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Day 1




Anne: 
“Mom, what are these?”
Anne held up a brightly labeled pack of bottles, showing it to her mother.
It was late afternoon in early spring, nearing sundown. Anne was helping her mother, Audrey, unpack groceries in their modest kitchen. The entire house was modest, really—modest living room, modest three bedroom, modest lawn with modest flowerbeds displayed on modest soil. 
The Dyson family was modest as well—none of them ever spoke out about what they felt they deserved, or what they hoped to gain from life. The common thread of thought they had—though none would admit to it—was that it would be too much of an imposition on others for their dreams and desires to just be prancing out in the open like some silly cartoon rabbit. 
But, this lack of speaking their desires had turned somewhat poisonous in the household as of late, and they had become very poor at speaking with each other.
There were three members of the household—Anne, her mother Audrey, and her stepbrother Alan. Alan's father, Henry, had died a few years ago and the three of them had never quite gotten over it. He had been a kind man, always a smile on his face, and had been a perfect glue for the four of them.
The containers Anne had grabbed out of the grocery bag were grouped in packs of four, wrapped together with cellophane. They were brightly colored, bright pink labels with dark gray letters reading “Shaped-Rite Shakes.” These four-packs filled the grocery bag Anne was emptying, and when she looked at most of the other bags of groceries, she saw that the four-packs filled them as well.
Anne's mother was brunette and thickly shaped, a block of a woman, though not so dark of hair or thick of shape as Anne. There were women in the world who embraced their curvaceous nature, showcasing their assets as best they knew how to display a belief in their self-worth. Audrey, on a good day, when she was trying, could appear as one of these sorts of women, though Anne always felt that this attempt at confidence had never seemed that genuine. 
Today, Audrey wore a pair of jeans and a red sweater, her hair styled down to her shoulders. If Anne didn't know her mother so well, she'd have thought she was feeling good about herself.
Anne, at nineteen years of age, was not one of these confident sorts of women, preferring instead to hide her shame at her own shape behind layers of t-shirts and oversized pants that children could use as tents. Today she had on thick sweatpants and a tee shirt under a sweater under a light blue hoodie. 
Her hair was often thick with oil and tangled in itself, her skin fraught with acne up and down her arms, legs, face, back, and chest, and her teeth had long been crooked from an outright refusal to return to the dentist after a particularly bad tooth-pulling incident when she had been twelve.
Audrey smiled at her daughter. She had been rather perky lately.
“Shakes, dear. I bought enough for both of us, if you'd like some. They're for weight loss. My gym, you know the one on Acre Street, across from that new clothing store? Bubbles and Iron. They recommend them.”
Anne sighed. She wished her mother wouldn't bring up her weight so often. She wasn't that fat. So she had gained a few forty or fifty pounds. So what? It was her life. She'd live how she wanted.
“Oh.”
“They make them, in fact. The gym does, I mean. They're really yummy. You might just like the taste.”
“Maybe.” Anne worked to put away the rest of the shakes—there were dozens and dozens! Her mother certainly had designs. “I'm not really into that sort of thing.”
“They really work wonders, honey. You know that ten pounds I wanted to lose? Melted right off.”
Anne nodded absently and starting putting away the multi-grain bread, and then the boxes of tasteless multi-grain cereal and protein-packed granola bars. She wondered if this health kick would ever end. 
Bubbles and Iron was such a weird name for a gym. She remembered distantly her mother saying it was the name of the owners, a woman and a man. 
Even with the weird name, Anne had to admit that her mother had lost a good deal of weight lately. Not enough to buy any new clothes, but all her old clothes were fitting her once-rather-bloated frame nicely. Her lovehandles had shrunk down to love ridges. It seemed like there was less of all of her, except in her chest.
And what a chest it was turning into. Hadn't her breasts been saggy, just a day or two ago? Maybe she was wearing a new bra.
Alan walked into the kitchen. He was taller than either girl, and took after his father's barrel-chest frame, though all of Alan's barrels were flat and paper thin. His arms and legs were long skinny weeds in the flat field of his body, his head seeming unusually large for such scarcity of flesh.
He grabbed a 2-liter of soda from the fridge—a sort of selection that had become the entirety of his diet as far as Anne knew—said nothing to either woman, and then walked back upstairs. They could hear his thumps through the wall, oddly heavy when compared to the lightness of the rest of him.
Audrey sighed. “I wish we could find something to perk him up a bit.”
“I think he just likes being in such a terrible mood all the time.”
“Don't be silly, dear. Nobody likes being angry all the time. Do you?”
Anne stamped her foot, pouting a bit. “I'm not angry. I'm . . . complicated.”
“Okay, dear.”
Anne had a retort ready, but unlike the usual, her mother let the issue drop. 
It bothered Anne sometimes how her stepbrother was so temperamental. Anne could understand it, though. After his father had died last year, his grades went down the toilet, and he hadn't put in any effort during his last year of high school, just barely squeaking by with a diploma. 
Now he was nineteen, just a few months older than Anne, hoping for any kind of a job. He had made an arrangement with Audrey to turn in at least three applications a week. It was July now, and after three months of trying, he had not even had an interview.
Anne was waiting to get to Grant University on an Art Scholarship. She loved to paint, to draw, to create. It was the only thing she had that really made sense to her. She could sense Alan's resentment sometimes, at her success. It only made her try harder. 
Maybe if he saw how she applied herself, he'd try too.
Though, maybe she should talk to him about it all—is dad's death, her success, how she hadn't wanted to think about it so she dove into food and artwork. It was hard to try and talk to Alan, though. Most conversations were minefields, with no indication of what word or phrase might make him storm off.
Audrey finished with the last bag of groceries, putting away yet another set of shakes. There was more than a gross of the new drinks inside the fridge, now.
“There,” she said. “Mission accomplished.” Her smile had returned, bright and genuine. “I think I'm going to run back to the gym here in a minute. It's really lovely there.”
Anne picked up a shake. It had a pleasant, cool feeling to it, like holding an October breeze. She frowned.
It was no secret she had been struggling with her weight for years now. Always, she was hovering around twenty pounds over what she thought was her ideal weight, but that ideal kept going up and up as her emotional stress increased. Now, she was at two-thirty five, and at five foot four inches, she felt like a big pork pie most of the time. 
Her mother had been the same way with eating and weight, and after Henry's death had gained over fifty pounds. Now, from sheer willpower, much of that had gone away. In fact, it had mostly started once she started spending all her time at that new gym, Bubbles & Iron. 
Audrey put her hands around Anne's, closing her daughter's hand around the shake.
“Try one,” she said, big eyes pleading. “If you hate it, I'll never ask you about it again. How's that?”
Anne sighed. “Whatever, fine.”
“Great!” Her mother bounced out to the backdoor, heading back to her car with gym bag in hand. “Have a great evening, dear!”
Anne stared down at the drink in her hands. 
“Fine,” she said. “Just the one.”
She ended up drinking three in a row.
The taste was . . . incredible. If gold was a measure of taste quality, then it was liquid gold. It was cool in her mouth, warming up as it slid down her throat, and sat in her belly pleasantly, like an old friend welcomed in from a storm. 
The bottles had screwcaps, and on the underside of every cap was a little message. 
“Stay fit!” one said, in small type. 
“Be active!” said the next.
“Listen!” said the last.
She would listen to whatever these shakes wanted. Oh yes, definitely. Their pleasant gooey feeling warmed up her entire body, her skin feeling electric and alive, her hair standing on edge. And the texture! So thick, so creamy, so nurturing and strong inside of her. Like it was just made to be swallowed by a good girl like her.
Good girl?
That was . . . that was odd. But the idea of that, of being a good girl, sent another current through her body. Wasn't that fun. 
She needed to stay active.
It was about six o'clock in the evening. She had spent most of the day watching television, trying to work up the will to get to her workshop in the small garage. Now, she felt like she couldn't keep herself away. 
She stormed into her workshop with an extra handful of the Shaped-Rite Shakes, picking up her scissors and going to work on the enormous collage project she had been working on for ages now. She knew she wanted to make some statement about women. About feminism, femininity. It was been obscure before, just out of reach. But now it was starting to come together.
The workshop was small, but well lit, with three pairs of large floodlights in every corner. Light was everything when picking out colors and shapes. 
She slurped down another shake, tossing it into the trash pile near the door, and then went back to cutting and gathering. 
For a few hours, she just sat and cut, tearing out images and words from the magazines almost at random. She let blind inspiration be her muse, the delightful shakes guiding her energy.
After she slurped down another shake, though, perhaps her sixth, or maybe her seventh, she found herself unable to do something so stationary as gathering. Her energy build-up was just too much. How was she supposed to make a statement about femininity when she was barely feminine herself? It didn't make any sense.
Anne rolled down on to the floor and started doing sit-ups. After two hundred repetitions, she started in on crunches, then moved to side crunches, and then knee hugs. Then she stood up and pumped out a quick hundred squats, followed by some push-ups.
Then she began the whole routine over again.
This circuit lasted for forty-five minutes. It was well past midnight now, and she was drenched from her exertions. A small puddle of sweat had formed on the ground beneath her.
As she sat, exhausted on the floor, covered in sweat, sucking down another milky, gooey shake, the thought finally occurred to her—what the hell am I doing? 
She hadn't exercised like that . . . well, ever. She didn't even know she could do some of those exercises.
The shake's warmth filled her. The taste so creamy and filling. She thought—I bet you I could do it all again.
And as she finished the shake she thought—I bet you I could do it twice over.




Audrey:
Audrey just loved the gym. There was nothing wrong there, nothing bad, nothing but wonderful people doing wonderful things. All the women were so pretty, so active and alert, their long gorgeous hair in thick pony tails.
She was wearing her long gym shorts and an old t-shirt, but she realized, looking around, that this kind of outfit simply wouldn't cut it if she wanted to be taken seriously as a hard worker, working hard on her shape.
That was important. For men to think that. She saw the hunky, muscle-bound men that the gym proliferated, all of them drinking down shakes and pumping iron. They had massive pecs bulging through their shirts, incredible shoulders, throbbing biceps and triceps, their thighs busting through their tiny shorts, and abs that could have passed for stacks of brick. It was impossible to walk by them, to look at them, and not get hopelessly turned on.
Audrey used that arousal in her favor, knocking away at her weight. She saw all the beautiful, fit girls around her, and instead of feeling jealous, she felt motivated. They had done it, why couldn't she? She was on her way!
Around her were other women she had seen during the week, women who had been as out of shape as she was now. But these beauties looked young, happy, fit, and gorgeous. Audrey could get there. She knew it.
So, she was working at the elliptical for maybe her third hour in a row. Before that, she had spent some time at the weights, toning up. Asking some of the hunky men for advice, which they delivered in cunt-quiveringly deep tones. Before that, it was spin class, and trying to ignore the absolutely hypnotizing effect of the busty Hispanic instructor's breasts as they swung from side to side.
She hardly noticed that it was past midnight. The night before, she had gone home at four in the morning, and caught two hours of sleep before bursting out of bed, abound with energy. She could do it again. She could do it any night she wanted! She felt so good all the time, now.
Her lips wrapped around the shake she had on the console in front of her, chugging down its sweet, thick nectar. So yummy and creamy. She loved these shakes.
On the elliptical machine next to her, a lovely young Asian woman had been working since before Audrey arrived. Audrey had to struggle not to stare at the girl's gorgeous black hair, or her tight little ass, or her generous helping of amazing cleavage. She looked like some young professional, taking extra time to perfect her already mouth-watering set of abs.
The Asian stepped down, perhaps to rest, but then shuddered and shook and suddenly fell to the floor, banging her head against the thick foam on the wall.
“Oh my god!” Audrey cried out. “Someone help!”
She hopped off the elliptical and cradled the young, pretty girl in her arms, her thick mass of ebon hair filling up her lap.
A crowd of slim, busty, beautiful women had formed around Audrey and the unconscious girl, well manicured fingers being held to the perfectly pink, wet lips of open mouths all around.
“Step aside, please!” came a small, soft, yet firm voice. 
The crowd parted to let in a young, amazingly gorgeous blonde in. She was short, leggy, with an enormous pair of what could only be called tits. Not breasts, not even boobs (for that was too juvenile a word for such an obviously adult pair), but full-on, heart-hammering, boner-sprouting tits barely contained inside a tight pink leotard. 
Her hair was thick and long, running down past her perfect shelf of an ass in enormous golden waves. A nametag reading “Bubbles!” was proudly displayed on the shoulder strap of her outfit.
“Hiya!” she chirped, and then pouted softly as she looked down in Audrey's lap.
“Oh, poor Lisa dear. She's been on that machine for over twelve hours now.” 
Bubbles got down to one knee next to Audrey, her heavy tits pushing against Audrey's face through the leotard fabric.
