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Chapter 1

Adalynn 

“Thank you for shopping with us today, and you have coupons!” the cashier handed Adalynn Miles her coupons as she placed her wallet in her purse.

Adalynn glanced at the coupons as she pushed her cart through the entrance. “Chocolatey Rolls: buy one, get one free,” she said as she stuffed the coupons in her purse. “I need to cut back on the sweets.”

Even before her second husband Owen had died, Adalynn had relied on comfort eating to soothe her growing anxieties. She had watched as her decent figure had bloated with fat, transforming her into a plump ball.  She had always been on the heavy side. Still, her weight had begun becoming an issue when her husband started becoming a complete asshole.

As his health began to fail, Owen started criticizing everyone around him. He criticized Adalynn for not being as attractive as a proper wife should be. Owen often yelled at her daughter for being so disgustingly fat no guy would bother with her. Most shamefully, he mocked his son for putting his pursuit of a master’s in physics to become an accountant so he could earn money to pay for his father’s medical bills.

Adalynn sighed sadly. Owen was nasty to everyone right to the very end. The emotional scars he left had endured long after his passing. She quickened her pace, wanting to return to her car to rip open a bag of chocolate snacks to bury her rising anxieties in sweets.

Her anxiety and weight had become a vicious cycle. The more she thought about her weight, the more she ate and the more weight she gained. The more weight she gained, the more anxiety she felt. Her predicament seemed hopeless.

“Hello, mam! Would you like to consider a free trial membership for our new gym?” Adalynn turned, facing a gorgeous, busty blonde woman wearing matching pink yoga shorts and workout bra, which surprised her, given it was still early spring. The beautiful woman held a clipboard in one hand and a pen in the other. Her pink lips were curled in a friendly smile, and her blue eyes sparkled.

“Umm…ah.” Adalynn spotted drink bottles neatly lined up on a display table behind the busty blonde. ‘Rip-it’ was on the label, and it was chocolate-flavored.

“You will get a free pack of our all-new muscle-building nutrient milkshake ‘Rip-It’ if you sign up today,” the blonde smiled.

Adalynn, her anxiety surging in the presence of this magnificently fit feminine beauty, couldn’t wait. She signed up for a new Muscle and Metal gym trial membership.  The Blonde, in turn, loaded a case of Rip-Its in her cart and handed her a sample bottle. Adalynn couldn’t unscrew fast enough to down the chocolate sweetness as she left.

The moment the silky-smooth liquid of the milkshake flowed across the surface of her tongue, Adalynn was struck by its soothing sweetness in her mouth. She could feel all her anxieties receding into the dark recesses of her mind, leaving her thoughts clear and focused. As the liquid went down her esophagus, settling into her stomach, her body was filled with calm, relaxing, and energizing sensations.

When Adalynn reached her car, she loaded her groceries, grabbed another Rip-It, and the brochure for Muscle and Metal Gym. She was going to toss the flyer, given she only wanted the free sample of Rip-it, but now she is considering checking this new gym.


Chapter 2

Alondra

Alondra rifled through the groceries, desperate for the flavor of chocolate sweets. “Mom, did you get me a pack of chocolate cookies like I asked?”

“No, sweety! I was serious when I said we were going on a diet.”

“I am not fat! Just big. And I am okay with it,” Alondra huffed in frustration. It had been several weeks since her mother had joined that gym and started a fitness program. She seemed determined her daughter began exercising and dieting too. Alondra had always been big even before she had packed on the pounds with comfort eating to soothe the pain of her stepfather’s persecutions. “You’ll never find a guy looking like a bloated pig. Why should I even waste money sending you to college? Everyone will hold their noses up to you in disgust.” he ranted endlessly to her, even though she was trying to care for him.

It was, in part, so painful because Alondra knew Owen was right. Her body was a big round ball of mass that kept getting bigger. She desperately hid beneath layers of t-shirts and sweaters she wore even when it was sweltering hot. Her breasts were nothing more than two odd bumps barely discernable beneath her layers of clothing. Acne spread across her skin all over her body. Her brown hair was a tangled mess she kept cut just above her shoulders to prevent it from becoming a jungle. The only things decent about her physique were her teeth, which she cleaned and cared for religiously, and her brown eyes matching her hair. Alondra wanted to become a dentist because of her devotion to her pearly whites.

Despite Owen, Alondra had managed not to allow him to dissuade her from her goals. She’d never cared about boys always being attracted to other girls. She was looking forward to exploring her sexuality in college with other lesbians. She never faltered in her studies, earning As in every subject and achieving a biology scholarship. She was determined not to make her stepbrother Peter’s mistake. He had taken AP courses in high school, allowing him to earn a bachelor’s degree in mathematics in his first year in college. He was about to go on to graduate school for his doctorate when Owen became ill, and medical bills began to pile up.

Peter did what seemed to be a responsible thing, putting life on hold and becoming an accountant so he could go to work. His life, which had been full of promise, had amounted to a dreary cubicle working 9 to 9 and often on weekends to meet deadlines for a boss who was a high school bully. He finally quit his dead-end job and attempted to restart his efforts to become a physicist. Yet after months of work, he had secured any means of funding his studies. Mom and Peter made a deal: he would have to get a new job if he could not secure funding for his return to college studies. The deadline was fast approaching, and Peter spent all his time in his room on his computer or phone.

As Alondra put the whole wheat bread and box of sugar-free snack bars in the pantry, she heard the sound of heavy packs hitting the kitchen island. Turning around, she spotted plastic-covered packs of muscle milkshakes. Peering at the bottle labels, she read, “Rip-It.” she groaned, knowing what her mother intended.

“Mom, I don’t need to go on a diet. I am fine.” It was a lie, but Alondra was desperate for sweets.

Her mother sat down a pack of Rip-Its, facing her daughter sternly. “Sweety, I know you’re not happy with your body. I know you feel a surge of anxiety every time you think of your figure that makes you want to eat more, sending you deeper into depression.” She pulled out a milkshake bottle, “Alondra, Honey, the staff at Muscle and Metal are very supportive of people like us trying to lose weight and regain control of our bodies. And…These shakes the gym makes, they work meant look at me!” she twirled around. “I lost 30 pounds, my belly and folds of fat are receding, and I have more energy. It’s a miracle!”

Alondra looked over at her mother. She was not exaggerating. Her belly had receded enough to wear her old pair of jeans and t-shirt she had been too big for several weeks before. Her love handles were becoming love ridges. And her breasts! They were sagging several weeks ago, but now they were full, firm mounds pressing against her T-shirt.

Alondra turned her gaze to the pack of Rip-It’s. They looked like every other muscle milkshake on the store shelves. “Chocolate flavored!” she whispered. Finally! a way to get some sweet chocolate into her belly. “I’ll give those shakes a try.”

“Wonderful! Thank you, sweetheart. This is going to change your life, you will see!” she finished stowing the Rip-Its in the fridge while Alondra put up the rest of the groceries.

“I am meeting up with my workout class this afternoon. I will be home this evening for dinner. And sweety…make sure Peter eats something. He is all skin and bones. I am worried he is starving himself while trying to get back into college.” She put some shakes in her gym bag before leaving. 

Alondra slid as she headed up to her room. She was checking out lesbian groups at her future college. Stopping at Peter's door, she gave it a knock.

“I’m working! What do you want,” Peter asked from inside his room.

“Mom wants me to tell you to eat something, so you don’t wither away! And not a can of soda. You must eat at least a sandwich!” Alondra hollered.

“Ok…I will be down in a bit!” Peter replied.

Having performed her task satisfactorily, Alondra returned to her room carrying the milkshake. She sat at her computer, pulled her email account up, and checked for new messages. As she scrolled down, she casually popped the bottle top, drinking its contents.

When the rich, creamy milkshake flowed into her belly, Alondra’s eyes widened in astonishment at its rich, warm flavor. She felt a burst of energy surging through her body, and a wave of clarity and focus swept through her mind, banishing all her anxieties and reservations. She shot up from her chair and peered at herself in a mirror on her dresser.

Alondra looked at herself with a clear mind for the first time. She had neglected her body for so long. She allowed self-doubt to rule her, but no more. She looked around the room, not understanding why she was staring at her computer when she could be doing something physical to improve her figure. She immediately remembered Owen’s exercise equipment was still in the garage; no one had bothered to pack it.

Heading Down to the garage, Alondra stopped in the kitchen, grabbing an armful of shakes. She unfolded the exercise mat in the garage, plugged in the treadmill, and dusted off the weight bench. She started with stretches she remembered from PE class in high school, then moved to leg crunches. She drank another shake, feeling a fresh surge of mental clarity and determination return. She started with a set of 20, then did another set and another until she reached 400 squats. She drank another shake and then proceeded to do 400 push-ups. She was already sweaty when she unfolded the treadmill for a run.

It felt good finally taking control, Alondra thought to herself. She was burning away the fat and feeling great, like a good girl. She was a good girl who deserved to be fucked. Visions of women pleasuring her filled her thoughts, and she felt her pussy heat up in her pants. “Need to burn the weight and look better like a good girl so I can have my pussy pounded like a good girl!” she did not know where these thoughts were coming from, but she did not care. They felt so right, and it was what she wanted! She turned on her phone to play some music to help keep her pace.


Chapter 3

Peter

“This Fucking sucks!” Peter fumed as he read the letter. Another scholarship organization had rejected his application. Peter had spent the last several months since his father kicked the bucket trying to secure new financial backing to return to college. However, his efforts were proving fruitless. His father’s substantial debts he passed on to Peter and his lack of assets convinced many not to give him a student loan.

Peter leaned back in his chair, furrowing his brows. “It is all Owen’s fault!”

When Peter was a child, his father was obsessed with molding him into a copy of himself. Unfortunately, Peter was made from his mother's clay. His mother was a genius teaching physics at the local university and working as a consultant in the nuclear energy industry. While he failed at being a sports jock, he excelled in his academic studies, especially math. His father bragged to his friends about Peter’s academic success and genius for all that it was worth. For a long time, his father had seemingly accepted he had a genius son. The truth was Owen only ever wanted a hunky jock son in the field leading the town high-school football team to victory and going on to the NFL.

