It had been a month since Xandir went to the gym, or had done much of anything, apart from lying in bed or sulking on his couch. He was sulking on the latter, and he was in a funk – the miserable low in his life where there just wasn’t any excitement to be had, and nothing so far had helped him snap out of it. It was ironic, he thought, since his antics had a hand in livening up this dull city he called home. But for better or worse, he could not say, nor could not care in the slightest, for the worst part of it all was that he had not heard from Selene since their last encounter. He was so certain they were hitting things off. She seemed much friendlier around him after their first date, turning from the cool and aloof renamon he knew from the past to the upbeat and flirty renamon he pined for in the present. Well, that was after he had calmed her down – Selene was downright scary when she was in one of her moods. Even then, there was still some allure to her untamed fury.

The lucario sighed, feeling wounded all over again. He missed her. He missed her wit and her charm, her soft pink fur and that perfectly chiseled body. He was so thrilled to have found someone out there was just like himself – someone who could grow like him, swell like him, who could mold themselves into a living mountain of muscle just like him. She knew how to play to his strengths, even exceed them in many respects, but she was gone now, vanished without so much as a goodbye, leaving nothing but an outline of her in his heart that couldn’t be filled. It hurt. And worse, there was little appeal in growing just for the fun of it anymore. Not without her. What was the point of bursting through the roof of a building, swelling up to, then stomping around the city the size of a towering, musclebound skyscraper, if she was not there to goad him into doing it, only for her to join in on the fun of crushing everything? Xandir groaned and rolled onto his side and shut his eyes. He had to push these thoughts away. He could feel his muscles withering with neglect with each passing day, as if the negativity he wallowed in were rising from the ground and pulling him into the muck, sucking the life out of him and smothering the flames of his heart. He could not let that happen. He had to do something – anything – to take his mind off of her.
He stirred and got up. Sitting on the side of the bed, the pokemon got onto his heavy paws and shuffled to the bathroom, getting the stiffness out of his neck along the way. Inside, the lucario stared at himself in the mirror with a critical eye, appraising his own body as a jeweler would a gem. The musculature of his bare and gray furred upper half was impressive, even intimidating, to the average person; thick traps and broad shoulders draped over the slope of his strong pectorals and ripped abs, all of it rising and falling, filling and emptying, with his slow breaths. The overfull boulders of his arms were enviable when compared to the chiseled and well-defined bulges of bodybuilders and strongmen alike, each rising like hills in their own right. He should have taken pride in such a sight, but it all just not sit right in his head. He folded his broad arms over his chest and flexed. The muscles in his upper half sprang to attention and bulged, though it was not as pleasing as he had hoped. They lacked that snap, the tendons of his body; they lacked the pleasing sensation of perfection, the dynamic reaction of a flawless physique, the electric thrill of having every fiber of your being moving as one solid and unyielding mass.

He frowned. “Man, I really let myself go.”
Xandir unfolded his arms, and his large hands came to a rest on opposite ends of the sink, where his thick black fingers dug into the smooth white ceramic. Cracks formed where his digits gouged; deep, jagged lines grew longer and wider, snaking through the crumbling sink like black veins. Then he pursed his lips, and the shaking stopped. He let go of the sink and looked it over as he exhaled, eyeing the deep imprints marring the scarred surface where his fingers once were. Cold water leaked, dripping onto his paws. As much as he wished to appease his ego and destroy his own bathroom fixtures, he could not bring himself to do it. The motivation just wasn’t there anymore.
He groaned and put a hand to his eyes, rubbing the sides of his black nose with ceramic flecked fingers. “I can’t let this get to me. I don’t feel like myself and I hate it.” The pokemon returned to the bedroom, stuffed some clothing into a bag lying near his bed, grabbed it and hefted it over a broad shoulder, then made his way for the front door, and then outside. “Screw it. I’m hitting the gym.”

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

His feet cracked the concrete beneath him as he walked on the sidewalk, crunching chunks of slab into gravel with his every step. He did not even think to notice how utterly dense his nine foot frame was at the moment, how easily his casual stride rent the very ground itself. His mind was elsewhere, weighed down by nagging little things that, on better days, would not have fazed him in the slightest. Maybe this was what made her leave, he thought, these little insecurities. Selene was sharp, he couldn’t have kept his anxieties hidden from her for long. She was quick to notice them the first night they dated. That must have been it. Why else would she drop off the –
Xandir struck a wall. Sharp pain and dazzling stars filled his head before his thought could finish. He staggered to one knee, dazed, the world spinning, and tried to stand and regain his bearings. But when he came to, darkness was all he could see before him.