“She's lost over sixty pounds this week. A club record! Would you believe she's a construction worker?”
Audrey wouldn't, as a matter of fact. Would anybody? How could this lovely, petite, delicate flower of a woman be in construction? Audrey shook her head.
“Y-you know she's been exercising this long? And didn't stop her?”
Bubbles giggled. “Don't be silly. It's a free country. We can't stop someone from making themselves better, can we?”
Audrey had to admit that would be very hard. She nodded.
“She just needs a little pick-me-up. Hold her steady, kay?”
Bubbles adjusted her leotard's straps downward, letting one hot tit pop out. The nipples were like beautiful little flesh strawberries. Fleshberries. Small flecks of white wetness dabbled around the edges.
Audrey's eyes widened. “Wait, what—”
There was a slight slurping sound as Bubbles popped her thick nipple right into Lisa's mouth. Lisa automatically starting moaning and slurping. Audrey watched the Asian's tongue flicker in and out, licking all around the tit. 
Bubbles moaned happily, her eyes gravitating upward.
“Fan her, honey,” Bubbles instructed Audrey. “That will help.”
“O-of course.” Audrey stammered, and started fanning the pretty Asian with one hand.
Before long, Lisa's eyes opened. She stared up at Bubbles appreciatively, and only increased the rate of her sultry, long moans, closing her eyes in luxuriously long motions, gulping loudly like she was sucking from a milkshake. Her nimble young fingers slid up Bubble's thigh and started rubbing against the fabulous blonde's crotch.
Bubbles giggled. “I think she's all right, everyone!”
There was a collective sigh of relief. Audrey looked up at the crowd—sighs weren't the only collective thing happening. More than a few pairs of women were touching each other just as Lisa was touching Bubbles.
Audrey tried to get up. “I-I don't . . . understand  . . .”
Lisa's free hand snaked around to Audrey's panties, barely hidden behind her tight shorts. Bubbles unhooked her other leotard strap, completely topless now, and guided Audrey's mouth down to her milk-leaking pink nipple.
Audrey moaned weakly. She couldn't resist. It was so hot in the gym. In her pussy. In her brain. Everything was so hot. Her lips locked around the hot nipple, sucking eagerly. Bubbles' breasts were full of warm, delicious, soul-filling milk that Audrey recognized right from the first taste.
“Do you understand now, honeybear?” Bubbles asked in her sweet little singsong voice, staring down at her with those big blue eyes. 
Audrey nodded happily, her moaning only intensifying as Lisa's fingers snuck past her tiny panties and crept into her sopping wet pussy. Her orgasm snuck up on her quick—Lisa knew how to massage a clit perfectly, applying the most wonderful amount of pressure. 
When Audrey's head defogged from the quick little cum, she found she was still in the same place in the gym. Bubbles was sitting against the wall, one breast dedicated to Lisa's suckling, another to Audrey's. Lisa's hands adoring both women. 
Audrey frowned mentally, even as she continued sucking down Bubbles' perfect milk. No one was touching Lisa's pussy. That was hardly fair.
Audrey took care of it right away, plunging her fingers deep into the young Asian's tight spandex shorts. The skin was all bare inside, the folds already slick.
“That's my good honeybear,” whispered Bubbles in Audrey's ear. “You're so kind.”
Audrey really, really loved this gym.




Alan:
It wasn't fair. 
Alan sat in front of his computer screen, the blue glow encompassing his tall, thin scarecrow form. He had been browsing message boards all night, taking in information as had become his custom. He took a sip from his diet soda, and he knew, without a doubt, that it just wasn't fair.
Alan had been doing great in school. He loved his classes. He loved physics, especially, and figuring out the way stuff worked in the universe. There was something just innately fascinating to finding out how everything had a formula. Everything had an explanation.
And then Dad had died, and his mind slid into a shell for a year or so.
Now that he was out of the shell, experiencing things, focusing on ideas once more, he found that high school was over and he was supposed to get a job. Maybe, if he was lucky, after a few years of working he'd make it to a community college and work his way up from there.
Meanwhile, his sister seemed totally unaffected by the whole ordeal. Better than ever, in fact. Straight As. Art scholarship. Her own workshop in the house just because that fucking Audrey loved her best.
And now, her music was sensationally loud, booming through the garage and vibrating his windows for the past two hours. He had heard just about enough.
He banged down the stairs and over to the door to the garage, near the back linen closet adjacent to the downstairs bathroom. Without even bothering to knock, he pushed the workshop door wide open.
Inside, he saw his stepsister completely drenched, doing sit-ups with one hand in her sweatpants. 
“Forty-seven,” she moaned out, her wrist moving up and down. “Forty-eight. Forty-nineee.”
She kept counting upward, her wrist moving faster and faster as she did. When she hit sixty, she let out a soft, sweet little cry of relief and collapsed to the ground, her hips bucking up and down.
Immediately, she grabbed a bottled shake from the floor next to her and sucked it dry. Then she started up with the sit-ups again, this time with her other hand in her pants.
Had she . . . had Alan just watched his sister masturbate herself to orgasm? And then start again?
Holy fuck. That was . . . that was so . . . why was he hard?
Alan jumped back from the door, letting it shut, trying to hide his erection. No one was around. Okay. 
It was the smell, that was it. This place stank of sex and sweat. It was just weird, was all. 
Had she lost weight?
It didn't matter. None of it mattered.
Still clearing his head, he went to the fridge, looking for soda. It was there, but buried behind a veritable avalanche of those stupid Shaped-Rite Shakes.
Well, he thought. May as well.
He twisted the cap off. “You're lucky I'm thirsty,” he said to the shake.
The warmness of it was strange to him, the way it heated up in his belly after being so cool in his mouth. Still, he chugged the whole thing right away, not able to get enough after just one small sip.
Anne stepped into the kitchen, still covered in sweat. In her big tee shirt and loose sweatpants, it was hard to see her shape, exactly, but Alan was sure that her face had lost some weight at least.
“Hey, big bro,” she said to him, opening the fridge. “Nice to see you out and about.”
Alan had hoped that a cool drink would cool him off, help him forget about the boner hiding out in his pants. Instead, it had only intensified it, making it an absolute necessity that he take care of it. He slid behind a corner of the island counter, hiding the mounting size of his shaft.
“Hey sis,” he said. “Working out?”
“Yeah!” she enthused. “I don't know, I just feel like, really great. It's weird. You should try it.”
He shook his head. “I'm not much for fitness, really.”
She grabbed a shake out of the fridge. “I know. But, Alan, you seem so sad all the time, doing what you're doing.” 
Alan frowned. She took a deep breath. 
“That's really direct, and I'm sorry about that, but I'm just worried about you. If everything you're doing is making you sad, why not try . . . well, anything else?”
Alan started to frown. “You don't know the first thing about it.”
She stepped toward him, putting a hand out on the counter between them. 
“I know I don't, big bro. But,” she looked into his eyes, “well, I can listen, if you ever need me to. Kay? I don't know if I've said that already. I should have.”
Maneuvering carefully, he turned his back to her without showing his boner. 
“It's whatever,” he said, turning his head. “Don't sweat it. Good night.”
“Good night!”
He started back up the stairs, but only made it up halfway before sitting down and taking out his throbbing, needy cock. The warmth from the shake overwhelmed him entirely—had broken all sense of restraint, of self-control.
Alan was so horny that it only took about thirty seconds with his eyes closed, visualizing his favorite porn images saved on his computer and then visualizing Lauren Deckland—the girl he'd give anything to be with—to cum all over his hands and pants. And just as he did, as much as he tried he could not banish the thought of his stepsister's sweaty body, her dark tangle of hair flowing out behind her in the garage.
Day 2




Anne:
Her reflection in the mirror was beyond surreal. 
There had been no sleep over the night. She felt, maybe, that she had taken a catnap or two in between situps a few times, but there was no way to prove this. After hours of exercising deep into the morning, she had finally decided to take a shower. She was sure she had started to smell, though it was impossible to tell after being adrift in her own stench for so long.
She had moved through the shower in kind of a daze, nothing on her mind except soap, shampoo, shave, soap again, rinse, and so on. When she walked back into her room, she caught her reflection in the tall mirror that had been posted on her door since she was a child.
She was looking . . . well, not slim, but noticeably slimmer. Her rolls of fat had recently almost entirely, leaving her with a body that appeared to be more like a brick of solid flesh than a blob. And her complexion had seemed to clear up, too—no outbreaks of any kind anywhere, and old pockmarks were faded, like the ghosts of marker writings on a dry erase board.
She had possessed breasts before, if someone wanted to be generous. They had been flabby, lifeless things, existing only because all that fat had to deposit somewhere on her body.
But now? Now she had boobs. Perky, firm, fun mounds of delight that cascaded hot little sizzles through her body when she touched their perpetually erect ends. 
Anne licked her lips—improvements there as well, puffy and inviting! They looked slick, wet, ready to take in whatever might be offered. How was this possible? She didn't care.
No one would go out of their way to call her slender or anything like that, and with all the muscle she had built up in her torso and her shoulders, she certainly didn't look that feminine, but  . . . well, an improvement was an improvement. She looked good.
Her hair certainly responded well to the shower. It felt fluffy and light, and as a matter of fact . . . 
Was it longer? Was that even possible? Only yesterday, the greasy mess of it had barely caressed her shoulders, and now it was down at the middle of her back. Wow.
She giggled helplessly, looking at her hair. The shade of was lighter than yesterday's, too. Her eyes, once dark brown, were turning light brown with flecks of blue.
Clearly, the shakes were causing this.
She popped the top off of the one on her nightstand and slurped half of it down. Cool. If she kept up this pace, how would she look tomorrow? Or the next day? She checked the message on the shake cap.
“Change is good!” it said.
So far, she agreed totally.
A few minutes later, Anne was fully dressed in the smallest pair of gym shorts she had—she had to search through her drawers for clothes from years before—and the tiniest shirt. They were both only slightly too small. The shirt showed off Anne's new chest rather nicely. 
It had been ages since she had anything be proud of with her body. And, by gosh, it was her body. It was time to start taking it back!
Downstairs, she saw her mother sucking away at a shake too.
“Morning, Mom!” Anne chirped happily.
“Good morning, sweetie!”
She tossed a shake over to her daughter, who caught it ably. Even just the day before, the same action would have probably ended with Anne receiving a black eye.
Audrey looked gorgeous. Her hair was throbbing-hot blonde, her body curvy and slim in all the right places. She was dressed in tight spandex shorts that said “Call Me” on the butt, her tee shirt scooping down into an inviting valley of cleavage. 
Her bright purple shoes were like sneakers, but had an incredible amount of heel to them—four or five inches worth. 
“Have you been running in those things?” Anne asked her mother, pointing at the shoes.
Audrey nodded happily. “Only about nine or ten miles so far today,” she shrugged. “But I'll make up the rest later on. I could grab some for you if you come to the gym with me? I know you'll love it.”
Anne shook her head. “No. I don't want to go there. I feel like I would just be embarrassed.”
“Don't be silly. How do you think I felt when I first went?”
“I don't know,” Anne shook her head. “There'll be so many people.”
She gulped down a bit of her shake.  Warm slid up and down her torso. Her nipples felt erect. She checked, trying to hide the motion from her mother—yes, definitely erect. Anne hoped her mother didn't see her quick, needy shudder.
“I get what you're saying, but I really love it there,” said Audrey. “All the gals are in great shape or getting in great shape, and everyone's so encouraging. And the men. Oh, Anne, the men? Hoooootttt.”
“Mother!”
“What, your mom can't appreciate a complete hunk when she sees him?” Audrey giggled. “Or five. Or six. Or fifteen. . . there's a lot there, is my point.”
The hot, warm milky mess of the shake felt like it was pressing outward on Anne, even crawling into her hot little pussy and rubbing it from the inside out, surrounding her in a pleasant, warm cloud.
“Please come with me? It'll be fun.”
The cap on the shake Anne had guzzled down read, “Try new things!”
Maybe the shake was right?
“Yes,” Anne said finally. “Go to the gym. That sounds like fun.”
“Super!”
In less than twenty minutes, they were there, each with a gym bag full of Shaped-Rite shakes. The gym was a large building, bigger than a football field, with more wings being constructed on the sides. 
At the entrance, there was a large, circular counter, and an incredibly tall, well-muscled man with thick black hair and a rugged five o'clock shadow. Anne found it impossible to be in front of him and not think only about cock. Not penis, not dick, but hot, thrusting cock that would not stop and was spurting out kilo after kilo of babymaking cum.
Fuck. Where were these thoughts coming from? She didn't even think that she actually liked guys. She didn't care about things like that. Cocks. She didn't care about things like perfect, hard, cum-dripping cocks for her to adore.