Peter glanced at himself in the mirror. Even his body was as far from a jock as you could get. He was tall at over 6 feet, but his pencil-thin arms, legs, and chest made it appear he was famished. He wasn’t that strong either, having trouble lifting heavy weights.   

The jerk made abundantly clear his disappointment as he was on his deathbed, making Peter regret working that horrible accountant job to pay for Owen's medical bills. After his father’s passing, Peter discovered his father had squandered his inheritance on disastrous investments and dead-end business deals.

Feeling his stomach growling and remembering what Alondra told him, he rose to the kitchen. He pulled out a sandwich, whole wheat chips, and sugar-free bars. Looking for a soda, he found instead Nutrient milkshakes. “Rip-It,” he read on the bottle. “Well, at least it's chocolate flavored.”

Sitting at the kitchen table, he heard the music from the garage. His mind immediately added this with the healthy food, Adalynn’s recent fitness craze, and Owen’s little gym in the garage. “Well, good for them!” he muttered, biting into his sandwich. “I, on the other hand, need some pounds on my body.”

As he ate, Peter mused what to do about work. It was now clear he would need to get a job. He did not want to go back to his old accounting job. He considered getting an at-home computer job until he could find an accounting position more amendable than his last job. He shuddered at the memory.

Still, deep in thought, he absentmindedly unscrewed the milkshake top and drank the rich liquid.  He was struck by a sudden sense of all his worries and frustrations vanishing, leaving his mind clear. A sudden surge of energy gave him the feeling to do anything! Achieve anything if he just put his mind to it. College, that was a waste of time! He could study on his own, and he had. He’d written physics papers demonstrating his groundbreaking mathematical formulas and theories. He just needed to get published. Money, he could stand another accounting, just not under his previous boss, Darren fucking Blander.

Peter stopped his trail of thought. This sudden sense of clarity and energy was unusual. Weird. He looked at the empty Rip-it bottle. “What is in this drink?” He got up, wanting to return to his room and perform an internet search on this nutrient shake.

“Hey Peter, I hope you still have room in your belly because you will eat a healthy feast tonight!” Peter turned, facing Adalynn as she entered the kitchen. His eyes went wide as his cock went hard at the sight of her.

Adalynn stood in the kitchen entrance wearing a long, full-body black leotard that hugged every curve of her figure, and what a figure it was. She had a round, plump belly the last time he had looked at her, but not anymore. Her belly fat had disappeared. Her love handles were now lovely curves. And…her breasts! They were not sagging wilted things, but massive, firm, perky breasts! Her erected nipples were visible through the fabric of her leotard.

“Uh…Hey Ada. You look great,” he managed to say as his hardened cocked pushed against his pants.

“Oh! I am feeling great. I just got back from my workout class. We did a few miles on the treadmills, then hit the weights. How was your day? Did you hear anything about those scholarships?”

Peter maneuvered around the kitchen island, trying to hide the boner in his pants. “Well…I am giving up on going back to college. I am going to get another job and study independently. Probably publish some of my work.”

She clapped her hands together. “Wonderful, I honestly believed trying to get back into college was a waste of time. A few good papers, and they will be giving you honorary doctorates!” She came around, embracing him in a hug.

Peter winced from the sensation of her boobs against his chest, and he could feel her body pressing up against his hard cock. If she noticed his rigid member, she did not say anything.

“Well, we are all having dinner at the table tonight. I’ll have everything ready soon,” she released him from her arms and started preparing dinner. “Tell your sister dinner will be ready in a few.”

Peter quickly turned away from Adalynn, leaving the kitchen. Reaching the stairs, Peter remembered he needed to tell Alondra dinner would be on the table in a few minutes. He opened the garage door to give her a quick holler.

Sitting on the bench, Alondra was lifting a 25-pound hand weight with one hand and massaging her pussy with the other. Peter stared at her, entranced. Had she lost weight, and had her breasts gone bigger? And was she counting each of her orgasms? He felt the need to blow his load intensify.

“Hey, Bro!” Alondra gazes at him with unusually bright eyes.

“Uh… dinner will be ready in a few,” he managed to mumble.

“Thanks, bro! I’ll see you at the table.”

Peter slammed the door, running upstairs to his room. He pulled off his pants, revealing his erected shaft, gripping it to relieve himself of his load. As hard as he tried, he could not banish the visions of his stepmother and stepsister as he masturbated. Finally blowing his load, he sprayed his spunk all over his carpet. Relieved, he grabbed a rag and cleaned up his cum.

“Dinner!” he heard Adalynn holler.

Peter immediately cleaned himself off and changed his clothes before heading downstairs.

In the dining room, Adalynn had Peter’s dinner plate loaded with food. Alondra was sitting opposite his seat with a scant meal on her plate. She was thinner. She still had her belly, but it was slimming. Her boobs had noticeably perked up, and her complexion was looking a little clearer. Adalynn sat at her spot with a small amount of food on her plate. She was still wearing her full-body leotard, her ample cleavage on full display. Her face looked less puffy and more defined, and her brown hair was longer and silky smooth.

“Uh…you all look different,” he said.

Adalynn smiled, “I know it is this new gym in town and the nutrient milkshakes they sell. Rip-its. They help burn weight and muscle! They’re incredible! Come on, sit down and eat. I am sure you are famished!”

Peter glanced at the food and felt a growl from his belly. He was so consumed looking for financial aid for college that he barely ate. Now, he felt the pit in his stomach that needed filling. He couldn’t stuff his mouth fast enough. He did not notice he was washing his food down with Rip-it.

When Peter finally filled that pit in his stomach to capacity, he noticed a stack of empty plates on the table. Adalynn and Alondra sat at their seats, watching him constantly.

“Finished yet?” Adalynn asked. “You were so hungry I kept bringing in fresh plates of food! And you loved those Rip-its!”

Peter’s eyes fell upon Adalynn’s firm boobs, and he felt his member hardening again. “Umm…do you mind if I turn in for the night? I'm feeling really out of it.”

Adalynn smiled widely, “Of course, Peter. You ate so much. Go upstairs and get some rest. Oh! And listen, our deal doesn’t expire for another week, so use the time to get out and experience the world again. Come to Muscle and Metal Gym sometime. There are many people like you there. You’ll fit right in!”

“Sure, I’ll think about it,” he said as he got up to leave the dining room.

Peter hurried out, not wanting his stepfamily to see his erect cock pitching a tent in his pants. When he got to his room, he fell onto his bed. After masturbating again, he fell into slumber. Deep in sleep, his dreams were dominated by visions of his stepmother and stepsister as goddesses sucking and licking at his cock.


Chapter 4

Alondra

Alondra rose from bed feeling refreshed. She stepped in front of her dresser mirror, admiring her progress. She still had a long way to go, but hey! She did not look like a blob of flesh any more like a rectangle. She didn’t have two indiscernible bumps on her chest anymore, she had boobs! Firm, fertile mounds of femineity that scream woman. She still had blemishes from the pimples, but they were clearing up. It felt so wonderful to feel solid and desirable.

Last night, she had smelled the scent of Peter's masculinity in the air and made a point of orgasm when he was looking. At dinner, she and mom were careful to wait for the man of the house to start eating before they started and to keep a full plate in front of him until his appetite was satiated. And boy, did he eat! She hoped all that food was being converted into hard masculine spunk and baby-making spunk!

“Dam it! I need to burn this weight and get fit so big bro will think I am sexy!” Alondra said to herself. She then remembered her mother invited her to the gym that day. She quickly rummaged through her dresser drawers and closet, looking for clothing that fit her body. She found an old pair of shorts and a shirt she squeezed into.

Heading downstairs, Alondra passed by her stepbrother's door, catching the masculine aroma from his room. She wanted to be in there and show him the sexy woman she was becoming. But Alondra was a good girl! Good girls respect the man of the house!

She continued downstairs, meeting her mother, who was already dressed in her leotard bodysuit. “We need to get you proper workout clothes. We will do some shopping this afternoon,” Adalynn said as she handed Alondra a Rip-it. “Best have one now so we’ll be at full power when we get to the gym!” They both drank their milkshakes before heading out the door.

Muscle and Metal Gym was in a supermarket that went out of business. They had not only renovated the building but were constructing new extensions.

The parking lot was packed. At least half the town had to be here. Adalynn had to go to the distant back to find a place. It was a good thing a parking deck was one of the extensions being built.

Walking into the building, they were greeted by a busty Latino woman, “Hey, Adalynn! This is your daughter, I assume?”

“Yes, my name is Alondra,” Alondra replied.

“It’s wonderful you decided to come. We have an intro-group meeting today! I’ll put you in,” The busty Latino woman cheered. “All done! Adalynn, do you mind taking her over to the intro? I believe you know where it is!”

Alondra followed her mother as they passed by beautiful, muscular women on treadmills and elliptical machines. Her pussy quivered in delight as she gazed at the perfect hourglass figures, huge boobs, and incredibly defined musculature of those women.  She sincerely hoped she could become as fit as those women.

They came to a room with a group of similarly unfit and overweight women. Everyone bared shy, nervous, or reserved expressions on their faces. Alondra could understand; having seen all those muscular women, she felt the same way. Yet, Alondra knew she could do it! She could be one of those women! She would work night and day however long it took to build her body into the epitome of femineity. All these other women would eventually understand they could do it, too!

“Welcome, everyone!” Alondra turned to the door. An exquisitely beautiful woman glided through the entrance. She was tall with wide hips, a tiny waist, and massive boobs squeezed into a pink leotard. She had long golden blonde hair that fell to her knees. Her face was sharply defined with emerald blue eyes and full pink lips. She was divine.

Everyone stared, mesmerized by the divine beauty. Alondra struggled to hold back an orgasm.

“High Adalynn!” the Beauty said as she stopped before Adalynn and Alondra. “This is your daughter?”

