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		The hard steel of the barbell bit into a pair of pale shoulders that were noticeably unaccustomed to bearing their weight. Its tension pressed downward, manifesting first in the heat of exertion, and then the quivering of a struggle, as the thin, waspy boy attempted his very first standing lift. Emery, a scrawny, androgynous looking little thing, realized that he had crossed over into the impossible at the very bottom of his squat. His ass, jutting out in more from an approximation of good genes rather than good form, jiggled from his trembling.

		

		He had picked up the basics through online fitness videos, which he had initially watched for reasons less than noble. He had a thing for fit, athletic women, bouncing around in leotards or sports bras, bending and twisting, showing off the hard work they had put into their bodies. And after years of fawning over these beauties he knew there was only one way to snatch one up - workout.

		

		So Emery pressed through his heels, the strain popping a vein on his forehead and sheening him with a patina of sweat. But the bar didn't budge, and was now biting deeper into his wispy, narrow shoulders. Pain blossomed from the points and spread through the boys tensed, straining muscles. He tried to take a breath but felt the weight press the oxygen out his body. Wind gone, he cursed through his pursed, quivering lips.

		

		Suddenly, his light was blocked, and the bar shot upwards, with him attached.

		

		CLA-CLANG! A loud clunk announced its re-racking, and a sizable hand slapped down on Emery’s shoulder.

		

		"You okay, sweetie?" A husky, yet feminine voice asked.

		

		As the blood returned to Emery's brain, the gym floor took shape. As did the towering figure of a woman, impossibly big, who had blocked the light above and plucked the barbell from his shoulders like it was a toothpick.

		

		"Ah... yeah," he squeaked out. "T-thanks”

		

		Emery rubbed his eyes, then watched the woman come into focus before his unbelieving eyes.

		

		She was gorgeous. Red hair, tied back into a tight ponytail except for a few loose strands, gave way to an elegant, sculpted face and a pair of piercing blue-green eyes. She was tall. Impressively tall. At least six foot and climbing to seven. Her chest swelled outwards from her body, contained, just barely, by a black sports bra. Its shoulder straps divided ridges of bulging muscles, only slightly covering her broad. rippling shoulders. Her breasts themselves jutted out obscenely, barely covered by the sweat-stained fabric of her top, through which two thick nipples could be seen. The swollen rounds of her each, crowning her mountainous peaks, wiped away Emery's dizziness, and inspired a rising hardness in his already skin-tight training shorts.

		

		Embarrassed by his small size, Emery had hoped to bulk up and began coming to the gym late at night when it was typically empty. Although it was typically catered to women, it was the only one nearby, so he bit the bullet and got a membership. On this particular night he thought he had been alone, until this giant had materialized out of thin air to save him from a pathetically light squat.

		

		“Guess I uh, overdid it a bit." Emery huffed, rubbing the back of his neck.

		

		He cast a glance over his shoulder at the barbell, noting the tiny weights at either side.

		

		Across the room he noticed a weight bench clad with large masses of steel on another, larger barbell. Beside it was a water bottle, towel, and an expensive looking gym bag, which he assumed all belonged to his mysterious savior. But the sheer size of the weights on her bar were impossible to ignore. 

		

		She must be lifting ten times what he had attempted, the boy thought.

		

		Emery returned his gaze to the mountain of muscle still standing in front of him. With her hands on her hips, she looked like a Greek goddess, carved from stone.

		

		A smile wiped the concern from the woman's face, causing Emery to realize that he had been staring, awestruck, for who knows how long.

		

		"S-Sorry," he stammered, "bloods... um... only just coming back to my head, I think."

		

		"Don't worry, little rabbit," the woman’s response came in a chipper, husky timbre. "Didn’t hurt yourself I hope?"

		

		"Oh, no. I think I'm okay. I just pressed and pushed and just... couldn't move."

		

		"No harm done then," she replied. "Be careful about jumping into squats first thing, you should always leave two or three reps in the tank when you're under a weight. Nothing's going to stop your gains more than an injury."

		

		His angelic rescuer lifted an arm to scratch the back of her head, showing a patch of red  underarm hair, damp with sweat. Under the stark gym lights, each line of her bicep and tricep were etched in relief. There wasn’t an ounce of fat anywhere on her. Emery had never seen an arm so big to support what could only be described as a landscape of muscle. As she dropped her arm back to her side, he couldn't help but stare at how far it jutted from her marvelous body. The huge, bulging curve of her upper arm sat against the swollen outer rim of her pec. The muscles were so big, and in such competition with each other, that the woman could barely place her arms flat against her side. Emery felt tiny next to her, like a doll or pet, not even the same species as this muscle bound gym goddess.

		

		Emery's cock had crept down his thigh and stiffened to painful hardness, pressing visibly against his shorts. In a short burst of clarity, he took a quick step back and sat on a nearby bench. This half hid his erection, but put him face to face with an all new unbelievable sight.

		

		Eye level with her groin, Emery gasped at a monstrously sized bulge protruding from her tight gym shorts. It was like she had stuffed a softball in her pants, but this was no inanimate object. Damp with sweat like the rest of her attire, the shorts left little to the imagination. And to Emery’s shock he could see the outline of a hefty set of testicles, along with the coiled, wet length of a cock bunched up alongside them.

