Bastion plodded to his usual table on the far end of the campus food court, a flimsy old bench that always went ignored by the chatty crowds, just like the horse that was about to sit down in front of it. Bony brown elbows touched the off-white surface first when he set his meal down. A crusty layer of pizza grease from semesters past stuck to his fur as the heel of a white palm cradled his shallow cheek, not caring in the slightest about the sticky glaze on his arm. The seat wobbled under his shifting weight when the other hand reached down to pluck a soggy, shriveled up french fry from his meal. He twirled the oily slice of starch between his thumb and index finger, staring at it with bored green eyes while he slowly spun it, watching it fall limp and breaking in the middle, twisting apart under its own weight.
He couldn’t help letting his eyes creep down the length of his skinny forearm, though he knew full well he shouldn’t. Because a chocolate and white twig for a limb is what he’d always see, a scrawny twig stuck to a weak and narrow trunk. The rest of his equine features didn’t fare any better: he had little fat or muscle on him, zero definition to the bit of meat he had. Not even the hint of pudge on his gut either; just flat as a board. He was bone, skin and fur stuck on a pitiful five foot three inch frame – a sorry excuse for a clydesdale. Looking lower, past the gap between the table and his small body, he shifted the legs of his baggy beige cargo pants, eyeing the absent lump where his loins settled. There wasn’t anything going on in his favor down there either, it was just as miserable down there as the mess above. He wasn’t packing heat like many assumed a young stallion of his caliber would have. Seven inches erect, he measured daily – sadly average. Probably below. He didn’t know; he didn’t want to look up the averages, nor was he about to whip it out in front of anyone and have even more humiliation heaped upon himself.
Furrowing his brow, Bastion grit his teeth as he stared at the broken fry between his fingers, still fixated on the fact that he was no better than a damned piece of starch. The horse let out a frustrated snort and flicked it away, allowing a weary sigh to escape his mouth afterward. He slumped forward, his head in both hands, forcing himself look away from his body and take in his surroundings instead. He couldn’t see anyone from where he sat, just the tops of their heads over the decorative walls or between the potted plants, just the rapid movement of their smiling lips and lit up faces. So he kept his ears on the talkative mass and focused his eyes on the horrid, stained wallpaper in front of him instead of the crowds or his own miserable physique, hoping that something, anything, would keep him from wallowing in depression.
The clydesdale jumped, startled by a sudden roar of laughter over the crowd. His ears perked at the thump of something heavy, the dying clamor of the masses, and a growing rumble heading his way, like the sound of rolling thunder. He risks a glance, and sees the silent heads in the distance turning towards something all at once, something far taller than themselves. In panic, the horse’s arm quickly shifts against the table’s sticky and shaking surface, sliding into something warm as he turns his head toward the wall in a hurry. He feels body being battered by the shuddering thuds of uneven footfalls, every bit of his little frame rocking unsteadily in his seat, his food sliding toward him while the slope the tiled floor painfully creaked beneath his feet, bending him and his flimsy bench ever so slightly downward with the slowly approaching tremors. It had to have been everyone getting up at once and coming his way, he was so sure of it. Except – no, it wasn’t the crowd. There were too few steps striking the ground, too many thundering voices on the other side of the cafeteria filling the air and his ears with the same word, a name: Mary, Mary. Then the rumbling and the shaking died. But the one word hung in the air, still ringing in his skull, the horse aching from the noise and the embarrassment breaking out all over his reddening cheeks when he recognized the snickering voices hovering above his table, followed by the riot of laughter right on top of him, the air from their powerful lungs ruffling his fur and clothing like a strong gust. He didn’t dare look the other way, not when they were right there. He knew she would be among them if he did. Then the footsteps and the tremors picked up and moved elsewhere, the warmth on his arm nagging him enough to look down. The horse did so and sighed in disgust when saw that he had been elbow deep in ketchup and oily fries. He fumbled for a napkin and wiped it off his fur, but he couldn’t find it in him to be mad at himself then, only embarrassed by his own cowardice, that airy laughter and the name on everyone’s lips replaying themselves over and over in his head. They both belonged to Mary, the most popular woman on campus.
He saw her between his classes sometimes, or rather, he saw the swift parting of bodies in the congested hallways, like the opening of gates making way for the mare and her confident stride. Should anyone say that this event was ordinary or routine, they would be correct if they spoke of its frequency; to claim it mundane would not be doing the occasion, or her, justice. It was the sudden death of all conversation preceding her arrival that unsettled him the most, the wave of silence that stifles voices, that draws all eyes to look upon the source. They would see the unbidden movement of everyone’s’ legs and frames to the walls, and then feel their own following, before all heads craned upward to witness the approach of the woman that made them yield to her. Mary had her own bubble, her own hallowed ground that none dared to invade, as if she were a sacred, untouchable goddess who deigned to walk among her unwashed masses, head and shoulders above them, her smile radiant with the turning of heads, the enraptured murmuring of men, the jealous whispers of women she left in her wake.
He had the great fortune to be standing at the edge of her personal space once when he saw her in the flesh for the first time. And like those who found themselves lucky – some would argue blessed – enough to be standing where he stood, he was instantly smitten with her. Even now, staring at the old cafeteria wall and its revolting and peeling wallpaper, he could see her flawless image in his mind’s eye. She had a gorgeous body, the kind he found himself lusting after, sometimes with a hand down his pants while daydreaming of her in the back of lecture halls. She had cute feet with plump toes painted red; long luscious legs that carried her elegant steps, short red skirts that betrayed the sensual sway of ample hips and the pleasing slopes of her shapely ass; full, heavy breasts clad in strained white and red polka-dot tops that bounced with her every move, offering plenty of cleavage to the lucky few that could match her impressive chest in height. Her silky, sandy blond fur and caramel brown of her mane and tail were also nice touches. If he had the courage to look at her when she passed him just now, today would have been no exception; she would have been as lovely as ever.
Against his better judgement, the colt slowly turned his head away from the wall to see where the voices and the footfalls went. And there she was, seated in the half circle booth facing his table, accompanied by four of ‘them’, the biggest and burliest members of the campus’ many sports teams. Their immensely broad and muscular frames struggled to contain themselves within their buckling seats and overstretched clothing. A tiger and a red dragon were on the outside, bighorn ram and a bull shark on the inside, leaving Mary in the middle, directly across from Bastion, though her eyes and attention were focused elsewhere. The fur and scales of their bulging arms rubbed against her shoulders and each other’s while she sat between them being fed fries, licking the salt off of their meaty fingertips.
Mary herself was no little pony – she was an imposing seven and a half feet tall, a height which only contributed to her worshipped status. But even she would have had to crane her neck to see their rugged faces, sneering lips and confident smiles, but she seemed content ogling their bloated pecs. And as Bastion kept staring, it became clear that Mary was a woman who loved her meat. He watched the way her fingers tried to wrap around the forearms of the pair flanking her, the way they roamed their mountainous biceps, tracing along their thick veins and the shapes of their sculpted muscles, their limbs flexing at her touch. Whether their flesh danced unbidden, out of reflex, or they moved solely to impress her, he did not know. She stared at them hungrily, undressing them with her fluttering brown eyes, her hands gliding down the enormous boulder arms to their stomachs and slipping under their tight shirts, lifting them to expose their chiseled, rock-hard abs. He saw their widening grins and flaring nostrils, the quickening of their breath, the rise of their swollen chests as her open palms grazed their bare stomachs. Then the mare’s fingers slid lower, coming to a rest on top of their massive crotches. It looked as though cantaloupes were stuffed down their pants, two huge bulges lurking within skin tight legwear, the outline of a fat slab snaking down their wide legs. The clydesdale kept staring, a tortured look forming on his face when Mary pet their groins, smiling.

The confidence she displayed, the brazenness of her act, made Bastion shiver. She didn’t attempt to be sly or secretive with any of her movements. Everything was deliberate, decisive, down to the leisurely stoking of their throbbing crotches. And these giants allowed her to do this, all of them keeping their hands to themselves, none of them attempting to stop her, nor responding to her with lewdness of their own. He realized their true relationship then – that she allowed them into her presence, but not as equals. They were her pets. And she was showing her pets affection, showing them that she was in command, showing him that she owned them. The mare’s gesture of possession continued with the unzipping of their jeans, her hands sinking bit by bit into the dark openings. The pair laughed it off, but he saw how their massive bodies shuddered when she caressed them, how they grit their teeth, their thick fists balling up and digging into their palms, loins aching with excitement as the raised shape of her hands slid back and forth inside of their pant legs, their lengths growing engorged and leaking while she licked her plump lips with a knowing, satisfied grin. And then at last, she finally turned her attention to the wide eyed, slack jawed colt across from her.
She winked at him, and asked him in her honeyed voice, “Do you like what you see, little foal?”