“Yes, I finally convinced her to come!” Adalynne said.

“Good to have you! I am Violeta. I’m the manager of this facility and a co-founder and partner in Happy Health Inc., the parent company of Metal and Muscle gyms.” She turned to face the rest of the group and opened her cooler. “Today is a new beginning! Please take one of our Rip-its. It is our specially formulated fitness milkshakes.” Everyone grabbed a shake, drinking it down. A burst of energy and enthusiasm surged through the group.

She faced Adalynn again, “Do you mind being my assistant today?”

“Of course, I wanted to show my daughter around anyway,” Adalynn replied.

They started with stretches. Alondra, already having a slimmer figure, had no problems reaching her toes or spreading her legs, unlike some other women who were still round balls of fat.

“Don’t worry if you cannot reach. This is only your first day!” Violeta gave everyone encouraging smiles as they stretched out on the mats.

Alondra couldn’t help staring down Violeta’s massive cleavage squeezed into her skimpy leotard as she stretched forward on the mat. She was so sexy with her smooth bronze skin that had a sheen in the light.

“That’s enough,” Violeta said as she rose. “Now we're going to do cardio on the elliptical machines, then finish the day with weights! Don’t be put down by our members. They all started just like you.”

Alondra and the others followed Violeta out of the room. Alondra’s eyes were glued to Violeta’s sway-ass cheeks as she led them to the elliptical machines. Her pink thong disappeared down the crack of her ass, leaving it on full display. Her bronze ass was firm and muscular like the rest of her body, yet also soft and creamy.

Alondra’s eyes followed her bouncing butt until the blonde beauty stopped and faced them, “Choose a machine. Begin with 3 miles, and I’ll get you more Rip-its.”

“How about we do 10 miles!” Adalynn said.

“Hell Yeah!” Alondra got on the elliptical next to her mother. Starting on the elliptical, her eyes glanced at the women in her group as they eagerly jumped on the machines. They were the embodiment of where she had been. 

Then her gaze drifted to the beautiful, fit women admiring their toned muscles and figures. They were all lovely and happy, just as good girls should be. She was a good girl. A very good girl. She needed to get herself in shape so big bro would want to push his cock inside her. She licked her lips at the thought. She did not know where these thoughts came from, but they felt right.

“Here you go!” Violeta cheered as she handed Alondra an extra-large bottle of Rip-it in the cupholder. Alondra quickly opened the bottle, taking a drink of Rip-it.

Feeling the tasty milkshake flow into her stomach sent a burst of energy through Alondra. She pushed herself harder, determined to complete the 3 miles so she could three more before Violeta took them to the weight room. She could feel her pussy burn with passion as she gazed at a variety of women in the room. She wanted to bury her face in their pussies so severely. She wanted Peter to see her bury her face in their pussies so he could see how good of a girl she was.

“Ok! Time to pump some metal,” Violeta announced.

Alondra got off her machine satisfied, having completed 12 miles. She followed Violeta, her eyes once again glued to the blonde’s butt cheeks.

“We will be working with dumbbells today,” Violeta said as she pushed the door to the weight room open.

Alondra froze stiff. The room was filled with Muscular men and women. Their bodies gleamed with sweat, and their muscles flexed each time they lifted caste iron dumbbells or pushed up against bars loaded down the barbells! The women with their incredibly fit bodies and massive boobs sang feminity while the men with their rock-hard muscles and huge body frames roared Man!

It was all too much for Alondra.

“The bathroom is over there,” she pointed. “We will be at the small weight rack.”

Alondra ran to the bathroom, desperately wanting to masturbate herself into an orgasm. She found a stall and pulled down her shorts. “AHAHAHAH,” she moaned as she desperately massaged her clit. She stopped when she suddenly heard footsteps outside. The door opened, revealing a stunning Asia girl standing before her. She had long raven black hair, ample cleavage stuffed in a tight workout bra, pale skin, and a bell-shaped figure. Her name was Miki Cho, and she had been in high school with Peter.

She gazed down upon Alondra with her brown eyes licking her luscious lips. “Need some help?” she purred.

“Y…Yeah,” Alondra managed to moan.

The Miki buried her face in Alondra’s pussy, sending shockwaves of pleasure through Alondra’s body. She gripped the Miki’s head, pulling her face against her velvet folds. The Miki extended her tongue into her tunnel.

Alondra had long dreamed of having sex with another woman. She fantasized about what it would be like. What kind of woman it would be with? This had undoubtedly exceeded all her expectations. Her moans filled the room as she orgasmed all over the Miki’s perfect face. As her body went limp, the Miki withdrew her face from between Alondra’s legs.

“W…wow! That was intense,” the Miki purred.

Alondra remembered Miki Cho was a cheerleader Peter had a crush on back in high school. “Your Miki! My step-brother had a crush on you in high school.”

Miki smiled, “Everyone has a crush on me. I’m Hot!” She reached out her hand to help Alondra get to her feet. “Headed back to the newbie group in the weight room? I am headed there, too!” 

“Yeah! Umm, thanks for the help!”

“No problem!” Miki purred. “All the women come in here for an orgasm, especially when they see all the hot hunks in there.”

“Did you orgasm the first time you went into the weight room?”

Loren shook her head, “I like it when you look at me and want me, but I don’t want a man. I prefer girls.”

“I prefer girls too!” Alondra said.

“MMM… let's hang out sometime! I’ll give you my number if you give me yours.” Miki grabbed her phone strapped to her arm and exchanged phone numbers. They then walked together back into the weight room.

The Group was following Violeta’s leading lifting weights. However, what caught her attention was a Large, incredibly muscular black man introducing himself to the group.


Chapter 5

Adalynn

“Derrick Coleman! The co-founder of Happy Health Inc. It is a pleasure meeting all of you today. I hope you are enjoying your first day!” he said in a voice that exuded charisma and authority.

His masculinity made Adalynn’s pussy quiver, not in a way she liked. She found herself wishing Peter was there to show up this guy. Show him why he shouldn’t mess with Adalynn. She felt herself cum in her shorts at the thought of Peter taking him on with his fists.

“Adalynn Miles? Peter Miles’s stepmom?” Derrick's eyes focused squarely on her, yet she did not feel so unnerved by his presence.

“Yes, do I know you?” she tensely asked.

“I’m Derrick Coleman, his college friend. How is he doing? I am surprised I haven’t seen news stories of him receiving science awards.”

Adalynn suddenly remembered, “Oh Yeah, I remember. You were…well…”

“I know, my body was a mess, but…I turned it all around!” he flexed his impressive arm muscles. “I met Violeta, who showed me the path to wellness and fitness. And…I invited her to return here so she could help me build this gym.”

Adalynn glanced at Violeta nervously, “Are you two a couple?’

He looked at her for a second, then burst out in laughter. “No, I tried, but no chemistry. Besides, I met this stunning woman, Lola, who is amazing, and she introduced me to all of her friends. I fuck them all hard every night!”

Adalynn knew she should have been shocked, but she wasn’t. Instead, she was relieved Violeta was not with him. Somehow, she had to get the buxom blonde to Peter. Peter would love her.

“How’s Peter?”

Adalynn was snapped from her musings. “Not so good,” she sighed. “His father died several months ago, and it turned out he was…well…like a complete jerk! Peter sacrificed his dreams to care for him, and Owen had only awful things to say. Peter is trying to get his life back on track, but…”

Derick shook his head, “I always figured something was off about Owen. He always said he was proud of his genius son, but his praising never seemed genuine. Well…bring him here sometime so we can talk man to man.”

Adalynn nodded obediently as Derrick shook hands with the other women before leaving. He met up with a gorgeous, voluptuous, dark-skinned woman with a large baby bump and then left the room.

As several women ran off to the bathroom, Alondra walked in with a gorgeous Asian girl at her side. Adalynn’s eyes widened, and her pussy quivered at the sight of the beauty. She had to get that girl to Peter as well.

“Hey Mom! This is Miki. She was a classmate of Peter,” Alondra said.

Adalynn admired the stunning Asian girl’s ample boobs, smooth porcelain skin, and raven black hair. “A pleasure to meet you, Miki!” She licked her lips, imagining Peter’s face buried in her cleavage. “Would you like to lift some weights with us? The group could use an extra instructor.”

“That is why she is here. She is an instructor here!” Violeta said.

Adalynn was soon standing to the right of Violeta, with Miki on the left of the buxom blonde facing the group.

“Ladies, we are starting our weightlifting session. Please take a place on the exercise mat,” everyone did as Violeta instructed.

The class began once everyone took a place and had a Rip-it shake. They started with the little 5-pound baby weights to practice the basic exercises, then they moved up to 10, followed by 15-pound dumbbells.

“That is right, everyone, lift those weights as far as possible! Stretch yourself to the limit.” Everyone followed Violeta's example as she performed shoulder presses.

Adalynn gazed admiringly at Alondra as her muscles flexed with each exertion. She was pushing herself, and it reflected on how fit her body was fast becoming. Alondra’s belly had receded and was developing toned muscle. Her hair looked so smooth, silky, and lustrous. And her skin! Her skin was clearing up. Her acne was fading along with her scars, leaving uniformly soft, lightly tanned skin.

The other women in the group were shaping up, too. Quiet a few times, a woman would stop to tighten their gym shorts. Their shirts were looking loose on their torsos. They’d probably all visit the gym clothing store after the orientation.

“Alright, let’s move to the barbells!” everyone immediately stopped and followed Violeta to a line of empty weight benches.

Adalynn found herself entranced by Violeta as she led the intro group. The blonde bombshell beauty was sizzling as she strutted to the weight benches. Everything about her screamed Hot and sexy. Her bell-shaped body, shapely ass that bounced with every step, and gigantic boobs you wanted to squeeze entranced all who gazed upon her. Was her crotch wet from an orgasm? Adalynn could not help reaching down to her pussy. She struggled not to moan.

