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Rob just moved into his new apartment in a high-rise building starting a new job in finance in the city. The job was a lot of work, at least twelve hours, every day with a paycheck that matched his workload and title.

The only problem was the workload meant not much of a social life. For a guy in his mid-twenties with a six-figure salary and good looks, women were not a problem. 

Rob went to a good school working hard at his studies and even harder at networking. If you wanted a good job, you had to start networking the large companies early. After a couple of grueling internships and landing a decent starter job, Rob impressed many people and was offered a job in a new city working for a client that he previously finished a major deal.

Now Rob had a great place, not huge, but a good-sized apartment with a great view. Important, Rob thought, because a great view makes it easier to bring home women. Making love with the city glistening underneath helped make the sale.

The apartment was a bit sparse with respect to furniture but when you work twelve hours days, how much furniture do you need?

Rob did not have much time to himself. It was work, work, work so he could get that sweet bonus at the end of the year.

Being young, Rob was able to easily handle that type of workload. His social life consisted of some random hookups but nothing serious in the relationship department.

Just across the hall lived a transgender woman named Anya. She was a small transgender woman just barely over five feet tall with short, brown hair and a figure that would not quit from spending hours in the gym every day.

What made people stop with Anya was her rack. Some serious knockers. I mean G cups at least. She tried her best to hide them but it was impossible. 

For Anya, her breasts made her uncomfortable. Every guy that talked to her practically drooled over her breasts. That caused her to wear oversized sweaters and tops in order to hide her massive cleavage.

A few years ago, Anya got breast augmentation surgery because she thought that having oversized breasts would put her more in line with what guys wanted. In short, the big titty, blonde-haired bimbo.

Inside her apartment, however, Anya wore stockings, garters, and a multitude of lingerie. If she was feeling comfortable, she would wear her lingerie under particularly oversized items in case she met someone out in public.

Anya was a nice transgender woman with a very bubbly personality. Her look and personality were a perfect match for any suitor. The problem was guys looked at Anya like a sex doll which meant no long-term relationship.

Anya first ran into Rob in the gym inside of the building. She was doing the step machine while Rob was running on the treadmill. Guys were making a point to walk behind Anya in order to get a look at her ass which seemed to grow an inch every week giving her that perfect hourglass figure.

Rob was already running on the treadmill when Anya started working out on the step machine next to him. Anya chose that particular machine because she thought Rob was cute and if there was someone on the treadmill, she would be less likely to get harassed by some gym dork with a cheesy pickup line.

Anya started doing her stepper while Rob ran on the treadmill. He was preparing for a 5K race coming up soon blocking out everyone around him. She noticed him coming and going in the lobby a couple of times causing her head to turn. Fresh meat, she often thought to herself.

Rob did notice someone get on the stepper next to him but he did not pay close attention because the gym was a little more crowded than usual.

At some point, Rob noticed the movement next to him. Well, he noticed Anya’s bouncing breasts in her tight top as she continued working the stepper with a passion wanting to put a lot of effort into her glutes. She read a few articles that stated problems down the line for large breasted women so it would help for them to work out their back and glutes.

Better to put the work in now rather than waiting until she started having back pain, Anya thought to herself continuing to work out on the stepper.

Thirty minutes later, Rob walked out of the gym over to the elevator. How waited and just as the doors were about to shut, he heard a soft voice asking him to hold the elevator.

The transgender woman from the stepper bounced into the elevator with her breasts bouncing up and down like basketballs bouncing off the ground with a smile from ear to ear.

‘Thank you,’ the transgender woman, Anya, said bouncing into the elevator to stand on the opposite side from Rob.

Rob nodded as Anya noticed that he pressed the same floor as she did. Anya thought Rob looked cute. Hot actually. He was a runner if his workout was any indication. That meant good cardio and stamina.

‘Hi, my name is Anya.’

‘Rob. Nice to meet you.’

‘Nice to meet you as well. We live on the same floor. Pretty cool.’

‘That is interesting,’ Rob noted trying not to stare at her huge chest. He was tired from the workout and stressed after working hard on the latest deal which he hoped to close in a week.

‘Do you come to the gym often? We live on the same floor. Maybe we can be gym friends. That would be neat. Do you run for exercise or the upcoming five k? How long have you lived in the building? A few years for me,’ Anya said without taking a breath in a high-pitched perky voice that caused her breasts to bounce. Her clit was beginning to stretch in her leggings as she talked fast and in a high-pitched voice anxious to be talking to the hot new guy who moved into the apartment building and apparently lived on her floor.
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