		

		Feeling a flush assaulting his cheeks, Emery hunched his shoulders and took in a deep breath, pretending he was still drained after his failed squat. With his head between his legs, he surreptitiously adjusted his package, easing his erection into his waistband.

		

		“You must be new.” The woman said. “If you want, I can help you out.”

		

		"R-really?" Emery said softly, "I mean, I wouldn’t want to keep you from doing your own thing.”

		

		The amazon blew a stray hand of hair out of her face with a slight ‘harumph’.

		

		“It’s no trouble. Here, let me have a look," came the voice from above, this time accompanied by an outstretched hand.

		

		"April," she offered, engulfing Emery's tiny mitten, simultaneously pulling him up from the bench and back to his feet.

		

		"Emery."

		

		Vision and cognitive functions restored, Emery fully took in the sheer enormity of the beauty  before him. His small hand was swallowed by the muscle bound amazon’s soft yet sturdy hand. She loomed at least two feet above Emery's petite four-foot-eleven, and was several times thicker. Even standing, Emery's slight, thin frame was completely eclipsed by over 200 pounds of shiny, sweat soaked muscle.

		

		Peeking back over at her station, Emery realized that he was lighter than April's warm-up weights. She could have probably picked Emery up like a rag doll if she wanted to.

		

		"Nice to meet you Emery. Now let’s see what we're workin’ with here."

		

		Confused about what exactly she meant, and still greedily taking in this giantess's proportions, Emery nodded assent.

		

		From above, April scrutinized the boy. And under her gaze, Emery felt tiny, as if her obscenely swollen muscles were getting bigger second by second, and his own slight frame was shrinking. He was barely level with the twin rounds of April's tits, which bounced, splashing Emery with sweat, as she moved her way around him.

		

		April was so close that Emery could smell her hot sweat. It was far from unpleasant, he realized surprisingly. It was a sweet mixture of perfume and pheromones that made him dizzy. With each breath he took his head grew more and more foggy. As she disappeared behind him, he heard her stop, but could feel her eyes upon his backside.

		

		“Hmm, nice butt.” She quipped. “Those squats are definitely paying off.”

		

		Emery blushed. He had always hated his girlish figure. In fact he hoped that his new gym attendance would force his body to shed the fatty tissue that seemed to collect around his hips and ass.

		

		April returned to his front, her tits jiggling with each step, and came to a stop before him once more blotting out the light from above.

		

		All of a sudden, Emery had an urge to bury his face between April's big, bountiful breasts, to nestle between them, suck in the aroma of sweat. He wanted to be shoved into them, to feel a hand at the back of his head, far too powerful to resist, rubbing his face between them. He wanted to take a thick nipple into his mouth, to taste the sweat of a real woman.

		

		But he resisted any such urge, as any shy, virginal teen would, and was rewarded with April's hand probing the bare skin of his shoulder.

		

		"Ooohhh, nice." April said, tracing the small curve of his shoulder, "Already getting some definition in your arms."

		

		April's finger followed the curve of the muscle downward to where it connected to Emery's non-existent pec. Her touch made him shiver, and Emery was reminded that his dick was still straining against his waistband. He dared not look, afraid that any attention to the matter might tip her off.

		

		"And here," she said, pressing gently, "if you’re looking to work your chest, you should do more lateral raises, but…" she added, her finger reaching the fabric of his tank, "but I like flat chests on guys."

		

		Emery's cock fought vainly with the elastic of his waistband, harder than the iron finger that bit into his shoulders.

		

		"Can you really see progress?" The boy asked.

		

		"Of course," April responded. "If you challenge your body, it will grow to the challenge. And I assume you want to grow?"

		

		Emery nodded.

		

		"Well, there are lots of ways to challenge the body, and lots of ways to force it to grow. To grow even bigger than it wants to be. Here."

		

		With one hand, April cupped a breast. With the other, she reached forward and took Emery's hand, placing it on the soft chest of half her breast.

		

		"Feel it?" April said. “That’s a pectoral.”

		

		Emery nodded again, feeling the pulsing strength under his slender fingers, his hand tiny and miniscule, on April's monstrous body.

		

		Lost in the rush, he trailed his fingers over the pec, pressing slightly, feeling the individual chords of muscle. April let him, watching his eyes glass over and his tongue roll out of his mouth. Emery didn’t realize the absurdity of his actions. He couldn’t. He was drunk with power and mad with lust. In the next instant, his little finger trailed over April's nipple, which he felt stiffen and quiver under its touch.

		

		A slight purr escaped April’s lips, nearly a whisper and barely audible.

		

		"What do you feel?" April asked.

		

		Emery repeated the movement, brushing the plump nipple two more times.

		

		"I feel... the muscle..."

		

		April grinned. "That's right, not one muscle, but a collection. Loads and loads of them tied together. Lots of different knots. And lots of ways to strengthen them. If you keep doing the same two or three movements, you're only working on a handful of them. If you can really challenge your body, the whole thing, every inch of muscle, then you grow."

		

		April dropped her voice, and looked Emery right in the eye. "Crazy huh?" She continued, "because your body knows what it's dealing with. Doing the same thing the day after day until it kicks into gear. And it… Um."

