[bookmark: _GoBack]Danielle tugged at her shirt and bra, shifting her monumental bust for better comfort. How many times was that? Ten? No matter how she adjusted, whether she yanked a strap up or down her shoulders, or if she tried covering her cleavage, something else became uncomfortable. Not to mention how her parents hounded her to find something appropriate to wear. This was the largest size she owned.

“Could always wear a poncho?” Holly suggested.

“What about pants?” Danielle grimaced and tried gripping the jeans she wore. They were flush against her flesh, like textured paint or a second skin, and made her dread taking them off. Pulling them on was tiresome enough. The waist caught under the swells of her butt and, once she forced it over, sank into them like a knife through butter. If not for Holly’s assistance, she might never have succeeded.

“Oh lord, I’m getting so fat,” Danielle said.

“No you’re not, silly!” Casey giggled and hugged her close. They were heading to P.E., one of the few classes they shared in the week, and were a point of interest for others in the halls. Danielle could guess why as she looked to her friend, who had marched deeper into the Bimbo lifestyle, and thus displayed the maximum amount of flesh. Without violating the dress code, of course. Though no one said anything about her.

Perhaps it was Holly? She was gorgeous that day, her ghostly skin highlighted by the crimson of her lipstick and thick eyelashes, while wearing a red shirt and black yoga pants. A flower came to mind, with a stem blossoming into dual-toned leaves, equipped with a pair of plump, comfortable breasts that Danielle had rested on many times. Unlike her, Casey arched her back to show off the proudly fake set she owned. Shame didn’t fit in with a Bimbo’s mindset.

“I am,” Danielle pinched her breast, wincing both in pain and the sudden eruption of pleasure, which soared straight to her crotch, and the other reason her jeans were at their limits.

“Even so, it’s not a bad thing,” Holly said and hooked her arm around Danielle’s, “It’s makes you all the cuddlier.” She nuzzled into the futa’s shoulder, inhaling the ‘perfume’ she swore Danielle kept secret from her. There was no secret. Danielle didn’t wear perfume beyond her body wash, which had no discernible scent in itself. Her parents didn’t believe in using odours to attract people, though makeup was fair game.

“Hey! No fair, don’t snuggle up to her when I’m not looking,” Casey pouted and copied her friend, turned rival.

“There’s plenty to go around,” Danielle chuckled. That didn’t placate them. She remained crushed between the pair, their shoulders digging into her breasts and straining her shirt further. A slight rip caught her attention, “Guys, uh, my shirts not gonna last if you keep it up.”

“Sorry,” Holly said and let go, while Casey lingered for a moment, then followed suite.

“Sorry,” Casey repeated.

“It’s fine. I’ve gotta go shopping again anyway. Nothing else fits,” Danielle said and sighed. Yet another small fortune would be lost, and another if her body didn’t hurry up and settle down. The trio arrived in the locker rooms. Others were already there, chatting as they stripped or pulled on their gym uniforms. The school offered a pair of baggy shorts or tracksuit pants, and a tight shirt. When swimming, the only option was a one-piece swimsuit that hugged the female form like liquid.

Danielle sat on a familiar bench, where a faint stain extended before it. She glanced to Holly, who returned an intimate grin and wink. That hadn’t been the last time they’d ‘met’ in the lockers. Holly stayed after dance practice until everyone else had left, then she and Danielle would repeat their first time. It was better every time, or so Holly claimed. The act had more appeal now than it did before, so perhaps Danielle was getting better at it, or something else was influencing her. Was it love?

Maybe. The prospect hadn’t been lost on her, not since she and Holly started going on regular dates. Casey’s inclusion in the mix had changed things, but she enjoyed it. Both offered different joys in life. Holly would cry at the sappiest romance movie, while Casey gushed about shows and books that Danielle hadn’t heard of. And sex had subtle changes between them.

Could she love them both? A silly question. She already did. Dozens of people talked with her, invited her to parties or offered help for various things, but none were like those two. Her life would be worse without them. Who knew what might’ve happened if Holly hadn’t steered her away from certain people? Drugs? Alcohol? She didn’t, or want to, know.

“Oh no,” Danielle said after pulling out her gym shirt. She’d forgotten to get a new one.

“It’s okay,” Holly said and wandered to the ‘lost and found’ basket, “Someone should’ve left a larger size around. I think Sarah Mason threw hers away last week, and she’s gotta be bigger than you.”

“Or just go without,” Casey said with a suggestive wriggle of her brows. Danielle rolled her eyes. She’d tried running without a shirt on; her breasts bounced free and slapped her face, which led to a peculiar erection.

“Here we are!” Holly announced and pulled out a massive shirt, at least when compared to her sleek shoulders, “Should fit those mountains.”

“Mountains? Oh,” Danielle chuckled as she glanced to her chest. They were, indeed, the size of mountains. A pair of monumental bowls of pudding splayed across her torso, barely contained in her bra. She adjusted the straps again. It did nothing to stop the cups digging into her pliant flesh, but offered better support at least. She took the shirt. No sweat stains that she could see, and it didn’t stink. Better than she could have hope for.

She pulled it on and, though it struggled around her boobs, it managed to meet the waistband of her jeans. Now the real challenge presented itself. First, she had to get her jeans off without tearing them, next she would need a new pair of shorts that fit her. Her parents rarely, if ever, allowed her to wear skirts or shorts, at least not ones that ended above the knee, so she relished the chance. That said, her current pair would be no match for the triple-threat of her hips, butt and penis.