And then the wall moved. A rumble from above demanded his attention – a low, guttural growling that frightened him terribly. He slowly looked up from the fractured ground, and locked eyes with the widest heels of the biggest pair of paws that he had ever seen. The pokemon backed away, startled, scampering on his back and his hands, his head drawn to the rest of the towering behemoth to whom those enormous paws belonged: a hulk of a renamon, massive, muscular and brown furred, whose blood red eye glared back at him from over a wide shoulder. The digimon growled again, his black lips drawn back into a fierce snarl that forced Xandir’s panicked eyes to the ground, where they tried their best to not stare at the monster of a ‘mon’s silver gray paws. They were huge – easily bigger than his own head, enough to smother his skull with ease and still have plenty of paw to spare for his upper body and the ground; powerful too, he quickly realized, as he listened to the groan of concrete and saw cracks snaking from under his immense bulk. He attempted another fearful, upward glance to the tree trunk legs of the digimon, and the black shorts that dared to contain the vastness of his wide and rippling thighs. They were stuffed to the brim and beyond with muscle, each burly mound a mountain, rising beneath rich caramel fur and the black markings on his dense thighs. The growling grew thunderous in Xandir’s ears when he dared to raise his head higher. His eyes shot back to the ground, defeated and embarrassed, staring at the small chunks of concrete rattling around the renamon’s wide toes. The growling stopped, and the chunks grew still, only to be crushed between the mass of his clenched digits.
“Watch where you’re going,” the digimon bellowed. His lips barely moved, but those four words were the sound of crashing thunder in Xandir’s ears. The air from his lungs rushed the lucario like a squall, struck his head, and then sent him face first into the side walk, jolting his poor skull harder than the concrete could ever hope to achieve.
Without so much as a grunt of annoyance, the titan lumbered away. Out the corner of his dazed eye, Xandir saw the ground itself being torn from the soil, stuck to the bottom of the renamon’s vast toes and thick pads before hurtling back to the earth, smothered and crushed into fine gravelly paste, under pressure unimaginable, with each step he took.
Lying on the crater strewn sidewalk, an aching Xandir blinked, then blushed. “Sorry,” was what he wanted to say to the renamon, now long gone from his sight, but he couldn’t find the words on his tongue-tied mouth. All he found was a throbbing in his crotch.

He staggered to his feet, and stared at the mammoth set of paw shaped craters before him. He raised his own foot, hesitating for a moment, mesmerized by the monstrous gouges left behind by the digimon. Then he dipped the tip of his own paw inside the depression and gasped, his eyes wide, when he saw his toes being swallowed by the deep imprint. Then he placed the rest of his foot inside, then his other foot, and then sat himself down within the middle. The sole of that enormous pad easily held him, with ample room to spare; the three smaller, but no less impressive, imprints of his toes could have done the same, had he still the courage to test that theory. The stunning sight made his heart beat faster as he shivered with fear, and, much to his own surprise and embarrassment, delight. That renamon was huge, was all he kept thinking as he sat in that crater: fifteen – maybe eighteen – feet tall, a living, breathing, mountain. How did someone like that stay under the radar for this long? he wondered; there was no way he could not have heard about such a fine specimen roaming the city. On the other hand, Xandir remembered, he was holed up in his home for a month. He didn’t watch TV much during that time, nor did he watch the news when he did. Everything he had learned about this city had been through word of mouth, and nobody paid him a visit during that time. Then again, the renamon could simply be a new face here – just stomped into town today. So much for a good first impression.
He licked his lips. The warmth in his loins would not let up. It only grew worse as he stood up again inside of that paw print and let the lewd thoughts seep into his brain. He was so huge and intimidating; the way he glared down at him; the way he felt himself withering under the gaze of that musclebound god. And those legs – those beefy trunks! Xandir bit his lip and swooned.
He was perfect.

The pokemon looked ahead and saw the rest of the craters left behind in the colossal digimon’s wake. They were heading downtown. “Screw the gym, I’m following him!”
He walked alongside the renamon’s tracks, shaking his head at his own foolish impulse. What did he hope to gain by stalking this monster of a digimon, would could crush him under paw with but a single, effortless step? What would he even say to someone like him, if they were destined to meet again? He blushed at the thought of the hulking renamon stomping his way through the narrow city streets, crushing cars and trucks and unfortunate bystanders under his enormous heels, breaking them all with ease beneath the weight of his soles, the snap and shatter of flesh and bone, glass and steel, all of it smothered beneath his great toes. He could see him in his mind’s eye, striding over the masses like the giant he was, forcing them aside with his imposing presence and the threat of obliteration by way of trampling. Xandir shivered anew. He would love to meet the digimon again under better circumstances, if only to get another chance to ogle that godlike musculature of his. And then he began to think. 

Maybe he could turn this around and impress him somehow. Maybe he could grow and show off his own body, and prove to the renamon that he was different from the rabble. He could try and convince him that they should work out together – he would be the renamon’s spotter, of course – so he could watch the weights fly while those divine muscles flexed and fell in fluid repetition, glistening with sweat, building upon perfection with every curl, pump and press. And then, when he finally exhausted himself – if such a concept were even possible – they could shower together. Then he could finally feel those hard, throbbing pecs in his hands as he lathered them with soap, his fingers lost in that thick, luscious fur, digging deeper and deeper, caressing inch after immaculate inch of his perfect body. He could taste him on his lips and tongue, his mouth moving lower and lower down his wide chest, before being spun around, and pinned to the slippery wall and smothered in him. Those broad arms embracing him, steaming water dripping from their quivering bodies, hot breath spilling into his…

“Dammit, Xan!” he yelled out loud, shaking his head out of its lewd daze. His face was burning, his loins aching. The lucario took a deep breath and began to reconsider his current plan of action. As sorely as he wanted to, he could not act on his carnal desires. Not like this. It was far too risky to try it with a complete stranger who may not be as thrilled with his fantasy as he was. He sighed. Perhaps it was best to call off the hunt, head back for the gym, and work these nagging thoughts out of his head like he had planned.
Then he looked up and saw where the tracks came to an end: they led straight to the gym, ending at an enormous set of glass doors, doors far larger than the ones he remembered from his last visit. He felt his heart race anew as he approached the building, the entrance looming twice as tall and as wide as he was, fit for the renamon who passed through them. Sensual thoughts were beginning to resurface; he grit his teeth, trying harder to suppress them and beat them back into the dark depths. He put a hand on the warm sun soaked glass, and then closed his eyes. He took in a deep breath, and he pushed. Well, it couldn’t hurt to take a quick look…