		

		Emery realized his hand was still on April's breast, and dropped it quickly.

		

		"Sorry," Emery said, blushing hard.

		

		April giggled. "It's just a muscle, don't worry. And it helps, really helps, to feel what you're building. You don't get that kind of inspiration from a picture. You gotta feel it!”

		

		"Yeah?," Emery said. "I mean that was... that was kind of amazing," he blurted out, "to feel your muscle, I mean, under my hand, feel it rise and fall and tense and harden and... and just feel how big it is."

		

		April raised an eyebrow at him, but the beginning of a smile had started at the side of her lips.

		

		"You're working on your legs, right? Well, we can't let you leave this gym without getting back under that bar and conquering your fears. Let's get you pumped, alright?"

		

		“O-okay.”

		

		“Watch me,” she said, taking a stance and easing down into a controlled lunge.

		

		April crouched, the meat of her thigh pressing past her shorts and into the gym light, causing the weight of her bulge to press against the tight fabric. Emery’s eyes grew wide at the sight, watching… hoping… that her girthy genitals might burst from her tiny shorts and spill out onto the floor.

		

		"See that?" April said, gesturing to her thigh. “C’mon. Feel.”

		

		Emery, so horny and confused that he was barely conscious, leaned forward and placed a hand, then the second hand, on April's thigh, running his finger over the smooth, sweat-slick surface, feeling every bulge and ridge. If Emery had been shocked by the size of April’s arms, her thighs were... incomprehensible. A single thigh must have been larger than Emery himself, or at least weighed as much in hard, flowing muscle.

		

		"That’s years of hard weight training in that leg," April said.

		

		She rocked her stance forward and backward, letting Emery feel the contraction and swelling of the muscle. While he did so, the incredible bulge pulsed. Emery realized from the way that her bulge sat and shifted in her shorts that April wasn't even erect. He wondered if he could get bigger, losing himself in a quick fantasy of what that tantalizing bundle of flesh would look like without the shorts, then without the underwear.

		

		"Right," April said, "now get back under that bar."

		

		Emery did as he was told, shuffling under the bar and crouching down. He felt a hand on his butt, guiding his movements as it swelled out behind him.

		

		"Okay good. Now drop," April commanded. And Emery did. "Hold it… hold it... and up!"

		

		With April’s assistance, the boy shot up, noticing her fingers on the bar. She was easing the weight off his tiny frame, but still letting enough of it impede perfect form.

		

		He dropped and shot up again and again, shattering his previous best, finding energy he didn't know he had. He could feel the strain of muscle in his own thighs, twigs next to April's trunks, but still burning with a small strength, some of the same strength he had felt under his hands.

		

		“Let me get a better angle,” April said, sidestepping until she was behind him.

		

		She let go of the bar momentarily, and Emery felt the full weight of it once more. His legs shook, and that same vein popped out from his forehead. He was on the verge of collapsing all together when the weight suddenly vanished and he saw April’s powerful hands beside his.

		

		“There we go,” she whispered in his ear.

		

		He almost didn’t realize it at first, but April was on him now, flush against his body. Her tits pressed into his shoulder blades, and her rock hard abs grated against the small of his back. She was incredibly warm, radiating heat like a burner left on high.

		

		Slowly, she brought her lips close to an ear and said, “Now drop.”

		

		The boy obeyed, sinking down and pushing his ass out just as she had shown him.

		

		But he felt his breath catch when he felt her hot, moist bulge on his backside.

		

		“All the way down, sweetie.” April said, undeterred.

		

		Emery dropped lower, leaving the protuberance behind.

		

		“Now hold,” April continued. “And up.”

		

		Once more his ass found it. Like a magnet the woman’s hot bulge found the valley of his bubbly butt, and mashed itself there like a wedge.

		

		Emery gasped, feeling the thing stir between his cheeks.

		

		This went on for some time. Emery and April moved in unison, and each time the boy dipped down the hot package would plant itself in his crack. The sensation was unreal. Carnal and lewd. Occasionally Emery would frantically look around the gym, fearful that someone might have stumbled in and catch him rubbing his rear on April’s groin.

		

		Finally, after what must have been two dozen reps, April snatched the bar off Emery’s shoulder and tossed it on the nearby rack.

		

		“Okay. That’ll do it. Good job.”

		

		“I’m… we’re done?” He asked.

		

		April nodded, “Yep. Don’t want to overdo it. Your body needs time to recover.”

		

		“O-okay.”

		

		“Now let’s get you cleaned up. C’mon.”

		

		Without waiting for an answer, April padded away, her ass hypnotically swaying side-to-side as she moved across the room to the things. After a quick swig of her water bottle, she moved to the door and held it open for him.

		

		Emery hobbled up the stairs, his legs barely functioning after his amazon-led workout. As he was about to turn off for the changing rooms, he felt April's hand on his back, steering him to a different room.

		

		“What’s this?” Emery asked.

		

		"The physio room," April explained. "I’m a personal trainer here.”

		

		“R-really?” Emery squeaked, shivering at her persistent hand still on the small of his back.

		

		“Don’t worry. I’m not on the clock. But they let me use it whenever I want. You're going to need some attention after challenging yourself like that. Trust me."

