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Part One

After moving to a new part of town, the hunt began for finding a new grocery store, a new dry cleaner, and of course, a new gym. Fortunately, living downtown, a guy like me had great options for all three, and the gym was the highlight. The same chain had two locations almost side-by-side due to a recent take over, and the one I started frequenting had far fewer people.

My name is Patrick, I'm twenty-two, just barely scrape six-foot tall, weigh about one-forty, and like to think I’m in pretty good shape. Sadly however, I am rail thin, part of the reason I had been hitting the gym so hard. I needed to bulk up, and wanted now more than ever to shed my androgynous looks and become a muscle bound stud.

I’ve found that gyms are like a small community, the more often you go, the more people you get to know. Some like to strike up full conversations while others go for the simple 'head nod of recognition’.

But after visiting this particular gym for about a week, one of its patrons stuck out…

Her name, as I came to find out thanks to a long time member, was April. She was no social butterfly, in fact she was downright standoffish. Yet she seemed to take a liking to me for whatever reason.

Which was great news, because this woman was downright gorgeous!

Young, very tall, incredibly fit, and beyond busty; April was a brick house of sex appeal and muscle. The type of girl that looked as if she lived at the gym, and lifted weights in her sleep - she was that fucking stacked.

Normally though, these specimens can be quite masculine, or even downright ugly, but not April. Not by a long shot. She was packed with muscle and cut from stone, but she was stunning beyond belief - with fiery red hair and emerald eyes that could turn men to stone.

The gym wasn't that big, and neither were the locker rooms. With wall mirrors set up the way they were, you could pretty much see every corner from every corner. I was a little uncomfortable with this at first, but I had been working hard on my body, and found myself feeling more and more confident about it. In fact, I started to get big-headed from some of the sideways glances from other gym goers, both male and female.

It's definitely a compliment when anyone finds you attractive, I think.

My workout schedule was fairly regular, arriving around five in the afternoon, and being showered and out by about six. Except on Saturdays when I would spend an extra bit of time in the sauna or steam room to work the weekly stress out of my body.

April seemed to be on a similar schedule, with only occasional weekend run ins.

But on one of those Saturdays, things changed forever.

After a good hard workout, while standing at my locker in just my sweaty compression shorts, I was reading a few emails on my phone when I heard the door open and close. As I looked up, and to my surprise, I saw April beside one of the lockers! And she was undressing!

This probably shouldn’t have been as big of a shock as it was, as the entire gym was communal afterall, but the sight of her took my breath away.

She was covered in beads of sweat, head-to-toe, and her entire body sheened with an oily glow. Her tiny gym shorts and sports bra were soaked through, and I saw the distinct elastic bands of a jockstrap hiked up high on her hips.

Perhaps even more insane, were the occasional glances she was giving me as she opened her locker and toweled herself off.

Now normally, I would be pretty comfortable with my own sexuality as to not be intimidated or bothered by others, but April was a near seven-foot-tall amazon, so it was hard not to be a little shaken up.

And things got a whole helluva lot worse when she hooked her fingers under her sports bra and promptly lifted it skyward, sending a pair of massive, heavy, sweaty tits tumbling out.

Her nipples immediately responded to the warm air, ripening and thickening in seconds.

My eyes were firmly fixed, completely enamored at such an enormous pair of melons, each beeding with perspiration. Thankfully she didn’t notice my staring, or if she did, she made no reaction to it.

When I noticed that she had slowed her undressing, we caught one another's gaze.

“Oh, hey there, Patty,” she said with a slight smile.

Patty… one of many belittling nicknames April had given me over the past few weeks.

I had considered speaking up about them, especially her favorite, but she was just so beautiful and confident that any time I tried, I felt like I was doing the world a disservice.

Blushing hard, I righted my eyes, doing my damndest not to look south.

“H-Hey, April,” I replied, rubbing the back of my neck.

But my eyes did what men’s eyes do, and immediately looked down over her body…

And holy shit.

Her lycra shorts held an immense protrusion. At first one might think it was just her jockstrap but… there was so much more within.

