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		Saving Eden

		

		“Y ou son of a bitch,” Peggy cried as Kermit parked the car in front of Eden Ranch. There was a small group of busty and scantily clad women walking from the guest rooms toward the main house who drew her ire. “This is where you want to go to save our marriage?”

		Peggy and Kermit had once been in love, but that was years ago. Now well into their marriage, they had reached a marital roadblock. The anger they held toward each other seemed insurmountable. They had gone through counseling, but with little in the way of results. This weekend was supposed to be a last ditch effort to save their marriage before what seemed like an inevitable split.

		“It was recommended to me,” Kermit said defensively. “I can’t help it that some of the guests look like that.”

		Peggy wanted to stay angry, but she knew he was right. She had seen the brochure. She had agreed to come here. After all, she did not want to get a divorce. And the truth was, she liked the idea of being married to Kermit. It was just that the idea of the thing and the actual reality did not line up. There was a friction between the two of them that they simply had been unable to overcome.

		Eden Ranch was supposed to be their last line of defense before the lawyers got involved. Not that either of them had any clue how a long weekend stay would save their marriage, but they were both still invested in making it work. They both had their doubts. How could years of problems magically get fixed in three days? That seemed impossible. No marriage could magically get repaired in such a short amount of time, at least outside of fairy tales and movies. But real life was neither of those things.

		“At least the air is fresh,” Kermit said as he stepped out of the car and slammed the door. Despite Eden Ranch being a working ranch, there were no obvious signals of farm animals nearby. There was no smell of cow manure.

		“I’m sorry for accusing you of choosing this place because of the girls,” Peggy admitted. As much as they fought, they still could apologize from time to time. And if they were going to work through their issues during their stay, they needed to be honest with each other and themselves. They needed to communicate. After all, honesty and communication were two of the foundations of a successful marriage.

		What Peggy did not say was she felt threatened by the hot women guests of the ranch. She had always been self-conscious of her appearance, feeling that she had not been given her fair share of beauty compared to other women. The fact she had caught Kermit’s eye at all had been a surprise to her and she knew her body issues played a role in their difficulties. She might have been able to recognize that, with the help of counseling, but that meant little when she felt unable to fix the problem.

		Worse, Peggy knew Kermit would be unable to stop himself from looking at the hot women at the ranch. He was a man. It was inevitable. He would look, he would stare, he would fantasize, and there was nothing she could do to stop him. He was a man and that was what men did. Once again, Peggy was aware of her general distrust of men, but just as with her own body image, recognizing the problem did not ultimately bring her any closer to righting the wrong.

		Not that Kermit was innocent in all of this. He had his own problems in their marriage. He was often quick to anger and he could remain mad for far longer than was appropriate. His counseling sessions had helped him recognize that he tended to stew on his anger, hiding it, but letting it simmer, until he boiled over and he randomly lashed out, often over inconsequential events. And more often than not, it was Peggy who suffered his outbursts, even when she was not the original target of his anger. Something that set him off on Monday at work might not actually surface until the next Saturday where he would lay into Peggy with an angry tirade.

		Thankfully, their marital problems had never turned violent. Neither of them had laid a hand on the other. It was just the shouting matches that drew attention.

		“A guy at work mentioned his brother and sister-in-law came here and it saved their marriage,” Kermit explained. It was not the first time he had given those details, but he felt the need to defend himself. “I don’t know how they do it, but I’ve heard nothing but good things.”

		“Good afternoon,” came the booming voice of a tall and well-built man. He approached from the ranch house, dressed in blue jeans and a flannel shirt. The sleeves of the shirt were rolled up to reveal bulging muscles. The top few buttons were left undone, revealing a well-muscled chest. “My name’s Patrick. My wife and I own Eden Ranch. Welcome.”

		Kermit no longer felt as bad about there being hot women to look at. Even he could recognize how Patrick was more than just handsome. He was downright hot. He was hot enough where he was sure women drooled over him.

		And Peggy nearly found herself drooling as she looked at this prime specimen of a man. Her eyes traversed from his chiseled jaw, down across his muscular chest, and eventually to the tight confines of his jeans where an oversized bulge was present. Patrick was hung. Either that or he was an expert at stuffing, but given the rest of him, Peggy doubted that. It was only after giving him a complete once over with her eyes that she recognized the ring on his finger. At least she had a reason not to cheat on Kermit now.

