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This issue collects parts 361-450 of the
Butch x Bimbo story.






The girl who'd just been thrown off
clambered back onto the machine, shouting for another try while
laughing to herself. She was on the bull for only a few more
seconds before she was sent
tumbling backwards. Her shirt flew back into her face, resulting in
the crowd whooping loudly as they were briefly flashed.

“And there's that”, Tonya said with a grin
and a sigh. “The occasional titty popping out. But that
doesn't have to factor
into it. It can just be a fun ride if you want it to be. Want to go
for a spin?”

“Like, totally!”

With a grin, Kimmy extracted her bra from
under her shirt and handed it to her love.

“Can you like keep it for me?”

It was a huge piece, really. Tonya’s was obviously bigger, both
with longer straps and larger cups, but to be honest, it was still
amazingly massive.

Tonya grinned as she took the bra from her.
“Clever girl. Go on, have fun.”

Kimmy walked up to the guy and said:

“Like, I wanna try this thingie and stuff!”

The guy manning the controls looked to be
college aged; it was hard to tell whether he was an employee or
just volunteering his time here. He looked Kimmy up and down as she
approached and nodded approvingly. “Go right ahead,
you're next up”, he said as he
grinned and gestured to the bull.

As Kimmy climbed up into the inflated
arena around the machine, the girl from before was just making her
way out, stumbling and laughing with her friends on the outside.
She clearly had a couple
of drinks. Kimmy and her had to make way for each other as she
climbed in. As she noticed Kimmy’s presence, the bimbo could
distinctly hear her say “Holy shit”. She took a step back and
looked at Kimmy as if she didn't believe what she was seeing,
before stepping around her and climbing out of the ring. Tonya took
note of her reaction with satisfaction, and heard her telling her
friends, “Hang on, I have to see this.”

The dude at the control panel waited for
Kimmy to mount the bull, giving her a thumbs up when it looked like she was
ready.

She returned the sign and clung to the beast,
her thighs clenching tight to the leather. Tonya could see Kimmy’s
muscles swell hard against it, stretching the tops of her
socks.

Then Kimmy grinned at her, amazed by
the height and the
attention.

She was ready to rumble!

The crowd gave a few approving whoops and
shouts as Kimmy climbed on the machine, and with her signal, the
operator started moving her about. At first, it was easy. A couple
of slow bucks back and forth, then some smooth turns left and right, as he made sure she
was in good shape to be up here. Then, suddenly, the bull very
quickly threw itself back, bucking Kimmy up into the air a bit.
There was another round of cheers as her body reacted to the force,
and then the controller let the show really begin. The same left
and right spins were now much quicker, forcing her to grip the
machine tightly, and he interspersed a few quick upward thrusts
that made the girl bounce in a way that absolutely had to be
deliberate. The crowd was eating up the show.

“Gah!”

Kimmy panicked for a moment after the
sudden shift of intensity, but then, she enjoyed it, her muscles
reflexively holding her in place. She even took off her hands a few
times, just staying up by the sheer power of her legs.

This was awesome!

As the guy intensified the show, Kimmy
whooped and yelled. She'd yee-haw if she knew she could.

Her boobs reacted accordingly and in no time,
one of them was bouncing happily in all its plastic glory, her big,
hard nipple on full display.

The more intense the bull moved, the more
Kimmy realized that this was a bit of a turn-on, but also kinda
hard to keep up. Also,
she might be getting ... wet, but in a good way ...

The crowd went nuts as Kimmy’s breast flew
free. She could even see Tonya clapping in approval and cheering
her on.

When he realized that Kimmy was all in on
treating the crowd tonight, the ride operator shifted up his movements a bit. For a few
seconds the bull moved beneath Kimmy in a much smoother, wave-like
motion. It was easier to hang onto, but it very much had the
intended effect of making it look like she was grinding on the
thing. Which, in honesty, she essentially was. The movement of its
saddle against Kimmy’s sensitive bits wasn't doing any favors for
the wave of horniness this display had brought on.

Then, as suddenly as it had started into
the rocking motion, the bull spun her again, then threw her back. Using the same motion
it had used to unseat the girl before her, it sent her flying
backwards and landing on her back on the pillowy floor around her,
to a resounding, disappointed “Awwwww”, from all the
onlookers.

Kimmy just lay there for a moment, breathing heavily and being
kinda happy. Then she got up slowly, still a little dizzy. Once she
was standing, she jumped up, posed and did the V-sign, first for
victory, then the cute Japanese girl sign.

Tonya headed for her,
vaulting the pillows and
hugging her.

That's when Kimmy realized her boob was still
out.

Tonya grinned as she saw Kimmy right
herself and give her sign-off to the cheering crowd. She grabbed
the bimbo girl out of the air as she cleared the side of the ring.
“You looked good out
there, hun.”

She blushed and shouted:

“That was like kinda awesome! Wanna try
too?”

Kimmy could see a bit of uncertainty cross
Tonya’s face when she prompted her to take her turn.

“I dunno, hun. I don't know if I'm ... what
everyone here is looking
to see, honestly. But I'm fine with that. Not gonna stop you if you
want a second go, though.”

Kimmy nodded eagerly, but she wanted to
wait for a bit first and watch some more people get tossed around.
Also, she was still kinda wobbly. Holding hands with Tonya, on the other hand, was
nice.

“That bull is like really wild and stuff!
It's like ... You know, it makes me like really, you know, horny? I
mean, that thing is like you know, almost as big and strong as you,
no?”

Tonya held her close when she felt Kimmy’s wobbling, letting the
girl rest her weight on her massive shoulders.

“Ha! You think? I know more than one
person's called me a bull before. And ... yeah, I had a feeling
from the instant you took your bra off that this thing would
have that kind of effect
on you. You've been a bit of an exhibitionist as long as I've known
you.”

Tonya paused for a moment, then added “...
meaning flaunting yourself to other people makes you horny.”

Kimmy grinned wickedly:

“It kinda does.”

Tonya tiptoed her fingers across Kimmy’s chest as she looked away
innocently. “And if I were to hypothetically take a turn on that
bull myself ... Would that be something you'd like to see too? I
wouldn't do it for these bozos, but I'd do it for you.”

Kimmy looked her up and down, then she said:

“I'm like not sure that thing would even be
like able to be like anything for you, you know? I mean, you're
like basically just going to squeeze it with your legs and it's
gonna be like broken, no?”

Tonya blinked for a moment,
then laughed out loud.
“You know, I was just wondering how that thing was going to deal
with my weight. But having that mental image in my head? Now I
gotta do it.”

Tonya followed Kimmy’s routine and reached
under her shirt to undo her bra, dropping it in
Kimmy’s lap. Needless to
say, the thing was a marvel of engineering. It crossed the girl’s
mind that she could possibly stretch one cup across her whole
chest.

“All right, don't blink. With any luck, I'm
gonna make this thing my bitch.”

Kimmy stared at the humungous piece of underwear, then at Tonya,
then she said:

“Don't kill it, please ... I like would take
another turn after that ...”

And she kissed her.

“Don't worry, I'm gonna have my way with it,
but even I'd be surprised if I really did break it.” Tonya returned
the kiss and gave her a quick pat on the back before strutting up
to the dude operating the ride. “All right, big guy. Put me on the
list.”

Kimmy pulled out her phone, ready to film her lover. This was
for the ages!

New picture. Time without Kimmy!

As Tonya mounted the machine, she leaned
forward and grabbed both the horns with her hands. The movement had
the fortunate side effect of pushing her tits together and up. If there was any doubt in
the crowd as to whether she was a woman, it was certainly gone
now.

The ride operator apparently didn't feel
the need to be as gentle with Tonya. He immediately flung her to
the side. As she shouted out “Fucking shit!” in response to the sudden movement, her
cap went flying off her head, mussing up her ponytail in the
process. After a few rapid swings to the left and right, she got
into the rhythm of it and raised one hand into the air, earning
some appreciative shouts from the crowd. As soon as she was feeling
comfortable with it, the bull started lurching back and forth,
prompting her to clamp her pillar-like thighs tightly against it.
While she didn't feel like he was going to throw her off this way,
it still got the desired effect of flipping up her shirt with every
forward thrust, offering several quick teases of Tonya’s prodigious
bust.

Kimmy struggled to keep her phone aimed at
Tonya because she was completely overwhelmed. She cheered for her,
hooted and screamed!
This was incredible!

The crowd was getting pretty worked up by
it as well. Tonya was starting to revel in the attention too.
Feeling pretty satisfied with herself, she let go with both hands,
holding herself in place with just her leg strength,
and took the opportunity
to lift up her shirt and truly flash the crowd. This earned a much
louder series of cheers, and some extra attention from the
operator. Apparently, he saw that as a challenge. Before Tonya knew
it, she was spinning in a circle and her shirt flew up to cover her
face. Off guard again, she reached for the horns only to find
herself going for a tumble. When she landed, her shirt was totally
gone.

She stood up, hands on her hips, as some
people had gone silent and others were cheering
even louder. She gave a
mock serious look to the staring crowd with her upper body on full
display and stuck my hand out as if waiting to be handed something.
“All right, who's got it?”

Kimmy was following the show with her phone,
capturing their looks.

This was incredible.

Poor guy who was hiding that shirt ...

Kimmy tried to spot him.

After a short bit of silence, she saw her
distinctive tank top waving in the air. Just a little back from the
front row, a group of four kids was standing, two guys and
two girls. One of the
dudes had Tonya’s shirt in the air and a shit-eating grin on his
face, his buddy patting him on the back and egging him on. The two
girls had their arms around their men and looked like they were
stuck between whispering to each other about Tonya or worrying
about whether she was going to kill their guys.

Tonya clambered over the side of the arena
and he stretched out the arm holding the shirt. She smirked and
snatched it back. She didn't actually have any beef with this dude,
but ... gotta keep the
show going, right?

Before clothing herself again, she hefted
one of her boobs in her free hand and spoke in a teasing accusatory
voice. “Boy, I could knock you out with one of these things! You've
got your choice of girls here to mess with, and you're gonna pick the one who looks like
she could eat you?”

Fortunately, they seemed to take it in
good spirits. Their girls still seemed mortified as the guys
laughed and apologized, but Tonya waved it off. She turned to the
crowd and blew them a double-handed kiss. “Thank you, you've been great!”, she shouted
before she slipped her shirt back on and the crowd broke the quiet
with another round of cheers.”

Kimmy ran over to her a little clumsily and
hugged her.

“That was like awesome! You're like sooo
huge and big and like
sexy and I like love, love, love how you like, you know, got those
guys to like you know, yeah!”

“Heh.” Tonya scooped her up in a hug and
kissed her on each of her cheeks.

“Thanks, babygirl. You know how much it
gets me going to hear you talk like that, right?”

Kimmy blushed and said:

“Like, yeah.”

She rubbed her hand over Tonya’s clit with a
mischievous grin, then added:

“Let's like do something else, but I like
totally wanna go back to that bull thingie later on!”

She grinned:

“Cos I like don't have like a video of like me on it, and I like
totally want one!”

Tonya’s clit pulsed heavily enough that Kimmy
could feel it as she touched it.

“Done deal.” She pulled the bimbo girl in
and kissed her again. On the mouth, and passionately.
“What's got your
attention now, hm?”

“I like dunno? Maybe like, the bottle thing
with the tubes? What's it like called?”

“Ah. Yeah, that's called a hookah. It's
basically just a fancy way to have a smoke. But some people say
it's nice, and you can get it in cool flavors and stuff. What do
you say? Might be a good way to cool off after that.”

“A hooker? Like, why?”

“I chuckle quietly. „Almost. A hoooookah. Come on, let's just
give it a shot.”

Tonya guided Kimmy over to the
leather-seated booths and slid her into one. A rare male member of
the servers was on them immediately, handing a tiny menu to Kimmy.
It seemed to be just a list of flavors, beginning with unflavored and mint, and
working down to what sounded more like flavors of ice cream.
Blueberry, bubble gum, piña colada ...

“So? Anything that sounds especially
good?”

“Errr ... Like maybe ... I dunno ... maybe
like ... strawberry? Or
like bubble gum? I like really dunno?”

“Ha. Go with your gut, I say. Strawberry
was the first thing, so let's go with that.” She nodded to the
server, who was off as quickly as he came. Before long, he was back
with one of the pipes. It was tall, bright pink, and made of clear plastic or glass. On
some level it reminded Kimmy of Kiki's vast array of sex
toys.

The server was quickly fidgeting with it
in ways that didn't totally click for Kimmy. There was a bowl of
water at the bottom, and he was placing some kind of coals in the very top? It was not
really connecting how it works, but after a few minutes, he
announced it was ready.

Tonya grabbed one of the houses extending
out of it, brought it to her lips, and gave it a short inhale.
After holding it for a
second, she breathed out, smoke rolling out of her mouth as she
did. “Sure is strawberry. Yeah, that'll do. Thanks.” She nodded to
the waiter and offered one of the other hoses to Kimmy.

She took it, wondered how that was
supposed to work and put
her lips around it. It reminded Tonya of something ...

Then she tried to give it a suck, which
didn't do anything, then she licked it, then she kinda blew into it
and then at last, she managed to take a good breath.

She kept it in her mouth for a
moment, then exhaled the
smoke in short blows.

It looked kinda awkward.

Kimmy looked at Tonya and blushed:

“That's like kinda hard!”

“Don't worry. You're getting it. Just put
your mouth on the tip and suck. Gently at first. You don't want to
do it too hard.”

Tonya leaned in a little closer and took
another drag off of her end, her lips just barely wrapped around
the tip.

Kimmy tried it again, and slowly, she got
it. Soon, she was leaning against the sofa next to Tonya, relaxing
and floating in a cloud of strawberry.

Eventually, she whispered:

“This is like ... nice, you know?”

“Oh yeah.” Tonya leaned back and blew a plume
of smoke into the air above them, her arm over her girl’s shoulder.
This really did turn out to be a good way to relax.

Kimmy said nothing, just gently cuddling against Tonya’s huge
muscles and feeling calm and safe.

Tonya felt similarly. Not exactly wrapped
up in her bimbo girl like she was with her, but ... calm would be
accurate. Relaxed. Like she didn't care about much of anything at
the moment aside from
cuddling with her.

Until she felt something tiny bounce of her
forehead.

Tonya fought the urge to jump up with
Kimmy resting on her, but she still grunted “Gah, motherfuck!” and
swiveled her head around to see who threw something.
Nobody staring, nobody
running away. Damn.

She looked down and there was a little sheet
of paper on the table.

“Seriously?”, she muttered.

“What's like going on?”

Tonya picked up the paper. “Some joker.
Betcha anything it's a phone number.”

She unfolded it and spread it out. “Yep.
Called it. Someone's horny but not brave enough to talk to us face
to face.” She sighed and folded it up. “I'm not in the mood to
break someone's heart tonight.”

“Lemme look.”

“Knock yourself out.” Tonya slid it
back over to Kimmy. Sure
enough, it was simply a phone number scribbled down onto a sheet of
paper, and a heart drawn beneath it.

“Do people like do that on parties like
that? Like, when I like went to parties with my people, we like all
had those guys who all
wanted to fuck us, but they like knew we were like way out of their
league. Also, like, I think they like had the creeps kept like
outside, you know? They like couldn't even like get in.”

Kimmy looked at the paper.

“Who do you like think that is?”

“Yeah. You're probably on the right track. Like I said, whoever
it is didn't have the stones to just come up and talk to us. It's
probably because they don't think they have a chance.”

She shrugged. “Couldn't tell. We kinda
drew a lot of attention earlier, could be anyone who was watching. Or hell, even
someone who was just watching us sitting over here though.
Guaranteed a chick, though. I don't know any dude who would put a
heart with his number.”

“Like, we could call her and like check her
out. Maybe she's like
hot?”

Kimmy mused about the situation.

“Also, if she's like not ... Maybe we can
blow her mind like even more ...”

Tonya was ready to blow them off, but Kimmy’s
suggestion just made her grin.

“Naughty, naughty girl. Okay, you've sold
me. Do you want to do
the talking or should I?”

“I'm like gonna try, but if I like can't like
do it, you like gotta help me, okay?”

Kimmy called the number, making sure her
phone didn't send its number along. No stalkers for her.

Tonya nodded, and leaned in closer so she
could listen in. The
phone rang for a short bit, but was answered surprisingly quickly.
“Hello?” It was, indeed, a woman's voice on the other
end.

“Like hi! It's like me, Kimmy! You like
threw a paper at like my girl and I like wanted to know whether you
like wanna come
over?”

“Oh fuck, no way!”, the other voice said,
as if she was barely able to contain her excitement. “Okay, okay,
okay! Are you still in the same spot? I'll be right over, just give
me a minute.” She hung up quickly, without waiting for a
response.

Tonya raised an eyebrow at Kimmy. “This
should be fun.”

She could barely contain her nervousness.

“It's like so exciting!”

Before long, there were footsteps
approaching from around the corner. To Kimmy’s surprise, she saw
not one but two women approaching. One of them was wearing all black and had dark red
hair that was clearly died. She was moving excitedly and was
dragging her friend by her arm. That friend was skinny, pale, and
blonde, wearing a slinky blue dress, and she looked like she was
being dragged over here against her will.

Tonya immediately recognized them as the two
girls who were with the guy that stole her shirt. “Ah! You two!
Where did your guys go?”

“Oh, off getting blitzed. They didn't even
notice we left”, the girl in black said with a grin. “May we sit?”, she asked, batting her
eyes. Her pale friend looked as if she was ready to bolt, but
hadn't actually moved.

“Like, totally! Have like a seat, and we'll
like get you some tubes if you like strawberry. I'm like Kimmy and
this is Tonya, who is
like my bestestest girl ever!”

“Kimmy! Tonya! It's so nice to meet you
two!”, the dark haired girl said as she slid into the booth next to
Kimmy. She dragged her friend in with her.

“I'm Lindsay, and this is Britney. And I
just couldn't help but
come talk to you once I saw you up there.”

Kimmy grinned.

“You like liked it? It was like so much fun!
Have you like tried the you know bull thingie?”

“Me?” Lindsay said. “Oh sure, just not
tonight. My date wasn't a fan of me going up and flaunting my
stuff. Killjoy. And as for Britney? Ehhhh, not normally her cup of
tea. But she liked what she saw when you were up there, I'll tell
you that much!”

Britney gave Lindsay a shove in the shoulder. “I ... I don't know
why, but you were very fun to watch up there”, she said, hardly
able to look Kimmy in the eye.

“It's like sooo cool! I like wish I had
like known that thing was a thing like years ago? I would
have like totally been
on that like ... a lot!”

Kimmy waved enthusiastically at the waiter
and said:

“Like two more tubey thingies please, that
would be like so nice!”

Then she turned back to them:

“So ... Like, you come like here a lot?”

“Not since last year! Last semester had me working my ass off, then
I moved away for the summer ... But now I'm back and I'm ready to
blow off some damn steam!”

Britney sighed. “This is actually my first
time coming here. Lindsay's my best friend and she insisted I'd
like it. And, I gotta
admit, it's fun.”

The waiter quickly returned with two more
straws, attaching them to the stand. Lindsay happily took hers and
took a quick drag. Tonya waited for her to finish before taking one
herself. She placed a hand on Kimmy’s thigh under the table, happy to watch her chat
these girls up for now.

“It's like my first time like here cos
Tonya is like studying here and I like live with her like for now.”
She took another mouthful of smoke, then continued: “We're like
just having fun so if you like wanna have fun too, you can like, you know, do it
like, with us and stuff?”

“I know I'd be all about that!”

“Linz, what about Jackson and Aiden?”

“Who said we're ditching them? They're
welcome to come along if they want.” Lindsey turned back to
Kimmy. “Unless you'd
rather not have them along of course. If I have to pick between
Jackson and you tonight, I know who I'm going with.”

“Me? Cool!” Despite knowing that she was a
major babe, Kimmy still felt kinda proud the girl chose her. “Like
you can totally bring
them, right?” She looked at Tonya. “But like, they gotta be like
okay with us like being, us? Cos I like totally can't like have any
negititity like tonight. Only like the best stuff,
right?”

“I don't think that will be a problem.
Pretty sure Jackson only
took your shirt cause he liked what he was seeing anyway”, she
said, gesturing to Tonya. “And you were cool about it, so they'll
be cool with broing out of that's what you want to do.”

“Yes, exactly. Hanging out as friends”,
Britney said from behind
her. “That's all this is.” She still looked flustered, despite her
words.

“Sounds like kinda a thing? We could like
stay around here for like a while and you get them when we like hit
the dancefloor again?”

“Cool cool! We'll go track them down and
meet you back here.”
Lindsay nodded excitedly and pushed out of the booth with
Britney.

Tonya laughed quietly as she exhaled her
latest pull from the hookah. “They seem nice.”

“Sooo cute! I like wonder what they like
really think is like gonna happen ... Do you think we'll like, you know, fuck?”

“Heh. Well that Lindsay chick seems like she
would have jumped your bones right here if you asked politely.
Blondie? I don't know about her. Can't tell if she's in denial or
just painfully shy.”

“I dunno ... Maybe she'll like relax ... I kinda like her,
dunno why? Lindsay is like cool too ...”

“Oh yeah. She reminds me a bit of myself.
No wonder she seems so great.” Tonya grinned at her own lame joke.
“And yeah, I really hope Britney opens up a bit. I feel bad for
the poor
thing.”

After finishing her drink, Kimmy got up and
said:

“Wanna like go and dance with the girls?”

“Hell yeah, I do. Let's give ‘em a minute to
report back. Don't wanna lose ‘em.”

After another minute or two, the girls
returned. Britney had her arm around the guy she was with previously. Lindsey was
dragging her date along much like how she was with Britney
earlier.

“So! You guys already met earlier”, Lindsey
said with a cheeky grin.

“We did”, Tonya said, smiling back. “Watch
yourself, or I'll follow up on that promise to knock you out.
Everyone good to go hit the floor?”

Kimmy nodded eagerly:

“Let's like go! I wanna shake that
booty!”

She shook her booty and her boobs and
everything. Then she
grabbed Tonya by the hand and pulled her along.

On the dancefloor, she went all in, enjoying
the beat and giving the crowd a show for the ages. Also, she
flirted with the girls, although it stayed innocent and just
fun.

The whole crew reacted
pretty much as Tonya had
expected them to. Lindsey bounced back and forth between pretty
much everyone in the group and she danced, and she looked to have a
lot of experience with putting herself on display in a place like
this. Whoever she was currently partnered with, she busted out
moves that were guaranteed eye grabbers, grinding like she was
getting paid to do it, and shooting bedroom eyes at her dance
partner as well. Whenever she got herself up against Britney, she
seemed to relax a bit, and went along with the routine. However,
once or twice she took advantage of the situation to attempt to
not-so-subtly force Britney into one of them. As soon as she was
separated, she looked more like she was dancing at her high school
prom.

As Kimmy noticed this, she
toned down her moves a little
and joined her gently in her high school thingie. She tried to make
it as comfortable as possible for her, while still enjoying
herself.

Still, a bit of ass-shaking never did anybody
anything, right?

Kimmy shouted at her:

“Like try to spell your name with your
butt! That's like the best way!” She did it. “Look! It's like K I M
M Y! Try it, it's like so much fun!”

She immediately seemed grateful for the
bimbo’s change in style, calming down a bit and loosening back up
after a little bit of
dancing together with her.

Kimmy could see Britney visibly blush as
she went back to shaking her ass, but she nodded as the bimbo
explained her methods. She squatted down a little bit, as she had
been standing tall and stiff even when relaxed, and tried to follow along. Her
movements were very smooth and rhythmic, even if she was not
exactly putting her whole heart into it. Regardless, the rest of
them respond with excited cheers. By the time she got to the N in
her name, she was openly laughing and resting a hand on Kimmy’s
shoulder for support.

Kimmy joined her in her spelling and shimmied
her boobs a bit, but still tried to stay at her level. No point in
ruining the moment.

This had to be good fun.

Once Kimmy saw that Britney was
getting a little tired,
she offered to take her along while Tonya could stay and turn the
others on. Maybe a little private talk will help her loosen
up.

She nodded at Kimmy’s suggestion,
seemingly thankful for a chance to go sit down and catch her
breath. Tonya gave Kimmy
a thumbs up before throwing her arms around the shoulders of the
rest of the group.

Still with a smile on her face, Britney
gingerly took the bimbo’s hand and allowed her to lead her
away.

Kimmy got her to the chillout area and got
them drinks on the way
there. Once they were there, the bimbo girl plopped herself down
and handed her the cup.

“You gotta like drink something cos you're
like gonna be deridated. And that's like bad.”

“Umm, thank you”, she said quietly, just
audible over the music. She sat down next to Kimmy and took a few quick
sips.

“Listen, umm ... I'm sorry if I'm making this
awkward. I'm used to Lindsey being social for me, so I'm not used
to ... being very forward.”

Kimmy made a dismissive gesture:

“That's like totally okay, you
know? When I was like, you
know, a teenager, like when I was like you know, smaller, I was
like totally not good at this either and I like got better and that
was like okay so I totally like, you know, get you!”