“Everyone partnered up and took a bench,” Violeta said, turning her emerald blue eyes to Adalynn. “Want me to be your Spotter, Adalynn?”

“Sure!” Adalynn was soon on her back, looking up at Violeta’s enormous boobs.

As she bench-pressed 100 pounds, she could not keep her eyes off those magnificent tits. She wanted big tits like those too. Well, her tits had grown larger. Her entire body had shaped up ever since she started at the gym. It should have been odd how fast she lost weight, but it did not seem to matter. All that was important was getting fit and looking hot. She pushed faster to increase her repetitions. She had to lose weight and build muscle quickly so a hot guy like Peter would claim her.

Adalynn felt a wet sensation in her crouch at the thought of Peter. She needed to get him here to talk to Derick and build some muscle so he could show all these other studs how much of a man he was.

“Alright, that is it for today! I hope you all consider signing up as regular members and be sure to pick up your complimentary packs of Rip-Its on the way out,” Violeta said from above Adalynn. From the women's expressions, she was positive they would all be signing up for membership. Violeta was soon headed off to her office to process the new members.

Adalynn rose from the bench and looked over at Alondra, who was chatting with Miki. Her daughter looked hot with her body-building muscles and new curvy figure.

“Hey, mom! I am going with Miki to do some shopping. I’ll be home for dinner!” Alondra said as she walked off with the stunning Asian beauty next to her.

“Have fun!” Adalynn got up and headed for the treadmill room for a run before calling it a day. She tossed her empty Rip-it bottle, grabbing another from the refreshment bar. She loved the Rip-Its. They were so yummy, gave her so much energy, and made her feel great. She noted to herself to pick up more packs at the gym store.

Completing a 5-mile run on the treadmills, Adalynn returned to the locker room, her body glistening from the sweat that soaked her skin. “I need a shower,” she thought to herself. She stripped off her leotard, throwing it into her locker, then stepped in front of the mirror, looking at her body.

“I’m gorgeous!” Adalynn’s eyes fixated on the gorgeously fit body reflected in the mirror. Her abs were hard with muscles, her waist was thin, giving her an hourglass figure, her hips wide, her boobs big and firm, and her skin uniformly light-tanned.  She ran her hands up and down her body, relishing the sensation of smooth skin and curves. Her long brown hair had strips of golden blonde hair, and there were flicks of blue in her eyes. In the back of her mind, she knew this was not right. She shouldn’t have gotten this thin so quickly. She looked like a 24-year-old. But she was so hot and sexy, and it felt so right.

Adalynn skipped into a shower stall, fully naked her butt and boobs bouncing with each of her steps. She did not bother to close the curtain. She turned on the faucet, and a cascade of hot water fell upon her body, streaming down the crevasses of her muscles.

“Adalynn!” she turned around, beholding Violeta standing naked behind her. The gorgeous blonde’s boobs stood firm with nipples erect. Her blue sapphire eyes were fixated on Adalynn as she was nude and wet in the shower. “I want you to consider working here at the gym as part of our staff.”

Violeta wanted her to work here? Well, she certainly needed a paycheck, given Owen’s debts. It would be wonderful to work at Muscle and Metal Gym. Everyone was so lovely and hot! Especially Violeta. “Working with you would be a dream come true.”

“Fabulous!” Violeta smiled. “Now your job here will be special. You will be working with me to make our yummy milkshakes. But first, you’ll need to finish getting in shape!” the blonde cupped her hand, bringing it down underneath her nipple. Violeta squeezed her breast, filling her hand with her milk.

“What are you…” Adalynn gasped.

“SSSSHHH,” Violeta cut her off. “Open wide.”

Adalynn complied with the hot blonde, opening her mouth wide as Violeta pressed her cupped hand against Adalynn’s mouth. Immediately, Adalynn recognized the warm, delicious taste.

“Yes!” Violeta said, “This is what makes our milkshakes so yummy and energizing.

To Adalynn, the sensation was both soothing and energizing simultaneously. She should have been repulsed, but instead, she craved more. Eyeing the white speck on Violeta's nipple, she took the hot blonde’s engorged nipple into her mouth, suckling furiously. Her eyes rolled back as her mouth flooded with Violeta’s milk, which flowed down into her stomach.

“Good girl! Such a good girl,” Violeta purred.

Adalyn felt the blonde wrap a hand around her waist, and her other squeezed down between the folds of her ass, reaching to her pussy. She felt herself cum as Violeta massaged her clit.

Not wanting to be selfish, Adalynn reached down between Violeta’s pussy. She fingered the buxom blonde’s clit causing her to cum in her hand.

“That is the spot such a good girl. You’re going to do very well here indeed,” Violeta moaned.

Adalynn was going to love working here.


Chapter 6

Peter

Peter woke up squinting his eyes as light from his open window flooded into his room. He got up feeling groggy but alert. His pants and shirt felt unusually tight as he put them on. “I did eat a ton last night!” he remembered as he flexed his body. He noted to himself to get some new clothes.

Peter suddenly remembered those Rip-it shakes and how they made him so horny last night. He decided it best to avoid those drinks and look into their origins.

As he walked out of his room, he glanced out his window. Margret, the gorgeous redheaded milf next door, had a window that faced Peter’s room. Sometimes when she’d forget to close her curtains, he would get a view of the gorgeous milf as she stripped down to her underwear. The thought of the ravishing redhead’s voluptuous body filled his imagination and got his cock rock-hard in his pants. He did not notice he was drinking a Rip-it as he ate a quick meal before heading out.

Remembering Adalynn’s words, Peter decided to walk downtown to Mega Manga. He was feeling like reading a sleazy manga with illustrations of scantily dressed women with big boobs. He headed down the street, passing by the park.

“Alright, ladies, that is it,” a woman said as she led a group of ladies in a yoga class.

Peter stopped momentarily, admiring how beautiful the women looked in their tight yoga pants and workout bras. He thought he knew all the beautiful women in town, which were only hand full. “They must be new,” He thought. Looking around the park, he noticed. Muscular men jogging next to gorgeous babes in leotards and bikinis.

“I guess many people have caught the fitness craze,” he considered, having remembered Adalynn.

“Muscle and Metal gyms,” Peter read on a shirt covering a hunky man’s torso. He decided he should check that gym out. Something strange was going on. He continued to the manga shop.

He soon stepped out of the shop with a bag full of manga featuring scantily dressed women wielding swords, wands, and laser guns. He also got some sexy figurines of some of his favorite manga characters. He looked around for someplace to eat until his eyes stopped on a new health food market. It advertised exotic food vendors from various countries. All ingredients used were organic and healthy.

Feeling hungry, Peter started towards the food market but stopped when a large, muscular man in a stylish suit approached him. He was flanked by two voluptuous pregnant women wearing floral summer dresses. Having encountered hunks in high school, Peter instinctively stepped out of the way and avoided eye contact.

“Peter…Peter Miles?”

Peter looked up, fearing a bully from his past, but received a surprise, “Derrick Coleman? Is that you?”

“It's me, Man! How is it going?” Derrick extended his hand greeting, which Peter took hold of.

“Doing…Fine, wow, last time I saw you…you were…”

“Obese, out of shape, yeah…I turned it all around. I started Happy Health Inc. to make my new health products and Muscle and Metal gyms to promote fitness. I opened my first gym right here in my hometown.” He grinned in triumph.

“Congratulations! And who are these two…Ladies?”

“Oh, this beauty on my right.” he gestured to the tall, dark-skinned woman with massive breasts rivaling her baby bump in size, smooth black hair, and strange blue emerald eyes. “Is Kaeja.”

“Nice to meet you, Peter.” They shook hands in greeting.

“And this Latino beauty here is Ada.” The brown skin, brown-haired beauty with breasts, and a baby bump comparable to Kaeja’s waved in greeting. “They are my women.”

It seemed odd to Peter that Derrick would call these gorgeous ladies his women, but it did not seem that important to him for whatever reason. He was fortunate he had two incredible ladies in his arms. Peter wished he could be that lucky.

“Hey, I met your stepmom and stepsister at the gym. They told me about your predicament. I am building businesses.” he pointed to the Happy Health Organic food market with his thumb. “I founded that food market chain, too. I have a lot of money coming in. I am the god of organizing people and getting things running, but I am not as good with numbers. Hence, I need one hell of an accountant to sort through the financial mess and balance the books.”

Peter stared at him, mouth agate. Was he being offered a job? And not just any job, but his dream job. He fanaticized building an accounting office from the ground up. He practically ran the office at his last accounting job, which was why he dreamed of an opportunity like this.

“Sure…Uh, what do I need to do?”

“Just come to the gym in the morning two days from now. Derrick has some business at our next gym location so that he will be out of town,” Kaeja said.

“Here is Derrick’s business card and our exclusive Rip-it shake.” Ada handed him a card and a Rip-it. “It is all-natural, will help you build muscle, and is yummy.” The Latino gazed into Peter’s eyes insistently.

Peter took the card and the milkshake. He shook hands with Derrick before he and his women departed to their SUV. Peter considered throwing the shake away, but Derrick was his friend and had offered him a job. He drank the milkshake without another thought and tossed it into a trash bin as he walked into the organic food market.

Entering the market, Peter’s senses were hit with the smells of fresh fruit, cooking meat, and exotic spicy aromas. People were meddling about with carts full of various healthy foods. Everyone seemed happy and cheerful, and the atmosphere was inviting.

Peter proceeded to the food vendors, where various exotic cuisines were advertised worldwide. He soon was devouring an exquisite dish of crab meat, organic noodles, and vegetables. He washed it all down with a Rip-It. Peter had thrown his suspicions, by the way. Things were going his way, and he was feeling great.

“Peter Miles?” he turned to face the source of the sweet voice. Standing over him was the woman half the state would recognize from her broadcasts on channel 9 news. She wore her signature peach-colored blazer jacket and miniskirt with matching stockings. Her ample cleavage, which mesmerized half the state, was squeezed into the coat, and Her strawberry-blonde hair flowed freely behind her. 