No. She was pretty sure she was a lesbian. She was hoping to find out in college.
“Hey,” said the enormous man. “I'm Iron. Welcome to my gym.”
“I thought it was Bubbles and Iron?” said Anne.
He smiled. “Bubbles is around somewhere. I think she's working in the kitchen, making some new shakes. You'll learn about our shakes pretty soon, I bet.”
“Oh, I've had lots!” Anne enthused.
“Have you?” Iron tsked. “It looks like you could use a lot more if you want to bag yourself a strong man to take care of you, huh?”
Some distant thought of being horribly offended rose up inside of Anne's mind. Instead, it was drowned out by the warmth of the shake still sitting in her belly, wrapping the thought in tingly, loving whispers and promises of self-worth.
So, Anne just giggled out a response instead.
“She really does,” said Audrey. “But don't worry, Sir. I'm helping her. Just like Bubbles helped me!”
Iron smiled. “Good girl. Why don't you run back up onto the elliptical? You've got some work to do before you can be at a real man's side.”
“That's a great idea!”
Iron slapped her ass loudly, and Audrey scampered off, apparently encouraged by the huge man's brazen appraisal. Anne watched Iron hold the thick bulge of his cock through his loose gym shorts, closely scrutinizing Audrey's pert ass strut off. All she could do was just look at him, holding the thick head of his cock like that.
He must be so very strong, she thought, to not care what I may have to say about that. It was . . . it was getting a bit hard to keep a track of all her breaths in front of this big, strong stud.
Eventually, he turned back over to her.
“Come on, babe,” he said. “I'll show you around.”
He put his hand on the small of her back and started to guide her through the facilities. Anne struggled to keep her composure. His hands were so rough and sure and all she felt was so soft. They walked by the weight room, where heavily muscled men were ably moving around weights. On one side, a far side, was a small rack with pink weights. None of these went over thirty pounds. 
For the men, everything was dark and metal, nothing under fifty pounds. Those lower-end weights, Anne saw, seemed to be reserved for the shrimpiest of shrimps, who still towered over Anne and had incredibly cut ridges of muscle popping out from their clothes.
“I'm in here about six hours a day, lifting,” Iron told her, “so that's why I'm so small. But I gotta run the place, you know. Bubbles gets distracted by any hot babe that walks in who hasn't tasted her milk.”
“Her shakes are milkshakes?”
He patted her head. “Sure, babe. Yeah. Milk shakes.” He chuckled.
It felt kind of empowering, walking around with a man like Iron. It felt like he wouldn't walk around with just anybody. So when she walked around with him, it felt like she was someone who deserved to be walking around with him. 
Kind of like how, if she got knocked up, she would be a girl who deserved to get knocked up by whatever stud put her down on all fours and shot his fat, hot load inside her . . .
Fuck! There were those thoughts again. It was all these men, she thought. All these hot men with their big muscles and bigger dicks swinging around.
It was just . . . Iron was so . . . potent. Everything about him just screamed man. Every muscle was so well defined, every bit of hair so thick. She bet his cock was . . . 
She shook her head. She tried to focus on the women, instead, as Iron guided her through the cardio area. There were rows and rows of ellipticals, treadmills, stair machines, row machines, 
Most every girl—and they were all girls, Anne couldn't properly call any of the chatty, giggly long-haired temptresses she saw “women”—were incredibly endowed. Their frames all hourglassed with wide hips, tiny waists, and enormous breasts. Long hair coifed perfectly around their hot, eager bright faces, everyone's eyes so chipper and alert. Even so, Anne watched these same eyes glaze over with heat whenever a man walked by, or an especially hot woman, or any time they took a chug from their shakes.
There were women like Anne who were not quite as in shape. Each one was hard at work, trying to improve themselves. Anne could only hope to have the same sort of dedication to her health.
They stopped by a large studio with mats on the floor. A few dozen young women, all of them between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five, chatted happily in yoga pants and tight tank tops that showed off the bulging navels of their obviously pregnant bellies.
“That's our pregnant yoga class,” said Iron. “Maybe you'll get there someday, huh?”
Pregnant. Anne couldn't imagine herself as pregnant, though it seemed . . . like destiny, for a moment. All swelled up with some strong man's seed, someone big and fuck-off built like Iron. Someone who would break apart anyone who tried to touch her. Someone who would claim her as a piece of property to be admired and adored. Someone who would break her down into being the mother that she was genetically coded to be.
She started to rub her knees together, moaning softly. Her resolve was dissolving, in fact had been dissolving already before she even realized what she had been resolved against. This entire time, this entire tour, had been a fight against sliding her hot fingers up into her sweet pussy and giving herself the release a good girl like her needed.
“W-where's the bathroom?”
He smiled. “I was wondering what was taking you so long. Most girls don't make it past the weight room. I guess you're a good enough girl to get all turned on by getting filled up, huh?”
Anne just moaned in response, her hands sliding up and down her legs to her crotch. 
Iron nodded to his left. “Over there, sweetie. Don't hurt yourself.”
She ran to the bathroom. The doors were padded with thick leather. Inside, the smell of sex that had been like background noise to the hot stench of sweat and effort in the gym proper became overwhelming. 
Anne felt weak, light-headed. Her cunt, fortunately enough, knew exactly what to do. In just a few moments, she was inside of a stall, on top of the leather padded toilet, her fingers plunging deep into her sopping wet cunt. 
What was she doing? Why was she doing this? The smell of sex was impossible to get away from.
Her clit exploded with pleasure the second her palm grazed over it. She didn't want to get away. Her fingers felt so, sooo good.
With a giggle, her pussy's need finally being satisfied, she noticed that she had left the stall door wide open. As if on cue, a gorgeous brunette walked past, with the same absently horny look on her face that Anne was suddenly sure she herself must have had.
The brunette—leggy, slim, busty, and devastatingly beautiful, with big brown eyes and pouty lips, walking around in teensy red spandex shorts, a white spandex halter top, and in the same kind of pink high-heeled sneakers that Audrey had been wearing—waved cheerily at Anne.
“Here, doll,” she said happily, coming into the stall and leaning over Anne. “I can help with that.”
“N-noooo n-oo oooo ooookayyy...” 
Anne's protests happily slid away as the incredible brunette's fingers found her wet, willing pussy.
No one had ever been inside Anne before. She had never even had a boyfriend. Heck, she certainly hadn't had a girlfriend. And now this beautiful, wonderful girl who seemed soooo familiar was stroking her just perfectly.
As she came closer to orgasm, watching the sensational brunette moan and purr right above her, Anne's thoughts seemed to clear a bit. Anne recognized the brunette, now. It was Lauren. Her stepbrother had a crush on her in High School. Eighteen now, she had been the valedictorian and the team leader of the Park River High School Dancin' Flowers, who pranced about during halftimes at football games in tiny outfits and performed sensationally acrobatic manuevers.
Lauren slid one hot hand down her tiny waist, over the thin, perfect ridges of her muscles, and into the spandex bikini of her shorts, touching herself just as she touched Anne.
“La-la-Lauren?” Anne asked. 
“That's right, honey,” the brunette purred.
“My stepbrother loves you.”
Lauren tossed her hair back, licking her lips haughtily as Anne felt her orgasm reach the point of no return.
“Everybody loves me. I'm fucking gorgeous.” said Lauren. “I bet he jacked off to me a million times. He should. I'm a complete hottie.”
She was. She was a total hottie and Alan probably stroked his big cock to her over and over and Lauren should get filled with Alan's seed just like Anne needed to and oh god she was cumming so. Hard.
After Anne finally calmed down from her hot, sweet release, she looked up at Lauren, who seemed to be coming down from a pink cloud as well. Anne suddenly thought that if she was ever going to get Lauren close enough to Alan so that they would fuck just like Alan so obviously needed and deserved, she would need to become Lauren's friend.
Alan was so wonderful. Her family. She had to do whatever she could to make him happy. She had to somehow get Lauren to fuck him. Wouldn't that be a sweet thing for a little stepsister to do?
So Anne figured if asked really sweetly, Lauren could show her all the best places to work out in the gym.
She was totally right.




Audrey:
Iron had cornered Audrey in the gym. He hadn't said anything, just grabbed her hand as she was running on the treadmill and guided her over to a dark spot between a maintenance closet and a long room full of massage tables. There were not many people around, and those who were did not seem to have any interest in helping her. Audrey didn't even know if she wanted helping.
Iron's enormous frame was a sight to behold. Every single muscle seemed like it was dozens the size of her correlating one. Just one of his pecs was twice the size of her head. 
She was breathing hard, shuddering in and out, staring up at him nervously, just from being so close. They were both so sweaty, hot waves of musk rolling off of them. It felt like their scents were dancing, intertwining, becoming irrevocably locked together.
He ran a hand down her backside. Audrey struggled to keep her feet. He was. So. Strong!
“How would you like to become a premium member of the club, babe?”
It was so hard to think. 
“Oh, I . . . I mean I love it here, but I . . . I'm almost at my weight goal, and—”
Iron reached behind his back and pulled out a Shaped-Rite Shake, popping the screw-top off with his thumb.
“Open wide,” he said. 
Audrey obeyed, of course. She loved the shakes, no matter how they were delivered. He opened it above her head and poured it down her throat. So warm. She couldn't swallow quite fast enough, and so it overflowed from her mouth and spread down around her neck, her chin, the milky wetness getting everything so gooey.
Iron put a pair of fingers on her shoulder as he poured the drink. Audrey went down to her knees even as she kept swallowing.
“How about it, babe?” he asked again.
It was so hard to say no. So easy to say yes. Girls like her were made to say yes to big, strong men like Iron. 
What had she been saying no to? How could she ever say no to Iron? She wasn't even sure what was being asked, but she knew she had to agree. Iron demanded it. He was such a fucking man.
She nodded. “Yes, Sir. Anything you like!”
He pulled a string on his shorts, letting them fall to the ground. His manhood beneath was like some kind of sleeping monster. With as enormous as it was, Audrey had difficulty understanding how it wasn't hard already. How on earth was it going to get any bigger? 
He pushed the cockhead roughly toward her mouth.
“You gotta pass the premium test first, doll.”
She moaned affirmatively. The cockhead seemed like it would unhinge her jaw. And after a few seconds of it sliding inside, she was sure it was going to. 
But then her tongue wrapped around a thick dollop of precum, and she swallowed it down. It melded with the warmth in her stomach, exploding outward to the rest of her tight, hot body. Her big tits were pressed hard against his knees as she swallowed the rest of his enormous cock easily. Like her body was changing for him, right there, like she was being shifted around in all of her parts to be a better fucktoy for Iron.
That was exactly what was happening, she realized. That was so delicious.
Right away, he started spurting cum inside of her. She knew instinctively that it was only because he wanted to, not because he couldn't control himself. It was because he was gifting her. 
First precum, salty and thick, and then honest-to-god babymaking cum, pouring out of him in an unstoppable flow. She sucked him down harder and harder, massaging her shaft-locked lips up and down his meat, and every few seconds his fantastic shaft would jerk upward and pump another few cups of cum down her throat. Her eyes were wild, desperate for more.
After several seconds of this, Bubbles hopped over to the corner where they were, and wrapped her small, perfectly-manicured hand around her man's enormous cock. 
“Yeah,” she whispered to him. “Cum down her throat, sir. Fuck her mouth like a cunt.”
Audrey purred happily. Yes, she thought. Cum down my throat. Fuck my mouth like a cunt.
“Fuck your new pet, baby,” said Bubbles. “Fuck your new breeding gal. She's gonna help me make all our shakes, Sir. She's going to bring you even more fuckslaves.”
There was nothing Audrey could say, being so stuffed full of cock and cum, but all she wanted to do was moan a happy affirmation. Bubbles was so right. She was going to bring Iron more fuckslaves. That sounded wonderful.
After several minutes, the big-titted mother couldn't take anymore and had to unattach herself from his amazing fountain. But even so, Iron didn't stop cumming, spraying her down in the corner with his seed as Bubbles continued to jerk him off. He drenched Audrey's body with his hot load as she trembled in the corner, so happy to be chosen to be anointed like this.
Some stud walked by and slapped Iron on the back. “Nice one, bro!'
Yes, thought Audrey. She was such a nice one. She was Iron's nice one.




Alan:
Something was getting weird in town. He had to figure it out.
His talk with Anne the night before had inspired Alan to start getting a little more active. If all he had been doing was sticking around in his room, and all he was feeling was miserable, why wouldn't he think those two things were related?
So he decided to take a walk to the comic shop across town. It was the only place outside of his room that he didn't feel pressured to put on a presentation for others. He could be there, and if someone asked him what he thought or what he wanted, he could be totally honest. 
Yes, he wanted to read alone. Or no, he didn't think the latest issue of Beasto-Lad was totally awesome. Or yeah, Mega-Girl probably had the best comic girl tits he had ever seen.