April stood there, looking back at me, and placed her hands on her hips.

“Cat got your tongue little man?” She chuckled, eyeing me down.

Little man… I thought. Well, I suppose I was little compared to her. Tiny even.

“N-no, sorry,” I stammered. “It’s just a-

“The tits?” April said with a hearty laugh, sending her breasts jiggling.

“Yeah,” I said, half-ashamed. “Sorry.”

“No biggie. I was gonna hit the sauna, wanna join?”

I lit up. Anything to get us out of this situation.

“Sure!”

With zero hesitation she finished disrobing, sliding her shorts down her long, sculpted legs. As she lowered them I noticed the fat bulge in her jockstrap swell.

Holy shit, I thought. She definitely has a cock.

How had I never noticed before?

"Like what you see?" April asked, bringing my eyes from her groin to meet hers.

I was smiling… Big mistake.

Because she smiled back.

Much taller than I, April stood at about six-foot-a million, and probably weighed around 190 or 200 pounds of sheer, shredded muscle. I'd guess she was in her mid twenties, and absolutely solid. Fiery red hair, massive bust and a swollen crotch, and in phenomenal shape.

The eye contact and ensuing pose gave me a bit of a panic, and I rushedly shed my shorts, grabbed my towel, and rushed past her, headed for the steam room. It was tough, but I managed to avoid any more glances towards her lower region.

Inside the steam room I found a spot on a bench, leaned back against the wall and closed my eyes. As all guys do, I had to unwrap my towel in order to sit comfortably.

Gym towels are always too small. You end up sitting on one end, and the other wraps over one thigh and as far across your lap as it can reach. It rarely makes it to the other leg, and often just sits just barely covering your crotch.

There were two other guys there, chatting quietly to themselves, so I took the opportunity to lie back and take a moment to rest. I needed it too, because watching April in the locker room had sent my pulse into a tailspin.

CRE-GRUWN…

I opened my eyes as the door opened, and in walked April. She was topless still, with her big, heavy, voluminous tits on display, and had one of the too-small towels haphazardly wrapped around her chiseled hips.

Her thick cock pressed vehemently from between her shapely legs, leaving a very noticeable imprint against the towel.

All I could do was just sit there, like a deer in headlights.

She climbed up onto the bench beside me, sending groans through the wood, and dumped some cold water onto the coals.

My pulse had returned to relative normalcy, until she turned towards me and opened her towel.

And at that insane sight I gasped aloud, nearly fainting.

Because April had unveiled a massive set of moist and hairless testicles.

Her cock was tantalizing… immense and incredible. It was huge and… delicious looking.

What was I saying? Had I lost my mind?

I shook my head and rubbed my eyes, but when I looked up again… there it was.

Her thick womanhood. Tempting me. Tempting my sexuality and everything I had ever known.

I couldn't help but stare at it. She was circumcised, her balls were shaved bare and… oh my fucking God were they big. They looked like two apples in a silky, fleshy bag.

April nodded to the other guys who seemed to know her, and slowly lowered her big bottom onto the bench next to me. The wood moaned again as her body compressed the material.

She sat on her towel, and covered herself the same way I had, but hers barely covered anything due to her outrageously massive thighs.

Time passed as we let the steam relax our muscles, and for a brief moment I forgot all about the half-naked woman sitting beside me.

But… after a few minutes, the two other strangers rose and left.

As the door slid shut, April stood again to pour more water onto the coals.

It was then I realized she was completely nude, having left her towel on the bench beside me. I did a double take, mesmerized by her plump, honed, immaculate ass as it rose and moved to the center of the room.

After she poured fresh water on the coals, sending another burst of steam into the air, April turned and stood there naked for a good thirty seconds, and I couldn't help but watch her the entire time.

Her naked form was a thing of chiseled beauty. She had zero fat, except for her fat tits and plump ass… everything else was hard fucking muscle!

My dick was swelling again, and my heart was racing.

What the hell was she doing? I thought, unable to look away.