“Clara Masters?” She was Clara Blander, but she kept her maiden name for brand recognition. “Yeah, it is me, Peter. I used to work for your husband at his accounting office. How is Darren, by the way?”

“Oh! He wants you back badly! His career depends, not to mention our marriage!” she giggled as she sat opposite him.

Peter perked up. He’d had a crush on Clara ever since she strutted into the office of his old job. If Clara was on the market again, this was his lucky day. “How does my working for him have anything to do with your marriage?”

“Well, for starters, you were doing his job. Darren has to do his own work without you, and he is bad at it. His father is considering demoting him, and with the demotion, he will get a pay reduction. I thought I was marrying someone who could provide for me if my career went south. At the rate things are going, I might be taking care of him!” she scoffed.

Peter already knew Darren was incompetent, but to hear it from Clara drove home how inept he was.

“Also, when we got married, we were like two teenagers wanting to go out and see everything with all the time in the world. He still acts like a teenager, but I am ready to get serious and start a family.”

“Shit!” he thought as he drank his Rip-it.

“Like those Rip-Its? I hope so. I did a commercial for those milkshake drinks.” She pulled out a Rip-it from her purse and drank it down. “I am also a satisfied customer. When I joined Muscle and Metal Gym, I started drinking the shakes. My figure improved along with my ratings. It was why Derrick offered me the commercial gig and the endorsement deal for Rip-Its.”

“Wow! Derrick just offered me a position as the accountant for Happy Health Inc.,” Peter said.

Clara’s eyes went wide, “He made you an offer! It would be best if you took it. It will be the best decision you’ll ever make!” She took Peter’s hand, and he went stiff at the feeling of her soft, tanned skin. “It was for me.”

Peter felt his cock growing in his pants, “Well yeah…I have already decided I am going to take it.”

“Wonderful! You know I better show you the conference room upstairs. It's where many of the important meetings will occur.” She pulled him up from the table.

“What about your cart,” Peter pointed to the cart full of groceries.

“They’ll watch it for me,” she gestured to a man working behind a food vendor counter who gave her the thumbs up.

Peter led Clara to the conference room with a view overlooking the store floor.

“It is a one-way window. No one can see us inside.” Clara sauntered up to the table, sitting her butt on the table and crossing her legs. “I'm going to be honest, Peter; I want a man who can take care of me. Someone who can Walk the Walk.” She licked her lips seductively and caressed her cleavage, “It took balls to walk out on Darren. I like that in a man!”

Peter's dick was threatening to burst out of his pants. If only he could touch those glorious tits.

“Do you like my tits? You can squeeze them,” Clara purred. She unbuttoned her blazer, displaying her breasts squeezed in a pink lace bra.

Peter stuck his hands inside her bra, squeezing her glorious tit, which he fantasized about every time he watched her on the news.

“UhUhUh…yeah,” Clara moaned. She wrapped her arms around Peter’s neck, pulling herself tight against him and pressing her lips against his in a kiss.

Peter maneuvered his hand around her back, pulling her body against his. His other hand pulled up her skirt, gripping her butt cheek.

“Ever since I first saw you at Darren’s office. I knew you were a real man. Not poser like Darren.” She deepened their kiss. Peter, in turn, squeezed her ass harder.

Peter had never felt so powerful as he did now. He had his ex-boss’s soon-to-be ex-wife in his arms, squeezing her tits and pressing his lips against hers in a deep kiss. His cock was as hard as a stone and ready to go. He was about to pull her pink lace panties off so he could push his cock into her velvet folds when a peculiar scent stopped him.

“Derrick had been here!” Peter realized. Yes, Derrick had done several women here in this room. As much as he wanted to take Clara now. He wanted to claim Clara on his turf, not on Derrick’s.

“Not now,” Clara whispered. “Not here.”

Clara had the same idea. “How about tomorrow at my place!” Peter whispered in her ear.

“I have your address.” She kissed his neck. “I need to end things with Darren first anyway.”

Not wanting to waste the opportunity, Peter pushed his hand underneath Clara’s panties down between her legs, feeling for her pussy. When his fingers found the swollen labia of her pussy lips, he massaged them.

“Cum for me,” he whispered.

Clara moaned and writhed in Peter’s embrace.

“I…I’m cumming…uhuh!” the beauty moaned.

Suddenly, Peter felt the warm wetness of Clara’s orgasm on his fingers.

“Did I do good?” she whimpered.

“You did very well. You’re such a good girl!”

“I am a good girl. Your good girl,” she purred.

A few minutes later, they were hastily dressing themselves.

“So, I’ll be at your house tomorrow after my broadcast, and then we can do whatever you want!” Clara fixed her skirt and her blazer jacket.

Peter couldn’t believe he made out with Clara and would have a date with her the following day. Not just a fantasy encounter but an actual date. God, this was his day!

“I’ve already moved my stuff out of the house. Darren thinks I am making space for him while he sorts out his life. He has turned our living room into his man cave!” The strawberry blonde giggled. “He just cannot see the writing on the wall. Hell, the fact we have not had sex in nearly a year should be a billboard. His brother and sister have figured it out.”

They stepped down the stairway to the commissary area, where Clara found her cart untouched. She pulled her business card from her purse, wrote down her personal cell phone number, and passed it to Peter. “I’ve got her number,” he mumbled indiscernibly. This meant she was dead serious about going on a date. He felt like his mind was in the clouds, staring dreamily at that number.

“Honey, come on, my ballgame starts in an hour!” Coming up to them was a chubby man wearing a football t-shirt a bit too tiny to fit over his bell completely, with an expression of despair on his face. Darren had let himself go since the last time Peter had seen him. Darren’s eyes went wide with recognition upon seeing Peter. His face shifted to something resembling his confident, smooth expression whenever he entered the office. “Hey Peter, how is everything going?”

Peter grinned, “Great! Are you still looking for someone to fill my cubicle?”

Darren's expression brightened, “Yes, your old job is still open if you want it back. I’ll even give you a raise.”

“I already have a job,” Peter smirked. “I was just going to pass the opening to anyone who might be interested.”

The light in Darren’s eye went dark, and his expression slumped into gloom. “Well…thanks,” he mumbled angrily. “Let’s go honey! I want to stop at a real store and get some pork skins and beer!”

Clara rolled her eyes as she pushed her cart to the checkout. She gave Peter a wink of her eye as she left. Peter’s eyes followed her swaying butt cheeks as she sauntered off with her soon-to-be ex-husband meandering next to her.

As Peter gathered and prepared to leave, he got a Rip-it and gulped it down. The logical part of his mind was still very suspicious of the drink and what it was doing to people. Yet, it was made and sold by his best friend, who had just made this the best day of his life. Peter tossed the empty milkshake bottle into a trash can as he left the market. He was feeling so energetic he jogged home. He did not give a thought to the beautiful women and hunky men he passed on his homeward jog. When he got home, he still needed to burn off his energy, so he went to his father’s old personal gym and pumped some metal.

“Got to burn off all this energy,” he said to himself as he bench-pressed 120 pounds. He was so focused he did not hear Adalynn when she entered the house.


Chapter 7

Alondra

“Thank you for a great time today. I’ll see you tomorrow!” Alondra said.

“See you tomorrow, Hottie.” Miki waved from the seat of her convertible before speeding away.

Alondra strutted up the walkway to the front door of her home. She swayed her ass in her daisy duke shorts that were a bit too small to cover the pink thong she wore. Her massive breasts bounced in her skimpy tie-up crop top. Miki insisted on clothes that were one size too small so Alondra could display her assets.

Opening the door, Alondra’s senses were assaulted with the most exhilarating Aroma. Man! It was the aroma of a man lifting heavy metal, and what a man he was. She skipped into the house excitedly.

“Hey, sweety, how was your girls’ time with Miki?” Adalynn called out from the kitchen.

“It was wonderful! I got all these new bathing suits, shorts, and tops.” Alondra stepped into the kitchen.

Her mother was in the kitchen wearing a yellow bikini, apron, and high-heeled shoes. But what struck Alondra was how stunning she looked. Her skin was a smooth, uniform bronze, and her hair streamed in waves of golden blonde strands. Her body was well-sculpted and defined with firm muscles. She had wide hips, a thin waist, enormous firm breasts, and a firm, bubbly ass. She looked like a very hot 19-year-old.

In her mind, Alondra knew this was not normal. That this was extremely wrong, yet it felt so right for her mother to look so hot and sexy.

“That’s great, honey. I’ll have dinner ready in a few minutes. You can tell me all about it.”  Adalynn pulled out a roast turkey from the oven and sat it on the table. She tossed Alondra a Rip-it, which she gulped down in a second.

Alondra regaled her mother as she prepared dinner with all the fun they had at the clothing store, picking out and trying on flashy and revealing outfits. They laughed when Alondra talked about all the boys who were ogling them and how she got some random guy to pay for her clothes.

“That sounds like you two had a fabulous time.” Adalynn finished laying out the dishes of organic fruits and vegetables on the table.

“Why the turkey?” Alondra asked. “Aren’t we all on a diet?”

“This is a free-range Turkey raised on an organic farm. And Peter is not on a diet. He needs calories to bulk up. He is working out right now! You can smell a man’s aroma in the air?”

Alondra knew it was Peter’s odor inundating the house the moment she stepped into the house.

“He has been pumping metal in the garage since I came home. Since he is so big, I figure he’ll work up a big appetite, so I figured a turkey would be appropriate.” Adalynn stood over the turkey, causally slipping off the shoulder straps of her apron and her bikini top, revealing ample breasts. Alondra's eyes were drawn to her pink saucer size areolas and eraser size nipples. Adalynn gripped breasts, squeezing her milk out over the turkey.

Once the turkey was soaked in her milk, Adalynn pulled out an empty jug and filled it with her milk. “For if Peter wants something extra after dinner.” She winked at Alondra, “I’ll have milk for you too!”