“Here,” Holly handed her a pair, “Figured you need them.”

“Thanks,” Danielle took the pair and stood. Most people were already changed, but some seemed to have trouble figuring their own clothes out, as they lingered around, half-dressed. They might be staring at Danielle, but something else always seemed to occupy them when she checked. It wasn’t until she had yanked her jeans off that she caught their gawking faces.

Was she that fat? She didn’t exercise, beyond her games with Holly, Casey and the occasional stranger. Her arms were soft, belly too, as were her legs and face. She hadn’t even lost her baby fat yet. Or was it that her growth spurt was so abnormal? It didn’t take longer than a glimpse to ascertain that she was, without much doubt, the most endowed person there. And the only futa, though most didn’t know of that. They thought she was shemale like Casey.

That, itself, was uncommon. She looked to her friend, who was busy making sure her clothes flaunted her body to its peak, and wondered if this was how she felt. Danielle pulled the pair on, grunting when they snagged on her phallus. They fit well enough, better than her jeans by a bit, and were loose enough that it didn’t feel as if her member was being suffocated.

Which brought its own problem. Each step let it bounce around, shifting in tandem to her obtuse thighs. This class would be a nightmare. Or worse, she thought as she stepped onto the field with the others. Most, if not all, eyes were on her.

Standing there, amongst a row of ‘normal’ women her age, she realised how insane her growth spurts were becoming. Where one girl had breasts maybe the size of honeydew melons, large but not meddlesome, Danielle had a pair larger than her own head. And another girl had hips to make a mother proud, yet she was smaller than Danielle. Perhaps two or three others had curves even close to hers, and one was Casey with her implants.

They must exercise. Danielle frowned at the grass, as if it were responsible for the vast difference between herself and the rest. She didn’t hate her body. Or not to the extent that Casey did. She just wished it wasn’t so huge all over, that she didn’t have a dozen or two people gawking at her at that moment. It made her feel tight, constricted, as though their eyes were ropes coiled around her. She needed to work out, that’d fix everything.

The perfect guide stood not far from her, in fact. It was Danielle’s turn to gawk. The girl, whose name she swore was on the tip of her tongue, had a physique opposite her own. Compact boobs and hips, by comparison to herself – to others, they were still admirable – but her arms showed off muscle, her stomach was laid with abs, and her thighs were firm. Power and confidence radiated from her.

“Excuse me?” Danielle asked once the nightmare was over and they were back in the locker room. The muscular girl looked up and away once she came face to cleavage.

“Yeah?”

“I was wondering if you could give me some help?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure. What kind?”

“The muscle kind,” Danielle said.

“Oh, no problem. I’m actually a junior trainer. I’m Megan. You’re Danielle, right?” Megan extended a hand. The shake was firm, as expected with her arms like that.

“Yeah, nice to meet you,” Danielle said.

“If you’d like, we can meet at my usual gym and I’ll take you through some things. Say, Saturday at about ten… ish?”

“Sure. That sounds great.”

“Cool. I’ll fill you in on things later,” Megan said and left. She looked back to give a lingering wave.

Over the week, Megan gave Danielle all the details she’d need. The gym was called Ex Fit, short for ‘exceptional fitness’, and was a short bus ride away from Danielle’s street. She also gave her some tips for dieting, which proved heart-breaking when she came home and had to decline her neighbour’s fresh-made cookies. They also made plans to get Danielle some fitness gear, and new clothes on Friday, so she had a chance to break them in beforehand.

“Okay, that should be everything,” Megan said, checking through a list on her phone, “Shoes, shirts, bras, XXXXXL jockstrap… yep, should be about right.”

“My dad’s gonna kill me,” Danielle said from behind the tower of clothing, capped by a pair of sneakers.

“It’s a parent’s job to make sure their kid is happy with themselves,” Megan said.

“Yeah, guess so,” Danielle shrugged. The clothes were tight, or ‘aerodynamic’ as Megan had described them, so they clung to her body and highlighted every curve, even the part of her that shouldn’t be highlighted. Her parents would disapprove. Or perhaps, since she intended to reduce the impact of her body, they might show the opposite. Doubtful. Strictness ran deep in her dad, and her mom shadowed him.

“Hey, do you mind if I stop off in here?” Danielle asked, nodding to the same clothes store she’d gone to the last two times. It seemed capable of supplying her needs, and she wouldn’t mind trying something loose and frilly for once.

“I thought you were on a budget?” Megan asked. She was and wasn’t. Her dad just told her to fix her wardrobe and handed over his credit card with a warning glance. So long as she turned up with something nice and conservative, he should be fine. And she didn’t have Holly or Casey to try and tempt her with their styles. What she wanted, she could get.

They entered and Danielle latched onto a familiar sight; Joan, who beamed as she approached. Megan left to peruse the sports section. A one-track mind.

“Remember me?” She asked.

“Of course, my favourite customer,” Joan said and gave her a once-over, “Jesus…” she cleared her throat, “So, a new wardrobe then?”

“Yeah,” Danielle sighed, “Could you help me pick out some things? They can’t be too revealing. Dad’s kind of strict about it.” Joan nodded and separated.

