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Sarah was particularly pleased to have found a gym that catered to both tinies and giants. The girl was fond of working out, not just because it allowed her to show off her new, skintight, and colorful outfits, but mostly because it helped her shape her statuesque body into a form that would make all these adorable tinies drool. She found it very convenient that she could pursue two interests of hers at the same time, catching the proverbial two birds with one stone.

She dragged her friend May through the corridors lined with machines, barbells, and panting amateur athletes, dodging burly guys carrying around 100 lbs dumbbells and chugging disgusting protein shakes.

"Why did we have to join the gym? I'm in great shape already!" the blonde protested. "I know!" She pointed at the tiny area of the gym, filled with three-inch-tall people busy with their daily workouts. "It's just because you wanted to hit on all these tinies!"

“Oooh, good job!” said Sarah, her eyes scrutinizing the area in the corner, already scouting for some diminutive, handsome hunk. “You found exactly what I was looking for.”

May sighed as she pointed at the trainer on the other side of the room. “I think we should go and speak to him. Ask for our routines and let him show us the ropes.”

“Sure, you go ahead,” Sarah said as she bent down towards the tiny area, dozens of heads craning in her direction as her green eyes shined, having identified her prey already. She picked him up between two fingers and lifted him in front of her smirking face.

“What the hell?” yelled the guy, who had just completed his fourth set of chin ups.

“Hii,” Sarah beamed as she examined the little man up close, admiring his chiseled body in detail and already fantasizing about the many uses such a strong, durable specimen could provide.

The athlete was taken aback by the young woman’s pretty smile, and charmed by her genuine attractiveness, he began to soften up his stance. He looked back at her with curiosity. “H-hi there, I’m Greg.”

“Nice to meet you, Greg. I’m Sarah and as you can tell, I’m new here,” said the girl. “And I was looking for someone experienced to show me around and teach me a thing or two about this place!”

“S-sure,” the man said, already convinced by the girl’s appearance and straightforward demeanor that saying no to her would be a terrible choice.

Sarah grabbed a mat and rolled it to the ground, placing the tiny man by her feet and sitting right in front of him.

“So,” the man said as he scratched his head. “To warm you up, it may be a good idea to start with some planks.”

“Oooh, I know how to do these,” Sarah said as she leaned forward with her upper body, throwing her legs back so that she could get into position.

“W-wait,” said Greg as the girl’s torso cast a shadow over him, and he soon found himself watching her heavy, dangling chest descending upon him.

“Oops, did I knock you down?” Sarah disingenuously asked as she felt her tits crashing down upon the defenseless tiny, the man tripping as he tried to escape the voluptuous masses. “I would help, but I need to keep this position for one minute!”

“I-it’s fine,” the man mumbled, finding himself lying on the mat, right under the dangling tits of the giant girl. “I’ll just crawl out the w...”

As he tried to finish the sentence, Sarah adjusted her position, lowering her face and bust closer to the ground, so that Greg was caught again under her breasts, his tiny body enveloped in a soft, overbearing hug by the sports bra-clad jugs. “Wait, is this the correct form?” Sarah asked, unbothered by the fact she was squishing Greg under the spectacular weight of her generous chest.

If the man had possessed the capacity of speaking, he would have told Sarah to lift her chest up a little, and not just because she was squishing him under her tits.

But as he found himself enveloped in the alluring softness of the giant girl’s body, he found it not only impossible to protest, but also self-defeating. As he felt the soft skin up close, her warm body trapping his own frame against the mat, her feminine scent pouring over him, he thought that being gently, and then not-so-gently, squeezed under two giant boobs was the best thing that happened to him since the day he finally managed to bench 1,5 times his bodyweight.

“Nnngh,” the girl moaned, straining herself while attempting to maintain her posture. “Just ten more seconds!”

As the stopwatch flashed, signaling that the minute was over, Sarah panted, letting herself down on the floor and crashing over the mat, further squeezing the tiny under her upper body.

“I forgot you were there!” she cheerfully said as she brought a hand under her top, fishing the little man out of the cramped space under her tits. “So, did I do it right?” she asked.