		“I’m Kermit and this is Peggy,” Kermit said as he reached out and shook Patrick’s hand. However, that handshake would have been enough to put Kermit into a premature grave. Patrick’s hand was massive, completely dwarfing Kermit. And the firmness of the handshake almost left Kermit wincing in pain. Patrick was a big and strong man and his handshake helped prove it.

		“Nice to meet you,” Peggy added as she then shook Patrick’s hand. He was more gentle with her, but he dwarfed her in size even more. The only time she had felt smaller was when she and Kermit won courtside tickets to a professional basketball game once. The players were huge.

		“Your room is all ready,” Patrick said with a smile. “Can I carry any of your bags?”

		Kermit popped the trunk of the car using the key fob and started to unload. Patrick grabbed the largest of their suitcases, picking it up as if it weighed nothing. Kermit had nearly thrown out his back packing it into the car before they left home. Peggy certainly had a lot of stuff to bring. He figured there were a few books in there, adding to the weight. The harder life seemed to be for her, the more she tended to read. The past several years had made her a voracious reader as their marriage fell apart.

		“Meals are served in the house,” Patrick explained as he guided them to their room. “There are lots of activities to take part in, both as a couple and alone. I generally find couples need a little bit of both.”

		Kermit and Peggy both found themselves nodding along as Patrick spoke. As city folk, they did not have a lot of experience out in nature. They had gone on hikes and even gone camping a few times, but they had never been far from civilization. Technically that was true here as well, but here they felt much more dependent on others. And returning home would still mean a four-hour drive. That was not just something they could partake in on a whim.

		The room Patrick showed them to was not the largest room available, but it had two queen beds. They were unsure of how the weekend would play out. If things went well, they would sleep together. If not, they would start out their lives as roommates, sleeping in separate beds. It would take time for them to formalize their slips and divorce, if it came to that. They would need to learn how to cohabitate as individuals and not a married couple. Then again, they were hoping for the former where they would be sharing a bed, but it was best to be prepared for the worst.

		“Dinner is in about an hour,” Patrick explained. “It’s a casual event. Don’t worry about getting dressed up for it. And it’s okay to be late. Everyone eats at their own pace. Nothing here on Eden Ranch is formal.”

		“Thank you,” Peggy said.

		“Yeah, thanks,” Kermit added. “We’ll see you around.”

		Patrick bowed his head and stepped out, leaving Kermit and Peggy alone.

		“Well, here we are,” Kermit said, not knowing what else he should say.

		“Um, yeah,” Peggy said. “I think I’m going to read for a little bit, before we go to dinner.”

		“Right,” Kermit said. “I guess I’ll go for a little walk and do some exploring.”

		“Sounds good.”

		The pair went their separate ways, not knowing what the future held for them.
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		Walking around the main area of the ranch, Kermit was amazed at all that he saw. Or, more accurately, he was amazed at the people he saw. He had never seen so many attractive people in one place before. The women were all phenomenal. There were big tits, small waists, and nice big asses all over the place. And none of the women attempted to hide their assets. There were no frumpy sweaters or baggy pants. Every woman he saw dressed to show off, often wearing a western style with denim shorts or a skirt and some sort of checkered top that often involved tying off under fat tits, sometimes not even bothering to use any of the buttons.

		The men, while not holding Kermit’s interest, were equally hot in their own ways. They all seemed jacked, with more muscle than Kermit could imagine outside of a gym. There were plenty of guys who simply went around shirtless, showing off barrel chests and washboard abs. And in many cases, their biceps were as big as Kermit’s thighs.

		But what stood out the most was the sexuality of all the people. Kermit could not help but think every employee and guest looked like they were about a minute away from tearing off clothes and fucking in public. He had never seen anything like it before. It was both amazing and scary at the same time. His only question was how that could hurt his efforts to repair his marriage to Peggy. He had no idea what kind of place this was when he booked it. He had not cared at the time. He was willing to do anything to save it, but every moment he spent at Eden Ranch caused growing doubts.

		Eventually Kermit returned to the room so that he and Peggy could go to dinner together. He knew the small efforts would be the most important, going through the motions, doing the right things, doing what couples were supposed to do.

		“You ready for dinner?” Kermit asked. He stood in the doorway and looked at his wife. She was curled up on the bed by the window, the evening sun providing the light to read by. It was moments like this when Kermit remembered why he married Peggy. There were more attractive women out there, but she had a cuteness that he had always enjoyed. And that cuteness was never more obvious than when she was curled up reading a book.

