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Overview: The gals of Acme Loo spend a relaxing day at Acme Beach only to have there  fun in the sun interrupted by their hated rivals the dastardly Perfecto Prep Cheerleaders who apparently put there boyfriends wealth into some physical improvements. This humiliating encounter doesn’t go unpunished thanks to a strategically placed gym on the sand and some encouragement from a certain Mink also on Holiday. Resulting in a display of feminine might and outrageous muscle growth!

Scene One: Acme Acres Looniversity 

The day of education is over and the sky is clear and hot for the first day of Spring break in Acme Acres.

(bell tolling) crowd of toons rushing out of the school 

Babs descends the stairs with Fifi on her left and Shirley on her right they are gabbing about what else…boys.

Babs: “Ooh Howdy!” (southern drawl) “Sure is hot today I reckon.” (spits into a spittoon off camera a stalk of hay in her mouth and her fingers underneath a pair of coverall straps she is suddenly wearing as opposed to the usually yellow and purple skirt combo she wears)

Fifi: (wiping her brow nods) “It iz indeed how you say…miserably hot today, no?”

Shirley: “Like, I totally agree. It’s like, totally bumming my good vibes or something.”

Babs: “Well we got a whole week to do what ever we want, and what better way to spend it then…”

All three girls shouting in unison: “At the Beach!”

Babs: “Then it’s settled; we’ll meet at my place in a couple hours and go boy watching and sun-tanning for the whole week!”

Shirley: “Like, that sounds totally awesome or some junk. I like, got this chakra accentuating suit I want to try.”

Fifi: “I too have a new swimsuit I wish to try, no?”

Babs: “All right then girls meet me in a couple hours okay?”

The girls separate and rush home quickly amassing there sun enjoying items and slipping into there suits. Shirley and Fifi arrive in front of Babs bunny hole door. The girls barely knock when the door to Babs place pops open and Bab’s exits with her stuff wearing her new yellow and purple two tone swimsuit.

Babs: “Everyone ready?”

Shirley: “Like, for sure!”

Fifi: “I am ready as well.”

Babs: “Good, let’s go then the beach awaits!”

Scene 2: Arrival at Acme Beach
Babs: *standing with arms loaded with beach stuff, a pair or eyes visible from strategically placed items.* “Well here we are, Acme Acres Beach!!”

Shirley: “Like, would you look at all the people or some junk!”

Fifi: “It iz a veritable how you say en masse!”

Babs: “Oh come on…it can’t be that…bad?” *stares in surprise at the mass of toons on the beach*

Fifi: “It iz so crowded…where will we go?”

Shirley: *in meditative pose* “Ohm! Like, we should go like, to the north or some junk.”

Babs: “Sounds good it doesn’t look nearly as crowded as it does down here.” *staggers under the weight of the beach equipment, briefly* “Err, girls? A little HELP here?!” 

Shirley and Fifi sheepishly redistribute the beach equipment and head off, they pass by fewer and fewer toons until they reach a spot that is completely bare although not entirely quiet…the sound of clanging metal and grunting permeates the air.

Fifi:  “I wonder what iz making ze how you say racket?” *wanders over the dune, briefly then comes running back a love struck look on her face.*

Babs: “So what is…making all that noise Fifi?”

Fifi: (le` sighs) “Mmm…hunky boys!”

Babs & Shirley: *squealing in delight* “Hunky boys!!” (both girls climb the dune and are greeted with various buff toons pumping iron all of them exquisite specimens)

All: (Le` Sigh!!!) *heart bubbles rise and pop as they gaze upon the toon Adonis’s*

Babs: “You know it just occurred to me that this…uh dune is at just the right height for safety in case the tide comes in while we’re sunning ourselves.”

Shirley & Fifi: *nod vigorously not really listening while puddles of drool form at there feet.*

Babs: *still standing and staring herself almost reluctantly quickly leaves and retrieves then beach blankets and assorted equipment, finally rousing Shirley enough to help move the cooler up the dune.*

Scene 3: Acme Muscle Beach Gym & surrounding area

The girls spend several hours alternating between sunning and staring openly at the buff guys before the intense heat of the day lulls them into a sleep while they bake in the hot sun. (note the girls have taken appropriate measures to ensure not burning and developing melanoma. -thank you)

The girls are all dreaming about dating all the hunky guys they have seen and are so sound asleep they don’t notice a curvaceous female form walk past and down the dune into the beach where she unloads a sports bag on the mats and racks some impressive weights, the buff guys give her room and eventually depart as she starts working out, soon her soft feminine grunts fill the air as she hefts and lifts each weight methodically, her muscles jumping to the surface with each rep.