Alan could have driven to the shop, but usually driving just made him angry. So he walked instead. It was a nice enough day out when he finally exited the house at three in the afternoon—sixty degrees and a little cloudy, just how Alan liked it. He dressed in comfortable jeans and a loose tee shirt. Or, a shirt that had been comfortable and loose. It was fitting a little tighter around his arms and chest, today. He wasn't sure why, exactly.
The path to the comic shop led down a few streets and into a park. The streets held men—most of whom seemed really top-heavy in a muscly way—being entertained by groups of young women in tiny shorts, skirts, and dresses. All of the girls wore high heels—boots, often, and sometimes platform sandals. Their bodies were often just as toned as the men's, though not as thickly developed, retaining their hot femininity.
It was odd seeing this, as Alan was sure there just weren't that many good looking girls in the town of Park River. He felt like, between going to high school events and hanging out in the mall, he already had an extensive mental catalogue of images of all the sexy babes in town. 
Of course, Lauren Deckland would be at the top of that list. There hadn't been a night in four years where she hadn't entered his mind, begging to suck him off and finally be his girlfriend. She had barely ever said three words to him, even though they had numerous classes together in high school, but with a girl like Lauren, that was more than enough for Alan to feel utterly lovestruck. 
But, maybe all that focus on Lauren had blinded him to other girls. Maybe he should branch out. He was a man, after all. 
He entered the park, thudding along the winding path through the tall trees and flower beds that it boasted. Crape myrtles were the town's pride and joy, and they were in full blossom, showing off thick white, purple, and even pink flowers trickling down in long trails.  Between all the trees and bushes, the vegetation was so thick that whenever the path winded one way or another, it was impossible to see what was coming up for any distance longer than about thirty or forty feet.
Coming around one bend, he saw someone who he swore could have been the younger, hotter, sexier, more pregnant sister of his neighbor, Miss Vaughn. This version had the same dark hair, the same brilliantly blue eyes, and even the same mischievous grin. His neighbor was sixty-four, and Alan always thought it was so fortunate for her to look so young for her age.
The woman he saw, though, could not have been older than thirty-two. She was sitting on a picnic cloth beneath a white crape myrtle with a young, muscle-bound man who looked to be about twenty-five. The pretty lookalike brunette was stroking the man's naked cock happily, cooing in appreciation of his size, as he sat back and chugged from a bottle of wine. The hand she wasn't using to adore the man's enormous rod was pressed against her thick belly, obviously pregnant.
She waved at Alan when she saw him. “Hello, young man! How are you today?”
Alan gaped and, not knowing what to say, scampered off down the trail. He saw two more couples like that. One was a short man fucking a severely thin young woman from behind as held a tree, her face rubbing against the bark. Her thick, heavy tits were staining the front of her shirt with milk.
The other couple he saw was a delightfully busty Latina laying on a park bench and sucking off a well-muscled policeman. The Latina's baby bump nudged against the park bench, her ass high in the air as she swallowed the policeman's length completely. The policeman winked at Alan and gave him a thumbs-up when the young man walked past.
This was all making him sort of confused, but more than that, turned on. Why was nobody thinking it was weird? Why wasn't anybody doing anything?
Finally, he made it out of the park. A sensationally leggy blonde was there at the street corner next to the arched entrance to the park, handing out free samples of the Shaped-Rite Shakes. 
“Something to cool you down, big guy?” she said, smiling prettily.
It was so hard to turn down anything from a beautiful woman. Alan had a suspicion already that these shakes were doing something—that they had done something to his stepsister, his stepmother, and maybe even to him—but the woman was so pretty and insistent, that he grabbed one anyway.
“Thanks,” he said, having every intention of throwing it away in the first trashcan that he found.
She wrapped her hands around his, looking into his eyes for a moment. His hands were right in front of her incredible rack, barely constrained inside a tee shirt that was obviously too small.
“Thank you,” she said.
One minute later, Alan was finishing the shake and walking inside the comic shop across from the park. It sated something in him, the shake did, and woke something else up. What either thing was, though, was a mystery. Maybe he would have to drink more to find out.
Alan had shopped at the comic shop for years now, even when he was a kid. A kind-of-friend, kind-of-acquantaince named Greg had worked there for the past year or so. 
Alan sometimes liked Greg and sometimes not. He was the sort of overweight young man who felt he was really strong and tough without ever working out or being in a fight, and who thought he knew best how to creatively control every comic he read without ever writing a word. Sometimes, he had really funny, cool things to say about the stuff Alan read, but often, he just came off as a boor.
And somehow, he had landed a completely cute nerd, Marie, as his girlfriend. Marie had a few extra pounds to her, but so many of them ended up in her substantial rack that it was hard to notice. Combine that with a killer smile, a lovely pair of brown eyes, and thick curly brown hair, and Alan had a crush on her even before he found out she had memorized every death scene and its issue number from Actioneer Comics.
The door chimed as Alan walked in. Greg was behind the counter, wearing his thick brown trench coat over a too-small tee shirt once again—Alan tried not to roll his eyes and groan.
“Hey man!” said Greg. “What's up? Have you seen the new issue of Robot Hell?”
Alan shook his head. “I haven't checked out any issues of that one.”
“It's terrible. The artists have no idea what they're doing. I wouldn't check it out.”
Alan nodded, walking past the new releases and into the trade aisle.
“It's behind the counter over there,” said Greg.
Alan didn't care. He was looking for issues of Mega-Girl.
He had woken up today really wanting to jerk off to a babe who was in incredible shape. The first place his mind went to was Mega-Girl. She was a gym fitness instructor by day, and a superheroine by night. Her DNA had been altered by a sentient leotard, that seemed to shift around every issue to continually show off her enormous breasts and long, bare legs. The plots were often ridiculous, focused  around her leotard getting torn so that it had to repair itself into a brand new outfit, but he didn't care.
“I love those,” Alan heard a girl say.
Her finger went past him, to the shelf, and slid out trade number four. On the cover, Mega-Girl was dressed in a purple bikini, a tiny purple cape attached to a white collar around her neck. Hot, knee-high white leather boots with tall stiletto heels were on her legs. From her tiny bikini bottom to her top—which showed an enormous amount of cleavage, really just triangles over her nipples with the barest of bridges—there was a thin strip of white spandex over her tautly muscled abdomen. It was the sort of thing only a superheroine could ever wear. 
The girl who had grabbed the trade was Marie. And Marie . . . 
Marie was dressed up to look exactly like Mega-Girl in the trade she had picked up. He struggled to keep his jaw up from off the ground.
“Hey, handsome.” She punched his arm lightly. “You're looking good.”
Marie was a little more curvy than Mega-Girl, so the costume wasn't a perfect fit. If Alan could spare the time to look below Marie's chest, he might see how her belly had just a bit too  much flab to make the whole ensemble work well.
But, who the hell would look at something other than Marie's incredible chest? Her tits on perfect display, pushed up and out and in his face.
Her skin around her face was made-up heavily, hiding old acne scars that had plagued her since high school. But still, those scars seemed . . . less severe, somehow. Less prevalent, concentrated only around her cheeks, instead of crawling down her shoulders and back like he recalled. In a way, now, they were almost cute—she had terrific cheeks, after all. Her loose, curly hair was an incredible tangle of activity around her head, vibrant and cheery.
She smiled, clearly enjoying his eyes on her. With one hand on her hip, she straightened out her chest even more.
“Aren't you going to say how much you like my outfit?”
“Yeah,” he breathed. “Yes. Definitely. It's . . . you know. Wow.”
“You should feel the material. It's really authentic.”
With a gleam in her eyes, she grabbed his hand and held it to her breast. He looked in shock at the size disparity—he had big hands, and they still wouldn't come close to holding her tits entirely. 
She giggled. Her tit jumped under his hand. Greg couldn't see them, but Alan was slowly getting scared that he would walk around the shelf and see what was happening. 
Another part of him, though, thought fuck it. Let him come see. See if he can protect his woman.
“Isn't it nice?”
He swallowed thoughtfully. “You said it.”
She giggled again. Alan felt his cock swelling in his pants.
“I didn't really care about the material, I'm not an idiot,” she said. “I just wanted you to feel me up. It always seemed like you wanted to in high school.”
He nodded. Why lie? She wasn't lying.
“Yeah. I really did.”
Her fingers wrapped around his hand and slid them between the thick valley of her cleavage. The warmth was heavenly. She started to sweat, and so it became moist, too. He could feel her heart fluttering.
“Oh, wow.” Alan put his other hand on the shelf behind him, steadying himself. “Wow.”
“Right?” She giggled, massaging his hand with both tits. “They're like, fabulous all of a sudden. Way better than they used to be.”
“They were already good.”
“I know!” she laughed delightedly, putting a hand through her hair. “That's what makes this so good.”
Her curls seemed so soft, so shiny. It was hard not to think about running his cock through them before shoving his meat directly into her cute little mouth. 
Reluctantly, Alan pulled his hand away. She pouted.
“Look,” he said. “Your boyfriend is just, like, right there. So . . .”
She rolled her eyes. “Oh, that guy. Yuck.” She flitted her hand dismissively. “Yeah . . . I mean, I guess? But like, you'll go out with me, right? We could talk comics and you won't be a total ass?” 
“Right. I guess we could.”
“It's just like, you look a lot like Dark Sentinel, to me.”
“Oh.”
Dark Sentinel was Mega-Girl's on-again, off-again boyfriend in the comics.
“Greg, you know. He doesn't look anything like the Sentinel.” she sighed. “More and more, I'm really like, not impressed with him. I thought he could be strong, but like, he's not?”
Once more, she grabbed his hand, holding it to her impressive rack. She inhaled deeply, and licked the tip of his finger. 
“But I can tell you, you like, totally are.” Her lips slid over his finger and then back again. “Like, really strong. So can we please go out? Please?”
Fuck, she was so pretty. And she was near the top of Alan's jerk-off list, held right at the top primarily because he had always been able to envision she and he as a couple. His cock got large enough to slide by itself to the side inside his pants. Alan shuddered with the sensation.
“Sure,” he said. “Tomorrow. Six o'clock, let's say.”
“Yay!”
She leapt up and down and then pulled him close, snaking her tongue through his mouth for a quick, moan-heavy kiss. Her enormous, hot tits crushed up against his chest. 
“Oh, one thing, though,” she stopped. “I've got a request?”
“Okay?” 
Everything was moving so fast. Alan struggled to keep with her.
“Well, like two. Can I ask them?”
“Do it.”
She shuddered visibly at his command, then took a deep breath. 
“The first is that I'm really in love with dressing up as your Mega-Girl. I'd kind of like to do that wherever we end up going.”
“Uh,” he said, staring straight at her cleavage. More outfits like this? Yes, please. “All right.”
“Great! The second thing is I'd really love it if we made out, like, right now.”
He tried to move back a bit, stare at something else. “Oh, I mean, I don't know—”
“I would very much like to kiss your face and stick my tongue in your mouth while you feel up my incredible tits. Probably I would hold your cock through your pants. Please?”
Alan just stared at her.
She stamped her foot a bit. Her tits bounced attractively. “Alan, it's really important.”
“I mean. Jeez, Marie. Greg is right over there.”
She nodded thoughtfully, putting a finger to her lips. The motion meant that her delicious breasts moved together. Alan watched her cleavage come together, and then spread apart. His hard-on was becoming unbearable. A hot, heavy fog settled over his brain. 
“You're right,” she said finally, grinning happily at his eyes on her. “What if we stepped outside, in the alley?”
“No, that's not what I mean. I mean Greg is your boyfriend. Right?”
She sighed, looking down. “I guess. Don't you want to be my boyfriend instead of him, Alan?”
“Sure I do, but he's a friend . . . sort of. I guess. And—”
She wrapped her arms around his neck then and pulled him down for another sizzling hot kiss. Her fresh, hot lips happily maneuvered over his, her tongue pressing deep into his mouth. Her hand slid on top of his bulge, stroking it through his pants.
“You're so big, my Sentinel,” she said softly. “Won't you please come make out with me?”
“Marie . . .”
“Please?” Her stroking was insistent, her kisses on his neck soft and sure.
From across the store, Alan heard a crash.
“What the fuck?” Greg called out. He had dropped a whole stack of books in front of the aisle Marie and Alan were standing in, the pages spread out now all across the floor. “What are you guys doing?”
Marie slid down from the kiss, her hand still wrapped around Alan's bulge. 
“I'm with him, now. He's just . . .” she shrugged, her tits heaving. “Just better than you? I like him more. I'm his girl now.”
“What the fuck?” said Greg. “What are you even talking about? You barely ever talk to him.”
“Do I need to talk to him that much to know he's better than you?” Marie laughed. “Tell him, Alan. Please? How I'm your girl, now?”