		

		Emery was used to feeling stiff after workouts, but now he was barely mobile. He had never even approached the feats of strength that he had been able to achieve under April's guidance. Throughout their exercise, April had him place a hand on each corresponding muscle, allowing Emery to feel it bulge, contract and flow. This was supposed to demonstrate how the muscle moved and changed during the exercise, but all Emery truly felt was surging waves of arousal and power, as if by being close to the beautiful, watchful giant's huge frame he could borrow some small amount of its strength.

		

		"A few final, but very important exercises," April announced, closing the door behind them.

		

		The room was starkly benign, with nothing but a large table that looked like it might be used for massages in the center, and a giant mirror, behind the massage table, running the length of the far side of the room. The light was dim and warm, giving everything an orange glow. 

		

		Emery moved deeper, feet lightly tapping on the tile.

		

		But he spun when he heard the door lock.

		

		Sauntering from the only exit, April advanced on Emery, unzipping the front of her sports bra to reveal a deep valley of cleavage. She didn’t remove it completely, just slid the zipper roughly halfway down, drawing Emery’s hungry eyes as intended.

		

		“Just letting the girls breathe,” she mused.

		

		Emery wobbled his head up and down.

		

		April closed the gap, standing over little Emery, nearly-bare breasts inches from his face.

		

		“Now strip,” she commanded, swirling a finger around over his attire. “All of it.”

		

		They stood facing each other for a moment, Emery blushing deeply and struggling to maintain eye contact while a gorgeous woman waited for him to undress. Meanwhile, a veritable mound of manhood bulged from April's shorts, somehow even bigger than before.

		

		“Shy are we?” April said with a smirk. “Fine. Here.”

		

		As if it were any other Tuesday, the chiseled amazon hooked her thumbs in her shorts and tugged them off, revealing a matching black jockstrap underneath. A quick glance revealed that the waistband was so strained by its package that the elastic was struggling to contain an incomprehensible sight. The waistband sagged off April's body, driven down by the weight of an absolute obscene bulge, and revealing a hint of flesh above the hem. And not just flesh, but pubic hair. Darker than the hair on her head or under her arms and trimmed neatly, but a patch of red pubes above the base of a meaty, monstrous cock.

		

		It was a sight to behold. She was majestic and she was imposing. And when April put her hands on her hips and popped her eyebrows, Emery finally lurched into action.

		

		In a mad scramble he wrangled his shirt off, but paused when he slipped his fingers into the waistband of his shorts.

		

		“I… um,” Emery mumbled. “I’m not wearing any underwear.”

		

		April groaned and rolled her eyes. Then with a firm grip, she stepped forward and turned Emery around, where the boy made eye contact with his reflection. She was on him a split-second later, pressed into his flank like before. He could feel her hot, tantalizing scrotal mound between his butt once more, this time with one less layer, and he shivered in frightful arousal.

		

		"Flex," April commanded into his ear, her voice a rustic huff. "You’ve got to see the muscle. See the work you did. To connect the pain with the sight. To see what you can become."

		

		Emery fidgeted, looking at his scrawny frame. He felt silly, standing there topless. Even if he did flex, there would be no muscle to show.

		

		“Like this,” April said. And with that, she leaned back into a classic bodybuilder's pose, hips thrust out, shoulders set back, and spread her thick arms up and around her head.

		

		Veins popped, muscles bulged, and chest puffed out, the ginger amazon looked like a Spartan warrior. She stared daggers at the boy, proud of her glory.

		

		Then she insisted, “Go on.”

		

		Like a puppet, Emery saw himself mimicking the same movement, his own twiggy arms vainly flexing, trying to produce a curve of muscle to compete with the hills of April's biceps.

		

		April's arms were more animal than human, like a drawing from an anatomy textbook. Masses of muscle, swollen to impossible sizes, competed with each other for space on her feminine physique. Emery had an urge to reach up and grasp one of those mountains, to be lifted from the floor and feel, under his small hands, every millisecond of effort, every flexing fiber that it took.

		

		For now though, he dutifully complied with her orders, going through every pose that April's reflection mapped out for him. Maybe it was in his head, but even after just one workout, he could see a difference. The slight raising of muscles, the feeling of them being full, some definition where previously there was none.

		

		"How do you feel?" April asked, dropping her arms back to her side, her triceps squeezing her tits together.

		

		Emery turned around to her. "Good," I think. "Sore, really sore, but also-”

		

		“Full?" April suggested, cutting him off.

		

		"Yes! Full, like..." Emery started, searching for words. "Like when you carry an empty backpack, and it just kind of flops around on your back. But when you fill it, even though it's heavier and takes more effort, it just feels... right."

		

		April grinned. "That's one I haven't heard before.”

		

		He inadvertently looked over her body once more, noticing the sagging jockstrap. It was even more strained now, and he could see more of crotch. Just above were her rippling abs, rolling down into a hot-as-fuck ‘V’ of cut muscle.

		

		“So, you're saying you want to be filled then, so that you don't 'flop around'?"

		

		Heat scorched Emery's cheeks, while April's grin grew wider. Her tone was dripping with suggestion. 