Also, unbeknownst to the girls three really curvaceous forms also stop and loom over the tanning girls. The lack of sun awakens Babs first, and she cracks an eye looking up a scowl forming on her face.

Babs: “Hey…?! What’s the big…? (her eyes go wide with shock)... (Ulp!) Idea…?”

Rhubella Rat:  *jiggling her much larger breasts in Babs face* “Well, well, well, if it isn’t the Acme Loo loser Cheerleaders.”

Margo & Helen:  *snicker loudly, there new endowments shaking as they do* “Yeah the Acme Loo Losers!”

Babs: *trying to act cool* “What do you want Rhubella?”

Rhubella: *looks mockingly hurt for about a half second, then seers* “You flat-chested twerps better go home and cry to your mommies. This is our beach now!” *flexes an arm and has a lump rise from it and form a baseball-sized mound*

Babs:  *shocked expression* “When did…you get those?” (now noticing the big firm breasts swaying on Rhubella’s toned chest)

Rhubella: *sneers, then reaches down and viciously pinches Babs nipples* “This is what having filthy rich boyfriends can do for you wimp!” *her strength apparently has grown along with her evilness, the pinch elicits a gasp of pain from Babs*

Margo & Helen:  “Yeah, filthy rich boyfriends!” *both cackle and sneer pouncing on Shirley and Fifi before they can move and viciously pinching them in the nipples repeatedly while laughing*

Babs, Fifi, & Shirley: “Ow! Ow!! OWWWW!!!!”

Rhubella & Cohorts: “Aww, does the wittle bunny loser have a sore chest? Awww, poor baby bunny…can’t stand being picked on by us gorgeous femme fatales can you?” 

Rhubella: *abruptly grows bored with torturing Babs and friends and yawns semi-bored to attract her cohorts attention.* What say we go get our dance on at the Acme Music Video TV Spring Break Dance Party, with our hot toned bodies and large firm breasts we’re a shoe in for first place!” *deigns to kick sand on Babs as Margo and Helen kick sand on Fifi and Shirley respectively*

The Evil Perfecto Prep pumped up Cheerleaders laugh uproariously as they leave Babs, Fifi, and Shirley buried in piles of sand…rage seethes in Babs face as she barely controls her anger she bursts out of the pile she was buried in and pushes up her arm skin as if they were sleeves and shakes a angry, although currently puny fist at the retreating forms of the Perfecto Prep Cheerleaders. 

Scene 4: The Teaching of Acme Loo in the art of muscle

Fifi and Shirley unbury themselves and grip Babs dragging her back to the blanket and trying to calm her down…its several minutes before they notice the soft feminine grunting issuing from the Muscle Beach gym area, curiously they look over and see a very pumped up looking mink who after pausing in a rep looks over at them and suddenly drops the weight a bright blush coloring her cheeks.

Babs goes slack-jawed and seems to float over the sand to the mink who tries to back up only to find her well muscled back pressed up against the fence of the gym border. Shirley and Fifi exchange glances and shrug following unsurely. 

Babs: “Who-who-who are you?” *openly gawks at the very large defined breasts held up by thick pectoral muscles and the vein covered arms of the mink girl.*

Mink: “My name? It’s Minerva; I’m from Warner Bros. studio, Los Angeles.”

Babs: *admiring the way Minerva looks and barely listening suddenly gets right to the point and pokes Minerva’s cobblestone abs* “How’d you…get so…so, big?”

Minerva: *looking embarrassed and trying to shrink in on her self under the gaze of Babs and the curious stares of Fifi and Shirley.* “I lift weights…lots and lots of heavy weights.”

Babs: “No girl…except... (shudder)…Arnoldette looks like you here.” *pokes Minerva’s left pectoral and suffers a momentary numbing of her index finger, making her wince.*

Minerva:  *looking side to side to make sure no one but the pink bunny girl can hear whispers,* “I got tired of being treated like a stupid blonde, boob with no intelligence at the Warner Bros. lot. And also, it keeps those creepy dog children, Yakko, Wakko, and Dot at bay when I am all pumped up…but the only time I can display my muscles is off camera cause I am under contract at Warner’s to be a…simple-minded, sex-crazed, voluptuous Mink, not a muscled one.”

Babs: *gripping the tiny bikini that is struggling to stay on Minerva’s frame* “Teach me!” 

Minerva: “What!?” *looks nervously at Babs* “You want to get buff like me?”

Babs:  “No not like you…bigger than you! So I can get back at those Perfecto Prep (censored by order of FCC).”

Shirley & Fifi: *nodding stupefied.* “Yeah, we got to get revenge on them for calling us bony flat-chested losers!”

Minerva: *frowns* “Muscle building is not supposed to be used to enact revenge…uhmm?”