“Wait, what?”, she said, looking almost
shocked. “I mean, I
guess I shouldn't have expected you to look like this your whole
life, but you, shy and awkward? How even?”

“Like, when I was small? Wait. I like got
myself a picture again after I like got them all deleted cos I
like, you know, decided to like own what I like did before and no longer be like
awkward about it.”

Kimmy took out her phone and scrolled
around for a bit, then showing her a picture from eight years ago.
It was her as a rather tall thin black-ish girl in a Wednesday
Addams dress and black
straightened hair. She looked deeply uncomfortable. It was a
similar picture to that painting.

“That was like me.”

Britney was silent, but Kimmy could see her
mouth “What the fuck” as she stared at the picture.

“Seriously? And now, a few years
later, you're teaching
strangers how to shake their butts. What happened? How'd you come
out of your shell like that?”

“Uh ... Like, I kinda didn't want to be like
my dad's little girl anymore and like got myself like, a teacher?
Like you know, a person that like showed me like, the way, you
know?”

Kimmy looked for a picture before Tonya met
her.

“That was like me then. I
like totally pissed off my dad
and like really had fun!”

“Wow. A little rebel then, huh?” She
laughed quietly. “Looks like it's working out pretty well for you,
huh? I mean, it looks good on you. This whole ... look. Your
clothes and hair and ... body and all that.”

“Yeah! When I like went for Tonya, I like got
bigger too.” Kimmy showed her her max on another picture. “That was
like, great too, but I like had like some trouble and then I like
ended up like that.”

Kimmy looked at her picture and grinned:

“Damn, I was like sooo big. You like
that?”

She yelped quietly looking at the picture of
Kimmy at her biggest, rivaling her size. Her hand rested near her
mouth and her eyes were wide.

“Whoa ...”

She looked back and forth between Kimmy
and the phone, as if she
were trying to process the incredible levels of transformation that
she’d gone through over this time.

“That's absolutely crazy. I didn't think it
was, like, possible for a person to do this kind of stuff.”

“Yeah ... But it wasn't like sooo hard cos
I like kinda didn't like
do anything else, you know? And I like really like had like Tonya
to like support me ...”

Maybe she could tell that the sheer amount of
“likes” showed a bit of nervousness.

Then she turned back to Britney:

“Like ... What would you like wanna look like?”

She coughed quietly and some pink came
back to her face. “Um, I ... I really haven't given it any thought
before. I mean, like, I've always been jealous of girls with more
curves and stuff like that, but who isn't right? But seeing
you and your g- ... Your
friend on the stage up there, I've never seen bodies like yours
before. I'm still trying to ... you know, figure out how to process
what I'm feeling. I like it! Please, don't get me wrong, you look
great! But as for me this is ... complicated? You know what I
mean?”

“Like, I guess ... If you like wanna like
know anything or like try it, I'm like all for it, you know? Cos
like, I like had to check all this out to like see whether I like
it, no?”

“Sure, sure”, she said quietly, her
eyes still seemingly
wandering all over Kimmy.

After a moment of tense silence, she spoke up
again. “So, uh ... you and Tonya? Are you ... what's the story
here?”

“Uh ... We like met at the gym and she like
showed me how to like train and then I like got like
the hang of it and she like
showed me how to get buffer and how to like use like the gear and
the roids and stuff and we like ended up like, you know, fucking?
And that was like great! And we like only got better after a while
and she's like ... you know, amazing?”

When Kimmy got Britney’s look, she added:

“Oh and you like totally can touch my boobs
if you like wanna. I like get that, you know?”

“No!” She looked almost panicked as she
said it, then started stammering as she tried to formulate her
thoughts.

“Look, I, I ... I mentioned this was
complicated ... I'm just gonna come out and say it. I've never
looked at a girl the way I've looked at you, and maybe I do kind of
want to ... do that? But it feels kinda weird and I don't know if I
should, and oh God, I'm
rambling and I'm not stopping ...”

Kimmy put her hand on Britney’s and said:

“Like, that's like totally okay ... I can
like really get that cos I like had to like figure this like out
for me too, you know? I was like having like a lot of like
really shitty sex back
then and I like really had like Tonya to like get me out of that.
Now I like get to pick that and that's like way better than like,
you know, always be like someone's like fuck-thingie? So I'm like
okay with that and I like think you're like kinda cute too
...”

Somehow she seemed to calm down and grow more
flustered simultaneously.

“You ... you don't have to say that”, she
stammered. “But thank you. I ... I think, maybe, I'd like it if you
could be my ... what did you call it ... my
teacher? And help me
figure out what I want?”

Now it was Kimmy’s turn to blush.

“I'm not like sure I can like do that, no? I
mean, I'm like, you know, not like good at this? Can we like, you
know, just like, like, like try like something, you know?”

“Not good at- What are you talking about?
You look amazing! I'm still in shock that you wanted to talk to me at all!” She paused
and collected herself. “But, uh ... you know yourself better,
obviously, and if you don't want to be my teacher ... maybe you can
just help me? Like, support me and cheer me on, kind of like you're
doing right now?”

Kimmy lifted her arms and shouted:

“Yay! You're like awesome!”

It could have been a shitty move, but she
obviously seemed completely honest about this.

Then she added:

“Did I like mess it up? I just don't know
... But like, you know, I wanna like see what it like, you know does?”






Then Kimmy did wavy hands and asked:

“Like, whatever. I'm like talking and talking
and stuff and like didn't like even ask what you like like and do
and stuff?”

Britney froze in place for a moment at the
sudden outburst, then
let out a quiet peal of laughter. She was starting to come to a
better understanding of how Kimmy ticked, it seemed.

“No, no, honestly. It's my fault. I've been a
little taken in by you, I didn't really think to ... speak up about
myself at all.”

She ordered another pair of drinks for the two of them, and shared
a bit of her life story with Kimmy. She was a year older than the
bimbo girl, attending the same school as Tonya and studying film.
She practiced dance for most of her life, which she seemed quite
proud of. BFFs with Lindsey, obviously.

Funny enough, it seemed that talking about
herself alleviated a lot of the tension from her end. She was no
longer blushing and was speaking calmly.

“Dance? Like, what kind of dance?”

Kimmy was a little confused by
the idea because she was kinda
not dancing before ...

“Oh, well, I started out doing ballet,
because what little girl doesn't want to be a ballerina, right?
Then as I got older I started getting more into modern dance, but I
still go to the gym to practice my old moves and stuff, just cuz it's relaxing.”

Kimmy nodded, vaguely.

She didn't quite get it and asked:

“Okay ... What does that like look like?
Could you like show me some moves?”

Kimmy got up and offered her her hand.

“Um, I'll do my best. I can't
do a lot of the ballet stuff,
for a few reasons. Mostly because I don't feel like flashing the
club. Never danced to techno before either, but I'll give it a
shot.”

She smiled as she took Kimmy’s hand and
stood up with her. As they walked back towards the
dance floor with her, she
stopped Kimmy near the edge of the crowd and found a
spot.

It was not anything like what she’d been
doing on the floor tonight. It was not openly sexy like Kimmy’s
moves, but it still had that sort of energy about it somehow.
There were lots of slow,
airy movements to it. Her arms swung wide, her legs kicked up,
occasionally she'd do a sudden spin or toss her hair around. Kimmy
noticed Britney closing her eyes for a good portion of it, and she
looked totally at ease with it.

Kimmy watched it, then tried to follow suit. Her moves were not
exactly clumsy, but they obviously lacked experience. Still, she
gave Britney space and maybe answered what she was doing to the
best of her abilities. Also, whenever Britney opened her eyes, she
noticed Kimmy’s admiration. This was really impressive, although
the bimbo didn't really get it ...

Britney laughed softly and took her hands
after a brief moment of watching her copy her.

“It's okay”, she said into Kimmy’s ear.
“This stuff isn't really meant for the club anyway. But you did good! Really!” Any
tension she had was now totally gone, and Kimmy could hear the
sincerity in her voice as she congratulated you.

The bimbo girl nodded and said:

“I kinda like that ... you like gotta show
me what it looks like
when you like do it like in a place where you like really do it,
you know?”

Then she looked her up and down and
added:

“Also, you're like kinda not buff, but really
fit ... That's like nice!”

It was true. Britney was not visibly buff. On
the contrary, she was fairly thin. But she would have to have a
fair amount of strength to pull of some of the moves she did.

“Thanks”, she said, the tiniest bit of blush returning to her
face. “Maybe you can join me in the gym for my next training
session? I can show you a thing or two down there.”

“Like, me too ... We could like, you know,
try both things?”

“Y-yeah ... Maybe we could.”
She smiled at Kimmy and
her eyes almost seemed to light up.

“We could like go upstairs to like the
thingie on top? Maybe that's like nice, you know? Unless it's like
taken or something?”

“You mean right now? Um, uh ... sure! Lead
the way!”

Kimmy took her hand, but softly, and walked upstairs to the
place on the roof Britney mentioned. They wondered, was it clear or
was there already someone up there?

It was all empty. Seemed like the club's
clientele aren't interested in a cool breath of fresh air.

Kimmy took a deep breath, trusting her boobs out and
said:

“Wow ... That's like better, no?”

She was openly staring again, her eyes
tracing her curves. “Y-yeah ... So much better up here. All quiet
and calm ...”

Kimmy walked over to the railing and looked
around.

“It's like nice, right?”

As Britney approached her, Kimmy put her hand
on hers.

She was breathing a little quickly, and
Kimmy felt her flinch a little bit as she rested her hand on
Britney’s, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she looked up at
Kimmy again, that same
glimmer in her eyes from before.

“Kimmy, thank you so much. You ... you've
been so cool, and ... and I ...”

She looked at Britney expectantly and kinda
confused.

“You?”

Her breathing sped up a little more before
she closed her eyes and pursed her lips. Suddenly, they were touching Kimmy’s for just a
brief moment before she pulled back. Suddenly she couldn't meet the
girl’s gaze anymore.

“S-sorry ...”

Kimmy was now getting really confused:

“Like, why? It's like ... okay, you
know?”

She kissed Britney back, a little more intensely.

The other woman reacted with surprise for
a moment before gently placing her arms around Kimmy and meeting
her level of passion. Her hands rubbed themselves along her back,
marveling at the obvious hardness of Kimmy’s body.

The bimbo continued kissing her while also
placing her hands on Britney’s upper arms. She didn't want to make
it too intense yet. Still, she tensed her muscles a bit. She
guessed Britney would like that.

She gave a barely audible yelp as the
musclegirl flexed,
pulling her lips away briefly. “You weren't even flexing or
anything? That's crazy ...” She dragged her hands along Kimmy’s
arms, staring at the rock-hard hills that made them up.

“Seriously, you're like nothing I've ever
seen before.” She gulped
and quivered a bit. “Do you ... think I could get a better
look?”

“Sure ...”

Kimmy pulled up her shirt and gave her a view
of her massive bra. It was pink and lacy. (She still got her
style.)

Then she grinned:

“You like gotta help me with that bra ... Cos
it's way too big, you know?”

Britney seemed nearly flabbergasted at the
view. She didn't know
whether to take in Kimmy’s tits or her abs. The request for help
seemed to make her mind up for her.

“Wow... Uh? Yeah, yes, of course.”
Dutifully, she reached around behind Kimmy and searched for her bra
strap. The bimbo girl could hear her whispering to herself, likely working to keep
herself in control.

After she quickly unclasped her, she watched
in awe as Kimmy slipped out of the bra. Her hands were already in
grabbing position. “May I?”

“Like totally! Give 'em like a good
squeeze!”

Kimmy’s nipples were huge and hard in the cool air. She was
having great fun just getting admired.

Britney sank her fingers into them, probing
curiously.

“Holy crap. I'd thought they'd be, like,
firm and hard, but they feel so soft!” She experimented with
them in a few different
ways, prodding, squeezing, and bouncing them with her hands. She
even squished them together to see how they would react.

“Wow. No kidding your boobs are ... They're
perfect.”

“When I was like bigger, they were like way
harder, but now, they're
like totally squishy!”

To surprise her, Kimmy flexed her pecs and
suddenly let them bounce.

“I'm like maybe gonna pump them up bigger
again ... What do you like think?”

Britney yelped a bit, but laughed and
watched them bounce simply under the power of Kimmy’s chest. “That's crazy! Another
thing I didn't know was possible, I guess ...”

“And, uh ... Wow, I don't know. These are the
biggest I've ever been up close and personal with. It's hard for me
to even imagine them bigger, you know?”

“Yeah, but you've like seen the pictures! Those implants
like go up all the way to, I dunno, 5,000 ccs or something? That's
like kinda more than like twice the size?”

Britney’s eyes went wide and she seemed to
space out a bit as she envisioned that. “Geez. I'd ask
about your back, but I don't
think you'd have a problem with that.”

She scootched forward again, fingers
gently running over Kimmy’s midsection. “But ... you've done such
an amazing job sculpting your body, I'd imagine any changes you
want to make would have
to be a good idea. Right?”

“Like, I dunno? What do you like mean?”

“Like ... You have to know what you're doing
to make yourself look this amazing. I think you'd be a much, much
better judge than me as to whether bigger boobs would look better
or not.”

“Err ... I'm not like sure ... I kinda have
been thinking about like doing it, but I'm like, kinda trying to
like figure out myself, you know? And I'm like thinking about the
different kinds of looks ... Right now, I'm like working on my
muscles so they get like
really tight and strong. It's like a thing, you know? Would you
like bigger boobs?”

Britney froze for a moment, as if this is the
first time she'd thought of this.

“I mean, who wouldn't right?”, she said
with a quiet laugh. “I mean ...” She glanced down at her own chest, which was outlined
fairly well in her dress. They were small compared to Kimmy’s,
obviously. Either B or C cups by her measure.

“I don't really know. I mean, whoever heard
of a ballet dancer that wasn't rail thin? And I don't really
want to draw that much
attention to myself. I mean, look at me tonight, one pretty girl
pays me some attention and I turn into a puddle ... Oh, dammit I'm
doing it again! Here, let me just-“ She brought her hands against
Kimmy’s biceps again, marveling at their size and
hardness.

Kimmy let her have her fun. Besides, getting
worshiped like this ... It turned her on. She ran her hands over
her body now and kissed her.

“It's like ... I guess you like have to
figure this out and like try it?”

“Yeah ...” She said softly, almost trembling at Kimmy’s touch. “I
think I do want to try this out.” She leaned in and softly kissed
Kimmy on the ridge between her abs, slowly working her way
up.

Kimmy giggled as Britney touched her abs.

“Like, be careful ... That ... tickles
...”

Britney pulled away a bit, blushing as she
looked up at the muscular girl. “Sorry ... Is this too much?”

“No, no, it's like fine, but ... I was
just, you know, like tickly?”

Kimmy pulled her after her towards a
sofa-thing and said:

“Maybe like, wanna get down?”

She froze up as she was left sort of looming
over Kimmy on the couch. “Get down? Uh, you mean like ... what I
think you're saying?”

“Like, I dunno? I was like
just, you know, about
being, like, on the couch?”

Then Kimmy got it:

“Oooh ... I get it. Like, yeah, kinda, why
not? I mean like, I could like show you a thing, if you like
wanna?”

Britney made a face like she wanted to snack
herself for being so dense.

“If ... If you're okay with that. I've never done this with a
girl before, so ... I think I need someone to show me a thing.” She
gently sat herself down next to Kimmy, cuddling up against her on
the soft seat.

Kimmy grinned and started playing around
with Britney’s boobs and
her butt, eventually wiggling her out of her clothes. She was
gentle, but she was also kinda horny. Actually, she worked her
panties down and started caressing her mons.

The girl squirmed and wiggled at her
touch. Kimmy could see her bite her lip and hear her hold back some quiet, high-pitched
moans. She still seemed a little tense, but her hips lifted up and
toward her as Kimmy reached down between Britney’s legs.

Kimmy looked her in the face:

“You like that?”

She ran her fingers over the
inside of Britney’s
thighs.

“Yes”, she said softly. “It's good, it's
... so soft and nice.” She almost sounded surprised when she said
it, but very, very appreciative. Kimmy could definitely feel that
strength she noted earlier in Britney’s thighs. She
was tensing them now and
even though it was hidden under her soft skin and baby fat, it was
clear to her touch.

Kimmy chuckled and replied:

“Nice ... You're like really buff in those
legs ...”

She worked her way to her pussy, then
spread Britney’s legs for a bit ...

“Thanks ... I guess I would have to be, huh?”
She laughed quietly and opened her legs readily for Kimmy. Her
hands reached up behind her head, grabbing gently onto the
framework of the couch.

Kimmy held onto her legs and grinned at
her from above, her
naked tits on full display. Then she dove down, her tongue hitting
her snatch, first with a gentle caress, then more
intensely.

Despite her initial hesitancy, Britney was
pretty wet. She returned to biting that lip and pressing her hips
forward, bridging her
back in the process. She let out more quiet squeaks in time with
the strokes of Kimmy’s tongue.

She went deep on her soon enough, using all
of her skills and turning her on even more ...

Kimmy licked her tiny clit, a little
surprised by its small size, but it was still fun! Then she worked herself against
her lips, then inside them, then, since her tongue is quite long
and powerful, the inner side of her clit ...

Kimmy heard her breath catch as she grew
more aggressive. Britney arched herself even more so Kimmy could tease her tiny little
button of a clit. As she went about testing its every side, she
gripped the couch tightly with one hand and placed the other into
her mouth, biting down on her knuckle in an attempt to restrain
herself. Meanwhile her hips only display more approval. They seemed
to be trying to force more of her pussy against Kimmy’s
mouth.

Kimmy put her hands on her ass and squeezed
her into her mouth, sucking and licking like crazy. This girl was
gonna get blown away!

Her legs came to rest on Kimmy’s shoulders and she soon felt her
thighs squeezing the musclegirl’s head. Overall, it was not as
intense as what she’d experienced before, but Kimmy could tell she
was squeezing with all her might.

She was breathing quickly, letting out one
of her little squeals with each breath out. Then, suddenly, she
went silent and her hips shook violently. Kimmy looked up and her
mouth was hanging open despite not making any noise. She was not
squirting out even dripping excessively like Kimmy did, but she could see
Britney’s lips pulsing and flexing as she rode out what looked to
be a very intense orgasm.

Kimmy just let her enjoy that, maintaining a
little tension until she was through.

Sooner or later, Britney
was done, her hands resting
gently on Kimmy’s head. She looked down at her with awe in her
eyes.

“Oh my fucking God”, she said quietly. “I ...
I've never had it like that before.

“Like, really? Cool! I'm like glad you liked
it ...”

“I did ... I ... I really, really, really did.” She shifted back
into a normal sitting position and attempted to fix her hair, which
had been more than a little mussed up by her rocking back and
forth.

“I ... Seriously, I'm pretty sure I'm
supposed to return the favor but I don't know how I would ...”

“It's like okay ... I mean, if you like wanna
try?”

Kimmy spread her legs, then noted she was
wearing pants and giggled:

“Oopsie ...”

She wiggled out of them quickly,
presenting her shaved crotch with its prominent clit. It was
not as big as before,
but it was still two or three inches long ...

“Of course I'll try! I mean, it'll be my
first try, but I'll do everything I ...” She went silent as Kimmy
spread her legs, her eyes drinking in the musclegirl’s shredded
thighs. As she slipped
out of her underwear, she only seemed more dumbfounded at the sight
of what Kimmy’d working with down there.

She knelt in front of her, simply taking
in the bimbo’s clit for a moment. “Holy ... I didn't know they
could get this big.” She gently took it between her fingers, as if to inspect, resulting in
a sort of very slow handjob as she manipulated it to look at it
from different angles.

Kimmy bit her lips.

“Hey ... like ... you know, be ... like ...
careful ... I'm like kinda, you know ... Ooh ...”

“Oh! Um, sorry. I should have figured. But, uh ... guess I'm
doing something right.” She brought a hand up, gently probing
between Kimmy’s lips with two fingers. She seemed reasonably
comfortable with this, and started to gently slide in and out of
the girl’s pussy. Much more gingerly, she brought her lips up to
Kimmy’s clit and gave some very, very soft kisses to it, as if she
was worried it would bite her.

“Aaah ... That's like ... nice ...”

Kimmy tightened her thigh muscles into a
dark labyrinth of striations and veins.

She rested her free hand on one of Kimmy’s
thighs for support, as confident as if it were a marble railing.
She squeezed the muscle-bimbo’s massive, cut legs with her fingers,
in awe of how resistant they were. Meanwhile, she grew a little
more adventurous,
attempting to twirl her tongue around Kimmy’s swollen clit in the
same way she did with her. Between the dainty flicks of her tongue,
she took a moment to drag her lips along it, providing a
tantalizing bit of suction.

Kimmy gasped.

“Wow ... That feels like ... goooood ...”

She tightened her muscles in her cunt and
made her clit shiver and jerk.

“You're ... goooood ...”

“Mmm?”, Britney said quietly as Kimmy
praised her work, pride obvious in her tone. “Mmm!” she squealed as
Kimmy’s clit twitched in
her mouth. She clearly wasn't ready for that, but somehow only
seems more excited by it. She now well and truly took the other
girl’s clit into her mouth, bobbing slowly up and down on it as her
tongue continued to flick against it. Meanwhile, her fingers
continued to explore her hole below, now knuckle deep inside Kimmy
and gently probing her g-spot.

Kimmy gritted her teeth and tightened her
fists.

“Oh ... Gooood ...”

She took care not to squeeze Britney’s
head with her legs. She'd probably crush her.

Instead, Kimmy gave the sofa a good punch to
stop herself from doing anything dangerous. At the same time, she
was grasping for her fingers with her cunt muscles ...

Britney’s eyes grew wider at her reaction.
Watching the already impossibly hard muscles of Kimmy’s thighs tense even further, seeing
her raw primal reaction, feeling her very body attempting to pull
her in deeper, was both intimidating and thrilling to
her.

It seemed the thrill won out in the end,
as Britney stared up at Kimmy intently while taking her clit deeper
in her mouth, her lips bumping against the bimbo’s cleanly shaven
skin. Meanwhile her hand continued to work, not frantically, but
gently and carefully,
seeming to know just where to touch her by instinct.

Kimmy started going crazy under her
ministrations. This was sooo good! It was different from Tonya,
whose experience and intensity was a little daunting sometimes.
Britney just had this innocence and curiosity. It was so cool.

“Gah ... Yes ... Yes ...”

She fell into Britney’s rhythm and followed
her happily to her orgasm.

Britney gave off quiet little coos of
approval as she also fell into a rhythm. As Kimmy’s body reacted
positively, she locked herself into a pace. Between her delicate massaging of the
musclegirl’s insides and the soft, tight seal of her lips around
her clit, Kimmy quickly felt her climax come upon her.

She came with a shout. She didn't even
care about this. She just kinda lost her need to be cute and silent. Now she just let it
flow and it was great. She rode that orgasm, enjoying its intensity
and power.

Eventually, Kimmy calmed down, pulled Britney
up on her mighty upper body and gave her a deep kiss.

“And that was like your
first time like
that?”

Britney allowed herself to be scooped up and
simply rested against Kimmy gently. “Well ... I have a little
experience with guys, and a little ... well, okay, a lot on my
own.” She spoke quietly, almost sounding ashamed.

“I just ... did to you what I do to myself, and as for the ...
mouth stuff, I was just ... doing what I'm used to
doing.”

She looked Kimmy in the eyes, smiling softly.
“I'm glad I was able to have such an effect on you.”

“You were like amazing! We like totally
gotta do this again!
Like ... Maybe not right now, but like kinda soon?”

“You mean this? Like ... what we just did?
I, uh ... Sure! Of course! As long as, like, your still okay with
... hanging out, going to the gym, and the other stuff we talked
about. You're still ...
cool with that?”

“Yeah, like totally, if you're too!”

Britney broke into a giddy smile. “Are you
kidding? Of course! I'd be all about that!” She wrapped her arms
around Kimmy in a tight, ecstatic hug.

Kimmy kissed her again and grinned:

“Cool! Also, what do you like think the others are
doing?”

“Uh ... Good question. I don't know about
your friend, but if it's just Lindsey and the guys ... They're
probably getting wasted and Lindsey is egging them on.” She gave a
soft laugh. “Honestly, I think this was a much better use of my time.”

“h-huh. Like totally. We're good here,
right?”

Still, Kimmy was a little curious.

“Tonya is like usually really like intense so
...” Kimmy grinned. “Also, you might like kinda like her too.”

“Wait. *You* think she's
intense?” Britney looked
dumbstruck at the idea. “I mean I guess that makes sense ... She
looks like ten of me.”

“Uh ... Now that you mention it, we might
need to go check on them. One of them could have gotten into some
kind of trouble by now.”

“Yeah, but like a couple more minutes, no?”

Kimmy cuddled Britney against her.