And then he pushed again, shoving with his other hand, and then with his shoulder, against the glass, grunting. Exerting this much effort just to open a door, of all things, embarrassed him deeply, but little by little, it gave way to his strength, offering him a small enough opening to slip inside before it shut behind him, the glass slapping him hard on his rear as it swung back into place. He stepped into the reception area – one far larger than he remembered it ever being – only to find it abandoned, save for himself and the receptionist in the far back corner, a well-built tiger in a white tank top. The renamon’s tracks had also mysteriously vanished as well, he noted when he bothered to look down. He felt his weight sinking into the pliable rubber-like material under his feet as he walked. That might have been enough to soak up even his mountainous girth. That, too, he figured, was another recent addition.
The tiger’s fingers drummed impatiently along the hard surface while he glanced to the enormous gray doors to his left, then back to his own fidgeting hands. He did not seem to notice Xandir’s approach; he only bothered to look up when the pokemon’s shadow engulfed him, and the squeaking thuds of those heavy paws finally ceased. The feline regarded him for only a brief moment, then glanced to the doors again, as if the nine foot lucario in front of him was just a distraction from his task.
“You guys are still open, right?” Xandir asked him. He glanced over his shoulder and looked around the empty room, flattening his ears at the deafening silence before looking down at the receptionist again.

“Yeah, we’re open,” answered the tiger, with a disinterested tone. He did not bother to look at Xandir as he spoke.

Xandir chose to ignore that. His mind was on someone else. “That’s good to hear. I haven’t been here in a while, so I was a little worried.” He took a breath. “Hey, uhm…” he paused. The gray and black fur on his cheeks began to darken, and his voice went quiet. “You, uh… you wouldn’t have happened to have seen a renamon walk in –”

“You mean Kain,” the receptionist cut him off matter-of-factly, looking up at the pokemon now. Where before there was boredom, there was newfound excitement in his words. “And yeah, he’s here. He stepped into the weight room a few minutes ago.” The tiger tilted his head to the gray doors to his left, just as large and imposing as the glass doors on the other side of the room. “The ‘mon’s a pleasure to have around.”

Xandir blinked. “What do you mean?”
The receptionist rose from his seat and furrowed his brow in annoyance, as if the lucario had just said something offensive. “You just haven’t seen him in action yet. Go inside and you’ll see what I mean.” His eyes softened, and then he fell back into his chair, drawing a wistful sigh. “Wish I could see him.”
The pokemon shrugged and headed for the door, rolling that name around in his head as he walked. Kain: it was a strong name, he thought, fitting for the musclebound behemoth. And to think that the digimon had been going to this very gym the whole time, hitting the weights while the he was not around to see him do it. Xandir wanted to kick himself for missing out on that, only to remember that he had left the gym a month ago, when his funk set in. He wasn’t exactly a frequent visitor, but he found himself unsatisfied with the meager facilities, or rather, the lack of proper equipment for one such as himself. And even when he was here, he had never seen Kain looming over him or anyone else – if anything, he was the one doing the looming. So how did this place manage to attract Kain as a client? This gym was child’s play. The heaviest weights they had for the benches – a measly three hundred pounds – were nothing to him. And he was nothing compared to Kain. He just had to see what kind of trick they used to lure him in.

When he opened the doors, he saw how they did it: everything, from the machines and the stations, to the dumbbells, the barbells and the benches themselves, even the very room itself, was far larger than he remembered them ever being, as if the whole facility had been rebuilt from the ground up just for Kain. All the old equipment he remembered was still present, he noticed, gathering dust in a neglected corner of the room, set aside as an afterthought. His eyes shifted away from there, and towards the center of the vast chamber, where everyone was standing in a wide circle. They were all staring at an enormous bench-press, the massive renamon lying upon it, and one very large and very heavy barbell being raised and lowered above their wary heads.
The dense metal rod Kain held in his grip sloped dangerously at both ends, each side weighted down by ten immense jet black discs, each as large as Xandir was tall, and perhaps just as heavy, held aloft by two massive arms with startling ease. Xandir and the crowd gazed upon the digimon in awe as he carried his load and pumped his muscular limbs, sweat gleaming in his fur and dripping from his broad, gray furred chest. Hot air swirled around the crowd as the sinewy mountains that were his pectorals rose and fell and rose again with the deep rumble of his breathing, his chest swelling with the air in his lungs and the sheer intensity of his workout. Slack-jawed and speechless, the pokemon could only stare; he had lost count of how many reps the renamon had completed before barbell came to a rest on its perch with a heavy clatter. A thunderous grunt erupted from the glistening giant’s lips that sent a shudder through the room and everyone in it, as he sat upright on the bench and loomed over the speechless throng.