They regrouped at the changing room, each carrying a large pile of clothes. Some were suitable to Danielle’s needs, others were too tempting not to at least try, and a few were at Joan’s insistent sales pitches. She almost looked desperate at times, a look that returned as she set the piles down.

“You’ll, uh, need another measurement, I assume?”

“Hmm, yes. I think so. Almost forgot about getting some bras. Go ahead,” Danielle said and stripped off her top half. She stretched back to unclasp the hooks, arching her spine and pronouncing her bosom. Once the straps were down and hooks released, the undergarment snapped free and fell. Her breasts danced against her stomach, jiggling in their joy. A gale of relief left her lips.

“Oooh, that was tight,” Danielle groaned and rolled her shoulders, setting her boobs off once more. She cupped them, feeling the weight as they overflowed her hands, each massive enough to require both if she wanted proper containment. It was strange to hold them compared to Casey’s or Holly’s. Casey was obvious, being fake. While Holly’s were natural, they had slight differentials to Danielle’s; a sharper dip toward the nipple, a thinner curve along the base. Were those variances the reason people kept complimenting and staring at her?

“Fuck, they’re beautiful,” Joan said. Danielle looked up from her chest and saw the employee in the mirror, lips parted, cheeks flushed and eyes adhered to her reflection. It was that same look she saw on people almost everywhere she went, often before they wanted to play. She almost asked if Joan was horny, then thought better of it. Casey had told her not to outright ask.

“Sorry,” Joan caught herself and assumed a professional manner as she unfurled her measuring tape, “Won’t take long.”

“Okay,” Danielle said and raised her arms. The tape coiled around and compressed her chest, obscuring her nipples from view. She clenched her jaw, worried to let a moan slip out. Every day made it worse. Fondling herself was, at first, a pleasant experience. Not the kind that would distract her, but enough that she enjoyed it when her friends played with them. As they burgeoned, however, the sensations got better. Which made them worse.

Peculiar heat wormed its way down her chest and stomach to pool in her groin. She shifted her thighs apart at the sudden warmth in her vagina, hoping to give it some relief, though her sweatpants made that impossible. The garment kept all the warmth trapped, creating a sauna. Sweat dampened her panties. Her face had flushed a dull red.

“Are you okay?” Joan asked.

“Yeah… yeah, I’m fine,” Danielle said, unsure of what else she should say. It shouldn’t take much longer, then she could get out from these clothes and let her body cool off. Joan was close now, her nose almost touching Danielle’s bosom as she inspected the number. By the look on her face, it was impressive.

“Talk about a growth spurt. You’re up another cup size already,” Joan noted, though she didn’t release the tape and step back for a moment longer, “I’m not sure we even have something that big. Let’s measure your hips, just in case.”

“Sure,” Danielle nodded. Joan, then, sank deep on her haunches and set the tape down. She came to face Danielle’s member, a fact that kept her frozen it seemed, as she merely breathed and stared. Whatever spell cast over her didn’t break as she blindly reached up and pulled the pants down, almost peeling them from Danielle’s flushed skin. A layer of sweat glistened over her thighs as, inch by inch, they were revealed and with them, her penis came into the open.

“Stunning. Absolutely gorgeous,” Joan whispered. A sharp inhale was followed by a gentle touch.

“What’re you doing?” Danielle jerked away.

“Come on,” Joan said and stood. She latched onto Danielle’s wrists and pushed her into a wall, then pressed their bodies together. A gasp escaped the futa, “I want this. You definitely want this. You’ve teased me long enough. Time to drop the goody-goody act.”

“What act?” Danielle panted, staring at the woman’s eyes. Kindness had been replaced by something she recognised, though it was twisted.

“Feel it,” Joan hissed and shoved Danielle’s hand down into the crotch of her panties, where the fingers were met by sweltering, dripping wet flesh, “That’s what you do to me.”

“I’m sorry?” Danielle said. Something about this didn’t make her horny, not like the other times. Those people weren’t this forceful, or crazed. They talked to her first, made her like them, and inspired some form of response. This was unpleasant and sudden, like a switch had gone off.

“I’ll accept it once you fuck me,” Joan said and kissed her. No affection or build-up. Her mouth was wide by the time it connected with Danielle’s lips. Her tongue forced its way inside. This wasn’t right. Sex was something fun, between friends. They didn’t do this to each other.

“Get off!” Danielle shoved her away, knocking Joan to the floor. A moment later and Megan rushed in, saw the state of Danielle, then stepped between her and Joan.

“Out. Now.” It didn’t need repeating. Her muscles were tensed and voice layered with power, which her body backed up with a simple flex. Danielle left the clothes and walked with her from the store. They stopped at a little café, warm and cosy.

“What happened?” Megan asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Did she try to rape you?”

“Rape?”

“Huh, so the rumours are true? You’re about as sheltered as can be,” Megan said with a soft chuckle, “It’s okay. You’d know what I meant if it happened.”

“Okay,” Danielle nodded. A pair of drinks were set before them, despite not having ordered. She looked up and caught a wink from the waitress. Her eyes were like Joan’s, but softer. Even so, Danielle shoved her head down and sank into the booth. The server looked at Megan.

“Bad day,” Megan said. Something in her voice implied more.

“Ah, sorry. Drinks are on me,” the waitress said and left.