“Y-yeah. Just hanging out for a little bit
sounds nice.” She inched a little closer to the bimbo and wrapped
her arms around her in a warm hug.

Kimmy grinned and replied:

“I kinda like how you're like, so slim, you know? It's like ...
I'm kinda getting used to how big Tonya is and it's fun to see you
being like like that, no?”

“Yeah, no kidding ...”, she said quietly,
as she glanced down at Kimmy’s legs laying next to each other. Her
thighs were easily the
biggest part of her trim body, but the difference between hers and
Kimmy’s was instantly noticeable.

“I'm glad to know I can ... compete for your
attention at least”, she said quietly as she smiled.

“Like totally!”

Kimmy rubbed her legs against hers and
asked:

“Sooo ... Do you like like the muscles? Like
do you like them like big?”

She went quiet for a moment, staring at the striations on
Kimmy’s thigh. “I mean ... I want to say yes? I've never seen
anyone like you before, and I've never even considering doing what
we just did ... It's a little confusing, but ... obviously you have
some kind of effect on me.” She reached down and gently rubbed
Kimmy’s leg, her fingertips just barely gliding across her
skin.

“You definitely got to try with Tonya too ...
She's like ... sooo big ... It's like, you know, incredible.”

Kimmy could swear Britney felt her jump a
bit as she mentioned the
idea. “I ... I don't know about that. I feel ... I dunno, safe with
you? I mean, you're really bit, and she's ... something else,
really. Lindsey said something about wanting Tonya to break her in
half, but I'm a tiny bit worried she'd actually do that to me ...
Sorry, that probably sounded rude.”

Kimmy stared at her.

“Like she said like what? That's like really
weird, you know? I mean ... what does that like even mean?”

She stared back for a moment, trying to
figure out how exactly to explain it.

“Lindsey's always been more ... She's
kinky, okay? That's just the way she talks about people she has the
hots for. I don't get it, but she always describes it as someone or
something getting crushed, flattened, broken ... Ugh, I don't
get why she thinks about
it that way.” She realized she'd looked off into space as she'd
talking and returned her gaze to Kimmy. “I'm a much bigger fan of
... how we did things tonight.”

“Uh-huh. That like sounds kinda safer, you
know?”

After a moment, she asked:

“You think we should like, you know, check on
her and stuff?”

“Maybe. I don't think they got into any real
trouble, but it's probably best to be sure.”

She gently took Kimmy’s hand in hers.

Kimmy waited for her to get up, followed
her, then suddenly noticed she was mostly naked.

“Oops. Like, please wait a minute ...”

Once she rearranged her clothes, she
nodded:

“Okay, let's go. Where did they like go?”

“Oh, shoot”, she muttered as Kimmy
corrected her mistake. Britney double checked herself,
attempted to fix her
hair again, and bashfully slipped her underwear back on. Then they
both were climbing down the stairs back into the club.

“Hmm. Well, there's no fights and no fires
happening. Let's just look around for them.” The two women walked
hand in hand through the
club again, and wound their way back through the seats where
everyone was sat earlier. Sure enough, they found the four of them
had returned to their booth. It seemed Britney's date was either
passed out or close to it, leaning forward and resting his head on
his hands. Meanwhile, Tonya was locked in an arm-wrestling contest
with Lindsey's date, while she looked on excitedly from between
them.

Kimmy watched in silence, not wanting to
break Tonya’s concentration. Instead, they edged towards
Lindsey and Kimmy looked
at her inquisitively.

“What like happened?”, she whispered.

“Oh, Jackson?”, she said, eyes barely
glancing away from the show in front her. “He's just had too much.
Figured we'd talk about whether to wrap things up when you two got
back.”

Meanwhile, Tonya had Adrian held at the
midpoint. He was straining furiously while she, to his credit, had
to put a decent amount of effort into holding him back. Looked like
his build wasn't just for looks. Kimmy could see Tonya’s bicep
tensing a bit from the
work she was putting in.

“All right, you've had long enough”, she said
as she turned up the effort, slowly maneuvering his arm down
towards the table.

Kimmy held Britney's hand a little tighter
as Tonya beat the guy. The bimbo mouthed a “wow”.
Then she smiled at
Lindsey. Was she horny already?

Horny was hard to say, but she was
definitely into what she just saw, patting and rubbing Tonya’s
shoulder while cheering in congratulations. Her guy was sulking a
bit, but had the respect to offer Tonya a fist bump as a way of saying “Well
played”.

Kimmy moved behind her lover and put her
hands on those giant shoulders. Then she nibbled at Tonya’s ear and
whispered:

“We like totally had, you know, some fun
upstairs ... Like, wanna take them like with us like for more?”

“Oh? Is that so?” Tonya
whispered back. “Can't
believe you managed to get her to pause and take a breath long
enough. Heh. I'm down for more fun if you are. I'll talk to Lindsey
and see how she feels if you want to give the invite to
Britney.”

Kimmy gave her a wicked little smirk:

“Oookay ... Where do we like go?”

“You wanna just take them back home? If we
don't do that, uh ... you think we can get into the VIP area
somehow? I know this isn't a strip club or anything but that's
about the only source of privacy I can think of here ...”

“I dunno ... Maybe like to our place? I mean,
it's like better equipped?”

“Yeah. Definitely.” Tonya nodded and turned
back to Lindsey. “Hey, girl! Let me ask you something real
quick!”

Kimmy shivered ...

Tonya spoke to her in a low tone, just
barely audible to
her.

“All right, time to quit playing coy. You
want to come back to our place?”

Her eyes lit up and she nodded
enthusiastically, giving a tiny fist pump as she did. She turned to
her date, who had had his attention taken by his dozing friend. As
he tried to wake the guy
back up, Lindsey looked to Tonya and gestured back and forth. She
quickly leaned back to Kimmy. “You want the dude involved, or do
you want Lindsey to ditch him?”

“I dunno. Is he like nice?”

Tonya repeated the question to Lindsey,
who moved in closer,
hoping to cut out the middleman.

“Eh ... He's good looking, but that's about
it. I was honestly just kind of putting up with him hoping I'd get
something out of it.”

Kimmy shrugged.

“Okay. Then let's like ... pack up?”

Kimmy grinned at Britney:

“Like, we're gonna like go to like our place
and stuff, so you wanna like come?”

Lindsey nodded. “Not worth the hassle
tonight if you're wishy-washy about it. Don't worry, he'll be down
for a second date.” She quickly turned and Kimmy could hear
her talking in pleading
tones about how as much as it sucked, he really should take his bro
home, and she promised to make up for lost time.

Britney for her part, tensed up again, but
smiled. “Um ... It's just us? Then yeah, I'm totally down for
that.”

Kimmy grinned mischievously and asked:

“Is that like, you know, a foursome? Is that
like something? I only had like threesomes and like one of those
where you kinda don't know how many people. What's that like
called?”

“Oh, yeah! I think this is a first for
me too, actually. And
yeah, you've got it right. You can have threesomes, foursomes,
fivesomes ... I don't know at exactly what point it becomes an
orgy, but ... Wait, you've been in an orgy without me?” Tonya
reached down and gave Kimmy’s butt a quick grope beneath the table.
“You're gonna have to tell me that story some time.”

Britney was beginning to look flustered
again, as if any excuse she had for this remaining innocence had
been taken away. However, she didn't look like she wanted to bolt,
like earlier. It seemed
like she was more excited than anything now. Meanwhile, Lindsey was
practically bouncing with excitement as she gave Adrian a wave
goodbye. “Oh, the things we are going to do tonight, girls”, she
said with a grin.

Kimmy took Britney's hand and
pulled her after
her:

“Let's like go and see!”

Kimmy got them going, they got out of the
club, then headed for their place.

Once there, Kimmy unlocked the door and did a
sweeping movement:

“Like, welcome to you all and hi and
stuff!”

“Damn!” Lindsey shouted as she took the place
in. “Beats the hell out of my place, that's for sure.”

“No kidding”, Britney said, much more
quietly. “You seriously live here?”

“You know it”, Tonya answered,
before turning to Kimmy.
“We gonna give them the grand tour, or do you wanna just get to the
good stuff?”

Kimmy was a little confused by what they
were saying, wondering whether they meant a place like Tonya’s old
one. Then she shrugged and showed them around quickly:

“This is like the kitchen-living
room-thingie, that's like the bathroom, that's like the room where
we put stuff we like don't know where to put stuff …” It was mostly
protein and supplements. “Then there's like the room where Tonya
like studies and
downstairs, there's like the gym ...” Kimmy thought about whether
she should tell them about Alice, but decided not to. They'd
probably not get that, right? “And here's like the bedroom and
like, you know, the room with the clothes!”

Kimmy had moved a bunch of stuff from her own room here and
there was a bunch of crazy stuff in there still, including some
pieces that used to fit her way ago.

Also, the girls could notice the sturdiness
of the bed and the big posts it had. And the frame above it.

“Jesus. Well, this answers the question about how y'all built those
bodies”, Lindsey remarked as she stared at all of their supplies
sitting out in the kitchen. Britney stared on in confusion, as if
trying to make sense of everything she was seeing.

The two of them continued to take in the supposed apartment in
wide-eyed glee until they reached the bedroom. It was like a
playground for them. Britney was drawn straight to the old clothes
hanging around. She seemed entranced by them, staring at them and
rubbing the material between her fingers.

Meanwhile, Lindsey happily took a seat on the
bed. “Niiiice. I've always wanted a fancy four-poster like this.
You two have put this thing through its paces, I'm sure.”

“Like, kinda not yet ... We like moved here
like only a little time
ago, but we've like been trying a bunch of things like back at my
place. And like at Tonya's place too ...”

As she saw Britney checking out the outfits,
she said:

“Wanna like try something on? Some of them
are like really stretchy both ways ... Like the rubbery ones and that one thingie with
the, you know ... things?”

“Do it, Brit! Fashion show! Fashion show!”
Lindsey began to chant.

Britney blushed a bit. “Maybe not a
full-on fashion show, but maybe I'll try one or two on ... The
rubbery ones are ...
different. What's it like to wear those?”

“Sticky.” Kimmy grinned: “But they're like
hot. Like in every way. I like dunno how that works, but everybody
looks amazing in them. I can like help you put one on if you like
wanna?”

“Um, s-sure ... It sounds fun!” She began to slowly shrug off her
dress, to Lindsey's great amusement. “Take it off! Take it off!”,
she shouted.

“Okay, quiet, you”, Tonya said, faking a
stern tone. She sat down next to her and gently placed her in a
headlock, her bicep sitting directly beneath Lindsey’s chin. She went quiet immediately,
nearly drooling over the hunk of meat in her face.

“So, like, what do you like wanna try? I
got like, you know, the catsuit, it's like black, and that mini
dress, it's like pink and like that long dress that's like kinda hard to walk in. Also it's
like red?”

“Uhh ... As weird as it may seem, I feel like
the catsuit would ... suit me best. It reminds me a little bit of
the leotards I wear sometimes. You think you can help me fit into
it?”

“Like totally!”

Kimmy grabbed the suit and the oil for the
skin and said:

“Let's get you like all, you know,
slippery!”

She started applying the oil to her skin,
then Kimmy noticed Britney was still wearing her underwear.

“Uh, you're like gonna have to take that
off or it looks super
weird.”

Britney looked bashful again, glancing over
at the two of them. Lindsey was hard at work giving loving
attention to Tonya’s bicep, and the big woman was dividing her
attention happily between her and the two of them.

“I can't believe I'm doing this”, she said quietly as she
reached back to unclasp her bra. Before long, she was standing
stark naked in front of Kimmy, every bit of her creamy skin on
display, as she made an attempt at covering herself with her
arms.

“So, uh ... making me slippery, huh?”

“Uh-huh. Be like careful if it like gets on
your feet. Got myself a big owie on my butt once cos of that.”

Kimmy finished covering her with the stuff
and then assisted her in pulling the suit over her. For the most
part, she was a good model. She was helpful and seemed to intuit
how she needed to move to help her. It didn't take a terrible
amount of time to get her set up in the suit. It took a bit of pulling and Kimmy
had to be careful not to rip the material, but eventually, they
could close the front zipper carefully and she went:

“Like, that's like yeah. Awesome!”

Kimmy gave her a good look.

Britney looked down to examine herself. It didn't display her
every little nook and cranny the way it did with Kimmy, but it did
cling tightly to her all over, and every curve of her body was
clearly visible. She seemed to appreciate the look on her, and
seemed relaxed being covered again, even if the effect wasn't that
different.

“Wow ... I hadn't expected much, but this
does look really good.”

Tonya grinned:

“She looks awesome, no? Wanna get the shine
on?”

Lindsey looked up from her wandering over
Tonya’s body to look up,
and squealed with delight, clapping her hands. “Awesome,
Brit!”

“Aww, thanks ... Um, shine? What do you mean
by that?”

“Oh, do it!” Tonya called out. “Don't worry,
you're gonna love this.”

Britney smiled and nodded. “Okay, let's
see what this is about!”

Kimmy grinned and got a special towel and
another spray.

“Time to like get you all shiny and
sparkly!”

She went to work on her, polishing her “skin”
briskly and efficiently, while also taking her time to give it a
little tingle.

Soon enough, the suit was almost reflecting light and looking
really impressive. Also, their girl might be just about starting to
feel hot in several ways.

“Woo!” The quick application of the spray
took Britney by surprise, and she simply allowed Kimmy to maneuver
her about to get her
polished up wherever the bimbo felt the need. Before long, her
second skin had taken on the bright sheen Kimmy was hoping for, and
it only highlighted the subtle curves of her body more.

She stared at herself in Kimmy’s
full-length mirror, fanning herself and giving a careful tug on the neckline of her
suit. “Oh my gosh. You certainly know how to bring out the best in
people.”

Kimmy blushed. This was an incredible
compliment. She smiled towards Tonya, all proud of her
handiwork.

Then she returned to Britney:

“Wanna like try some boots too and stuff? I
got a few that like might fit you.”

“Of course! I'm your little model tonight,
slap anything on me that you think works!”

Tonya gave a quick polite clap as Britney
admired herself, and she was grinning widely at the obvious pride on Kimmy’s face. Even
Lindsey stopped fondling her and had been taken in by her friend's
new look. “Damn, girl! If I'd known you looked that good in a
skintight outfit I'd have picked out something way different for
you to wear tonight.”

Kimmy disappeared into the closet, then
returned with a pair of ultra-kinky boots that pushed the wearer up
some four inches. They were really wicked, shiny and pointy. She
also picked out a few other bits that might come in handy.

“Like, wanna try those?”

“Ooh. Those would be the tallest heels I've
ever worn. But, uh ... those make your legs look better right? So,
uh ... why not? I'm just probably gonna need some help as I get my
feet under me.”

Kimmy went on all fours immediately and
helped her put them on.
It was a bit of a balancing act, with her stabilizing herself by
holding to Kimmy's head, but in the end, she was standing there,
maybe with a little wobble.

"What do you like think?"

"She was a little shaky at first, but
after a moment, her
sense of balance kicked in. "Not too different from standing on my
tiptoes", she said quietly as she moved her hands away from the
bimbo's shoulders and stood under her own power. She took a few
slow steps across the room, arms at her side as if she were taking
an etiquette course. The heels really did help her legs as
predicted. Her calves and butt especially were brought to
prominence from the position she was forced into.

"Heh. I could get used to this", she said
with a smile on her face as she looked at all of them from her new,
higher vantage point.

"Fun, isn't it?" Tonya said. "Plus those
spiked heels put the 'killer' in your killer legs!" That earned
another blush and smile
from Britney.

"I may regret asking, but ... what's all that
other stuff you brought out?"

"Uh, I like got ... a corset, that mask
thingie, some gloves and that strappie-thingie ... And like that
hoodie and that collar with the spikes ... Yeah."

"Oh, my. That's, uh... a lot", she said with a quiet laugh. "Umm,
I feel like I need a little something more to go with this, but I
don't-"

"Ooh, the corset! Put her in the corset!"
Lindsey called out, a big grin on her face. "Cinch that waist and
give her a real model
look! I know I'd like to see her in the spikes too, just because I
know it's the last thing she'd pick."

Britney looked to Kimmy, smiling softly.
"Seems our audience has their mind made up. What do you think?"

"I'm like happy with anything that
like makes you and the
others happy, no?"

"Heh. Yeah, of course. And I'm starting to
get into this! It's like a costume, sorta. Let's see how I look in
those gloves and the corset. And maybe the collar too."

Kimmy grinned and got to work. With
Britney's help, she put
the corset on her and started tightening it:

"You like tell me if it like gets too tight,
okay? Cos it like goes down all the way to like 18 inches or
something."

"Oh, geez. Don't worry, I'll say something
before it starts hurting."

As Kimmy set to work setting her up, she heard an occasional
grunt from her, but she responded with a quick nod or thumbs up.
The bimbo managed to get her down to a surprisingly small size. She
estimated she tightened her waist by about 4 inches, turning her
from average and thin into a full-on waspish hourglass. And she was
taking it surprisingly well, too.

"Oh, wow", she said as her attention returned
to the mirror. "I'd heard these things did work but I had no
idea!"

"You like look like, you know, like really
sexy!"

Kimmy handed her the gloves.

She slipped them on happily, admiring their
look and feel. "Heh. Neat. It's classy, in a way." She pulled the
gloves as high up as they went on her arms, and paused to again
admire herself.

"I could like, you know, like do
your hair and like
make-up, if you like want? You know, like to like fit the
look?"

"Um, sure! Like I said, I'm all yours
tonight!" She giggled and turned to face Kimmy.

The musclegirl smiled and said:

"Like, okay, but I like wanna like
surprise those two. So ... We're like gonna be back like in a moment and stuff.
Also, like Lindsey, if you like wanna try some outfits too, you can
like take a look and everything."

Kimmy took Britney with her and they headed
for the make-up table.

As Kimmy turned to face the
two others, Tonya was in
the middle of a party trick, lifting Lindsey up in the air so she
could touch the ceiling.

"Wee!", she shouted happily as Tonya
lowered her back down to the ground. "Sick! I promise I'll pick
something that isn't fragile! You'll find everything just as you left it!"

Tonya walked up with her to the remaining
outfits as Britney followed Kimmy to the makeup table.

"So ... what kind of look goes with all of
this? Or should I just let you surprise me?"

"I dunno. Like, there's like the
domomatrix look, which
like looks like cool, I can like make you like look like plastic,
or like just like made-under, which is like like make-up but like
kinda not make-up only it's like make-up, you get that?"

"... No", Britney finally said after a
moment of thought ...
"But, uh ... You definitely seem to know what you're doing, even if
I don't understand. I don't know about the plastic look, and ...
well, I guess this is a dominatrix outfit even if I'm not thinking
of it that way. So, uh ... let's see what dominatrix makeup looks
like!"

"Got it."

Kimmy got to work, first removing the
make-up she already had, then worked fast and precisely. Once she
was done, the look was impressive. It was not a mask, complimenting
her natural look more than just painting over. Her lips seemed
fuller and darker, the
face appeared sharper, with stronger contours, her eyes looked more
intense and darker. She exuded a look of authority somehow. Her
hair was strictly braided and there was just a single strand that
was not perfectly in place.

"Whachaya think?"

“Whoa ...”, she said softly, looking into the mirror,
fighting the urge to touch her face and check that it was
real.

“Kimmy ... Holy crap, you're an artist. I
mean, I've had my makeup done professionally before, but ... I
didn't think it was possible to make me look badass!”

Kimmy clapped her hands:

“Like thank you like so much! I'm like glad
you like it!”

She grinned:

“So ... like wanna show the others?”

“Yeah, I do! But let me throw that spiky
collar on first. Really complete the look.” She stood up and walked
to pick it up. She
already sort of got the “model walk” down. Her feet stepping in
front of each other and her hips swaying a bit with each step.
“Anything else you think I need?” she asked as she clasped the
collar shut around her neck.

Kimmy hesitated with the strap-on, then said:

“Like ... I think you're like perfect ...
Unless you wanna try the boobies too?”

“Um? You mean, like, fake boobs? How would
that even work?”

Kimmy looked into the bag where she put
all the things and pulled out a pair of silicone shapes. They were pretty big, though
nowhere Kimmy’s current size. On her, they would easily be
double-Ds.

“I like had them back when I started cos I
couldn't like get real fake boobs and stuff at first.”

“Oh, geez.” Britney looked down at her
chest, her modest boobs
supported and fluffed up by the corset, and Kimmy could see gears
turning in her head.

“Okay, why not? When am I gonna do this
again, right?”

Kimmy unzipped the suit a little, careful
not to disturb anything, then crammed the boobs in and
zipped it back up. A bit
of fluffing, then things looked well.

“Nice, huh?”

They were really big like that, the squeeze
of the corset and the suit making them look even larger and
tighter.

“Oh my …”, she said, an awed look on her
face. “I didn't think this would work at first, but ... damn, I look good!” She
carefully bounced just a bit on the balls of her feet, watching
giddily as her “new” boobs bounce inside the suit. After a moment
of watching, she gingerly placed her hands on top of them to make
them settle. She then looked to Kimmy, blushing furiously. “Think
this is gonna blow their minds?”

“Uh-huh. You like look ... sooo sexy ...”

Kimmy offered her her hand to walk back to
the others.

“All thanks to you.” Britney leaned over
and gave her a quick peck on the cheek before happily taking her hand.

The two of them walked out into the
bedroom again to see Tonya assisting Lindsey with slipping into the
pink mini-dress Kimmy had offered to Britney. She had her hands in
the air and was rocking back and forth to a song she was humming out as Tonya zipped her
up. As the two of them entered the room, she froze and stared down
Britney.

“Holy fuck.”

Kimmy grinned proudly. Those two were
fun!

“Jesus, Brit, you didn't tell me you could
look this fucking hot!” She bounced over to Kimmy and her, holding up the dress she was
still only half-contained in. Tonya threw her hands up and didn't
bother trying to stop her.

Britney's face continues to flow stop sign
red beneath her makeup. “It's a surprise to me, too. Kimmy did
all the
work.”

“Well, at the risk of sounding cliché, I
wouldn't stop you from stepping on me right now.”

“Linz, please ...”

“And where did these things come from?”, she
asked as she poked Britney in her boobs. “I've never seen a
ballerina as stacked as you, but you're rocking it!”

“Come on!”

“Or what? Big bad Britney will spank me?
Come on, you're loving this attention. And you don't have it in you to harm a fly
anyway.”

Tonya could tell that Kimmy was a little
confused by what was happening now. Was Lindsey making fun of her
friend? Or was that okay? Or was she missing something?

Kimmy edged over to her, still proud of
her work but unsure
about the result.

Tonya wrapped an arm around the bimbo and
kissed her on the cheek.

“You did good, babe. As per usual. What's
with the look?”

Kimmy looked on, smiling as Lindsey
continued to prod at Britney, who struggled with formulating a
response.

She returned the kiss, then ran her hand over
Tonya’s massive back. She whispered:

“I dunno ... Are they like having fun?”

“I think so. Britney's shy, but I think
Lindsey's right about her secretly liking this. She warmed up and
all once you were working with her and she could feed off her confidence.
They're kind of an odd couple, aren't they? But they're
adorable.”

By now, Lindsey had wrapped her arms
around Britney and planted her face between the fake funbags on her
chest and giving them a forceful motorboating. Britney was laughing out loud and feebly
attempting to push Lindsey away.

“So ... like ... What do we do now? Do we
like do it like with them or do we like start and then they like
come in or do we like wait?”

“Yeah, that's a good
question. Suppose it
makes sense just to ask them directly what they want to
do.”

Tonya turned and faced them directly, calling
across the room. “Hey, girls! We done getting in the mood? How do
you want to do this?”

Lindsey pulled her face away from Britney
for a moment. “Hang on a
sec. Brit's had all the fun tonight, so I'm gonna take point here.
I haven't even gotten to see either of you two half-naked yet, so
why don't you get each other warmed up? And it'll put on a nice
show for us in the meantime.”

She yanked Britney over to the bed and they both sat back
on it. Lindsey swung her feet excitedly off the edge.

“Well, someone suddenly has a lot of guts to
her. What do you say, babe? Want to start with each other?”

That was fine by me. Kimmy grinned and
kissed Tonya deeply and
passionately, her full lips leaving a trail of saliva before
returning to Tonya, working her strong fingers into her love’s
bull-neck.

“Mmm, good. I've been waiting for this all
night.” Tonya wrapped her massive arms around Kimmy and
pulled her tight against
herself, delivering a quick but gentle spank to Kimmy’s rock-hard
glutes as she did. She kissed Kimmy back just as passionately, her
tongue probing against the girl’s as her hands raced across her
curves.

Kimmy returned the favor and got
very close, taking in Tonya’s
warmth and enjoying her strength. She also tensed her muscles to
show off a bit, after all, they needed to make those girls horny,
right?

Also, she might rub her big boobs against
Tonya’s giant tits to get her even hornier.