Caught staring, a terrified Bastion froze up. But his heart and skull were pounding hard, his nervous lips stammering for an answer, any way to play it off; he tried to speak, doing his best to keep his gaze on her lovely brown eyes, and not their mocking faces or the hands still inside their pants. But he shut his eyes and stormed off, his head hung low, the long and unkempt white mane of his head his embarrassment as their laughter roared through the food court, his face reddening with anger while he ran. Mary laughed away hardest of all; her mirthful elation drowned out the moaning titans flanking her while she continued beating them off in the open.
Down the hallway Bastion ran, grinding his teeth, his white fists clenched painfully tight, running until he could run no more, breathless before the bathroom door. He pushed his way inside, gasping and stumbling forward, catching himself on the white sink, hands gripping smooth ceramic. His eyes were red and stinging, the fur around them damp. Despite the anger he felt, he couldn’t find it in himself to be mad at them – he was envious. They had everything he dreamt of having and more: big beautiful bodies that towered over everyone around them, sinew of their rippling frames bulging with taut muscle from head to toe, their pants stuffed with more cock and balls than anyone should ever possess. He envied them for being blessed with flawless genetics, and hated himself for being their opposite, small, scrawny, and weak. How he wished he had even the smallest bit of what they had…

He closed his eyes, and tried to envision it.
And against his will, his tormentors appeared, conjured one by one into his mind’s eye. They were standing over him, looming like giants, far larger and more muscular than their real life counterparts. Their gigantic frames were naked, save for tight little speedos that embraced the outline of monstrous dicks tapering off well past their knees, resting upon heavy and bloated sacks that spilled out of the sides, like a pair of huge tits squeezed into a too small top. He couldn’t see their grinning faces over the steady rise and fall of their beefy pectorals; Bastion’s eyes were level to their knees, level to the oversized flaccid cocks that were longer than he was tall and fatter than his narrow frame. And now the four of them were flexing, the overfull boulders of their broad biceps getting bigger around with every pump and squeeze of their expanding arms and thickening shoulders, their heavy chests filling without emptying, their heads stretching further and further upward out of his vision, their amused laughter thunder to his trembling ears. Even their loins were swelling now, their bulging testes shoving their inflating dicks against his tiny frame, smothering him from all angles, their speedos tearing at the seams…
Bastion’s eyes shot open when his grip tightened on the sink, biting down hard on his lower lip, his crotch stirring with the lingering thought he fought to dispel. He took in a shallow breath, and closed his eyes again as he tried to calm himself down, hoping to push them away. Now another image arose in place of the old out of reflex, one that he didn’t try to push away. Unlike the last one, this one was grounded in reality, which only made his cheeks redden and his rod harden. He didn’t need his imagination when the beginnings of another fantasy were already playing out before him in the gym.
He had recently taken up the hobby of loitering there on certain evenings, never lifting a weight or stepping on a treadmill. He made no attempt to fit in; he just sulked in a corner, waiting for them. He knew they arrived when the ground shook, and all manner of work and idle chat ceased in favor of watching the four lumbering behemoths ducking to fit inside the entrance, one after the other, everyone stepping aside as they stomped toward their machine of choice to do their lifting and pumping. But this was not why Bastion went to the gym; the real fun came after they tired themselves out and went into the locker rooms. It was in that humid place where he would watch the four of them showering together, their powerful bodies on display for the clydesdale alone to take in as he crouched behind the rows of gray lockers, hiding from their eyes, staring at their hulking naked frames in awe. He saw how they bathed, the way their lathered muscles danced with the most subtle movements, glistening in the sheen of hot water, their gigantic bodies rising over the steam, their lofty heads touching the roof like the tallest peaks in the mist. His body would always tremble upon seeing them comparing themselves in the middle of their shower, his heart racing as they pumped their lengths fat with boyish glee, his breath leaving him in ragged pants watching their members engorge in their thick hands, his panting turning to stifled moaning when their glans climbed over the steam and their own stomachs. It was hard to resist touching himself then, especially when they serviced the winner, who somehow changed every time. Bastion had been getting bolder as of late, finding better hiding spots closer to them each visit, the rush of adrenaline clinging to him like the steam on his fur, the sensation of approaching their looming bodies indescribable, irresistible, the musk of their ample malehoods utterly intoxicating.
Upon reflection, and his growing embarrassment, he had come to realize their dick waving contests and his intrusions had become weekly rituals. But what little shame he felt quickly dissolved. He enjoyed being so close to them, basking in their presence, their raw masculinity. Despite their ill treatment of him just minutes ago, he decided that he would still meet them on the appointed day. And he hadn’t been caught by them yet, so he figured he was fine. Or, the colt considered just now, maybe he screwed up on his last visit and they caught on to his frequent intrusions. Mary’s earlier display must’ve been their little way of letting him know. Bastion frowned at this. Why did she have to beat them off in front of me? he fumed internally. It wasn’t like I was jerking off to them while they bathed. Even though the temptation was certainly there…

Either way, he liked the ram best. His cock was the biggest.
His body shuddered at that. A weak whinny dribbled from his lips as he hurried for an open stall and slammed it shut behind him, breathing hard when he sat on the toilet and nervously eyed the pitched tent inside his pants. He tried to convince himself that he didn’t view men with the same erotic interest as women, that he wasn’t indulging some dormant fetish for humiliation or voyeurism, though he knew at least one of the above was bullshit. But the lewd stirrings, the vivid images, they made it easy to convince him of at least one thing: why he wanted to be one of them.
He remembered stumbling upon a forum for the well-endowed once. He wanted to see the other side of the fence; how the over-hung lived their lives with a third leg and an extra pair of weights. He saw the pictures and learned about the difficulties of concealing their tools; the hardships of walking and sitting without hurting themselves; the joys and discomforts of sex, its effects on their partners, or their chances of finding one; the pain of sleeping, pissing, shitting, driving, working, living, all of it. He read it all and desired the misery they endured daily. He found himself enraptured with the fantasy of being enormously ripped, and having a cock of his own that hung to his knees, softball sized testes heavy with seed, and the painful slosh and slapping against his thighs to constantly remind himself and others of his size. He had entertained the thought before, but when he looked down at his twitching erection, the spreading dampness along his pants while thinking of them, he felt that this wouldn’t be enough. Now Bastion was aching for balls the size of melons, big enough to force his legs apart even standing, big enough for him to give up pants entirely, full enough to cum buckets every load, and bloat the stomachs of the lucky people who would give him head. He wanted girth he couldn’t wrap his hands around, a length that would block his vision whenever he got hard, all of this along with one of their hulking bodies, so that he could draw all the eyes and drop the mouths of everyone who so much as glanced at him. Yet he craved more still. And more. And more. He wanted everyone to burn with the same frustrated lust he did. He wanted them to feel the same envy and humiliation he felt sitting there, watching Mary have her way with those towering brutes, wishing that it was him she was jerking off out in the open and not them.
But most of all, he wanted her for himself. He wanted to be more than one of her pets. But she would never give him the time of day, not while she had all the meat to ogle and fondle as she pleased. But how? He wasn’t blessed with a fraction of what they possessed; he had been skinny since day one, and never bothered to fix it. Even if he started now, there was no way he could compete with the likes of them – even if he had the muscle, he still lacked the height and the girth. If only he had wasted his time lifting weights instead of controllers, things might have been different.
The colt unzipped his pants, aching to relieve himself, when his eyes glanced over to the paper on the wall to his right. He had to do a double-take when he saw the black and white ad in the lower corner of the page depicting a muscular white rabbit happily flexing away, clad in nothing but a tight thong. He was drawn in to those lapine features; the massive arms with biceps as big around as his fuzzy head, the chiseled pecs, the perfect abdomen he proudly displayed. Not to mention those huge legs and the unwieldy bulge in his overstuffed underwear he found himself staring at for a little too long. To the picture’s right, he saw the ad’s pitch:
‘Tired of being weak? Ashamed of your size? Let Dylan help you!’
‘Gain the body men will envy and women will admire in just 30 minutes!’ ‘Add bulk, increase measurements, develop power packed muscles in an instant!’ ‘Conquer timidity – build self-confidence and your new body today!’
Bastion snorted. He’s heard and seen advertisements promising the same false hope, but in only minutes? That was a new one for him. He was desperate, but not that desperate. 

But the spiel went on, and he kept reading:

‘I can make the old you history! All you need is my DVD workout video, one patented all-natural supplement, and a half hour of hard work. I’m so confident in my product that you can have it for FREE!*’

‘Everyone loves a Body by Dylan. Yours will thank me later!’
*$5.95 for S&H. Limit one per customer.
Now he was conflicted. Well, it’s only thirty minutes, he figured. If nothing else, he’d get a workout video and a cheap laugh at his own expense. What did he have to lose? So he ripped the paper off the wall and stuffed it into his pocket before busying himself with his erection. He’ll fill it out during lecture to stave off the boredom if he caught himself daydreaming again.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Bastion found a package waiting for him in front of his door a week later. He stood there a moment, staring at the small brown box on the gravel gray stoop, just lying there in front of his bare feet, himself confused and shivering in the cool spring air.
“The mail doesn’t come this early,” he muttered, hugging a ratty green bathrobe close to his small body, trying to keep in the warmth as he bent down to grab it. Body by Dylan read the bold black lettering on the parcel in his hand. The same address on the ad was there beneath the big words, handwritten in a smaller, less exciting font. The clydesdale raised an eyebrow, somewhat impressed. He thought the whole thing was a ruse designed to rip off desperate saps like him, but the package in his hands said otherwise. Perhaps there was a glimmer of hope for him after all.
“Don’t get your hopes up,” the horse told himself, swallowing hard.
He tore open the top of the parcel, stuck his hand inside and pulled out a DVD. The same ‘Body by Dylan’ title was emblazed on the cover with the same bold letters, the same bodybuilding Adonis of a white rabbit flexing away just below. Taped to the other side was a folded piece of paper, and a clear plastic bag. Inside that bag was a gray pill the size of his thumb.
“That’s it? Just one?” he wondered, holding it closer to his eyes. The ad did promise one supplement, and only one supplement, but why just one? Why a supplement at all? Maybe it was to get you hooked to the stuff, whatever it was, he guessed, so you would want to buy more. Why else would they give you only one? Bastion shook his head. Whatever, it’s all there, no point worrying about it. He turned around and went back inside. A little bit of that hope crept back in. For once, things were starting to look up.
The home he shared with his absent housemates was the very definition of a bachelor pad. Crumpled cans littered the landscape of gray carpet he tip-toed across, among them the leaning towers of pizza boxes, the cardboard still soggy with fresh grease, lay fallen over and trampled. His green robe fell upon one of the mounds of smelling clothing guiding the now naked horse to the couch and table. The table itself was riddled with an assortment of soda and beer stains, food crumbs, and console controllers, all of which he swept aside with a hand upon sitting down. He set the box and the DVD aside on the table, and read the note that came with his package.
Dear Bastion,

Congratulations on making the most important decision of your life! I guarantee that you and your body will love the results! Be sure to follow the instructions on the DVD for the best workout possible.