Her mother looked sexy, milking her breasts over the delicious turkey she had cooked. The thought of Peter consuming her mother’s delicious milk felt so right. Alondra could not help cuming as she sat in the chair.

“Dinners ready!” Adalynn yielded as she set the turkey in the middle of the dining table and then seated. Neither of the women touched their food until Peter arrived. They were good girls, after all.

Alondra’s eyes went wide as Peter stomped in. He was huge! His body had grown to the point his clothing was ripping along the seams, unable to contain his big muscles. His face was more defined with a strong chin. Even his skin, once pock-marked with acne scars, had cleared up.

But the most significant change was the scent emanating from his body. He smelled of the unmistakable aroma of a man! Alondra could not help squirming in her chair, her pussy spasming in orgasms.

Peter looked down upon them, a dazed expression on their face. “Uh…I was in the garage lifting weights. I…I’m…feeling hungry.”

“Well, sit down and dig in! I made the turkey specially for you,” Adalynn purred.

Alondra watched joyfully as Peter sat down and began devouring his meal. She did not touch her food, though. She and Adalynn knew their place. They waited patiently.

Peter looked up at Alondra and then at Adalynn. “Don’t you two want to eat?”

“Yes,” they said in unison.

“Then…uh…dig in!” he mumbled. “The food is good!”

Alondra began eating her plate of organic vegetables, fruit, and high-protein skinless chicken. She had worked hard, turning what remained of her flab into muscle. Still, she worked up an appetite that was being satiated with healthy, delicious food.

After Alondra finished her meal, she continued to watch Peter eat. When Peter asked for something to drink, Alondra immediately bolted up from her seat and skipped to the refrigerator. Spotting the jug of Adalynn’s milk, Alondra filled a glass mug and brought it before Peter.

“Here you go, bro, poured you some milk!” She set the glass before him, which he quickly grabbed and drank.

Alondra couldn’t help quivering in delight as her stepbrother gulped down her mother’s milk. It was so sexy, and it made her pussy cringe. Visions of Peter ramming his mighty cock into her and Adalynn’s entrances filled her imagination. She hoped he would reward them tonight with his cock, though he seemed a bit exhausted. She still needed to work on her figure before she would be perfect.

“Uh…umm…I am going to bed.” Peter rose from his chair, granting Alondra a view of his huge cock, which had torn through his pants and stood fully erect, dripping precum from its tip.

Alondra felt herself cum at the sight of Peter’s magnificent cock. As he turned and left the kitchen, she found herself wanting to beg him to allow her to give him a blow job!

“You’re not quite ready, honey. You still need to finish getting yourself in peak shape!” Alondra could not help agreeing with her mother’s words, looking into a mirror mounted on the wall. She was getting ripped; her hair had striped gold blonde in her silky, smooth brown leading hair, and there were flicks of blue in her eyes. Looking at her mother, who was the vision of divine hotness, Alondra understood she still had so much work to do before she’d be hot enough for Peter to take notice of her and nock her up with his baby-making cum. How could I get ripped faster?

“Come on, honey, let’s get the kitchen cleaned up. Then I want you to come with me to my bedroom.” Alondra smiled brightly. Indeed, her mother knew how she could get herself in shape faster. After all, she was like BFF with Violeta.

Once the kitchen was cleaned, Alondra was led up by Adalynn to the main bedroom. Adalynn had long since cleared all of Owens's stuff out, which made it feel more inviting. Adalynn slipped off her apron and top, tossing them aside. She squeezed her breast, causing her nipples to gush milk into her cupped hand. She then brought it up to Alondra’s mouth.

Alondra immediately recognized a familiar sensation when the warm milk flooded her mouth. She gazed at Mother, who gently nodded. Alondra stripped herself down to her thong. She followed her mother to the bed and lay beside her.

“Time to have your fill!” Adalynn purred.

Alondra gripped Adalynn’s torso, bringing her mouth over Adalynn’s engorged nipple. She suckled furiously, and the familiar sensations flooded her body as the milk flowed down into her stomach. She could feel her body changing, becoming curvier, hotter, and more ripped. It was so wild and sexy. She loved it.


Chapter 8

Adalynn

“You are such a good girl,” Adalynn said as she stroked her daughter’s golden mane. Throughout the night, Alondra had feasted on Adalynn’s yummy milk. She looked glorious. Adalynn ran her hand down her daughter’s golden hair to her bronze muscular arms. She was perfect! Her boobs were as large, her body as ripped, and her skin as perfectly smooth as Adalynn’s. If anyone saw them together, they could have thought they were sisters. The thought was very sexy.

“MMM…We need to get up!” Alondra said from beside her.

Yes, they needed to get up. Adalynn rose from the bed. Except for the yellow thong, she was completely naked, as was Alondra.

Adalynn followed her daughter downstairs to the kitchen, where they prepared cereal bowls. They sat down at the table, patiently waiting for Peter. They waited only briefly.

Peter appeared in the doorway in all his magnificence. He toward them, his body no longer penciled. Instead, he bristled with gleaming muscles, smooth, tanned skin, and a colossal striking figure. He sat down at his seat and stared down at his cereal.

“I need some milk,” he said groggily.

Adalynn smiled and rose from her chair, grabbing Peter’s bowl. Outside his vision, she squeezed milk from her breast, filling the bowl. She grabbed a cup, filling it with her milk. She returned to Peter, setting his bowl and the cup before him, and then took her seat. As he ate his cereal, he glanced at Adalynn and Alondra, who smiled at him while they sat idly. It was then that he realized they were naked.

He stopped momentarily before swallowing his milk, “W…why are you naked and…” It started to hit him how much they changed. “W…What the hell is going on.”

Adalynn smiled, “Isn’t it wonderful! We are so hot and fuckable. And you are so massive and endowed! I bet you could knock us both up on the first go.”

Peter got up from his chair, “This is all wrong. The milkshakes. The rip-its, they did this to us.”

Adalynn was not paying attention. Her eyes were fixated on Peter's very massive cock, standing at full attention. It had ripped through his underwear. She glanced at Alondra, who was staring hungrily at Peter’s shaft. She looked back at Peter and licked her lips as he continued talking.

Unable to restrain themselves, both women knelt before Peter, who was still babbling. Adalynn took hold of his shaft and began licking his cock. Alondra quickly joined in with her tongue. Peter replaced his babbling with moans of pleasure. He gripped Adalynn’s and Alondra’s golden blonde manes, holding them in place as they licked his cocked head and long shaft.

“Uh…Uh…Uh,” Peter moaned from above them.

Adalynn was so glad she was giving Peter so much pleasure. It filled her with so much joy. She admired Peter for his steadfast loyalty, persistence, and wisdom. He was so much more of a man than Owen ever was. She loved him so much.

Pushing her daughter aside, Adalynn took Peter’s cock into her mouth. She moved her lips down his shaft, her tongue soaking his cock with her saliva. She pushed his cock in and out of her mouth, savoring the sensation of swallowing such a hunky man’s cock.

Noticing Alondra’s wanting gaze, Adalynn withdrew Pete’s shaft from her mouth. Alondra immediately enveloped his shaft in her mouth. She pushed her lips down his member until his penis tip hit the back of her throat.

Adalynn sat back on her ass, admiring her daughter’s vibrant cock sucking. Above her, Peter was filling the kitchen with his groans. Noticing his body tensing, she smiled widely, realizing he was about to cum.

“Oh…Uh…Fucking hell!” Peter shouted to the ceiling.

Adalynn pulled her daughter away just as Peter unleashed a waterfall of cum upon them both. As she was doused head to toe, Adalynn lapped up as much of the delicious cum as she could into her mouth.

When she swallowed it down into her tummy, an assortment of sensations surged through her body. It was indescribable, yet she knew exactly what was happening. She was being irrevocably bonded to Peter. She could feel herself transforming into the perfect woman for Peter. She was his! There was no doubt in her mind. She was bound to Peter forever!

When Adalynn’s eyes came back into focus, Peter was gone. Looking over to Alondra, she could see her daughter was coming out of her own transformation. She was Peter’s as well. Adalynn smiled in happiness, knowing her daughter was also Peter’s woman.

The two women stared at each other in excited astonishment before Adalynn broke the silence. “We need to save this delicious come Peter covered our hot bodies in!” Adalynn grabbed two empty Rip-it bottles on the counter, handing one to Alondra.

“Honey, we need to save Peter’s baby batter to give it to other women. When they taste his cum, they’ll know how like so hunky and Amazing he is and will want to be part of our family. K?” Adalynn said as she wiped cum off her body into the Rip-it bottle.

“Yeah. I know a girl who is just like dying to get fucked by Peter!” Alondra said excitedly. “She is actually on the way. We are going to the gym together.”

“Well, you cannot be late.” Adalynn's eyes followed Alondra’s shapely butt as she skipped upstairs. It was so good to see her daughter looking so hot! She gathered herself, headed upstairs, and put on her new skin-tight workout bra and yoga shorts. She told herself to stop by the gym shop. She wanted to get the Muscle and Metal gym bikinis.

“See this afternoon,” Alondra shouted as she left the house.

Adalynn licked her lips, hoping the girl her daughter brought home would be the Asian beauty she had worked out with the day before. She couldn’t help coming at the thought of Peter penetrating the beauty with his impressive cock!

With cum shake in hand, Adalynn got into her car and headed for the gym. She knew exactly who she would give the shake to.


Chapter 9

Peter

“201, 202, 203!” Peter was pumping 200 pounds on his bench. “Fuck!”

The visions of his gorgeous stepmother and stepsister stuck in his mind like cement. No matter how much weight he pumped, he couldn’t get the images of divinely shaped bodies out of his thoughts. Peter knew he should be disgusted by their lewd acts, but he wasn’t. His mind kept finding reasons to embrace their debauchery.

Peter never really thought of them as his mom and sister. He had always seen Adalynn as some woman his father wooed into marrying him so he’d have a woman to do his laundry and cook his meals. He’d acted affectionate towards her and Alondra, but it was an act for the sake of appearances.

“301, 302, 303!”