Tonya could feel herself swelling as Kimmy ground against
her. Honestly, anything Kimmy did to get their guests juices
flowing was going to work wonders for Tonya too. She joined in with
Kimmy’s making their chests rub against each other and let her
whoppers come to rest on top of the bimbo’s for a moment before
dragging them down as they slid against her. As they were released
from the pressure, Kimmy’s boobs bounce up
provocatively.

She giggled stupidly, but answer by
working Tonya’s clit between her legs and rubbing it a bit with her ripped thighs. She
wondered how the girls would react when they saw Tonya’s monster
...

Tonya’s clit twitched and snaked its way
further down Kimmy’s leg as she teased it. The big woman shuddered
and Kimmy could feel her moan reverberating through her chest.

“All right. Clearly you're ready, and I want
them to see what they came here for.” Tonya began to peel off her
pants, and as soon as they were down her thighs, the bulge in her
underwear was immediately obvious.

“No way. Is that –“, Tonya could faintly hear Britney
whisper.

Lindsey's jaw was slack, simply slapping
Britney's arm as if to alert her to the massive appendage.

Smirking, Tonya decided she was not too
attached to these panties and chose to simply tear them off,
beginning with the front. Her clean-shaven womanhood and
forearm-sized clit were on full display.

Britney looked ready to faint.

“Fucking jackpot!”,
Lindsey shouted, barely
able to stay seated.

Kimmy grinned at the reaction and ran her
hand over Tonya’s clit, making it tense and rise.

“Isn't it like cool? I like loooove it!”

Tonya’s monster clit was rock hard now,
pointing straight forward at their two new playmates.

“God, I knew it”, Lindsey said, her voice
quivering. “You two are bigger studs than any man I've ever had!
Ugh, I just want you to crush me between those beefy bods of
yours!” Her hand was now under the skirt of the dress and inside
her panties, openly
touching herself as her eyes feasted on them.

Kimmy grinned at Tonya and asked:

“Like really? I mean like, we like could do
that ...”

Tonya grinned back mischeviously. “Yeah? How
do you want to about this? Me on top, or on the bottom, or
what?”

“That kinda like depends ... Wanna like feel like the full
like muscle thingie?”

To make it clear, Kimmy did a massive most
muscular pose and pumped herself up.

Once her muscles were all tight and hard, she
shot a seductive look at Britney:

“And you? Wanna like watch?”

“Uhh ... I'm gonna keep a little distance”,
Britney said. She was clearly overwhelmed but super turned on at
the same time. “Maybe a little bit of touching you and such
...”

“Fuck it, I'll touch em right now!” Lindsey
sprang off the bed and wrapped her arms around Tonya, fondling her shoulders and
lats lovingly. “Holy fuck, I didn't know they made them this
hard!”

Tonya grabbed the girl and lifted her up,
then tossed her to Kimmy. As she caught her, Tonya stepped over to
Kimmy and got her between them. It felt very warm and intense. She pushed her
between their boobs and extended her arms to touch Tonya’s
overblown lats. That girl was getting squeezed!

In turn, Tonya wrapped her arms around
Kimmy. Lindsey was now getting bear hugged from both
sides, thoroughly
trapped in a sea of rock hard muscles and pillowy but firm
tits.

“Careful what you wish for, ya little
nympho!” Tonya squeezed tightly, taking care not to actually hurt
her. Okay, maybe hurt her just a tiny bit, since she seemed to be
into it. Kimmy could
hear her let out an excited squeal that was muffled by Kimmy’s
chest, and she could swear shewas trying to hump one of them
despite being stuck in place.

That definitely made Kimmy’s clit hard too
and guess what, it was still quite big, even though it was nowhere Tonya’s size. The
bimbo turned her around and she thought it was time to get those
clits into her, no?

Tonya “helped” Lindsey bend forward so she
was eye-level with her crotch, thereby causing her ass to stick out
perfectly for Kimmy.
There was a clear wet spot on her panties. She wiggled her round,
plump ass invitingly.

“You go ahead and take that end, and I'll
keep her busy over here, huh?”

Kimmy got it and gently pushed her clit
into Lindsey’s ass, all the while flexing her
rippling muscles against
her and tightening herself even more against Tonya.

As she got her clit into the girl, she sighed
... This was nice!

Thanks to the size of Tonya’s rod, Lindsey
didn't have to bend too far forward to take her tip in her mouth.
And that was about all
she could manage, the poor thing. Regardless, the musclewoman held
her in place as she sucked obediently on Tonya and her pussy
clenched hungrily against Kimmy.

Meanwhile, Kimmy suddenly felt the light
touch of fingertips against her. Britney was quietly, almost worshipfully feeling those
flexing abs and glutes as the bimbo slid herself in and out of her
friend, her eyes wide.

Kimmy grinned and tensed her back to give her
a bit of a show. Then she said:

“How about we like get your clity into
like Lindsey's like
pussy and we like do it like at the same time as like me in her
like butt?”

She looked shocked, and glanced back and
forth between Kimmy and something in the corner. “Umm ... I don't
know if I can pull that off ... But I've got another
idea!” She quickly
bolted off to that corner, while Kimmy got distracted by Lindsey
bucking her hips back against her like she needed Kimmy’s clit to
live. After maybe a couple of minutes of railing her, Britney
returned, sporting the strap-on Kimmy had pulled out
earlier.

“Maybe this will get the job done?”

Kimmy thought about maybe telling Britney
that she meant Tonya, but as she saw Britney try, she was all for
it!

“We should like flip her around, no? Or like
maybe get her on the bed?”

“Yep”, Tonya said, hefting her front end
up. “It's gonna be hard to balance otherwise.” They managed to maneuver onto the bed,
allowing Lindsey to lay on Tonya’s lap with her butt in the air
meeting Kimmy’s hips. Britney climbed over her, leaning against the
bimbo for support as she awkwardly attempted to mount Lindsey's
ass.

“Mm... Like this?”

Kimmy looked at it, a little confused.

“Err ... Like where do I go now?”

Then Kimmy tried to find her position and
sank her clit into her and they started fucking her in the most
complicated way possible.

Thanks to her high heels, she
managed to get into a
position where she was crouching over Lindsey, and she slowly
attempted to push her strap-on in deeper into her.

Lindsey had been reduced to a puddle on the
bed, blissfully getting railed from every direction.

“Oh no. I think we've broken her”, Tonya said as she helped her
support herself.






As they collectively fucked Lindsey
senseless, Kimmy started to relax incredibly.

She was not weird, she was not crazy.
Well, she was, but not in a bad way, and she wasn’t the only one!
Wasn't that great? She
continued gyrating her hips, thrusting her clit into whatever hole
of Lindsey she was currently fucking, and she was just having a lot
of fun.

As soon as she got back close to Tonya, she
gave her a long, sloppy kiss.

“I like love you like sooo
much, Tonya! Like really like a
lot, you know?”

It was hard to compete with the level of
ecstacy Lindsey was experiencing, but Tonya was pretty close.
Surrounded by sex in every direction, watching Kimmy and her
steel-hard, sweat-slick body grinding against these two skinny little things ...
Hell, even Blondie looked like she was getting into it in spite of
her hesitation.

Tonya grabbed Kimmy by the back of her
head as she came in for the kiss and held her with her mouth
pressed against hers, kissing her back with frenzied energy.

“I love you too, babe”, Tonya said when they
finally broke apart. “I love you so fucking much.”

It took a while for them to wind down
after all this. The girls just lay on the bed, completely
exhausted. At some point, Kimmy had Britney fuck her with her strap-on too and she
guessed she might just have fucked her too. There might even have
been a moment where they managed to somehow get in a position in
which they both could get each other's appendages into their
pussies. She was a bit hazy on that now.

But yeah.

What an evening.

Maybe one of them should get Britney out of
that suit before she drowned in her own sweat. Only, Kimmy was
kinda exhausted too right now ...

Tonya managed to drag herself up to survey
the wreckage. She couldn't remember the last time she exhausted herself this
much outside of a gym. Lindsey was lying in a puddle of sweat and
cum, Kimmy looked like her brain was on a different planet... Poor
Blondie looked like she was a few minutes from heat
exhaustion.

“Okay, little girl”, Tonya said as she scooped her up in her
arms. “Now that we're all done, let's get you out of that suit,
huh?”

She looked a liiiittle crazy like that, but
she nodded and waited for Tonya to help her.

The big woman found the zipper on
the suit and very
carefully pulled her out. As expected, she was basically soaking in
her own sweat, but she didn't look like she was in danger of
passing out or anything.

“Maybe a shower's in order as well, too, huh?
Want me to help you over there?”

Again, she nodded weakly:

“Please ...”

Tonya offered her a hand, threw a towel over
her shoulders, and walked with her to the bathroom. Fortunately,
they could get there straight from their bedroom. No worry of
awkwardly running into someone else or anything like that.

“You gonna be okay, or would you rather have a hand?”, Tonya asked
as she opened the shower door for her, in the most gentle voice she
could muster. As fun as it was to mess with a normie like her,
Tonya didn't want to freak her out again now that the show was
over.

She leaned against the huge woman and whispered:

“Could you ... carry me?”

“Aww, of course I can, you poor little
thing.” She lifted her up in her arms. Her weight only took a
modicum of effort to handle. She let her rest against her shoulder,
as if she were carrying a tired toddler, and walked with her.

Britney rested against Tonya’s giant shoulder
and although she was very sweaty and kinda slick, it did feel nice.
They entered the bathroom. Clearly, Kimmy’s dad had a fascination
with big walk-in showers.

Tonya couldn't blame the old man. This shower might be the most
soothing thing she’d ever experienced. That and not having to
squeeze into it made s it worth ... however much he spent on
it.

Still holding Britney on her arm, Tonya
turned the water on and set it to a nice cool temperature. Let the girl cool down and
shake off any latent horniness that might be left in them before
they used the hot shower to relax. She stood with her back facing
the stream of water and let it run over the both of
them.

She looked up at Tonya and sighed:

“Wow ... I've never felt anything like that.
I don't mean the shower ... The other thing. You know, the suit,
the fucking ... Wow. Is it always like this with you?”

“Hmm. Maybe not always. Sometimes Kimmy and
I do stuff that any other couple do. But ... almost all the time, yeah. Why? Don't tell
me we've turned you to the dark side?”, Tonya asked with a
grin.

“I dunno ... Maybe? I think I'll need another
... round? Maybe not today, but ...”

She got a good look of Tonya’s clit as it
dangled down in front of
her thighs.

“Holy crap.”

Tonya was ready to assure her they’d be
here when she's ready, but she couldn't help but smile again as she
reacted to that extra appendage. “Oh. Yeah. Usually I show this
thing off a bit more, but ... your friend kinda couldn't wait.” Tonya shook her hips a bit,
causing it to sway back and forth. “She makes quite an impression,
doesn't she?”

Britney just stared at it. Then she nodded
slowly:

“Yeah ... Just how big is that thing ...”

“Well, I haven't measured it
yet since my latest
therapy session, so I can't be sure. But I was about 8 or 9 inches
before that. So now, I'd say maybe 11 or 12?”

Her mouth hung open. She barely managed an
answer:

“Therapy session?”

“Heh. Long story. But she started growing
at first just because of
the roids, hormones, and other stuff I was taking. But I liked it
so much! And then I found out there are treatments you can get
specifically to make your clit bigger! Ain't that crazy? So I go
every so often and get her a little more jacked up. I've been doing
this for a few months now and she's practically doubled in
size.”

“Fuck.”

She managed to tear her eyes from it and
asked:

“How does that feel?”

“The sessions, or just having it? Actually,
scratch that. The answer to both is fucking amazing. I mean, you already know how
sensitive your clit is. Imagine that, but with a shitload more
surface to play with.” She bit her lip briefly, before quickly
dunking her head under the cold shower water. “Sorry. Gotta keep
myself in check a bit.”

She nodded, obviously thinking about something. Then she
asked:

“Can I touch it?”

“Of course you can! Don't freak out if it
jumps or twitches or something, that just happens.”

Hesitating, Britney approached it. Then, she
overcame her reluctance and put her finger on it.

“Wow ... It's so big.”

“Heh. Thanks. Don't know if I would have
noticed if you hadn't said something.”

Tonya felt a rush along the length of her
clit as she touched it.
Not enough to make it react physically, but enough that Tonya
noticed it.

She didn't think Britney realized she was at
risk of getting her going with her choice of words, but for her
sake Tonya was going to try to restrain herself.

The girl looked at her reaction and whispered:

“This is so incredible ... You know, I kinda
wish I could feel that?”

“Hehe. I could tell you're kinda fascinated
with it. Tell you what ... What if I could help you out with that?
Would you like to have something like this for yourself?”

“Seriously? I mean ... How would that even
work?”

She ran her finger along Tonya’s clit.

The big woman shuddered quietly and took a
couple of deep breaths. “I'm ... not sure yet. We're don't have to
have all the practical stuff figured out yet. I'm just asking if it's something that
appeals to you. If you like the sound of that, I can make it
happen.”

“Wow ... I ... okay ... I'll ... I mean,
I'll have to think about it, but ... Fuck. I can't believe it.
Imagine what such a ... thing would look like on me ...”

She put her fingers around Tonya’s rod.

That was enough to cause her to throb in
Britney’s grip and let out a quiet grunt. “I think it'd look pretty
great on you. And trust me, it's sooooo much fun.”

She gasped as it moved on its own
and whispered:

“I wonder what kind of clothes I would wear
...”

Britney licked her lips and asked:

“Sooo ... Did you have sex with guys with
that thing yet? What did they say?”

At the same time, she gave that clit a little
squeeze.

“I wear whatever I want. Sure, sometimes I have a bulge, or I'll
get horny and it'll lift my skirt up. But what do I care? People
can stare if they want. Just lets me know they're in awe of
me.”

Tonya’s clit swelled at her touch and she
could feel her heart rate increasing. “I'm not too into guys, but I let one guy
basically give me a blowjob because he was cool about it. Even he
was impressed by it, and he was hung enough he could suck himself
off. But honestly, the blowjobs are the fucking best. You know how
crazy dudes go for them? Imagine getting a BJ with a dick that's,
like, ten times as sensitive.”

“Okay ... I can't ... what kind of people do
you guys know? I mean, can you suck yourself?”

“I've never tried. I'm still not as big as
that dude, and I've got some ... other obstacles in the way.” Tonya bounced her breasts
in her hand to emphasize the point. “Might be fun to try after I
add a few more inches, though. And as far as who we know ... A lot
of people. We're well connected, let's just say that.”

She nodded slowly.

“I guess ... Damn. I can't believe you actually took us with
you.”

“What's the big surprise? You're cute and you
were into us. Why would I turn down an opportunity like that?”

She blushed:

“I've never thought about ... You think I'm
cute?”

“Hell yeah! I'm amazed someone hasn't snatched you up yet!
You've got a pretty face, a nice bod, you obviously take care of
yourself. Give yourself a little credit, hun!”

She almost collapsed under the
compliment.

“Okay ... you're kinda overdoing it now ...
But ... how about we go back to the others now?”

Tonya could tell that she was getting super
awkward.

“Sure thing.” The big woman shut the water
off and gave her a gentle hug. “But I meant all that, really.
Obviously Kimmy and I
kinda ... go to extremes to look how we want to look. But you're a
catch. You've just got to learn to see yourself that way
too.”

The girl shook her head, but it no longer
looked that convinced. Then she got out and dried herself off.

Then she offered Tonya her hand and returned to the
bedroom.

Tonya wrapped herself up and followed after
her, happy to see Kimmy and Lindsey just where she left them.

Kimmy was currently pinning Lindsey under
her, fucking her with her clit and squeezing her
body with her
muscles.

“Ah. I see you two found your strength awful
fast.”

Lindsey had her legs wrapped around Kimmy’s
waist and her arms around her back. She struggled to speak between
gasps and moans.

“Ahh ... are you two f-free next weekend?
And- guh- the weekend
after? Ahhhh! And, just, like, fucking forever?”

Kimmy grinned and continued pounding her.

“Like, sure, no? What do you like think,
Tonya?”

“Ha. Yeah, they're cool. I think we can make
room in our schedules.”






A few days later Kimmy called
Britney and
asked:

“Hey, like, it's me? Wanna like hit the
gym?”

“Oh! Uh ... Yeah! Like we talked about,
right? Um ... You want to just meet down at the campus gym, or
...”

“Uh ... you know ... I kinda like don't
think the campus thing will be like a challenge, no? Or like do you think it would be
like okay?”

Kimmy could almost hear her gulp over the
phone.

“Well, I was ... just gonna do some squats
and maybe some other leg exercises, but if you think you've got
room for me down there, that might be best.”

“Whatever you like want? I can like come over right away, I'm
like not busy or something. Just like let me like know?”

“Sure, yeah, okay, um, I'll be over at your
place in a bit! I'll see you soon!”

As Britney arrived, Kimmy welcomed her in
her workout clothes. It
was a very stretchy top that went over her boobs but could be
zipped up to her neck, while also baring her midriff completely.
Also, it was creamy white. Her butt was barely covered by a pair of
super-tight booty shorts in the same color. There were big golden
letters there that said “SQUATS for BUTTS” for some
reason.

“Hi! It's so nice you're here!”

Britney was dressed a little more
modestly. She got on a pair of light gray tights or yoga pants
that, admittedly, did a good job of highlighting her
legs. However, she also
got on a pair of blue short shorts over them so as to not show off
too much, along with a matching color tank top. Her hair was done
up in a simple ponytail.

She seemed taken aback when she saw Kimmy,
but not exactly surprised. “Uh ... hey! Good to see you again too!”, she said,
happily.

Kimmy took her by the hand and pulled her
inside, then said:

“Come like with me! I like gotta show you
like ... the gym!”

Kimmy led the way to the large, bright room.
Three walls were covered in mirrors, one was a massive window
front. The machines and free weights looked impressive.

Kimmy smiled at her:

“Sooo ... What do you like wanna do
first?”

Then she stopped herself
and asked:

“Like ... I kinda like got you like an outfit
that you can like have if you want ...”

Kimmy hesitated, then said:

“It's only if you like, of course ...”

Britney stared around in awe at the wide
collection of equipment. She might be a little out
of her element here, despite
actually having some fitness experience.

As Kimmy proposed the new outfit for her,
she hesitated and looked up and down at what the bimbo was wearing.
“I, uh... guess it couldn't hurt anything. You probably know best.
You want me to follow
you to go change?”

“Like ... if you want?”

Kimmy handed her a paper bag. It was black
and there was a logo on it that looked like a cross between an
orchid and some strange piece of exercise equipment.

“I kinda like guessed your size, but
it like should stretch
anyway, so ... like just try it. If it's like not good, it's kinda
no problem, and stuff, you know?”

“Wait, you got this specifically for me! Oh
my God, that's really sweet! I'm definitely wearing it now! Give me
just one second, I'll get changed right now!”

She dashed out and found a private room with
a little help from Kimmy. A couple of minutes later, she poked her
head back into the room and shyly walked back in.

“So? How do I look?”

The outfit was ... daring. It definitely
had some dominatrix
vibes that went with her look from that night. It was not totally
raunchy, but it was definitely a statement.

It was made of a shiny fabric that was
very breathing (very different from that catsuit from last time)
and covered most of her body. Still, it was patterned to suggest it was not. The suit
also had the supportive stiffness that was useful for lifting. It
included a hood which could be pulled up if wanted. Plus, Kimmy
also picked a pair of training shoes that looked like a dominatrix'
converse. Finally, there was a set of gloves for lifting to protect
her hands.

“Wow. It like looks so cool ... You like it?
Or is it like ... too much?”

“No, no ... It's nice, it's comfy, it's ...
not revealing.” She quietly cleared her throat, then smiled.
“You know, I never was a fan of
black, but I'm starting to like how it looks on me when you pick it
out.”

Kimmy clapped her hands:

“Like really? I was like ... you know ...
kinda nervous cos it's like, you know, a crazy look, but you looked
like so happy with that
so I like thought, hey, maybe you like like that too like that, you
know?”

“Hehe. I admit, it's not something I would
have picked for myself. But, uh ... it's not like I've got my tatas
hanging out for the world to see, or anything. And it
really feels like it was
made to work out in! The shoes are comfy, it feels durable, like I
don't have to worry about a wardrobe malfunction or anything ... In
fact, just to be safe, let me do a quick warm up just to test it
out.”

She found a spot on the floor
and began a quick stretching
routine, and Kimmy could see that she had some impressive
flexibility on top of what she’d already seen. Britney did what
looked like splits, bent herself this way and that, and even placed
one foot on the wall higher than her head at one point.

“Ahhhh. Yep, this outfit is good stuff!”

Kimmy stared at her and blushed:

“Wow ... You're like sooo stretchy! I mean, I
like practiced, but this is like sooo much ... You like gotta teach
me, you know?”

Then Kimmy remembered why they
were here and she
said:

“But we like should totally work out too,
right?”

“Huh?” Britney looked at her a little
surprised, as if she'd never considered these moves could be
considered sexy before. “Um, yeah, of course! I'd be happy to! But
yeah, now's your time to
be teaching me! I'm only really used to working my legs, except for
like, lifting some really light weights with my arms and stuff.
Should we start with squats and stuff, then?”

Kimmy slapped her butt:

“Like totally!”

Then she led her to the squat rack and got a
bar.

“Sooo ... let's just like try with an empty
bar. It's like, you know, to see how you like do the thing, you
know? If it's like good, I like can put on like more, okay?”

The bimbo showed her the movement
three times, going very
slowly and explaining what she was doing in her usual simple and
bimbo-ish words, then she let her try.

Britney watched attentively, though she had a
slight smile on her face as Kimmy explained everything.

“Don't worry. I think I've
got this one under
control.” She stepped under the bar and slowly moved through her
first few squats with practiced ease. Her form was solid, and she
didn't seem to struggle at all.

After racking the weight, she smiled shyly
and rubbed one of her thighs. “I might not compare to you, but I didn't get these
by accident. But, uh ... anything I can do better? Form wise, I
mean.”

Kimmy checked Britney out attentively,
adjusted her position with a few gentle pushes and pulls, then
said:

“I think it kinda, you
know, looks
good?”

Then she asked:

“So, wanna put on like some weight?”

“Sure thing! Would you mind giving me a
hand?”

She grabbed a few weights from nearby and
began loading it up. She seemed confident about this. She had more
on there than Kimmy worked with when Tonya started with her. Once everything was in
place, she took a deep breath and started a new set. With Kimmy
behind her spotting, she again moved slowly through her reps. This
time with obvious exertion. There was no grunting or shouting like
Kimmy’d grown accustomed to, but she audibly exhaled on each lift,
and she could see a little red in her face from the
effort.

Kimmy assisted her as good as she could and
made sure she didn't get hurt.

When she was done with the set, Kimmy let
her rest for a bit then
guided her through the next. While she was working out, Kimmy was
totally focused on her. She just wanted her to be safe and
happy.

Britney seemed appreciative of the help. All
smiles, and constantly saying thanks or asking for more
pointers.

Once done she stepped back to allow Kimmy to get her sets in.
When she was through, Kimmy loaded the bar up for herself and did
the same. She probably didn't even realize how much weight she was
loading on her back for this.

As she realized how much weight the
bimbo was adding, she went a
little paler than normal. “Are you sure you ... Uh, that is ... I
don't know if I can help spot a weight like that.”

Kimmy blinked, then smiled:

“Like, why? That's like, you know, for
getting warm? Tonya's like way stronger, you know?”

Kimmy got to work, grunting brutishly, but
not looking especially challenged. This was routine.

Britney’s eyes were glued to her butt and
legs as she worked. She kept a large step away. Her posture looked
like she was watching a lioness eating a meal. It was intimidating, but ... at the same
time she was completely enraptured. Especially since Kimmy only
seemed to be working as hard as she was.

Once Kimmy was done with her sets, she
stretched a bit and grinned:

“That like felt nice ... Let's do
the next thingie,
okay?”






By the end of it, Kimmy had convinced
Britney to do a little bit of work on body parts other than her
legs, so she rounded things out with a little light chest work.
However, that only seemed to wear her out more than the leg
exercises, despite the
tiny amount of weight she moved. After Kimmy finished, she couldn't
stop stretching her arms out trying to get the soreness out of her
chest.

“Whoo ... That was a really good workout! I
wish I had met you sooner. You're ... a really
great gym
partner.”

Kimmy smiled happily and hugged her,
squeezing her a bit in her strong arms and pushing her boobs up to
the girl’s chin.

“Like, thank you! This is like a really big
comperment!” Kimmy grinned and asked: “Like, if you wanna make like
your muscles stronger, you like need a massage, you know? Do you
like want one? I could like totally do that!”

She attempted to say something
mid-booby bump, but
quickly grew too flustered to fight back and simply blushed her way
through the moment.

“Um ... Is it really good for that? I mean,
I am sore, and I do love a good massage ... And really, there's no
reason for me to be nervous around you since we've already ... well, you know. Okay,
let's do it!”

Kimmy got Britney on the bed they got for
that and helped her out of the suit. Then she wiped her down, got
some oil and started to work. She didn't go full bodybuilding
massage, that would be too brutal, but she did the training thing. This was not meant
to be sensuous, but should help her regeneration.