Enjoy~! <3
At least they got his name right.
The horse stood up again and kicked some of the trash aside with lazy sweeps of his foot, clearing enough space between the TV and the couch to pass for a decent exercise area. He hoped it would be enough. Cleaning made him glad his package came at the beginning of spring break, when nobody would be around to see him making a fool of himself. For the next week, he had the house to himself and all the privacy that came with it. It was honestly quite a thrill to strut around naked, letting his junk sway freely whenever he ventured into the empty and equally messy rooms, his housemate’s included, to do his dirty deeds. He knew he shouldn’t be doing that, but what little decency and common sense he possessed had a tendency to wander off whenever horniness came into the mix. It’s not like they’d know. But running around in his birthday suit and jerking off everywhere was sadly not in today’s agenda. He needed to get fit.

He hurried into his room when he finished cleaning, grabbing stained shorts and a t-shirt lying at the top of his dirty clothes pile. His nostrils twitched at the stench of old sweat as he put on the shirt, his fingers slipping on the oily film of bodily fluids his clothing reeked of, that now clung to his fur. The top was a bit too big for him; the wrinkled hem went past his upper thighs, but he didn’t have anything else on hand, so he couldn’t be picky. He had little reason to be anyway. Then it was off to the room next door to collect some weights that had been gathering dust. The metal was cool in his hands, and not too heavy either, even if they put a little strain on his shoulders just holding them. Fifteen pounds, said the two digits engraved in iron.
“Alright,” Bastion said to himself. “Time to make a fool of myself.”

Returning to the living room, the clydesdale set the weights on the floor, turned the TV on, and then popped the DVD in. It didn’t take long for the intro to roar to life, blaring its heavy rock tempo through the house, himself already intimidated and a little aroused by the montage of ripped men and well-built women that appeared on the screen, hard at work lifting weights or bouncing around in a gym on agile toes or hooves. He had to remind himself that he was still at home by himself and not at the gym with them. They couldn’t make fun of him through the TV. Now the music faded and Dylan himself finally made his appearance.

The rabbit was skin and bone, somehow even thinner, and hardly any taller than Bastion, long floppy ears included. The lining of ribs rose under the white fur of his bare chest, fading in and out of the flesh of the gaunt torso that filled and caved in like a sickly balloon with each shallow, ragged breath he sipped. Dylan stood at attention, one hand holding up bulgeless blue shorts a few sizes too large for him, the other arm slow to rise in greeting, as if struggling to lift his own spindly limb while large and inviting blue eyes pierced the screen, staring at his confused audience of one. The horse could only clench his teeth, first in speechless shock, then in anger. Was this really Dylan? This skeleton? Where was the one from the ad? On the damned DVD cover? The sculpted hunk that was supposed to get him in shape – where’d that one go? And where’d his junk go, for that matter? This Dylan – if it really was him – was in even worse shape than Bastion. How was this guy going to help him out?

The colt closed his eyes, praying. Please don’t be him, please don’t be him, please don’t be him…

“Hello, and welcome to Body by Dylan!” wheezed an enthusiastic voice. “I’m Dylan, and I’ll be your fitness instructor for this workout!”

Fuck.
“Thank you so much for making the decision to get in shape with me. I promise that with thirty minutes of hard work, you too can have the new body you’ve always dreamed of! One you’ll be proud to show off!”

The crestfallen horse let out a defeated sigh. He knew he shouldn’t have trusted an ad in the freaking paper to help him get in the pants of the most popular girl on campus, who probably hated his guts. Why did he even bother trying? He couldn’t get her, or anyone, and he’d never get in shape with a crack skinny rabbit passing off as a fitness trainer. Ears tucked low and nostrils flared, he grabbed the remote in frustration, holding it in the air just as Dylan raised a hand, as if to stop him.
“Now I know what you’re thinking: ‘Hey Dylan, you look like crap. What’s up with that?’” The rabbit giggled, which sounded more like a rasping rattle than a laugh. “Good question! For those of you that have seen my ads, you know I’m a pretty fit little bunny. But lately, I’ve been getting a lot of messages from people who think all of this is just an act, that everything’s too good to be true.”

Dylan began to pace back and forth on the screen. Bastion kept his hand on the remote, a finger above stop, following him as he kept his trainer hostage, waiting for the wrong word, the wrong move, any excuse to pull the trigger.
His trainer just smiled his cute smile and kept walking, batting his big blue eyes the whole time. “My response is always the same. The people I’ve helped get in shape and their testimonials speak for themselves. But I think it’s time to show everyone just how effective my workout really is.” He stopped pacing, facing Bastion again as he jabbed a thumb into his skeletal chest. “I look like a bag of bones because I wanna prove a point: if I can get my old body back and more in just half an hour, then you can earn the body of your dreams along with me!”
The horse lowered his hand and tossed the controller aside. For the moment, the rabbit won his interest. He’ll play along for a little longer.

Dylan took a breath and sighed in relief. Bastion knew his trainer was somewhere else and that this Dylan was just a recording on a DVD, but the timing of everything was becoming a bit unsettling. “I’ve wasted enough time talking. I’m ready to work out and I hope you are, too. Now let’s get started!”
The colt moved his legs first, preparing his body for the onslaught that would come next. He didn’t know the first thing about exercise, let alone the proper way to warm up, but a couple of gentle tugs here and there should get the blood pumping, he figured. If it worked for his dick, it’d be alright for the rest of him. Dylan leaned forward, stretching his thin arms along one long, skinny leg, all the way down to his toes, and then the floor. Bastion tried to follow; he was wobbling in the knees and his thighs were already burning. He almost lost his balance and fell forward in the attempt. For a scrawny little guy, the rabbit was flexible, bending himself in ways the horse couldn’t hope to emulate without strain.

“This session is all about building our muscular strength,” Dylan explained as he climbed back up, moving to the other leg, and then on to the next stretch. “We’re going to do different exercises, one minute each, that’ll hit all the major regions of the body: your shoulders, biceps, triceps, chest, back, abs, legs – you name it, it’s gonna get burned out. The great thing is that you can choose your difficulty by amount of weight you use. It’s always best to start light, and work your way up!”
The rabbit finished his stretching and turned around to struggle with one of the smaller iron dumbbells on the rack behind him. The weight almost dropped to the floor when it slid it off the rack, nearly taking Dylan with it before he regained balance and faced Bastion again. He hauled the weight with some difficulty, both of his boney limbs shaking from the stress. The clydesdale pursed his lips, disappointment sinking in again.
“It’s only thirty minutes,” he reminded himself. “Half an hour.”
“I’m gonna,” Dylan began, grunting as he labored to hold it steady with both hands, “use a pair of ten pound weights, but if you don’t have any, that’s okay. I’m sure you can improvise.” He let the weight drop, his upper half snapping back up like a rubber band when he let go. He then turned around to grab its partner, trying his best to gently drop it next to the other dumbbell. Dylan was visibly exhausted from carrying them, his ribbed chest rising and falling, a bead of sweat already trickling from his brow. But those bright eyes and his eager voice were as cheerful as ever.
He wiped his forehead with the back of his arm, only for his palm smack him in the same spot. “Oh, I almost forgot! You should have gotten a little gray pill that came with this DVD. I want you to go ahead and take that now. It’ll give you the energy you need for today’s workout.” Now he stood there, waiting, as if not wanting to progress until the horse did as he was told.
Bastion returned to the couch and flipped over the DVD, looking at the plastic bag still taped to the back. He ripped the container open with his fingers and felt the plain caplet plop into the middle his hand. He thought about getting a cup of water for this, but on the other hand, he didn’t want to keep his trainer waiting too long, knowing that he’ll start without him sooner than later. He brought it to his open mouth, and hesitated. Then he looked at Dylan; his blue eyes were wide and bright, nearly glittering in the gym light, as if he were on the edge of his seat, waiting for him to take it.
“Don’t you have to take one, too?” Bastion asked, already feeling stupid for questioning a recording. So with a shrug, and upward tilt of his head, he popped it into his mouth and felt his jaws tingling with a mild numbing the instant the pill touched his tongue. But he went wide eyed and began to panic when that numbness quickly gave way to burning as the capsule melted and its contents erupted in his mouth, fizzing and frothing into a gray, grainy, and tasteless foam flooding his throat. He fell to his knees, gasping and coughing as he choked it down, gray froth running down his dribbling lips as he threw the TV a frightened glance, helpless before Dylan’s unflinching smile.
“Don’t worry if it does that,” the rabbit calmly assured him. “It’s supposed to dissolve quite easily, even without water. I know I sometimes have a hard time swallowing those things.”
Bastion shut his eyes and swallowed hard, gagging on what was left of the disgusting fluid. Dylan looked on, grinning away and waiting patiently while his audience gasped for air. A long pause filled the room, a quiet moment punctuated by background music and the colt’s ragged breathing. And Dylan waited. The rabbit had everything planned to the letter, it seemed: the off-hand warning, the smile, the silence, the waiting – he had it all rehearsed, everything carefully choreographed down to the minute.