Then the crowd burst into sudden cheer. Everyone, save Xandir, rushed to the enormous paws of the renamon that sat before them. No one’s hands reached higher than the digimon’s knees; they settled for his sinewy calves and massive feet instead, some offering gentle pats, others thorough rubs with their little fingers, all of them roaming his sweat stained fur like ants. From on high, Kain watched in silence, his stony face and blood red eyes betraying no hint of annoyance nor appreciation with their gesture. In the back of the room, Xandir stood there, stunned, watching all of these people fawning over the renamon’s paws, every single one of them lovingly stroking and groping his toes in their little arms, murmuring his name, even as some of their bodies slipped and sank into the crevasses between his thick digits. This wasn’t a gym, Xandir thought. This was a temple dedicated to Kain, and his admirers were his worshipers, lavishing their living, breathing god with endless praise and affection. As he watched, he felt himself shiver anew in the renamon’s presence, while the devout reveled in their spiritual exuberance. He felt compelled to join them. No – he felt the need to shove them aside and toss himself before Kain’s paws so he could show them proper reverence, so that he alone may be chosen by his digital deity, so that he alone may fulfill his every desire. But the air grew cold suddenly, before he could act on his impulse, whirling around him and the frightened congregation. Kain drew in a deep breath. His blood red eyes went wide, focused on Xandir.
“You,” Kain whispered.
The word spilled from his lips and filled the room with the warmth of his breath. The walls shook with his utterance. Bits of roof fell to the ground in gritty chunks on top of gym equipment and onlookers alike, their fear adding to the sheer terror of his deep, rumbling voice. Xandir gulped. His giddy legs were trembling under the cold glare of the renamon. With each breath, he could feel the air whipping around his black and gray fur, as if he were standing in a strong breeze. The heat of the room drew inward as Kain sharply inhaled, only for the warmth to return in waves as he exhaled. Then the behemoth rose from his throne, and like the tide, the throng stepped away from their idol as he drew to his full height, the full magnificence of his flawless physique on display to all. Swollen, bare, brown and silver gray furred pectorals and rock-hard abs rose and fell with the growling in his lungs; thick shoulders and even thicker biceps and triceps, huge, chiseled and sinewy – big around like the trunks of trees – rolled, popping the bones in his thick neck, as his meaty hands clenched tight. He took a step forward and the crowed shrank back, not wanting to be crushed under his paws. He drew close to Xandir, who in turn stood there, looked up and whimpered, and found the digimon’s head disappearing over the thick walls of his pecs and the bulging sack straining his black shorts.
God, Xandir thought, trying his hardest not to ogle the bloated beach balls and the fat, flaccid slab of meat that comprised Kain’s package. Even his junk is huge. The pokemon gulped and put his hands over his own crotch and looked to the floor, embarrassed and a touch envious, hoping that Kain did not notice his staring.
The air moved again, and the walls shook. Kain murmured, “Why are you here?”
Xandir looked up. Dozens of eyes stared back. “I, uh. I-I…,” he tried to stammer, fighting off the gaze of the crowd. Kain’s shadow crept forward as his mass tilted lower, still silent, waiting for the pokemon to respond. Gulping again, louder, Xandir threw his head up and blurted, “I’m here to challenge you!”
Kain’s stony visage broke into a grin, and then he threw his head back in thunderous laughter. His unbridled mirth was an explosion that knocked the bulk of his followers to the ground and sent the lighter ones flying into the walls. Hands clutched bleeding ears, bodies and faces twisted in pain as the building shuddered and the glass on the walls and the windows warped and shattered into pieces. Only the lucario withstood the roar of the renamon’s laughter, and even then just barely; the bulk of his gray body bore the brunt of each terrible howling wave, each threatening to knock him down again and again as his insides rattled like jello. And just as swiftly as the storm began, the air grew calm once more. The less battered gym members slowly staggered from off the ground, clutching their ears, struck dumb and deaf by their towering idol. They stumbled and groped for the fallen in terrified, panicked silence, picking them up before rushing out the busted door and down the crumbling reception area. None of them offered either of the two so much as a glance as they fled. As much as he wanted to join their flight, Xandir could not bring his legs to obey that urge, for Kain’s eyes were upon him, regarding the pokemon with interest.

“Is that so?” His voice was louder, more a murmur than a faint whisper, pummeling the lucario with the force of his words. The digimon turned around and walked to the back wall where the dumbbells lie scattered. Xandir’s ears twitched with the crunch of glass beneath the renamon’s bare paws. Kain’s index finger took hold of the first dumbbell, and hooked it with the tip of his thick digit as it lifted one hundred pounds of cast iron with ease. His other hand followed suit, then he turned around, rolled the weights onto his thumbs and flicked them into the ground before Xandir, where they crashed into the rubber matted floor with shattering thuds. Kain returned to his throne, sat upon it and hunched over the pokemon, grinning.
Xandir stared at the weights, looking insulted, as he bent down and grasped them with both hands. Lifting the pair without effort, he held them above his head and shot the renamon a smug grin. ‘You can do better than that,’ was written all over the pokemon’s face.

The smirk on Kain’s face faded. He snorted and lift himself from off the bench to grab another set of weights. These he gripped with the whole of his hands. They were larger, but the knobby black ends, small and toy-like in the renamon’s grasp, barely stuck out from the flesh of his fists, looking more a dainty set of five pound weights than the half ton of metal they really were. He dropped these before Xandir with the same callousness as the last pair. He stood over the lucario this time, his dark shadow swallowing the much smaller being, eager to see how his would-be challenger would fail. The lucario approached a dumbbell and put a hand on the cold metal, marveling at its sheer size. Just one alone at his height would have served as a barbell. He couldn’t help but muse that, had they possessed this equipment when he was still here, he would not have gotten bored and lost interest to begin with. Xandir breathed in, bent down and grabbed the handle with both hands, straining to lift it, urging his dormant strength or return to him.
It came slowly at first, in trickles and spurts that made his arms thicken up a little, but it was not enough to coax the heavy iron from the ground. Gritting his teeth, he clenched his hands, his arms straining to lift the weight. He dug deeper, begging the dying ember within him to burn bright and ignite his searing limbs. In the midst of his pain, he could not help but picture Selene in his mind’s eye. What would she think of him, he wondered, if she were standing there now, watching him struggle with such a trivial thing? He could see her scowling, accusing him of holding back yet again, and losing to a bully and a weakling like Kain. He clenched his eyes and grunted. I’m done with holding back. No more! The pokemon’s chest and arms burned and began to swell, flesh and bone thickening, muscle pushing outward, spreading by the second. The loud scrape of metal against broken rubber floor rang in his ears as the dumbbell rose from the ground with an awkward climb, before Xandir’s grip tightened around the handle and regained control. His broad upper half swelled and grew more pronounced as the weight crept higher, the muscles of his bloating back, chest and abs filling out as that power seeped into his arms. He loosed a roar from his lips as he finally held the dumbbell high over his head, his face beaming with triumph.