“Do you still want to meet tomorrow? I mean, this sort of thing is something you should probably take a bit and process.”

“No, it’s… I’m fine. Just a little shocked is all,” Danielle said and grinned, “Thanks for helping.”

“Not a problem,” Megan leaned back, at ease and sure of herself. Where did that confidence come from? Danielle hadn’t felt uncertain of much in the past, confused by certain events of course, though doubt remained clear. People liked her, so she liked them, and most things were natural for her. Like performing well in her studies and athletics, until puberty that is, so she had no reason to. 

Now, however, it permeated her thoughts. Did people only like her because she looked the way she did? Why were Holly and Casey so enamoured with her? What made Joan become like that?

It made her stomach roll. The drink before her, a warm mug of either coffee or hot chocolate, swirled and steamed, exactly as she imagined her mind was doing. Danielle held it in her hands. The heat was there, but a dull affair against the fire she’d glimpsed earlier. If Joan had gone about it differently, Danielle wouldn’t have minded. A quick game of sex might’ve been a relief for the moment. Now the thought churned her stomach.

Not with revulsion. This was… new? No. But it wasn’t as familiar. It was stronger than most. Anger? Flashes of red and violence, shouting and throwing tantrums burst through her mind. Yes. It was anger. At what? She imagined everything that had happened. Joan didn’t make the emotion burn, nor did Megan helping her, that inspired something close to disgust – jealousy? That left herself. She was weak, helpless to refuse. Even if Joan had given her a chance to talk beyond a few words, she doubted she would’ve forced her off until that boiling point.

She hated it.

Danielle blinked at the murky, aromatic liquid before her. When was the last time she hated something? She certainly didn’t like things, such as sour foods or overly sappy romances, which left a flavour like the former in her mouth, and puzzle games were frustrating at the best of times. The first thing she recognised that she hated, was herself…

“That’s how Casey feels, huh?” Danielle whispered to herself. If Megan heard, she ignored it.

“Come on, I’ll walk you to the bus,” Megan said.

“Thanks.” 

Danielle didn’t tell her parents what happened, though she made no attempt to hide it either. They should’ve known something was wrong by her silence. Despite carrying the secret of what she and her friends did, she remained conversational at dinner at least. Not this time. The conundrum of hating herself, for reasons she still couldn’t understand, locked out other thoughts. It even dulled her senses, making the food taste like seasoned cardboard.

Danielle arrived at the gym the next day. She had a bag slung over her shoulder, shirts and towels inside, and wore one of the few outfits that still fit. It was tighter than yesterday. She took shallow breaths, worried that her shirt would give out, and tried not to move her legs too much, since her leggings were in a worse situation. A faux muffin top had formed where the fabric sank into her butt.

The gym itself was a modern building, designed for discretion and appeal. Windows lined the base floor, revealing the flawless reception room, furbished with couches, a few plants, and a desk with a young woman behind it, a clear regular at the gym. Her arms were toned, breasts gently curved from her chest, and a tiny crop top kept her impressive midriff on display. Danielle took a deep breath, winced at the snap of a thread in her shirt, then entered.

“Hi,” the receptionist said. Her nametag read ‘Trixie’, suitable given her southern accent, “What can I do for you?”

“I’m meeting Megan here,” Danielle said. At its front, the desk was taller than it had reason to be, and kept everything but her head and shoulders from view. Trixie offered a slight shrug in response, likely having heard similar opinions.

“Do you have an appointment with her?” Trixie asked.

“Um, I don’t know. Maybe? I know her from school.”

“Right,” Trixie’s fingers tapped along her keyboard, “Danielle Olsson?”

“Yeah.”

“Alrighty, Megan booked you in. I’ll give her a holler. Take a seat.”

“Thanks,” Danielle went to a seat. She paused partway as Trixie gasped, though when she turned the receptionist her face buried in her phone. A week ago, even just a couple of days ago, Danielle would’ve brushed it off. Now, however, after what happened with Joan, she wasn’t sure. Were people that obsessed by her body?

It would take blindness and a slow-mind not to realise how society prized a woman’s curves. Dozens of people had amazing bodies, from what Danielle had seen, which didn’t amount to much. Her own figure couldn’t be so ridiculous that people would ignore others.

Doesn’t matter. After she worked out for a few weeks, then everyone would stop staring, and she wouldn’t need more clothes. Smaller boobs and butt, and everything would be better. She hoped. Regardless of if it worked, she’d at least have a better physique. Something like Megan’s would be perfect, with muscles and curves juxtaposed on the same figure.

“Hey, hope you weren’t waiting too long,” Megan said as she came down. She was dressed for work, clad in a form-fitted shirt that doubled as support, while her legs were painted in nylon. Neither left much to the imagination. The shirt ended at her ribs and snapped around her breasts, and her pants hugged every crevice and curve. Her sandy blonde hair was tied in a taut ponytail.

“No, just a few minutes.”

“Great, let’s get you warmed up, then I’ll see what you can do,” Megan said and led her upstairs into the gym proper. On the way, Danielle thought she saw Megan stick her tongue out at Trixie, but it could have been her imagination.

What Danielle could do, as it turned out, wasn’t much. Running was tricky with her obtrusive member, as were sit ups, push ups and yoga. She tried, pushed herself harder than she could remember since she was little, but even other first-timers outmatched her. By the end, she was dripping in sweat and jubilant. The rush of dopamine didn’t waver until after her shower.