Babs:  *offers hand* “Babs Bunny, that’s Fifi’ and that’s Shirley Loon.” *points to the other girls, looking miserable now*

Minerva: “Babs. Do you know why I look like I do? Because I want to…not because I wanted revenge or to humiliate someone.”

Babs: “Minerva, dahling, you have no idea what those Perfecto Prep (censored by order of the FCC), did to us over and over again and now there flaunting there artificial boobs and toned fit bodies making us feel bad., puny, and worse…inadequate.”

Minerva: “Bullying is still not a reason to build your body.”

Babs: “How about humiliating them in public by looking better than them?”

Minerva: “We call that a competition, and that my girls is something I would be glad to help you out with.” *winks at the girls and motions them over showing them all the equipment and all the weight plates and dumbbells*

Minerva demonstrates all the exercises getting more pumped up looking as she does, Babs watches enthralled and after awhile even Fifi is impressed by the Minks rapid mass gain and pronounced veins. Shirley watches a little less enthusiastically.

Once Minerva has grown larger and her suit strains even more she stops and turns the girls loose on the weights each of them grabbing the heaviest weights they can lift and start pumping iron with a vengeance. Soon results start to be apparent on Babs as her anger fuels explosive muscle growth…she focuses on her pecs for awhile and the results give her bigger firmer breasts lifted by inches thick pectoral muscle. Fifi is more enthusiastic after seeing Bab’s results and soon is straining her swimsuit as it fills with curvy femmuscle, only Shirley seems to be lagging in sheer mass but she is methodical and continues working out refining her physique and gaining weight as well as some height but not in the extremes of the gals.

Babs: *drops the weights with a heavy clunk, flexes one arm and leg (Left side) then spreads her lats and back and is rewarded with her bikini top popping off.* “Ohhh yeah!”

Fifi: *drops her weights after the last press over her head and all muscle flexes, her top pops off and flies across the mats hitting Minerva in the chest* “Mon Dieu!”

Babs and Fifi start comparing in a little posing routine, while glancing over at Shirley who is still growing but not as huge as Fifi or Babs did. Minerva stands in shock and awe staring at the twin towers of power on the girls as well as there physiques. Shirley smirks but is relentless, she continues her steady workout. Finally, she drops the weights and flexes doing a side chest pose and quad flex. The girls applaud each other and congratulate each other on there rapid improvement from stick thin girls to busty and buff females. Babs points in the direction that Perfecto Prep gals left, and the girls nod knowingly. Waving to Minerva who after her initial shock tentatively resumes working out they climb the dune and take a moment to readjust and modify there bikini’s to cover there naughty bits.

Babs: *cracks her know massive knuckles* “What say we go show those Perfecto Prep (Censored by FCC) who’s the strongest sexiest of this beach!”

All: “Oh YEAH!” *they high five each other, and walk down the dune towards the party in progress further down the beach*

Minerva: *looking concerned yet still amazed at her impromptu teaching session fruitful results* “I sure hope they know what they’re doing?!” *goes back to pumping iron and getting bigger and more defined*

Announcer: “Welcome to the Acme Music Video Dance Party!!!! I’m your host Cheryl lets get this party started!!!!”

Music starts playing from speakers and the Perfecto Prep shove some puny girls off the stage they were on and start dancing a very sexy routine. Soon the cameras all fall on them as the gals shake and gyrate around the stage soon all the males and some females are starting to root and whistle cheering them on. 

Cut to a child toons soda pop left on a table… (thud! Ripple.) *pause* (thud! Ripple.) *pause* (thud! Ripple.)

The toons on the fringe of the crowd watching the Perfecto Prep girls’ sex up the audience look up and mouth silent screams as Babs, Fifi, and Shirley’s shadows fall over them. They run away leaving a path for the girls to follow right up to the Perfecto Prep gals who are sunning themselves after there dancing apparently just ended…

Rhubella: “Hey which idiot is blocking out my SUN!?!”

Margo: “Hey move on would you we own this stage and beach.”

Scene 5:  The challenge is given and accepted

Babs: “I think you better take a look at who you’re talking too, shrimp!”

Rhubella: *arches eyebrow and lowers her sunglasses* “Who the...?” *looks up and her jaw crashes through the stage* “YOU!”

Babs: *flexing arms and abs* “Damn right it’s me!”

Fifi: “My you look how you say…down right puny to moi!”

Shirley: *flexes her arms and displays her back* “For sure! Or some junk.”

Rhubella: *lowers her hand and grimaces* “S-s-so what you became freakishly huge…you still ain’t as hot as us!”

Babs: *grabs a thick steel bar used to prop up a bank of lights, bends it into a horseshoe easily* “Would you like to rephrase that?”

Crowd of Toons:  “Wow! Do it again!”