The titan watched the spectacle beneath him with mild disinterest. He leaned in over the puffed up lucario and tilted his head toward the second weight. 

“Lift them both,” his deep voice rumbled.
Breathing hard and straining under a thousand pounds of pressure, Xandir turned his head to the other great weight on the floor next to him, then blushed. “Heh, whoops. Forgot about that one.”

It would have been impossible for him to hold up both dumbbells at this size. Every muscle in him stiffened as his growth built upon his already enormous bulk, filling every inch of himself, pushing on to ever greater proportions. Engorged biceps rippled under the stress of the dumbbell he held aloft above his head; mountainous bulges pushed outward and upward, bigger around than his own head and still swelling. He was so focused on bulk, gaining a scant inch or two in height for every two or three inches his muscles gained in sheer mass. He was a mere ten feet tall now, but absurdly ripped, barely approaching Kain’s waist. At least the half ton of weight was lighter now, easy enough to carry in one hand. The lucario’s thighs bulged as he bent down to retrieve the other weight and held it in the air next to the other, pumping both arms up and down with a dopey grin on his lips. It felt good to have power flowing through his veins once more, he couldn’t help but show off. Kain growled, and cut his celebration short. Xandir let the weights fall to his sides, and he looked up.

The renamon was still so much bigger than him, far bigger than he had thought, now that he was able to see beyond the distracting bulge of his crotch. His eighteen foot frame packed more muscle into it than he ever imagined – every part of him was a twitching, throbbing mass of flesh, bordering on cartoonish absurdity. His eyes wandered, glancing at the digimon’s thick arms, twice as big around as his own engorged limbs. He wanted to reach out and touch them; he wanted to feel the unyielding flesh of his biceps beneath his own fingers, to squeeze down hard on them, and fail to move the immobile boulders within his massive arms. Barbell in hand, he reached out. As he tried and failed to peer at the digimon’s stern face from over his bloated chest, hoping that that the renamon did not notice his advance, Xandir pulled his hand back to his side, and found himself suddenly unwilling to try anymore. Kain stared at the not-so-little lucario, still silent. He was not concerned with the pokemon’s growth spurt. If anything, he was amused.
“Grow for me,” he demanded. “Show me your face.”

Xandir gushed, trying his best to mask his sudden elation. Yes! he cheered internally. Appreciation at last! He wanted to hug the renamon and thank him for the opportunity he was given, but he restrained himself and let the weights fall with a dull crash that rang in his ears. He could not blow this chance. Just do as you’re told. The floor cracked beneath him, groaning under the weight of swelling lucario as his body surged. The dumbbells at his sides were pushed aside by his stretching paws, his whole body quivering as it shifted his enormous mass upwards. Inches piled upon inches, and more of Kain’s glorious body came into view before the pokemon’s wide eyes: he passed the vast, bulging abs and chiseled obliques of the renamon, and ogled that rippling silver gray chest of his, mesmerized by the rise and fall of his swollen pectorals. His crotched throbbed, and he whimpered – oh, how he wished he could rest his head in the cleavage of his flesh, just to feel him rise and fall with his slow breaths. The brief spike in libido only rose when he finally passed the eighteen foot mark and came face to face with Kain for the first time. Blue eyes gazed into bloody pools, sunken deep into the wet blackness of his eyes. The lucario’s gaze wavered, unsettled by the renamon’s silence and that piercing, unblinking, glare. He wanted him to say something so very badly, anything just to get him to talk, or at the very least, blink.
But Kain was the first to break away. He cocked his head to the barbell set – the throne he was so fond of sitting on. Xandir winced as a wide and heavy hand slapped his shoulder and pushed him forward. It knocked the air out of him and made his knees buckle, as if he had been struck by a truck.

“Sit,” Kain growled, forcing the lucario to the bench with the downward force of his hand. Xandir flinched then lay down, eyeing the barbell that hung above his head ominously, as well as the bulging, overfull sack of the renamon that stepped behind him.

“Wait a moment.” The words were softer, warmer, washing over the pokemon’s gray chest and ruffling his thick fur like a strong summer breeze. Kain moved to the left and removed the collar from the bar. Then he moved to the right, removed the collar from that side of the bar; he bent down and came back up, hefting a pair of huge black discs, one in each hand. He grunted, adding them to the bar one at a time, one deafening clack after another. Out the corner of his eyes, Xandir gawked at the weight, and the four digits etched in big bold letters onto the iron’s surface: one thousand pounds. Then Kain added another pair, then another, and one more still, before reapplying the collars.
“Six thousand,” said the behemoth, returning to the middle. His protruding chest and crotch hid his face from the lucario’s eyes once more. The ceiling above shuddered as Kain continued to speak. “The two thousand already there, then the bar – another thousand. You can handle that.”
‘You can handle that,’ Xandir echoed in his head, shivering with delight. He’s confident in me. I’ll prove him right. He touched the bar; Kain’s hands hovered over the middle. The lucario’s black cheeks turned a shade darker, his arms wobbling with giddiness. Kain was his spotter. This was just like his daydream! He couldn’t believe that his idle fantasy was coming true. Not in the way he had hoped – he wanted to be the digimon’s spotter – but he couldn’t be picky now. He still had to impress the renamon. He bit his lip when he felt that nagging throb in his crotch again, building up just like before as more lewdness spilled into his mind. No, no. Not here, he whined, not now. Stop.