“So, how was it?” Megan asked once she was done. The junior instructor hadn’t a drop of sweat on her, despite following Danielle the entire way.

“Exhausting,” Danielle said.

“Good. Gives you a great starting point. Regular visits and you’ll get better, promise.”

“Yeah. But how much is it?” Danielle asked. Her parents were strict enough with what she spent, adding a gym membership might tip it, especially after what she spent yesterday.

“Don’t worry, I can give you a free trial for a couple of weeks. We’ll do this again on Tuesday. In the meantime, do a few things at home. Only some light stuff. Don’t overexert yourself, people always make that mistake.”

“Okay. See you later,” Danielle said and left for home. Her arms and legs and stomach and, frankly, everything else ached. It was a pleasant burn, the kind she would feel after a long session with Holly or Casey, that left her apathetic and sleepy. She came home and went upstairs, fell into bed, put a movie on, then napped until dinner.

Tuesday afternoon, she and Megan met at Ex Fit. Danielle had explained it all to her friends, who supported her, though on the condition that she made time for sex with them. They were serious too, more so than Danielle would assume. She almost expected a binding contract to be forced upon her.

It was easier this time. Her penis and breasts still made everything harder than it should be, however she adjusted under Megan’s guidance, and figured it out. The sensations were pleasant after a time, as if her body had figured out what she wanted of it. Sweat dripped from her brow and between her breasts, allowing them to glide against each other in her sports bra, while her balls did the same in her pants. The bounce and subsequent ripples in her bust were enough to urge her onward.

“Much better than last time,” Megan said once she finished a lap, and handed her a towel. Danielle took it with a grateful nod, incapable of speech as she regained her breath. Her body was drenched. If not for her dense shirt and bra, her breasts might be visible. All her clothes adhered to her skin. She grimaced at the thought of peeling them off.

“Thanks,” Danielle eventually said once her respirations were normal.

“You good for Thursday?” Megan later asked once Danielle finished her shower.

“Yeah. Thanks again for doing this,” Danielle said.

“No problem. If you keep improving like that, I’m gonna be pretty popular here.”

Thursday came around soon enough and brought torment. Danielle stood in the gym changing rooms, staring at the remnants of her shirt. After what happened with Joan, she was reluctant to go shopping, and Wednesday was spent recovering after she played with Holly, now she didn’t have much of a choice. Her pants wouldn’t hold up much longer either. Just pulling them on that morning had them creaking.

It could wait for the meantime. Danielle dressed in her sports gear, which incorporated elastic in near enough everything, so they handled her ongoing growth spurt, and went to begin her warmups. They were simple this time and didn’t tire her out as they had before, though the routine hadn’t changed. Afterwards, Megan had her try some more yoga.

“Okay, suck it in a little more, try and bend your back,” Megan advised, hand on Danielle’s stomach to keep it in. The futa grunted from beneath her breasts. She had her hands and feet on the floor, belly up, and arched her spine to its limit. The pose made every shape on her body blatant to the world, from her breasts to her phallus and butt. Megan seemed impartial to her relief, though others had no issue staring. She ignored them in favour of pushing herself further.

They moved onto weights and cardio. To Megan’s continued awe, Danielle made lightwork of most exercises.

“Wouldn’t think this is your third time,” Megan said while in the showers. She’d worked up a decent sweat with Danielle this time, deciding to share a shower with her.

“Really?”

“Yeah, you’re doing great. Better than great, really,” Megan grinned over the wall between them. She was tall enough to peer over it, as was Danielle. Both stared for a second, watching as suds and water sped down each other’s bodies, tracing curves and musculature. Megan looked away first, “Saturday again, yeah?”

“Sure,” Danielle said and resumed her shower. If she was improving this fast, then she wondered how long it’d take before she had a body like Megan’s, and the mindset to go with it.

A day later and Danielle entered the same clothing store as before. She hadn’t bothered to learn its name. She didn’t see Joan to her relief and went around finding more clothes that would suit her, and had some elasticity to them. Among the items, she added a couple of dresses, something more elegant that would placate her dad’s always disapproving gaze. It would help if she had a better idea of how her bust had grown in the past week.

“Hey,” a meek voice said. She turned and saw Joan. Where she expected emotion, Danielle felt empty, like she was just staring at some random woman, “I uh, wanted to apologise. For last week. I shouldn’t have done that, not without permission and… I’m sorry.”

“I guess it’s okay,” Danielle said and went into a changing room.

“That’s it?” Joan followed.

“Yeah. You apologised, I said ‘it’s okay’, what else is there?”

“I mean, aren’t you angry about it?”

“Not at you,” Danielle said and shrugged, then ushered her out, “Privacy please?”

“Oh, yes. Yes, of course. Sorry,” Joan left. Once she was gone, the sensations Danielle expected crashed upon her, ranging from shock, fear and rage in a second, before cycling through them again. It doesn’t matter now, Danielle told herself. She hadn’t let the incident get in the way. If anything, it drove her onward. Joan was at the checkout when she went to pay.

“Is that everything?” Joan asked.

“Yes, thank you.”

“Could you… could you please react?” Joan said.

“What?”

“Come on, I practically raped you,” Joan hushed her voice. Her body was tense and she kept her head lowered, “Just say ‘fuck you’ or something.”

