She went down deep, she spread her legs, she turned around, she
stretched her back through and forced her strong muscles into
interesting positions.

Eventually, she looked sweaty and happy.

“Wow. That was nice ...”

“I agree. Always nice to see you coming up
with new and interesting positions to out yourself in.”

Kimmy’s little show was a definite treat.
Tonya was plenty wet now, and completely enraptured with
her girl.

“Go get on one of the benches. I can't hold
myself back anymore.” As Tonya said this, she was already stepping
out of her jeans. A plain pair of panties, already growing wet
between her legs, was making a feeble attempt to hold back her
monstrosity of a clit.
She quickly flipped them down and allowed it to spring free,
pointing straight at Kimmy in all its thick, swollen
glory.

“Okay ... Wow ...”

Kimmy’s jaw dropped.

It was easily larger than an average cock
at this point. Maybe as thick as a beer can, and it looked like it would pass the face
test on Kimmy. The strap-on she used on Kimmy all that time ago was
still bigger, but not by much.

Somehow, Kimmy seemed a little uncertain. She
wiggled out of her outfit and smiled at Tonya.

She could tell that the girl needed her to tell her what to
do.

“Hey, no need to be shy”, she said as she
slowly stroked herself and walk over to Kimmy.

“Why don't you give her a little kiss to warm
yourself up? You've always liked having me in your mouth,
right?”

“Uh huh ...”

Kimmy bent forward and gave it a little kiss
on the tip.

Tonya looked down at her, almost surprised.
“Is that all? Come on, don't be such a lady about it, you can get
your lips around that thing!”

“Okay.”

Kimmy kissed it again, longer this time,
with tongue, everything. It felt like before, but there was still
a kind of hesitation.
Then she tried it again. She sucked on Tonya’s tip for a moment,
then once more, tighter.

“Ooh, there we go!” Tonya felt her pussy
grow warmer at Kimmy’s touch, and she ran her hands through her
hair as pleasure shot through her body. “So good, just how I remember it.”

Happy, Kimmy pushed along, getting Tonya’s
clit down her throat. Her lips, though deflated, formed a tight
seal around the shaft.

Tonya responded with a series of stifled
grunts and moans as Kimmy slowly worked her way
further down. “Gah,
fuck”, she groaned as she felt her knees begin to quake. She
reached down and placed one hand gently on Kimmy’s head, toying
with the girl’s hair as she bobbed her head up and down on Tonya’s
shaft. “You okay down there, babe?”

Kimmy looked up to her and would have nodded if she could.
Tonya could tell.

Then the bimbo worked her hand way up to
Tonya’s cunt ...

“Mmm. Good. Can working me just like that
–“ She gasped as she felt Kimmy’s slender fingers work their way up
to her lips. “Oh, naughty girl! Thinking one step ahead of me. Go on, get up in
there. You're gonna get me to cum in no time like that.”

Tonya widened her stance a bit to make
sure Kimmy could get between her mammoth thighs easily enough.
Thick stands of juice dripped from her snatch onto Kimmy’s waiting hand.

She continued her playing around with
Tonya’s cunt lips and gave them little caresses and tugs, depending
on where on her shaft she was currently licking or kissing. Tonya
could tell that she was very aware of her reactions and gauged her teasing accordingly. She
was going to make Tonya want to cum so bad ...

The big woman panted quietly as Kimmy
touched and teased her. Her pussy felt like it was on fire. Kimmy
could feel the musclewoman’s thighs tensing as she did her
best to contain herself.
She let her hands rest on her hips as she bucked her crotch back
and forth, only half conscious of the motion as her
hormone-riddled, sex-starved brain desperately tried to achieve
orgasm.

“Oh fuck, baby, I'm close”, she groaned out
as her clit grew so hard
it was nearly painful.

Tonya could swear Kimmy was grinning down
there as she played on with her clit and her cunt, just to make the
big woman go crazy.

Her hand went in, all strong and intense.

Whether it was deliberate or not,
Kimmy brought her to the
brink and eased up just enough to keep her from cumming. Kimmy
could hear her quiver and suck air in through her teeth as her
pussy clenched and throbbed at her touch. As Kimmy’s hand dove
inside her, that quiet moaning was cut off by a loud, deep guttural
groan. Tonya’s hand found the back of Kimmy’s head and pushed her
further down on her shaft. The quickness and deftness with which
the girl slid her hand between Tonya’s lips was impressive given
the vice-like grip they would have to be exerting right now, but
she could only concern herself at the moment with how fucking good
this felt.

With a grunt, Kimmy put her hand on Tonya’s,
caressing it as she pushed the girl’s head closer.

She tightened her lips now, giving Tonya’s
clit a bit of teeth
...

Tonya’s knees buckled a bit. She felt like
she was going crazy. Her body lowered down, pushing her hand deeper
into her while simultaneously pulling her clit slowly along the
bimbo’s lips, the gentle dragging of her teeth behind those soft,
plush lips only
intensifying the situation.

“I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!”, Tonya
shouted, her fingers intertwined with Kimmy’s.

She twirled her tongue as good as she could,
then touched the insides of Tonya’s thighs with her elbow.

She couldn't hold out anymore. Tonya collapsed into a moaning,
shaking puddle, as Kimmy felt ger greedy cunt grip her tightly and
her legs wrap around Kimmy’s arm like twin boa constrictors. She
writhed on the gym floor, bucking her hips and letting out
passionate sighs and groans, interspersed with cries of “I love
you”, as Tonya rode out the most intense orgasm she’d had in
months.

She stayed with her all close and sighed:

“I love you too ...”

After an extended orgasm, Tonya grabbed
Kimmy by the shoulders and gently pulled her on top of herself. There she simply lay in
silence, her arms wrapped around her love in a tight embrace, until
she was breathing normally again. She leaned forward and gave Kimmy
several kisses across her face.

Kimmy looked at her in absolute rapture.
This was so
nice!

Cuddling against Tonya, she just soaked in
her strength and closeness.

Tonya was content to do the same. She
simply ran her hands along her back, admiring her shredded,
power-packed body, and enjoying the feeling of Kimmy’s warmth and
weight against her
torso.

The quiet cuddling lasted for a good long
time before Tonya realized the floor wasn't the most comfortable
place to be lying. “Hey, hun. You know I could just sit with you
for hours, but ... I totally forgot we were in the middle of
something originally.”,
She said with a laugh.

Kimmy blinked.

“Like ... yeah. I was kinda like training,
no?”

She got up and look at Tonya’s huge body, not
sure of how to react right now.

“I'm like gonna continue and stuff,
okay?”

Tonya ran her hands through Kimmy’s hair,
gazing lovingly at her face.

“Well, you seem a bit distracted. Is there
something else you'd rather be doing right now? I do feel kind of bad not
getting you off in return.”

“I dunno ... Like ... kinda ... like, watch
me?”

“Of course, babe! I'm right here with you.
Squats are done, what were you gonna hit next?”

“Leg stuff, mostly?”

Kimmy walked over to the leg press and grinned:

“That thing is like the best cos I like
always feel like I'm a superhero thingie, right?”

“Haha! Yeah. Leg press was always one of my
favorites too. I think that's a pretty good way to sum up why it
feels so good.”

Kimmy blushed and walked over to the machine, set it up and got
on.

Then she started pumping. It was a show,
definitely.

Even at Kimmy’s relatively small size, she
had legs like a professional cyclist. As she slowly but steadily
powered the massive weight up and down, Tonya marveled as the individual heads of
her quads bulged out and tightened into shredded peaks.

Kimmy sweated and grunted and sighed as
she went through her set. Tonya could tell that she loved this. As
she finished her set, she lowered the weight back down and got up, a little
wobbly.

“Oof. That was like ... so nice ...”

She ran her fingers over her thick, hardened
muscles and flexed them a bit. With her long legs, their size was
even more formidable.

“We should like dress up like once in a
while, you
know?”

Tonya supported her just a bit as Kimmy stood
back up, caressing her and giving her powerful thighs a couple of
gentle slaps. Their obvious hardness was mind-blowing.

“Oh, hell yeah! It's been too long since
we've gone out and done something fun. Maybe a nice dinner to celebrate our new
life?”

Kimmy took a moment to get what Tonya was
saying then replied:

“I like thought like like a superhero or
something but like a restaurant is like cool too and stuff.”

Then I hit set number two, forcing
even more intense strain
on my muscles.

“Ah. Shit. Here I was looking at your legs
and thinking how hot you would look in a cocktail dress.”

Out of respect for the effort of Kimmy’s
workout, Tonya quieted down for the second set, except to coach
her. Kimmy’s technique
was good enough by now that she didn't often need to give her any
advice, but she did keep her hands gently on Kimmy’s shoulders and
encouraged her to power through her set until she racked the
weights again.

