
In the bright Southern California sun, Tyler and Bob met once again in their secluded spot 
near the football fields, hidden away from the prying eyes of bystanders. Tyler, the 
charismatic quarterback of the college football team, and Bob, his wide receiver teammate, 
had forged an unconventional bond through their unique training sessions.


As the two athletes found their familiar training ground, Tyler began with his customary 
routine, taking a seat on Bob's chest. This initial moment allowed Bob to prepare himself 
mentally and physically for the challenges that lay ahead.


Tyler, with his well-built physique and renowned bubble butt, attracted attention wherever he 
went. Girls often admired him in his white football pants that accentuated his prominent rear 
end. Bob, like many others, couldn't help but admire Tyler's looks, and their training sessions 
had opened up a new world of sensations and emotions for both of them.


Tyler didn't waste any time, and within minutes, he shifted forward, positioning his well-
rounded ass firmly on Bob's face. Bob's voice was muffled under the weight, but he managed 
to ask a question that had been on his mind.


"Mmmph, Ty… Have you, uh, gained weight?" Bob inquired, his voice barely audible 
beneath Tyler's ass. Tyler, chuckling at Bob's observation, replied, "You're right, Bob. I've 
been hitting the weights pretty hard, and I might have indulged in a few too many burgers 
yesterday. Consider it an added challenge for you – something to help you endure and 
persevere." With his full weight pressing down on Bob's face, Tyler settled in comfortably, 
feeling the power dynamics of their relationship subtly shifting. He found immense pleasure 
in the sensation of sitting on top, feeling Bob's struggle beneath him. Bob, check in on my 
comfort from time to time," Tyler instructed, emphasizing the difference between their roles. 
"Let's start today's training, buddy."


As Tyler sat comfortably, relaxed, and at ease on Bob's face, he couldn't help but notice the 
weight difference between them. Bob, who clocked in at a solid 80 kg and he himself tipping 
the scales at an impressive 90 kg. He savored the feeling of dominance and control, knowing 
that Bob was enduring discomfort and hardship beneath him. To get more comfortable, Tyler 
occasionally shifted his weight, causing Bob to moan and grunt in response. As the minutes 
passed, Bob's moans and grunts intensified, and he squirmed beneath Tyler's ass. The 
sensations of Tyler's shifting weight aroused both of them, creating a unique and exhilarating 
connection between the quarterback and his wide receiver. With the sun warming their 
training spot and the weight of the quarterback's ass pressing down on his face, Bob braced 
himself for the challenging 30-minute session that lay ahead.


Under the California sun, Tyler continued to sit firmly on Bob's face, initiating their 30-
minute training session. Tyler's well-built physique and that enticing bubble butt of his 
dominated the scene. With his weight compressing Bob's face, Tyler's dominance was 
undeniable, and Bob found himself submitting willingly to the experience. As the session 
progressed, Bob couldn't help but be reminded of the significant weight difference between 
them. He was trapped beneath Tyler's substantial weight, his world reduced to darkness. His 
voice, muffled and constrained, served as a constant reminder of his role in this unique 
training dynamic.


Tyler, always assertive and commanding in his approach, reveled in the contrast of his own 
comfort and Bob's endurance. The weight of his body pressed down on Bob, and as Tyler 
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occasionally shifted to get more comfortable, Bob's muffled grunts and moans intensified. 
Each adjustment from Tyler elicited a response from Bob, who was finding himself 
increasingly captivated by this newfound experience. Tyler, enjoying the unique sensations of 
sitting on Bob's face and feeling the wide receiver's struggle beneath him, couldn't help but 
be thrilled by the sounds emanating from under his ass. The moans, grunts, and squirms only 
fueled his own arousal, intensifying the connection between them. Bob, while enduring the 
weight and discomfort, couldn't shake the excitement he felt. The fact that he was supporting 
Tyler, the star quarterback, in such an intimate way filled him with a mixture of humility and 
pride. Despite the hardship, he was beginning to embrace these feelings of submission, a 
discovery he had made during their previous training sessions.