They were women! His women! And…they were good girls! Good girls were supposed to suck off a hunky man’s cock. He shook his head and increased his rate of repetitions. He knew it was because of those shakes. Whatever his old friend Derrick was up to, it had something to do with the Rip-its.

“Good morning! On today’s news…” His gaze veered to the plasma TV mounted in the corner of the garage.

Clara was giving the morning news announcements. When Peter's eyes locked on the gorgeous newswoman, the visions of his stepmom and step-sister withdrew to the back of his mind.

Clara was positively stunning. Her wavy strawberry blonde shimmered as it cascaded down her body, her luscious lips painted in pink lipstick and curled in a smile. Light gleamed on her smooth bronze skin, and her emerald green eyes sparkled.

But what drew Peter’s attention were her tits! They were bigger and firmer than the day before at the supermarket. Her melons were squeezed into her peach-colored blazer jacket.

“That's it for the local news!” Clara announced in her sultry voice. She leaned forward slightly, granting her fans a view of the dark crevice between her enormous glorious boobs. Peter felt his cock pitch a tent in the gym shorts.

Peter’s encounter with the buxom beauty yesterday flashed in his mind. Clara said she was coming to his house today after her broadcast. He lifted the barbells onto the holder and then rose from the bench.

“Over to you, Lena,” Clara said as the image switched to an attractive brunette weatherwoman.

Peter rose to his feet, stepping before a mirror mounted on the wall. He flexed his muscles in the vacuum pose. He had a physique that would put professional bodybuilders to shame. Light gleamed on his smooth skin, and sweat streamed along the grooves between massive muscles.

As Peter was performing stretches, he heard the ripping of fabric. Looking down, he found the remains of his gym shorts at his feet, “I need new clothing." If he was going to bang a hot babe like Clara, he had to dress to impress.

Peter found an old pair of his father's gym clothes that could fit him, then left his house jogging down the street. A mom-and-pop clothing store was in the shopping center at the corner of his neighborhood. An elderly couple owned it and sold general clothing. He jogged to the store, ignoring all the gorgeous, voluptuous women eyeing him seductively as he passed.

Upon entering the store, Peter froze. It seemed the store had exchanged hands because instead of the usual casual clothing on display, there were Women’s leotards and bikinis alongside men’s speedos and workout clothes.

“How is it going, son!” Peter turned to face a ripped man relaxing behind the counter. He must have been the old owner’s son because he resembled him. “What are you looking for? I can see you need new workout clothes!”

“Well, yeah! But right now, I need some decent clothes for a date. I have a hot girl coming and….”

“Hold it right there,” the man said as he got up. As he stood up, Peter noticed his pants were down and his cock exposed. He casually pulled up his pants and came around the counter. A blonde busty woman rose to her feet, licking her mouth where the man had been. “The Mrs. was jacking me off!” the man casually said as he came in front of Peter, smiling a million-dollar smile.

“Now we have date night attire at the back of our store.” He guided Peter to the rear of the store, where lavish, revealing dresses and stylish men’s clothing were on display. “You don’t need to worry about dressing flashy. Your Physique says everything. I would wear a white shirt, a black coat with matching pants, and maybe a gold ring or watch. You want to look sharp. Like ‘I am a provider who takes life seriously.’ Hot women want men who will nock them up and provide for their families. Showing you take things seriously sends that message.”

Peter tried the recommendations and was satisfied with the results. The man even helped him choose new workout clothes and a Speedo.

“I forgot my wallet at home,” Peter told the man across the checkout counter.

“You are Peter Miles, right? Derrick Coleman’s friend?”

“Yeah. He offered me a job as his accountant,” Petered answered.

The man waved his hand, “Give me your information, and I’ll set you up a tab. You can pay me later. Derrick’s sponsorship saved my store when we were about to go bankrupt. Most of my customers are members of his gym.”

“Thank You!”

The man pointed across the store to 2 girls. One was a busty Latino beauty wearing a sparkling string bikini, and the other was a busty redhead wearing a sparkling blue bikini. They stared at Peter, looking up and down his ripped body, batting their long eyelashes, and giggling. 

“Get home and get ready for your date. Those two will be here tomorrow. I already have three gorgeous pregnant gals of my own. Not looking for any more at the moment.” The man bagged Peter's purchases and gave him a thumbs up. “Don’t take long nailing your white mare, or else some other stud will bag those two, OK!”

Peter gave the man a grin and an understanding nod before he turned to leave. He sent the two girls a wink and a smile as he passed them. Both girls smiled brightly and giggled. Peter decided he would come back to the store the following day.

Back home, Peter admired himself in front of a mirror in his new get-up. His face could cause women to faint with only a tiny crack of a smile. He towered tall, brimming with muscles as hard as steel. His new imposing figure could send jocks running in terror. His clothing hugged his figure, doing little to hide his immense physique.

Peter’s eyes suddenly bulged when a familiar aroma assaulted his sense of smell. He rushed to the door, already knowing who was on the other side.

Clara was strutting along the walkway up to the door. Her strawberry-blonde hair fluttered a bit in the light breeze. And the sunlight gleamed on her bronze skin. But what hardened Peter’s member was her massive boobs stuffed in her peach blazer jacket, which jiggled with each stride of her thick shapely legs.

“So…where are you taking me?” Clara casually said as she came inside.

Peter had not thought about that. He had never been on a date in his life. The closest he had ever been to a date was when he used to go to the movies with a group, and they talked at the mall restaurants afterward. He thought for a minute, and an idea hit him.

“There is a sushi restaurant downtown,” he said.

Clara immediately threw her arms around him in a hug, her boobs squeezing against his chest. “I love sushi!” she squealed. They were soon racing down the street in Clara’s Ferrari with Peter at the wheel.

In the restaurant, Peter saw hunky men seated with gorgeous women, all talking and laughing. As he passed, the women gave him lustful gazes while the men gave him grins and thumbs up. He knew it was because he had the hottest newswoman in the state as his date.

Once seated, Clara talked all about her final breakup with Darren. She did the job over the phone, not wanting to be near him if he got aggressive.

“I think Darren will try dragging me back to his cave. I was his trophy, after all, and he really hates losing his trophies. Like once, his football trophy went missing, and he tore apart the house looking for the dumb thing, not realizing he took it to his office.” Her delicate hand caressed Peter’s muscular arm. She gazed at him pleadingly, “I need a strong man to protect me if he comes.”

After eating delicious sushi, they drove back to Peter’s house. Clara had her hand in his pants, squeezing his stiff cock into the driveway.

Peter's head was so far up in the clouds that he almost did not notice Darren standing on the front porch of his house. He had an expression of pure rage on his face. Peter tensed as he saw Daren’s wrathful gaze on the hot news woman beside him. He did not seem to notice the massively muscular man driving the Ferrari.

“What the Hell, Clara! You’re divorcing me?” Darren shouted. “You got that fucking job at the news station because of me. You won’t even be able to get a job modeling in store windows without me.”

Clara nonchalantly stepped out of the car, glancing at Darren dismissively. “Like, please! The studio owner was already set on hiring me before I talked to him. And…I’ll have way more job offers once I divorce you.”

Something in Darren seemingly snapped because he suddenly lunged in rage at Clara. Peter was out of the car and sliding across the engine hood in a flash. He caught Darren by his arm inches away from Clara and threw him down onto the green grass of his lawn.

“Who the fuck are you?” Darren yelled as his eyes focused on the hulking figure standing between him and his Ex.

“Get out of here,” Peter growled.

The color in Darren’s face drained away as he took in the imposing, muscular man casting a shadow over him. Peter could see fear rising in him.

“T…That’s my wife. I…I came to take her back home,” He managed to say.

“I'm not your wife anymore! You signed the divorce papers,” Clara shouted from behind Peter.

“I…I did not know what they were!” Darren pouted.

“Get out of here! This is my land, my house, and she is my woman. Get out of here,” Peter growled in furry.

What little courage Darren had left him, he scampered off like a rodent.

“I was so scared!” Clara cried as she buried her face into Peter’s rock-hard abs.

“N…no problem,” Peter said in a daze. Clara’s pheromones were assaulting his sense of smell, making him horny as hell. He had a hunger that needed to be satiated. Without another word, he swept the strawberry blonde off her feet, taking her inside. As Clara's lips devoured his, Peter plopped down on the living room couch.

Clara wriggled out of Peter’s hands, falling onto the floor. She shot up to her feet and began stripping off her clothes, displaying an hourglass body figure and her glorious breasts that seemed to have grown since yesterday.

“Peter, can I be your woman?” Peter perked to attention from her question. “I don’t care if you fuck other women. You can have as many women as you want. I want to be one of your women. Please, Peter! I am such a good girl; I can prove it.”

The gorgeous strawberry blonde reached out with manicured fingers, unbuttoning his pants. Peter’s erected shaft burst forth, leaking precum from its tip. Clara took his shaft into her mouth and pushed her lips down to the hilt of his thick member.

Whatever lingering misgivings Peter had vanished as Clara sucked off his cock. This was everything he ever wanted! A beautiful woman beneath him entirely devoted to satisfying his every desire.

“You’re my woman, Clara! My woman!” Peter roared as his cock blew a massive load of seed into the gorgeous blonde’s mouth.

Clara winced and gagged as she tried to swallow every drop of his load, but it was too much. She fell backward on the floor as Peter doused her body in his cum. Her blue eyes suddenly glassed over, and she began writhing on the floor, her hands gripping her pussy in a masturbatory frenzy.

Peter was unconcerned as his attention was drawn by an aroma coming from the front door. He rushed out of the living room, finding Adalynn holding hands with a tall, divinely beautiful woman in a pink leotard. She had the same bronze skin, massive breasts, thin waist, and long blonde hair as Adalynn. They looked like sisters.

“I have brought you a new woman, Peter.” Adalynn smiled widely. “Her name is Violeta.”

Violeta stepped forward, smiling her luscious lips. “I have been searching for you, Peter. I have been searching for you because you are the man meant for me. I want you to breed me so I’ll get knocked up with your progeny.”

