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Keep
going ladies!
Just five more jiggly
seconds!

Chris stands somewhat stupified
as the half-naked ladies all
continue their very strange workout
routine. It is also difficult for him
to avert his eyes with such a
bountiful blessing of bouncy boobs
on full display!




All
right! Now
that we're all hot
and partially bothered,
I'll assign each of
you to a
workout.
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The music continues to play, the
same song seemingly on repeat,
as Elizabeth stops the current
exercise routine. A slight reddish
glow can be seen in her eyes if you
look very closely.




But,
you know
what? I don't
think these facilities
are quite right
for what I have
in mind.

Nobody seems to notice the same
song playing over and over, or the
reddish tint taking over their
trainer's eyes. But they certainly
notice her huge boobs as she
hints at a new routine for them all.




Come
on, ladies!

Grab your matts
and follow me. We are
gonna whip your
bodies into
shape.

However, this new set of exercises

=1 that isn't present at their current
1 venue. Elizabeth collects her group
of subjects and starts to walk them
somewhere else.



Why
are we
leaving? Don't
you workout
here for...
reasons?

Things are not making any more
sense for Chris as he stands there
stunned and watching the girls
leave. He finally collects himself,
grabs his matt, and rushes to catch
up with the rest of them.



Ummm, Miku,
didn't that last

routine seem a bit... ;‘ Mmmm,
unprofessional? don’t think so.

She is thorough
on getting us ready
for a "hard”
workout.

When he does catch up, he finds
them in the very gym that they
stopped working out in. He has to
quickly stow his gear in a locker
and rush to catch Miku so that he
can ask her it she knows what 1s
going on with this class.




However, she doesn't seem to find
anything wrong with what they
are currently doing. Though she

does seem to tind fault with a
pair of small items.

But
now that
you mention it...

I need to fucking get
harder! These things are so
loose. No fucking
power to
them!




Chris's exchange with Miku
leaves him even more confused
if anything, as she flips him the
finger and stomps off. Chris just

stands there. shocked and
wondering what he said wrong.

IcanT*
stick around
chatting. I need

\ to bulk the fuck

up! Later
loser.




Before Chris can go after her, or
even muster a response, Elizabeth
comes out of nowhere and grabs
his arm.

All
right, cutie,
you're coming
with me
now!




All right,
buddy! I want
you to work with
Harriet on the

treadmill.

She drags him toward one of the
treadmills, her massive juggs
bouncing and bulging all over the
place. The girls are all still topless,
and Chris has a hard time not
staring at her head-sized tits.




Both
of you give me

fifteen minutes of
jogging!

Do you want
us to-- |

e

Especially when she starts poking

his chest with her finger, a motion

that naturally draws your attention
downward toward the digit.




But something else grabs Chris's
attention before he openly gapes F
at Eliza's huge hooters.

I want
to see you
sculpt your bodies
into hot pieces that
I can drool over!
Got it!?!




Once again, before he can say
something, Eliza bounces away
and leaves him to join Harriet
on the treadmull.

Hey,
cutie! Guess
we're, like, jogging
buddies!

Yep,
but don't
you think that
everyone is
acting a bit

think so?
What makes you
say that?




By this point, Chris is really
starting to suspect something odd
1s going on. However, he would
really like some confirmation just
to be sure he isn't losing his
mind or anything.

-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-
-

SERERRS.

Well,
going topless
being the major
first clue,




He settles into a conversation
with Harriet, hoping to get even
the slightest idea of what might
be going on. All he needs is the

smallest hint.

I'm
shocked
you're unamused




Chris also settles into his jog,
finding his pace and letting it
carry him along at an even rate.
Though he's actually going
nowhere, of course, since he 1s on
a treadmill.

I
want to be
topless.




The steady pace of his jogging,
as well as Harriet's speech, begins
to lull Chris. Not so much into
sleep or anything, but he finds
himself just nodding along with
what she 1s saying.

So
you get a
hard-on over my
boobies! |




Like,
it feels good
to be free,
right?

Chris begins to concentrate on his
breathing, as he deepens his focus
on his run. He can hear Harriet's
words, but they are beginning to
fade into the background.




| 2/ Letting

everything
jiggle and
D wiggle!

What she is saying just becomes
noise, but it doesn't distract him
from his run. Instead he finds what
she 1s saying slightly relaxing, and
it settles him even deeper into
the pace that he is keeping.



Mmmm,
but I sure do
~f want to wiggle on that

cock of yours,
stud muffin!

Harriet 1s quite focused as well,
but not on her run (like maybe she
should be). Instead she 1s quite
focused on Chris and the answers
she 1s giving to his questions.