“There’s no point,” Danielle said and remained upright, looking down along her nose at the employee, “It doesn’t matter anymore.” Joan’s face had disbelief painted across it, which amused the futa. This woman was nothing. She’d been a thorn at first, a stinging in Danielle’s side, but that pain drove her onward.

What Joan thought she’d done, didn’t mean anything. How could it, when she meant little to Danielle? 

Joan cashed the items and gave her usual discount to Danielle in silence, staring at the futa as if she had grown a foot taller. Danielle took her new clothes with a smirk and left without a glance back, but she was certain Joan stared after her. Who knew gym could do so much for the mind?

Again, Danielle’s improvements continued faster than Megan could predict. One week after her first visit, where she had staggered through basic warmups and crumbled after the real workout, she now pushed Megan to her usual pace. Any of the regulars, or those who recognised Danielle from the previous week, gawked in astonishment, and perversion. The latter was impossible to refute.

Sprinting made Danielle’s breasts and penis bounce with every stride, both straining her sportswear to its limit. The elastic held, though for how much longer was anyone’s guess. Each ridge in her body became defined as moisture perspired, the garments hugging her form. Soft layers of muscle built upon her body. Her breasts and rear, however, remained extravagant as ever, as if to defy her very wishes. Fine, she decided. Leave them be. She would at least balance the abundance of fat with strength on par with Megan’s.

“You’re like a prodigy,” Megan laughed while in the showers.

“I’ve got a good teacher,” Danielle shrugged it off.

“Sweetie, there’s good teachers and there’s freaking geniuses. I’m good, not that good.”

“If you say so,” Danielle grunted as she strained to reach the small of her back.

“Here, let me get that,” Megan said and stepped from her cubical, “Oh lord…”

“Hmm?” Danielle turned to face her, “What is it? Oh…” She recognised that look. Holly had made sure she learned it well, the expression of someone who was horny. Other clues gave it away. The sudden clench in her honed thighs, how her hands twitched at her sides but didn’t move, as if afraid to give herself away, and the sudden plumpness to her nipples. Megan blinked and realised her own state.

“Sorry,” she went back to her stall.

“It’s okay,” Danielle said, “I don’t mind.”

“You’re sure? I mean, after what happened with that woman?”

“I already dealt with that. It’s fine, I trust you,” Danielle said and showed her back once more, “Though I still don’t get why everyone’s infatuated with me.”

Megan giggled at her and returned to help scrub and massage her back, “You can’t be serious. Danielle, you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever seen. Period. Shemale or otherwise. And you’re all natural far as I can tell.”

“So it’s my size?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Megan’s hands found her shoulders and worked at them, gentle but firm, easing out the tension, “Fat isn’t bad. Just so long as it’s in the right places.”

“So the breasts and butt?”

“Exactly,” Megan leaned closer, pressing her own bust into Danielle’s back and inhaled, “And there’s something else about you.”

“Yeah, like what?” Danielle asked. She leaned her head back to face her, brow furrowed with intrigue.

“I can’t put my finger on it,” Megan said, then slid a hand down Danielle’s front until it found her penis, “Or maybe I can.”

“So it’s my penis?”

“Maybe?” Megan shrugged and stroked the base, “Oh fuck, I shouldn’t be doing this.”

“You want to have sex, right?” Danielle asked and turned. Megan’s breath caught in her throat, “That’s why you’re acting this way. I think? I’m still new at this.”

“No. No, you, uh, you hit the nail on the head. Do you want to? I mean, you’re not hard yet.”

“I’m getting there,” Danielle felt at her arms, noting the definition that hadn’t been there a few days ago. Unlike Holly and Casey, Megan wasn’t accustomed to Danielle’s naïveté, and stared in silence. She shook her head, then grabbed the hulking phallus in both hands.

“Do you know what an erection is?” Danielle nodded, “Okay, so that’s also called ‘getting hard’. So, when you’re getting erect, it’s means getting hard. Got it?”

“Sure. If you keep stroking like that, I’ll ‘get hard’,” Danielle said, smirking at the new term added to her expanding repertoire.

“What kind of person are you?” Megan laughed, shook her head, and pressed her body into Danielle’s, forcing her flaccid member between their bellies.

“I’m a futa,” Danielle said, thinking she meant gender.

“A what?”

“I like this part,” Danielle said and pulled away, then bent down and bared her womanhood. Not a word from Megan.

She went to stand up, but Megan stopped her, “No, stay that like that. Please?”

“Sure,” Danielle turned off the water. No sense in wasting the warmth. Besides, if this went as she anticipated, they’d need another shower. Megan’s hands clapped against her rear, the sound echoed as a gasp torn from Danielle, before soft lips found her flesh. Wet kisses traced their way over the arch of her butt. Her tongue lashed out to draw short circles, as if cleaning the already fresh skin, then Megan found the depths between her cheeks.

“Ever had someone lick you here?” Megan asked. Her breaths were hot against Danielle, they breezed through the crevice of her butt and teased the tight, untouched hole hidden there.

“Where?” Danielle cooed. The touches were pleasant, if strange. Megan’s hands were strong as ever, sinking through the dense layers of fat and finding pleasant spots to prod and stroke, while her lips and tongue serviced the superficial. And now the breeze against her sphincter. Odd, but Danielle was curious to see where it would go, “Hmm, doesn’t really matter.”