Her fat, virile cock dangled there, damp and dripping with moisture, hanging between her knees like a soggy tree branch after a rainstorm.

She looked down a few times, and saw me looking, but I just couldn't help myself. It looked so powerful… so full.. so… delicious.

Eventually April sat again, but didn't cover herself at all this time.

I stared throughout, watching her enormous cock lay itself down onto the warm wood, a third leg all its own, pulsing and throbbing in tune with her heartbeat.

Hoping to kill the incredibly dirty thoughts racing through my mind, I thought it best to close my eyes again, hoping to quell my hardening dick.

I wasn't so lucky however, as even with my eyes shut, her cock was all I could see.

Suddenly, I felt a hand rest gently on my leg. My body twitched, and then settled again.

April had her hand… on… Oh my God…

I didn't want her to touch me. I wanted it to stop. At least that's what I kept telling myself. But my body was disobeying me... betraying me…

My cock began to harden further, tenting my towel, and as much as I wanted to pull away, I didn’t… I couldn’t…

It was as if our skin was magnetized.

So I let her hand rest there, occasionally and subtly squeezing my smooth thigh.

“Someone sure does like looking at my cock, hmm Patty?” April said with a smirk.

My cheeks burned. “S-sorry, April. It’s just so… so big.”

I half expected her to let go of me. She had to be messing with me right?

But her hand never left. Soon it was slowly rubbing me, up and down my thigh, with the occasional gentle squeeze.

“Why don’t we…” she finally slid my towel off, “give your body some air.”

My rock hard dick swung up into the hot air. Stiff beyond imagination, it stood straight up, turgid and swollen.

I gasped as it was let loose, but was soon incredibly self conscious as the comparison between our genitals became very. Very clear.

Even soft, April’s cock was massive, laying down along the bench like a sleeping sea serpent. Her heavy nuts matched the wrist-thick monster, bigger than my fist and far more impressive than my meager, hairless scrotum.

“My, my, my…” April purred. “Even rock hard you’re still so small…”

The fire in my cheeks burned hotter. Regardless of my lewd display, I continued to feel her hand on my hot, wet, sweaty thigh.

In fact, and quite surprisingly, I felt it move closer and closer to my crotch.

Holy shit… I thought, biting down on my lip to keep from moaning aloud.

This was really happening. A beautiful woman was really going to touch my dick, despite it being so inferior to mine. My hips started gently thrusting, hoping that doing so would get her delicious-looking fingers onto my dick all that more sooner.

But, God damnit, April was teasing me, and her hand seemed to instinctively move away anytime my dick neared. Getting ever so close, then moving away.

My boyhood was raging now, and the talking had stopped some time ago. April danced her fingers all the way from my knee to my upper inner thigh, and just as they started to wrap themselves around my shaft, the door swung open!

Two more guys walked in and I panicked!

My eyes flew open and I grabbed my towel, quickly folding it over my seething erection. I leaned forward on the bench to hide the obvious tent, and jumped into the middle of a sentence to make it seem like we'd been talking or something.

“So the weather sure has been crazy, huh?”

I wasn't really sure what I said; I just knew I wanted to get the hell out of there.

Fortunately April played along, and kindly responded to what I was saying.

The guys who were coming in had also been talking, and with the rush of steam that hit them, I was pretty sure, at least hopefully, that they didn't notice anything.

If they did, neither showed it.

Thank God…

Both took seats to our right and kept amongst themselves, never really acknowledging either of us, despite April still completely nude and man-spread across half the bench.

She really must be a regular here for no one to bat and eye at her fleshy anaconda.

After a few minutes I stumbled up to my feet, announced my departure, and clumsily wrapped my towel around my waist in an attempt to hide my still swollen dick.

I kept my head down and headed straight for the showers.




Part Two

As with all gyms, the water pressure varies from stall to stall, and I had my favorite at the back right hand corner of the locker room. The ‘doors’ to the shower stalls were plastic curtains, and the walls separating the stalls were smoked glass. The moment I was inside, and the water was running, I grabbed a hand full of lotion and, with a longing sigh, gave my dick a swift pull.