When she would be done, the girl was probably
going to feel kinda soft and weak.

She sighed contentedly as Kimmy ran her
down with the oil, and she could feel her relax under her touch. Then she was
surprised as Kimmy set to work. Not too much for her to handle,
outside of a quiet grunt here and there, or her gripping the
bedsheets, but she had clearly expected the more soothing kind of
massage.

At the end of it, she was definitely worn out. But as she sat
up, she did those same chest stretches again, and looked a little
shocked and happy as she did them. “Wow. I think I already feel a
little better! Holy crap, you really do know your
stuff!”

Kimmy flexed her arms and grinned:

“Those didn't come from like nowhere, you
know? Also, like, Tonya taught me like sooo much ... She's like a
cool teacher and everything. And I like also love her, so that's
like, you know, nice?”

“Yeah ... It must be really
nice to have someone
like that to help you out, teach you, help support you ... I mean,
the bodies you've built are amazing, but ... you two seem so great
together.”

“I know ... It's like ... It was like
totally unexpected, you know? I just like kinda met
her and that was it. And
she's like way better than the guys I had. She's like, you know,
totally respecting me and that's like good, no? Also, she's got
like her clitty thingy and that's like sooo huge ... It's like wow,
you know?”

Britney blushed furiously
as Kimmy mentioned that. “Yeah,
I ... I kinda got up close and personal with it the other night.
God, it's just crazy ... You know, yours is pretty big too. Are you
doing the same stuff she is?”

“Uh ... like ... not like everything? I
mean, I got like the roids and I kinda used to like pump it, but I never got
like the stuff from the doc. That's like what makes it like sooo
big. Mine's like only like four inches or something. That's like,
you know, nothing? I mean, like next to like hers, no?”

“I mean ... It's still freaking huge compared to a ... normal
woman if you don't mind me calling it like that. Um ... What is it
like for you? Tonya told me ... um, a lot about what having a huge
one like hers is like, but ... is it the same for you?”

“I kinda dunno ... I mean, it's like really sensitive and stuff
and when I'm like wearing, you know, underwear, it gets all rubby
and stuff, so I kinda don't? Also, it like gets really hard if I'm
like, you know, horny, and I like play around with it when I'm
like, bored and horny and I'm like bored and horny a lot. Yeah. But
it's like totally great! I mean, you like gotta be like careful,
cos if you like do it like, you know, ten times in a row or
something, it like gets sore? And that's like not great, but I like
put a cream on it and that like helps, no?”

Kimmy smiled dreamily:

“Like, what do you like think?”

Britney was practically shaking in her seat
at the moment. Her eyes had gone wide again and she was struggling
to look Kimmy in the eye.

“T ... ten? God, that's
more than I've had in a
week ... Wow, you two really are, like, superhuman ...”

Kimmy was a little surprised.

“No, that's like just me when I'm like alone
cos Tonya like is at the class or like working?”

The other woman gulped hard and stared
down at the bedsheets,
redder than Kimmy’d ever seen her.

“Oh my God, this is ever crazier than I
thought.”

“I like guess. It's like, you know, a thing?”
Kimmy helped her up: “Wanna like get a shower? I'm still kinda
sticky.”

“Yes. Yes, I think I do. I should get
clean.” She gingerly
took the bimbo’s hand and walked to the bathroom with
her.

After the shower, Kimmy handed her one of
those enormous fluffy towels and asked:

“Like ... since you've been asking about
like our clitties ... Do you like want one too? I mean,
like a big
one?”

She looked like she still hasn't gotten over
it. Kimmy noticed her sneaking many, many glances during the
shower.

“Funny you say that ... Last time I was here,
I told Tonya that I kinda want one of my own, and she offered to
help.”

“Oooh ... So you like would want a big one?
Like ... how big? Like big big?”


“I ... I don't really know. Tonya's is ...
you know, crazy big. But maybe I could see what it's like to get a
little bigger? Maybe an inch or two ... I mean, I don't want to go
too far, make it ... you
know, it could ... gah, I don't know what I want! I just know that
it feels really good and I want that for myself!”

“Like, an inch or two more than Tonya? Wow.
That would like be ... wow. I'd love to like see that!”

“Whoa, I- I didn't- that's ... Oh my God.” Her knees buckled a bit
as the mental image fully hit her.

“Oh, I can't lie to you. That would be so
hot. The way Tonya described it, and hearing you talk about how
much you do it ... God, I'd never leave my bed. But ... God,
it's crazy to think
about, right? I mean, you're a walking, talking amazon, Tonya looks
like she weighs as much as a Hummer, and I'm ... just Britney, you
know?”

Kimmy grinned mischievously:

“Yeah ... but like Britney who is like all
slim and fit and like not huge but still has a clit that's like that big ... Hm ...
That would like be like ... crazy.”

She gave Kimmy that look from earlier, except
now she felt more like a gazelle being eyed up by a lioness.

“Okay ... I'm in. Let's take this one step
at a time, though. I'll
do my best to get in better shape, and we'll see if Tonya can even
help me get to your size first. Okay?”

“Sure. I was just like, you know, thinking
about it ...”

Kimmy brushed against her growing clit.

“And it's like kinda making me
horny, you
know?”

Kimmy took her with her to the bedroom.

“Sooo ... wanna like have some more fun or
are you like supposed to like do something?”

Britney practically jogged alongside her to
the bedroom, grinning widely.

“Nope. I've got all the time in the
world”, she said before
lunging forward and wrapping her arms around Kimmy. “Please, take
me away.”

Kimmy thought about something for a moment,
then said:

“How about we like try how it like, you know,
feels?”

She walked into the closet, rummaged
around and return with a
surprisingly big double-header strap-on thing. One side was rather
normal, but the other one was ... huge.

“I remembered. Bill got me that thing like
once. He like wanted me to wear it, but my butt was like too big
for the strappy thing. Wanna like try?”

Britney froze in place, seemingly taking in
the enormity of the thing. Kimmy could see the corners of her mouth
curl into a barely perceptible grin.

“Let's do it.”

Kimmy grabbed some lube and squirted a
good blob on the small cock. Then she expertly made it all slippery and said:

“You like do it or you need help?”

“Maybe a little help, please?” She lay back
on the bed, unsure of how to position herself. “Sorry, this is ...
kind of a new experience for me, still.”

Kimmy nodded and climbed on her,
giving her clit a nice little
lick, before working up her cunt until she was wet and happy. Then
she slipped the harness on Britney, got the fake cock into her and
tightened the whole thing.

She squealed quietly and her hips writhed
as Kimmy worked her up.
She maneuvered out of the way for Kimmy to strap her into it, then
stood up after the bimbo got everything in its place.

“Whoa …”, she said quietly as she marveled
at the massive appendage hanging off of her. She lifted it up a bit
with one hand, impressed
by its weight.

Kimmy looked up to her and gave her a coy
smile. Then she extended her tongue to touch her tip and circled it
before engulfing it. She gave Britney the full show. This was Kimmy
the cocksucker at her best.

She watched, fascinated, as Kimmy teased
the tip of the massive dildo. Even if she couldn't feel anything
yet, the movements of that tongue and lips were enticing, hypnotic,
positively overflowing with sensuality. She couldn't bring herself
to look away as Kimmy
toyed with the silicone cockhead.

Kimmy gave her the most aroused look
Britney had probably seen in her life, going beyond ahegao, then
turned around, presenting her hard, rounded ass. She did that thing
where her spine seemed to curve through completely and awaited her pounding.

Britney was actually trembling as her
hands grabbed Kimmy by the hips. Despite her obvious eagerness, she
first chose to go in slowly, gently bucking her hips to push the
huge strap-on into Kimmy’s tight cunny. After
clearing the first few
inches, however, the other end started pushing back a bit. Feeling
herself equally stimulated by the movement, she let out a quiet,
quivering moan and began to push in with more force, as if she was
afraid to push too hard.

“Gnnn ... Oooh ... That's ... ooh ... I ... like like that ...
You're like ... you know ... really big ...”

Britney shivered and started to really
push hard into her. She was a little clumsy, and didn't quite have
the strength of most of Kimmy’s partners, but as she
started to get more
turned on by this, she began to make up for it with spirit. Soon
her hands were on Kimmy’s butt for balance, and she was grunting
softly with every thrust, trying desperately to fit just a little
more inside the bimbo.

“Mmm, yes, yes, yes ... Oh God, you're just so hot, and ... unf,
this feels really good!”

“Ah! Oh yes ... Oh ... Oh yes ... Oh ... This
is wow ... I like ... fuck ... yes ... Please ... like ...more
...”

Britney let out a quiet, hitched groan as
shifted her stance to put a little more force into her thrusts.

“Yes! More! And don't stop with those
sounds, they're so hot!” With a little more effort, and putting
everything she had into it, Britney eventually managed to sink her
length into Kimmy up to the hilt. Her thin hips bounced
off that bubble butt as she
started riding against her like a machine. Meanwhile, the smaller
dildo rubbing furiously against her sex was driving her almost as
crazy as Kimmy. The bimbo was faintly aware of a small strand of
drool dripping against her as the other woman had trouble
containing herself.

“Brit ... your like ... so ... like ... aah
... this ... ah ah aah ... like ooh ... like ... hng ... Briiit
...”

She quickly went over the edge. Her cute,
high pitched squeals and moans were replaced with a
single loud groan as she
collapsed on top of the bimbo. It was almost like she was vibrating
as she spasmed and groaned, rubbing her slender body against
Kimmy’s.

Kimmy didn't hesitate and got herself over
the edge with a few quick strokes of her own clit,
then lay down to make it more
comfortable for her.

At last, she sighed:

“Wow. That was like ... something, you
know?”

After several minutes of catching her
breath and getting her head on straight, Britney rolled over off of
Kimmy’s back and looked over at her.

“Okay ... Yeah, that was pretty hot. I think
you've sold me.”

“Like, you're like really good at this
...”

“Really? I mean ... I just kinda did what
came naturally. Guess that's a good sign, huh?”

Kimmy pulled her closer and said:

“I dunno ... It's like ... you really are kinda, you know,
that?”

She absent-mindedly stroked Britney’s fake
cock.

She shuddered a bit as Kimmy’s tugging moved
her end around inside her. “Like what? You mean ... like, the kind
of person to, uh ... get on top? Be in charge?”

“I guess? I'm like, you know, not good at
this. But I like see when someone likes to have a big clit.”

Kimmy nodded knowingly.

She blushed quietly. “I get what you're
saying. And ... thank you. I know it's you trying to hype me up.
Tonya said something a little similar the other night and ... I think you two may
be right. I've got to believe in myself a bit more, strut my stuff
a little bit, you know?”

She took a deep breath. “Okay, when's
Tonya getting back? I want to talk to her about this ... clit
thing.”

Kimmy rolled over to look at her phone.

“Won't like be long, I guess. Wanna like wait
here?”

“Heh. Yeah. As great as the sex was, I think
I'm a bigger fan of cuddling.” She pulled Kimmy in and buried her
face in her shoulder.






Meanwhile, just as Tonya got out of the
classroom, probably waiting for the other students to get out since
she tended to cause jams, Lindsey was just passing by. She smiled
at her and immediately walked over to her.

“Hi Tonya! Just done with your
classes?”

She sounded desperately innocent.

As fun as it was to make waves, Tonya
didn't want to draw a huge amount of attention to herself during
her time here. Probably wouldn't make the old man too happy if his
heir apparent suddenly started making a name for herself as the school's sideshow
attraction.

As she recognized Lindsey's voice, her
expression went from bored to cheery, and she carefully turned to
face her. They make these desks so damn cramped.

“Hey, girl! Didn't expect to see you here!
Yeah, this was my last
one for the day, what's up?”

“Oh ... nothing much. I'm done myself and I
was just ... hanging out? Sooo ... If you got nothing lined up, we
could just, I don't know, maybe go for a walk?”

Tonya smiled and stood up from her seat.
“A walk? Sounds like a
plan to me! I know I could use a good stretch. Come on, you lead
the way.”

She took Tonya by the hand and led her
outside through one of the exits that went to the back of the
buildings. It was a place that was usually ignored by the students
since it was only really
accessible this way. Some of the professors used it for jogging or
whatever they liked to do, but it was a cross between a park and
just some bit of nature. There were some paths, but also some small
woods that were mostly left to themselves.

She walked with Tonya for a bit, then
said:

“I like coming here sometimes because I can
be alone and just think about my ... things. Also, it's a bit
quieter than the rest of this place. And you can get out through
the back and there's a gate to the old town. You like it?”

Tonya took everything in as they walked
through this back path. She was glad to have made friends with ...
she supposed Lindsey was an upperclassman, even if Tonya was older.
She never would have known about something like this, and
she was certainly not
perceptive enough to have picked up on it on her own.

“Yeah. It's nice out here”, she said,
looking around at the quiet little patch of nothing as they walked
through it. “Honestly, I figured it was nothing but school
buildings and then the
outskirts of the city here. This is a great little change of
pace.”

“I heard it was set up by the guys who
founded the college, mostly to have a place on their own and
getting the sponsors to pay for it. But it was a good idea.”

She walked on for a while, then asked:

“Sooo ... If I said I totally love getting
handled and squeezed and manhandled by you ... Would you think I'm
crazy?”

Tonya stayed quiet for a moment. There
were a lot of ways she could answer that. She tried to think of
what she knew of Lindsey
so far, and figured it was okay to be blunt with her. Diffuse the
tension a bit.

“No, not at all. There are people out there
who'd pay me a lot of money for that privilege. What's the matter,
you have some reservations about it?”

“I ... Hey, I mean, it's obvious it's crazy, don't you think? I
mean, the idea that getting hurt by someone who's so much stronger
and bigger than me could turn me on ... It makes me question
whether I'm actually sane? Because that evening, I was totally
drunk and ... honest?”

She hesitated:

“Damn. I just want to understand what I'm
doing, you know?”

“Oh, geez. Yeah, I was a little worried about
this.”

Tonya found a spot in the empty field
where the ground rose up into a small hill. The turf there looked
pretty comfortable, so
she sat herself down on it. “Grab a seat yourself, if you like. We
might be talking for a while.”

Tonya thought for a moment longer. Clearly
this wasn't going to be the same as dealing with her the other
night. Party Lindsey was a completely different animal from Daytime Lindsey.

“Okay, so ... Obviously I'm not going to be
the leading expert on 'normal,' but if you ask me, that shouldn't
be your focus anyway. There are plenty of people out there that
enjoy that sort of thing. And if you're doing it
right, it's not actually
dangerous at all. And if you like something, and it's not hurting
you, then why would you be concerned over it, right?”

Lindsey thought about that, then said:

“That sounds so ... rational? I mean, sure,
I can do that, you can do that ... This could be our thing. But what does that make us?
Is this a relationship? I mean, I definitely gotta trust you.
Seriously. I gotta trust you with that. I ... I don't ... wow. I
... Where would I go from there? I mean, how could that
work?”

“Okay, take a deep breath first.” Tonya gently took her hand in
hers and tried to look gentle and reassuring. “Look, obviously
Kimmy and I have a ... I guess you'd call it an open relationship.
We love each other to bits, but we also have other people that we
... do that sort of thing with. I never had a name for the other
relationships I had, since they were mostly just interested in sex,
but ... if you're serious about this, let's talk about it. If you
had your way, what would you have me be for you?”

LIndsey grinned awkwardly:

“I don't know how to put it ... Maybe my ...
personal squeezer? Someone who just forces me down and uses me like
a thing? Someone who just overpowers me completely. Is that ... a
thing?”

“Hmm. Well, if it's not, we can make it
a thing! Trust me, this
is very far from the weirdest relationship I've been in. And I'm
happy to provide, you know ... company, emotional support ... I
don't have to just be a squeezer if you don't want me
to.”

She nodded:

“Sorry for being all heavy about
this, but when I woke up the
next day ... I wasn't sure whether I didn't regret
this.”

She paused for a moment, then added:

“I don't.”

Tonya stood up and held both her hands.
“It's okay. A lot of stuff happened really fast. I'm kinda used to
this sort of situation
by now, but I understand it's not an average Saturday for you. But
I'm glad I was able to help it make sense. And it's really sweet
that you feel that way.”

She wrapped her arms around Lindsey and
hugged her, gently. No need to force the next steps right away. She wanted her to just
feel comfortable right now.

She hugged Tonya, then smirked:

“You know, when I said I liked the squeeze
... Don't hold back.”

“Hey, I just needed the go-ahead from you”,
Tonya said with a grin before wrapping her up like a boa. Tonya’s arms were still
circling around her, she gripped Lindsey around her torso with
about half her strength, testing how much she could handle before
really giving it to her.

“Gaaah ...” As Tonya released her a little,
she gasped: “Wow ... It's so good ... Do it again, please ...”

“Pinch me if I start going too hard, okay?”
Tonya lifted her up off the ground with this hug, squeezing her
tighter and forcing her against her chest, the musclewoman’s arms
pressing tightly against the girl’s ribcage.

She squealed happily, taking her sweet time
before finally pinching her.

“Oof ... Wow. I ... I almost ... came. I
didn't know ...”

She sighed.

“I don't know why, but ... God ... this feels
so ... I don't know ... I have no words.”

Lindsey dropped down to the ground, moving as if she were
liquid. Then she groaned:

“Fuck ... I was about to ... wow.”

She put her hand on Tonya’s calf and caressed
it.

“You're so big everywhere. And so fucking
strong ... I love it ...”

“Oh, sweetie”, Tonya said softly as
she started to talk
after being let go. “There's no need to explain. You -“

Tonya went quiet as she dropped down, ready
to help her up, but the big woman waited and listened to her. And
then she said the magic words.

She felt her lower half tingle and
some blood rush to her
face. “Oh? Why, thank you for noticing.” Tonya reached down and
picked her up off the ground gently, allowing her to rest in those
mighty arms. “Just so you know, I wasn't even trying terribly hard
there. I was worried I'd break something if I really want all out.
And I just couldn't do that to you.”

She smiled happily and whispered:

“Thank you ... I mean, thank you for not
thinking I'm weird and also for letting me ... you know ... be with
you. I ... Could you ... could we ... Fuck! I love this.”

She caressed Tonya’s giant tits, moved along
to the line of her massive pecs, marveling at that frontier and
then went up to her bullneck.

“Oh God ... I wish I could explore you ...”
She grinned. “But it's dangerous, right?”

“Dangerous? Sweetheart, I promise I've never
hurt someone in a way they didn't ask me to first.”

Tonya took a deep breath as Lindsey’s
hands explored her body, and the young woman stared in awe at the
rolling hills and valleys formed by the musclewoman’s
body. She looked so thin and
tiny in those arms. It would be a lot of fun to watch her try to
size her up ...

“Want to go back to my place? I've got
nothing to do for the rest of the day. We could explore a lot of
things back there.”

She nodded eagerly.

“Sure! But ... could you carry me for a
bit? That would be really nice.”

She blushed cutely.

“Aww, how could I say no to a face like
that?” Tonya ran a finger beneath her chin. “Do you want a
piggyback ride or a bridal carry? Pretty sure I can handle
anything.”

“Uh ... Right now ... I wanna be the
bride!”

“Can do!” With no further warning, Tonya
swept her up, her back and knees resting in the crooks of the
musclewoman’s mighty arms. She walked with her back through the
little park, moving at a slow, relaxed pace, and smiling down at her lovingly.






A while later, Kimmy and Britney were home,
wondering when the others would show up.

When the bimbo heard the lock, she grinned at
Britney and said:

“Sounds like Tonya's like back!”

Kimmy got up and checked
herself, then jumped
over to the entrance, all naked and glowing.

Tonya walked through the front door,
carefully maneuvering Lindsey with her one arm so as to handle the
door with the other, much to her giggling delight.

“Kimmy, hun? I'm home!” She turned as
she shut the door back
to see Kimmy, standing in all her glory and very excited to see
her.

“Oh wow. Glad to know you're so happy to
see me!” Tonya maneuvered Lindsey to rest on her hip, her arm
supporting the girl’s back, and quickly scooped Kimmy up into
a similar position,
planting a lewd, wet, passionate kiss on her thick lips.

Kimmy chuckled with glee and returned the
kiss, then said:

“Like ... Britney's like here too. And
she's like got that big thingie I like got from Bill and stuff. You
know, the two-headed
thing. Dildo. Yeah!”

Tonya’s eyes went wide, but Lindsey was the
first to speak up. “Shut up. Britney? *Britney* Britney? I mean, I
know we had last weekend, but ...”

“Hell, you don't know the half of it”,
Tonya added. “I've seen that thing, it's a monster. You got the shrinking violet to
strap that thing on?”

“No, not Violet. Britney. You know, like
the girl we like met at the party with like, you know, her?” Kimmy
pointed at Lindsey. “She's like got it on and she like did me like
sooo well! It was like
totally like, awesome and stuff!”

“Wow ...” Lindsey whispered quietly. She
sounded torn between awe at hearing this about her bestie, and
embarrassment over how frankly her hosts could talk about this sort
of thing.

“Holy shit. Color me impressed!”
Tonya gave Kimmy another
kiss, this time on the nape of her neck. “You know, you've got a
way of bringing out the best in people.”

“Like really? I mean like ... I kinda more
like put something like into her and stuff, no?”

Kimmy made a totally straight face.
This was not her making a
joke.

“Sooo ... What do we like do now?”

Tonya laughed quietly, and rested her
forehead against Kimmy’s. “You sure did, sweetheart. Lit a fire in
her as well, from the sound of it. Anyway, Lindsey and I just met
up and had a little
conversation. We were actually on the way back here to ... get to
know each other a little more intimately.” Tonya turned to her and
grinned, to which she responds by smiling, blushing, and burying
her face in her.

“So, unless there's something you
need from me, I think
we're gonna find a nice quiet place to hang out.”

“I dunno ... Like ... On the bed?”

“Well, sure, I just didn't want to kick you
two out! But if you want to watch, I'm not gonna say no!” Tonya
headed towards the bedroom the two of them still on her arms.

She ran into Britney, who was just about
panicking right now, trying to get that cock out of herself and failing because of the
straps being complicated.

“Oh! Hey, blondie! Didn't think you'd still
be wearing that thing, but it looks good on you!” Tonya said with a
wink. She stood there sputtering and struggling with the harness on
her waist, as Tonya set
Kimmy down on the floor and gently to Lindsey onto the
bed.

“Lindsey and I were just about to have some
fun of our own. You're welcome to stick around and watch the show
if you like.”

She turned a deep crimson and asked:

“What?”

Tonya paused for a moment, and looked back to Lindsey, who
was only slightly less red, but still all giggles.

She sighed and thought for a moment.
“Look. Lindsey ... wants to explore my body a bit. It might be best
if you step out, maybe spend a little more time
hanging out with Kimmy.
You want some help getting that thing off?”

She was on the verge of fainting, but
stumbled out, taking Kimmy’s hand. At the door, she said:

“Uh ... When you're done ... I'd have some
questions ...”

“Of course, sweetie. We won't be
ages. You just look
after Britney until then, okay? She looks like she could use a
glass of water, or something.”

Tonya took her with her.

Now Lindsey stared at Tonya and shook her
head:

„Did you see that thing ...“

“Yeah, no joke. I wasn't kidding when I
said it was a monster.
Either Kimmy suddenly got really persuasive, or Britney's got a
freaky side tucked somewhere deep down in her. That said
...”

Tonya slipped off her pants putting her
telephone pole legs and the bulge in her underwear on prominent
display for her. “I'd
like to think I'm no slouch myself.”

“Oh yesss ...”

She got on her knees and said:

“I'm gonna try and wrestle you, okay?”

“Oh! By all means, go ahead and try!” The
musclewoman stood with her feet apart, hands on her hips, steady
but not making any real
attempt to stop her.

She laughed awkwardly and threw herself at
Tonya, trying to ... it was hard to say what she was trying to do.
Maybe she was attempting to tackle the big woman? It was a bit of
fumbling and trying to get her arms around her. But she was earnest.

Tonya was surprised to feel how much force
she was managing to put into it. She was genuinely trying, and
really driving her shoulder into the bodybuilder’s waist. It was
adorable.

After letting her have a few good tries at
knocking her over, she
decided it was time to show her a move or two. As she went back for
another attempt, Tonya effortlessly scooped her up into a fireman's
carry, her upper body dangling over her back.

“Oh, did I not mention? I used to wrestle
myself.” She punctuated
the sentence with a quick, but gentle swat on her butt while it was
in prime position for it.

“Ah! Oh God ... This is ... Fuck! You're
incredible! I can't fucking believe it!”

Lindsey tried to get off Tonya’s back,
rubbing herself against her neck.

“Fuuuck ... Please, don't ...”

But totally do!

“Ah-ah! Who told you you could leave?”
Tonya allowed her to wriggle loose enough that she dropped down to
where their chests touched. She wrapped her arms around her and
squeezed, just like in the park earlier, but with much less mercy
this time. After a few
seconds of holding her in that spine-crunching grip, she simply
fell forward, pinning her on the floor beneath her.