“You’re incredible,” Megan whispered and shook her head. Her hair cascaded upon Danielle’s bubbly flesh, adhering as she pressed her face into the cheeks, then down the crack. Her tongue also traced it, withdrawing just as she came her destination, “Everything about you.” Then she kissed the tight, gently puckered hole.

“Whoa!” Danielle yelped but didn’t jerk away. By accident or design, her hips bucked into Megan’s face, smothering her in ass flesh so bountiful that it almost devoured her head. Everything she saw, smelled and tasted was Danielle. The gym supplied bodywash seemed distant to her sinuses, overwhelmed by Danielle’s natural aroma. Spice hinted within the illustrious scent, beyond it was a brutal musk, one that saturated her thoughts in one desire. To fuck.

Her hands were helpless to refuse. They left Danielle’s flesh and bolted between her thighs, which she spread wide, offering her dripping cunt to her own body’s lusts. Not a drop of water remained on her crotch, replaced by pussy cum. She stroked a finger along her slit, soaking it in her fluids, before sinking it and another deep inside. She moaned into Danielle’s ass and thrust her tongue past the taut rim.

Sour flavour met her tongue, yet her nose caught sweet undertones. The two opposites clashed in her mind, inciting one another for dominance over her senses. Megan rocked her hips to her hand’s motions now. The other found Danielle’s balls and explored, incapable of cupping one by itself, seeking out each ridge of vein and savouring how they sloshed with unspent seed. It didn’t take long for her to come to the cock itself, which throbbed at her touch.

Megan moaned and deepened the obscene kiss. Saliva spilled from her mouth and dribbled down Danielle’s crack, to her pussy and finally her balls. Fresh moisture met Megan’s chin as she indulged in her lusts, while Danielle hardened. Soft, she outmatched everyone Megan had, and likely would ever be with. Now blood surged through its veins, swelling them into powerful fingers, each surging with raw desire that Danielle didn’t seem to express. Each of her heartbeats echoed in Megan’s cunt.

“Fuck you taste so good,” Megan said once she pulled free, breathless and slavered in her spit. She wiped and licked it up, savouring the remnants of Danielle’s ass in the flavour.

“If you say so,” Danielle said.

Megan ignored the doubt in her voice and sank to her haunches to nuzzled herself into the plump snatch, for which her own gushed with need. She added a third finger, hoping to scratch the itch burgeoning therein. It failed, only soothing the want. Danielle moaned now and pushed her hips further back. If their positions were different, if Danielle was astride Megan’s head, she would be smothered in pussy.

“Oh, that’s… that’s pretty awesome,” Danielle said and moved her hips to Megan’s rhythm. Pussy cum gushed free, pouring across the junior fitness instructor’s face, down her chin, neck and chest. She pulled away and stared, panting, as dense rivulets of girl-cum poured forth. The lips had puffed out, and the clit peeked from its hood, normally overshadowed by the massive sack just below. A final, potent pulse brought her eyes to Danielle’s cock.

“Oh shit!” Megan fell back, ripping her fingers free. Danielle turned and presented her with a dick no human should possess. Longer than either of their arms and more than double the girth, crowned by a purple head and a puffy slit, from which murky pre-cum oozed.

“So… do you still want to play?”

Every instinct told Megan not to. She should leave before this… behemoth entered and ruined her pussy forever. One thrust and she couldn’t go back. No guy would be enough afterwards. The idea that she might die from it didn’t occur to her, beyond the confusion as to why. This thing was longer than her torso, almost the length of her legs. It could kill her. But something told her it wouldn’t.

When did she get so close? Megan blinked at the thought and realised she was but an inch away, her lips almost touching oozing slit, while her nose flared. That musk she’d sampled earlier was washed away in this. The scent was pure sex, like the odour of a room after a long night together, except amplified a hundred-fold. Her own pussy gushed at the shortest breath she took.

“Yeah,” Megan nodded and stood, braced her hands against a wall, then lowered herself until she was presenting like a true slut, “Stick it in me.”

“Which hole?” Danielle asked.

“Are you joking?” Megan stared in shock. Was Danielle a virgin?

“Well, my friends like it in either hole, just wondering what you’d like,” Danielle said.

“Oh… yeah, that makes sense. I’m fine with getting my pussy fucked.”

“Okay,” Danielle moved behind her and pressed the mammoth cock head against her snatch. It overshadowed her entire crotch. Lust blazed through each of her nerves, endorphins rushed from her mind, carrying boundless desire and saturating her in the need for Danielle. After today, she couldn’t go back. Without Danielle, she wouldn’t be satisfied.

“Make me yours,” Megan breathed. Her voice was torn asunder as Danielle pushed the first inch inside. Somehow, through means beyond her comprehension, her cunt accepted it. Another inch, a second, third, fourth. Each ignited another level of bliss, while promising the next would improve on it. She was already drooling when Danielle pressed into her cervix.

Not enough. She thought and looked back, breath hitching as her body clenched. Barely a third of Danielle was inside her.

“… my womb…” Megan whispered, the barrier between mind and speech broken, “… she’s gonna fuck my womb…”

“Is that not normal?” Danielle asked. Megan focused on her face. She’d noticed it before, not to the same degree, but Danielle was stunning. Those brilliant eyes bore into her, somehow confused and innocent but overflowing with lust at the same time, while her lips arched into sensuality personified. Was this Megan’s fate? To be a hopeless slut for this futa?