As the training session reached its midpoint, Tyler's dominant presence and his enduring 
weight became more palpable for Bob. He could feel the strain on his face as Tyler's 
muscular body remained firmly seated on him. The sun continued to beat down on them, 
intensifying the heat and their shared experience. Tyler, fully aware of the challenge he was 
imposing on Bob, couldn't help but revel in the control he had over the situation. Bob's 
muffled grunts and moans under his weight only fueled his confidence and satisfaction. With 
each passing moment, their bond grew stronger, with Bob willingly submitting to Tyler's 
weight and dominance. The wide receiver's thoughts were a whirlwind of sensations and 
emotions. Despite the discomfort and the growing weight on his face, Bob found himself 
strangely excited and exhilarated. The visual image of Tyler's well-defined football pants-clad 
ass on top of him aroused his submissive desires.


Tyler, while maintaining his authoritative demeanor, initiated a conversation about their 
recent football training. Shifting his weight slightly, he asked, "So, Bob, how do you think 
our last training session went? I've noticed you've been improving your performance lately."


Bob, his voice still muffled beneath Tyler's weight, managed to respond, "I'm...g-getting 
better, thanks to these…sessions." Tyler shifted his weight again, enjoying the feeling of 
control it gave him, and continued, "That's great to hear. I think our unique training is really 
paying off for you. You're not just a valuable wide receiver on the field but also in our special 
sessions."


Bob, struggling to find his voice under the weight and arousal, could only mumble in 
agreement, "Y-yeah, T-Tyler…yours." Tyler smirked, secretly relishing the power he held 
over Bob as the remainder of their training session stretched ahead of them. Bob endured 
both the physical weight and the emotional intensity of their unique bond.


With the session already halfway through, the heat from the sun and Tyler's relentless weight 
on his face continued to take a toll on Bob. He could feel his endurance being tested more 
and more with each passing minute. Yet, he remained determined to meet Tyler's expectations 
and prove his commitment to their training. Tyler's assertive and dominant demeanor 
contrasted sharply with Bob's submissive position underneath him. The quarterback, feeling 
the power of the situation, couldn't help but enjoy the control he had over his teammate. The 
muffled sounds of Bob's grunts and moans beneath him only served to heighten his 
satisfaction.


As Tyler shifted his weight slightly, he decided to engage Bob in conversation about their 
shared experiences on the football field, even as he maintained his firm position on Bob's 
face. "Bob", Tyler began, his voice carrying a hint of amusement, "I've been thinking about 
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our recent football training sessions. Do you think our unique training here has helped you 
improve your game on the field?"


Bob, struggling to respond with Tyler's weight pressing down on him, managed to speak with 
effort, "Y-yes, Tyler...I think...it has...helped...my endurance." Tyler, pleased with Bob's 
response, continued to shift his weight slightly, enjoying the sensation of control and 
dominance over his teammate. "That's what I like to hear, Bob. You're becoming a key player 
in more ways than one." Bob, his thoughts a mix of discomfort and submission, could only 
manage a muffled affirmation, "Thank...you, Tyler."


With each passing minute, the contrast between Tyler's comfortable and confident sitting 
position and Bob's endurance and submission beneath him became more pronounced, 
deepening their unique connection and pushing Bob's limits further. As the session continued, 
Bob's grunts and moans grew more pronounced. The weight of Tyler's well-built body on his 
face was becoming increasingly challenging, and Bob's endurance was being pushed to its 
limits. Tyler couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and dominance as he listened to the 
muffled sounds of Bob's struggles.


"Bob," Tyler said, his voice firm and commanding, "I can feel you working hard down there. 
Keep pushing yourself; we're not done yet." Bob, his voice barely audible under Tyler's ass, 
responded with a mixture of determination and submission, "Yes, Tyler... I'll...keep going."


The sensations Tyler was experiencing were intoxicating. The power he held over Bob, who 
was willingly enduring discomfort to serve as his seat, aroused him in a way he hadn't 
expected. He leaned slightly backward, increasing the pressure on Bob's face, and couldn't 
help but share his newfound feelings with his teammate. "You know, Bob," Tyler confessed, 
his voice tinged with desire, "I'm starting to really enjoy feeling you struggle under me. Your 
submission is a turn-on for me."