		“Just one minute,” Peggy answered. “Let me finish this chapter. I’ve got two pages left.”

		Kermit knew it would be more than a minute. It took longer than that to read one page, let alone two, but he was not going to press her on it. She did not mean one minute precisely. She just needed a little more time to finish what she was doing. Kermit took a deep breath as he tried to tamp down his anger. This was not worth fighting about.

		As he waited, Kermit leafed through a notebook beside the television that advertised the myriad of activities they could take part in during their stay at Eden Ranch. Luckily, all of those activities were included in the price of their stay, which was all-inclusive. There were no add-ons, there was no extra charge for alcohol, there were no hidden fees. In that regard, Eden Ranch was the perfect destination.

		Not that Kermit had any idea what he wanted to do with his free time. There was horseback riding, nature hikes, fishing, and a seemingly endless list of other activities to spend their time on. He figured they should try and do as much together as possible, but he wouldn’t mind spending a little time fishing. He had not gone fishing since he was a kid with his dad. He regretted not doing that more with him. And now it was too late. He was on his own. But he could still enjoy some fishing at some point. Apparently the ranch butted up against a river, providing a perfect location. The ranch even provided all of the gear and licensing. Everything was made easy.

		“All done,” Peggy announced, putting her book down with a thud. It was big and it looked heavy.

		Walking to the house for dinner, Kermit was unsure if he should put his hand around Peggy’s shoulder or not. It was something he used to do when they were dating and early in their marriage, but he was not sure if it would be welcomed now. He felt like he had to walk on eggshells around her. And he was sure she felt the same way around him. He knew his anger was a problem, but he could not control himself sometimes.

		“Welcome to dinner,” came the bubbly voice of the woman with the biggest tits both Kermit and Peggy had ever seen. They were barely covered in a tied-off checkered button up top with none of the buttons used. They rested on top of a bare belly that was clearly swollen with child. “I’m Eve, Patrick’s wife. Have a seat and I’ll have some food out to you in a moment.”

		“Thank you,” Kermit said as he tried to keep his eyes from following Eve’s swaying ass as she waddled back into the kitchen. She had an impressive bubble butt encased in a tight pair of cut-off shorts that were a little too short. But she looked much like many of the women at the ranch, other than being pregnant. But even then, she was clearly hot as fuck. It was little wonder that she was pregnant. He was sure they had frequent and wild sex.

		“Thanks,” Eve said, annoyed. She found the way Eve was dressed distasteful. As far as she was concerned, a woman should not show herself off like that, especially not a pregnant woman.

		Kermit and Peggy chose seats at the end of the table. There was already another couple sitting at the other end. Both the man and woman seemed a bit more normal. The woman was not dressed like she was in a photoshoot for Western Skin Magazine or something like that, although she sported breasts that at first glance appeared slightly too big for her frame. It seemed like all the women at Eden Ranch were well endowed. The man was dressed in a retro band t-shirt, but it seemed tighter than it should have been, as if he had suddenly put on weight, all of it muscle.

		However, it was hard to ignore the fact the pair had each reached under the table and appeared to be doing something between each other’s legs. Were they masturbating each other? Peggy looked away while Kermit took several side glances trying to figure out if he needed to say something.

		Although before it got to that point, large plates of food were suddenly placed in front of both Kermit and Peggy, distracting them from the activities of the other guests. The plates were piled high with rosemary-roasted chicken with apples and potatoes, a green salad with apple and feta cheese, acorn squash stuffed with apple, cranberry, and sausage, and a side of apple cobbler. There was a large pitcher of apple cider on the table.

		“I guess they have a lot of apples here,” Peggy said, shrugging her shoulders as she picked up her fork. She was hungry and the plate of hot food made her mouth water.

		“No complaint from me,” Kermit said as he took a bite of the squash. He closed his eyes and savored the flavors that danced across his tongue. He had no idea that his plate of food was slightly different from Peggy’s food. Specifically, it was the apples. They ate the same foods, but the men at Eden Ranch received a slightly different recipe than the women. It was the apples. Women were given foods with Pink Rose Apples and the men were given foods with Red Blood Apples.