While rubbing Kimmy’s shoulders as
an act of further
encouragement, she thought back to the costumes. “Yeah, that'd be a
lot of fun! Especially if we can find an excuse to wear them to
some kind of party or something. I bet people would flip. So, first
thing that comes to your mind, who would you dress as””

“Like, I kinda dunno. I gotta like admit, I
dunno much about like all that, I just watch the people for like
Halloween, and they like dress up like Harley Quinn and Catgirl or
what's her name, so like yeah ... But I mean, it's like, you
know anything that would
like look good on me?”

“Heh. Yeah, we can do better than that.”

She thought for a moment, looking Kimmy
over.

“It might just be because it's leg day for
you, but a Wonder Woman or Powergirl costume would show those
thighs off perfectly. Or we could just go with the old classics and
do Supergirl. Especially if we got your blonde hair back, that
would be perfect for you!”

“Like what do they like look like?”

“Ah, right. Hang on a sec.”

Tonya whipped out her phone and pulled up
a quick image search for each of them. She handed it over to Kimmy
for her to peruse. The search turned up no shortage of results for
their appearances,
including different variations and cosplayers, camgirls and such
dressing up as the characters.

“Oooh ... Supergirl is like cute! I gotta ask
like Alice that she makes me like a costume! And what would you
like wanna be?”

Tonya cocked her head and grinned. “You honestly think I'm gonna
do anything other than She-Hulk?” She lifted her arm up into a
bicep flex, grinning ear to ear. “Okay, maybe I'm built more like
the regular Hulk, but that's half the point.”

“There's like a She-Hulk?”

“Yeah”, she huffed a bit and did another quick image search.
The images that turned up across the first page display art of her
ranging from standard bodybuilder size down to slightly bulkier
than an average female athlete.

“Suffice it to say, I'd be breaking the
mold a bit. But that's
just how I like it.”

“Cool ... I never like knew that there was
like stuff like that! Is that like something you're like into?”

Kimmy got back on the machine to do her third
set.

Again, Tonya went back into coaching mode
as she did her lifts,
her eyes locked on Kimmy’s body, both to ogle her and to
assist.

“A bit”, she answered as Kimmy came to a
rest. “More when I was younger, but no more than just looking at
them on TV. When I started building up a fanbase from camming I got
requests to dress up as
these superheroes, people sending me art of me dressed up as them
and shit like that. I haven't thought about it all that much, but
it is kinda cool if I'm being honest.”

“I like always thought that was like some
childish crap but then, they like made those movies and I really liked the Chris guy. He
is like hot, if you like know what I mean?”

“Oh yeah. I know what you mean. That's
exactly when that stuff started really rolling in. Got people other
than kids and nerds talking about it. And yeah, if I were straight, I'd be all over any of
those guys in a heartbeat.”

Kimmy grunted as she finished her set and
recovered for a while.

“We like totally could do a show like we
already did but this time like dressed up.”

“Oh hell yeah! You already knew
where I was going. We're
gonna draw in such a crowd with an act like that!”

Kimmy nodded, though she felt a little
nervous at the idea.

Once she was done training, she felt quite
tired, but also relaxed.

“I'm like going to take a shower. Wanna
like train next or did
you like already do your thing?”

“You go on up.” Tonya gave her a quick kiss
on the forehead. “I have a short workout to knock out, but you
don't need to stick around for that if you don't want to.”

Kimmy nodded and disappeared, leaving
Tonya to her own
stuff.

She stepped back to the leg press machine
and set it to a weight more appropriate to her before getting down
to warming up and stretching. She needed to work her legs today
herself, but Kimmy was already feeling self-conscious. Tonya
didn't want to even look
like she was trying to show off in front of Kimmy or anything like
that.

She sat down into the seat on the machine and
slowly maneuvered the weight up and down, glad to start feeling a
real pump again.

However, Kimmy didn't actually
leave and instead
watched her through the half-closed door.

As Tonya finished set number one, she caught
her peeking through the door out of her peripheral vision. She
grinned to herself. Oh, hell. Why not play along?

She stood up from her seat and stretched
her legs out again. “All
right, that was a good warmup!”, she said, speaking loud enough to
be sure Kimmy could hear. “Now to get a real workout in.” She bent
down and increased the weight on the rack by an additional ten
percent of what she was lifting. Turning out to be a bit more
intense than what she was planning to do today, but she might as
well go big or go home.

She sat back and unlocked the weight, now
visibly struggling with it. “Oh yeah, baby, that's the good stuff.”
She groaned with effort and veins sprang to life across her thighs
as she powered the massive weight up off the ground, counting her
reps in my deep, husky
growl as she moved.

Tonya saw that Kimmy didn't get her noticing
her. Instead, Kimmy just watched the show, completely still, barely
blinking. Tonya saw that the only thing that was moving was her
hand at her crotch ...

Tonya smirked to herself
as she was entranced by
her display. Kimmy was too cute. She’d push herself a little bit
harder for her today. Tonya completed another set and added another
two plates to the rack. Now things were gonna get tough.

She took a few deep breaths and braced
herself. Pushing harder
than she ever had before and roaring like a beast, she pushed the
plates up in an attempt at a new personal record. The pain was
amazing, and she could practically see her quads growing in real
time from the pump she was getting. No longer counting audibly,
instead simply groaning and grunting from the exertion, she
continued to shove the weight up and down until she’d completed her
requisite fifteen reps. Slick with sweat and pumped beyond belief,
she racked the weight again and flopped against the seat, watching
Kimmy pleasure herself out of the corner of her eye and grinning to
herself.

As soon as Tonya was done, Kimmy disappeared.
She’d need a bit of time in the shower ...

Once Tonya came up, Kimmy welcomed her in
a big fluffy bathrobe,
with a kind of turban wrapped around her head to dry her
hair.

“How like was it? Did you like have fun?”

The girl really tried to look innocent.

Tonya embraced her warmly. “It was a lot
of fun! I don't know what it was, but I felt really driven
today. Nailed a new PB
on the leg press.”

She looked up at Kimmy with a smirk. “And did
you have fun?”

Kimmy blushed innocently:

“Me, fun? Like ... in the shower? Yeah. Like
totally. Uh-huh. Yeah.”

Then she asked:

“Er ... would you like want me to help you
like clean up? Like for
the back and stuff?”

“You know what? That sounds nice. Let's
go.” Tonya smiled and took Kimmy’s hand as she led back into the
bathroom, then stripped the workout clothes from her body. Still
shiny with sweat, she stepped into the shower and turned the water to as hot as she
could handle it.

She sighed, feeling the tension leave her
body. “Whenever you're ready. Feel free to stand and stare as long
as you like.”

Kimmy got to work, kneading Tonya’s back
and hitting the bad spots with a good blast of warm water, but soon enough, she was
caressing and kissing it. She soaped up the hard to reach bits, and
those she just loved ...

Honestly, this was probably not the
fastest way to get cleaned, but it did feel nice. Since Tonya
couldn't see her feet,
or even her abs for that matter, Kimmy’s hands even caused a
surprise or two.

As Kimmy worked her hands and mouth across
Tonya’s body, she let out several deep groans that straddled the
line between simply being soothed and being horny. She felt
Kimmy’s hands reach
around in front of her, feeling the bottom of her phone book-like
pecs and mammoth tits as if Kimmy were testing their weight, before
reaching down and running her fingers around her billiard ball abs.
She simply placed her hands behind her head and gave Kimmy plenty
of room to roam as she pleased, giving more erotically-charged
grunts of approval.

Eventually, Tonya was all warm and soft and
probably just a liiittle bit turned on.

Kimmy took it all in, tracing all those
incredible striations,
working her way along Tonya’s muscles down to her thick clit, then
further along her quads.

“Are you like kinda sore?”

Kimmy could feel Tonya’s womanhood throb
as she ran her hands past it. What's more, she could feel the
swollen veins running along her thighs, and her quads practically twitching from the
exertion she’d given them today.

“Very. I don't suppose you could work your
magic hands on them, hmm?”

Kimmy grinned:

“Like ... sure ...”

Kimmy got to work, tracing them first,
then kneading them gently initially, then a little more forceful, then eventually
worshipping them delightfully.

“Wow ... They're like sooo huge ...”

Tonya groaned as the girl ran her hands
along them. The massage was much needed, but even as she could work
them over, Tonya could
tell that her attention was worshipful.

“Heh. Really? I hadn't noticed”, Tonya said
with a grin. She gave the thigh the bimbo wasn't currently rubbing
down and flexed it. The massive slab of muscle rivalled the size of
Kimmy’s chest.

“Oh God!”

Kimmy almost fell on her ass.

Tonya could hear her talk down there, out of sight.

“I can't like believe it ... Was I like ever
this big or is that like your new thing?”

Kimmy’s hands explored her super-tensed
muscles eagerly. This was sooo good ...

“Oh, you know me. Always hungry for more.”
Tonya dug her fingers
into her implants and groped herself. A natural reaction like that
was a turn on like one wouldn't believe.

“I've been working my legs a bit more
recently. Felt like I'm finally getting in more of a balance. You
like?”