“What the hell am I getting myself into?” the colt groaned when he finally rose from the ground after catching his breath. He felt a little churning in his stomach that quickly went away, but he otherwise felt fine, shock and nearly choking to death aside. Seconds later, Dylan hopped into a ready stance, rearing to go, his face beaming as if the last minute had never happened.
“Alright, we’re gonna get started with a tough one. Get down on the ground, let’s do some push-ups!” And down the rabbit went, his hands rooted to the floor, those spindly, shuddering arms propping his torso up, only to let it fall to the floor and wobble upward again as he wheezed his next command. “Do as many as you can in one minute. Let’s go!”
Not even ten seconds in, Bastion was struggling to keep up. He winced at the burn that lit his skinny arms and chest on fire, both searing with the task of propelling his upper half. By fifteen seconds, it wasn’t really propelling anymore, more like crash and burn, when he dropped to the ground in a twitching, gasping heap. Lying there, winded, he watched the rabbit on the screen plugging away at his snail’s pace, his frail arms straining to lift that bony frame. He was still going thirty seconds in, long after the colt had given in to fatigue.
“Feeling the burn already?” his trainer called out, panting every word. “I know I am. I don’t do easy stuff, but I need you to give me everything you got. If you can only do ten in this round, do ten; if you can do thirty, do thirty.”
The clydesdale clenched his teeth and tried to pick himself up, only to collapse again, utterly exhausted. His brow was beading, dripping with effort, a pained whinny spilling from his lips from the one push-up he failed to complete. And now Dylan was counting down, five seconds to the end. Then four. Three. Two. One…
His arms gave out, and the rabbit crumpled, completely drained by the first exercise. Pathetic, was the feeling the colt felt then, for being in far worse shape than he had realized. For being beaten by a damn rabbit. And despite his fall, Dylan didn’t seem any worse for wear; the trainer was already wobbling to his feet, smiling away at his winded trainee. More than his chest ached while Bastion hauled himself upright. This was going to be a long thirty minutes…
“Good! Get back up and grab your weights; we’re going to do a squat and press for one minute!” The white rabbit bent down and grasped the ten pound weights on the ground, straining and failing to heft them without stumbling. The horse couldn’t help snickering at his misfortune as he fumbled for his own set of iron, grinning smugly at the one thing that stopped Dylan cold.
Finally, Bastion thought, wincing through the pain stabbing his arms, something you suck at.

But when that bag of bones finally pried those dumbbells off the ground, Bastion’s good humor vanished. Dylan was back in action. He was bending his knees and letting his quivering thighs sink, flat buttocks thrusting out and back up again, one rough and jerky rep after another. The weak limbs that bore the weights heaved them over his head with a grunt when he stood tall, and let the iron rest on his shoulders as he squat down.
Bastion followed, not wanting to be beaten again, but the clydesdale fell behind the moment he started. Every agonizing squat burned his legs and ass, his arms stinging anew with the same torment they just endured mere seconds before. The ache was already too much for him ten seconds in; his body was rebelling against him, his snail’s pace grown sluggish, every joint protesting his every move. But the worst feeling of all was the burning in his lungs, the jackhammer pounding of the heart. It hurt to breathe. It hurt listening to the blood rushing through his skull. It hurt so much to swallow air and spit it out. It felt like his chest was about to burst. He didn’t know why, but forced himself to continue. And the strain in his thighs welled up twenty seconds in, though nowhere near as badly as it did when he started the set. Did suffering deaden the nerves? he wondered. Maybe that was the trick; that must have been how they pushed themselves so hard, for so long. Then he looked at Dylan, and Dylan was still going strong, the jerky, unrefined movements of the awkward beginning now fluid. How the hell is he doing this? Bastion thought, bewildered by the rabbit’s unnerving progress. Two minutes ago, he couldn’t pick up a weight – now he was holding two and wielding them with ease. He just kept going and going.

“Squat and press, squat and press!” his trainer cheerfully panted, his three word command matching the pace of his up and down movement. “It’s another tough one, but I believe in you. Don’t listen to the pain! Go to your happy place!”
Bastion did as asked, and found his happy place being violated by the four towering brutes. So he tried to think of something else instead of that, or the twitch in his loins. He wished Dylan would ease off this relentless pace, or move on to an exercise that didn’t use weights, so he could let his fingers run the length of his leg and ease the strain of sore muscles. Not to mention get rid of that unpleasant numbness in his limbs. But he was forced to let the thought slip from his grasp; his minute was up.
“Okay. Drop one weight, and hold the other close to your chest with both hands, were gonna squat down and hold it for – you guessed it – one minute!” Dylan dropped the dumbbell in his left hand. The weight struck the padded mat with a dull thud, leaving his hand free to wrap around the remaining iron.

Bastion braced himself, and did the same. He found this one to be mercifully easy on the legs despite their trembling and the spreading numbness. The tingling was beginning to irritate him, but he still couldn’t touch them. So he glanced down, and examined his legs instead. He didn’t see the difference right away, and he wasn’t sure if it was just from the strain, delirium, or from something else, but beneath the sheen of sweat on his thick chocolate fur, he saw the barest hint of definition.
The horse didn’t have the time to voice his reaction; his time was up, and Dylan, as always, was eager to move on. In fact, his trainer looked a bit better than that, now that he was looking at him. He saw Dylan pause at the end of that last exercise, his white fur bristling as he tried to straighten his spine. His mouth hung open in a look of elated pleasure that overwhelmed his face, his long ears erect in a moment of bliss before he screwed his eyes shut and regained his composure. Oddness aside, Bastion couldn’t see any ribs sticking out anymore. They were gone now, buried under the flesh where they belonged, as if he had put more meat on himself. Even his arms and legs looked a bit healthier, packing a little more flesh rather than just bone and fur.
“Mmph, burns so good!” he heard his trainer whisper between breaths. The rabbit swallowed another lungful of air, opened his eyes, and moved on. “Grab your other weight again, were going to do shoulder presses. One minute!”
They went through the motions together, pumping their arms, shoulders rising and falling and sweating as one, up, down, up, down to the tempo of Dylan’s steady reps. The clydesdale was amazed that he was doing this one so easily when he failed the others. It even felt like the weights were getting lighter. Either this was a cruel dream and he was about to wake up, or he really had it in him all along. He really hoped it was the latter. That would be a glimmer of optimism for him and hope for this crazy plan.
“Dig deep, everyone, we’ve only scratched the surface!”
The odd combination of soreness and numbness seemed to have a mind of its own. Now the pins and needles sensation was focused on the muscles of his arms, instead of an even spread all over his body. But the ache and fatigue were losing. In their place soothing warmth developed, undoing the throbbing and the knots in his limbs and his chest while they fired away. He felt much calmer feeling this flowing through him instead of mind-numbing agony. When the rabbit began the ten count signaling the imminent end, Bastion felt disappointed. “Done already?” he said to himself between hard breaths. His ears drooped slightly, only to perk right up when he consoled himself. “Ah, well. Still plenty left to go.” For the first time, he was eager to begin the next set.
Three. Two. One. Zero.
Their arms fell to their sides, and as they stood upright the horse nearly dropped his weights in shock when he glanced at the TV and saw the flex of Dylan’s shoulders, rippling with muscle that was never there. “W-What?” Astonishment made his fingers slip from the dumbbells. In panic, he reached down and snatched the weights that were hurtling toward his feet, only to stare wide-eyed when he raised them, and saw something he never thought he would see in his lifetime. A timid flex confirmed this. He watched his bicep rise, forming the unmistakable hump of muscle cresting over his limb. Bastion grinned the dumbest, widest grin he could manage. It was working. This crazy workout was actually making him stronger. He almost dropped his weights again when the urge to feel himself all over nearly overcame his senses. Knowing that Dylan would cut his celebration short made it easier to resist the impulse.
But there was an unusually long pause now; the rabbit wasn’t talking, but the music was still going. Bastion wasn’t sure why, but he knew an opportunity when he saw one. So he risked a quick inspection of his legs. They were thicker, a little more defined, the movement of muscles barely visible under the thick brown coat when he bent his thighs. Even his t-shirt felt tight over his torso, hugging his stomach and chest whichever way he moved instead of empty rustling like before. He stuck a hand under the fabric, running his fingers along his stomach and breast. The touch coaxed a delighted neigh. It felt amazing. A chuckle emanated from the TV. Bastion turned his attention to Dylan, and noticed the same amazing progression on his toned body. He wasn’t as big as the rabbit, but he was too excited to care. Any progress was better than none. 

“Feels great, doesn’t it?” Dylan asked him. His voice was low, and no longer wheezing, but as playful as ever. He was whispering to Bastion as if he were next to him, witnessing his disbelief. “You’re seeing the potential that’s locked deep inside you, just begging to be unleashed. Soak it in, but don’t let it distract you! We’re far from done, we can do better than this!” He was ready, more confident in himself at that moment than he ever felt in his whole life. Now that he saw, and possessed progress, genuine proof, that even he could change for the better, he found himself wanting more. He caught himself laughing at the thought, surprised at his change in attitude. He didn’t think he’d actually like this, but here he was, restless and attentive, waiting for Dylan to move on.

Dylan glanced at the weights in his hand, then looked back at Bastion with a shrug. “The weights you’ve got are probably feeling a little light now, aren’t they? I know mine are.” As if to prove this, he gave his newly enlarged arms an assertive pump; muscle bulged and the weights flew with little resistance. His trainer stopped, and the camera panned as he gestured to the impressive rack of dumbbells displayed behind him, ranging from dainty hand weights to the progressively larger, heavier, more intimidating iron bigger than his head. He put the ten pound dumbbells on the rack were they belonged, and grabbed a heavier pair, twenty five pounds. “As you can see, I have all the equipment I need, but chances are you’re doing this workout in the comfort of your own home. Don’t worry – use whatever feels comfortable, but don’t push yourself too hard. I don’t want anyone getting injured on my watch!”

Crap.
“The one time I need something heavy,” the horse said in frustration. He quickly dropped his weights on the floor, snatched the remote off the sofa, and paused the DVD. Dusty dumbbells were all he had, or all his housemate had, rather. He needed something heavier. His green eyes scanned the living room, frantic in their search for anything that would do as a substitute. “C’mon Bastion,” he told himself, his voice laden with urgency. “Time to improvise.”