Her hand would not stop stroking. Alan felt his orgasm approaching. He had to say whatever and just get out of here so he could cum.
“That's right. She's fucking mine,” he said, wrapping a hand around her waist. She giggled delightedly, still stroking him.
“See?” she laughed. “He'll fuck you up if you try anything. Don't even think about it. Won't you, baby?”
“Y-yeah,” blurted Alan. Cum was piling up in his balls, ready to unleash. “I'll fuck you up, Greg. Don't come near her.”
Greg looked aghast, his face bright red. He threw up his hands.
“Whatever!” he said, storming off. 
Alan heard the door slam, and heard Marie squeal triumphantly about Greg being a loser. But Alan had disentangled himself from her grasp and fled the shop, running out to the park, and then back home. He had to get away from all of this; he had to clear his head somehow.
Day 3




Anne:
This was starting to seem . . . unhealthy. Anne had lost over a hundred pounds in three days. Surely, that was . . . wrong, somehow. Right? Wasn't that kind of weight loss bad?
It was hard to think, hard to concentrate on right and wrong when she was looking sooo good. 
She was in her bed, surrounded by a small hill of Shaped-Rite shake bottles. For a few hours, the night before, she had tried to work out, but all she ended up doing was stroking her perfect pussy, so she figured eventually that she could at least do it some place comfortable. 
“Treat yourself!” the shake caps said.
“Adore your body!”
“Family first!”
Yes. Family first. Focus on being really good for Alan. He was the man of the house, and he needed help being shown how to be a good family man. To be grateful for what he had, and to fuck her hot body senseless. That would be so great.
His scent just filled up every room in the house—especially hers, since she was so close to his bedroom. Every step she took, every breath she inhaled felt like she was taking in more and more of his perfect manliness, becoming locked to him for life.
Her entire naked body had turned a delicious shade of bronze, a far cry from the yucky pale mess she had been. There wasn't an ounce of fat anywhere on her. It was like almost all of that extra weight had re-proportioned itself into her fantastically sexy tits, which were now easily past a 36D cup. 
How had that happened? 
She hardly cared. 
Her sensational swelling tits rose above her body in majesty, twin peaks of bimbo babe beauty. She loved them. 
Every time she touched a nipple, she had to sink her fingers into her sopping wet cunt until she had another screaming hot orgasm. 
Fortunately, having orgasms didn't take too long. Her record so far was five in one minute. 
The rest of her weight seemed to have gone to her immense blanket of blond hair and the Greek sculpture-like musculature of her body. Her back muscles in particular looked amazing, long twin hills forming a hot sexy canal down her spine, a highway straight to the fantastic curve of her endlessly adorable ass. She wasn't sure how her hair had gotten so long, or so blond, but it looked completely fuckable. It was so hot, so endlessly soft, that she was sure Alan could fuck just her hair for hours and still be satisfied.
Her face had become something else, too. In the hand that wasn't fingering her slippery clit, she held a hand mirror, making sexy faces at herself while she came again and again. She loved her hot, thick perpetually wet lips, her heavy eyelids, her bright blue eyes, her startlingly sharp cheekbones and the perfect long L shape of her cheekbone.
Next door, she could hear her stepbrother stirring. 
He was so important. She was so glad he lived with her. It was so good to have a man in the house, so wonderful to know that he was nearby with his big strong cock and his big man strength.
She slid on a pair of tight, small spandex shorts and tight spandex halter top that she had bought from the gym the day before. She hopped out and knocked on his door gently.
“Good morning, big bro!” she said happily. “Is there anything I can get for you?”
“Anne?” he asked. His voice sounded groggy through the door.
“That's right! I'm up. Can I make you breakfast?”
It felt so right, making a man a meal. She felt like doing it all day, for as long as he had a stomach that needed filling.
“Oh, sure.” 
She heard a few thumping noises. If she held her nose close to the door, she could smell the thick, hot musk of cum and sweat. Man cum. When she got home from the gym last night, after spending the entire evening with Lauren, chatting up how wonderful Alan was, the house had been flooded with the scent and sounds of Alan's cumming. Every few minutes, he would ejaculate, banging his feet on the floor.
Carefully pressed up against his door last night, she had heard him moan “Marie!” and then “Lauren!” and then another name, something that rhymed with sand or tan, said at a much lower tone. She couldn't figure it out, but she hardly cared, just stroking her body next to his door while she knew he was cumming was enough for her. 
That hot scent of ejaculate was still coating the air near his door. She moaned, her hot long legs rubbing against each other against the door. She was fairly certain she had grown four or five inches in the past couple of days. That was so cool. She could be an even better, more flexible hot fuckdoll for her man now.
“Bring me a bowl of cereal, would you?”
“You got it, big bro!” Anne chirped.
She went down to the kitchen, taking out a bowl and a box of cereal.
After filling the bowl, she opened the fridge—out of milk! Drat. It would take forever to go back to the store to get some. Her man needed service right away.
Where was their mother, anyway? Anne hadn't seen her in a while, but it was . . . it was really hard to think about something like that. Alan had given her an order! She had to follow it.
Before she was conscious of what was happening, she had one tit draped over the bowl, and was squeezing her nipple. Milk leaked down onto the cereal, bit by bit, filling the bowl in less than a minute. Wow.
It smelled delicious. She was just about to bring it up to him, to get inside that amazing room with the thick atmosphere of his endless cum, but he was walking down the stairs. So, she pulled out a chair for him and put out a spoon. 
He was wearing only his boxers and a small t-shirt. It fit him tight, his muscles starting to bulge out from the fabric. He was looking ripped. Anne licked her lips hotly, openly admiring him.
He rubbed his hair sleepily, nodding at her when he sat down.
“Thanks, lady.”
“Of course, big bro.”
For a moment he just stared at the cereal, swirling his spoon around. Then he stared back up at her.
“Hey um . . .” 
He looked her up and down. She straightened out her chest. It was important for him to get a good view. Her chest was so fucking spectacular, now. Her tiny top smooshed her tits together so well, displaying them just like men liked. Lauren had showed her that trick. As much as he looked at her tits, she hoped he noticed her hips, too. They led so perfectly into her tiny waist and long, long legs. They were so deliciously wide—the kind that was perfect for bearing his wonderful children.
“Yes?”
He shook his head and sighed. “I'll tell you after I eat. I need some thinking fuel.”
Finally, he dug his spoon into the cereal and began eating. Alan was consuming her milk. He was in here with her, a big strong boy was in here, drinking her milk that she had made and that was so sooo hott. She dropped to her knees quietly, sliding her fingers inside her spandex and rubbing one engorged nipple while rubbing her hot slippery clit at the same time. 
She didn't want to distract him from eating, so she silently gasped out three hot little orgasms, trying to take her time. But it was just so perfectly wonderful, watching her big strong man swallow down her special milk like that. 
“Hey Sis,” Alan made a contemplative sound. “What all was in that bowl of—holy crap!”
Anne stared up at him, her fingers deep in her cunt, giggling helplessly.
“What are you doing?”
Another hot thrill of orgasm shot through her body. “Touching my clitty,” she said girlishly.
He sat up, walking to the other end of the kitchen. Anne pouted, her fingering tapering off. He hadn't finished his cereal. Alan stopped in front of the enormous pile of Shaped-Rite shakes next to the sink.
“Holy crap,” he said again. “How many of these have you had?”
“I  . . . um . . . lots? I guess like . . . gosh. How many days are in a month? Forty?”
“You had forty of these?”
She stood up, shaking her head. Her hair shimmered through the kitchen. “Of course not, silly. I had two months of them, was what I was trying to say.”
“You had eighty? Since three days ago?”
She shrugged. “Maybe? It was lots.” She giggled again.
He picked up a bottle, reading the label. “Shit, Anne. You're not supposed to have more than two a day, it says!”
She moved toward him, one foot right in front of the other. A model's walk. 
“Please don't be mad at me, big bro. I just wanted to get in good shape. I thought maybe if I was all in good shape, you'd feel good enough to be in shape too.”
His face softened a bit. He walked past her, ignoring her fingers as they clung to his arm. He sat down back in front of his cereal and took another bite. Anne's drenched cunt moistened just a bit more. Juices ran down her legs, making them shiny and sparkly.
“I have to think this through. Could you get me a drink?”
“Of course!”
“Not a shake, okay? Something else.”
She nodded happily. His back was turned to her. It only took a moment to grab a glass out from the counter and squeeze milk out from it. Breathing happily, her gorgeous face flushed, she place the glass right next to his bowl.
He drank down her milk once again. Anne's knees turned to jello. Her big strong bro was sucking down her milk like it was perfect nectar. She loved it. How had she even gotten so milk-heavy? Did it matter? It was so great.
He took another sip and looked at her chest, where the entire front of her spandex halter was stained.
“Is this—fuck! Anne, is this . . . is this your milk?”
She nodded, looking contrite. “Don't be mad. You liked it so much before that I . . .”
“Before? What do you mean before?”
She stared at the bowl of cereal, biting one luscious lip.
“Oh, shit,” he muttered. 
“I'm sorry you didn't like it,” she said softly. “I thought you would.”
“Of course I liked it! It's fucking delicious. But that's not the point, is it?”
He shook his head. First he stood up. Then he sat down. Then he stood up again, sat down again.
“This is so crazy. You were . . . I mean, no offense, but you were fat. Kind of repulsively so. You were really dragging under, sis.” 
She nodded. 
“I know. I'm sorry, big bro. I wasn't being a very good girl, then. It wasn't good of me to be so ugly. I really hope I'm better now. For you.”
He started to say something, and then stopped. He looked down at his lap.
“Christ, I'm fucking hard as a rock. How am I supposed to think like this?”
Anne strutted toward him and leaned over, staring down at his meat with him. His cock was huge, poking up through the hole in his boxers, blooming out from them like it was following the sun of Anne's beauty. She thought it was so great that she was so hot. It would be so easy to be what his cock needed her to be, so easy to do what his cock needed her to do.
“I can help you out, big bro.” 
She put a hand on his knee.
“No . . . we can't.”
“Why not? I just want to help.” 
She leaned in and kissed his cheek. She felt him jerk—her immensely soft hair had piled up around his crotch, completely surrounding his cock.  
“You can't think until you get rid of that delicious, hot, super yum-yum boner down there. And how are you supposed to think if you're jacking your own cock?” 
“That doesn't make any sense. I can just . . . I'll think about baseball, I don't know.”
“But Alannnn,” she whined. She was so close. Her hand slid up his thigh even more. “I'm sooo pretty now, aren't I? Are you really going to be able to stop thinking about me before your boner gets all rock solid again? If we just take care of it now, it'll be so much easier.”
Her hand was resting in the pocket of his crotch, next to his balls. He made no motions to stop her, his head tilted back.
“Oh, god,” he moaned.
She giggled happily, moving her hair all to one side. In a slick motion, she gathered up a handful of the thick locks and wrapped them around his cock with her hand. His cock spasmed wonderfully.
“If I cover it with my hair, like this,” she gave him a practice stroke, her hair just making the stroke slicker and softer than it would have been normally, “it's like we're not even touching, right?”
“Huh. Huh. Oh. Oh kay.” he grunted out, her strokes becoming quicker and quicker.
It felt so good to help out like this! She knelt down—men loved seeing good girls kneel down, so it was always a good idea to do so—and stroked him eagerly. Every few seconds she would gather up more of her hair to slide around his amazing rod, staring at it with open, easy love.
“I think . . . huh. I think this is working. It's getting a little . . . wow. A little easier to think.”
Anne smiled up at him happily, stroking. It was so good to be of service to her man.
“So, the shakes. They make you hotter. And thinner. And blonder. And a little dumber, too, and way more focused on sex. And make you milk. And then you wanted  . . . fuck. Wanted me to drink your milk.”
“Uh huh,” Anne moaned emphatically. “You drank my milk so good, big bro.”
“F-fuck,” Alan said, his cock jerking suddenly. 
He was cumming! Anne needed to gather all of it. She enveloped her lips over his thick rod, swallowing happily. It tasted so warm, so gooey and perfect, her stepbrother's cum pouring down her throat.
She loved him, she realized. She loved him dearly and wanted to do all she could to make him happy for the rest of her days. She just hoped she could be good enough, that she was a hot enough babe to make a total fuckstud hunk like him happy. 
Her sighs were deep and happy as she swallowed his cum, licking up the remains around his cock and balls. Her hands were full of his amazing seed. She had to resist the urge to lick it up off her fingers . . . for now.
For a few moments he just breathed hard, looking at her, stroking her hair.
“You weren't supposed to . . . weren't supposed to swallow like that.”
He got up and pushed her away, and then staggered back upstairs. 