“I like love it ... They're
like so big now ... Like
... you know, like those standing thingies on the houses, you know?
You're like gonna be super-big if you like go on like that
...”

Kimmy kissed the bulging heads of Tonya’s
quads.

“I like gotta see you in some like tight
jeans or something like
once in a while, you know? That would be like totally like a thing,
no?”

“Oh hell yeah! I can do that for you
anytime. Any jeans are super tight on me now. I feel like when I go
out on a walk in gonna burst straight out of them!” Tonya gave
both of her legs another
flex, this time tensing her calves as well, forcing them to bulge
out as much as possible.

Kimmy reacted instantly and rubbed them with
the same devotion.

“Wow ... I love them too ... It's like so
hard to choose ... They're like big everywhere! And like so hard! I can barely like
squeeze a finger in ... You know what? It's like so cool to be like
down there and like admire you from here! You look like a giant,
you know? Like one of those huge guys like, you know,
Sharmaine?”

“Hehehe. Careful with that kind of talk. You're gonna awaken
something in me of you're not careful.” Tonya reached around her
chest and felt for Kimmy’s head, petting and caressing her gently
as she attended to her body.

God, this was fucking hot. Being so big
that she blocked her
lover out completely... Unf. She felt tingly all over from the
idea.

Kimmy got back up now, standing in front
of her mistress. She might be taller, but somehow, Tonya’s sheer
mass made her look smaller. She kissed her and tried to get
her arms around Tonya’s
enormous upper body.

“I like love you like sooo much ...”

Tonya pulled her deeper into the embrace, her
chest seemingly attempting to push Kimmy back as she held the girl
tight.

“I love you too, babydoll.”






A couple of weeks passed
and they settled down at
the apartment. Kimmy spent her days training and running their home
with as little help from Alice as possible. She still had a lot of
stuff to learn, but she was getting better and she wanted to make
sure that Tonya felt her gratitude. Also, she started training
martial arts with a guy Tonya got her and she rather enjoyed this,
even though it made her sore in parts she never knew she had and
covered her in bruises.

If anything, the training made Kimmy’s
body even harder and stronger. Her hair has been growing steadily and she’d been
styling it in various looks, experimenting with it and trying to
figure herself out. She also thought about starting to pump her
clit again, but she was still hesitating, unsure of whether Tonya
liked it.

When Tonya came home from business or a
lecture, Kimmy awaited her in a white and pink silk kimono that was
just way too short. She also got herself those overknee socks that
really showed off the mass of her calves and thighs. Other than
that, she was naked and
horny.

Despite all of Tonya’s previous worrying,
it was hard to imagine life being any better right now. She was
getting a degree for free. She was living in a swanky apartment,
also free. And she had a gorgeous homemaker fiancée who was
happily attending to her
near every need and was about as endlessly horny as she was. It is
the life.

The only thing missing was a social life.
Tonya found herself sliding back into her old homebody nature, and
it was something she was deliberately attempting to
avoid this time around.
She had been talking with classmates, making connections when she
could, at least when people weren't too intimidated by her. That
was another plus of getting prescribed at being social; she had
gotten better at disarming people and making them feel comfortable
around her.

One evening, after a long day of classes,
and a long session in bed together, they were simply lying
together, enjoying each other's company and pillow talk. Tonya lay
gently on top of Kimmy, supporting herself just enough that the girl could feel her warmth
and weight without it feeling like she was crushing her.

Tonya slid her hand along one of Kimmy’s
thighs at she talked. “Hey ... I don't know if you remember our
little talk about the superhero costumes, but ...
Out of curiosity, how quick do
you think you could get those together?”

“Like ... I guess I can go downstairs and
just ask Alice right now? You know, cos she's like down there?”

Kimmy seemed a little confused, as she often
was:

“Wanna like put some on right away?“ I think
about it for a moment, then add: „Cool ...“

“What, do you just have them ready to go?
Ah, anyway, I'm probably getting ahead of myself. First thing
first, how do you feel
about going out to a party?”

“No, I like could like ask her like right now
and she'll probably make them in maybe a couple of hours or
something? I dunno. How hard can it like be, you know?”

Kimmy thought about it for a moment and
didn't come up with an
answer:

“But a party would be like cool!”

“Yeah! I've been meeting some new people,
and I've got an in to some kind of invite-only thing this Friday.
It's a costume party, so I figured now would be as good a time as
ever to try out the look we talked about. I guess we probably should talk with Alice
about it, since she's the expert. And you should offer to lend her
a hand, too! Maybe you could learn something in the
process.”

“Uh-huh! Got it. I'm like totally gonna get
that stuff. Also, I've been like looking into that stuff: If you're like the She Hulk,
then I like can't really be Supergirl cos they're like not in the
same stories! That's like crazy important. Sooo ... I like have
been trying to like pick someone I can like be. There's like a lady
called like Titania, but she like doesn't like the She Hulk, and
there's like another one that's like called Hellcat and she's like
She Hulk's friend and stuff ... And there's like also Domino who's
like in a movie and she has like hair kinda like mine. Sooo ... Do
I like stay Supergirl or should I like be one of the others and
like say that we like met like in another world or
something?”

“Ha! Wow, I didn't think I was going turn
you into a cosplay nerd with this.” Tonya ruffled Kimmy’s hair a
bit and cuddled up
closer to her as she grabbed her phone to start looking through
reference pics. “Honestly, Supergirl was the first thing I thought
of just because it fit your physique. I'm not married to the idea
necessarily.” She browsed through the pics, thinking as she took
them in.

“While I'm partial towards Titania and that
80s-as-hell outfit ... I think you're right that Domino would be a
good fit. I bet more people recognize you, and you can play with
your natural hair a bit, too!”

Kimmy nodded happily.

“I'm like totally gonna get that! Thank you!”

“Awesome!” She planted another kiss on
Kimmy’s forehead. “I imagine mine should be pretty easy. Gotta find
some green body paint and hair dye, but that shouldn't be too hard
...”

“Uh-huh. That suit is like
basically a swimsuit and
it shouldn't be like hard ... But we like gonna have to like buy a
lot of paint ...”

“Heh. Don't worry, I'm sure I can make that
happen. The tricky part is making sure we get every nook and cranny
covered. Think you're up to the challenge?”

“Like totally! We're like gonna look like
really awesome!”

Kimmy pondered the idea for a bit, then
asked:

“Should I like get my boobs pumped up a
little again and stuff? It's like maybe a thing?”

“Hmm ...” Tonya cupped the girl’s boobs in
her hands and looked
over her whole body once more. How big were they now,
roughly?

Maybe D-cups? Or a little smaller, but not
much.

“Hmm, yeah, I don't think it would hurt for
you to have a little top up. As usual, whatever makes you
happy.”

Tonya could tell that this
was a difficult answer for her
since she pretty much latched on to her lover for her decisions
now, but Kimmy nodded:

“I'm like gonna add a bit ...”

Tonya sighed. She was still getting
accustomed to the idea that Kimmy was probably going to be ...
dependent on her in the
long term. She really, truly wanted Kimmy to be happy on her own
terms, but ... she supposed there was nothing wrong with guiding
her a bit.

“Yeah, that seems like the best call. Bump
yourself up a few cup sizes, really turn some heads
out there.”

Tonya thought about the visit at the doctor.
She had slowed down a bit on the clit-treatments, but she was still
getting them. She went a little hard and fast originally, and she
didn't want to get so big so fast that Kimmy couldn't take her.

“I'll reach out to the doc. I can get another dose of my
hormone treatment while we're there. Kill two birds with one
stone.”

Kimmy nodded, then ran her thigh over her
lover’s clit.

“Cool ...”

“Hehe. I take it your a fan of my newest
upgrades?”

“Like ... It's like sooo big and thick ... I
love that ...”

“Oh, I love it too. Just happy to know
you're as much of a fan as I am.” She reached back and groped
Kimmy’s ass, surprising herself with the sheer hardness of those glutes.

“And speaking of upgrades, goddamn! Your body
is to die for, baby.”

“Really? I like kinda feel small. You like
it?”

Tonya clicked her teeth and thought about
how to phrase this. She did miss when Kimmy was big enough to blow
people's minds by her,
but this was also awesome, plus comes with the fringe benefit of
her outsizing her cute bimbo like she did ...

“Of course I do, sweetie. You're still buff
as hell, you're stronger pound-for-pound than you were before,
you've got pornstar
curves ... Do I need to go on?”

Kimmy grinned, getting what Tonya was
thinking, maybe ...

“Yeah, you kinda have to ...”

Tonya laughed quietly and pulled Kimmy
close. “I think you hit the best of every world right now. You're
already set to compete in a physique ... Or hell, maybe even a bodybuilding contest.
Your T&A would make any man drool over you. You've got all the
style and finesse any woman could want. You know exactly how to
carry yourself to flaunt every inch of you perfectly
...”

Kimmy blushed, giggled and unexpectedly rubbed against Tonya’s
clit with both her thighs, which might just be a liiittle
much.