The water poured over my head, basking me in radiance, and the sweet release of my masturbation was euphoria incarnate.

Suddenly, the shower next to mine started up.

The sudden ‘KSSHH’ of water startled me, mostly because I had my dick in my hand, and I very quickly felt a rush of uneasiness. Thankfully my hardness dwindled, and the realization that I was about to masturbate to the biggest, thickest cock I had ever seen hit me like a freight train.

Thank God for whoever was beside me.

But, as the glass between us gave way to moisture, the silhouette on the other side became clearer and clearer. I could see through the wall…

It was April. Tall and vast, her outline was unmistakable. She also seemed to be giving himself a good soaping down below, and I was quickly reminded at how incredibly hung she was.

I couldn't see any detail, but I also couldn't stop looking. Not like I needed to. The image of her enormous womanhood was burned into my brain: thick and long. Her mammoth cock, just like everything else about her, was mesmerizing.

And so I watched her, from beyond the glass, grip that titanic rod of hers until it plumped and ripened, extending to full mast in seconds.

It was like a tree branch, and she cupped it hard, seemingly because she had to. Her cock was that fucking heavy, and I couldn't take my eyes off it as my own stroking picked up in intensity.

Just then, some water hit the wall and broke me out of my daydream.

It was her. April. She was facing me through the fog. No doubt she had seen me looking, and was looking right back at me.

I wanted to stop and leave, but something held me there. Like some sort of supernatural force, I felt transfixed on her as my dick got bigger and harder than ever before.

She leaned forward, and pressed the head of her cock up against the glass, stroking as it mashed forward. Almost as if commanded, I did the same. And there suddenly, we were masturbating together, separated by only a thin sheet of glass.

I pumped harder, matching her slow and heated rhythm. A second later and she pressed her voluptuous, yet tight, front against the glass, giving me an amazingly unobstructed view of her glorious wet tits. The sight sent my breath into a heavy husk, and when she leaned forward and put her mouth against the smoky sheet in a passionate kiss, I nearly came right then and there.

Still jerking, I pressed my body on the other side of our barrier, kissing her image.

She was so tall I had to arch up on my toes just to reach her pouty lips.

And I was six feet tall!

I could feel the heat of April’s body through the glass, and it sent shivers down my spine.

Lost in a hot, blissful passion I shut my eyes hard, relishing in our first ‘kiss’.

As my mind wandered to magical places, and the pleasure rushed through my body, I was once again brought back to earth as I heard her curtain slide open.

Opening my eyes, I saw that she had vanished, and I was all of a sudden alone, humping and kissing a glass divider like a floundering seal. In an instant I felt abandoned, and hurt. Like maybe I did something wrong so he left me there, dick in hand... literally. Or had I imagined the entire thing? Was this even real?

As I collected my thoughts, April’s hand emerged through the curtain and delicately grabbed my dick. With the flimsy, plastic barrier cast askew I could see her immaculate, naked form once more. She was standing just outside my stall, occasionally glancing towards the door, with one hand rubbing my cock, and the other on her own. It felt so amazing and so uncomfortable all at the same time. Her soapy hand worked me slow as she built her own steam. It was a twisting, corkscrew maneuver, a technique that few women master. But April had the necessary equipment to practice with, and damn she was a pro. Each tug sent electricity through my body, and I just stood there, pelvis thrusted forward, allowing this ‘woman’ to jerk me off in the communal showers.

I felt like a plaything, a sexual toy, and a pile of nerve endings, but I was on cloud nine!

My breathing was picking up and I was getting close. Yet, in that powerful and impending moment, just before I lost control, she stepped through the curtain.

SWISH! April flung it wide, leaving it open behind her. I groaned at the sight of her: massive and busty and oh-so-fucking hung. She was a giant amazon queen, rife with muscle and shimmering with soapy water.

She stepped inside my bubble like she owned it, released my cock and used the same to grab my face. Her grip was firm and precise. She slid her thumb into my mouth, and gently closed the rest of her fingers around my cheeks.