Moving away from the couch, the clydesdale put his new arms to use by offering the dirty table next to him a cautious lift. But one arm was all it took to raise two heavy legs off the carpet, an effortless feat that would have taken two people to replicate. But he wasn’t impressed. “Too light.” He set it down and looked at the TV, his mouth twisting into an irritated frown when he debated lifting it. “How can I follow him if I can’t see what’s happening?” he snorted, running a hand through his white mane in impatience. “Ugh. Come on, think bigger!” A part of him wished his housemates were still around for spring break. He could have used them as weights.
On the way to the kitchen to test the refrigerator, his leg brushed against the side of the brown recliner to the left of the couch. A white tail flicked absently, its owner deep in thought as he turned his attention to the piece of furniture, trying to mentally judge its weight. But the horse leaned down and gripped the armrests, deciding it would be faster to figure it out the old fashioned way. He wasn’t very good at math anyway. Digging deep into the worn fiber, he gave the chair a quick tug. Stubby, stubborn legs crawled along the carpet when he pulled, resisting his arms as he gave it a second more earnest jerk. It was a promising start. So he lowered himself, and tried picking the old thing up off the ground. All four legs rose an inch or two off the carpet as his arms and legs bulged, new muscle straining and rising under his shrinking shirt, shorts, and the pressure. Then two inches became three, then four, more of the chair being hauled up along with him. Not bad.

Bastion set it down, nodding in satisfaction. “It’s no dumbbell, but I can make this work.”
He grabbed the table and dragged it to the right of the couch so he had more room to work with. Then he rushed back to the recliner, pushing it into the empty space the table once occupied. He scratched his stomach, digging into the shirt to try and find more room for himself. The sweaty cotton felt tight around his chest and neck now when he reached for the remote, fabric restricting his breathing and his arms as if it were a size too small for him. He thought about removing it, but listening to the material struggle against his body whenever he breathed made him feel better about leaving it on. His fingers fumbled over the controls, tripping over the play button and nearly hitting record, stop, and the volume buttons in their excitement. He couldn’t believe how eager he was to continue. He couldn’t wait to get bigger.

He finally found play. Dylan’s world unfroze and the rabbit continued without missing a beat. “Let’s do some dumbbell curls. Grab those weights and follow me!” The bunny’s biceps bulged under the weight of the new iron he pumped, white fur rising without falling with each rep he curled. “Don’t bend your arms or your knees, just move at the elbows. Do as many as you can in sixty seconds.”
The clydesdale bent down and grabbed the recliner, already struggling to lift the upholstery higher than those four inches. It was one thing to tire of fifteen pound dumbbells, another matter entirely to lift and curl over one hundred and sixty pounds. Now the burn came rushing back with a vengeance, ravaging his arms, his back, and legs before the prickly numbness fought back. He was too absorbed in the effort to notice the swelling flesh in his calves, thighs and buttocks, the rising bands of creaking muscle building upon themselves thicker and more defined haunches that sent ripples down bulging legs as they flexed, his tightening shorts fighting and failing to contain their spreading bulk. The sound of ripping fabric concerned him briefly, but he was certain that it was only his fingers losing their grip on the seat. More of the upholstery rose above his hips, transferring the strain to his torso. He winced at the knotting of flesh in his back, the painful pop of spine making room for more muscle to fill his shirt. Moving the chair above his chest made him shiver as his pectorals and traps stuffed themselves with the exertion. With the surge of strength he thrust the chair high, the sound of the back of the brown recliner slamming into the ceiling announcing the completion of one curl. He allowed himself a triumphant smile as pieces of the stucco roof fell to his feet. Five minutes in and he was bigger and stronger than ever. That made him giddy, fantasizing about what the next twenty five minutes had in store for his body.
But Dylan cut his celebration short. The rabbit was ready for the next set. Bastion sighed and set the chair down with some reluctance. Oh well. Picking it up just once would have to do. That counted as exercise, right?
“Let’s get down on the ground into a push up position.” The rabbit went first. The colt watched, then followed, those rugged white arms carefully as they got down on both hands. “We’re gonna keep our arms straight as if we’re at the top of a push up. This is going to burn our shoulders after what we’ve done so far, but that’s okay! One minute right here.”
And how they burned. His shoulders weren’t ready for the burden of his newly acquired mass, all of that weight bearing down on them, ever present fatigue rearing its ugly head halfway in. He looked up at the screen again and saw the glaze of sweat on Dylan’s drenched fur. Like polish, the sheen accentuated his rolling hills of his shoulders, the mounds of his bulging arms, all of them bigger than Bastion’s and faring just as badly. The horse couldn’t help feeling envy then. He wanted to be as big as him. Bigger than him.
Dylan raised his head, looking right at him. “You see me sweating?” The usual cheer of his voice was gone. In its place was a more serious tone. “I’m hurting just as bad as you are. That’s no excuse to stop.” His trainer shifts his weight, rippling muscle moving from one shoulder to the other before he asked another question. “Why are you here?” he demanded. “Why are you doing this?”

The clydesdale, wincing in pain, answered, “I’m getting fit to impress a girl that doesn’t like me.”

“You gotta do this for yourself.” The rabbit got on his knuckles now, taking pressure off his quivering wrists. “Don’t do this for me, your lovers, haters, or anyone else. This is all for you!”

Bastion rolled his eyes. It was bad enough that he was fighting to complete each set again, getting life lessons from a sweaty jock in a workout video was just added insult. What was the point of all this, he questioned, if it wasn’t for her? You have to be a little narcissistic to hurt your body like this, so you can enjoy the looks on everyone’s faces when they see the results. He wanted to see hers most of all.

The countdown came and went, and they both moved on to the next exercise.
“Grab your weights and stay on the ground. We’re gonna lie on our backs and lift our dumbbells over our chest. And as your arms come up, we’re gonna raise our legs at the same time, then lower everything together. Arms, abs and legs, three in one!”

Down on the carpet, Bastion pressed his lips together to stifle the groan that tried to escape, but his aching lungs pried them apart, forcing him to let it out and take in air with a loud sputter. Feet and upholstery touched the other, toes and soles skimming cheap faux leather then falling away, legs and recliner descending as one to wreak havoc on his stomach. He breathed hard, labored grunts eroding into tired whimpering, weary of lifting legs of lead and a boulder of a chair above his head. But stubborn as he was to grow, he kept going despite each rep yielding more pain and then that odd numbing, the pinprick jab of a million spines burrowing into worn out muscle. He was oblivious to the mending of the flesh, the bulging under the shirt that pushed his body and the overstretched fabric that caged it to their limits. The shifting landscape of bone and tissue added to his torment, the pain building faster than the numbness could rip it down, faster than his body could repair itself, the chair in his hands and the legs he raised getting heavier every time they went up. Sweat dripped into his eyes, stinging them horribly and blurring his view of the recliner that was falling toward his flared snout.
“All of this is gonna burn our abs up,” Dylan panted, his dumbbells and legs still moving with fluid precision. “We’ve been neglecting them a bit, but that’s okay. It’s supposed to hurt. It’s supposed to burn. That means you’re doing it right.”
Really? Bastion wanted to scream. Being in writhing agony means it’s working? There wasn’t a part of him that wasn’t ablaze, all of him was a painful twitching wreck that could barely hold up a chair, let alone breathe. The furious pounding in his head and chest was telling him that he wasn’t going to get much out of this workout anymore; gains or no gains, it was too much, too soon. His aching arms lowered, ready to drop their burden to the side, ready to quit. Though he would be relieved to not be a drenched mess of a horse anymore, he couldn’t help feeling upset with himself. Not even ten minutes in, and he’d be giving up, just like that.
Dylan barked at him. “Don’t listen to the pain, it’s all in your head! Remember why you’re doing this.”

Even in the throes of torment, the colt managed to roll his red, watering eyes. Again with the ‘do it for you’ nonsense… What other reason did he have besides fulfilling the stupid fantasy of getting his dick wet? Just a bit of meat on his bones and a bigger cock, that was all he wanted. He caught the outline of his flexing arm out the corner of his blurry eye as it lowered the seat, the rippling boulder spasming under brown fur. Well, at least one of his dreams came true, even if every fiber of his being longed for death. This would be good enough, he figured. Maybe I can work with this. Better decent than skinny.
But Dylan fired back. “Don’t settle for average. You’re better than average!” Even he was beginning to feel exhaustion bearing down on his quaking legs, but he was still going. “I know this hurts, but you have to dig deep. Push yourself beyond your limits, push yourself beyond your comfort zone. That’s the only way to grow.”

The horse paused, but the chair was still falling. Grow. “Yeah,” he grunted. “That was… That is what I want.” He didn’t feel any taller, or bigger down there, but he definitely gained muscle mass. And what little bulking he did, he felt pretty good about it. It was a genuine accomplishment, however small.

“It’s all in your head. Your muscles are lying to you. They’ve got plenty left in them. If you tell them to stop, they’ll stop; if you tell them to keep going, they’ll keep going. You tell your muscles what to do, not the other way around. You’re in control, they aren’t! Keep pushing!”
Then the chair stopped. “Yeah… Why give up so soon? Just because I got a little sore?” Bastion took in a breath, and pushed back. “I’m a clydesdale, dammit. A working horse!”
Something deep down surged through his limbs, allowing him to move his legs and the recliner again. His body fed off it, firing on all cylinders, determined to reach the pace Dylan had set for him so he could beat it. So wholly devoted to the workout he was oblivious to the burn his limbs inflicted upon him. Pain was impotent, buried beneath his notice as exercise and that warm soothing prickle stimulated more growth. He didn’t know what had gotten into him. A second wind? Adrenaline? He began to think about it, but stopped himself. It didn’t matter what it was; all that mattered was that he hold on to it and never, ever let go. Don’t worry about it. You got heavy things to lift. Now Dylan was counting down. Bastion pushed himself to stick with it until he heard zero.

“Back up on our feet! Follow me and move slowly from one foot to the other. Be sure to squat low in the middle before standing up again.” The colt followed the white rabbit, his left foot sliding out and letting his legs bow deep in the middle before the right foot pushed him up again. “If you want a little extra work, you can use your weights like I am, but either way, you gotta keep moving!”