“Oooh ...”

It certainly was. Kimmy could feel the warmth
spread through Tonya’s shaft as it began to swell to its full size
again.

“And most importantly, you drive me absolutely fucking
insane”, the big woman said before pulling her in for a long, wet
french kiss. She playfully shoved her tongue past Kimmy’s lips and
slid it against whatever she could touch as her clit finished
swelling to full mast. Once it was aching for release, she pulled
out of the kiss.

“Aww, fuck it. Round two before we go talk
business?”

Kimmy nodded eagerly.






An hour or so later, they had managed to
get out that pent-up energy. After another, much quicker shower
just to clean themselves
off again, Tonya was carrying Kimmy back through the house happily.
Seeing as they were not going anywhere, she just got dressed in
another set of workout clothes, as they were the most comfortable
option for her.

Tonya took them over to Alice's corner of the house which, to her
delight, the old woman'd made up very similarly to how she had
arranged things at Kimmy’s dad's place. She recognized a lot of her
furniture, at least. She was glad Alice had been able to make
herself comfortable here.

“Hey, Alice”, she said cheerily as she poked
her head in. “Kimmy and I wanted to ask you about something real
quick, if you've got time.”

She smiled and got up:

“Yes, please? How may I help you?”

Alice seemed much more relaxed since
moving here, somehow
accepting the way they were, although Tonya sometimes felt as if
she was not entirely happy with Kimmy “letting myself
go”.

Tonya dropped Kimmy gently next to her, an
arm around her slim waist. “See, we've been invited to a costume
party soon, and Kimmy
had some ideas for what we could do. But she needs some help from a
master of the craft.”

Alice was almost glowing with pride.

“And you would want to learn?”

Tonya nodded eagerly. There might be some
history there, but right now, the old woman was very
happy.

“Good! Then explain to me what you want and I
will do what I can to teach you!”

Tonya walked over to her and started
explaining the outfits. She listened, a little surprised, but
amused. Eventually, she said:

“This is not complicated and we will be done
soon.” She looked at Tonya: “Joaquima will get your current
measurements, right? They do change so much with you two ...”

Tonya had the grace to not go into a
posing routine in front of Alice. She simply grinned
semi-sheepishly.

“Yeah. An unfortunate consequence of the
lifestyle. But the good news in that regard is Kimmy's probably not
going to be changing as much anymore. Still trying to figure things
out, but she might be happier at this size then ... built
like me, let's
say.”

Alice nodded, obviously unsure. Tonya herself
seemed a little unclear on it too.

The old woman said:

“I will buy the fabrics and we will get to
work. Now please go.”

“Oh. All right! Let us know if we can
help.”

Tonya took Kimmy by the
hand, noting her
reaction to what she said. She had a feeling Kimmy wouldn't be able
to resist bulking up again. Since Kimmy was gonna make her happy
when she wouldn't tell Tonya what she want, she was gonna need to
test the waters here and there to see what the girl really wanted
deep down.

“Okay! So we've got the two best seamstresses
I know working on our costumes. All we need to do now is grab a
couple of party favors. We are gonna make a real splash, I'll bet
you that right now.”

“Awesome!”

Kimmy followed her eagerly.

Tonya’s party planning wasn't as extravagant
as the parties with her friends. The only stop on her list was the
local liquor store. A case of cheap beer and some flavored rum
should be enough to keep the fraternity row crowd happy.

“Okay, so you're smart enough to know by now that this isn't gonna
be like the parties you've always gone to”, Tonya said as she set
her purchases in the back seat. “There are gonna be some rich folks
here, but not anywhere as rich as your family. You know the kind of
vibe to expect by now, right?”

“Uh ... I guess? But it's like gonna be fun,
right?”

“Oh, of course! It's gonna be great! I just
want you to be prepared.” Her gut twisted a bit as she sat herself
back down. Everywhere she’d taken Kimmy so far, she’d
known to be safe, even
if it might seem intimidating on the outside. Bringing timid little
her to a frat party full of people she barely knew, however ...
That made her just a touch more nervous.

“Listen. You can get up to whatever kind of
fun you want, and I'm
not gonna think any less of you. But you might get people who ...
try to force you into stuff you don't wanna do, you know? I'll be
watching our for you but if you get into trouble ... Don't take any
shit, okay? Put some of that self defense training to use if you
have to. You understand?”

Kimmy nodded and replied:

“Like, okay. No taking any stuff, no letting
them do anything I don't want and like no giving a shit about like
assholes, right?”

“Exactly. Flirt with who you want, fuck who
you want, you know I
won't leave you for anything like that. But if someone's giving you
attention you don't want, show no mercy. And don't take your eyes
off you drink, even for a second.”

Tonya breathed a heavy sigh of relief.

“Now that we've got the serious stuff out
of the way, what do you
say we get back to the house and get those measurements
done?”

“Like totally! Should we like go to the
doctor too?”

“Aww, fuck. Almost forgot. Yeah, better go
knock that out first. No sense getting measured if your proportions
are about to change.”
Tonya grinned and threw her arm over Kimmy’s shoulder, groping one
of her breasts.

“Eep.”

Then Kimmy grinned.

“Let's go.”

Tonya threw the car into gear and pulled
out onto the road. “Are we going back to the same clinic, or did
you find somewhere new?
I'm gonna need you to guide me.”

“The same, no?”

Kimmy tried to give Tonya the directions and
kinda failed.

Fortunately, Tonya eventually managed to get
on the major road leading towards their clinic of choice. Kimmy’s
efforts were appreciated, even if they were not all that
useful.

It was a bit of a longer drive than it
used to be, but it was perfectly manageable once Tonya was pointed the right way. She’d
find her way around this college town with a little more practice,
surely.

Before long, they’d arrived. Tonya opened
Kimmy’s door for her like a proper gentlewoman and walked inside
with her to the front desk.

“Hi there!”, she said cheerily. “Tanya
Petrovich and Kimmy Douglas checking in.”

The nurse smiled and greeted them like old
friends.

“Welcome! What can we do for you?”

“I'm like looking to like get my boobs filled
and Tonya? What like do you want?”

“Ah ... I'm here for the latest dose of my hormone treatment?”
Surely, the nurse knew what she was talking about. No need to shout
out “I'm growing a giant clit” to this poor girl.

“Of course. The nurse should be available in
a few minutes.”

They waited for a bit, but then, she picked them up and
brought them to a separate room.

She asked Kimmy first:

“So, how much bigger do you want to go?”

Kimmy looked at Tonya.

The musclewoman hesitated for a moment.
Think, Tonya. What was gonna make her the happiest?

“I figure it's easier to go bigger than to shrink back down,
right? So why don't we go a little bit at a time? Maybe bump you up
a few cup sizes and see how you feel?”

“Yeah! Like maybe, like so?”

Kimmy showed a bigger size with her hands,
maybe F- or G-cups.

The nurse nodded and started the fill-up. It was quite
astonishing to watch Kimmy’s tits swell and grow. They moved closer
together and got even rounder. When all was done, they looked
majestic.

She sank her fingers into them, squeezed them
and grinned.

Tonya subtly bit her lip at the sight. It was a lot of fun
watching herself be inflated, but somehow watching Kimmy go through
the process was even hotter. At a couple of moments during the
process, when the nurse had her back turned, she even reached down
between her legs and gave herself a quick rub.

“I think this was a good choice”, Tonya said
with a grin as Kimmy’s melons reached their final size.

“Like totally!”

Kimmy lifted them and let them bounce,
using her pecs to stop them and letting them drop again
before getting them back
up.

“Bouncy!”

The nurse was a little amused by the show,
then turned to Tonya.

She laughed a bit at Kimmy’s display, and
gave the nurse an apologetic look. “Don't mind her. I'm sure you
can understand her being ... fascinated with her new developments.”

“Certainly ... We get that a lot here. So,
how about you? Should we go to a separate room?”

“Umm. Only if Kimmy's uncomfortable. Which I
don't think she is. Right, hun?”

“Uh-huh. I'm like super comfortable!”

“Well, that's settled then”, Tonya said with
a grin. “Anything else we need to get sorted first?”, she asked as
she stood up, ready to prepare herself for the treatment.

“Nothing much. Just take off your pants and
underwear and we can start. Unless you have any other wishes?”

The nurse switched gloves and got the
cream.

Tonya shrugged and slipped off her bottom
half. “I'm not planning on getting my puppies pumped up again
today. I went a little overboard last time, gotta try to balance
them out again.”

Once Tonya shimmied her shorts and underwear off, she sat back
on the prepared chair, legs spread wide to be sure she has
access.

The nurse was rather impressed. She
squirted a big load of that cream on it and started massaging it.
It felt intense. Very intense.

Tonya fought the urge to openly moan at
her touch. Every dose of this stuff made her more sensitive for a
while afterwards. And more horny on top of that. The result was a
rumble deep in her chest, hopefully one the nurse wasn't taken
aback by. Tonya could
feel herself stiffen a bit on top of that.