Tonya’s hips rested the weight of her lower
body on her midsection, and her chest sat on Lindsey’s face,
threatening to smother her.

“There. You certainly aren't getting out of here any time
soon.”

She struggled to move under Tonya’s mass
and tried to move away her giant tits and her enormous muscles, or
at least wiggle out, but it didn't work, obviously. Still, she
tried not to sink completely into the mattress.

“Oof ...”

“Oh, how sad! I don't even need to do
anything to hold you down. My weight alone is huge enough to keep
you pinned!” Tonya felt her clit poke Lindsey in her tummy as she
started to get herself excited. She shifted her
weight on top of her,
mashing her tits against her face while also subtly grinding
against. After a moment of toying with her like this, she groaned
as she leaned back and lifted her upper body off her, repositioning
so it was just her hips sitting against her chest.

“Damn, you really are tiny next to me.”

“Oh God ... Is that your ... clit? Fuck ...
It's sooo hard ...”

Lindsey shifted her body a bit, or at least
tried to, in order to get that monster in the right place.

Tonya’s monster clit was sticking
through the waistband in
her panties, already plenty hard from their quick romp here. “You
know it! One second, let me get you a better look.”

Tonya shifted up a bit, so that she could
slide her underwear down her leg. However, as soon as it was free
enough to move, her clit
flopped out and landed on Lindsey's face with a wet, heavy
slap.

“Woopsie daisy! Sorry about that. She's got a
mind of her own, it seems.”

The girl just stared at it in complete
confusion.

“Wow ...”

She lifted her hands now and touched it,
rubbing it
gently.

“Fuck ...”

Tonya sucked air in through her teeth as
Lindsey laid her hand on it. She was feeling a little pent up
today, so she was even more sensitive than normal. On reflex, she
squeezed the sides of her chest with her thighs as her
touch was like a bolt of
lightning through her cunt.

“Sorry, sorry”, Tonya said as she recollected
herself. “Just ... she doesn't get any less sensitive as she gets
bigger.”

“Okay ...”

The small woman grinned now and gave it a
tighter touch.

“So ... This makes it ... harder?”

Tonya shuddered, and her clit responded by
swelling instantly, and with such force that it actually pushed
Lindsey’s fingers back a bit.

“Much harder”, she said, her voice low and
husky.

“Oh God ... And that's even bigger ... How
the fuck?”

She started stroking it and did her best to
make it even bigger.

“More testosterone than you'd find in a
breeding bull, that's how”, Tonya said before giving way to groans
as she tugged on her gigaclit, her hips pressing down into Lindsey
and grinding back and
forth. She grabbed into the frame of the bed above, her abs gripped
tightly for stability. “I'm more of a man *and* more of a woman
than anyone on earth, and don't you fucking forget it.”

Lindsey continued, enjoying the pressure
and doing everything she
could to make Tonya even harder and more massive.

“Please ...”

She almost started crying and just let Tonya
ride it out.

Tonya’s mind went foggy as she approached
the cusp of her orgasm. While she was still thinking straight, she
lifted herself up so as to not actually crush the poor girl's spine
when she came. Her fingers dug into the wooden bed frame, causing
some splinters to fly
loose, and she let out a low growling moan that sounded like she
was doing an impression of a bear. Her whole body flexed and she
could feel her juices leaking out of her lips, splattering all over
Lindsey beneath her.

Under her, Lindsey just went
"eep" and obviously cane in the
most non-spectacular way possible.

She seemed very, very satisfied down
there.

Tonya looked down at her as she caught her
breath, her heaving chest blocking her view of any part of her but
her smiling face.

“Everything you had hoped for?”

She nodded slowly.

“Yeah.”

“Good. Cuz I had a blast too.” Tonya slid
beside her and scooped her up again, in the more gentle, coddling
way that she had earlier.

“You want to get cleaned up? Or would you
rather just chill for a minute?”

“Uh ... Okay ... Yeah. Maybe ... Cleaning up in a
moment?”

Sure thing. We'll get you a shower, and
... I'm pretty sure Kimmy still has a change of clothes you can fit
in to.” She held Lindsey close to her and gently toyed with her
hair as they sat in silence for a moment.






Some time later, they gathered together in
the living room. It seemed Britney had calmed down, at least for
the most part, and they agreed to simply toss Lindsey's clothes in
the wash and let her borrow one of those fluffy robes for now.
They got a little tray
of snacks and drinks out to share.

“All right, sorry to keep you waiting hun.
What are these questions you needed to ask?”

Britney sat on the couch, a little nervous,
with her clothes on and free of that huge cock.

“Oookay ...” She took a sip of her drink and said: “Okay.
Okay. So, about that treatment. How does that work?”

“Oh? The one we talked about?” Tonya tried to
think of how to put this stuff subtly, so as to not fluster her too
much.

“Well, really, all it is some cream,
really. I don't know the
details behind it, but supposedly it kicks your body's hormones
into overdrive, and ... that causes changes to your body. It's
rubbed just rubbed onto the ... affected area. I've been told you
can just get the stuff and apply it yourself, but my dosage is so
high that I feel better going to the facility and having a
professional do it.”

“Alright ... And I could get that too? I mean
... With you?”

As Kimmy heard that, she nodded:

“Sure. We could like totally go there, no?
What do you like think,
Tonya?”

“Hell yeah, of course! Didn't you tell me you
wanted that for yourself? And didn't I say I'd help you?” She took
a quick sip of her own drink before looking at her a little more
seriously.

“Now, unfortunately, this stuff isn't free.
I understand if you
don't have a ton of money to throw around, so do you need some help
with that?”

Kimmy put up her hand:

“How about we like give it like to her? We
like could like go right away! Also, like, we could get like some
stuff done ... Like maybe like the lips or something?”

“That was the plan, silly girl!” Tonya said
with a grin. “I'm happy to help you out with this, Brit, if you're
convinced this is what you want. You down to go visit the clinic
this evening? And Lindsey, how about you tag along? Could
be fun!”

Britney nodded:

“Uh ... Okay? Seriously? I'd love to ... If
that's really a thing?”

Kimmy jumped up, her boobs bouncing.

“Sure! Let's get dressed and go!”

“Oh, sweetie. We're about to open you up to a
whole world of new possibilities!” Tonya stood up and grabbed Kimmy
by the hip and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “We'll be ready in
just a few!”






So, without further ado, they screwed
around until the evening after Kimmy called the clinic and they hit the road. Once
they arrived there, the receptionist greeted them like old friends.
Tonya noticed that she had been getting bustier and more artificial
lately. Also, she kept eyeing that huge clit, which was probably
not as easy to hide anymore.

Tonya waved happily to the receptionist as
they checked in. She appreciated the changes, and the fact that she
couldn't keep her eyes off of her. She didn't want to be too openly
flirtatious with her, as it may be just a step too far for Britney and Lindsey. She
did, however, make a couple of strategic adjustments to her clothes
as they went over the administrative stuff, hoping to give her as
much of an eyeful as she could.

Tonya and Kimmy led their friends through
the facility to the
little meeting room, and Tonya introduced them with the
doctor.

He smiled and greeted everybody, then had
them all sit down and asked:

“So, ladies, what can I do for you?”

“So, hate to do this, but we've kind of got
a long list of stuff to go through this trip”, Tonya said as she took her seat. “First
being the next dose of my hormone treatment. But our friend Britney
is also interested in starting the same treatment, and I figured it
would be best to introduce her to it here.”

Britney blushed and mumbled:

“Yeah. That would be great ...”

The doctor was unfazed and just calmly
explains the treatment and the potential side-effects. She nodded
and eventually said:

“Okay. That sounds doable.”

He smiled and replied:

“Very well. We can start
tonight, if you want
to.” Then he turned back to Tonya: “You said something about a long
list?”

“Yeah, that's number one. I know Kimmy was
talking about getting her lips touched up, and I was actually
thinking about getting a little injection there as well.
Nothing huge, just
something plump them up a bit. And, I also wanted to just check in
on the other thing, the leg surgery?”

Tonya turned to Kimmy and glanced to the
other two briefly. “I think that's all, am I missing anything?”

Kimmy shrugged and said:

“Like ... I could like also get, you know, maybe some more floof
on my like, you know, pussy? That would be like nice ... It's not
like as puffy as it like used to be.”

The two girls stared at each other and
obviously couldn't believe they were here and that
this was really
happening.






Suddenly, Lindsey asked:

“Uh ... Is there some way to make someone ...
tougher? I mean, able to withstand more ... power or
something?”

The doctor thought for a moment, then
said:

“Well ... That's unusual. I mean, we're
mostly a plastic surgery
clinic. But ... Well, there's the possibility of doing skin
treatments that make the skin thicker and more resilient.” He
looked at Tonya. “It’s something some athletes like to
use.”

Tonya shot Lindsey a happy look. She had a
feeling the girl
wouldn't be able to resist joining in the party. “Very
interesting”, Tonya said as the doctor explained the procedure.
“I'll have to keep that in mind for a later date myself. That said,
I can help you build some denser muscles as well. Less growing
bigger, more making you tougher. If that's something that interests
you, that is.”

Tonya turned back to the doctor. “Anyway,
that's about the long and short of it. We're covering anything the
other two want, so as long as they're down for it, add it on to
the list.”

He agreed and said:

“Very well. Then let's get started. You all
look as if you want to watch each other, right?”

“I'm down! I think it'd make for a fun
bonding activity, right?”

Everybody nodded and the doctor smiled.

“Who wants to go first?”

“Assuming no one objects, I think we should
start off simple with the lips, hm?”

The doctor called an assistant, and got
the injections ready, starting with Kimmy. She sighed happily as he
filled up her lips to
their usual cocksucking thickness.

Then he turns to Tonya and did the same.

Out of the corner of her eye, the musclewoman
could tell that Britney looked fascinated at her swollen lips.

Tonya gave her lips a gentle prod and
admired their new
plumpness. She’d watched Kimmy go through this procedure plenty of
times, but seeing the change on herself gave her a new appreciation
for how it changes their shape, and how that changed her whole
face.

Meanwhile, it was hard for Tonya to pull
her eyes off of Kimmy
and her freshly inflated DSLs, but she managed to do so long enough
to catch Britney's awed look. Tonya gave her lips a quick lick as
she checked herself out in a little handheld mirror, then cast her
gaze to Britney and Lindsey. “Either of you want in on this before
we move on?”

Britney giggled, blushed and finally
said:

“Maybe ...”






Then she added:

“Please. I just wanna ... try?”

“Of course you do! No shame in it,
sweetheart. Let's get you set up with something simple, just one cc
in each lip, huh?” Tonya
looked to the side expectantly.

The assistant nodded and got to work. Moments
later, Britney ran her fingers over her lips and stared at her
reflection.

“Wow ... That feels incredible ...”

“And you look amazing!” Kimmy said, her
hands on Britney’s
shoulders. She gave her a gentle kiss, their pumped up lips pushing
softly against each other.

The doctor looked back to Tonya.

“What next?”

“So, uh, about Lindsey's treatment”, Tonya
asked him. “Is that something she's going to start today?
Cuz if so, let's hit that next.
Otherwise, let's get onto the clit treatment.”

The doctor nodded and just got a pack of
pills.

“You can start now. Take one every day for
the next four weeks. Should anything unexpected happen, call me
immediately. Also, please follow this diet strictly.”

He handed her a list.

“It works best like this.”

She looked at the list and stared.

“That's a lot of stuff.”

“Yes. You will need a lot of 'material' to
build up your skin.”

“Okay. Wow.
This is going to be expensive ...”

“Don't sweat
it, hun. I've got you covered if you need help with it.” Tonya took
the list and quickly perused it, making a mental note to run the
numbers later.

“All right, and
that just leaves one thing. Britney, honey, do you want to go one
at a time or do our treatment together?”

“Uh ... I think
I want to do it with you. Just to see it, okay?”

“Absolutely
sweetie! Want us to get ready here, doc?”


“Certainly.”

He directed
Tonya to some beds and told her to take off her pants. As Tonya
revealed her massive clit, he gave it an appreciative nod. Then he
asked:

“Are you sure
you want it to get even bigger?”

Tonya nodded.
“I might be getting near my limit, but I want to see if I can get a
little more size out of it. You know me, pushing my body to the
limits, right?”

“Of course. It
might still gain a little girth and hardness anyway.”

He switched
gloves and told his assistant to get the cream ready. Then he
asked:

“By the way, we
have a new, let's call it semi-experimental treatment that might
increase the intensity of the growth. It's an injection, but if
you're interested?”

Tonya’s eyes
widened and she cracked a small smile, despite her attempts at
remaining professional. “You had to ask? Let me give it a
shot!”

“As I said,
it's more or less experimental and might have side-effects. But if
you're in with that, here it is.”

He swabbed her
clit's tip and said:

“Okay, are you
ready? This will be intense.”

She took a deep
breath and prepared to brace herself on the bed. The doc knew her
well enough that if he was warning her about intensity, it was
going to be a lot.

“I'm ready.
Kimmy, sit over with the girls, just in case my reaction gets a
little... much.”

Just as he
prepared the needle, Britney said:

“I want that
too. Please!”

The doctor
nodded, got the assistant and once everybody was ready, he injected
the both of them.

Intense didn't
even cover it.

Tonya never
felt anything like that. It was painful, but it was also really
arousing. She felt as if her mind was exploding as a tsunami of
pleasure hit her at full force. She had to grip the bed as the
tension within herself rose and rose.

At the same
time, Britney was clinging to her bed, producing a strange
whine.

This was pure
insanity. It felt like she had electricity flowing through her,
concentrated in her loins. She couldn't help but let out a loud,
unrestrained groan, her fingers gripping the railing on the bed
like her life depended on it. She couldn't formulate any words,
simply alternating pants and moans as she tried to focus her vision
on her clit. It was throbbing, swelling, turning a deep, angry
purple as it grew thicker and harder. Not only that, it was
changing shape. The tip was swelling, and she could feel something
changing where it met her lips. Just as she was beginning to make
sense of what was happening, she was hit by another wave of
delirium and a pang of every physical feeling she could think of.
She had to clench her eyes closed and let out a pained grunt.

It felt like an
eternity later when she could focus again. Still red all over and
slick with sweat, she opened her eyes and look down at the results
of the treatment. She didn't have a clit anymore. She had a cock.
Easily a foot long, thicker than a soda bottle, red, swollen and
veiny. And what's more, she felt something else resting between her
legs. She moved her new equipment out of the way and saw a pair of
balls dangling against her pussy lips. They were big and heavy,
roughly as big as a pair of oranges.

“Oh. My.
Fucking. God.”

The doctor
stared. Kimmy stared. Lindsey stared. Britney was lying on the bed,
breathing heavily.

Eventually,
Kimmy asked:

“Like ... what
is like that?”

“It ... It's a
dick. Like a real, actual dick.” Tonya reached out and carefully
touch it. It felt new and familiar all at once. She gently dragged
her fingers along it, then reached down and gently hefted one of
her new balls. It still felt like she was not back in reality
yet.

“Oh ... Oh my
god ... This is amazing”, she said quietly.

Kimmy
hesitated, then looked over to Britney, who was slowly recovering.
She stared at her own appendage, which did not change in the same
way, but it still grew to two inches.

She seemed very
happy, but also confused.

Kimmy, on the
other hand, looked at Tonya again and said:

“Wow ... I ...
Can I like ... touch it?”

Tonya looked
over to Britney, happy to see she had a more predictable result.
She should be happy with this development. “Good on your, sweetie”,
Tonya said, weakly. “Love the new equipment.”

“Gently,
please”, the big woman said to Kimmy, still breathing heavily.
“Don't do it too much, it feels sensitive.”

Kimmy put her
lips on Tonya’s tip, giving it the slightest of little kisses. Even
like that, it felt incredible, even beyond the bodybuilder’s clit's
previous sensibility.

Tonya let out
the loudest gasp Kimmy ever heard her make, surpassing even her
most intense workout sessions. Her arm quickly flailed in the
bimbo’s direction and she breathlessly whispered “Enough, stop,
stop.”

Kimmy grinned
with a hint of wickedness:

“Wow ...”

Then she ran
her finger between Tonya’s newly acquired balls.

The big woman’s
breath hitched again and Kimmy could swear she feel those nuts
twitch as she touched them. Seemed like they were not any less
sensitive. Tonya’s pussy lips beneath them flexed and clenched in
desire.

“Kimmy!”, Tonya
said, in the same near whisper.

“I like those
... They're like really ... big and I guess they're like also like
... full? I'm like totally gonna like make them empty and stuff.
Uh-huh.”

Meanwhile,
Britney was jerking herself off in the background. The doctor was
surprisingly cool with the whole chaos.

Tonya’s newly
acquired cock throbbed as Kimmy touched it. Between her touch, her
dirty talk, and all the raw sex in the room, Tonya could only
barely resist cumming on the spot. Precum trickled down from her
cockhead and quickly slicked Kimmy’s hand.

“Nnf, fuck”,
she muttered. “I've never felt this good!”

“Just you like
wait!”

Without
warning, Kimmy opened wide and took Tonya’s whole head into her
mouth, sealing it with her freshly blown-up lips. And Tonya got the
tongue. Oh yes.

Even if she
wanted to resist, Tonya would have been powerless against Kimmy’s
touch. Her balls clenched, she felt a fire shoot through her, and a
massive load shot through her into Kimmy’s mouth, more than enough
to fill her cheeks completely. Tonya threw her head back and let
out an unrestrained, erotic groan.

Kimmy’s mouth
ran over and she gasped for air. The cum even ran out of her nose
as Tonya’s cock flopped back out of her mouth.

She gasped,
then choked, then sneezed, happily getting her hand in the way of
splattering everyone with Tonya’s jizm.

Then, she
sighed.

“Wow ... That
was like ... a lot.”

She tried to
clean herself.

The doctor
nodded admiringly and waited until we were done before the next
step.

“Holy fucking
shit”, Tonya gasped. “That is *not* what I expected. But I am
absolutely in love with this thing.”

She nodded to
the doctor. “Very sorry about the mess, but ... I give this
treatment a 10 out of 10.”

Tonya glanced
over to Britney quickly. Had she taken her hand off her clit
yet?

Nah. It looked
as if it was stuck. She was basically caught in a loop right now,
just working herself up until she exploded, then starting again.
Lindsey was obviously impressed.

The doctor was
happy, though.

He also seemed
a little relieved.

Then he
asked:

“So ...
Anything else?”

“Umm ... I
still want to schedule the leg surgery if we can, uh ... still
squeeze that in. Shall I get everything in order in here, or do you
just want to leave her to wear herself out while we talk?”

“We can talk.
She looks happy.”

“Agreed”, Tonya
said with a nod.

Fortunately,
the actual process was pretty straightforward and uncomplicated, as
things have thankfully been at this place. On the doctor's
recommendation, they were giving it a couple of weeks to allow
Tonya to adapt to her new developments, but thankfully, things
should be a little more straightforward with this procedure.






They stumbled
home after all this. The girls were pretty over the top right now,
and Kimmy too. She called Alice and asked her to set up some beds
for the others.

Once they got
back, Kimmy kissed Tonya and said:

“Like ... I'm
totally tired, but like also kinda horny and you know, like ...
Wow?”

Tonya shifted a
bit in my seat. Even though it was not actually that much bigger,
her new equipment took some getting used to. It was not as easy to
just stuff it down her pants leg anymore.

“Yeah, tell me
about it. That treatment was ... god, it was crazy. Worked me up
and wore me out all at once, you know?”

Kimmy told the
other girls about the beds and suggested that they could spend some
time together and ...

“... Maybe like
we could like watch like a movie or a show or something?”

“Hmm? Oh, yeah,
of course. That sounds like fun. Just kinda ... chill a little bit.
Girls, do you think you need help finding your beds?”

Instead of an
answer, they heard some bounces and then an „Awesome!“.

Kimmy looked at
Tonya.

“Should I like
get us some stuff to eat too?”

Tonya chuckled
at the two of them. Sweet little things. “Couldn't hurt anything, I
guess. Just something light to snack on.”

Kimmy laughed
and went to the kitchen to fetch some drinks and snacks. They were
very proteiny. As she returned, Tonya was already on the couch and
Kimmy asked:

“I could like
also get the girls. Or do you like wanna be like only us?”

The big woman
was sat, comfortably, legs apart as she tried to understand how men
ever manage to sit with testicles between their legs. She shifted a
bit as Kimmy returned, and looked up with a smile. “Naw. Let them
have their fun. I want some time with you after all the chaos
today.”

Kimmy nodded
and got on the couch next to her, leaning against her muscles.

“That's like
nice ...”

She handed her
lover the snacks.

“Like ...”
Kimmy looked at Tonya’s cock and balls and still couldn't believe
it. “It's still, you know, sooo weird and stuff ...”

Tonya had one
arm over her, allowing her weight to comfortably rest against the
bimbo.

“Yeah, no
kidding. This is probably the last thing I expected to happen, but
... at the same time, I'm kinda into it? You know what I mean?
Like, I've been wearing my clit like it was a dick for ages. May as
well stop fucking around and just go with the real thing,
right?”

“Uh-huh. Like
totally. It's just that ... wow. I think it's kinda like even
better like that, you know? Like, I like the squirty stuff like
sooo much, no?”

“Oh? Yes,
that's another plus.” Tonya said with a grin. “I should have
realized how much you missed getting some real dick. And in get a
feeling I'm gonna enjoy the 'squirty stuff' myself.”

Tonya shifted a
bit and began fidgeting with the button on her jeans. “Speaking of
all this, I'm taking my damn pants off. This thing is getting to be
a pain to deal with.” She slipped them over her legs, leaving her
lower body covered only be a simple pair of panties barely
containing her new crotch.

“Eh. Maybe not
much better, but now I'm more comfortable at least.”

Kimmy
grinned.

“We like
definitely gotta get you like some new pants and stuff.”

Then she ran
her fingers over Tonya’s cock.

“I kinda still
like can't believe it. It's like ... kinda one of the biggest bits
I've like ever seen and stuff. Also, it's like ... yay ...”

Kimmy tried to
get a feel of the thick veins under its skin.

Then she
wondered:

“Do you like
think you can like make like babies with that?”

Tonya still
couldn't get used to how sensitive this thing was. She could
practically feel a rush of blood to her cock as Kimmy touched it.
After only a short wait, Kimmy was rewarded with several thick
veins swelling and pressing against the fabric of Tonya’s
underwear.

“Unf ... I
don't see why we wouldn't. It certainly looks and feels like the
real thing. Why, do you like the sound of that?”

“Kinda ...
Like, you know, my dad, he'd like, you know, would be kinda like
happy too ...”

Tonya ran her
hand over her overtrained abs:

“And yeah. Like
having like someone like in there ... Like, maybe not like now, but
maybe like ... some day?”

Tonya gently
rubbed one of Kimmy’s shoulders as she pondered the thought. “You
know, I hadn't thought about how I was gonna explain this to your
dad, but I doubt he'd want to know all the details anyway. And ...
yeah, one day I could see that happening. You, me, and a little
rugrat. That would be pretty great.”

Kimmy looked at
Tonya all weird, but also kinda happy.

Then she
climbed on top of her with one swift movement and sat on your lap,
their huge tits pointing at each other.

She tried to
get a kiss in like this, stumbled and fell on Tonya, giggling.

“Oopsie!”

Kimmy embraced
her as good as she could and tried to get close, while also rubbing
her crotch against Tonya’s cock.

“Like ...
sorry.”

As the girl
wriggled herself against Tonya, her cock responded in the only
natural way. Kimmy was actually able to feel it swelling and
wriggling a bit underneath her.

“Mmmf. It's
okay.” Tonya wrapped her arms around Kimmy and gave her a few
kisses on the shoulder as she squished herself against the
musclewoman. “Had a feeling we were gonna get up to something like
this anyway.”

“I like kinda
forgot about the like movie and stuff. But yeah. That's like you
know, a thing and stuff ..."

Kimmy started
moving her hips in that special way, moving her thick, hard ass
over Tonya’s cock.

“Is that like a
thing you like like?”

Kimmy bit her
overstuffed lips and started to rub herself more intensely against
Tonya.

The big woman
grunted as Kimmy ground against her, her hands roaming the bimbo’s
body from her taut ass, to her powerful midsection, to her capped
shoulders. All the while, her new tool throbbed and pulsed as it
tried to stretch out of its cotton prison.

“Yes, I like
that”, Tonya said as she fought back a grunt. “I like that very,
very much. God, your body just feels so good no matter what you're
doing.”

Kimmy reached
between her legs and tried to get her mistress’ cock out of that
underwear.

“We're like
gonna have to like get you like some new like underwear and stuff,
no? Something like, you know, spacy?”

Tonya felt
Kimmy’s clit brushing against her rising cock and it felt weird and
fun.

Her meat
readily flopped out, half hard and massive in the bimbo’s hand.
Feeling that monster clit poking eagerly against her rod just
spurred Tonya on further.