		The pair ate as if they had been starving, eating bite after bite, taking short breaks to sip cider, slowly clearing their plates completely. By the time they were finished, they were both achingly full. And when they finally looked up from their plates, they saw that their company had changed. The couple who had possibly been fingering each other had left. In their place was a trio of women, the women who they had spotted when they first arrived, happily eating and gossiping among each other. They paid Kermit and Peggy little attention. There might be conversations in the future, but Kermit and Peggy were not yet on the other women’s level. Not that they knew that. Kermit and Peggy had little idea of what lay ahead for them.

		After dinner, Kermit took Peggy’s hand and guided her on a short walk around the house. This was the sort of thing he had avoided in the past, but now it seemed right. They found themselves in an apple orchard.

		“I guess this explains why everything had apples in it,” Peggy said. She looked up into Kermit’s face and smiled. It was the first time she had smiled while looking at him in ages.

		There was something about this place that changed her. Already she felt different. Maybe it was a proper meal. It was impossible to call their dinner home cooked, but it was as close as could be. From the glances into the kitchen, it did not seem to be a restaurant level kitchen. It was better stocked than a generic home kitchen, what with the need to cook for all the guests, but it was not some state of the art restaurant kitchen.

		When they finally made it back to their room, Peggy paused just inside the doorway. She pushed herself up on her tiptoes and kissed her husband. It was another night of firsts. She had not done that in longer than either of them could remember. And it was nice. Peggy liked it. She liked it even more when Kermit took charge and kissed her back.

		Before either of them knew it, they were on the bed, making out like college coeds. And from there, they made passionate love for the first time in years. That night they fell asleep in each other’s arms, blissfully happy and believing that Eden Ranch really did work miracles. But the real magic was still yet to begin.
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		Waking up the next morning, Peggy could not believe what had happened the night before. She never expected to get intimate with Kermit so soon after they arrived, if at all. She was still very much in the skeptical camp as far as the benefits Eden Ranch could have for their marriage. But it was hard to ignore how good the sex had been. She could not remember the last time she came without using something that ran on batteries or her own fingers.

		She laid there, not sure what to do, looking up at the ceiling. She could sense Kermit sleeping beside her, but she did not want to look at him. Despite how much she had enjoyed last night’s coupling, she also felt deeply ashamed of what they had done. Sex was not supposed to be the answer to their problems. If that were the case, they could have fixed everything without all those counseling sessions or driving to the other side of the state to stay at a ranch. They could have stayed home and, well, had sex.

		But as she laid there, she could feel a growing hunger build up inside of her. Her stomach even started to growl. She sighed, annoyed that she was already hungry following the large dinner she had eaten the night before. And she was hungry while simultaneously feeling bloated, or at least heavy. Her chest felt heavy and her hips felt strange too.

		Finally Peggy sat up and she was immediately faced with the weight on her chest. The bloating was confined to her breasts. Looking down, she could immediately tell they were bigger. She tried to think back to the last time it had been that time of the month. It seemed too soon for that, but since she had not been having sex in a long time, she had paid less attention to her body’s rhythm.

		Peggy reached up and cupped her breasts, feeling their added weight. There was no doubt they were bigger. And this kind of swelling was more than a normal fluctuation. And not only were they bigger, but they were more sensitive as well.

		“Fuck,” Peggy whispered as the simple contact her hands made with her breasts sent a wave of pleasure down to her pussy. She was already getting aroused after barely touching herself. This was not supposed to be how it worked. Yet, at the same time, she could not help but feel good. The pleasure was that great. It was hard to argue against suddenly bigger breasts when they felt that good. It was hard to worry about it as those worries had to swim upstream against the flooding pleasure.

		Kermit shifted under the covers and Peggy’s attention was suddenly drawn to the space between his legs. His morning wood pushed against the bed sheet. Just the sight of it was enough to make her salivate. It did not even occur to her that she was salivating over her husband’s cock. She had never even given him a blowjob, but now she was craving it. She needed to feel his cock. In her mouth. She was never more sure of anything in her life.

		Peggy ducked under the covers and found Kermit’s cock standing proud. It looked bigger to her, both longer and thicker. The idea that his cock might not fit in her mouth never occurred to her. She was already lost to her passions of the moment. She needed to taste his cock. She needed to feel her lips wrapped around its base. She needed to drink his seed.