Once he got the footwork down, Bastion reached for the chair and carried it with him before he quickened his pace, turning his workout into a one sided race. He beamed with the tenseness in his loins; where there was once shooting pain, radiant pleasure washed through them now, inner thighs bulging with more of the muscle he craved, spurring him do move even faster, squat even deeper, the floor creaking beneath his feet, his widening legs ripping more holes in his poor shorts. The fiber around the trunks of his bulging thighs were fading, barely holding together, fur and flesh mere threads away from freedom. He didn’t feel at all bad about leaving Dylan in the dust. He considered it payback for earlier. And the rabbit did tell him to do his best, now didn’t he? Besides, the slower pace guaranteed he could get twice as many squats in. He felt like laughing at how easy it had all become, at himself for not realizing it sooner. Yes, his body burned, but it burned with power, with growth, that inner fire fueling him. As long as he had it, as long as he kept it burning, he would keep growing and getting stronger. And gods above it felt so good. Oh, he would love to see the look on her face when she bumps into him after vacation. And he would love to rub more than just his newfound confidence in her pet’s faces…
And it was making him hard just thinking about it. He could feel his horsehood swelling within the tattered rags of his shorts, getting fat on the blood and adrenaline rushing though him. That made his smile even wider; even his dick was eager to get in on the workout. Maybe he could squat a little lower next time, ‘accidentally’ rub his tip against the bottom of the seat…

“Ah, ah, no touching,” called out the rabbit. “Focus on the workout!”

Bastion’s eyes went wide, embarrassment evident on his flushed cheeks. “Huh?” He lowered the seat to look at the TV. Dylan was still squatting away, but his legs had packed more muscle into them than Bastion ever imagined possible – every part of them was a twitching, throbbing, and absurdly ripped mass that rivaled his own torso. Even the bulging baseballs and the flaccid meat inside in those tight blue shorts had become a distraction for the eyes.
“Just a little more, stay with me! Ten seconds!” The colt slowed down and matched Dylan’s pace, so his trainer wouldn’t comment on anything else.

“Good! In place lunges for one minute. Lift those dumbbells and get a healthy angle on your legs when you go down. Be sure to switch which leg comes forward each time.”
He held the chair in front of him as he dipped down and stood up, switching each chiseled leg as instructed. Determined to return to his faster pace the colt sped up again, only to slow again when he quickly hit an embarrassing snag. The last set had swollen his lower half considerably; both legs were bursting with raw muscle, wide around as his trunk and ready to free themselves of the final threads that contained them. But the real problem was that his junk kept rubbing against his bulging legs, causing him to stir with need.
Bastion was a horny colt with little willpower and he knew it. If he felt the slightest bit aroused he couldn’t resist the urge to paw at himself, even in the middle of lecture. At least he had the decency to slink into the nearest bathroom to oblige himself if he was out in public; here he was free to jerk off wherever he wished, but now he couldn’t, because he was working out. He didn’t want to kill the momentum he fought to achieve just to relieve himself. Between each lunge he looked down and saw his shaft rising, creeping to attention between his sweaty thighs. Between each lunge he could see it swelling beyond its usual girth and snapping the strands that held his pants together, as if feeding on whatever his body was gorging itself on. The horse bit his lip, green eyes rolling up in his struggle to look away and maintain focus. But gods above, bigger muscles and a bigger cock, it was finally happening. It felt so good to press his powerful legs against those throbbing walls, squeezing it with enough pressure to feel the growing outline stretching to his knees. He wanted to touch himself so badly, to slide his fingers along the shaft and grip it so he could feel it bloating in his hand. Just one touch, that’s all he wanted. He was badly tempted to reach down and do just that. But he heard Dylan barking at him.
“Concentrate,” his trainer snapped. “Focus on the workout!”

Bastion grunted, more annoyed than unsettled by the rabbit’s second interruption. How the hell did you know?

“You’ll get what you want later, but right now we have a work out to finish. We’re not even halfway done!”

He blinked at that. “Get what I want?” All of this was becoming too much of a coincidence. The warning, the timely encouragement, the comments… Either the DVD was a live recording that came with some kind of spyware, or he knew is audience all too well. Still, Dylan was right. He had to focus on getting bigger, stronger. If he wasn’t halfway there, then he had plenty of growing left to go.

“Alright, set those weights down and get on your back for scissor kicks! Alternate which leg goes up and down!” Dylan went first, kicking those long and absurdly ripped legs of his in the air. And with a grunt, his head and chest came up off the ground, his next sentence spoken though grit teeth. “If you want a little extra burn, lift your upper body just like this and hold it right here.”
His trainer kept finding new and exciting ways to torment his body and libido. Bastion let out a lustful moan as he held his chest up and kicked his legs just like Dylan, working muscles that have yet to reach their full potential. He could have seen the rise of sculpted abs and ripped obliques pushing against his shrinking, tearing shirt had he not been distracted by the increasing weight and size of the sack sloshing between his fluttering legs as it filled like a balloon and made his task that much harder to focus on. But discomfort quickly gave in, eroding into pleasure as the walls of his flesh groaned and stretched to stuff more mass, more muscle, more power into his body, his junk climbing higher and wider around and spilling above his thighs, bloating into softballs then cantaloupes before he gawked at his animal shaft, his cock gaining another inch or two before his eyes. He got what he wanted, still he craved so much more. But he knew he would be disappointed when the rabbit started counting down. It meant he would be that much closer to completion, to stopping. How he wished it could never end, though it be as simple as hitting rewind and starting all over again. Little point in doing that now, he thought, letting his feet rest on the sofa when Dylan reached zero. It’s better to get to the end before— Wait…
Bastion stared at the white toes wiggling against the padded back cushions, his heels resting comfortably on the seat. Straining to look beyond his twitching equine dick, he sat there, confused. “Was I always this close to the couch?”
Dylan cheerful voice returned, interrupting him for the third time. “Ok, let’s keep up the pace!” The heavily muscled bunny got up and set his dumbbells on the rack, trading his twenty five pound weights for forty pounds of cold iron.

“Alright, geez…” An exasperated Bastion took his feet off the couch, the newly engorged flesh of his broad brawny legs, buttocks, and sloshing groin still tender as he got off the floor. His view of the room, the TV, the table, the couch, the white walls, all of it rushed toward the stained gray ground when he stood tall and slammed his head against something hard. “Ow!” He crouched down and covered his head with a hand before looking up at the falling flakes of stucco and ceiling dusting his mane and shoulders. That’s when he saw the black cracks in the white roof snaking away from the hole his head made where he struck it. He found himself stammering for an explanation as he tried standing again, more slowly this time, his eyes inching closer to the hole. The top of his head touched the gap when he reached his full height, only for more of the roof to buckle and break against the skull and snout bursting through the floorboards of the attic, just in time for Dylan to start the next exercise.

“Grab those weights again and stay on the ground for floor presses,” Bastion heard the muffled voice say from below. At least that’s what he thought he heard; he was too busy coughing and sneezing up a storm from the layers of dust his head kicked up. He managed to pull his head out of the hole, and crouched lower to see the TV. But a worried look crossed his face when the creaking floor and the rabbit starting creeping away from his sights a second time. “Remember how I said we’d do one minute sets at the beginning? I lied about that. Two minutes from here on out! It’s gonna be hard, but if I can do it, you can do it too!”
He wanted to be big, but this was getting ridiculous. The ground shuddered, bowing inward and squealing under the rising pressure of hands, knees and junk as he tried to get on the ground. The slightest graze of broadening soles brushed the couch and sent it hurtling into the far wall while his swaying tail swept absently from side to side along the living room floor, knocking aside floor lamps and kicking up dirty laundry before battering the side walls and leaving holes behind in the cheap material. When the wide rippling hills of his back finally hit the carpet, the thick flesh of his muscled body spread slightly and pressed into the groaning floor, smashing the table and swallowing the debris under himself, along with whatever else what his feet and tail didn’t simply brush aside. He could hear his shirt tearing, the last of the fibers snapping apart, at last giving way to a ripped stomach of brown fur and bristling abs, mountainous shoulders piled high with muscle, and the bloated pectorals his top failed to contain. He knew the old thing was a few sizes too large for him, and he was honestly surprised it lasted as long as it did, but the sound of his body ripping it to shreds was music to his ears, telling him that his massive frame surpassed the confines of clothing and had grown into so much more. For some reason, he found himself thinking about Mary’s meat-headed toys, their naked, gorgeous bodies. He was one of them now.
Bastion took the chair into both hands, his meaty fingers digging into the upholstery with ease as he plucked it off the ground. He felt a bit let down soon after doing that. One hundred and sixty pounds were nothing to him now, and he was wielding the recliner as if it were a toy. It offered his bulging arms no resistance, no challenge for his chest to feed off. He couldn’t get bigger with this. The clydesdale tossed it aside with an annoyed snort, oblivious to the loud crunch in his ears or the hole in the wall the chair made when he turned his attention to the sofa and grinned. A hand reached for it, tugging it closer to his bloated chest so he could see what kind of fight it would put up. His mouth widened into an eager, tooth filled grin when he saw that a strained forearm wasn’t enough to lift its four legs off the ground. Perfect.
Bastion carried his makeshift barbell into the air, holding it aloft with two massive arms. It rose with an awkward climb before he tightened his grip and regained control, his engorged biceps pumping his load with growing ease, sweat gleaming in his fur and dripping from his broad brown furred chest. Hot air swirled around his flared nostrils as the sinewy mountains that were his pectorals rose without falling, creaking upward and outward, swelling with muscle, the air in his lungs and the sheer thrill the workout. He didn’t notice the steady advance of his widening legs and feet towards the TV, the rise of his engorged chest and the couch toward the ceiling. He was lifting with a dopey grin on his lips, Dylan’s voice scarcely registering anymore.
“Push, push, push!” the sweaty rabbit demanded, his image and the muffled speakers getting a face full of bloating horse crotch. “If this was easy, everybody would be doing this. If this was easy, everybody would be in great shape. But they’re not! Don’t let anyone tell you that you’ll always be skinny. Don’t let anyone tell you that you’ll never get in shape. You’re in control, they aren’t! Do this for you!”