Anne pouted for a moment. Soon, she would help him understand. How he was her Man, and she was his special girl that needed to get knocked up and bred completely by his amazing seed. 
After sitting there and thinking for a moment, she got up and grabbed an empty shake bottle from the counter. There was still so much cum in her hands, her hair. It all slid into the bottle easily. It didn't seem like it was drying at all, like how she read cum was normally supposed to. Alan was anything but normal. 
The spunk was so slick in the bottle. Staying potent, staying so strong, just like her Alan. She sighed, feeling her knees go weak with the thought of him. He had filled her so well.
The doorbell rang.
Anne answered it—Lauren was posing there, tossing her thick hair back. She was wearing a tiny black and yellow bikini, with thick yellow knee-high schoolgirl socks and a black pair of those high-heeled sneakers. It was not an outfit suitable for . . . well, anything at all, really, except showing off her incredibly smooth muscle tone and perfect proportions.
“Hey girl,” said the sensationally built brunette. “Ready to get to the gym? The day's wasting.”
“Yup!” said Anne. “Just let me grab my bags.”
Anne strutted across the living room, putting on her platform sandals. A good girl learned to exercise in any hot footwear she had. That she understood that so completely was one reason she knew that this morning was totally not going to be the last time she had Alan's sweet cum pour down her throat.
“You look totally hot today,” she said to Lauren cheerily. “I love your hair.”
It was impossible not to love Lauren's hair. It stretched down to her waist in a mouthwatering cascade of eminently shiny locks and curls. She made every movement sparkle.
“Is Alan here?” Lauren looked around. “I kind of wanted to show off to him. You made him sound like such a hunk.”
“He's a total hunk. He's not in the mood for that sort of thing, I think. He's a bit grumpy.”
Lauren shrugged. With her body, she made it a poetic motion. “His loss. I love having men, you know, hunks. I like it when they look at me. But I don't want them doing anything about it. Is that weird? I think I'm more into girls.”
Anne nodded. “I thought you might be.”
They both giggled.
“I sort of thought I was more into girls than guys, too,” said Anne distantly, “but all it took was the right guy.”
She grabbed her bag from the living room—already loaded down with Shaped-Rite Shakes—and slid her arm around Lauren. 
After getting into the car, Lauren snapped her fingers and lightly slapped the steering wheel.
“Hey, I forgot all my shakes,” said Lauren. “I'm a total ditz today. Can I borrow yours?”
Anne nodded happily. “That's so cool!”
Lauren looked at her, confused.
The hot blonde squeezed her brunette doll closer. “I wanted you to try one of mine, that's all! I think it's a new flavor. You'll love it.”
The bottle full of her stepbrother's cum, still so glistening and shiny and warm, was at the top of her bag. She would make sure Lauren swallowed it all.




Audrey:
Audrey edged toward the grocery manager in the back of his store. After a few minutes of pleading, she had managed to get an audience with him. It wasn't very long before she was leaning over his desk, showing off her tight, hot body to him.
The grocery manager's name was Lyle. He was balding, overweight, and short. Audrey despised him for being such a mockery of a man, and so it was easy to justify taking advantage of him. 
There was a picture of his wife and daughter on his desk, at the daughter's college graduation. Audrey recognized the wife—she had been getting fucked from behind by the stud running the juice stand in the gym for the past two days straight. 
And, she couldn't be sure, but she thought she had seen the twenty-something daughter on her knees, happily sucking a bench-pressing stud  in the weight room. There was a lot of that going on, though, so she could easily be mistaken.
“Miss Dyson,” Lyle shook his head, “you can't expect me not to charge you anything to show your items in this store. I mean, we take a percentage. That's how it works. And I have to run it through regional. And—”
She put a finger on his mouth, shushing him.
“Can't you like, make an exception in this case?” she asked breathily. Her jacket fell open, revealing her perfectly perky braless tits.
She easily had the body of an incredibly fit twenty-two year old. An incredibly fit and incredibly busty twenty-two year old. She didn't care how. She was loving every second of it, like every minute of age she had lived past her early twenties had been converted into total bliss.
If Audrey stopped to think about where she was and why, after she fingered herself into blissful heaven from just the thought of doing something this sexy, she might offer a severe reproach to herself. 
And then relentless finger her pussy again for the thought of being disciplined.
Iron knew how to discipline her. For three straight hours after he had bathed her in his cum, he laid her over his lap and spanked her ass. 
“This is for not coming to me earlier,” he said, striking her ass. “This is for not falling down on your knees when you first saw me.” Thwack. “This one is for not getting into shape sooner.” Thwack. “This one is for not being born as gorgeous as I want you to be.”
And so on. It was so fucking hot. Audrey's pussy spasmed just from recalling it. Iron really set her straight. She was so happy he could guide her, that he could be her big strong man that gave her all this good direction.
In front of the grocery manager, now, she had on a tiny peach-colored business suit, complete with micro skirt and tall tall heels. Her jacket couldn't button all the way together due to the size of her incredible mammaries, despite how pencil-thin her waist had become.
Lyle looked up at her, mouth hanging open. 
“M-Miss. M-miss miss. M-miss Dyson. Y-your . . . top. Your breasts. Your top breasts jacket. You . . . breasts. Big.”
Audrey smiled and grabbed his coffee cup. It was rather simple to milk one tit with her hand, filling the cup halfway. She pressed it into his amazed mouth. He swallowed obediently, especially when she tilted his chin up with a finger.
Immediately, his cock swelled in his pants. Gingerly, she opened up his zipper, and guided his hand down to the cock. 
“Stroke for me,” she said. “Stroke for my tits.”
He nodded dumbly, obeying instantly.
Little boys like this hardly deserved to be called men. If she would try this with Iron, he'd have her bent over the desk, begging for his cock in no seconds flat. There was no way she was going to come anywhere close to touch his pathetic little cock. But, weak puny blobs like this one had his uses. 
“You're going to stock our yummy shakes, aren't you sweety?”
“Yes, ma'am.”
“You're going to give us whatever we ask for them, aren't you?”
He stroked harder. “Y-yes ma'am. Whatever you say.”
“And if I come back, telling you to do something else, you're not going to give me any trouble, are you?”
“No, ma'am.”
“Why not?”
“B-because you . . . you're boobs. Your hots. Your tits I mean. Your tits. Oh god. M-m-milk!”
Words flooded out of him in erratic patterns now, just verbal silly string.
“Do you need to cum, sweetie? Do you need to cum because I'm so fucking hot?”
He nodded wordlessly.
“Go ahead. Cum to my hotness. Cum for me.”
He grunted and obeyed, spurting all over himself. Audrey averted her eyes, tossing him a box of tissues. His smell was filling the office—it repulsed her. She wanted Iron's smell back, it's endless potent manliness.
She buttoned her jacket back up. That had gone well.
It was so nice to do her Man's good work. He was going to get so strong with her working for him.




Alan:
Marie arrived right on time, though when he opened the door, she was greedily chugging away at a Shaped-Rite Shake.
Her outfit was one of his favorites that Mega-Girl had ever worn. He had the image of it saved on his computer in his “Favorites” folder, even though it was a drawing. It sported thigh-high white boots and a baby blue one-piece bikini, barely covering the tanned curves of her legs and ass. 
Marie wore it perfectly, which took Alan a minute to realize—when had Marie gotten a tan since yesterday? And yet she did—her skin radiant and bronzed, just like Mega-Girl's. Just like Anne's for that matter.
A metallic colored “M” sat over her cleavage like big metal wings, matching the hot little metal wings attached to her elbow-length white gloves.
He took his time looking her up and down. She seemed to enjoy it, posing happily, thrusting her hips this way and that. Her hair—had it gotten longer? And even a little straighter—tumbling now into curls, framing her face with a little more intentional design, instead of the wild tangle of unruly hair from just the day before. But still, enough wildness in the traversing locks to inspire his cock to twitch just from glancing at it. 
And . . . she certainly hadn't had a six pack yesterday when she had been flexing her abdomen for him. And yet there she was—breathing in and revealing a hot collection of perfectly toned abs, breathing out and showing off a tight, taut, soft tummy that was perfect for filling up with the endless amounts of cum he wanted to stuff inside her.
Fuck.
“Mega-Girl reporting for duty, Sentinel.” She tossed her hair back, jutted out one leg, and gave a little salute, carelessly tossing the shake bottle out into the street.
“Fuck,” he said dumbly.
She licked up the little dribble of shake that had landed on her chin with a long, thick little tongue.
“So, invite me in, stupid. It's cold out here.”
He smiled sheepishly. “Right! Come in.”
Alan stepped aside to let her through the door, but she snuggled in close to him and kiss his neck. 
“It's good to see you,” she said softly. “I was kind of worried when you ran off yesterday.”
They walked into the living room as he tried to mumble out some response, but he was just too busy devouring every bit of her. Lord, she looked so fuckable. How was he supposed to focus on anything except spreading her legs apart and giving her what she so obviously wanted?
Alan took one gloved hand and sat her down on one part of the couch. He tried to sit next to her, but not too close—Marie instead just crawled over on top of him, one booted leg draping over his, sliding her gloved hands under his face.
“What was wrong, stud? You can tell me.”
“Nothing,” he shook his head. 
Fuck, she was gorgeous. Her skin had definitely gotten clearer. There wasn't a hint of a blemish or acne of any kind, anywhere. He took in the sight of her, each new centimeter of bare skin holding more and more boner-building qualities. She just exuded life. How much cum would it take to fill her up and get her totally pregnant?
Fuck. Where had that thought come from?
He had no idea. But now, all he could think of was her tiny superheroine outfit all swelled up with her engorged navel, her milk-heavy tits leaking out of the tiny bits of spandex just barely covering her nipples.
It probably wouldn't take more than a couple loads of his cum to get her incredibly pregnant. He'd give her twins. Triplets. Quintuplets. Load after load, more and more full of his perfect batch of babymaking seed.
Thoughts of these kind had been plaguing him as of late, especially after this morning with the incident with Anne's milk. As much as the thought had initially repulsed him, he couldn't deny how completely it turned him on. He could still feel the milk inside of him, filling him up with an incredible arousal, a need to spread and proliferate and dominate. 
He had run up the stairs earlier because he was scared of bending Anne over the kitchen table and knocking her up right there. She had been making special milk, just for him to drink. That was so crazy, so hot, so crazy hot. 
Just like Marie in her tiny slutty outfit.
For another little while, they just sat together on the couch, not saying much. She seemed content to caress his neck and face, staring up at him, waiting for him to speak. That was a good girl. Men spoke first. Alan felt like that was something important to understand, for both of them.
“Can we just be honest for a minute?”
“Yes. Please!”
She put her hands around his. Her leather gloves were so soft and warm.
“I'm a little confused. Yesterday you were the girlfriend of a good friend of mine. Today, you want to go out with me. And I'm not . . . not a ladies' man. I'm not really that good with women, generally.”
She rolled her eyes. “Greg is a loser. One look at you, one smell,” she bit her lip, and inhaled again, “and I knew he was the wrong guy for me. I can't explain it. It's really basic. Too basic to explain. It just is. It's right. I want nothing to do with him. You're better than him, anyway. You could totally take him in a fight.”
“Oh . . . okay. I guess.”
“God, you would just destroy him.” She threw her head back and laughed. He admired her beautiful neck, the way it led down into the immense mammaries she boasted. “And I know that like, if we ever fucked, you and me I mean, you'd totally destroy me, too.” 
She smiled absently. 
“It was really hard putting this outfit on, thinking about what you were going to do to me later if I was good enough for you. If I made you want me, like a good girl. I had to keep touching myself to stay calm.”
Her eyes opened wide, looking almost desperate. She licked her lips. 
Alan shook his head. “But, don't you see? That's not like you, right? It's this whole town. Something really fucking off is happening. I don't know what it is. I stay inside all the time. I like it, I do, but I feel like I've missed out on some stuff. But I know there's these shakes, and people take them and become like, super sexy sex-obsessed nymphos. Except I had some and I'm not one.”
“I've had a lot of those, too. Would you call me a nympho?”
He felt like he was treading on dangerous ground. He didn't want to insult her. 
“No, of course not.”
She looked a bit hurt.
“I mean you're sexy as hell, Marie. But you seem to have your mind, still. Which is sexy too.”
She perked up again, smiling devilishly. 
“Can I be honest now?”
“Of course.”
He hoped she had some input on the subject—something she had seen that could illuminate it all. It wasn't enough that he had sort of figured it out—he needed all the answers.
“I'm really interested in making out with you and sucking your cock,” she said. “I just want to suck you completely dry.”
“Oh.” Alan shook his head. “Wait, what?”