		Kermit woke up from a happy dream that had seen him snuggling with his wife to find himself in a world of pleasure. It harkened back to his college days when he got his one and only blowjob. But this was different. This was better. It took him a moment to fully realize what was happening. He pulled up the covers to find his wife bobbing up and down on his cock. This wasn’t some sloppy drunken blowjob. This was done with love and desire and for those reasons alone, it surpassed anything he could have imagined.

		Despite Peggy’s inexperience in such matters, she did well. She listened to Kermit’s groans and felt his physical reactions, letting them guide her on what he liked and did not like. However, it was when Kermit started to run his hands through her hair that she knew she had lost control of the situation. This was not what she was supposed to be doing. She was not some slut, but an independent and proud woman. And yet, there she was, sucking her husband’s cock as if it provided her life-force.

		But all that changed when Kermit pushed Peggy’s head down onto his cock. It pushed into the back of her throat. She nearly gagged as it pushed deeper inside of her. Her eyes went wide, afraid she could not breathe. But then something came over her, like a switch getting flipped. Yes, her airway was blocked with a hunk of man meat, but she could not have been happier. It was a small price to pay for pleasing her husband’s cock. For that was what really mattered. That and gargling cum afterward.

		Peggy felt like she was about to choke on her husband’s cock when all of a sudden she felt him twitch in her throat. She remembered a similar sensation from their past encounters, including the night before. It was the physical manifestation of Kermit passing the point of no return. He would cum. The only question was when and by how much.

		Managing to slip back, Peggy pulled slightly off his cock, removing it from her throat so she could breathe again. But more importantly, she wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and continued to suck, now using her hands to stroke his shaft, urging him to cum in her mouth. Never in her life had she tasted cum before, but she was eager to experience it.

		“I’m cumming,” Kermit groaned as his cock began to pulse with seed. A moment later and the first blast shot out of his cock and coated the back of Peggy’s throat. The next shot landed on her tongue, lighting up her taste buds. She had never tasted anything like this before. It was delicious, possibly only surpassed by last night’s apple themed dinner.

		Despite their lackluster love life, Peggy was familiar with how much cum Kermit regularly produced. However, she was not prepared for the continued flow from his cock. She swallowed as fast as she could, but his balls drained faster than she could swallow. Soon her mouth was full to overflowing with two rivulets of his hot white seed escaping from the corners of her mouth and dripping down her chin.

		“Wow,” Kermit said after he had finished.

		Peggy pulled the covers back and sat up on her knees. She looked into Kermit’s eyes with love. It was a love she had not shown him in a long time.

		“Um, you missed some,” Kermit said as he ran his fingers over his chin.

		Peggy looked at Kermit, confused for a moment, before her eyes brightened with realization. She wiped her chin with her fingers and then sucked them clean.

		“Yummy,” she said, without thinking.

		They sat there for several minutes, looking at each other. Kermit’s eyes were drawn to Peggy’s succulent breasts. He had an urge to suck on them. They were bigger and more prominent than he could remember, but they looked good on her. He was certainly not going to complain. But while Kermit was fixated on Peggy’s boobs, she found herself pondering over his physical changes. Specifically, she found herself looking at his waist and chest. The layer of fat he had long carried from his sedentary job at the law office had shrunk in size, revealing an enhanced musculature that she loved to see.

		“We should go to breakfast,” Kermit finally said. His stomach growled at him. And even though Peggy had just had a significant start to her breakfast, she was still hungry. It seemed the large meals from the night before had already been processed, going to her sudden growth spurt. Not that she considered that. Peggy just felt her baser instincts kick in. She was hungry and therefore she needed to eat.

		“Okay,” Peggy agreed.

		The pair walked to and from the ranch house holding hands. They had thrown on the same clothes they had worn the night before, not wanting to miss the breakfast hour. Peggy had not bothered with her bra. It would not have fit even if she had tried to wear it. And to be honest, she nearly skipped slipping her panties on, but it was only after she did that she realized her butt must have grown in size as well. As much as that should have bothered her, she had a hard time caring. Other than the hunger, she felt great as she now was.

		Breakfast had been another apple-heavy meal. In addition to each of them being given a whole apple to eat, Peggy receiving a pink colored apple and Kermit receiving a dark red apple, they were also served apple pancakes and apple juice to wash it all down with. They both ate ravenously, almost forgetting they were not alone. And they certainly did not notice how the woman at the far end of the table rubbed herself to a satisfying orgasm after drinking down nearly a pitcher of apple juice.

		“We should do something today,” Kermit said on the way back to their room.