He panicked, clenched the barbell and lifted, white pain shooting through his arms and chest as he tried to hold up nine thousand pounds of iron. His arms quivered and swelled under the stress, buckling under the weight that sunk toward his chest. He was never able to control his growth so well, or grow so quickly, when he was under pressure, and he picked the worst possible moment to screw up. That enormous load would have crushed his chest, had Kain’s hands not snatched the bar in time and held it in place. Lying there in pain, Xandir was awed at how swiftly the renamon had intervened, how easily his arms held the bar aloft in that awkward position. He was sorely tempted to let go, just to watch the digimon heft the near five ton barbell back to the rack, and he would have done so, had Kain not snapped at him.

“Breathe,” bellowed Kain. “Don’t rush.”

Xandir blushed and closed his eyes as the warmth of the renamon’s breath washed over him. The throbbing in his crotch grew hot, his heart thundering in his skull. “C’mon, Xan,” he begged. “Don’t mess this up.” It took all of his willpower to keep an erection from springing to attention. The rubbing of his own thick thighs against his loins did not make matters any better. The lucario dared a glance up at Kain; his eyes shot above that bulbous crotch, above that mountainous chest, getting the faintest glimpse of the rigid, stony face at the peak – a face that seemed oblivious to the turmoil below.
“Focus,” the digimon growled, bending his tree trunk legs low as he held the barbell in his hands and shifted his weight. That huge crotch of his hung lower, just inches away from Xandir’s twitching, whimpering snout. Over the distraction of all that bulging junk, he swore he heard the renamon urging him to “channel your energy into your arms.”

Whatever he heard, Xandir gulped and shrugged. “O-Oh, okay.”

He tightened his grip, and concentrated on the burning in his loins. It was not unlike the cooled embers that warmed his heart, but these licked his flesh more fiercely, stoked by passion, rather than the ambitious egotism he knew all too well. He reached deeper; he stirred the fire, his arms burned hot, pushing the heat away from his groin and up through his body. And he was soon rewarded when the growth in his body returned, slowly but swiftly growing, the swelling in his groin receding as his lust took hold. His chest and arms expanded, pushing upwards and outwards, the dense muscles of his back causing the bench to creak and groan beneath himself. It felt so good, the warmth radiating through his body, it made him shiver with delight as the weight grew lighter in his grip, as Kain’s bench-press, and the floor beneath it, crumbled. He didn't know he had this in him, this lust, this yearning; how easily it fueled his already immense strength. Higher and higher nine thousand pounds climbed into the air. The lucario grunted, mustering all the strength he could into his over gorged arms to finish that one rep. And as he grew, the tip of his snout brushed against the bulge in Kain's shorts, prodding it gently with his nose. Giddy with the tingling sensation in him, he nuzzled that denim covered package, rubbing his nose into it, panting heavily at the intoxicating musk filling his lungs.
Kain's stony visage began to crumble. He looked down over his chest and blinked at Xandir, his mountain of a body shuddering at the soft nudging between his legs. His knee smacked the side of lucario's head, urging the pokemon to snap out of whatever came over him so they could get back to lifting. That only goaded the lucario into nuzzling his tree trunk of leg, that warm nose and wet tongue of his lapping at the brown fur of his thigh. A pleasured, muffled, moan and twitching filled his ears as Xandir's body swelled beneath him; the pokemon fed upon his own mounting carnal appetite, growing larger, threatening to surpass him in mass. With every rep the lucario had completed, his body spread outwards, Xandir's head thrusting, grinding, deeper into the digimon's thighs, nipping at his shorts, his face shoving itself deeper and deeper into that throbbing bulge. Kain wanted to yell at him to stop, even as his own slab of meat began to gorge with blood. He wanted a competition, not a fuck in the gym; what was this pokemon trying to pull with him? Yet in a sudden flash of inspiration, he grinned and pulled his hands away from the barbell and took a step back. 
Xandir, twenty five feet high and swelling, lazily curled the barbell in one hand, nuzzled the renamon's crotch with his face, and fondled Kain's huge leg with the other hand even as it moved away. He was intoxicated, fluttering his heavy eyelids, unaware of the buckle and snap of the bench beneath him as it cracked in half and dropped him to the floor with a hard crash.
"Oww," he whined, rubbing his head with a hand, licking the taste of Kain from his lips. Black denim fell over his eyes, and the barbell slipped from his fingers, hurtling to the earth with a thunderous boom. He pried the shorts off of his face with both hands; when he could see again, he stared wide-eyed as Kain towered above him, utterly naked, save for the small black thong that held his flaccid rod and two overfull balls that hung halfway to his knees.
“You wanted a competition,” rumbled the air from on high. The wind rushed around Xandir; he felt the fur of a huge brown leg racing past his head, grazing his cheek, as the digimon raised his enormous paw in the air over the pokemon’s head. It hung there, hovering menacingly and blotting out the light around it; Xandir’s heart rushed as the voice boomed, “You got one now.”
The foot fell and slammed into Xandir’s chest, smothering him under the sheer weight of his dense paw. The lucario groaned painfully, barely putting up a fight as that silver gray paw buried his chest and spread over his face, the huge middle toe alone grinding into his head and squeezing it hard, driving him deeper into the broken floor. He licked the thick pad of the renamon’s digit, getting the taste of sweat and dirt on his tongue, as he grasped that ankle with both legs, unable to get his thighs around the whole of it. His fingers were careful, slow, intent on feeling every inch of that massive paw, digging deep to massage the impenetrable flesh as best as they could, despite the pain shooting through him. He could feel himself sinking into the ground, pleasure bordering on pain as his upper half was being flattened underpaw. But he couldn’t bring himself to care about his own safety, not while Kain’s wondrous sole crushed just the way he wanted.
Kain watched the lucario’s body as it stopped swelling, far too focused on worshipping his sole than trying to bulk up. He could feel his own body rumbling with pleasure as a warmth – the lucario’s dick – snaked beneath his wide pads, humping every inch of gray fur it could. His own member was beginning to gorge itself, straining at the sagging thong as it filled. He cupped a hand around the base of his swelling sack and began to stroke the base of his monstrous shaft with his index finger. With each meaty pump, he felt his body building upon itself, swelling to ever greater heights as his massive muscles gorged themselves. A muffled moan squeaked from under him, new cracks forming beneath him and the lucario as he grew. His paw clenched Xandir’s head and the smothered pokemon squirmed in his grip, swallowed up by his colossal pads. Kain paused his stroking long enough to claw at the thong with a finger, tearing his own mammoth cock free from the fiber, his prick thumping into his stomach with a meaty slap as he held it there, feeling the hot slab of meat against his belly stiffening and swelling still.
“You love this, don’t you?” the renamon whispered, grinding his wide heel into Xandir’s slobbering, humping, body. “You better get to lifting, or you’ll lose.”
Xandir gripped the sides of the digimon's foot and pushed back with all his might, lapping at the vast sole as his own growth continued in response. His swelling legs and feet knocked aside equipment as they spread across the floor, pushed against the cracking wall on the far end. "C'mon, big boy," Xandir teased with a pleading voice as he held Kain's paw above his head. "I'm gonna win if you can't stop me."