Greg was still dizzy, and it took him a few seconds to conjure a reply. “‘Course” he lied as he glanced up, reveling in the sight of the beautiful girl who had just squished him under her well-endowed rack. “Now you should rest up and then do another one.”

“Okay,” she said as she lifted herself off the ground, sitting on the mat again. “We can use this opportunity to chat up a bit,” she beamed.

“Sure,” the man said, hoping this could be the opportunity to impress the girl with some of his fitness knowledge. “Are you currently looking to lose weight or build some muscle?”

“Hmm,” the girl pondered as she brought a finger under her chin. “I don’t know, what do you think?”

She rose up so that she would be standing, her building-sized frame towering over Greg who, from his position on the ground, widened his eyes to marvel at the impressive sight.

Sarah twirled around to show the guy her curves, happy to finally let him admire what she considered her best feature: her round, pear-shaped butt.

Greg was genuinely impressed by the girl’s curves, so nicely outlined by the tight clothes she wore, so much that he forgot what she and him were talking about.

“So?” Sarah coquettishly asked. “Cat got your tongue?”

“I...” he said in amazement, desperately trying to act cool and figure out a coherent sentence as he stared at the body of the massive girl. “Well, as you’re a beginner, the best thing for you might be to bulk up a bit to gain some muscle,” he finally reasoned.

Sarah giggled. “Not many guys tell me I am not plentiful enough!” she boasted. “Especially not many tinies. I guess you just like really big girls!”

“T-that’s not what I meant,” he said, unable to keep up with her flirting. “You’re actually in great shape already, so you would be able to gain a few pounds without sacrificing your looks.”

“Oh, so that’s your way of complimenting me,” she winked as she lowered herself down to the floor again. “Smooth guy!”

As the girl adjusted herself to the correct position to perform another plank, she noticed Greg had placed himself in the same spot as he had before. "Huh?" she asked. "Aren't you getting out of the way?"

“I... I’ll just stay here, so I can help you balance yourself!” he muttered as he got red in the face.

“Okay,” Sarah grinned as she happily began to perform another minute-long plank. The girl’s tits once again brushed the head of the minuscule man, before enveloping him completely and sandwiching between her torso and the mat.

“Thanks for helping me with my balance,” Sarah sarcastically said as she felt the little man squeezed under her powerful embrace.

“Who are you talking to?”

A blonde figure arrived in front of Sarah, casting a shadow over her and followed by an older man in the gym’s uniform.

“J-just cursing this stupid exercise!” lied Sarah. “This is so hard!”

"Anyway, I found the trainer," May said. "Do you want to work out together?"

Sarah shook her head, letting go of her position and crashing to the ground, burying Greg under tons of titflesh and hiding him from any indiscreet glances. “I’m following my own routine,” she hastily said.

“Okay, then,” May shrugged as she followed the trainer to a machine on the other end of the room.

“Whoops!” Sarah said as she raised her chest, freeing the little man from her weight and glancing at him to make sure he was okay after she squished him under her boobs for the second time in a row.

The girl picked him up between her fingers and smirked. “So what now, coach?”

Greg quickly began reflecting, thinking about which exercises could be better suited for a beginner. "How about some squats?" he proposed, reasoning that the suggestion worked well from a fitness point of view as well as from an anatomical one, as it would have allowed him to freely stare at the giant girl’s butt.

“Squats?” she asked. “Sure, why not?”

She got into position, straightening her feet and slowly bending her legs, until she began to lower her butt down, reaching the right position until it was time to stand up again.

“So?” she asked, am I doing it right?"

The tiny was too awed to be able to respond - the view of Sarah's majestic butt, barely covered by the ultra tight shorts she was wearing, absorbed all of his attention as it lowered over him like a full moon.

“Wait, how many reps was I doing?” asked Sarah, busy finishing one squat after another and providing Greg with one of the best views of his life.

“Greg, are you oka... Oooof!” Not hearing a response from the tiny, she looked down to search for him right as she lowered herself in her umpteenth repetition, losing her balance in the meantime and crashing down over a terrifying Greg, who found himself right in the path of her fall.

“Yaaargh!” she cried as she landed on her butt, promptly assuring another worried gym-goer that she was, indeed, fine.

Could the same be said about the tiny she had just smothered under her buttcheeks? As she removed her
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