Somewhere inside that buzzed, adrenaline and endorphin soaked gray matter Bastion called a brain, the gears were turning. And at last, he finally understood: he shouldn’t be doing this for her. He wouldn’t be satisfied with being another toy for Mary to enjoy, another faceless mass of meat to be used however she pleased. He wanted – no, needed – to tower above them all; he needed to be big enough that nobody could see his smiling face over the mountains of his chest or the bloated bulges of his loins. He needed to be heavy enough to crack asphalt under the weight of falling feet, to split earth and make trees and buildings shuddering with his every step, and send cars and trucks and busses scurrying at the sight of his arrival. He needed balls and a cock big enough to fill the streets and be used as weights whenever he pleased, as little else would satisfy his growing needs. That was what he wanted. And that’s what he was going to get.
And Dylan, unwittingly or intentionally, was feeding the fantasies that were rapidly becoming reality. “You’ve come this far, you’ve no excuse to stop. You’re a strong person, and you can become stronger than you are now.” Even his stifled grunts were tinged with pleasure now, his breathing and words low sensual whispers dripping into Bastion’s ears like honey. “But you have to push yourself. Push yourself where you think you can’t go. Exceed your own expectations. It’s the only way to grow.”
A blissful whinny and snort slipped from Bastion’s lips. His mind was lost in a daze, drowned in the euphoric bliss of exercise, muscles drunk on pain that drove ecstasy from prostate to the skull and the electric rush of power flowing through his bulging veins, not caring at all that Dylan had long since moved on to the next exercise, that his trainer and the TV were smothered under the swelling mound of his crotch, that his head was already against the broken back wall of the living room and that his feet and his heavy soles were pressed up against the other crumbling wall and threatening to bust out of the house, the rest of him and his crotch were a panting, sweating, and throbbing mess that was still bloating and dominating more and more of the cramped room he took up. The nauseating collapse of the structure and the groan and warping furniture trickled into his ears. He knew he could stop at any time and he knew he should have stopped now. He got what he wanted and he didn’t want to demolish his home, but it felt so good and he wanted more, dammit – more muscles, more bulges, more mass, more growth… Now the couch was getting lighter and smaller in his hands with every pump of his boulder biceps, giving them and the burly pecs that rose over his vision less to gorge on.

And Bastion was getting desperate to maintain it.

“C’mon, I need to get bigger!” he pleaded to the couch, as if it would somehow grant his wish and become more than the quarter ton of metal and upholstery it already was. It didn’t. So he grit his teeth, balanced the couch on one palm and shoved his other hand through the wall behind him, smashing through wood, metal and brick to snatch whatever he could from the rooms on the other side: beds, seats, clothing, rubble, anything and everything he could grasp in his widening hand was piled on the couch. But whatever challenge he could muster for his body, his chest and arms expanded in kind, pushing outwards, flesh and bone thickening and swelling to ever greater proportions, the dense muscles of his back causing the floor to break beneath him, his head and feet exploding through the collapsing ceiling and out the back ends of the wrecked house, exposed to the gray world outside. The cool air was refreshing, the pale sun radiating through his searing, sweating body; it made him shiver with delight as the roof was torn from its moorings and rose with his growing erection, a stiff and swelling tower of equine malehood that fell to his chest, the pulsing shaft bloating closer to the ample cleavage of his pectorals by the second, his balls pushing his legs wider further apart as they lay on the lawn, churning and sloshing with seed. Such a sight would have been embarrassing for anyone to see, and even more arousing for him, were anyone there to see it. He was glad, and a little sad, that he lived in the kind of suburban dump that everyone abandoned whenever vacation arrived.
The enormous horse brushed the largely intact roof off his cock. It fell away, light as dust to the gentle sweep of a massive hand, slamming into the adjacent home, wood and tile shattering on impact. There was a dull trembling of the nearby homes when he rest his head on the grass, his muscled and twitching body breathing heavily, laden in dew and sweat, relieved to be free of that cramped little house.

“So much for that…” he said with disappointment, crumpling the tiny couch and its heaped up pile of junk in the palm of his hand like a wad of paper, the crunch of compacted metal and brick doing nothing to soothe his mood. “And I still have ten minutes left. Damn.” Bastion sat up a little, his fingers tearing lines into the earth of the neighboring lawns as he pulled himself up and looked at the houses across the street, past the feet that lay sprawled out in their yards. Those homes seemed as big as his, maybe a little smaller, give or take a room or two. A thought crept in; maybe he could use their houses as weights, somehow dig under them, and lift them that way? He tilted his head, unsure of his own idea before letting it go. He doubted the neighbors would appreciate him using their homes as gym equipment. “Hmm… I probably should use something else.”

His glans warmed, still feeding off the scraps of power in his muscles, the flared equine tip butting against the bottom of his chin, causing him to look down, wide-eyed at how huge his throbbing cock had grown and how big was still getting. His ears parked up, and a sly smirk spread over his blushing snout. He couldn’t believe how simple it was; the solution was staring him down all along. Those little toys across the street won’t do him any good in the long run anyway. Now he had something far better. The horse couldn’t resist a chuckle. “Of course. The best exercise of all.” He grasped the base of his bloated pillar in a meaty left hand, shivering with the heat his member radiated as he struggled to wrap his thick fingers around fat horsehood. His tail swished with nervous excitement, the tufted end swatting aside fence posts and batting against the backs of the houses to his sides, smashing windows and pounding down their walls in the process.
“Mmmm, you’ve grown so big,” Bastion whispered to his dick before he leaned in to lick the broadness of his shaft. “You’ll help me get even bigger than this, won’t you?” His member visibly trembled when that long pink tongue touched the veined ridges and slid upward, causing the base of his cock to painfully bloat in his hand while he beat away. His arm was already feeling the burn and tingling with new growth, his body quickly resuming its outward expansion when the other hand joined in servicing his overgrown shaft. His cock was growing bigger and thicker with every pump he forced out of himself; it already exceeded his arm in length and was creeping over his head, nearly fat around as his forearm and forcing his fingers apart. His balls were swelling into the street and spreading his legs painfully apart as they grew with him, filling with hot churning seed, ballooning past his thighs and approaching the knees. The horse squeezed his tree trunk thighs into his sack and the sky split with thunderous delight, his muscular legs and sculpted buttocks clenching as his balls loudly resisted him, sloshing and spilling over his legs, flooding his brain with a numbing pleasured high as they bloated beyond the brim with his cruel teasing. But his legs pushed back; the swelling walls of his inner thighs pushed back into his scrotum, the pressure alone forcing them into growing thicker flanks, his sack continuing to churn and inflate in retaliation, all of it a lustful loop feeding a stuffed body that was pent up and fit to burst. 
Bastion adjusted his footing, slamming heavy soles onto the roofs of the houses across from him with a quaking tremor, ceiling to floor obliterated in a crash that rocked the neighborhood. His thick toes spread and smeared the debris between them, burying the rest into the shallow craters his digits dug for them. Even though his feet settled, they still slid out, digging wider and deeper gouges, threatening to demolish more unfortunate homes in their path. Yet he thrust harder, heedless of the danger he put them in, eager to fuel his own growth and surge over the houses around him and push them aside, crushing them under his buttocks, soles and advancing tide of toes. His arms and shoulders were getting sore, but kept renewing themselves constantly, their mountainous mass rapidly approaching the absurd. Bastion threw back his head and shivered, his neck stiff and swollen, green eyes rolling up into his skull. “Sooo glad jerking it finally pays off…”
He felt his grip getting weaker as his cock hastened its growth, wider and taller, now a tower rising over himself, its shadow stretching over the houses, himself groping blindly for more to grab hold of as his teeth nudged and nipped his veined and leaking mast as it spilled its dribbling seed down its side, onto his head, neck, and back. Bastion’s vision went hazy, rolled up eyes fluttered, a moan spilling from his drooling, gurgling throat, sweating and nearly breathless from the exertion as he climbed the plateau to its peak. “M-More... Y-Yes…” were the only words Bastion oozed before titan erupted his load into the air. Pump after pump of ejaculate came raining from above, crashing into the earth in waves of churning white, punching holes in distant homes and flooding nearby roads and drenching ruined houses in alabaster spunk, his head and tongue lolling to the side in a state absolute bliss. His shadow darkened as he fell and collapsed in the growing lake of cum, setting off a wave when he struck the earth with a thunderous crash, exhausted.
Underneath the raised crease on Bastion’s back, somewhere in the dark, flooded, and flattened remains of his house, a wall, or part of one, was still standing. The cum drenched TV plugged into it was still playing. The image of Dylan threw his weights to the floor triumphantly, looking like the muscular stud of a rabbit from the ad once more. “Woo! We finally did it! I’m so proud of you for completing this workout. It wasn’t easy, but I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. Now, I don’t know about you, but I am absolutely drenched, so I’m gonna hit the shower! Thanks, and I’ll see you next workout!”
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Another day, another affectionate throng babbling her name. Mary’s return to campus after spring break was met with jubilant cheers from the student body, her loyal admirers who had gathered on the front lawn to welcome the mare long before she arrived, as if they were expecting a celebrity. Though in her mind, and theirs, she was already that to them and so much more. Either way, it was nice to hear her name being uttered by a familiar crowd. Spring break was a pleasant diversion, a nice way to get out of town and meet new people elsewhere. She was amazed how quickly strangers grew to love her this time. It only took days for the people of the town she stayed in to idolize her as much as they did here. A new record, perhaps! Still, as nice as it was to be worshipped as their center of attention, to be ever present on the minds, lips, and tongues of all the wonderful new people she met, it pleased her most to see these loving followers once again. Absence makes the heart grow fonder.
It amused her greatly to see them celebrating her arrival, all these little people rushing and crushing and falling over each other just to get up close to her long legs – none of their heads got any higher than her waist, of course. The mare smiled at that. They look smaller every time. Mary was on their tongue, and she took it in stride. Eyes forward, oozing confident indifference, she stepped forward and those before her parted without a word. Her plump lips hid an amused chuckle when she saw some of the students prostrating themselves out of the corner of her eye, kneeling and kissing the ground her feet touched mere moments ago. At the other end, standing at attention before the university’s front doors, were her towering athletes, her loyal pets awaiting their beloved master’s return, like the good dogs they were. They circle her, and the crowd backs away, keeping their distance from the giants that stood between them and their idol.
“I-It’s good to see you again, Mary,” one of her brutes, the red dragon, stutters. The mare glances his direction, and he shrinks back from the serene smile on her lips. “M-Miss Mary.”