Did
you say

something,
Harriet? 4

uu"-n-uuuuuu\

More specitically, her thoughts

are all focused on one particular
part of Chris's anatomy, while
Chris suddenly realizes that he
had tuned her out and wasn't
listening at all.



Mmmm.
Yeah! I sure
would love to see
how big that
muscle is
on you.

Turn around 1s fair play, and
Harriet has stopped listening to
Chris as well. She is lost 1n her
throughts about Chris and what

might be hiding in his shorts.




I'd love to
see you whip
your trouser snake
out, Chris.

The 1dea of seeing just how big he
1s suddenly tantalizes Harriet's
curious fantasies, and sends her
off into a spiral of naughty and
dirty thoughts.




I would give
it a nice, warm,
wet place to rest
it's one-eyed
head.

She begins to envision Chris
stopping his run and pulling off his
pants right in the middle of the
gym. Harriet imagines him
revealing a fat cock to her.




I wonder what |

he would think if

I did that? Just graby

him and pull it
out right here.

And what she would do with it.
She'd rip his pants down even
further and start to suck him oft for
all she was worth, burying his dick
in her hungry, waiting mouth.




Then I'd wrap
my mouth around

it and start sucking
him off.

Harriet would throughly enjoy
seeing how much of his big, fat,
throbbing dick she could choke

down her throat.




Everyone would
stare, and it would
be so fucking

Chris can tell that Harriet has sort
of zoned out, and just goes back
to his jogging. It is, after all, rather
inconvenient to talk while also
jogging on a treadmill.




Ohhh! Maybe I
could give him a hot
lap dance after I
get him hard.

Meanwhile, Harriet remains lost
in her erotic day dreams and does
not see the red music notes have
been swirling around her the
entire time she has been running.




I wonder if he
would like to feel my
fat booty bouncing
up and down in
his lap?

They dance around her body,
making numerous changes as they
pass along the lines of her figure.

Adding here, subtracing there,
and moulding her into something

new and different.




Mmmm, though
that does give me
another idea too!

The changes do not appear to be
entirely random. Does Eliza,
who is holding the boom box in
the background, somehow have
control of what 1s happening?




Maybe instead
of my fat booty, I
should bounce my
big boobs up and

down on his
cock.

Or are they triggered by Harriet's ‘
own naughty thoughts? More
importantly, does it really matter?
Do we really care why she is
growing bigger?




Or do we only care that she is
growing bigger? That could be
one of the questions for the ages.
Mmmm! My A mystery that might never be

Qt;"eat: bigb; r%ynq, can solved, at least not in this chapter.
ouncy boobies! -




Chris's question finally registers
in Harriet's mind, even as the
music notes almost seem to ride
his words into her brain.

I said,
like, I want
to wiggle and
jiggle on that
big cock of
yours!




She comes out of her little erotic
fantasy to answer him, even as
the magical notes continue to
change her body and her mind.

Like,
does that
make you

horny?




But even though she 1s talking to
Chris now, she does not stop
fantasizing about what she wants
to do to him.

Does
my jogging
make you as
horny as I
am?




Harriet just says it to him instead
of only thinking it to herself, and
her figure continues to be
enhanced further and further with
each of her flirty comments.

Does
watching
my huge juggs
bounce while I run
get you all hot and
bothered,




But it seems that Chris 1s not
taking Harriet up on her teasing
and flirting. Maybe he is just too

busy jogging on his treadmill.




| Which doesn't make Harriet very
happy at all. She was hoping he

would run across the gym and
totally jump her bones.

But
why? You're,
like, gonna make

me so sad

—

nd stuff.
- -




Maybe he just didn't understand

her somehow. She will just need

to be more clear, and less subtle,
in her ftlirting.




So that 1s just what Harriet does,
with a little help from the red,
magical notes that are still altering
both her figure and her mind.




She tells Chris 1s no uncertain
terms just what she wants, and
Harriet wants it right now!




arriet basically starts shouting
at Chris about her desires, as the
music notes boost her cravings
to epic proportions.

I WANT
COOOCK!



Chris slows his pace, wondering
what the hell is wrong with her
that she would be shouting such
things in the middle of the gym.




...CUMMY
COOOCK!

He turns his head to look at her
for the first time in the last few
minutes, just in time to watch as
her breasts balloon to proportions
as epic as her horniness.



Chris 1s stunned, but Harriet starts
to walk away when he doesn't
immediately whip out his dick.
She is thirsty, and sweaty. She

needs to satisy her needs, and she
sees just where she can do that.

Mmmm!

Me see big
cocky cock for
slurping. All work
makes me...
thirsty!




['he story will
continue 1n the
NnEeEXT part.