		

		She swayed her hips slightly, pulling Emery's gaze to the heavy bulge flopping side to side. As it swung like a massive pendulum, he felt his mouth water. Never before had he ever lusted after a penis, and was baffled why this particular one tantalized him so. But even still, he could not look away.

		

		Emery's erection was a painful, iron bar, and had long since slipped free of his elastic waistband. He was too distracted to notice, but now it tented out, pointing at a near ninety-degree angle out in front of him.

		

		"Yes. I want to be filled," he said, chewing his bottom lip. "In every way. But I need to feel... I need to be filled with strength. I need to feel what I'll be able to do."

		

		April raised an eyebrow and shifted her grin to a smirk. Her muscles swelled in response, bursting with strength, with command, with eroticism. "Is that so? Well I can think of a way to accomplish that.”

		

		She took a step forward and put each hand around Emery's waist. Her hands were so big that her fingers touched one another, just at the point above Emery's buttocks. Emery squirmed slightly, further aroused by the firmness of April's barbell-earned mitts.

		

		Without blinking, April lifted the slender boy into the air, holding him in front of her without a single sign of strain. Emery's cock was harder than it had ever been. Longer than he could fathom.

		

		With her trophy in hand, April lifted, raising little Emery into the air before slowly lowering him to the table. As she did though, Emery's erect cock grazed her chest through the fabric of his straining shorts.

		

		April’s face had morphed into a scowl, suddenly terrifying when paired with her gigantic size.

		

		"What’s this?" She said quickly.

		

		Emery sputtered out a trail of vowels, casting his eyes downward. His cock got even harder in response.

		

		April dropped the androgynous teen, planting his fat boy-butt down onto the leather-wrapped table, then put one hand under Emery’s chin, tilting his head upwards.

		

		"Is all this turning you on?" She said with a hint of spite.

		

		Emery lied and shook his head.

		

		"Oh? You don’t think I’m pretty?" April asked, feigning scorn.

		

		“I…” Emery looked up, trembling. “No. I do.”

		

		April smirked, placing her hands on her hips and cocking them to one side. The swift movement made her jockstrap jostle once more, and Emery felt his heart skip a beat.

		

		“Anything else you like about me?”

		

		Emery swallowed and slowly nodded.

		

		April took a small step back then pointed to the floor. “On your knees.”

		

		He complied, slowly sliding off the table to the warm tile. Keeping his eyes fixated on the ballooning jockstrap, he situated himself, now eye level with the monstrous bulge.

		

		"Take them off," April commanded.

		

		Emery closed his eyes but obeyed. His little hands reached out, finding the warm body before him, then the waistband of her superheated jockstrap. He swallowed a mouthful of saliva once more, astonished how quickly it flooded again and again. Then he pulled, eyes still clamped shut, until he heard the loud, wet slap of flesh as whatever monster had been contained within came crashing into his cheek.

		

		When Emery opened his eyes, he almost screamed.

		

		Past the adonis-level crevices of her abs, following the sexy ‘V’ downward, and jutting out from fiery pubes, was a steaming, swollen, near foot long cock. It hung heavily from April’s body, like a python, thicker than a soda can, incredibly long, and crisscrossed with bulging veins. It was as if April had found a way to work it out too, as if there was some special exercise she had been doing for years to bloat it with such incredible size and girth. Even in the depraved cartoon porn that Emery sometimes watched, with impossibly massive genitals, he had never seen a cock so big so full and so virile.

		

		Face to face with her monstrous slab of meat, Emery stared. And as he gawked, slack jawed, it got bigger, thickening even more and lifting upwards until it reared from between April's knees.

		

		Her. Fucking. Knees.

		

		April finished her tops zipper, letting a pair of huge, melon-sized breasts spill out. They jiggled before finding their weight, and finally came to rest atop her chest like two perfect mountains. 

		

		Despite the first ever tits Emery had ever seen in real life however, all his eyes and brain seemed to want was April footlong womanhood. It was impossible to look away. And while he knelt there, a dribble of precum emerged from its tip, making the boy literally drool with hungry lust. Emery could smell its sweetness. A sharp, stinging scent that cut through the air and infected his brain. The mixture of musk and sweat and pheromones flowed through him, flipping a switch that would forever stay on.

		

		Emery was so hypnotized by the unholy hunk of flesh that he hardly noticed it moving rapidly to the side, until it came back, with speed, to slap him in the face. He was nearly knocked to the ground by the blow. And when it came back round, harder than before, to strike him on the other cheek, the second swipe succeeded. He was so hazy with lust, he almost didn’t catch himself.

		

		Sprawled on the floor, his cheek red, Emery looked up. A tower of muscle stood over him, massive cock dangling… dripping… throbbing. Suddenly her hand approached him, yanking the teen back to his feet. With incredible force she yanked him face first into her crotch. The boy’s lips met flesh and his pallet was soaked in the bitter taste of sweat and skin.

		

		"This is what you want, isn't it?" April asked, pressing Emery's face into the sweaty underside of her nuts.

		

		Emery groaned a “yes”, breathing April's scent deep, but it was muffled.

		

		“What’s that?” She growled, effortlessly yanking him to his feet.

