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Some blessings are a curse. 

Jon Harkins was born to a middle-class family, nice people, living in the suburbs. A healthy boy, born a bit late, but it was an easy birth. His father named him after his grandfather and, to be honest, expected great things from his firstborn. 

He never would have expected just how great his son would end up being. 

After biting his mother’s nipple terribly hard right after his birth, which caused her to scream in pain, the boy quickly learned to be gentle. She soon forgot about the incident. The boy drank heartily and grew quickly. 

At four months, Jon was walking. Two weeks later, he was running. When he got his shots, the doctor was both surprised by how relaxed the kid was and how difficult it was to insert the needle. There was something strange to him. 

Jon was a calm, friendly child, carefree and easy to cheer. Despite his rapid development, he refrained from causing too much trouble. Not no trouble, of course. He grew fast and was able to ride his tricycle at astonishing speeds at fourteen months. His mother tried to get him to be careful, but ... well, he didn’t get hurt. Much. 

It was interesting to see. When playing with other children or with pets, Jon would always exhibit a natural hesitation and gentleness. The other kids didn’t seem to mind and included him in their games, the boy moving in the group like a gentle giant. Of course, having such a strong playmate was quite useful. He would run and pull a wagon with all the other kids behind him at astonishing speed, he would easily carry their stuff, and them, should they get tired ... 

And at all times, Jon was calm, friendly and gentle. 

By the time he grew into a teenager, Jon was established as a successful athlete. Despite his excellent foundations, he turned out to be not as useful on team sports, but he made his mark in track and field, and when he found weightlifting, he found his calling. Shattering one record after the next, Jon grew bigger and bigger, stronger and stronger. 

As he finished school, he had grown into a 6’1” hunk, weighing some 300 pounds, and looking incredible. After a brief stint in fitness modeling, he joined the army, and despite never taking a life got commended for saving his entire squad during an ambush by half-pulling, half-carrying the vehicle they were in when the IED hit all the way to the base. His heavy, near-indestructible body had shielded his comrades quite a bit of the explosion, but not from everything, including the following assault by the rebels. 

It took the military quite some time to even accept that this was not some random tall tale. He even had to demonstrate his strength in front of a commission. The whole thing seemed too outlandish. 

As the brass realized what a gifted man they had there, they immediately offered him a career in the special forces, but Jon respectfully declined. 

Instead, he left the army, studied and started his career as a doctor. Again, his toughness, focus and polite demeanor meant that he advanced quickly, soon becoming the head of the clinic. A man beloved by his colleagues, the staff and, most of all, his patients. 

And yet, there was an enormous problem in his life. 

Jon found it impossible to be with a woman. Sure, he could spend time with them, he could caress them, he could be incredibly charming, but ... he soon became painfully aware that giving in to passion would mean that people would be grievously harmed or even killed. He couldn’t accept that. A lifetime of chastity would have been an option, but despite his best efforts, he found that this was impossible for him. He tried his best to burn off the excess of energy in endless workouts, getting his muscles larger and larger, but that didn’t help much. Now at 350 pounds of hard, perfectly ripped muscle, Jon was getting close to the Platonic ideal of the manly man, and he was as unsatisfied as ever. 

Jon came home after a long day at work. He smiled as Christina and Josie ran to greet him. The two women were his current ... partners, and they were gorgeous. They helped him out of his suit, their hands exploring his muscular body, kissing him, enticing him with their loveliness. 

A moment later, he was on the bed with them. Christina, the blonde, admired his giant, ripped pecs, running her perfectly manicured fingers over the feathers of muscle that adorned them. At the same time, Josie, the brunette, ran her fingers through his hair and couldn’t help kissing his enormous twenty-six-inch biceps. His hard workouts had given Jon a body that could only be described as Olympian. Honestly, even the gods of Ancient Greece might have felt a slight pang of jealousy when getting a look at this man. 

His hard, incredibly intense training had sculpted his physique into something that was probably impossible to achieve for anyone without his bizarre gift. Jon’s chest was amazingly broad and thick, close to eighty inches around. This made his torso’s girth greater than his height. His heavy pecs were massive and as hard as they were dry. Christina’s fingers examined every creek carved into his skin, admiring the snaking rivers formed by his veins. Of all the women he had “dated” over the years, she was the one that was the most enamored by his incredible physique. Josie loved his looks all the same, but Christina was clearly getting her worst fetish-itch scratched by touching Jon’s impossible body. By this time, he suspected that the young woman did everything to please him and stay close to him, simply to satisfy her desire. 

Jon could feel his penis harden and rise. He wasn’t only tall and strong, he was tremendously well-endowed, and the girls had set their eyes on this monster a while ago. 

Knowing that they should never get it made them sad. 

Christina looked him deep in the eye and whispered: 

“Jon, we waited all day for you ... We thought about you all the time ...”

She kissed his lips. 

Josie agreed: 

“It was sooo long ... We couldn’t wait ... And now you’re here!”

Her friend added: 

“We just wish you could somehow, somehow ... you know ...”

“Yes! Please, Jon! Please ...”

He sighed: 

“Girls, you know how it is. I already told you ...”

Christina felt his strong hand caress her, then it went down and he squeezed her butt-cheek with incredible gentleness. 

“It’s as if the world around me is made of glass. I ... I will do everything I can, but ... I wouldn’t want to risk your lives ...”

The girls’ hands wandered further along his powerful body, taking in his strong abs. His waist tapered down incredibly to a “mere” sixty inches, only further emphasizing the insane size of his chest. Every single square-inch of his waist was packed with muscle. His mind-boggling genetics had given him a ten-pack, and every block of muscle was decorated with hard lines and bulging veins, guiding the girls’ eyes further down to his crotch. 

Relaxing, the enormously muscular man shifted his legs, his forty-two-inch thighs turning into a maze of striations. Christina gasped. Each part of his legs was built into a work of art. This man carried as much definition in his thigh as other men would achieve all over their body in a lifetime of training. Each thigh was literally thicker around than the two girls’ chests. 
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