		“Like what?” Peggy asked. She suddenly felt far less sure of herself. Walking in Kermit’s presence, holding his hand, she felt like she needed to defer to him in everything. He was such a strong and commanding man. He should be the one to choose their activities. She knew whatever he chose would be wonderful. It had been his idea to come to Eden Ranch, and despite some oddities in her body, none of which she minded, she was enjoying herself immensely. This trip seemed destined to save their marriage. At the very least, they were having sex again. And that could not be bad.

		“Maybe a hike down to the river,” Kermit said. “I was thinking we could do some fishing, but actually a picnic would probably be more fun. I can call the house when we get back to the room and see what they recommend.”

		Peggy nodded her head. A hike and picnic sounded lovely. And if all went well, they could find a nice grassy spot near the river where they could make love. She very much wanted to feel her husband’s cock inside of her again. It had felt sensational the night before and it had almost been pleasurable for her to have him buried in her throat when she woke up. At his bigger size, she was certain she would be cumming in no time if he fucked her properly.

		But first they needed to get ready to go. For Peggy, that meant a shower and a change of clothes. The problem was she was not sure exactly what to wear. Of the clothes she brought, so little of it interested her. It was as if she had never had a sense of style before. Eventually she managed to settle on a tank top and a pair of shorts. She skipped the bra and panties, figuring even if they did fit, they would just get in the way. Peggy had it on good authority that Kermit was going to fuck her brains out on their hike. And if Kermit did not actively engage her in such activities, she could think of ways to entice him. After all, a cropped tank top with a low neckline and a tight pair of denim shorts with the button left undone was a pretty enticing image. She was confident she could get him to fuck her. After all, it was for the good of their marriage. If she could not seduce him, they might as well split up and go their separate ways.

		During this time, Kermit made all the arrangements. But the time they were both showered and ready to go, a picnic lunch had been dropped off for them, as well as a map of the ranch so they did not go wandering off where they should not.

		The pair walked hand in hand as they set off on their hike. Kermit carried their lunches in his backpack. Peggy walked unburdened, but it seemed as if her curves had only increased since breakfast. The bounce of her boobs with every step was burden enough. Not that she or Kermit minded the bounce and jiggle of her expanded assets. In fact, they both seemed to enjoy it: Kermit just seeing his wife’s assets become more prominent and Peggy seeing the way her assets affected her husband gave them both smiles.

		Neither of them said much on their hike. Between the exertion of the hike and their rapidly changing and growing bodies, there was little energy left over to devote to conversation. Not that Peggy would have started up a conversation if she could have. For her, she was finding her worldview transforming with her body. The love she felt for Kermit had returned, but it had been accompanied by lust and submission, two things she had not expected. The combination of all three had left her with pleasure on her mind, specifically his pleasure. She would give almost anything to know that she was pleasing him.

		And for Kermit, the combination of keeping them on the right trail and keeping his cock from dominating his thoughts made it difficult to hold down a conversation. It would have been so easy to stop and just bend Peggy over and fuck her from behind. He had half a mind to do just that, but he held back, wanting to wait until they had found a spot to set up their picnic. Then they could fuck, taking their time.

		Peggy’s ripe body was primed for what he desired. Kermit watched as she bounced and wiggled. He could tell she was horny. He could smell it on her. Likewise, Peggy was fully aware of Kermit’s arousal. They released more than enough pheromones to tell the other how hot and horny they each were. But they were not animals. Despite the changes to their bodies and minds, they were still human. They were just humans with no proclivities and goals. Sex was chief among those goals. They both needed it, but they had the restraint not to just stop in the middle of their hike to fuck. That was half the purpose of the picnic, finding a nice secluded spot where they could enjoy nature, the bounty of their provided food, and the complete joining of their minds and bodies in intimacy.

		The babbling river came into view and Kermit found a nice flat spot to set out the blanket. Soon they were seated by the water, listening to the rippling current, as they slowly worked their way through an impressive spread. As always at Eden Ranch, the food was heavy on the apples, but at this point, neither Peggy nor Kermit could argue with that. Nor had they tired of the delicious fruits they were provided with at each of their meals.

		It was only after they had their fill, finishing off every morsel of food and drink that had been provided to them, that they sat together, facing the river and eagerly kissing each other. There was only one direction this would go and they were both more than ready for it.