		

		Without waiting for an answer she slammed his face in between her soft, bountiful tits. Emery’s tongue shot out into the silken valley, and he lapped at her. She flexed and pressed them together with her biceps, squeezing the pent up femboy between them.

		

		"And this?" She hissed.

		

		Emery was completely swallowed by muscle and titflesh, and couldn't even answer if speech was available to him.

		

		"Hmm? What’s that slut?"

		

		April pressed harder, crushing Emery completely, drowning him in muscle, mammary and sweat. In the violent commotion, the boy's exceedingly stiff erection popped from his waistband, flinging pre across the floor.

		

		Emery groaned his enjoyment, and finally gave an answer when a hot spurt of cum leapt from his cock, striking April’s abs.

		

		Suddenly, he was dropped. He landed on his knees, looking at the trails of his cum dripping down April's tummy, thigh and pelvis. He looked higher, but went white at the sight of April, scowling down at him.

		

		“You little fuckin’ tramp.” She hissed.

		

		Emery cowered.

		

		"Lick that up," came the command, "every drop."

		

		Emery blinked, eyeing the sticky mess.

		

		“Now!” April growled.

		

		Scrambling once more, Emery hesitantly went to work, sucking every drop of cum off the giantess's leg, probing his tongue into every defined valley and running it over every bulging hill of muscle. While he did so, Emery rubbed his small hands in worship over every centimeter of April's enormous quads, feeling their power under his delicate fingers, willing their strength into himself. They were gigantic mounds of muscle, thick, swollen with strength, bigger than Emery's torso. He had flashbacks to the outrageous feats of strength he had seen them perform in the gym and fancied that he could taste that exertion.

		

		Even after cumming, Emery's cock was still rock hard, and he could feel a second orgasm building fast. His prostate flared with a need he had never felt before, begging to be attended to. He was so caught up in licking his first orgasm from April's leg, Emery hadn't realized that, while he was on his knees, he had been pushing his ass back and forth over the heels of his feet, teasing the sensitive, pillowy buns.

		

		April noticed. And once she was clean, she reached down and lifted Emery off the floor with ease. Spinning him around again, she threw Emery over the physio table, shoving his head into cushioned surface, and yanking down his shorts.

		

		Emery squeaked, but let it happen, wanting to experience everything April would offer.

		

		A perfect boy-bottom sprung free. Two, thick and hefty globes of pristine, alabaster flesh. April smiled, pulling up his smooth backside so that the lovely orbs spread and put his tiny, pink, hairless asshole on display.

		

		Emery felt nothing for a few seconds other than the straining hardness of his cock and the warm air on his virgin exit. Then it came: the probing wetness of April's tongue, teasing his quivering asshole, tracing around its edges, then inserting itself in a heaving, carnal dip.

		

		“Aaahhh!” Emery yipped, a wave of new sensations crashing through him.

		

		The tongue went deeper, twirling all the way. More moans followed, each effeminate and high-pitched. Emery could hardly believe he was making them, but his brain could also not comprehend the sheer ecstasy that lapped at his hole.

		

		April groaned along with him, humming into his yielding anus as she ate him out.

		

		When she locked her lips around him and sank her tongue to its hilt, Emery’s knees buckled. He felt her pull his fat buttcheeks apart to dive deeper, and sounded loud, girly moans of approval.

		

		He eased his head up from the cushioned table, so he could see April behind him in the mirror, the giant, so many times his size, stooping her massive, bulging frame over him, massive hands clamped down on his ass, assaulting Emery's asshole with the most talented tongue in existence.

		

		Noticing Emery watching her, April finished her meal, slowly standing up and wiping her mouth. Her cock came into view next, swaying over two, baseball sized nuts, and jutted out from her body like a two-by-four. His eyes were locked to the reflection, and all the gears in his brain spun to life trying to imagine how that monstrous appendage would fit inside him. With Emery watching in the mirror, April inched forward, allowing him to feel a hot, fat, pre-cum-laden tip on his spit-moistened hole.

		

		With just that slight pressure - that feeling of its hugeness on the outside of his hole, and with another effeminate yelp, Emery let loose another jet of hot cum from his inferior nub. His orgasm sapped his consciousness and racked his body, wiping his mind blank and seizing his form stiff.

		

		When faculties returned he looked back. April had a scowl on her face.

		

		"That's twice you little whore. Hope you’re not worn out already. Cause I’m gonna use you all night. I love a nice fuck after a good workout."

		

		In response, Emery pressed his cheek into the physio table, re-arched his back, raised his hole to April’s throbbing member, and pushed back. The fat, hot bulb throbbed at his slippery, quivering anus, pulsating and hungry to breach. He felt April's thumb trace the outer swell of his ass, indicating her approval. And when he felt a hot bead of pre-cum ooze from her slit and into his already wet cavity, Emery's cock began stiffening yet again.

		

		She lunged, pushing hard, but her enormous cock slipped upward instead, brushing his hole instead of conquering it. April reared back and tried again, but the leaking crown refused to enter. So began a fucking of the boy’s hefty cheeks, and she squeezed them together around her cock, fucking the meat with a slow, steady tandem.