“It's okay,” Marie said, smiling. She had such a terrific smile. “I've figured it all out. I know you said how you only really like to stay indoors, right? So we don't have to go out. I don't have to be your girlfriend or anything, if you don't want. That was just like, a pipe dream of mine. I would be totally fine just being the lucky girl who gets to be facefucked by your amazing fucking rod once in a while. I've figured it all out. I'll just sleep and snuggle at your feet until you need a good blowjob. I won't even have to eat anything, I'll just live off your cum. Please?”
“Marie, I—”
She moaned, touching a nipple through her teensy outfit. “Oh my god, yeah. Say my name, you fucking stud.”
Her gloved hands went down to his pants, undoing them easily. His length sprang directly into her hands right away.
“Call me your little Mega-Girl slut, Sir. Please?”
It was impossible to say how he wasn't already cumming. Certainly he felt like he could. Her hands on his shaft were so warm, so soft in their hot little ridiculous gloves. She looked up at him with her big brown eyes, so shiny and glazed over with lust.
Fuck it. He could figure it all out later.
“My little Mega-Girl slut,” he said, his voice low. “You're my Mega-Girl slut.”
Moaning, she kept stroking his cock as she slid completely into his body and kissed him. Her tongue was so smooth, so wet. He thought he could still taste the thick cream of the Shaped-Rite Shake on her breath.
He broke the kiss, tugging her thick tangle of hair back. “Suck me off, Mega-Girl. Suck my cock like a good super slut.”
Her eyes lit up, ecstatic that he was taking initiative at last. Alan nodded as her lips slid down on top of his massively hard shaft. 
Yeah, take the initiative. Girls like that. Guys like him should be in charge. That all made sense. She was so soft, so malleable. She needed someone to tell her what to do. He had to be confident for her, strong for her.
Her massive tits slid up underneath his balls on the couch, resting there comfortably while she wrapped her mouth up and down his cock. She moaned as she took him in, and moaned as she slid off. Alan barely had time to reflect that this was his very first blowjob. It felt so right, so correct, that he couldn't focus on anything except how much he deserved it. He was her stud.
This was fun, indulging her kink. Making her feel like all her needs were taken care of. Alan could get used to this.
“You're mine, now, Mega-Girl,” he grunted out, rubbing his hands through her thick hair. 
“Mmmhmmm!” she moaned out, slurping up and down on his shaft. 
It was just so hot. His own personal superheroine fucktoy babe happily slurping down his cock. He could already envision this same scene happening again and again. Maybe his sister would join in. 
Without warning, the thought of his sister sucking him off with Marie's help, maybe even the two of them dolled up just like Marie, flooded his mind.
He grabbed Marie suddenly and slid on top of her on the couch. His cock fit easily between the enormous valley of her cleavage. His cock—already so slick with her saliva and his precum—slid between the enormous tits and into her mouth with almost no effort. 
Take the initiative, he told himself. Yeah. Fuck your super slut's tits.
He didn't bother to hold back. That would have been an insult to Marie and how hot she had dressed up for him. He used her, thrashing into every pump, all his strength used to squeeze her big tits down onto his thick meat and jam his cockhead into her soft, silky mouth.
Anne had big tits like this, he thought. He could fuck her just like he was fucking Marie. 
He came, not bothering to tell Marie it was going to happen. She would swallow. She was a good girl. His cum sprayed all over, every bit of hot warmth shooting into her mouth, down into her belly, on top of her tits, and smearing across her gorgeous face. She sucked down every bit that she could, staring up at him with her adoration in her big brown eyes. 
It felt like she was cumming too from the way her hips were thrusting up and down beneath him, gyrating above her head on the couch. Her eyes glazed over, and then Alan watched in amazement as they whited out somewhat—not rolling upwards, but the actual irises and all the rest whitening out, like a thick cloud was rolling over them. 
He slid off from on top of her. For a few moments, he still spurted down on her outfit and her face, which had gone completely blank. Stray shots of cum sparkled all over her body.
For all Alan could tell, she was unconscious, knocked out from the power of his cum.
He tried to get up and care, to be compassionate. But all he could really think was how proud he was of fucking her mouth so hard. That was a man's work.




Anne:
Some boy was following her home.
She didn't know him, and frankly, didn't want to know him. He was chunky and looked enormously grumpy, wearing a long dark brown trenchcoat, and sporting one of those tacky long chinstrap beards. 
Anne wished that Lauren had been able to drive her home, but the poor brunette had cum herself silly in the gym bathroom shortly after Anne gave her the bottle full of Alan's delicious warm cum. Lauren had slurped it down, just like a shake, and then all of a sudden had trouble standing up straight.
Anne helped her into the bathroom, fingering her the whole way. Lauren's eyes had gotten completely blurry.
“It's okay,” Anne purred in her ear. “You belong to Alan, now. Alan's girl. You're Alan's special girl.”
Lauren had only been able to moan in agreement. She wasn't much for conversation, her fingers sliding in and out of her cunt on automatic, even as her other hand ceaselessly attended her quickly-growing tits. Anne guessed that they were getting all filled up with milk now that she had been attached to a man, like a good girl.
Anne had been attached to Alan for the longest time, now. She realized that was what all of this had been about. Becoming Alan's.
And now some stupid boy was following her, thinking that just because she was dressed hot and looked like a total babe that could fuck for weeks on end, that she belonged to just anybody.
“Hey!” he finally called out as she turned up the walkway to her house. “Hey, Anne. Hold up!”
“Go away,” she said, and then yelled up into the house, “Alan!”
There was a loud succession of thumps from inside and then Alan pulled open the door. It came off of its hinges a bit at the top, swinging lopsidedly. He was shirtless, in his boxers, his cocktip hanging down beneath just beyond the fabric. Anne quickly slid through the door, hiding behind her Man.
“What the hell?” said Alan. “Greg?”
“Yeah.” 
The chunky young man looked a bit cowed, seeing Alan's half-naked form.
Alan pointed at the street. “You better get the hell out of here, man.”
“Hey, you stole my girlfriend. Screw you.”
“So, you want to ask out my stepsister or something? Take a hike.”
“I just want to talk to her for a bit, that's all.”
Greg moved forward and tried to push past Alan. Alan delivered a quick body blow to his side, twisted his arm around and pushed him to the ground.
“Get the hell out of here, I said. This is my place. My property. My women.”
Greg scrambled on the ground and ran off, giving Alan the bird.
Anne's pussy was drenched. The second Alan came back inside, she fell to her knees before him, hastily unzipping his pants. 
“Big bro,” she moaned, “I really need to thank you!”
He was so strong. He had fought off her attacker and she had to show her appreciation. She licked her thick, sleek lips. She felt like a hot sports car. It wasn't fair just to be in front of someone all day and not let him drive. It wasn't acceptable for him to protect the car from being stolen and not to give him a ride.
He pushed her away. “No, sis. You can't. Y-you . . .”
Pressed up against him, she could feel his cock growing, his blood pumping, betraying his words.
“Please, stud? I want to show you how good you are to me.”
His cock just grew and grew. Anne stroked it happily, looking up at him with beseeching eyes.
A long breath flew out of his body. “Just . . . just make it quick, okay?”
Anne squealed happily, sinking her mouth down on his shaft. She bobbed up and down, happy little moans pouring out of her.
“You know, I was kind of mad at you for a while,” he mused.
She made an understanding sound, slurping him lovingly.
“I shouldn't have been. We're in this together. I shouldn't have tried to push you away.”
She moaned appreciatively, holding his ass cheek as she fucked her mouth with his cock. He was so delicious.
“But . . . what's happening with this town, we have to fight it. I mean, it's . . . too weird. Too out there. I can't just let it happen. I have to fight.”
Anne moaned affirmatively. Her pussy blazed, thinking of Alan doing any fighting at all. Imagining him crushing invader after invader. That was so hot.
“We have to . . . fight fire with fire. This stuff makes muscles, right? These shakes do, right? I've gotten really strong lately just from drinking a few. So, if I'm going to fight these people making them at that gym, then I need a lot of muscles.”
He looked down at Anne then, as if he remembered suddenly that she was there. His load shot hard against the back of her throat, filling up her tummy quickly, utterly drenching her insides with his hot spunk. Then he came again, and again. It felt like he was doing it on command. God, he was so strong.
He held her face in place, fucking it vigorously by thrusting his hips forward again and again, until Anne could barely breath. The cum leaked out of her mouth and she was totally helpless, her big tits  mashing and unmashing against his legs.
Finally he let her go, spraying a few extra times on her body. Marking her tits, her hot back. He was so good to her.
“You're going to fight him?” Anne felt herself wet with the thought. “You're going to fight Iron?”
“Is that the guy's name?”
“He runs the gym.”
“Okay, then. I'm going to train all night. And yeah. Then I'm going to fight him”
It wasn't long before they found some old dumb bells in the garage, buried beneath piles of her old portfolios.  They shoved all her stupid old art stuff in a corner. What did art matter when her real art was her body? When her real passion was serving her man Alan all day long? That was femininity: serving men like they deserved, being owned by a truly strong male.
They set up a couple of full length mirrors against the wall, so Alan could watch his lifting form, and put a big stack of Shaped-Rite shakes next to him on a table.
He started with curls and shrugs, pumping the weight easily. Anne licked her lips, fingering her pussy, watching his muscles clearly getting bigger right before her eyes.
After a few sets, he chugged down another shake. His cock transformed into another heart-achingly gorgeous boner right before her eyes, straining against the gym shorts he had put on. 
Anne wanted to help him. She got down to her knees and pulled his shorts down. He didn't protest. He barely even registered that she was there, staring in the mirror and lifting those big, heavy, manly weights.
After he finished another set—consisting of forty or fifty repetitions—he casually unleashed another torrent of cum in her belly. She felt it moving inside of her, melding with her body, making her sexier, hotter, more connected to her Man.
He pushed her off then, and she giggled and crawled around behind him, staring at his ever-strengthening body in the mirrors with him, his cock dripping with her saliva, his thick precum.
She slid up behind him with her hand around his waist, her fingers around his semi-hard cock.
“You're gonna conquer him, big bro,” she cooed. “Look at how fucking strong you are. All this weight.”
“Yeah,” he breathed, his cock getting harder.
“You're gonna break him in half, and then you're going to take his woman. Because you're so big and mighty. You're my hot brother savior. My knight in big bro armor. You're such a fucking stud, Alan.”
“Sir,” he groaned out, pumping his waist into her hand now. “Call me Sir.”
“Oh yes, my big bro Sir.” Anne bit her lip, grinding her wet pussy into the back of his muscled thigh. “That's so right and good, to call you Sir.”
She stroked his cock harder, faster. It was already hard again. She got down to her knees in front of the massive meat. It was already leaking out thick, delicious precum. She smiled and licked it up.
“Thank you, Sir, for letting me call you Sir, big bro. It's so good of you.”
After that, she sank her head down on his cock again. Her thick golden mane trailed down to the floor, where it gathered in a soft puddle of femininity. She loved how soft and long her hair had become. It was hard not to imagine what Alan saw—staring in the tall mirror at himself, getting stronger with every second, a golden bimbo goddess adoring his cock and sucking down every droplet of precum and cum that he blessed her with.
The door opened up and Anne watched a beautiful, massively busty girl in a superheroine outfit stumble in. Hot droplets of shiny cum trailed up and down her amazingly tight body.
“Baby?” she mumbled, stumbling forward in the junk of the garage. “Sir? Did I do something wrong? Where did you go?”
“Here, Marie.”
She turned toward them and her face lit up immediately. “There you are!”
She dropped to her knees and crawled toward him.
“Scoot,” she said to Anne. “He deserves both of us here.”
Anne giggled, moving aside. “I'm Anne. His stepsister.”
“I'm his girlfriend,” purred Marie, licking his cock along the shaft.
Anne licked his cock in turn, staring in Marie's eyes. “I'm his—.”
“No, I'm his—.”
“No, I'm his . . .” Anne stopped, watching Marie lick her stepbrother's beautiful cock.
“I'm his,” Marie repeated, staring back.
“I'm his.”
“I'm his.”
He grunted. Anne could feel his balls bunching up for another orgasm.
They both looked up at him together.
“We're yours,” they chanted, “we're yours.” 
They licked away at his thick, wonderful shaft, happy smiles on their faces.
Alan nodded. “I know, girls. I know.”
Day 4




Anne:
When they came to the gym the next morning, none of them had rested, though none of them seemed to care. Drinking the shakes, as always, had kept their energy levels way up. 
Alan didn't bother with much clothing, just his gym shorts and a pair of shoes. His now-massive musculature dwarfed most of the men they crossed. Anne and Marie hung on his arm happily, a pair of delicious decorations made to adore him. He was easily twice their size, so it was good there were two of them, to get somewhere close to pleasing him so well.
Anne had on a similar outfit to Lauren the day before—a bright orange bikini, with thick black socks and tall tall platform heels. Her brilliant gold hair shimmered out behind her, looking like it was curving reality as she strutted.