		Suddenly the rumble of a loud diesel motor sounded over the prairie. Kermit’s hands had just started to slide Peggy’s tank top up, ready to free her still growing tits so that they could breathe the free air. But the intrusive sound stopped him in his tracks. He looked up and saw a plume of exhaust billow upwards from behind a nearby hill.

		“Don’t stop,” Peggy moaned. She was already too far gone, too far lost in the moment under the onslaught of her own lust, to have noticed the intrusion upon their quiet and intimate moment.

		“Someone’s out there,” Kermit said.

		“Let them watch,” Peggy said. “Just fuck me.”

		“In a moment,” Kermit said, rising to his feet. He could not see over the hill, but he could hear the ruckus on the other side more clearly. “I’ll be right back.”

		Kermit started up the hill, wearing only his shorts and his shoes, his shirt left behind with an overheated Peggy who could only look on in confusion. Her mind was muddled with arousal, her thoughts slowed as if they were swimming upstream in a river of molasses.

		As Kermit approached the top of the hill, he dropped onto his hands and knees, wanting to get a look at the activity beyond without being spotted. It seemed strange that the Eden Ranch staff would specifically send them out here at a time when they had scheduled work. The women of the ranch were certainly less than able when it came to making such plans, but the men were fully capable of following schedules and it had been Patrick who had suggested this hike.

		Kermit poked his head up over the hill and took in the sight below. Several men were rounding up cattle. The diesel motor was a generator in the back of a pickup truck, which was hooked up to a trailer made for transporting animals. They were setting up to not only steal some of the cattle, but rebrand them as well.

		“What’s going on?” Peggy asked, joining Kermit at the top of the hill. She spoke louder than she should have, not understanding that they were witnessing a crime, but it mattered little with the roar of the generator.

		“I think we just stumbled on some cattle rustlers,” Kermit answered.

		“You should beat the shit out of them,” Peggy said. Her eyes had moved from the scene down below to the still growing muscles on her husband. His biceps flexed at the mention of a fight.

		Testosterone flooded Kermit’s system as his body prepared for the fight. He had not even decided on his actions yet, but he had already ruled out returning to the ranch house to warn Patrick. There was no time and retreating like that suddenly went against his instincts. He would stay and fight. And he would win.

		Kermit leaped over the top of the hill and barreled down the other side toward the men still setting up.

		“Go get ‘em, baby,” Peggy called out.

		Her voice carried over the sound of the generator. The men, three of them, all looked up to see where the voice had come from, but what they were greeted with was a huge hulk of a man running down the hill at them at full speed, his hands already in fists, ready to strike.

		Kermit had never hit a man in his life, but that mattered little as he crashed into the first man, sending him flying as he bowled into him with all his newfound muscle mass. He stopped on a dime and turned toward the next man. Before Kermit had even thought it, his knuckles struck the side of the man’s jaw, sending his head whipping backwards. He was on his ass before he knew what had hit him.

		The third man read the writing on the wall. The three of them together could not take on this wild stallion of a man without a weapon, and they had left those in the truck. Kermit was too. Fast and too strong for him to get to the truck, let alone arm himself. Instead, the man simply turned and ran away. The other two men followed a moment later, not wanting to get anymore hurt than they already had.

		Kermit was still breathing hard, but he no longer held his hands in fists as he watched the three men disappear over the next hill over. Seeing the danger pass, Peggy descended the hill to congratulate her husband on a winning fight.

		“You won,” Peggy said. “You beat those bad guys good and stuff.” Words were becoming more difficult, especially when faced with such a fine specimen of a man. And she was married to him. How could she have ever doubted their marriage? How could she have ever doubted him?

		Kermit’s nostrils flared as he spotted his wife. The fight, such as it was, had got his blood boiling and he could think of only one way to release his pent up energy. Kermit grabbed Peggy and threw her up against the truck. His hands went straight to her shorts and pulled them down.

		“Ooh, yeah,” she cooed, loving the rough treatment. “Fuck me good and hard, baby.”

		And that was exactly what Kermit did. As soon as she was in position, he dropped his shorts and released his cock, now even bigger than it had been when Peggy sucked it in bed. Her eyes went wide as he split her open, plunging his big hard cock into her wet and waiting pussy. She screamed out as his hips pushed up against her ass. She had never felt so full. She had never felt so much pleasure.