		

		Emery felt hot liquid gush into the crevice of his buns. April’s slick pre made her thrusts more seamless, vigorously coating her thick pipe and sending lewd, wet sloshing sounds about the room. After a few moments of this, Emery clawing at the table's fabric in pleasure, the piece de resistance arrived: the bulbous head of April's monstrous cock, pressing like a battering ram  against Emery's yielding hole, breached.

		

		“GaaAAHHhh!” Emery moaned.

		

		It was far from what he imagined.

		

		“Ssshhh, little rabbit,” April said with a hand on his lower back, holding him down. “Just take it like a good girl.”

		

		In the familiar place, deep inside himself, where Emery found the strength for their workout, he also found the strength to take the searing column of meat. After a few seconds, his walls fell, and the first, thick, pulsing inch found its way inside.

		

		Then another… and another.

		

		Emery's sounds shifted between whimpers and moans. He had never felt anything like the impalement being delivered. His prostate, beating like a second heart, sent waves of ecstasy through his tiny body. Emery dared to raise his head for just a moment, and was rewarded with a sight of the giantess in pure ecstasy, towering over his diminutive form. Her eyes were closed and her lip was bit, and with both hands cupping his ass she was sinking inside of him.

		

		Despite the suffocating, filling sensation overwhelming his rectum, and the piercing, stinging tinge of pain, an all new quiver of fear stabbed the boy when he realized that this was only the beginning. April was one a few inches inside, and there were many, many, many more to follow.

		

		Emery pressed his cheek back against the table, trying to steady his breathing. He took sight of his hand, and its nails digging into the surface. It was something to concentrate on. Something to distract his brain while his guts were being rearranged.

		

		But just when he thought his new trick might work, April began unsheathing, easing her girthy pole out of the teen’s wide, supple bum. His asshole clung to the fleshy invader, clenching its ring tight around the shaft before dilated for her thick tip. Before leaving the boy completely however, and after just a moment of pause, she pushed in again, this time managing her thick rod even deeper.

		

		The table suppressed a scream as Emery bit into the leather.

		

		April repeated the action, slowly pumping in and out of the plump boy-butt, struggling to fit more than half of her enormity inside the juicy bottom. Her moans steadily shifted into grunts, sounding more like annoyance than arousal. They were a heaving, guttural nuance, like a cavewoman frustrated at the invention of the wheel.

		

		Emery raised his head again to the mirror, meeting April's eyes.

		

		"We… have to challenge ourselves, right?" The boy said, drooling.

		

		April bit her lip and shot him a grin in response. "That's how we grow. And that's what you want, hmm?"

		

		“Mmph, fuck!” Emery nodded. "More than anything."

		

		With that, April reached down, wrapping her forearm gently around Emery's neck, and pulled him upwards, bending him backwards until his face was inches from hers, upside down. Holding Emery's gaze, April pressed more of herself into him, watching his face shift as contort as more molten hot inches impaled him.

		

		Emery gasped as April's massive cock managed to find more hole to fill. She grinned down at the boy, folded in front of her, and she even raised a thumb from Emery's neck to stroke his chin.

		

		"Well done," she said, stroking her thick digit over the boy's puffy lips. "Is this the first cock  you've ever had, Emery?"

		

		Emery swallowed hard, choking out a raspy reply.

		

		"Y-y-yes," he panted, like a dog, and was rewarded with another inch of April's womanhood.

		

		"Mmm,” she purred. “I’m gonna mold this pussy well."

		

		Another inch followed, sinking steadily. Emery’s fingers struggled for grip on the table, like a pet scratching at a door to go outside.

		

		He felt like a dog looking for its master's approval, but the more he groveled, the brighter his pleasure flared.

		

		April tightened her grip on Emery's neck, bending the boy to his apex. His body was twisted into a reverse ‘C’, starring with watery eyes back up at a hungry, thriving amazon queen.

		

		"Please…” He uttered. “Fuck me. Make me yours"

		

		A hand strayed back to Emery's mouth, teasing its edges for a moment before April slipped a finger between his lips, just as the rest of her cock bottomed out into his asshole.

		

		Emery let out a effeminate squeak, nearly passing out from ecstasy. His squeal rose into a trembling moan, but was swiftly halted by the thick finger twirling around in his mouth.

		

		As April began to pump in and out of him, Emery sucked her finger to the same tempo, gurgling his pleasure through a build-up of spit. He could feel his third orgasm arising.

		

		It didn’t take long. With April’s persistent thrusting, becoming more seamless with each stroke, Emery’s brain went into overload. His dick pulsed and spewed a steady stream of clear pre, and his eyes rolled back into his skull as the virile goddess fucked him.

		

		His body still coiled in a lewd, circular yoga-esque pose and her finger was still planted firmly on his tongue, Emery did his best to suck it, but his body was not reacting to his commands. He was lost, physically and mentally. And all the while April’s mammoth fuckpole slid in and out, slick with her need.

		

		Suddenly April removed her finger from Emery's throat, shifting her hand back to his neck and, with her cock entirely buried in Emery's ass, turned him around. The boy groaned as he was rotated, trembling as his insides learned the new intricacies of April’s cock as it spun inside him. Now lying on his back, Emery spread his legs, feeling a flush of pride in the few drops of sweat he saw percolating down his partner's beautiful muscles.

		

		"Oh God," he blurted out. "Please, use me in whatever way you want."