He breathed hard, dove in and suckled the digimon’s middle toe, moaning, licking every inch of flesh he cold jam into his mouth. He pulled out with a loud pop, breathing hard, "You don't want me to win this easily, don't you?" He dipped the renamon's paw closer and sucked on each of his fat toes, nibbling them greedily, sucking down his sweat and his own spit. Kain grinned, and stopped pumping his swollen, overfull cock, now twelve feet long and leaking pre on his chin. 
"Don't worry,” his voice rumbled. “We're just getting started." The digimon closed his eyes as a tingle shot through him. Xandir gagged on the toes he stuffed his mouth as they suddenly stretched his maw to its limit and threatened to snap his jaws apart. With watering eyes, he pulled them out and coughed, spit dribbling from his lips as Kain above grew taller, more mountainous by the second. Thirty feet high, his swollen neck hit the ceiling, causing it to buckle from the sudden impact. The tip of his dick grinded the rough popcorn ceiling, gouging a wide hole in the roof, its voracious gorging unrelenting. The muscles in his back rippled against brick roof and steel girders as he and his dick tried to thrust and shove them aside. Bit by bit they slowly gave way to the might of his rod and collapsed around him. Beneath him, Xandir continued to grow; he picked up his legs and slammed his paws into the weakened walls, rubble and equipment all flattened into ruined chunks. They punched two massive hole in the sides of the building, his great black paws sticking out and thrashing, knocking brick and steel into the street as Kain upper half above rent the roof asunder. The gym collapsed around them, exposing the bloated pair to the evening sun above and countless panicked citizens beneath them.
Xandir's body spread through the crumbling rubble and crushed it beneath himself. Through the swirling dust, he gripped the renamon's wide leg in his hands and lift himself up; he felt his grip growing weaker as Kain’s leg grew wider and thicker, himself groping blindly as his head nudged and nipped the digimon’s swollen, fuzzy sack. Bloated to beyond the brim and hanging below his knees, the girth of his testicles wide enough to force his legs apart, they continued to churn and balloon in size, sorely pent up and fit to burst. But the pokémon, forty feet high, quickly caught up and was beating him again, the pair now fifty feet high. 
"You're perfect, Kain," he moaned out loud, pulling himself free from the renamon as he stepped in front of him. "You're massive in every way." His arms wrapped around the digimon's hips, then his head dove into Kain’s face, and he kissed him hard. "Show me how big you can get – show me how badly you wanna beat me!" 
Xandir’s body grew without hindrance, swelling with unbridled lust. Kain's bloated frame grew stiff, swollen too wide and crammed with too much rippling muscle to shove Xandir out of his face. He was wincing with pain, nearing his upper threshold, fit to burst in more ways than one as the pokemon continued to force his tongue down his throat. Grinning, Xandir timed the spurts of his own growth with Kain's rapid breathing, pumping himself up as the poor renamon swelled up like a fleshy balloon. 
Then he got on his knees and licked the length of that wide, monstrous shaft, now a shade redder and throbbing painfully, growing bigger and bigger with every pump he forced out of Kain. It was as long as Xandir's arm, a good thirty feet, nearly fat around as his own wrist. Ramming itself into the fractured intersection, his own throbbing prick thrust into the ground, and rent a quaking shudder through the city as it pierced the earth. He began to thrust harder, fueling his own growth, dwarfing the renamon. And for the first time, as that shadow loomed over him, a mix of shock and astonishment and fear filled Kain's eyes. He couldn't move his head. It was a beady little thing stuck in his neck, chest and shoulders too, all of them engorged with straining muscle to swivel. All he could do was watch as Xandir filled his view and grew and grew. Tremors rocked the city, buildings fell, as the lucario humped the earth, his dick drilling deeper and deeper into the crust as he serviced Kain. The over-bloated renamon screamed out in lust and mercy. The force of a storm hit Xandir's ears when that blast of air rocked his body, buffeting his ninety foot body hard enough to make him give pause and stare down at the poor little renamon, whose body was now so overfull, so bloated with muscle, too big to move or to grow outwards anymore. Pulling himself free of renadick with a slick pop, Xandir bent down and blushed, fluttering his eyes.
"Aww, am I too much for you?" He licked the tip of Kain's nose, the taste of warm pre and hot sweat on his tongue. Then he laughed and cooed, "Don't worry. I'll help you get down to size."
The whole of the lucario's fingers fit onto the renamon's fat cock, a hot, drooling thing, and began to work it, pumping it vigorously, his own hips and chiseled ass smacking into the spunk filled wound in the earth he made. The pair quivered as Xandir stroked harder, forcing more of Kain’s head into his throat, eying the upward rolling in Kain's red eyes as his fingers worked the length of his fat shaft. Xandir's blue eyes fluttered dreamily, a moan spilling from his drooling, gurgling throat. This was everything he wanted and more. He got to grow, he got to please Kain and got to see him grow in more ways than one. It was almost perfect. His cock was beginning to throb painfully, rising to the edge of the plateau as it drilled deeper. A shame the digimon hit his limit so early. Oh well. He could always train him.
With a deafening roar that tore through the air, that rent buildings asunder, tossed cars and trucks of all sizes, and shattered windows for miles around, Kain came, spilling his load into the streets. Pump after pump of ejaculate came, waves of churning white flooding the road, his head and tongue lolling to the side in a look pure relief. As his strength left him and spread down the block, all the muscle and mass in the digimon began to recede. Little by little the mountain began shrinking; forty feet, thirty feet, twenty feet, ten. When he finally emptied minutes later, a shriveled up five and a half foot Kain plopped onto the pokémon’s hand, exhausted and frightened, as the lucario licked his huge lips and smiled.
Xandir blinked. "Oho," his voice boomed with delight, as his own climax flooded the hole, "it seems you are not who I thought you were." Kain, who crouched low and huddled against himself, said nothing as he tried and failed to hide himself in the pokémon’s wide hand, himself no bigger than an ant. The lucario’s face softened and his voice a low whisper.
"Please, don't be scared of me,” Xandir pleaded. “You did a really good job, you know? I didn't know you could get that big, and well... you helped me out too, in more ways than you think." Then he went quiet. Silence reigned, save for the crumble and fall of buildings and the wail of sirens and car alarms and the screaming of people a fair distance away. Xandir blushed and Kain blushed harder, both clearly embarrassed by everything that had just happened, now that their passions had subsided.
"I... I think you're pretty cute. And, well..." The pokemon was beginning to stammer, the knots in his stomach twisting as he tried to say what he wanted to say to the withered twig of a digimon. He shut his eyes and blurted, "And I think you look wonderful just the way you are."