“Sorry”, she said, a grin and a light blush
on her face. “This doesn't get any easier with time.”

The nurse was very calm, but Kimmy just
stared.

“Like ... wow ...”

Tonya shot a quick wink in Kimmy’s
direction as she
reacted. The big woman could feel her clit throb to the beat of her
heartbeat. She had enough willpower to stop herself from popping a
full boner while a consummate professional nurse was handling her.
For now at least. But it was still swollen larger than its resting
state.

Eventually, the nurse was done.

“There. I hope you will enjoy it. Should
anything strange happen, do not hesitate to contact us.”

As she got rid of the gloves, she added:

“Oh and by the way, the doctor told me to
ask you about the leg
procedure. Are you still interested?”

Tonya huffed. She *really* wanted to do
it, but Kimmy’s dad was still making business calls on her at the
moment. She couldn't imagine he'd be thrilled if Tonya showed up
with broken legs to an important affair, especially if she needed to get
rough.

“I am interested. But I'm not in a
situation right now where I'm sure I can deal with the recovery
process. Schedule me for a consultation and I'll try to sort things
out. If it doesn't work, we can always cancel.”

Tonya stood up and stuffed herself back into
her shorts. “Uh, about anything strange happening ... Is there
something I should be concerned about? Aside from the normal side
effects I mean.”

“No, no, it's just standard procedure. As
for the leg procedure,
there's a new system the doctor wants to tell you about if you have
time.”

“Oh. Yeah, I think we've got time. If it can
get the results without laying me up in a wheelchair, I'd love to
hear it.”

“He'll be ready for you in a few minutes.
Do you want to wait here
or do you prefer to do so outside?”

“I'd rather just wait here if it's all the
same.” She sat down in a chair next to Kimmy. “Shouldn't be a long
wait or a long talk, right?”

“Of course. He'll be there right away.”

She left. Kimmy looked at her
love:

“It's like even bigger ...”

Once Tonya was sure the nurse was gone, she
slipped her monster clit out of the waistband of her shorts. It was
swollen, dark red, and throbbing.

“Go ahead. Do what you want with her, quick.
While we've got a minute.”

Kimmy grinned, got out of her pants and spread her pussy. It was
already wet and glistening. Then she slipped herself on it in one
big move and it felt like she was getting impaled on it. She
tightened herself and Tonya could see that Kimmy’s strength had
spread all over her body. It was downright shocking how tight she
got.

Kimmy heard her grunt and grow harder as she
gripped against Tonya. It was like a fight between her clit and
Kimmy’s pussy to push the other back.

“Goddamn, hun, since when are you working out
your pussy muscles?”, she asked with a grin. Tonya grabbed the
girl’s hips and attempted to gently push her further down onto her
clit, rubbing her thumb across Kimmy’s womanhood as well.”

“Gah ... Like kinda a time now, you know? You like like
it?”

“Nnf! Very much!” Tonya shuddered underneath
her and bucked her hips against her lover.

“Don't stop. We're gonna have to make this
one quick.” Tonya felt harder than steel as the vice grip Kimmy had
on her shaft milked her
for everything she was worth.

Kimmy grunted and clung to Tonya’s muscles.
Somehow, her cunt got even tighter and more brutal. It was really
fucking intense and Tonya did blow her mind.

Tonya panted and groaned quietly. Her fist
was in her mouth and she
was biting down on her knuckles in an attempt to avoid shouting out
loud from pleasure.

The bodybuilder threw her head back and,
with her one hand still gripping Kimmy’s hip, pressed her deeper
and deeper onto her rod. Tonya could feel the climax
getting closer and
closer... And then there came a knock on the door.

“Fuck”, she whispered. She just barely had
the wherewithall to throw Kimmy off of her into her chair and
pointed to Kimmy’s discarded pants. “One second!”, she called out
to the doctor. “Still
getting changed.”

“We'll finish this in a little bit”, Tonya
whispered quietly to Kimmy.

Kimmy struggled to put her clothes back on
and a moment later, they sat together slightly disheveled as the
doctor came in.

He smiled, probably guessing what was
going on.

“Hello. I trust you are well?”

Tonya quickly swooped her hair back behind
her head, attempting to look as innocent as possible.

“Very well, thank you. Your staff here are
always so accommodating.”

“That makes me happy.” He sat down opposite
them and continued.
“We've talked about the leg lengthening. There's a new procedure
that has been developed and which might help you. The idea is that
the stretching system is implanted and it will expand the user's
legs over time, without being visible from the outside. It's an
option that allows the patient to lead a normal life while she
grows.”

“Really? Wow, that's amazing news! To be
honest, I had sold myself on going through the old-fashioned way
until I started this new job. If this fixes both if those
problems, I'm all for
starting this as soon as possible!”

Meanwhile, underneath Kimmy’s hands in
Tonya’s lap, every bit of her cunt was twitching, both from the
overstimulation she’d already gone through, and from the idea that
she really could get taller. The idea of towering over people in yet another way was
endlessly exciting to her.

“Very well. Then I'll get everything planned
and see when it is available.”

Kimmy looked at her.

“Wow ...”

Kimmy squeezed her fingers.

Tonya gripped Kimmy’s hand in mind
and grinned excitedly.
“Thank you so much, Doc. I can't thank you enough for how well
you've treated us here.”

“It's always a pleasure.”

They said goodbye and left, with Tonya very
happy.

She managed to conceal her excitement
until they got back to the car. With them both in their seats, she pulled out of
their space, but instead of heading back out onto the main road,
she pulled around to the back of the clinic. To her great surprise,
it was essentially an empty lot. Empty employer cars were parked
back here, but other than that, there was no sign of
anyone.

She pulled into an empty spot and stopped the
car. “Get in the backseat, Kimmy.”

“Sure!”

She did as Tonya told her and awaited what
she was up to.

Tonya stepped out of the car, slightly
amused that Kimmy hadn't
clued in. She followed the bimbo girl around to the side that she
climbed in. “Take your pants off too”, she said with a
grin.

Kimmy wiggled out of them and grinned.

“Oooh ...”

As she climbed back into the seat, Tonya
slipped off her shorts down to her ankles. Her clit was on full
display, easily swollen an inch larger than it was this morning.
With no hesitation, she climbed on top of Kimmy and entered her as
deep as she was able
until she felt Kimmy’s body resist.

Kimmy grabbed it with her muscles and
massaged it, enjoying teasing the big woman with a grin ...

“You're like soooo big ...”

Tonya growled and climbed further on her.
“Fuck yeah, I am. The biggest. And don't you forget it.” She rocked her hips, enjoying this
contest of intimate muscles as she tried to push herself further
inside her lover, fighting against the sheer tightness of Kimmy’s
pussy. Every inch of movement drove her crazy. The car rocked back
and forth violently from the force of her thrusts.

“And you're like gonna be even bigger? Wow
...”

Kimmy grabbed Tonya’s back and clung to it,
forcing her newly inflated boobs against the other woman’s uber
tits.

Tonya pressed her weight onto her, getting
almost desperate to
cum.

“Yeah. I've grown out plenty. Now it's time
to grow up, up, up! How do you think it will feel looking up at me
from now on, huh?”

“Like so huge ... Wow ... That's like gonna
be like crazy ...”

“Yeah, crazy huge. Bigger than ever!” Try
as she might, she
couldn't hold out any more. Tonya gripped Kimmy tight and jammed
her hips against her as her whole body shook with
orgasm.

Kimmy came too a moment later, wrapping her
legs around Tonya’s giant waist.

After that, she collapsed under her
mistress and whispered:

“You're like gonna be like the hugest,
bestest, sexiest ever ...”

“You bet your ass”, Tonya whispered as she
kissed her across her cheek and neck.

“Now come on, let's get a move on before we
get caught out here.”






They returned home. Maybe they
had to stop at the side of the
road once or twice to “relieve the stress”, but it should
work.

“Like, what do we do like next?”

“Huh. I mean, all we really need to do is
get our measurements, like Alice asked. Other than that, I'm
actually pretty free for
the rest of the day.”

“Cool! So let's like do that first and then,
maybe like go like and like look around and stuff? Cos I like
haven't seen anything like of this place, you know?”

“Oh, yeah! Shit, I forgot you've been
cooped up in here so much since we moved. In fact, now that you mention it ...” Tonya
pulled out her phone and started fiddling through some things as
they walked back into their place.

“I really need to find some more excuses to
let you get out and about. I can have your martial arts
trainer teach you at the
campus gym instead of at home, maybe I'll make you an appointment
at that one salon so you can ...” As Tonya walked with Kimmy’s hand
in hers, she continued talking to herself quietly.

“So I can like what?”

“Oh! Shit, sorry! You know,
just so you can get pampered a
little bit. It's been too long. You know, hair, nails, maybe a nice
gentle massage ... Whatever you feel like.”

“Oh ... Yeah, sure, that would be like
great!”