		

		Emery had no idea where the words came from. It wasn't like the porn he watched. All those years he always imagined himself as the dominant. And after cumming, he would feel a wave of shame as he returned to the reality of his own tiny body. But now he had found his role, had found the words to say, and the strength to take punishment. Filled up by April's incredible cock, Emery basked in pride that he was taking this musclebound giantess. Each of April's deep groans cemented this new persona, exciting Emery to explore it.

		

		April ran her hands across the boy’s smooth thighs, spreading them wider. She smiled down at him, flexing her cock in the little hole but not thrusting… yet.

		

		Her tits were magnificent, full and ample, and they glistened with sweat just like the rest of her. Below them were her rock hard abs, they too teaming with a sheen of warm dew.

		

		"Please fuck me," Emery gasped. "As hard as you can. With that beautiful cock. Please punish me with it. Use me."

		

		April responded by burying herself painfully deep in Emery in one firm sliding motion. Then hooking her hands under his armpits, and with one quick movement, lifted him off the table.

		

		Instinctively, Emery wrapped his legs around April's broad back, feeling her bulging muscles flow as she adjusted him. Then, holding the boy close, and staring deeply into his eyes, April lifted him upward.

		

		Emery's eyes fluttered into the back of his head and he released a deep groan. April woke him up by dragging the wetness of her tongue up Emery's neck, collarbone to cheek. The boy immediately surrendered, tilting his head back and biting his lip. Then just as steadily as she had lifted, April lowered Emery down her thick shaft. His girly cry returned as he sank, half by gravity, onto April womanhood. And when he finally felt her mammoth balls on his ass, she lifted him effortlessly, then lowering him, then lifting, arms bulging with each stroke.

		

		His hungry hole ate up every second, suctioning on the upswing and devouring on the down.

		

		April held Emery's eyes as he fucked him, hard but steady, lifting her new fucktoy up and down the length of her monstrous cock. As she did so, her arm muscles bunched so tightly around Emery's small body that he felt swallowed by them. Her biceps tensed and crushed him each time she lifted, occasionally muffling the boy’s effeminate moans when they pinned his cheeks together.

		

		As the pressure built, April's face also shifted, the intensity of her pleasure warping her features into primal bliss. Her grunts turned into a steady moan, and her lifts got faster and faster, slamming her entire length into the teen again and again.

		

		Emery felt his orgasm ripening, building. He cried out, like a banshee in the dead of night, rattling the walls of the gym. And then, suddenly, he exploded, painting April's bouncing tits in semen.

		

		April reached her summit near the same time. Her muscles tensed and veins popped, bulging with his lust.

		

		In one final thrust she dropped him down on her entirety, and April let out a booming groan. 

		

		Emery felt the strength of her orgasm deep inside his guts. A split-second later, a tidal wave of her cum jetted into him. He was flushed with pleasure, giddy to have April’s seed, and giddier still to feel wave after wave of cum flood his insides.

		

		When April finished cumming, she slowly lifted Emery off her spear and placed him back onto the table. They locked eyes as she pulled out each thick inch of her still semi-hard cock.

		

		Emery bit his lip, trembling as he thought he might cum again as she slid past his prostate.

		

		When April retreated completely there was a wet, popping sound and Emery felt his fullness subside. Swiftly and immediately, he felt empty. He felt incomplete. Pain, and a little pleasure, rocked Emery for the last time and he looked down to see her massive, swollen, cum-covered cock swing down and dangle between April’s thighs. A second later and he heard April's cum drip out of him and splatter on the floor.

		

		She stood there a moment, heaving. Both of them panted in unison, filling the air more heat.

		

		All Emery could do was lay there, legs still spread and twitching, locked in his lewd, spread-eagle pose. He couldn’t quite see it, but his asshole was a gaping, blown out mess, gushing white, pearly cum like a firehose.

		

		Finally, after wetting his mouth several times, he was able to speak.

		

		"Did I… do well?" Emery ventured.

		

		The beginning of a smile creased the corner of April's lips.

		

		"You did just fine," she answered. "Love me some virgin boypussy."

		

		Emery blushed with pride. Impossibly, he felt himself stiffen again in reaction to April's praise.

		

		"First challenge complete," she said, placing her hands on her hips.

		

		"What's the second challenge?"

		

		April's face morphed back into the sternness with which she had punished Emery earlier.

		

		"Second challenge?” She asked, then smirked. “Lick your pathetic, sissy cum off my tits, then get out of my sight."

		

		Emery smiled, his cock twitching again, and with a hungry grin leaned up, and licked every last drop from the muscle goddess's chest.

		

		She didn’t even wait for the boy to finish before starting to get dressed. It was like he was more inconvenience than helper. But after she was sufficiently clean, she all but pushed Emery off of her, plucked her shorts off the ground, and pulled them snug around her hips.

		

		The musclebound amazon headed for the door next, leaving the naked femboy on his knees in the middle of the room.

		

		Yet just as her hand found the doorknob, Emery cried out, “Wait!”

		

		April stopped, the towering, bulky frame wider than the door, then turned her head back slightly.

		

		Emery recoiled at her glare. His lips trembled. But then he finally meeked out, “what about the third challenge?”

		

		THE END
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