“Mmm,” she purred. “So that’s what your mouth feels like.”

With her thumb still inside me, April guided me down to my knees as she continued to stroke her mammoth pole. I was in a daze, with my dick throbbing, the heat from the shower, I didn't really know what was happening. But I complied without hesitation.

When finally I knelt she pivoted towards me and the water rinsed the soap from her monstrous cock, leaving it beading with moisture.

I was now face-to-face with her meaty weapon, which had to be at least nine or ten inches long now that it was fully erect.

As the suds washed off, April pushed it forward toward my wanting mouth. She withdrew her thumb just in time as she replaced it with the head of her throbbing wet monster. Her other hand left her base and grabbed the back of my head, and she slowly began to fuck my mouth. She then lifted a leg, slowly planting the ball of her foot atop my dick, pressing it down against the tile.

I groaned at the pressure, but she used that to stuff my mouth further.

"You like that?” She whispered. “Tasting my thick cock? I saw you looking, I knew you wanted it since the day we met."

I just stared up at her as she nudged the back of my mouth and began to push her way into my throat. I gagged a few times, and just kept praying no one would come in or notice what was happening.

She asked, "Do you like that? Huh? Do you? Tell me you want it. Tell me how much you want this cock in your mouth."

As she said it, she stopped pushing. Only the head was moving between my lips now, and she got more demanding as she held me by my hair.

"Tell me you like sucking cock. You do, don't you bitch?"

And when she slid her cock out I blurted, "Yes ma’am! I like sucking your big cock!"

I leapt forward, trying to swallow her monster again.

But her strong hands stopped me, then lifted my chin so I was staring up at her.

"Beg me for it, bitch.” April gruffed. “Beg me to let you suck me off!"

And I did. I didn't have a choice. She had me right where she wanted me. My balls were full, my shaft was loaded, and I was ready to cum, and she knew it. She knew she had full control over me. Every little bit of pressure down onto my cock elicited a guttural moan. I even tried to slide my knees together to stop it, but she just pushed them apart just as quickly.

I begged, and I begged hard! "Please! Please let me suck your cock! I need it. I need it inside my mouth. I want to taste it. To make you cum. To serve it. To be a slave for it, please! I'll do anything!"

I had no idea where this was all coming from, but it just sort of came out.

My brain was shut off, and my body wanted release.

She looked down at me and said, "Anything? Glad to hear it, Patricia. But if I let you suck my cock. If I give you that gift, you are mine, understood? Your mouth, your dick, your ass, whenever and however I want, got it?"

Patricia… an all new belittling nickname.

"Yes!” I said pleadingly. “I'm yours! Please let me taste it! Please let me swallow your cum!"

She smiled down at me, set herself firmly on both feet, and said, "That's my good little boy! Now make sure you swallow all of it, or the deal is off!"

She then proceeded to pound her cock into my mouth like a teenager into his first girlfriend. I'm pretty sure she gave me a concussion somewhere along the way.

Soon my throat broke open and she was sliding in and down in a brutal, sloppy display.

I could no longer see, or hear anything besides the wet, slurping and sloshing sounds. I was terrified, but infatuated, not just from my lack of oxygen but the idea of someone walking in and seeing the grotesque show.

There was no curtain or towel this time, anyone who might wander in would see us plain as day: me on my knees with April standing over me, jackhammering her cock down my windpipe over and over again.

It was an animalistic, downward pummeling. She had complete control of my head and neck, and was using it like a sleeve to embed her long, meaty appendage over and over again.

The pain, the taste, the situation… it was all too much.

Even with her foot still pinning my dick to the tile I came, and came hard.

My hot seed spurted out from underneath her toes, firing out towards the drain.

April took little notice, and before long she howled and clutched my skull with both hands.

“GAH! TAKE IT SLUT!”

April bottomed out. And then, hilted, she blasted a massive stream of hot cum down my throat.