She did the clapping gesture, then asked:

“And what were you like saying, cos I like couldn't hear it, you
know?”

“Just... I don't know for sure yet, just
running through ideas in my head. For now, why don't we get the
measurements taken care of, and then we can just go for a little
walk around campus, huh?”

“Sure!”

They did that and Kimmy went and talked to
Alice about it. She was
a little shocked by the newly inflated tits because she probably
hoped Kimmy would go back to being normal, but yeah. So much for
that.

Also, measuring Tonya is great fun and
Kimmy did a couple of stupid things like measuring Tonya’s
length and girth,
because honestly, she guessed they both needed to know.

Tonya didn't complain at all. In fact, she
encouraged it. Seeing Kimmy just as obsessed with her body as she
was and reaffirming the numbers attached to her growth both got her
motor running.

Alice ... Who was Tonya kidding, she was
not going to come around on the bimbo look. Or on Tonya’s choices
for that matter. But at least she seemed to accept it in a way. The
bodybuilder wanted to get along with her as best she could, but she
was not going to
sacrifice the stuff that made them happy.






While Kimmy and Alice were busy, Tonya had a
bit of time for herself.

And yet, before she even could find a moment
to relax, her phone rang. Not her usual one. The business one. It
was Kimmy’s dad.

Damn. That ringtone never meant anything good. Regardless,
she pulled it out without hesitation and answered. “Yes,
sir.”

“There's some business to attend to. Wear
something that can stain. I'll send you the coordinates.”

“Understood.” That was all he expected
to hear. The call
disconnected.

Okay, bad timing, but it was not the worst
thing in the world. Tonya headed back to the bedroom to look for a
new set of clothes that fit the job.

“Baby?”, she called out.

“Yeah?”

“Your dad's calling me away on business. It
should be quick, just
depends on how far I have to drive.” Tonya gave Kimmy an apologetic
look. “I promise, nice relaxing walk as soon as I get back,
okay?”

Kimmy sounded a little worried, but what
could she do.

Then she ran for Tonya, embraced her,
covered her in kisses
and said:

“Please be safe and don't let him like hurt
you!”

Tonya hugged her back, squeezing her tight
within her arms.

“What, you thinking I'm gonna let anyone
kick my ass? You're gonna hurt my feelings, baby.” She planted a
few kisses on Kimmy.
“Seriously, I promise I'll be safe. I'll be back before you know
it. Just find something to do in the meantime to keep your mind
occupied, okay?”

Kimmy nodded, almost on the verge of
tears.

Then she let her love go reluctantly.

“Promise”, Tonya said, gently, her expression soft as she looked
her in the eyes. Not wanting to drag it out anymore for Kimmy, she
made her way out the door, then checked to see if the coordinates
had come through.

They did. It was two hours of driving, in
a shitty part of another
town.






She arrived and found Kimmy’s dad and a few
of his guys hanging around. They were all wearing tracksuits and it
looked a bit weird on them.

Also, there were a lot of baseball bats
around.

“Huh. Really hitting all the stereotypes
here, aren't we, boys?”
Although, she shouldn't talk. She had opted for a pair of track
pants and a heavy jacket. Tonya thought it made her look a little
more inconspicuous. She also had a nondescript t-shirt on
underneath the jacket.

Tonya stepped out of the car and joined the
others, trying to rehearse her walk so she looked confident, but
not trying too hard.

The boss grinned as he saw her and said:

“Pick one you like. We're going to talk to
some assholes about respect.”

Tonya grabbed the first bat that caught her eye and gave it a
couple of test swings.

“Seems simple enough. Just point me at
‘em.”

“Good. It's just a short drive.” He pointed
at one of the cars. “Get in. And take one of the masks if you
want.”

That she happily did. She was sure she was probably going to far
too much effort to conceal herself given the obvious problems with
that, but she’d take anything she could get. Tonya tied the mask
onto her face as she climbed into her designated car.

Then they were off. It really
wasn’t long. The other guys on
the car, and she was sure they were all guys, stared at her, trying
to figure out who and what she was. They were obviously
intimidated.

Tonya eyed them up as they drove. No
obvious reason to be intimidated by these two goons. And if they were scared of her, all
the better. Less reasons for her to get her hands dirty with them
later on, if that was the case.

Then the car stopped and Kimmy’s dad
said:

“Okay, take those two guys and go over
there. I'm going to talk to them for a minute, then you come in and start breaking
their skulls. No questions asked.”

She nodded silently as they closed in.
Tonya stepped out and gestured for the two guys to follow her, and
she took up a corner nearby where they could wait for the right
time to move
in.

The boss went in and she heard them talk,
although she couldn't make out any details.

The guys were obviously nervous.

They looked at Tonya behind their masks,
unsure of how this was going to play out.

Time passed.

The minute was over.

Tonya gripped the bat in her hand. Kicking people's asses, she’d
done that before. These guys ... They’d done something to deserve
this. Remember that. They deserved what was coming to
them.

She looked to the two nobodies with her.

“Let's go. I'm taking the
middle one, you two go
on either side of me. Come on.”

Without waiting for a response, she started
walking towards the meeting, looking over her shoulder to make sure
the boys were following her.

She burst in mid-sentence. There was a
big, tattooed guy just trying to talk to the boss. When he saw Tonya walking towards
him, she could see him panic.

Just the one guy? Easy enough. Without
hesitation, she marched in and lifted the bat above her head,
aiming to bring it down on the crown of his skull.

He was just too surprised to dodge, and she hit him right
away.

She did notice the other guys in the back,
but her “henchmen” moved towards them.

She nodded to her goons as they moved in,
focusing her attention on the big guy in front of her. As he stood
doubled over from the
first blow, she jabbed him in the ribs with the handle of the
baseball bat.

He tried to get into a fighting stance and
strike back, but Tonya kept the initiative and continued beating
him down.

With the element of surprise, she wasn't
worried for a second.
But she did try to show him a bit of mercy, maybe. She aimed for
his legs, above his kneecaps with a few more swings of the bat, and
once he was beneath her, she started raining down hits on his back
until she was satisfied he was not going to fight back.

The guy just lay there now.

She looked to her two guys, and who they were
dealing with.

One of them was struggling, trying to beat
down his opponent, but that guy was stronger ...

Goddammit. Fine, guess it was time to earn
her pay around here.

“Hey!”, she called out as she charged
toward the fight. Rather than rushing into this one with the
bat swinging, she
charged the other guy, planted her shoulder in his abdomen and
wrapped her arm around him, hoping to pin at least one of his arms
to the side and take him to the floor.

The guy tried to block her attack, they
struggled for a moment, but Tonya’s roid-charged uber muscles were enough to make that
guy scream in pain as she smashed him into the concrete. Tonya’s
guy followed up quickly and kicked their enemy's head to knock him
out. That should work.

And then there was one. Given that Tonya’s
guy seemed to be evenly
matched with him earlier, she was simply going to approach from
behind and place him in a headlock, wrapping one of her beefy arms
under his chin. She got him under control, which wasn’t terribly
difficult given the other two, then turned to the old man. “You
have anything left to say to them, boss?”

“No. Thank you. It's perfect. Just break
those fuckers and we can leave.”

Tonya nodded. Holding the guy in place
with her arm, she delivered a punch to his face with her free hand.
Followed by a few more,
to make sure he was good and bloodied up. Then she threw him onto
the floor, watching to see if he tried anything.

They clearly had enough. The boss walked over
to their leader and said:

“I think you get my meaning. Fuck off.”

Then he watched as they crawled away, dragging their wounded
behind them. After this, he turned to Tonya and nodded:

“Well done. I think this might work ...”

She nodded too. She was still closing
herself off emotionally. Her instinct was to ask what they did, but
she knew that wouldn't
help on any sense.

“Good to hear”, she said, quietly. She looked
down at the jacket quickly. Blood splatter. Theirs, not her, she
thought.

Definitely.

“We can go now. They understood.”

The gang drove her back to her car.
Kimmy’s dad handed her a
new outfit. Time to go back.

Tonya felt like she had been holding her
breath in the whole time. She relaxed a bit once she was back in
her car. That wasn't so bad, right? She’d been in plenty of fights,
and they were usually about that one sided. Only difference was this one was ...
premeditated. Oh, what was she saying, that was not a thing when it
came to fighting. She didn't kill anyone. This time.

She exhaled deeply. Whatever. Job was done.
It was worth it. Back to Kimmy.

She got back late.

She pulled up to their home and stretched as
she stepped out of the car. Thank goodness Kimmy’s dad provided
that change of clothes. At least this way she could walk in seeming
fresh as a daisy for her.

She let herself in through the front door
and called out, “It's
me!”

Kimmy jumped up immediately and ran towards
Tonya, wrapping her arms around her neck and covering her in
kisses.

“I was like soooo worried! Where did you like
go? You were away like forever!”

Tonya wrapped her arms around Kimmy in
return, smiling as she
rested her head on the girl’s shoulder.