Peter’s mind filled with visions of his women sporting baby bumps causing his cock to come to attention again.


Chapter 10

Alandra

Alandra had never felt so exhilarated. She held hands with her new girlfriend, Miki, as they skipped along the sidewalk. They wore the sexy black and yellow bikinis sold at the gym store. Their massive breasts jiggled with their strides, and their thongs were digging into their ass cracks and pussy lips. They had stopped periodically to make out and to jerk each other off. They hadn’t taken Miki’s car because they were both feeling so horny. So, they had merrily skipped back to Alondra’s house, where they hoped Peter would fuck them.

Alondra looked up into the sky dreamily. They were both Peter’s women now. When she had drank his cum, her body transformed into the perfect woman for Peter. The same transformation happened to Miki when she partook in his cum. She, too, was now Peter’s woman.

Miki had reasoned, and Alondra agreed he would want them to be lovers since they were both Peter’s women.  They made out and had sex in the locker room, then cleaned each other’s bodies in the shower.

Alondra felt a sense of excitement as they approached her home. She had begun to imagine Peter taking Miki, and a pathetic-looking man approached them. He looked overweight, with very little of what Alondra would call muscle on his body. She would not have minded the miserable wretch to look at her but winced at the thought of him touching her or Miki.

Alondra pulled Miki to the side as he barreled past them. Terror was edged on his face, and he did not notice them. She looked at the direction he had run from and smiled, realizing he was fleeing her house.

“Come on, we need to get home!” she tugged on Miki, and they began to run.

Visions of Peter protecting his women from the disgusting man filled her imagination. She could picture him standing atop the wretch, his sweaty body glistening in the sun's light, highlighting his ripped physique. Spurred on by her imagination, Alondra, with Miki in tow, burst through the front door of her house.

Peter stood before a gorgeous, tall blonde Alondra recognized as Violeta. Her mother, Adalynn, stood beside the hottie. They all turned to face Alondra and her girlfriend.

“This is Miki.” Alondra ran her hand up and down Miki’s huge boobs and her curvy waste. “I brought her here for you, Peter! For our family!”

Alondra shuttered in anticipation as Peter’s hungry gaze traveled up and down her and Miki’s bodies. Primal masculinity emanated from his body, overwhelming her senses and causing her pussy to spasm. She wanted him inside her! She needed him inside her!

“I am one of your women, Peter. I never truly realized how much I wanted you until now.” A gorgeous strawberry blonde strutted into the living room, her gaze fixated on Peter. “Please put your cock in me! I need you inside me so badly.”

Alondra immediately recognized her as Clara Masters, the stunning anchorwoman from the local news. She remembered masturbating to the beauty all the time. She was ecstatic at the chance to devour one of her dream girl’s pussy lips.

“Upstairs, now!” Peter roared.

Alondra and the others eagerly obeyed. Her eyes followed her mother’s bouncing butt cheeks as they were herded up to the main bedroom where Owen had spent his final days.

The Main bedroom had been refurbished following Owen’s passing but had gone unused. Now, it would be where Alondra and the other women would experience Peter’s assertion of his claim as the man of the house.

“Line up and bend over,” Peter commanded authoritatively.

Alondra and the others enthusiastically lined up. They removed their tops and pushed down their thongs to their ankles. They then turned their backs to him and bent over display their wet pussies.

Alondra shook her ass, hoping Peter would choose her to experience his manhood first. The sensation of his firm hand on her butt cheeks which moved up her rear to grip her hips, sent a surge of excitement through her. She was soon writhing and moaning as Peter rammed his massive member inside her. Alondra's back arched, and her screams and wails filled the room.

When Peter came, Alondra felt her cervix fill to the brim with his cum. She felt so exhilarated and complete now she had Peter’s baby batter in her womb. Alondra fell to the floor, panting as she slid off Peter’s cock.

Adalynn was soon screaming and moaning as Peter slammed his cock inside her. Alondra watched them with lustful eyes as the bulge of Peter’s cock moved up and down her mom’s belly. Adalynn suddenly arched her back, and her belly swelled as Peter filled up her womb.

Alondra moved over to her mother after she came to rest on the floor, and they began to make out as Clara received Peter’s cock. When Clara collapsed onto the floor after being pumped full of cum, Alondra buried her face his Clara’s pussy lips. Next to her, Adalynn watched as Peter slammed his member into Miki’s tunnel. Her silk black hair flayed about as Peter pushed his cock in and out of her tunnel. After her belly swelled up with his load, Peter allowed her to slide off his cock and come to rest on the floor. Adalynn moved over to Miki as the dark-haired beauty and the two began to make out.

Alondra glanced up to see Peter hoist Violeta’s gorgeous body up and impale her pussy on his massive cock. Her back arched, and she screamed to the ceiling in a combination of ecstasy and pain.

“Make me your woman, Peter! Please make me your woman!” she moaned. The sound of her gigantic breasts smacking together filled the room. She gave one last scream as Pater erupted cum inside her womb before going limp.

Peter laid out on the floor. The sexy bimbos all snuggled up to his powerful body. Alondra could not help but feel an overwhelming sense of completeness and content now she was her stepbrother’s woman.

For the rest of the afternoon, Alondra took turns with her new harem sisters getting fucked By Peter in various positions.

The sex binge only ceased when Peter demanded food. Alondra followed Adalynn and Clara down to the kitchen to prepare supper while Peter continued to fuck Miki and Violeta.  Alondra was cooking a pot of vegetables sautéed in her milk when a knock at the front door drew her attention. She covered herself with a blanket before opening the door.

“Hey, Alondra! Is Peter around? Got business talk!” Alondra immediately recognized Derrick, Peter’s old friend she had met in the gym the other day, dressed in a flashy business suit and carrying a briefcase. While his body broadcasted masculinity, she did not feel attracted to him. Instead, his presence made her crave Peter.

“Hey Derrick! What’s up? I thought we were meeting tomorrow at the gym!” Peter said as he came downstairs, only wearing a towel around his crouch and waist.

“Yeah, well! Given the managing partner of the gym, Violeta, is your woman, I decided it couldn’t wait.” Peter directed him to the living room.

Alondra returned to cooking with Adalynn and Clara while Peter talked about man’s business with Derrick. She did not care about whatever they were talking about. If she wanted to know, she’d go to college.

Alondra wondered why she ever wanted to go to college. It seemed like such a waste, especially since she had strong and hunky Peter to take care of her. He was a genius, after all. Why else was Derrick here meeting with him?

“Congratulations, Pete! You are about to become a very wealthy man,” Derrick boomed as Peter walked him to the door. “Tomorrow, drop Violeta and your other women off at the gym. I need them to step up production of our Rip-Its to meet the growing demand. I have a temporary office set up next door in a shopping center. However, we will be breaking ground on a proper office building beside the gym in a week, and the building is slated to be finished and ready for occupation in 3 months.”

“I will have the accounting department up and running well before then,” Peter boasted.

“Groovy!” Derrick patted him on the shoulder before heading out.

“You’re all going to work at the gym with Violeta tomorrow,” Peter casually announced.

Alondra jumped excitedly and squealed, “We get to work with Violeta at the gym!”

Adalynn hugged her, squeezing their enormous breasts between them. “You’re going to love it there.”

Alondra smiled brightly, “I sure will!”


Epilogue

Alondra pulled her lace pink thong panties up her smooth bronze muscular legs. She then put on her skimpy lace pink bra and silk robe.

Behind her, on the triple king-size bed, a dozen women soundly slept, having been exhausted by last night’s orgy. They were all very fit with shapely muscles and massive boobs. However, their most striking features were their substantial pregnant bellies.

Alondra brought her hands down to her baby bump. Peter had knocked up all of his women with his enormous cock and copious cum. 

Alondra glided down the grand stairway of Peter's lavish mansion. He had gotten Derrick's company's accounting office up and running in a month. He partially achieved it by drawing away many of his former boss's employees who wanted to work for a new firm. He had also increased production of Rip-it from the gym kitchen 10-fold, meeting the growing demand as Derrick signed on new Muscle and Metal gym franchisees and opened more of his food markets.

Peter's success at producing results quickly prompted Derrick to grant him huge bonuses and company shares. As Alondra and the other women began bringing Peter more beautiful and fit women, the old house got crowded, so Peter used his earnings to buy and refurbish a mansion.

Alondra entered the grand kitchen, where Adalynn, Violeta, Miki, and two female nurses, a luscious redhead and a gorgeous Latino, were drinking hot Chocolate and watching Clara on the news.

Adalynn and Violetta had not bothered putting any panties on content with their pink silk robes. Their free arms were around each other's waists as they watched the news. They formed a special bond over the last several months, becoming lovers.

Miki went before Alondra, embracing her in a passionate kiss. Like Alondra and all the other women in the house, Peter knocked Miki up, which deepened the bond the two women shared.

As she broke from Miki's embrace, the redheaded nurse gave her a cup of hot Chocolate. With his women pregnant, Peter had a maternity ward built, then hired nurses, made them his women, and knocked them up. The two bimbo nurses were dressed in their standard uniforms of white lace lingerie, white stockings, and skimpy white lab coats. Like all Peter's women, they always wanted to look sexy for their man.

Alondra glanced at the wall-mounted TV, smiling as she drank a cup of fresh hot Chocolate. Clara's pregnant body had not slowed her career in the slightest. Her ratings had skyrocketed in the last few months, and she received numerous promotional deals and sponsorships.

Alondra heard a ring, and the redheaded nurse passed her a phone. She sat down with her cup and peered at the screen. Her sisters texted pictures of several prospective women to be brought into their family. Alondra and the others had found Peter many women over the last few months. He had 40 women now, yet he craved more.

Alondra grinned as she looked at the new prospects. 'On my way,' she texted back. She grabbed yoga pants and a workout bra from the clothes bin, dressed, and headed out. She could not wait to bring more gorgeous women into their family.
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