Xandir said nothing more that day. He carefully set Kain on dry ground, then stood back up. His towering mass loomed over the tiny digimon under the setting sun, stretching his shadow across the damaged city blocks. He turned his head, and bit his lip as he looked down at the wreck of a gym as well as the smoke rising from the other buildings and the great cum hole in the ground he had gouged in the street. Awkwardly, the pair stared at each other, not knowing what else to say. So Xandir turned around, then headed home.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

It had been a month since Xandir destroyed the gym and a chunk of the city in a sex fueled rampage. He had not done much else since then, apart from lying in bed or sulking on his couch. He was in another funk, another miserable low in his life where there just wasn’t any excitement to be had. He still had not heard from Selene, and worst of all, he had not seen Kain since that amorous encounter. His own pent up need and budding fetish for burly renamon aside, he was so certain they had hit things off well enough. Kain seemed to tolerate Xandir by the end, even admiring him for standing up for himself, or so the pokemon thought. He was so adorable. Well, that was after he was cut down to size. He was goddamned hot before that.
The lucario sighed, feeling wounded all over again. He missed them both – he missed her wit and his booming voice; her soft pink fur and his perfectly mountainous form. He was so thrilled to have found someone out there other than her, but he, too, was gone now, vanished without so much as a goodbye. He winced, and felt hurt all over again.
He stirred and got up, got onto his heavy paws and shuffled to the bathroom. His large hands came to a rest on opposite ends of the sink, where his thick black fingers dug into the cracked white ceramic. He pursed his lips, let go, and then left the bathroom. Why bother? He could not bring himself to do it again. The motivation just wasn’t there anymore.

Then came a knock at the front door – three quiet raps in his ears. Furrowing his brow, Xandir walked to the door, opened it and then looked down. Kain stared back at him, still a twig of a brown and silver gray renamon. They stood there, neither saying a word, both gazing into each other and past each other awkwardly.
Then Kain spoke. His voice did not break the walls or shatter windows. It was a small and delicate voice, quiet and unsure of itself. "Do you, uhm... wanna hang out?"
Xandir smiled wide and put a gentle arm around the renamon, and then led him inside before closing the door behind him.