“Don't worry about it. It was just a simple
meeting. It just ended up being a longer drive than I thought.”

“Oof ... That's good. I was just, you know,
kinda not sure and I like might have called you like a thousand times so ... Like please
don't like think that I'm like, you know, stalking you and stuff?
Cos I like totally am but like not in a like bad way, you know? Cos
that would be like super bad. Like really bad.”

Tonya had 28 missed calls.

She was torn between laughing and sighing at the realization.
Instead, she just returned to hugging her, looking her in the eyes
as she did.

“Sorry, babe. I'm not always gonna be answer
phone calls while I'm out working. But I promise I'll do a better
job checking for calls when I'm able to.”

Tonya kissed her a few times on the lips.
“And of course I'm not upset. Honestly, it makes knowing
that you
care.”

“Cool ... Cos I like totally cleaned the
whole place while you were like not here. Like, it was like, you
know, better that way. And I like made those protein muffin
thingies from the internet. They don't like taste very good, but
they're like mostly
protein. Wanna like try?”

“Wow. Glad to see you took the advice about
staying busy to heart.” Tonya looked around and it was, indeed,
spotless in here. Honestly impressive work.

The big woman smiled gently as her love
continued. “Of course I'll try it! Hell, slap the word protein on anything and I'll try it
at least once. And I'll bet anything they're better than you're
giving yourself credit for.”

They were not.

It was not Kimmy’s fault. It was obviously a
horrible recipe.

The bimbo looked at Tonya
expectantly, but also
anxious.

She fought to repress her immediate reaction,
but the grimace came through anyway. She swallowed the bite and
tried to look reassuring.

“Well... It was a good first try! Nobody's
ever good at something the first time around.”

Kimmy grinned awkwardly.

“I'm glad you like don't hate it.”

“'Course not! It's made with love, how can it
be bad?” She wrapped her girl up in another hug.

“Maybe next time you get the urge, we'll take
a look at what you can do to make it better.”

“Thank you! Also, Alice came over and said that she would like
kinda be like ready with like the costumes in like kinda a day or
two. Yours is like done already mostly but mine if like kinda a bit
more complicated. But I'm like learning a lot!”

“That's great news! Just in time for the costume party. You sound
like you're enjoying it, too! You pulling your weight with her?
Well, as much as she'll let you at least?”

“Yeah. Like, I really try, but she's like
so quick and she's got like those fingers so she can like
move like so, you know,
smooth ... It's like really cool. But I'm like gonna get
better!”

“Heh. That's the spirit!” This time, Tonya
scooped her up into the air as she embraced her in a bear hug. It
wasn't a life that she would have picked for Kimmy, but
she was beginning to
warm up to the idea of her as a sort of housewife, especially since
she’d been enjoying it so much.

Kimmy giggled and kissed her.

“Like, wanna go like out tonight?”

“You know what? Sure! Night's still young,
and I'm sure I'll wake right back up once we get find something fun!”

“Anything particular you want to get up
to?”

“No ... Like you pick it, cos it's like the
place you like know, no?”

“Ah. Right. Um, originally I was just gonna
take you for an afternoon walk, but it's not really
attention
anymore.”

Tonya thought for a moment. Anywhere that
she'd pick would be awkward or boring to Kimmy. She knew the girl
enjoyed the rock show and got along great with Mickey, but now
she’d been cooped up. This was supposed to be about letting her go
have some
fun.

“What if we went and hit up a club or
something? This is a college town, there's got to be something like
that nearby, surely?”

“Cool! I'm like gonna get dressed and we can
like go!”

“Hell yeah! Let me get changed into
something more fitting too.” Tonya fast-walked with her back to the bedroom,
frantically searching for where to take her lover as she
did.

Kimmy quickly got dressed. She slipped
into a super tight t-shirt that struggled with her newly blown-up
tits. It was not as pink as usual, instead, it was very yellow. It had "SEXY"
emblazoned on it in Barbie-letters, though. To this, she added a
pair of denim-look booty shorts and some white overknee socks. She
put on a set of cute ballerinas so as not to tower over Tonya too
much and tied her hair with a big scarf, looking kinda
bimbo-bohemien.

“What do you like think? Is this like
collegey enough?”

Tonya had intended to go out in a cute dress,
originally, but as she looked at what she had available, she
realized that she was due for an upgrade. Anything that she had
looked like it would burst open if she turned the wrong way or
breathed too heavily.

Instead, she opted to embrace the college
kid look as well. She went for a simple tank top in the school's
colors and black jeans. She found a ball cap and tied her hair back
into a ponytail and slipped it through the hole in the back of the
cap. She did provide a
small feminine touch with a pair of simple platform shoes that,
with Kimmy’s flats, put them at about the same height. She might
get mistaken for a guy from behind, either way, but she didn't care
especially. Might even get to freak someone out.

“Hell yeah!”, Tonya said, grinning. “You're
gonna fit right in. Hope my look isn't dragging you down too
much.”

“Nah, I think it's like cool. You're like,
you know, much more, like comfortable with like a look like that,
so you rock it, you know?” Kimmy did sound a little nervous. “But when I like know how
to do it, I can like make you like all the outfits you like want
...”

“That's gonna be awesome!” Tonya swallowed
her up in more hugs and kisses. “You got me to start caring about
fashion and stuff, just for me to get too big to find anything nice. I can't wait to
see the cute things you whip up for me.”

Kimmy grinned at the idea.

“I'm like gonna make you like stuff you like
won't believe. I got like ... ideas!”

“Hell yeah! My little fashion diva
princess.” A few more
kisses across the cheeks and she wrapped her arm around her
love.

“Okay! I think I've found somewhere good! You
all set?”

“Like sure! Always!”

Then after a pause:

“Where are we like going?”

“I found a little club that's not too far
from campus. It's
nothing swanky and it's still gonna be mostly college kids there,
but I think it'll be great!”

“Cool! I wonder what they're like gonna be
like ...”

Tonya grimaced a bit. She really should
have more faith in Kimmy at this point, but she knew it was
not going to be anything
like what she was used to. Especially not the sort of place Kimmy
brought her to their first night out. But then again, it was people
her age, it was sure to be a bit crazy ... Maybe it'll do Kimmy
some good to cut loose?

“It'll be fun, I promise! It'll be the perfect chance to
burn off that cabin fever! Come on, you'll see what I mean when we
get there.”

Kimmy nodded and clapped her hands.

“Totally!”






The drive to the place wasn't terribly
far, as promised. It was situated partway between the school and the city, and it honestly
stuck out like a sore thumb from the area around it. It was large,
black, sleek, clearly newly built, but the surrounding area was a
bit run down. Regardless, it was clearly packed and the bass of the
music could be heard from outside.

“Yep. Basically exactly what I expected. You
good to go?”

“Like totally!”

Kimmy held out her arm to take Tonya’s
hand.

“It's like our girls’ night out, no?”

“Hell yeah. Nothing on our minds at all but
having a good time.” Tonya kissed her cheek, took her arm in hers, and they strutted
up to the entrance together.

Kimmy looked around, all curious. What was
the music like? What kind of people were there? How did they react
to them? She was so excited!

The place was absolutely
packed to the gills with
people. Mostly Kimmy’s age and a little older, as Tonya had
guessed. The music was currently some energetic hip hop, dominated
by the loud thumping of the bass, and the crowd was reacting
favorably. The area was, of course, dominated by a dance floor, and
people were out in droves, either dancing in groups of friends or
grinding on each other in pairs. The place was illuminated by dim
lighting in some parts and blacklight in others, with lasers and a
few mirror balls adding some variety.

“Yep, sure looks like a college place to
me.”

“This is like cool! I love it!”

Kimmy started to shake her butt to the music
and shimmied her boobs, while biting her lips and feeling it.

“Heh. You already look like you're in the
spirit of things. Come on, the dance floor is practically begging
for you.”

Hand in hand, Tonya walked with
her out into the crowd. She was
not shy about giving a gentle push here and there so they could get
out into the thick of it. As they moved, they were already drawing
a few stares and a variety of reactions. Mostly positive and
directed Kimmy’s way, Tonya noted happily. Unable to resist
herself, she found her own hips swinging to the music as they found
their place on the floor. She set her hands on hips and danced with
her body against Kimmy’s, content to let the girl do her
thing.

She could immediately feel that Kimmy needed this. It was
different from before, though. There was less posing and less just
doing it the way it was meant to and more experiencing it and going
with the flow. Also, it sometimes looked a little awkward, but
Kimmy didn't care at all. This was fine the way it was.

If they had an audience, that was fine, if
they didn't, Kimmy didn't care. She just wanted to be with
Tonya.

On the other hand, she still kinda rubbed
herself against Tonya and made sure she got turned on. She was
still herself, after
all.