Her cock exploded, sending a deluge into my belly and filling my mouth soon after. Her seed spurted out from between my swollen lips, and I felt it splatter onto my chest and knees. I swallowed hard, and swallowed as much as I could, but my stomach was already full so there was nowhere for all her tangy, virile seed to go. I choked, but swallow after swallow, gag after gag, it slid down my throat and I saw the light at the end of the tunnel.

I kneeled there in a daze as her cock softened, and the jizz stopped flowing. Then she slowly pulled my head back whilst rearing her hips backwards, unsheathing her meaty length with a loud, regurgitating SLURGGK!

Cock finally unholstered, I gasped loud and long, choking up remnants of her bubbling sperm. My lips were puffy, numb, and useless. It was as if they were injected with anesthesia, because even though I tried, they were unable to contain the drool and sperm, instead letting it all drop down my chin and front. and used one hand to rub the last few drops onto my lips. As he did, and as my tongue chased his movements.

Finally, she released my head, leaving me wobbling upright, still on my knees, like a top ready to collapse.

My watery eyes saw her figure step back and turn.

Then, just barely, I heard her say a shoulder, "You're mine now," before vanishing around the divider.

Suddenly she was gone... and I almost fell over after her.




Part Three

After catching my breath and stepping out of the shower, I realized, to my horror, that not only had she left me there covered in cum, but she had also taken my towel.

I wasn't sure what to do, so I cleaned myself off, and made my way back to my locker completely nude. My mind was still a bit fuzzy, and my dick was still swollen, but my balls were emptier than they had ever been. I passed a few people as I walked, but I kept my eyes on the floor, hoping they weren’t staring or investigating too hard.

The cold air from the locker room was working for me as well... until it wasn't. My dick had gone from a full erupting erection in the shower, to a shriveled little pinky finger as I turned the final corner to my locker.

But to my surprise, there she was, sitting there on the bench with my towel in her hand.

"Looks like you forgot something!" April said with a cheeky grin, holding the towel just out of arm's reach.

I lunged for it but she held it away, then she nodded towards my groin and said, "Must be pretty cold in here, eh?"

With that comment, she pulled the towel away again when I swiped for it, like Lucy teasing Charlie brown. Her laugh was enough to draw other looks from the other patrons who were either arriving or dressing. A few of them chuckled under their breath.

Unable to grab it, I tried to cover my shriveled dick with both hands.

My body began to shiver, both from fear and embarrassment.

Thankfully, perhaps out of pity, she finally let me have the towel.

As I dried myself off she watched, making sure the humiliation and control was complete.

She stared, with a grin on her face, as I hurriedly dressed. My body was moving clumsily after such a prolonged sexual explosion... not to mention the epic orgasm, but somehow managed.

Just when I thought the awkward silence couldn’t get any worse, she asked, “Have yourself a good workout today, Patty? Get a good sweat in?"

She spoke loudly, for the whole room to hear, turning more heads.

"Don't worry, you'll get used to the new routine I showed you, and before long you'll see that it's the only way to get the results you want!"

She laughed again, garnering sleazy grins from a few other guys in the locker room. Her code words were not enough. They knew. I could tell by their looks and jeers.

I answered nervously, "Y-yeah, great workout today. The routine was great, thanks again for that."

“Good to hear, little man!” She boasted. “Next time we'll focus more on the lower body and back. Get that ass of yours a workout!"

I blushed hard and answered, "Yes ma’am... that sounds like a great plan."

Jesus. I had never felt such humiliation. But damn did it turn me on. I felt like she had taken full control over me, and wasn't going to be letting go any time soon.

Despite it all, I had gotten my boxers on, and was fumbling with my shirt buttons.

Before leaving, she stood next to me, pulled her card out of nowhere and traced it up my thigh slowly before tucking it into my waistband.

WHIP! The waistband snapped against my skin, making me jump.

Her eyes were locked on mine the entire time, and I think I may have whimpered a little as she cupped my nuts and squeezed.

Then, with a wink, she said, “see ya next time,” and sauntered out of the locker room.

THE END
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