Marie insisted on matching Anne, wearing bright orange thigh-high boots with matching gloves. Her gorgeous legs completely encased in the bright leather. Her elbow-length gloves matched perfectly. An orange-trimmed black halter leotard covered her sensationally stacked chest. She assured Alan that it was definitely an in-canon outfit.
Both the sensational babes' waists were incredibly tiny and incredibly muscled, tight and perfect for being filled, their hips flaring out wide. Their every step was perfectly timed with the other, and with their Sir's, as they stared up at him adoringly. This was only proper. 
Bubbles was at the front of the gym, smiling brightly at the young family.
“Hello all!” she gushed. “I bet you're here to talk to Iron?”
“Yeah.” said Alan. “You're going to show me to him, right away.”
Bubbles nodded, her face looking somewhat serious. “Of course. I know my place.”
She led them to a yoga studio in the back of the gym. Several women completely stopped what they were doing to drool at Alan. A few fell off their treadmills. Anne noticed some men openly staring at her and Marie, fondling their cocks. She halfway wished they would try to take her. They'd see what her Man could do. He had gotten so completely dominantly strong. Her cunt sang just from being near his massive musculature.
In the yoga studio, Audrey was wrapped around Iron's waist, pressed into a corner. They were making out like teenagers. When the trio walked in, Iron let her drop down, not bothering to catch her. She slid around for a moment on the mats, giggling, breathing hard.
“Alan!” Iron said cheerily, stepping toward him with a hand out. “Glad to see you. Your stepmom here has convinced me to give you a job.” He chuckled. “She did quite the job herself, if you know what I mean.”
He winked. Anne was a little confused. She supposed that was her mother, but her mother hadn't been quite so curvy, so sexy, so young. She looked like a teenager. 
Anne knew her Man, knew he was resisting the urge to pin Audrey somewhere, fuck her ruthlessly. Or maybe that was just her own fantasy.
Alan looked at Iron's hand and shook his head. “You can't have my stepmom as your personal fucktoy. I don't care what job you give me.”
“Sure I can.” Iron smiled. “I'm a strong guy, don't you worry. I'll take good care of her.”
“That's not what I meant!”
“I know what you meant,” said Iron, walking toward him. “But look, I'm not sure what you're all torn up about.”
“You've changed us,” said Alan. “Changed this town. It was all you doing it.”
“And now you got three beautiful girls desperate to suck your cock. I'd say that's a win, bud.”
“But it's . . . it's wrong.”
Iron laughed. “Wrong? Wrong is when women are walking around, acting like they can be bosses of anything except babymaking. That's wrong. What I've done is manufacture some rightness. And everybody's happier. Everybody knows their place. And you,” he wagged a finger at Alan, “You oughta be more grateful. Your mom told me how angry you get, even though she's been so nice to you. And now, you're a total stud, you've got three girls desperate to have your babies, I'm giving you a job, and you're mad at me? Grow up, kid. Learn to forgive. Life is nicer that way.”
A flash of consideration seemed to settle on Alan's face. He squeezed Anne's ass hard. She knew the words had to have an effect on him. He was already so much happier than he had been a few days ago—and Anne was going to do everything she could to keep making him happier.
“You keep saying I have three girls.” Alan shook his head. “Are you not able to count anymore? Did all those shakes poison your brain?”
“Oh, I can count, bud,” Iron snapped his fingers. 
Lauren strutted into the room, wearing a tiny pleated skirt and prim white socks with bows on the edges. A remarkably tiny sweater struggled, unsuccessfully, to hide the gorgeous sight of her perfect young breasts. She had a black silk collar with a golden heart-shaped locket around her neck.
“Hi Alan,” she said softly. “I'm really glad you're here. I've needed you for like, so long. It was so long, and I didn't even know about it.”
Alan backed away, but Anne and Marie both leaned in. They knew he needed Lauren. Needed to fuck her and breed her, just like she needed to be fucked and bred.
“I didn't know at first,” said Lauren, “but then Anne fed me your hot, perfect cum, and she called me last night and told me all about how you fucked up that Greg kid who came to your door. Now I know you'll be a perfect protector for me and all our kiddies.”
Alan looked at Anne, then Marie, then Lauren again. Lauren stepped close to him, wrapped her arms around his neck. Love shined in her beautiful green eyes. 
Alan's voice was thick. Anne saw his cock was even thicker. “But  . . . I . . . kiddies?”
Lauren nodded, leaning into his big, firm muscles. He seemed to automatically rest his hand on top of the curve of her tight ass. She giggled in satisfaction at his touch. 
“That's right, baby. You're going to fill me up with your hot fucking baby batter. You're going to make me bust at the seams. And pretty soon I'll be the most preggo gal in town. All thanks to your superhot cum.”
She had started tugging at his cock. His pants fell to the floor, revealing his incredibly defined legs and ass. Alan was so hot, thought Anne. She was such a lucky babe to have him be so close to her. She stepped forward on the other side of Lauren, sliding under one thick, granite arm. She knew he could feel the hot thickness of her hair, how the immense mane framed her tiny, busty body.
“And me, too,” she cooed happily. “It'll be me and her, and Marie too. . . and of course, we'll be telling all our friends how good and pregnant you got us.”
Her hand joined Lauren's on his thickening rod. It was so big. Anne loved him and his cock so much.
Marie nodded, sliding up behind him. Her thick, hot tits resting against his back. He towered over all of them, not a one reaching his shoulder, even in their ridiculously high heels.
“Of course,” purred Marie, “now that you've got this cool job, anybody who comes into the gym will see how good you are, too...”
“This . . . this doesn't make sense.” Alan's voice was slow, like he was drunk on the sight and feel of his girls. Anne squealed inwardly. She was having such an effect. “Preg . . . pregnant? None of you are pregnant.”
Iron came forward, one hand on his hips. “Isn't it about time you changed that, bub? If you don't knock these babes up, somebody like me is just going to do it for you. Is that what you want?”
“No,” Alan shook his head. “You're right. I'm . . . I'm sorry.”
“He's so right,” whispered Lauren. 
Marie nodded emphatically into his back. “Knock us up, baby.”
Anne gave his cock several long, encouraging tugs. “Knock me up with a baby right now, big bro. Please?”
Iron smiled, his hand deep inside the crack of Audrey's ass. Anne's bimbofied mother had one leg wrapped around Iron, whispering needily in his ear. 
“I've got to run, my man.” He slapped Audrey's ass loudly. She jumped and giggled happily. “Don't worry about your stepmom, okay? She'll have a new family real soon.”
Iron exited the room and immediately Anne kneeled before her stepbrother, staring up at him with an open mouth, tongue out. Lauren and Marie quickly followed suit, all three automatically wrapping their legs around each other in a chorus of coos.
“Fuck our mouths, baby,” cooed Marie, pushing her tits together between her tight spandex straps.
Alan moaned, his arms spreading out. His cock was completely hard now, right in front of them. It was so fucking large; its several pounds of manmeat proudly on display, held up effortlessly by his gigantic frame. Anne's hand didn't even wrap all the way around it anymore. If she hadn't been transformed into such a perfect breeding bitch, it would rip her apart the second it entered her.
His hand wrapped around Anne's shoulder, and then Marie and Lauren's. He pushed them all backward, off their knees and on their backs to the ground, where they thudded happily. 
“Who wants it first?”
They all cried out, raising their hands. Smiling, he dragged his cock over the outstretched knees of the three virgins. They each gasped, their hot cunts getting wetter and wetter as he delayed.
“Lauren, I've jerked off to you more times than I can count.” 
The brunette moaned happily, spasming a bit. Anne was sure she had cum. After all, Anne would have if Alan said something like that about her.
He slid his cock over to Marie. “You are a completely hot little superheroine slut, even if you're kind of nuts.”
Anne didn't even have to wonder—Marie definitely came from his words. She could smell the hot, sweet release of orgasm flooding the room.
Alan brought his cock over to Anne, pushing her perfect thighs together around his shaft. 
“But you, sis. You're the one who gets my seed first. You're just so fucking hot now.”
“I'm hot for you!” she moaned, thrusting her hips upward, opening her decorated legs wide. “Only for my big bro!”
“That's right,” he grunted, moving down to his knees, “Only for me.”
Anne screamed in bliss the second he shoved inside of her. He curled her legs up on top of her mind-numbingly perfect tits. Even as his cock was delivering universes of pleasure to her cunt, her hot legs were rubbing hot on her thick nipples, delivering even more delicious thrills up and down her body. 
She stared up at him in open worship, her mouth barely able to form coherent words. His big, thick hands had slid up underneath her, guiding her pace completely as she buried himself inside of her again and again. 
“You're s-soo strong, big bro!” she cried out. “So fucking strong!”
Marie and Lauren slid next to her, their tits smooshed against her sides, their faces looking up at Alan's along with Anne's. Their eyes just as wide as Anne's, their mouths forming hot sweet half-formed phrases of worship.
“So strong!”
“So fucking hot!”
“Breed her, baby!”
“Breed me, please!”
Alan couldn't hold back any longer. He unloaded inside of his sister, filling her womb completely with hot, gushing, babymaking seed. It was so hot, so potent and thick, sticking to every single part of her. Her eyes glowed with love, with purpose and love as she stared up at him. 
She was going to be a mommy for him! She was so fucking pregnant just for her big man, all for him! It was a dream come true, sitting in hot gooey form in her belly.
“Fuck,” Lauren moaned. “Do me next!”
Marie slid on top of Anne, her nipples trailing over the blond's lovely face. “Me next, baby, please!” 
“Get on all fours,” Alan said. “Both of you.”
“Yes, Sir!” they chirped together.
When he pulled out his massive cock, Anne saw why it felt like his seed was filling her up so inexorably—it's because he was still cumming. Every few seconds his dick would shoot and spurt out a few more long streams of seed. 
Within seconds he had jammed himself between Marie's legs, his cock ripping straight through her flimsy spandex panties. He gripped her tight ass and shuddered several times, pounding deep inside of her.
“Oh holy fuck it's so hot. It's so hot. It's so hot!”
Anne watched him pull his cock out—still spurting out cum incessantly—and jam it deep inside of Lauren. Her legs splayed out instantly, and she screamed happily. He spanked her ass hard, timing it with every involuntary jerk of his cock. Lauren was so light and thin, every time his mammoth rod spasmed, her body lifted up off the ground.
Fuck. My big bro is so strong, thought Anne.
Eventually he seemed to stop cumming, folding over on top of the gorgeous Lauren while still inside her. 
Anne, her cloud of bliss still fogging up her head, crawled over to him and began stroking his completely relaxed muscles. 
“I bet you could keep fucking us,” she purred. “I bet a big, strong big bro like you is full of seed to pump his little slutlets up with.”
He turned to her and grinned. Lauren, slumped over, suddenly straightened out on the floor, her legs widening once more.
“Fuck,” she moaned. “He's fucking hard again. Hard inside me. Oh my god.”
It turned into a very productive night.
Day 153




Anne:
“That's it, girls. Stretch your knees wide. Remember to breathe.”
Anne loved teaching her pregnant yoga class. The girls were all so receptive. This was so much better than some silly art degree ever could have been.
The class had over twenty women in it, each incredibly pregnant. All still miraculously fit. Alan's seed had treated them very well. Everyone was still working on her first baby, just like Anne was. Her own belly had swelled to enormous proportions, rivaling her tits for the title of sexiest curve on her body.
Alan had more girls even than Iron. Iron didn't seem to mind. He was a believer in the cause, of making things how they should be—hot women serving strong men, no matter what the ratios.
Two girls showed up at the door, right as Anne was about to switch stretches. “Oh hi! We're here for the two o'clock?”
“Are you Alan's girls?” 
They shook their heads. “I belong to Kyle,” said the redhead. “And she's Ian's.”
Anne shrugged. “Haven't heard of those two. This class is for Alan's girls. You might want to check the room down the way.”
“All of these are his?”
Anne nodded, grinning and looking over the class. “That's right.”
“Wow. You guys are so lucky to have such a strong, fertile man.”
The other nodded. “Is he . . . I mean, is he available?”
Her friend nodded hopefully.
Anne shook her head sadly. “You know that's against the rules, girls. Taken babes can't fuck other men.”
“We can't even just like, suck him off some time? I'm sure he'd be able to take Ian.”
“Or Kyle,” blurted the other.
“He certainly could.” Anne bit her lip, off in dreamland for a moment. “I'll see what I can do, okay?”
They nodded happily. “You're so wonderful!”
“I know!” She fluttered her hand. “Run along now, little ones.”
Anne was wonderful. Her big bro had made her into such a special piece of property. Her heart just swelled with love for him. It was so terrific being in his family.
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