“Yes, it is!” Megan said and bucked her hips, “Please hurry and fuck my womb? I need it!”

“Okay,” Danielle grinned and gripped the instructor’s hips, employing her new musculature as she pulled her back, while driving herself forward. The cervix held. Danielle retreated several inches, dragging close to a foot of cock back through Megan’s drenched, clamping depths. Her next thrust almost lifted Megan off the floor as she barrelled through the barrier. Megan’s head slumped forward then whipped back as her first climax was triggered.

She’d seen her stomach bulging with Danielle’s cock. This futa, whatever that really meant, was so huge that her fucking cock was visible from inside her. It replaced the proud abs she sported with a vein-riddled spire. Megan shook and dribbled over her chin. Words rushed through her mind and escaped her as mangled messes. The best she could do was to slur them like a drunk lightweight.

“Harder… deeper… more… please!”

“Guess this counts as a workout,” Danielle said and took a deep breath, as if preparing herself for a bench press. Though clouded, Megan’s head caught onto the words. She’d seen how Danielle pushed herself in the gym. Whatever Megan did, she would try and match, often with success. If she applied that to this moment…

Megan cried out as she came again. Then Danielle began, as if heedless to the vice-like hole that splattered their thighs and the floor. She slid back, dragging out the process, before punching forward. Each cycle hastened, became smoother, as Danielle adjusted to the angle and rhythm, while Megan’s cunt gushed like a geyser. The sound of flesh on flesh thundered through the showers.

If there were others around, Megan was oblivious. Someone could be in front of her face and she wouldn’t be any wiser. Her world shrank until it encompassed herself and Danielle. Pain mixed with the ecstasy as her ass cheeks were pounded and her thighs were slammed by Danielle’s rumbling testicles.

What clarity remained was spent basking in the sensations. Her walls conformed to Danielle’s shaft, shaping themselves around her veins, each of which were like fingers twitching inside her. Each thrust removed three feet of dick, before shooting back into her. The feeling of her gut stretching to accommodate its superior, of her insides moving aside for it, was something she’d never dreamt of, or even considered in her deepest fantasies. Now she doubted she could get off without the thought of it.

Danielle grunted with each thrust, exhaling as Megan had taught to when throwing a punch. The sound preceded a brutal clap as groin met ass, which shoved Megan into the wall. Danielle had her held strong, so Megan lowered a hand to find the bulge in her gut. It didn’t take long, as the dense shaft speared along her torso. Another orgasmic calamity befell her.

Her skin was like latex before Danielle’s cock. It stretched her to the point that she felt its every texture through her body, the veins, the heartbeat, the subtle pulsations as pre-cum flowed into her.

“I’m gonna cum soon,” Danielle said. ‘Cum’ sounded odd from her mouth, as if she’d only just learned its alternate meaning, but that didn’t change Megan’s latest desire.

“Cum inside me! Fill me up! Don’t let me waste a drop!” Megan shrieked before her voice sputtered out into a series of sputters and squeaks. Her tongue lolled freely, drool raced down her face, and her eyes rolled back in their sockets. She was lost in the ultimate bliss, only the pleasure and motion of Danielle still pumping her registering in the blinding abyss. Then Danielle came.

After a week dealing with her growth spurt, Danielle couldn’t fathom how much she would unleash now. Her testicles were massive now, each greater than basketballs, even encroaching on beach balls. She’d been too exhausted to play with her friends as often as she’d promised, though she vowed to make it up to them – perhaps a marathon of some sort? She pressed flush against Megan’s body, doubling over to crush her tits into the girl’s muscular back, and moaned her own pleasure. Then the first rush came and Danielle let out a stark cry.

It was different this time. Something had changed about sex. She had cum faster than before, and now the sensations made her legs lock up and her abdomen clench, while powerful waves crashed through her. This was better than any time prior.

She reached around Megan’s body to grope her breasts – tits as Holly and Casey called them – while they both cried out in pleasure. Beneath the hoarse symphony, Danielle heard the first shot as it filled Megan’s uterus, drowning her own phallus in its emissions, which had thickened to suit the new amount.

Megan found her voice, “Oh god, it’s in me! Fuck, there’s so much! It’s so fucking thick! More, more, more! Pour it all inside!”

She didn’t need to say it. More was on its way, as it would be for half a minute longer. Gush after gush filled Megan, diminishing the shape of Danielle’s shaft in her body, rounding her stomach to a heavy sphere of cum. Danielle lowered them both to the floor, uncertain her legs were trustworthy, and turned Megan over, while still inside her.

“It’s so good,” Megan slurred. Her eyes were unfocused, lost in the ecstasy she enjoyed. Danielle’s penis throbbed at the expression. It hadn’t softened in the least.

“My turn!” Someone chirped. Danielle looked up and saw Holly and Casey standing there.

“We figured we’d come and give you moral support. But looks like you had everything you needed,” Holly said.

“Hey guys,” Danielle said and grinned. She pulled free from Megan, who cooed at the feeling. Her opening gaped and let loose a flood of white, while Casey straddled Danielle and sank down on her phallus. It took another hour before Danielle could clean herself properly, though she enjoyed every second.