For the most part, Tonya fell into the
same routine of every dude that went out to a club. She was
dancing, if only in the sense that she was moving her hips
rhythmically. And she was immensely enjoying the attention she was
getting from Kimmy.
Normally, she'd be very concerned with putting on a show for
everyone here herself, but ... somehow everything else was melting
away for her as well. Seeing Kimmy happy, carefree, and genuinely
enjoying herself was an immensely cathartic feeling for her. She
ended up wrapping her arms around Kimmy as they danced, with a more
heartfelt feeling to it than sexual. For the first time in a good
while, she was perfectly content.

They continued until they worked up a good
sweat and Kimmy kissed her intensely.

Having her all close and just going with the
flow was great ...






Eventually, Kimmy gave Tonya a sign that she
was thirsty.

Tonya returned the kiss with every bit of
energy she showed. She smiled as Kimmy gestured for a drink, and
escorted her off the floor.

“Do you want a drink, or a drink drink?”,
Tonya asked once they were far enough away from the music that they
could hear each other. They had, of course, carded them on the way
in, and slapped a neon green wristband on Kimmy’s arm, which Tonya
tugged on as she spoke.
“Don't worry about this thing, I can make something
happen.”

“Like, no, just a drink. But I'm like gonna
have to try the best stuff on my birthday!”

“Hell yeah! Gonna bring you somewhere good
and order everything off the top shelf.”

Eventually they sidled up to the bar, where it was relatively
quiet as the music switched to something more electronic. There was
miraculously one actual seat available, which Tonya pulled out for
Kimmy as they approached.

Kimmy climbed on it easily and
crossed her long, hard
legs.

“Thank you!”

She licked her lips and gave Tonya a good
look in her whole sweaty, pulsating light glory. Damn, she looked
awesome.

Tonya gave her a leering look as she took
her seat as well. She had a suspicion that Kimmy had been
teasing her with her
dancing, but either way, it was having a pronounced effect. Her
perfectly placed curves and firm, corded limbs somehow looked even
better under the stark lighting of the club.

She gave Kimmy’s shoulders a gentle rub as
she took her seat. “You
certainly know how to show a girl a good time.”

Kimmy blushed, then grinned.

“Like yeah ...”

She kissed Tonya’s mighty arm and rubbed her
foot against the musclewoman’s thigh.

Tonya grinned and leaned in close, her
mouth right by Kimmy’s ear. “Better be careful or I'm gonna need to take you to the
ladies’ room before we leave.”

Kimmy looked sheepish and said:

“Okay ...”

Then she looked at the bar.

“What should we have?”

Tonya looked across the selection. They had
it spread across a few shelves behind the bartenders in their
low-cut black tops, even though none of it was actually all that
fancy.

“Heh. I'm probably just gonna be basic and
get a vodka soda. You just gonna get a coke or something?”

“Uh huh. Please!”

The big woman flagged down one of the
bartenders, who seemed to have only just noticed their presence
among the rest of the patrons. After a quick, reflexive double take
at Tonya, she was quickly all smiles again.

“Hey there!”, she said in a bright, bubbly
customer service voice. She looked like she was fixating on Tonya a
little bit, but not enough that Kimmy could be positive of it.

“What'll it be?”

“A vodka soda for me, and a coke for her”,
Tonya said as she stood
behind Kimmy.

“Got it!”, she said with a smile. She moved
like lightning whipping them together.

“Do I, maybe, recognize you from somewhere?”,
she asked as she slid Kimmy her glass of soda.

“Uh ... Like, I dunno? I'm like only
looking like this for like a couple of weeks, you know? I used to look more like that,
kinda?”

Kimmy took out her phone and showed her a
picture of herself at her previous biggest and bimboest.”

She gave out a quiet gasp. “I knew it!
I've been following you since you did that collab
with Queenxmakeup! God, I
barely even recognized you but I love this new look! I'm Lauren
and, like, I'm a big fan, obviously!”

Kimmy shot Tonya an amazed look and put her
hand against her chest. Then she looked at the bartender and
said:

“Like really? That's like so awesome! I'm like totally honored
and stuff!”

Kimmy gave her a good look.

She was a little plain, but maybe their
perceptions were a little skewed. She clearly put a lot of work
into her hair. It was long, well styled, and a neat, shimmery
mix between blonde and
brunette. Her outfit was kind of plain, all black, but that seemed
to be the uniform here. It put a good bit of her on display without
being raunchy, and she had no shortage of natural curves on her
frame.

Kimmy smiled at her and
asked:

“What's your name? I'm like Kimmy, but you
like prolly already like new, no?”

“Yeah, I kinda figured”, she said with a
giggle. “I'm Lauren. And you!” She pointed to Tonya behind Kimmy.
“I should have recognized you sooner! You were ... er ...” She
snapped her fingers as
she worked to remember.

“Tonya”, she answered.

“Yes! Sorry, you have to forgive me. You're
... impressive, that's for sure, but it's Kimmy I'm a little
starstruck over.”

“No offense taken. This kind of game is her
thing, anyway.” Tonya returned to rubbing Kimmy’s shoulders, proudly.

“Nice to like meet you, Lauren! I'm like
glad you like the new thingie cos it's like like that now and I
like kinda like it! Also, like, Tonya also likes it and I like her,
so you like see, you know? Anyway, is there like anything I like can like do for
you?”

Lauren froze for a moment, making sure she
was able to process Kimmy’s meaning through the number of likes in
there.

“Um ... I don't really know, honestly. Is
there anyway I could maybe, uh ... DM you from time to time? What you've done with
yourself is just ... unbelievable and honestly, I'd love to learn a
thing or two from you.”

Kimmy was obviously impressed.

“Like totally and always and stuff! We're
like always there for you if you like need anything,
like on how to look like
amazing and thingies! Like no, Tonya?”

Tonya grinned, equally proud of her girl.
“Of course. I mean, I'll do what I can with the fitness part of it.
I'm still learning with the fashion and makeup and everything. But
if Kimmy can help me get
better at that, I think that's a sign she's a great
mentor.”

Lauren smiled and brought her hands up as if
she were swooning over them. “Holy shit. I hadn't expected you to
be so sweet! Uh, no offense, of course. You know what I mean!”

“Ackshully, nah. But I like sure am like
happy to get to like know you, girl!”

Lauren squealed happily, then held up a finger briefly. She
ducked down and refilled Kimmy’s drink for her before sliding Tonya
a replacement. “That's on me. I've got to stop ignoring the other
customers now, but thank you so so so much, really!”

She quickly scooted off and addressed another group further
down the bar. Tonya placed her hands on her shoulders and gave her
a kiss on the cheek. “Look at you! Since when do you have
fangirls?”

Kimmy stared at her, completely amazed.
Her expression was almost intimidatingly happy and she was like going:

“Wheeeeeeeeeeee!”

She also did the flappy hands and the little
head shake.

“This is so cool!”

She did little airpunches next, then she
kissed Tonya, almost spilling her drink.

“Aaaaaawesome ...”

Then she emptied her drink, and slammed it on the
bar.

“We're like the bestest!”

Tonya swooped in and hugged her tight as she
returned the kiss. “I'm happy for you, sweetheart. Really. Is this,
like, the beauty guru rite of passage? Does this make you official
now?”

Kimmy smiled as dignified as she could:

“I'm the officialiest.”

Then she took a couple of selfies with
Tonya.

The big woman happily grinned and posed
for the pictures with her. That was another hallmark of Kimmy’s
influence. Tonya didn't feel awkward about these sorts of pictures anymore. Sure, a few
selfies on the girl’s Instagram weren't on the same level as a red
carpet event, but she still felt more loose as Kimmy snapped their
pictures, trying out a few poses and faces that would have made her
cringe a year ago.

Tonya downed the rest of her drink quickly.
“What do you say? Back to the dance floor? Or do you want to see if
they have anything else to offer here?”

“Uh ... Like more stuff? I've like never
been to a college party or anything. I gotta see it like
all!”

“Right! Let's go see if there's anything else
to do around here?” Offering her hand, she escorted Kimmy away from
the bar, as they prowled the edges of the building to check the
rest of the place out.

There was a staircase apparently leading
up to a rooftop lounge,
which would be nice if they needed to escape the noise. There were
several doors marked with a brightly lit VIP sign as well.
“Probably nothing for us in there tonight, unless maybe we can
schmooze some people later.”

There were a few other diversions scattered throughout the back of
the building. A mechanical bull was set up in the rear which drew a
fair crowd. In the corner was a large seating area where several
groups were sat, loudly chatting, drinking, and apparently smoking
hookah. Aside from that, the only other options were the dance
floor it seemed.

“Eh. About what I figured”, Tonya said as
they completed their lap of the building. “We've got choices,
though. Go put on a show for some people or see if we can make some
new friends. Or just
spend some time with each other. What do you say?”

Kimmy pointed at the bull.

“What's that? It looks ...” Just then, a
screaming girl got thrown off. “... fun?”

“Oh, that? Ha. Been a while since I've seen
one of those. It's like a game. You grab on and hang on as long as you can while the guy
at the controls tries to throw you off.”
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