“Yeah,
definitely. Frilly little panties weren't meant to hold in
something this huge. But ... maybe I'll keep a pair or two around.
I think it looks stuffed in there, filling them totally full.”

“I guess we
like could get you like some custom ones? Like girly for when you
like wanna be girly and boyly when you wanna be boyly?”

Kimmy ran her
hands over Tonya’s huge arms and kissed her again, still keeping up
her grinding while stroking the length of her cock with her
clit.

“Hell yeah!
Love how you already know just how to show me off.”

Tonya sucked
air in through her teeth as Kimmy continued to grind against her
rod. It slowly grew longer, thicker, and harder, until soon her
head was poking Kimmy in the underside of her breasts.

“Okay”, she
finally said, the strain obvious in her voice. “You better hurry up
and wrap some part of yourself around this thing, cus I can't last
much longer.”

Kimmy chuckled
and sank down, squeezing her big taut breasts against Tony’s cock.
she started rubbing them against it rather roughly while licking
its tip and bobbing up and down the head alternately.

Somehow, she
managed to bring one knee up far enough to give those balls a
little push.

And every time
Tonya was on the verge of cumming, Kimmy relaxed and let her calm
down again, before bringing her back up.

Tonya gritted
her teeth and groaned loudly as Kimmy dragged her mouth along her
dick and toyed with her balls. Despite having been through this
experience with Kimmy dozens, if not hundreds, of times since her
clit grew big enough to do this, this was a whole new sensation.
The different shape, the new ridges and veins, the presence of a
heavy pair of testicles gave Kimmy a lot more space to play with,
and Tonya new feelings to experience.

After being
brought to the edge of orgasm several times in a row, Tonya reached
out and placed her hands on the back of Kimmy’s head. Not pulling
her anywhere, but holding her firmly in place against that dick.
“Come on, Kimmy, stop being such a fucking tease.”

“Glurgl
blurg!”

Kimmy hit her
hard with her tongue, almost ramming it down Tonya’s cockeye. At
the same time, she rubbed her tits extra-strong against that rod
and almost pushed Tonya on her back while squeezing her balls.

“**Fuck!**”
Tonya shouted out at the top of her lungs, then gasped for air.
Merely holding Kimmy in place was quickly forgotten as she shoved
Kimmy’s head further down her length. Her cockhead assaulted the
bimbo’s throat, pulsing every time it felt her spasm against it,
Tonya’s nuts clenched eagerly in the girl’ hands.

“Brace
yourself, babe. Nnnf ... you're gonna make me cum in record time
like this!”

Kimmy didn't
say anything. Instead, she produced a gargling motion with her
throat and suddenly, it felt as if something vibrated at the base
of Tonya’s cockhead.

It got very,
very tight.

Tonya gritted
her teeth forcefully and grunted like she was doing some especially
painful squats. Kimmy could swear the tip of Tonya’s dick was
trying to fight back against her tightening throat from the way it
swelled. Before either of them could react further, Tonya’s fingers
dug into the fabric of the couch, and her cock shot a thick,
copious load into the bimbo’s waiting throat.

Kimmy knew what
was coming from years of experience, but she was still astonished
by the sheer amount of cum Tonya produced. It flooded her mouth,
her nose, everything. Kimmy gagged as she pulled back, Tonya’s jizm
splattering her big tits and her hard pecs. Now she leaned back and
got a spray on her abs too.

When Tonya was
done, Kimmy’s dark skin looked as if it had been covered in
spiderwebs.

Kimmy let her
mouth hang open, thick strands running from her fat lips.

“Like ... it's
soooo much, Tonya. Wow ...”

Tonya stayed
exactly where she was, leaning back against the couch as her dick
began to relax, still half-erect and pointing at Kimmy, wobbling in
time with her deep breaths.

“Holy fucking
shit.”, she said as she took Tonya in. The sight of her plastered
with what should, by all rights, be several loads of cum was almost
enough to bring her back to full mast right there.

“Jesus. I
didn't know that I had that much in me either. Heh. Guess this
thing is gonna make for some fun times, huh?”

Kimmy grinned,
another thick glob of cum running from her lips.

“Uh-huh. That's
like kinda awesome, no? We're like gonna have to like make sure
your cock like doesn't like get too full, cos that would be like
bad and stuff ...”

She ran her
toes along Tonya’s dick and then down against her balls, fondling
them gently.

Kimmy could
actually see the thing briefly jump, thanks to that gentle
teasing.

“Oh, don't
worry. If I know us, we're gonna make sure that never gets to be a
problem.”






The next
morning, they all slept in. Happily, missing classes once was
probably going to be okay. However, while Kimmy was lying on her
side, snuggled against Tonya’s chest, the bodybuilder’s phone woke
her.

Tonya grumbled
quietly, pissed at having this idyllic morning interrupted, but not
wanting to disturb Kimmy either. She quickly reached over to the
side table with the hand that wasn't wrapped around the girl and
switched the phone to ring silently as she checked to see who was
calling.

Guess who?

It was Kimmy’s
dad. And Tonya had two missed calls.

Fuck. She
answered it immediately, but kept her voice at least somewhat
quiet.

“Hello? I'm
here, I'm here.”

“Finally. We
need you around here. There's trouble with the competition and
we're going to fix them. Be quick, I'll send you the
coordinates.”

“Understood.
I'm already on my way.” And, as expected, the call was gone as soon
as she finished the sentence.

So much for
enjoying the moment. Tonya did her best to slide her arm out from
underneath Kimmy without waking her, then dashed over to the
closet. She pulled out a tracksuit, very similar to what she wore
last time, and threw at on. Might as well already be in uniform
when she showed up.

Tonya reached
the location soon enough. It was not such a bad place. The sun was
shining, the houses around here looked fancy enough. Think Miami
old town. She stopped at a parking lot that was hidden from view.
Kimmy’s dad was there already and he was wearing a bulletproof
vest, as were the other guys around him. The guns they were
readying are pretty big, shotguns, rifles, the works.

The other
henchmen nodded at Tonya, at least those that already knew her. The
others were in complete awe as she got out of her car.

The boss saw
her and said:

“Get geared
up.” He turned to one of the guys. “Brief her, Ramon.”

Fuck. This
wasn't some simple little shakedown. She was getting thrown into
the deep end here. She grabbed whatever she was offered, throwing
whatever she could on, and turned her attention to whoever the old
man was addressing.

She got a
tailored vest that actually fit her, protecting her vitals. There
was also a headset and a helmet, although the helmet was optional.
Then she was offered a handgun and a choice of either a shotgun or
a rifle.

Ramon stared at
her for a moment, then said:

“Okay, we're
going up against the Tigres. They fucked around with the boss, now
the boss is going to fuck them up. For good. The place over there
is a safe house where their commander keeps his son. We're going in
there and get him. Then we get out as quickly as we can. Got
it?”

He handed her a
plan of the place. There was a drawing of how the team was going to
go in. The attack was coming from three places. She was with the
group that came through the back, which meant actually blowing a
hole in the wall.

Okay. Turned
out deep end was a little optimistic. This was a full-on Seal Team
Six style raid. Tonya took a few deep breaths as she strapped into
the vest, and she happily accept the helmet. Anything that improved
her chances of getting out of this unscathed, she’d take.

She slipped the
pistol into a pocket and eyed up the other guns. Going with what
little tactical knowledge that video games had provided her, she
sided with the shotgun.

“Okay. I think
I've got a handle on it. Now, when we're 'getting' this guy ... You
mean he's leaving the building with us, or no?”

“We take him
along. He should not be hurt, because the boss needs him to make
sure the Tigres fuck off, got it?”

He handed Tonya
some zip-ties and a burlap sack.

“Put those in
your pouch. We need to get that kid with us.”

“Got it.” She
slipped the extra supplies into place and nodded as she
double-checked everything she had.

“Anything else
I should know?”

He showed her a
picture of a young man, maybe 16 to 18 years old. He looked pretty
slim and nerdy.

“That's the
kid. The others are free game, but that one has to be safe.
Understood?”

“Yeah. Don't
worry, the kid's coming with me safe and sound.”

The boss
said:

“Alright! Let's
get going.” He points at Tonya: “Team B, get in position. When you
hear the bang, move in!”

Tonya’s team
moved through the back alleys quickly, then she reached a big wall.
One of the guys tossed a mat over the top of the wall. They got
ready to try and climb over, but she could tell this was going to
be tough. It was really high.

Dammit. Tonya
knew what she was capable of, and climbing shit wasn't something
she was used to.

It was just a
simple flat wall, nothing really for her to grab onto. Either way,
she was going to hold back for a second and watch how the others
approached it.

She could see
that they were struggling. The first one almost got up there, but
the mat slipped back down. He cursed, then said:

“We need a
boost!”

“All right,
simple enough. Come here.” This much she could handle. She
positioned herself by the wall and squatted with her hands together
to form a foothold. Hoisting these guys up shouldn't take a huge
amount of effort, especially if they were working with me. As they
stepped into place, Tonya stood up and, if needed, brought her arms
up to get them where they needed to be.

They went up
really quick. They were a bunch of lightweights, after all. Now as
they were up there, most jumped down on the other side.

How would she
get over it?

That was a
problem. But not like they were going to be lifting her up and over
anyway. She’d seen football players tested on their high jump, and
they always did it with a running start. Maybe she could get enough
of a jump to grab the mat if she did it right. She backed up a few
yards, started at the wall at full speed, and jumped at it with as
much force as she could.

Although she
was really big and heavy, she got a good height and just as she
reached the top, the guys grabbed her hands and together, they
managed to get her up without pulling them back down.

Tonya jumped
down and landed on the other side in a backyard. Apparently, no one
had noticed her group yet. The yard had no exit. It was just a
walled off space. One of the guys looked at her:

“What
next?”

Tonya looked at
them for a moment, befuddled. “What are you- this is where we blow
through the wall, right? Get the shit ready!”

One of the guys
moved to the wall and placed a sticky thing against it. Then he
said:

“Got it.”

He moved away
quickly and looked at Tonya:

“You say
when.”

She backed up
alongside the others and waited. Her hands gripped the stock of her
shotgun tightly as she waited for the signal. She tried her best to
steady her breath, she felt her heart pounding in her chest.

There was a
pause, then she heard a loud bang on the other side of the
house.

There it
was.

“Now!”

The guy hit the
detonator and with a loud bang, the wall broke. There was a lot of
dust and noise inside. The opening was really big and impressive.
That was a lot of explosives.

What's
next?

Tonya gestured
to a couple of the guys that were already closer to the hole in the
wall. “You, go in first. I'm behind you. The rest of you come in
behind and keep your eyes open around us.”

They obeyed her
quickly. Ramon popped in first, getting a look at what was going
on. He fired a shot, then said:

“Looks good!
Let's move!”

Tonya did her
best to remember the routes they were supposed to follow as they
moved through the house. Her group was supposed to head upstairs
and check the rooms up there. Following behind the two guys she had
instructed to go in first, she kept her gun at the ready, eyes on
the doors as they passed them.

The guards
seemed to be busy at the entrance and they could advance quickly
and without resistance. As they reached the top of the stairs,
however, some guy popped out of a room and fired his handgun. The
two guys in front of Tonya returned fire. The guy dropped, but one
of the two in front of her was hit in the shoulder. He shouted in
pain and fell on her.

Instinctively,
she grabbed the guy that had been hit as he fell. “Shit”, she
muttered as she gave him a quick look. He was down, obviously, but
not dying. He'd be fine for a minute.

“Watch the
hall”, she said gruffly as she maneuvered him over to the side of
the hall, out of their way. She set him down so he was sitting,
leaning against the wall. “You're gonna be fine. We'll get you on
the way out.”

He stared at
her, obviously shocked and confused. These guys were nice, but they
were no soldiers.

The other guy
pushed forward, kicking the gun away from the fallen defender.

Then he
said:

“Okay, which
way next?”

There were
three doors on one side, two on the other and a stairwell further
up. As far as Tonya remembered, the boy had the middle room.

She hoisted the
shotgun again, and eyed up the doors. She stepped up to the middle
one and gestured to one of the others to step up with her.

“He's supposed
to be in here. The rest of you, watch our backs. Ready, one, two,
three!” With that, she turned the knob and threw the door open,
ready for some kind of resistance in here.

The door broke
down as she opened it, misjudging her strength. Just in that
moment, she saw the kid duck into the room next to it.

He was heading
for the panic room as far as she could tell.

She panicked as
she saw him bolt. “Don't move!”, she shouted, as loudly as she was
able, and she took off after him. She needed to catch him before he
could get away, even if that meant pinning him. Some bruises or a
broken arm were better than him slipping through her fingers.

He broke into a
run, not even looking back. Then he jumped and got inside, trying
to close the door.

Thinking as
quickly as she could, she jammed her arm into the gap in the door
before he could shut it completely, grabbing him by his shirt as
she did. She felt the heavy weight of the door slam against her
arm, causing her to shout out in frustration, but she kept a firm
grab on the fabric of his shirt.

“Let go! Hey!
What the fuck?”

The door was
still closing on her arm, apparently being moved by some
machine.

Pulling him out
was no longer possible. The gap was getting too small.

Fuck. Tonya
might be trapped at this point. She dropped her shotgun and grabbed
the door with her free hand, pushing against it with her full
strength, if not to get the kid, then at least to get her arm
out.

“Open this
door, or I swear I'll fuck you up!” Tonya spat as she strained
herself attempting to force the door back.

The machine
produced a whine as her strength held against it. The young man
struggled to get to the other side of the room, but she held tight
to his shirt. Behind her, she heard sounds of fighting.

“Fuck you! Let
me go!”

Between the
sound of making progress and the noise of opposition from the other
direction, Tonya knew it was do or die time. She doubled down on
her effort, pushing her shoulder into the door and pressing with
all of the weight she could leverage. Meanwhile, she pulled the kid
closer to the gap in the door, hopeful to force him through as soon
as there was space.

“Get. The.
Fuck. Out!”

He screamed,
flailing at her, but she pulled him through the gap and almost
tossed him away in the process. The door shut hard and Tonya stood
in the room with the slim young man who tried to crawl away from
her.

In the
corridor, there were shots and sounds of fighting.

She grabbed
him, wrapped her arm around his neck, pinning him to her. Not hard
enough to hurt or choke, but enough to hold him in place. “Shut the
fuck up. I don't want to hurt you”, she said as she wrestled the
zip ties out and tried to bind his wrists and ankles. “You shut up
and cooperate and you'll be back here without a scratch on
you.”

He looked at
Tonya for a moment, then decided that giving was best right now. As
she tied him down, he went limp, making himself heavy, but that
probably wouldn't cut it with her.

Ramon popped
in:

“They got us
pinned. The boss is stuck in front and the third team is fighting
above. Where now?”

“Fuck. I've got
the kid”, she said as she placed him on her shoulder. “Is the boss
and his team in trouble? If so, we go help them right now, they're
the priority.”

“He says we
gotta get out. Then he can pull back. The kid comes with us!”

“Right. Let's
move! Get to the car, now!” She brought her left hand up to pin the
kid firmly to her shoulder, gripped the pistol in her right hand,
and followed the others back through the hallway.

She was
immediately confronted with some guys moving up the stairs, with
more handguns. The way back was blocked unless she wanted to fight
this one out.

Dammit. She
pulled back behind a corner, racking her brain for another path. If
her memory was right, there should be another path if she could
quickly duck back into one of the side rooms that they passed
by.

“Cover me!”,
she shouted. When she heard the sound of more gunfire from her guys
in the hallway, she quickly bolted around the corner, jumping into
the first side room she could reach.

Tonya burst
into the room. Looked safe. There was more shooting behind her now,
but she was on the right path, as far as she could tell.

Just a little
further, then there was another stairwell, a little tighter, maybe,
but that could work.

“Come on, back
here!”, she called out. She wanted to get the rest of these guys
out of here with her, but getting the kid out was top priority. Gun
pointed ahead, she made her way down the stairwell, eager to get
out.

Just as she
reached the lower level, a little squeezed into the stairs, she ran
into a guy who had probably been trying to sneak up. She ended up
toe to toe with him, at maybe one or two feet apart.

Dammit! She was
pinched too tight to get out. Couldn't let the kid get hurt. On
instinct, she pulled the trigger on the gun a couple of times, then
ran at him, hoping to pin him to the wall before he could do
anything.

The gun went
off at once, causing a deafening bang in the tight corridor. The
shot missed mostly, but the guy was sufficiently surprised that she
could push him against the wall and force his handgun from his grip
by almost crushing his wrist.

There was a
kind of pause as his gun dropped.

She paused in
silence as she tried to decide her next step. With one hand still
clenching his wrist and her body weight pressing him into the wall,
she simply decided to lift her gun hand and hit him over the head
with the butt end of it, hopefully just knocking him out so she
could go on her way.

He stared at
Tonya in confusion, then went limp, hanging from her hand. She
picked up the kid and moved towards the back of the house. She was
almost there. The hole in the wall was in sight. Just then, a maid
showed up, confused and terrified.

Tonya panicked.
For a brief moment, she pulled her gun up and pointed it at her.
She was less than a second away from pulling the trigger again
before she realized what she was looking at. Her eyes went wide and
she lowered the gun before gesturing to one of the side rooms with
her head.

“Go hide til
we're gone. We're not here to hurt you”, she said before moving for
the hole.

She fled
quickly. Tonya got through the hole, more guys filing after her.
Now there was only the wall left.

“Thank fuck”,
she muttered as they start to come after her. She didn't know how
she was gonna get the kid and herself out.

“You”, she said
to the first one to come out. “Come on, you get up, then get the
kid to the car.” She knelt, kid still held on her shoulder, and
readied one hand to provide the boost like earlier. “Wait on the
top of the wall, then take him from me.”

The guy did as
told and picked up the kid, struggling with his weight and the
clumsy stance. Then he pulled the kid up and lowered him down
carefully, trying not to hurt himself.

The other guys
stared at Tonya. The noise from the house was closing in.

“What are you
idiots waiting for? Come on, let's fucking go!”

Tonya hoisted
as many of them over the wall as she could, practically throwing
them over as they moved, until she could hear the other guys get
close. Then she stepped back and lept for the wall like earlier,
lifting herself up and over and allowing herself to fall on the
ground on the other side.

She tore her
tracksuit and her skin, but it worked and Tonya landed awkwardly on
the other side. Now it was time to run. The rest of the gang was
heading for the cars, which were already running.

Cursing and
muttering under her breath, she sprinted for the car she came in.
She could see the kid being put into a seat in the car. She threw
herself down next to him, slammed the door closed, and finally
tossed the sack over his head, exhaling deeply as she did.

The driver put
the paddle down and the car raced off. The other guys in the car
tore off their helmets and masks and gasped for air. Everybody's
pulse was racing. One of them groaned:

“Fuck! That
almost got fucked up ... You alright? Did we get the guy we
left?”

Her heart
jumped.

“Fuck! I took
the other way out, I have no idea.” She threw her head back against
the headrest and groaned.

“Okay, what do
we do now?”

There was a
weird pause.

Someone
asked:

“What if he
rats on us?”

“Goddammit. We
need to get him.”

She looked out
the window at the building. Was there anyone moving out there?

The guards were
definitely taking up the pursuit.

The house would
probably be empty in a moment.

“Okay. Here's
what we do”, she said as she strapped her helmet back into place.
“Drive around front to where the boss is. They should have their
attention pointed somewhere else. I'm gonna run in and grab him as
quick as I can before they realize what's going on.”

The gang stared
at her.

“And what do we
do with the kid?”

“Fuckin ...
Keep him here, make sure the car doesn't get shot up? What do you
think he's gonna do, he can't run!”

There were nods
all around. Then one of them said:

“Okay, but
don't get killed, okay?”






She could tell
that they were all very nervous. The driver added:

“We'll wait
five minutes, than we go. I don't wanna get killed.”

“Fine. It
shouldn't take that long anyway.”

She grabbed her
gun again, took a few feels breaths, and when the van stopped
again, she bolted for the inside of the house at a full sprint.

Tonya ran
inside, pushing one guy who was probably left behind as a guard
into the ground and raced through the hallway. There was some
confused screaming from someone, but no one was shooting at
her.

Then she headed
up the stairs and found the guy had tried to get down but got stuck
in the stairs. He was alive, he was vaguely conscious, but he
wasn't in a good shape.

Thank God. Her
gun was at the ready, but she'd rather this be quick and
painless.

“Hey, man, hold
it together”, she whispered as she carefully hoisted him up onto
her shoulder. “You're getting out of here, come on.”

Moving as
quickly as possible without tossing the guy around like a ragdoll,
she ran for the same door she came in through.

Just then, a
massive guy with a Tigres shirt walked in and stared at her, a
little dumbfounded.

The guy was a
fucking hulk.

Fuck. Okay,
Tonya was on a time limit here. This dude was big. But so was she.
She shifted her weight, ready to drop her guy to the ground if she
needed to, and stared this guy down.

“Move or get
moved.”

“What the fuck
are you?”

“I'm fucking
trouble that you don't want to deal with! I'm not gonna ask twice.
Get out of my way before I take your fucking head off!” She began
marching towards him, intent on getting to the exit.

The guy didn't
get it, but he was obviously confused and intimidated. He didn't
get out of the way, but he was not ready for fighting either.

“God fucking
...”, she growled. She grabbed him by the scruff of his shirt with
her one arm, muscles straining and veins inflating with the effort.
With an angry roar, she lifted him up off the ground for a brief
moment and tossed him to the side like a bag of laundry. Satisfied
with the now clear path, she moved for the door again.

The huge man
landed on his ass, trying to figure out what just happened. Tonya
moved out quickly now.

No further
distractions. She ran for the door, then continued outside to the
cars. She spotted the one that she had come from, right where she
left it, and bolted for it, holding the injured man tightly.

Once inside,
the driver pushed the pedal down even further and raced off. Just
closing the door was tough enough. Besides, Tonya’s heart was
pumping like crazy. As the car sped along the street, one of the
gang looked at the injured one and started taking care of the
wound.

She could tell
that they were all looking at her with respect.

Tonya panted
heavily as she yanked the helmet off her head again. Adrenaline was
still flowing like crazy through her, and for a few moments after
shutting the car door, she was still seeing red. However, in the
quiet of the car, with the rest of the gang's feelings obvious on
their faces, her head quickly began to clear. She nodded to them
and raised her hand in a vague gesture before going limp in her
seat.

“Guh,
fuck.”






The car
eventually stopped somewhere and they all got out. It was next to a
warehouse by the port. The boss was there, waiting for them to
arrive.

Once the car
pulled to a stop, Tonya opened the door and slipped out of the car.
She gently, but firmly, took the kid by the arm and helped him out
of the car as they walked towards the boss. She had torn clothes,
and her right arm hurt like a bitch where the door closed on it,
but overall this went about as well as she could have hoped
for.

The boss looked
at her, then at the kid and said:

“Well done. You
brought him in and you got the boys back. Good work.”

There was a
hint of a smile.

“I guess we're
done here. Have a nice afternoon ...”

She sensed that
he was about to say something more, but he stopped himself and got
two of his guys to carry the kid.

Then he was
already back, immersed into his business again.

Well. Ain't
that nice. Tonya guessed that was about as close to a “thank you”
as she was gonna get from the old man any time soon. She nodded
quietly, felt a load of tension leave her body, and turned back to
the rest of the crew feeling very tired.

“Any of y'all
wanna give me a ride back to my car?”

They exchanged
glances, then one of them said:

“Better let it
wait there until this all blows over.”

“No point in
getting caught by the Tigres. You might wanna call a cab.”

Eventually, the
one that got shot said:

“You can take
my car.”

She looked him
up and down. She was kinda relieved to see he was doing better.

“You sure? I
appreciate it, but ... Yeah, if y'all are gonna wait it out, I
better not take off too soon.” She leaned back against the hood of
one of the cars and sighed. “Good work, by the way. Didn't expect
that to go nearly as clean as it did.”

They nodded
approvingly. One of them said:

“Yeah. Thanks.
That was a big thing, lady.”

“Definitely.
Those muscles ain't just for show.”

“Fuck yeah. The
boss knows where to get good soldiers, right?”

Still, the
thing ebbed out. The guy she saved, Rod, gave her his car keys.

“Just bring her
back anytime, okay?”

She grinned a
bit. Nice to know she got some backup here that extended beyond
just the boss. Still, no need to talk herself up yet, or she may
just be painting a target on her back.

She took the
keys from Rod and nodded. “Thanks, man. Don't worry, I'll get it
back to you as soon as I can.”

And with that,
she was gone.






The car turned
out to be a muscle car that had been pimped out to the limit. It
had way too much power and definitely too much „sparkle“ for a
normal person, but if one was a young guy with too much money
...

Driving it was
an experience. It was loud, it was fast and it was very
powerful.

It might just
be the adrenaline still running through her, but ... hell, this
thing was kinda fun. She was not going to drive it like she had a
death wish or anything, but she pushed it just a little faster than
she should on the highway. She never actually been in a souped up
car like this before, and it was a fun experience to whip past the
Sunday drivers and literally feel the power of the engine in her
seat as she drove.