“And you as well, my dear.” She looks him over with softening brown eyes, from broad chest to bulging loins, then to his eyes, which are level with her own. “Weren’t you taller?”

He blinks at this, and then nods. “I… I suppose I was?” he answers, looking a bit confused.

Mary laughed, and pet him on the head, like the good little boy he was. “Pay it no mind. It must have been my imaginat–”

A jolt of the earth cut Mary off and sent her fans scurrying from the campus lawn and the mare in a hurry. Her pets huddled around her, their uncertain startled eyes meeting hers, begging for guidance rather than displaying assurance. She pushed them away, irritated, when the second shockwave struck and sent them running as they abandoned her in the emptying courtyard. She stood there alone, her luscious legs and buttocks wobbling for balance when the third and fourth quake hit. She was still standing, her eyes shifting though her surroundings, trying to find the source of the rhythmic tremors that were getting stronger and shaking the campus around her and trees and the houses in the distance.
She sees an equine head and shoulders cresting over the trees, a spreading shadow in the low gray clouds racing to reach her feet, her eyes locking on to the bare and wide chest of the approaching giant. She backed away, startled, nearly tripping over her own heels as she stared at towering behemoth lumbering his way toward the campus. He is massive, muscular, all of him a bulging and rippling mass of flesh hewn from stone. His brown limbs and trunk are stuffed beyond the brim with muscle, two burly mounds packed with quivering flexing mountains, rivaling the pillars that carry his stride. His thighs, or what little of them she could see, are extremely defined, huge and sinewy like boulders, rolling with the rise and fall of broad white soles and feathered feet flecked with debris that slammed into the buckling earth. But what she focuses on is the swaying package that bulged so far out in front of his legs and knees, barely covered by a comically small scrap of blue tarp, bloated testes swaying and sloshing uncomfortably with his slowing pace. Soon the giant horse comes to a standstill on the campus lawn, her ears twitching to the groan of the ground, the cry of cracks in the brown earth snaking from under his immense bulk as he peers over the peaks of his own chest to lock eyes with Mary.
He bends down; the flesh of thick toes as tall as her flattens the dirt he stands upon as that huge crotch of his hung even lower and touched the ground, the lawn smothered by testes spreading over the cool, damp grass between his feet, stopping inches away from Mary’s twitching snout. The rest of him, so much further above, hunches over her. Over the distraction of all that bloated junk, she hears a nervous rumbling from on high. “Uhm… Hey, Mary,” said Bastion, offering her a weak wave.

“Who are…” she mouthed, her wide eyes still fixated on the hulk of a horse who towered over her and the buildings around him, or rather, the swollen wall of balls and cock his makeshift loincloth failed to conceal, both sagging between his meaty legs, their musk buzzing her nostrils. She fights hard to look up, to see beyond his enormous crotch, the vast pillars that supported them, the rock-hard abs that rose and fell with his anxious breaths, the swollen brown pectorals that hide his face from her sight. It took only a moment for her confidence to return, when she finally put two and two together. The mare twirled a blond bang in her finger cutely, batting her brown eyes. “Oh. You’re that foal from the food court. You’ve certainly changed.” She licked her lips. “For the better, might I add.”
The massive clydesdale nodded, his rumbling voice tinged with slight irritation. “Yeah, I’m ‘that foal’. Look, I’m…” Bastion closed his eyes, his broad chest filling with a tense breath. “I’m not gonna beat around the bush.” He opened his eyes and exhaled. His heart was hammering. “I like you, Mary. A lot. But… I think I’m gonna look for other someone else instead.”

The mare narrowed her eyes, confused, as if the behemoth spoke to her in an alien tongue and introduced her to an unknown concept. “What?”

“I want someone that actually likes me. And, you know, doesn’t treat me like you did a few weeks ago.”
She chuckled, her usual smile coming back to her lips. “Oh, that,” she answered with her airy tone and a dismissive wave of her hand. “It wasn’t the nicest thing I’ve done, but my friends don’t appreciate peeping Toms.” The mare approached his foot with ease, leaning into the flesh of his big toe as if resting on the arm a close friend, not minding, or caring, that he was so many times bigger than her now. “I’m sure you can forgive a little naughtiness.”

The colt’s nostrils flare, his voice stern. “I don’t know about that. Most people say sorry and mean it.”
Mary leaned forward and caressed the fur of his loins with the tips of her long fingers. She sees how anxious he is to retain control of himself, the split second twitch of beating blood wracking his flaccid member. “Relax, big guy. You can handle a little joke.” She kissed his sack, and felt the little tremors of his body, the twitch of his immense junk as he tries to hide his reaction. “But I can see you’re still hot and bothered by it… How about you and I handle that?”
Bastion shut his eyes, fighting with himself before he shook his head, as if he were going to swallow something bitter. “I’m gonna be the first person to do this to you, but you know what? I’m gonna say it.” Another breath in, and he opened his eyes. “No thanks.” The shift of his sole sent his foot and the mare skyward. The smaller horse panicked as she lost her grip on his toe and tumbled toward the hard concrete, screaming and landing with a hard thud, her dazed body sprawled out on its back, blond hair a mess. The clydesdale winced. “Sorry about that. But I’m sure your ‘friends’ can console you. And by the way, my name is Bastion.” With that, the titan stood tall, turned around, and lumbered back the way he came, feeling better about himself already. He wasn’t sure if it was the right call, given who he just shot down, but if he could get over it, so could she.
Mary rolled over, groaning, struggling to pick herself up, staggering to her feet and falling to the ground again as the tremors resumed. Through narrow eyes, she angrily scowled at his swaying muscular backside, the broad footprints, the concrete and soil stuck to the bottom of his vast toes and soles before they are hurtled into the earth, crushed and smothered one step at a time. She takes a hunk of rubble into a trembling hand, staring at the giant as his head and shoulders disappeared under the trees. Her fingers dig into the piece of concrete, black cracks twisting through the chunk under her tightening vice grip. “Bastion…” The mare snarls, crushing the debris in her closed hand.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“You know you owe us big time for this, right?” said a lanky robin sitting on the crumpled dust covered ruin of his couch, his eyes and hands fixated on the game in front of him. An irritated rumble from above caused the bird and his seat to shudder.
“I know,” replied Bastion, grumbling.

“It took a lot of convincing on our part to keep the university from kicking you out,” added the chubby blue dragon sitting next to the bird, his attention wholly immersed in the same game.

“My name is still on the lease you guys,” the horse reminded them in an annoyed tone. He looked down, and slowly stretched out his cramped legs, sliding bare feet along cool damp grass, stopping only when his toes reached the sidewalk. “You’re not getting rid of me that easy.”
The pair paused their game and braced the couch when the light tremors reached them and the TV, themselves being carried up and down like a boat in the ocean until the waves, and the sloshing, and Bastion’s movement subsided.  “What about everyone else’s houses?” asked the dragon, pointing to the flattened off white mess across the street and the unhappy owners who had to clean it. “How’re you gonna pay those off?”
“Look, I… I got some gigs lined up,” answered the horse, leaning over his broad pecs to eye the red and blue bugs gaming away on his left testicle. “I found some bodybuilding competitions that I’ll win easy, some manual labor work. I can also make some, uh, some generous donations to our local bank, but the money’s gonna come in soon and then we can put this mess behind us.”
“Yeah,” said the robin, breaking into a snickering fit, “the sperm bank!”

“Shut up.” The clydesdale rolled his eyes, a blush rising under his brown cheeks. Then the yard sized sack sloshed again as he leaned in even lower, hugging his oversized sized scrotum between two powerful thighs, causing them and his housemates to rise like balloons with the gentle squeeze, pushing them closer to his waiting snout. “You two know I can move anytime, right?”
The pair felt his warm breath ruffling their clothes; they paused their game again, and looked up at Bastion’s flared nostrils. The robin asked him all too smugly, “Sure, but how’s the weather up there?”
A raindrop pelted the horse’s head, more running down his white mane. He looked up, and saw the gathering gray clouds. His ears flattened, and another irritated sigh boomed through the neighborhood. “Wet.”

The blue dragon shrugged. “Need I remind you that the revised lease explicitly mentions you can’t move from this spot unless it’s to go to class, eat, work, or for other personal reasons? You’re basically our house now and we don’t want you sloshing away on us.” More snickering and high fives were shared between his diminutive housemates; the horse answered with a quick flex of his buttocks that sent a much stronger ripple through his sack, launching the pair, their TV and couch off the steep curve of his sack and crashing onto the grass.
Bastion grinned a satisfied grin. “Laugh it up you two. Be happy I let you stay on top.”
There was a moment’s silence before the robin’s voice piped up. “Who’s Dylan?”

The horse’s ears perked up at that. “Huh?” He looked down at the narrow gap between his left foot and sack, and saw the robin standing there, holding four brown packages in both arms.
“You – or should I say we – have some packages.” He held them in the air for a flustered Bastion to see, an accusing tone on the tip of his beak. “How come two of them are in our names, and the rest are for our classmates? They’re all to this address and from something called ‘Body by Dylan’.”

“I didn’t order any—,” was as far as the dragon got when Bastion’s fingers slipped through the gap and snatched the boxes away from his housemate.

“Oh, uh… d-don’t you worry about these.”
“But—,” was as far as the robin got, before the horse shifted his immense bulk and sent a wall of junk to smother the bird and the dragon, dragging the squirming pair under the rolling folds of flesh.  

“Oops.” He stuck out his tongue, then turned his attention to the boxes in his palm. Impish glee spread from cheek to cheek. “I’m gonna have sooo much fun with you.”