Bob's mind raced as he processed Tyler's words. He found himself both humbled and excited 
by Tyler's admission. It was a unique and unexpected revelation that deepened their 
connection in ways they hadn't anticipated.


With the session now well past the 20-minute mark, Bob's endurance was being truly put to 
the test. Tyler could sense his teammate's increasing discomfort, but he had no intention of 
letting up. "Come on, Bob," Tyler urged, his voice a commanding presence, "Just a bit more. 
Show me how much you can endure for your quarterback." Bob, his determination fueled by 
Tyler's words, pushed himself to the limit, struggling and squirming beneath Tyler's ass as he 
continued to serve as the quarterback's loyal and submissive seat.


With five more minutes to go in the grueling 30-minute session, both Tyler and Bob were 
fully immersed in their respective roles. Tyler, comfortable and at ease on Bob's face, was 
reveling in his newfound dominance and the pleasure it brought him. Bob, on the other hand, 
was pushing his limits as he endured Tyler's weight on his face.


Tyler shifted his position slightly, covering Bob's face with his muscular buttocks. He felt 
Bob's struggles intensify, fueling his own excitement. Tyler wanted to test Bob's endurance 
further and see how far he could push him. In a firm tone, he declared, "I'm not letting up, 
Bob. You're going to serve as my seat for an extra 5 minutes. Push through it." Bob's muffled 
response was filled with determination as he replied, "Yes, Tyler... I'll... endure." As the 
minutes passed, both men were consumed by their unique connection. Tyler, in his dominant 
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role, experienced a newfound level of arousal, while Bob, in his submissive role, discovered 
depths of submission he never knew existed.


Unable to contain his desire, Tyler couldn't help but express his feelings to Bob. He said with 
desire in his voice, "Bob, it's incredible how you're enduring this for me. Your submission is 
such a turn-on." Bob, struggling under Tyler's weight, felt a mixture of pride and humility at 
Tyler's words. It was a powerful and intimate moment between the two teammates.


As they approached the final moments of the session, Bob's endurance was truly put to the 
test. Tyler could sense Bob's difficulty and the intensity of his struggles, but he had no 
intention of letting up. He encouraged Bob, his voice unwavering, "Almost there, Bob. You 
can do this. Show me what you're made of." Bob summoned every ounce of strength and 
determination he had left, squirming and moaning beneath Tyler's weight as he served as the 
quarterback's loyal and dedicated seat. With each passing second, their bond deepened, and 
their unique training dynamic grew stronger.


With just a minute left in the grueling 35-minute training session, Bob was on the brink of 
exhaustion. His face was buried under Tyler's muscular butt, and he had been enduring the 
quarterback's weight for an extended period that tested his limits. Tyler, fully aware of Bob's 
struggle, remained seated firmly, his dominance over Bob never wavering. He could feel the 
tension building within Bob as he grunted and squirmed, desperately trying to hold on until 
the end. Tyler urged him, his voice demanding, "Come on, Bob. You've got this. Just a little 
longer." Bob's muffled response came, "I...I'll make it...for you."


The final minute felt like an eternity, with both men fully immersed in their unique roles. 
Tyler was enthralled by the sensation of Bob's struggle beneath him, while Bob was 
determined to prove his dedication and submission to his teammate. As the timer finally 
reached the 35-minute mark, Tyler immediately dismounted from Bob's face, allowing him to 
catch his breath. Bob gasped for air, feeling both a sense of accomplishment and relief that he 
had endured the session. Tyler looked down at Bob, a mixture of pride and satisfaction in his 
eyes. "You did it, Bob! You endured the full 35 minutes. I'm impressed." Bob, still catching 
his breath, managed a muffled response, "Thank... you, Tyler."


Their bond had deepened even further, and their training sessions continued to push the 
boundaries of their connection. Tyler's dominance and Bob's submission had evolved into 
something far more profound, and neither of them could deny the excitement and pleasure it 
brought them.
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