She reached
home and as she opened the door, she heard the sounds of
fucking.

Huh. That was
curious. But she guessed it wasn’t exactly a surprise. She imagined
Britney had been busy rubbing herself against something since early
in the morning, even if nobody else was involved.

She shutt the
front door gently and called out her typical “Hey, it's me”,
followed swiftly by adding “I hope you're not having too much fun
without me!”

They all
stopped.

Apparently they
were.

Tonya saw
Britney behind Kimmy, with that strap-on on her and her clit on
top, stuffing the clit down Kimmy’S pussy and the strap-on down her
ass while Kimmy held Lindsey in a double nelson with her legs and
arms, occasionally tightening her grip as her own clit rubs against
her cunt.

There was an
awkward pause.

Tonya grinned
and began slipping off her tracksuit jacket.

“Jesus, I can't
leave y'all alone for a minute! I hope you've got a little left for
me.”

Kimmy grinned
too and looked a little relieved at the same time:

“Like ... find
a spot and stuff and like do it?”

Kimmy didn't
have to tell Tonya twice. “Let me give you a hand with this one.”
She quickly stripped and positioned herself behind Britney, gently
rubbing herself against her pussy. The poor thing still clearly
needed some help, but the bodybuilder didn't just want to jam
herself into her.

As she felt
Tonya’s cock push against her, touching Kimmy’s butt at the same
time, the bimbo groaned with lust and tightened her muscles,
suddenly sending Lindsey into a squeal of panicked horniness.

Britney, on the
other hand, pounded Kimmy even harder, making her even hotter.

Tonya could
feel her quickly hardening cock prodding against her from behind,
the tip squeezed forcefully between Kimmy’s firm, round ass and
Britney's needy lips.

“Nngh, fuck.
Why do you have to be so irresistible?”, she said as she gave the
two of them a little more force with her thrusts, sandwiching
itself between their bodies and sliding against Kimmy. Meanwhile,
Tonya’s hand found its way to Britney's lips and fondled her from
behind, gently pressing deeper into her with her fingers.

Britney started
to shiver and Tonya felt her small, cute muscles tighten all over.
She ran her hands over the musclewoman’s giant body and gasped as
she almost entered her. Meanwhile, Lindsey was on the verge of
exploding. She was spasming all over as Kimmy released her for a
moment.

Kimmy groaned
and asked:

“Like, put it
in my butt too ...”

“Aw, shit. I
thought you'd never ask.” Tonya quickly climbed over Kimmy, pressed
her cockhead against Kimmy’s tight asshole, allowing her bodyweight
to slowly force it deeper into her. Tonya groaned loudly as the
tightness was unlike anything she’d ever felt. Meanwhile, Britney
wrapped her arms around Kimmy’s upper body as she continued to
frantically hump her from behind, while Lindsey writhed and humped
her from below, her screaming moans muffled by the fact that her
face was buried against the carpet.

With a strap-on
and a massive cock in Kimmy’s ass, she came in moments with a
scream. It was as if they were splitting her in half, and still,
her muscles were just incredibly tight.

Kimmy was so
tight it was nearly painful for Tonya even. She could barely move,
and she could feel her balls churning in less than a minute. Not
long after, she groaned and gripped Kimmy tightly as Tonya shot a
heavy load deep inside Kimmy, her hands holding the bimbo’s hips in
a death grip.

Meanwhile,
Britney instinctively held her close and bit down on Tonya’s
shoulder in older to avoid screaming out from her own orgasm, while
Lindsey froze in place as her whole body was overwhelmed.

It took a while
for Kimmy to recover. Lindsey ended up trapped under her, but
obviously not in a bad way.

After some
time, Kimmy sighed:

“Wow. That was
like, you know, a lot? But I kinda like liked it, huh?”

“Yeah. No
kidding”, Tonya said as she found the strength to climb off of her
bimbo.

“And I didn't
just like it, I loved it. We gotta have these little get-togethers
more often, huh?”

This was met by
two weak but affirmative groans.

“Like ... Where
like did you like go? You like weren't here when I like woke up and
I was like kinda ... Where's like Tonya?”

Tonya sighed “I
just got called away on business. I'm sorry I didn't get a chance
to tell you, but you know your dad isn't a fan of being kept
waiting.” She reached for a bottle of water that had been left out
and quickly took several long gulps from it.

“Dad? Oh. Okay.
Uh. I like got you like something to eat and we like went shopping
in the morning and stuff, so you like get something to wear and
stuff, sooo ...”

“Oh? Not shit!
Let me see it!” Tonya stood up and pulled her into a tight hug
before she could walk off, and whispered quietly “Don't worry. I'm
fine, promise”, before giving her a quick peck on the cheek.

Once Tonya
released her, Kimmy helped Lindsey to her feet and said:

“Could you like
warm the food for Tonya and stuff?”

Then she
skipped outside and added:

“I'm like just
gonna clean up and stuff and then I'll get you like the
clothes.”

“Oh no, you
don't- Ah, fuck it”, Tonya muttered as Lindsey hopped up to help.
She quickly slipped some pants back on to maintain some semblance
of modesty, then gently scooped Britney off the floor. “Hey,
squirt. You still with us?”

“Uh. Yeah. Wow.
I gotta say, that was intense. I mean, having two ... cock-clits at
once and then you ... It's a lot.”

“Heh. Yeah, it
can be a little intense. Look at you getting into it, though! It
can be fun to just ... let loose when the mood calls for it,
right?”

“Definitely.
And I can't wait for that thing to get bigger.”

She gave her
clit a little rub.

“I gotta get
close to you, right?”

“Now that is
ambition, little girl! I like it!” Tonya threw an arm over her
shoulder and broke into a wide grin.

Kimmy returned
eventually, wearing a super-fluffy bathrobe.

“Okay ... Did
you like get some food? I like got a bunch of outfits and I like
think you're like gonna love them!”

“Lindsey ran
off to go grab the food. You want me to go check on her, or start
the fashion show now?”

“Whatever you
like?”

Just then
Lindsey returned and said:

“Okay, I got
everything ready. Sorry for taking so long.”

Kimmy said:

“Okay, I'm like
just gonna show some things now and more like later, okay?”

“Hell yeah!”
Tonya quickly threw the track pants back off, and spread her arms
wide. “Show me what you got, sweetheart!”

Kimmy carried
in armfuls of bags and said:

“Okay, now I
like gotta say, you know, that I like really really had to like go
to like some really weird shops and stuff, cos you're like not easy
to like shop for now. But I kinda got some things and I like think
they like are gonna look nice on you and stuff!”

With these
words, Kimmy pulled out a pair of boxer shorts. They looked rather
long and the pattern was rather manly, some kind of blue-grey
tartan.

“They like, you
know, look like kinda boring, but they feel like totally
comfortable. Here!”

Kimmy held them
out to Tonya. They did feel very cosy and nice.

“Damn, hun.
When you go for something, you really go all out. And yes! Ugh,
that's been the biggest reason I haven't done any real updates,
because nothing fucking fits me! If your picked this stuff out, I
know it's good.”

Tonya eyed up
the boxers. Hmm, pretty standard, but the material was super soft.
She quickly slipped them on, and adjusted herself inside of them.
She instantly felt a sense of relief sure to not having to pack
herself so tightly.

“Ooh, man. Good
call, these are really comfy. Perfect for this new bod.”

“I like thought
that would like kinda be a thing. Also, they like got a little
button like in front and you can like ... you know, just point it
out and just do the thing!”






The next thing
she got out was a pair of pants. They were weird because Tonya’s
legs were rather short compared to their girth and the added size
of her cock made it even more complicated.

“Those are like
just for like, you know, every day? I thought I would like get you
a pair of like jeansy ones and one of like black leathery ones. I
mean, they're like not made of like one or the other, but they like
look the way and stuff?”

“Yeah, yeah, I
get ya. As much as I'm dying for a good pair of jeans, I know how I
look in those. Let me try out the faux leather ones.”

It took a
little bit of care, as she was not used to wearing clothes like
this, but she got them on without too much fuss. They fit
perfectly, hugging her thighs and calves a bit, while leaving her
bulge visible, but only if one was looking for it.

“Sick! Got
anything to go with this?”

“Sure!”

Kimmy took out
an enormous t-shirt with the Landshut logo emblazoned on its left
breast. The shirt was dark blue with the Liebesleid heart pattern
on it. It was truly huge, built for an enormous person.

“It's like, the
biggest they had? Also, it's like for real, and apparently kinda
second hand, but we washed it and it should be okay. And we like
had to pick one with the logo not in the middle or it would have
looked weird, no?”

As Kimmy handed
it to Tonya, she added:

“You gotta be
like super careful. It like won't stretch, you know?”

“Oh shit”,
Tonya said quietly, almost reverently. “Goddamn, I can't believe
you remembered! Kimmy, this is so cool!”

More carefully
than she’d ever handled a piece of clothing before, she slipped the
shirt over her head and gave it a few gentle tugs to get it over
her whole torso. She slowly turned to look herself over and smiled
happily. “Yep. This looks damn good.”

“Maybe like we
should get like a second one, like a copy, and have that one
altered so it like goes in on your abs or something, but like, for
now, that should be like, okay, I guess?”

Kimmy rummaged
in the bags for a bit and said:

“Okay, I like
also got you a biker jacket ... It's black and, uh, it's got spikes
on. Yeah. And like a thing written on it. I dunno. You'll have to
see ... Apparently, it's like from Youseeland.”






Kimmy pulled
out a massive leather jacket with a Maori tribal pattern on the
back and BIG KILL written on it. It also looked authentic, as if it
were an actual biker jacket from there.

“Oh fuck. Man,
I don't know how you managed to get a hold of this, but it looks
legit. I don't know if I can wear this with the crew or whatever,
but it might just set a new record for the most badass piece of
clothing I own!”

Tonya slipped
her arms into the jacket, shrugged it on to her shoulders, and
posed with her hands on her belt loops, a confident smirk on her
face.

“So? Do I look
as tough as I feel?”

“Like ... Wow.
Like, I wanna like fuck you like right now.”

Lindsey stared
at Tonya. At last, she managed:

“Me fucking too
... You're a monster, Tonya. A fucking monster ...”

“Aww, girls.
You're just too much. But by all means, keep the compliments
coming.” She rolled her shoulders a bit, playing up the spikes, and
shifted her weight a little bit, showing off her body without
flexing too hard.

As much as
she'd love to flex out of this outfit, she’d already grown too
attached to it. But she was happy to know the kinds of feelings it
inspired.

Kimmy nodded
slowly.

“I like love
how like big and, you know, BIG you got! Also, I like got a few
more things if you like wanna ...”

“Hell yeah! The
leather makes all of me *pop*, and the spikes just make me look
bigger! Real quick, before I change, take a quick pic of me. I want
some shots of these new outfits to show off my shit!”

Tonya stopped
and struck a couple of poses as the cameras went off. One mean
mugging for the camera, one showing off her back and the leather
jacket, and a couple more with whatever came to mind.

“Okay, that'll
do for that one. What else have you got?”, she asked as she slipped
the jacket off.

Kimmy stared at
the pictures on her phone and grinned.

Then she
said:

“Oookay ...
Like, I thought you'd like like something that's like a little like
girly too? Cos like maybe sometimes it's like something, you
know?”

She pulled out
a set of lacy underwear that was obviously designed for ... whom
exactly? Anyway, it was made for a person that had giant tits, a
wide back and a massive cock, since the panties had a kind of
pouch.

“I like got
that at a shop ... Like, I don't know what they like really like
thought. But hey! You can like try it.”

“Heh. Sure,
let's give it a try. I'm not gonna question where it came from as
long as it looks good on me.”

After shaking
off the change of clothes, Tonya very carefully pulled the panties
on first. The pouch did, in fact, fit pretty well. Everything
managed to sit inside it without feeling crushed, though there was
very little it could do to actually conceal it. The shapes of the
different parts were still visible through the fabric. Then came
the bra, which she needed an extra pair of hands for. With Kimmy’s
help, she got the massive piece of fabric clasped shut, and to her
amazement Tonya didn't feel any tightness or pinching.

“Wow. I can't
remember the last time I wore a bra that was actually
comfortable.”

“Yeah, that's
like a big thing.” Kimmy stared at her body. “I'm like ... yeah,
you know, your boobs are like like mine, so they don't like work
with normal bras anymore, cos they're like not like the same
shape?”

“Yeah, they
don't sag and shit, they're just ... circular. But this is nice!
The cups fit really nice, and ... well, come on, this whole outfit
looks pretty damn good on me, doesn't it?”

“Uh-huh. It's
like kinda cute ...”

Kimmy grinned.
Then she added:

“Like ... it's
like not you but you, you like get me?”

“Yeah, nah, the
biker look is a lot more me. But maybe a girl wants to feel girly
sometimes anyway? It'll be nice to have it on hand in case the mood
strikes. Plus, come on.” She reached down and groped the bulge in
her panties. “Don't pretend you don't like having me on
display.”

“Like
totally!”

Kimmy blushed,
then had to rub her own clit, which was getting kinda moist.

Then she
grinned:

“Okay, I like
have like one more set if you like wanna try, and then like one
more which is like a bit weird ...”

“Like I said, I
trust you implicitly, especially when it comes to clothes. Let me
see what you've got.”

Kimmy dove back
into the bags and finally handed Tonya a dress. Or actually, a kind
of dress-assembly. It was made of two pieces, one was white and one
was black, and it was held together by various straps and buckles.
It had a fair amount of stretch to it and looked really
complicated.

“Ooh, geez.
This one takes me back to that video game premier thing. But we
rocked it back then, so come on! Help me into this thing!”

While the video
game dress was made of latex, this one was made of silk. It felt
nice on the skin, but it was also really slippery.

Putting it on
was a logistical nightmare, but once she got it on, it looked
impressive. It was classy, emphasized her silhouette without making
it look bulky. It created a kind of elegance that Tonya didn't
expect she had. And it gave her a lot of cock room.

“Wow. This is
really, really nice.” She’d gone quiet again, kind of mesmerized
with this new look. It had been a long, long time since she
considered even trying to look classy. But with this ... Kimmy
somehow managed to make her look huge and graceful at the same
time.

“This is
amazing, Kimmy. Really.”

“Like thank
you! It was like ... a thingie ... you know, when you like can get
something and it's like only once?”

“Wait, what? Oh
my God, Kimmy, are you serious? I mean, shit, I know money's no
object for you, but... damn, even not talking money, that must have
taken some doing, huh?”

“I dunno. I
like got it and is that like good?”

“It's amazing,
sweetheart.” Tonya kissed her on the forehead. “I'm glad you went
out on a whim on this one, I love the way it looks on me.”

“Like me
too!”

“Okay, so. That
makes one badass biker outfit, one frilly pair of undies, and a
classy, elegant dress. What's this fourth outfit you've got for
me?”

Kimmy blushed
and said:

“It's like
really kinda like a weird one, okay? Like ... I dunno why they like
had it in stock.”

She pulled it
out and handed it to Tonya. It was made from a shiny synthetic
fabric and it was basically a leotard, only it had a long tube for
a cock molded onto it and plenty of strings to pull it tight. Oh,
and it was basically transparent.

“Yeah, so ...
yeah.”

“Hmm. Wow. You
weren't kidding. It's really out there. But like I said, I'm
willing to try anything out. Come on, give me a hand.”

Using Kimmy as
a support, Tonya stepped into the leotard and carefully pulled it
up. The way it hugged her was interesting to say the least. It was
sticking to her practically like a second skin. The fact that one
could easily see through it basically made it one. And the string
running along it just added to the eroticism further.

“I'm gonna let
you handle all the pulling and adjusting and stuff. Man, this is
really different from anything I've worn before.”

Kimmy grinned
as she worked Tonya’s cock into the opening. The head and a big
part of the shaft poked out.

That's when
Tonya noticed that the thing had weird ribs and nubs on the inside.
All over the body.

Kimmy tightened
the strings and made it really cling to Tonya’s body, with all the
shapes softly digging into her skin.

Once she was
done, Kimmy looked at her love and admired her handiwork.

“Whoa.”

“Mmph. Man.”
Tonya shimmied a bit and looked around to examine the look. At this
point, she really might as well be naked, except for the the fact
that the sheen of the suit brought out the definition in her body
more. All the little textured differences on the inside were
rubbing against her skin was a little overwhelming, but how good
she looked, and how good the rest of the suit felt clinging against
her majorly offsets that.

“Wow. Good
shit, sweetie.” Tonya stood up and flexed her biceps, putting her
whole body on display for Kimmy. “Look as good as you hoped?”

Kimmy nodded,
mesmerized.

Lindsey and
Britney stared at her too.

“Like ... I
wanna like get that like dick, you know, like right now!”

There was no
subtlety anymore. Tonya could see Kimmy’s nipples harden and her
clit rise. Her cunt was literally dripping."

“Heh. Fine,
I've teased you for long enough.” Tonya’s dick began to rise and
point forward as Kimmy’s openly lustful stare roamed the
musclewoman’s body. The big woman grabbed her cock and gave it a
few strokes, shuddering quietly as she swelled.

“Get over here
and get this dick. You two, feel free to get involved too. I can
tell you're liking what you see.”

As Tonya
touched her cock in that suit, the little bits inside it started
moving, stimulating it even further.

“Holy shit”,
Tonya whispered. It was like a sex toy covering her whole body.
Whenever Kimmy touched, the suit prodded and massaged her, which
was nice anywhere, but doubly so along her dick as Kimmy so eagerly
pleasured her. She reached her full size in seconds, the tightness
of the suit almost painful against her.

Kimmy jumped on
her and let Tonya carry her to the bed, all the while massaging
that cock with her abs.

Kimmy’s lips
touched Tonya’s ear:

“I like want it
like sooo much in me ...”

“All right.
Careful what you ask for.” Tonya wrapped one arm around Kimmy’s
waist and hoisted her up off the ground, using her other hand to
forcefully remove anything that would get between her and Kimmy’s
cunt. Before the bimbo could fully process the situation, Tonya
swung her forward again, hands on her hips, as she began to ease
her mammoth manhood into her girl.

Most of Kimmy’s
weight was resting on Tonya’s shaft, and she was gently rocking her
hips, allowing Tonya’s cock to slowly slide deeper into the bimbo
girl.

Kimmy relaxed,
letting Tonya in without much resistance. But once she was, the
girl started squeezing it in ripples, working the base of her
shaft. Now, with that suit, that kinda got a liiittle more
intense.

The bimbo
gasped as she felt the massive size inside of her and her own clit
getting squeezed between their muscle-packed bodies.

“Fuuuck
...”

Tonya’s groans
quickly turned loud and bassy, as countless new sensations
assaulted her manhood. By the time she was deep enough that their
hips were connecting, Tonya picked up speed and force, on pace to
quickly achieve the battering ram-like movements that the bimbo had
grown used to. Rather than talking dirty through it, though, she
was reduced to grunts as she shoved herself against Kimmy.
Meanwhile, every part of her body pressed against the girl’s as she
held her tightly, the bodybuilder’s huge tits mashing against
Kimmy’s and her clit falling into the ridges of her abs, treating
it to an impromptu massage of its own.

Kimmy’s eyes
rolled up as she clung to Tonya, letting her jackhammer her. There
was really no point in resisting now, so she wrapped her legs
around Tonya and squeezed hard as she echoed her lover’s
grunts.

The effect to
the audience was impressive.

The two girls
just stared at them. It was way too much for them, and although
they enjoyed the show, they were reasonably afraid that they would
crush them and grind them into paste if they got in the way.

Obviously,
Lindsey was getting very, very horny from this. She couldn't wait
to be able to survive such an assault.

Meanwhile,
Kimmy felt her body tighten. She wanted to cum, but it was not
quite there. Her cunt was pulsating, her legs were squeezing even
harder. Suddenly, she pushed herself against Tonya, biting her
enormous shoulder and growling as she hit her orgasm.

Between the
sudden aggression, and the death grip Kimmy’s cunt was applying,
Tonya found herself quickly overloaded as well. She grabbed her in
a back-breaking embrace as her body convulsed. Tonya jammed herself
in her as deep as she could go as Tonya’s cock flooded Kimmy with
cum, all the while continuing to let out grunted breaths and wild
moans.

After that
almost inhuman display, Kimmy went limp on Tonya’s arms and just
hung on her huge shoulders. She was covered in sweat, breathing
shallow while she recovered. Kimmy didn't say anything, but she
felt completely safe with her right now.

Tonya was in
similar shape, but she managed to hold it together enough to
support her. Tonya held her in her arms until she could find her
way into an armchair, which she happily collapsed into, allowing
her to rest in her lap leaning against Tonya’s chest.

Through long
ragged breaths, Tonya spaced out for a moment, staring up at a
random point at the ceiling until she could collect her thoughts
again. As she came back around, she glanced over at Lindsey and
Britney, still at the same spot on the couch, eyes glued to them.
With her arms still wrapped tightly around Kimmy, she looked over
at them.

“Water? From
the kitchen? Please?”, she asked between breaths.

The two girls
almost stumbled over each other to get it and returned with a
pitcher, which they handed Tonya clumsily, soaking Kimmy in the
process.

Still, she
could probably wet her throat anyway.

Tonya sighed
quietly, but smiled at the two of them. They were trying their
best, she was sure.

“Thanks, girls.
Now how about a towel for Kimmy here? I'm sure she appreciated the
cooling off, but I don't want her getting cold.” She quickly took a
couple of long gulps from what's left in the pitcher.

Again, they
stormed out. Wow. They were really eager ...






Soon, Kimmy was
dried and happy, almost purring against Tonya’s mighty muscles.

Eventually, she
asked:

“So, was that
like a good suit thingie?”

“Let me put it
this way. I think I figured out for you why they were selling it.
Goddamn, did you know it feels that good when you wear it?”

“Uh ... Like
... No? What did it like do?”

Kimmy was a
little confused:

“I only like
thought it like looked cool.”

“Jesus, like
there's all these little bumps and grooves on the inside and
wherever you touch me it's like a bunch of teeny tiny hands
grabbing me. Fuck, it was amaIng. And yeah, I won't lie, it makes
me look great too. So yeah. A plus, 10 out of 10.”

“Bumps?”

Kimmy started
to look really weirded out.

“Uh ... What
does it like do?”

“Like ... Fuck,
how do I explain it? I'd offer to let you put it on, but I don't
think it'd work the same on you. It's like ... Whenever you grab
me, like this ...” Tonya gently put her hand on Kimmy’s forearm.
“It's like it's not just your hand grabbing me, but there's, like,
a load of tiny little bits along their rubbing me. And when you
stroke me with that ...” She mimed the motion along Kimmy’s arm.
“Ugh, it wasn't like anything I'd felt before.”

Kimmy nodded
slowly.

“Oookay ...
Yeah. That like sounds kinda awesome ... I kinda maybe should have
like bought like two of them? But they like only had that one. But
if you like like it, then it's like cool!”

Kimmy kissed
Tonya.

“That's like
nice, you know?”






A few days
later, the two of them were in the bedroom. Tonya had her computer
set up just as she had it originally, with the exception of a few
minor upgrades. Strictly business related, of course, a better
camera, a studio-quality mic and such. If they were gonna give
these simps a show, they might as well make it worth their
money.

Tonya was sitting back on the bed
strapping herself into the new frilly lingerie set Kimmy got her.
It might not be “her”, sure, but everyone was going to want to see her in some skimpy
lingerie. And it did a great job of showing off her new bulge for
the first time all her fans would be seeing it.

“You doing good over there, babe? You need a
hand?”

“No, no ... I'm like ... you know ... I
like think ... I ... got
this!”

Finally, Kimmy walked in, wearing a low
cut blouse and a rather nice and short skirt, as well as some
overknee socks. It definitely had manga vibes. Also, her hair was
done up in two buns which looked floofy and cute. She was also
wearing her super
awesome new booties, which boosted her up some four inches while
not looking too stripperific. Kimmy’s makeup was as sexy as ever,
but it was somewhat made-under, enhancing her sexiness gently,
while not looking super slutty.

Overall, she gave Tonya “that girl in class next to you
that's been making you horny since day one”-vibes.

“Like ... Ta-daaa!”

She posed dramatically, letting her boobs
bounce.

“You like like it?”

Tonya walked over to her, swinging her
hips.

“Looking awesome as always,
hun.” Tonya quickly
threw a crop top that was once a band shirt over her. It covers up
her breasts and bra, but left her abs on display as much as
possible. This was supplemented by a pair of jeans shorts that were
as short as she could get away with. As much as she loved how out
of character the fancy lingerie looked on her, she liked it better
when she had an extra layer of badass on her. If Kimmy was the
class tease, Tonya was the girl that showed up all the guys in shop
class.

“Outfits ready, stage is set.
Anything else we need to take
care of?”

“Uh ... Like, I dunno ... I kinda think we're
like good, no?”

Kimmy kissed her on the lips, no tongue, just
for cute.
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