		Peggy came at once. Her body convulsed between Kermit and the old truck. But that first orgasm that saw her eyes roll up into the back of her head was only a preview of what was about to follow. Kermit pistoned in and out of her pussy, thrusting with greater force than he had ever been able to manage before. The old Peggy, before a diet of Eden Ranch apples had changed her, would never have been able to take the pounding, but this new Peggy was fully prepared for the rough fucking she received at the hands of her loving husband.

		“Take this, slut,” Kermit roared as his cock unleashed a torrent of cum into her pussy. Peggy screamed out again in orgasm, her vision turning white as her whole body was flooded with wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure. It did not even dawn on her that she had just been called a slut by her husband, but had she realized it, she would have been past caring. Of course she was a slut, but she was his slut. She would do anything for him. She would do anything for his cock. She was his slut to use morning, noon, and night. All he had to do was speak and she would be on her knees in front of him, ready to serve in any way.

		Afterward, once they had both recovered from their coupling, they returned to their picnic, laying out on the blanket and cuddled like a real couple. Although cuddling now involved Kermit playing with his wife’s breasts, flicking her nipples and generally teasing her, as she gently stroked his cock, keeping him at semi-hardness. It was a blissful way to spend their afternoon. And it would be an activity they looked forward to repeating in the future.
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		Kermit and Peggy returned home a changed couple. Their marriage had been saved. They had not only rediscovered their love for each other, but they had become so totally infatuated with each other that not a day went by when they did not share their love through sex.

		It could have been argued that the couple were just making up for lost time after finding each other again at Eden Ranch, but anyone who knew them understood this was a new normal for them. Then again, their minds and bodies had changed so much, there were times when friends considered them completely different people.

		Kermit was strong and dominant. Returning to work, he was quickly promoted. The executive leadership liked how he took charge and was not afraid to knock a few heads if needed. Kermit had not actually hit anyone, but his size meant that was always a possibility. He was not a man one wanted to cross. Soon he was working out of a corner office, one floor down from the executive team, but already he was being eyed for further promotion. A vice president position was rumored to be opening soon when the current occupant retired. Despite being half the age of the youngest vice president at the company, he was welcomed by the executive team. Kermit was moving up in the world.

		And that was good, because upon their return to the city, it had become apparent that Peggy was no longer capable of being a working woman. She had gone past the point of no return into bimbodom. Her mind was practically fried, but her incredible body and sex drive more than made up for the fact she struggled to hold normal conversations. She could cook and clean and fuck. Those were the three main activities that took up her day. And each day, after cleaning the house and with dinner in the oven, she would fix Kermit and drink and greet him on her knees wearing lingerie, waiting to help him work off the stress of the day.

		Sometimes Kermit wanted a blowjob from his wife. Other times she wanted a tit fuck. Sometimes she would bend her over the couch and fuck her in the ass. And still other times he would guide her to the bedroom and fuck her as hard as he could. And Peggy loved it each and every time. She was a bimbo in love and she considered herself the luckiest woman in the world to be married to the man of her dreams, a man who could both give her the regular fuckings a horny slut like her needed, but also to keep her in line and prevent her from doing something inappropriate.

		And it was all thanks to Eden Ranch. But it was not just the ranch that had left an impression on them. They had left an impression on Eden Ranch. After spending their afternoon by the river, the pair had returned to the ranch house and Kermit had reported on what they had discovered. Before the weekend was through, the attempted thieves had been identified and arrested. Had they been successful, they could have crippled Eden Ranch for a year or longer. Cattle were expensive and Eden Ranch was still in its infancy.

		As reward, Kermit and Peggy returned to the city with two large crates of Eden Ranch apples, one with the Red Blood Apples and the other with the Pink Rose Apples. The couple shared some of the apples, but they ate many themselves, not only cementing their newfound identities, but taking them to extremes. Peggy’s tits had grown as big as her head and her ass was nearly as impressive. Kermit had become so jacked with hardened muscles that he could pose for bodybuilding magazines if he chose. But such accolades did not interest him. He knew how much Eden Ranch had saved their marriage and he was never going to let distractions get in the way of that.

		Kermit and Peggy were committed to each other, now more than ever. And it was a lasting commitment, one that would go on for as long as they lived. But their trip to Eden Ranch would not be their last. They planned to return, to fully enjoy the fruits they had labored for, and maybe even being an example of what a loving couple should be for all those other men and women who visited the ranch. Life was better than they had ever imagined. And it was all thanks to the bimbos and studs of Eden Ranch.
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