Babs: *arches an eyebrow and grabs another object effortlessly crushing it into a ball to the cheering of the remaining crowd* 

Babs sneers as Rhubella did and grabs the nipples of Rhubella’s fake tits rudely before she returns her attention to the crowd and Fifi and Shirley also apply there own purple nurple titty twisters… and kick sand as the Perfecto’s had done to them earlier, Rhubella stifles the tears and flees with Margo and Helen in tow to a lavishly appointed beach house.

Babs and the girls fail to notice there escape as the crowds cheering at there display of strength occupy there thoughts. Fifi lifts Babs and Babs does a one armed hand stand as Shirley alternating flexes her arms to some unheard music. Rhubella meanwhile ducks into the beach house and growls to the white-coated scientists milling around… 

Rhubella: “You IDIOTS!”

The scientists look up confused…Rhubella stalks past and throws open another door where Roderick and the other males were busy pounding the business ends of some sexy looking scientist females. .Rhubella ignores the tawdry scene and goes up to Roderick.

Rhubella: “You fool, we had the run of the beach…we had it all…and then those stupid     

                    Acme Loo losers showed up like muscle freaks and look ten time better and 

                    stronger then us! I WILL NOT HAVE THAT!”

Roderick: *lights up a cigarette, shrugs non-chalantly* “So you want another dose eh?”

Rhubella: “No not just another dose! Another ten doses!” *grips Roderick by the lapels. 


       Lifting him up to her eye level which is six inches taller than she used to be*


       “Do something!”

Roderick: “Okay babe, gee whiz lay off will ya?” *takes a drag from his cigarette, then 


        stubs it out on her arm she barely feels or acknowledges it.*

Drake:  “Come, I think our brains have improved the formula…tenfold.”

Rhubella: *snorts* “Ten fold? I want it a HUNDRED fold.”

Drake:  “A hundred fold? That’s asking a lot…at least until we throw more money at it.”

The Perfecto Prep Males:  “AHAHAHAHAHAHAAH!”

Roderick:  “Don’t worry girls…we’ll have you the buffest bustiest gals on the beach.”

Drake:  “Or go broke trying…”

Roderick & Rhubella: “Fat chance!” *laughing evilly*

The scientists gather and work diligently after Roderick and Drake throw bags of money at them…a few minutes later a scientist produces a giant syringe and is dragged before the three perfecto prep females who present there gloriously round buttocks to him. Tentatively he injects a little into each girl, Rhubella snarls taking it from him and slamming the entire contents into her… she shivers and groans in pain. Then in slow motion she grows two feet in height…her proportions almost realistic now…then every muscle fiber splits and recombines bigger, thicker, and more massive then ever. Rhubella’s bikini shreds as her breasts vault up the alphabet cup size scale defying gravity. She shivers enjoying the sensation as her entire body…remolds itself into a superior form. Rhubella’s muscles are so big and so dense she looks like a super curvy mobile mountain. Her compatriots stand agog of this transformation then rush the scientists still working and grab two syringes and slam them home. The girls shake and quake as there bodies ripple and conform to physiques barely recognizable as realistic. They tower over the males flexing and comparing there new physiques which are certainly dwarfing anything ever seen including the Acme Loo losers… 

With a smirk and barley any fabric covering there important bit’s the girls move to the exit and destroy the puny door and wall to let themselves out not realizing that the slightest effort is making them grow a little more each time and that there breasts are filling with a milk like substance that will come back to haunt them.

Rhubella stretches not realizing she just gained another five inches in height she glares at the party in distance and strikes a pose…her muscles inflating and hardening even more.

Rhubella: I will DESTROY those weakling wannabe’s… *removes the rest of her destroyed bikini, tossing the remains to the ground.* Let’s go! *strides with heavy deep footprints left behind.*
The other girls exchange knowing looks toss there own destroyed bikini’s aside as well and follow Rhubella not knowing she is already three hundred pounds denser then before and five times more muscular then them at the moment. Already doubled in size they do indeed look like mobile muscled mountains. Rhubella is doubled in height and finds the muscled Acme Loo losers still posing and flexing and entrancing the crowd. Snarling she kicks toons aside like rag dolls until she towers over the Loo losers.

Rhubella: You! I want to beat you into dust you stupid bitch!

Babs: *mouth falls open, eyes widen* Holy *bleep!*

Rhubella: This is what money can do for you!” *rears back and slams her fist into Bab’s 


     Stomach* 
Babs: OOF! *flies back twenty yards almost buried up to her neck in the sand*
Helen: *grips Shirley in a bear hug* Hey Loony, ever been horse kicked? *applies increasing pressure making Shirley scream slightly*

Margo: You know what they say…if it stinks like a skunk, walks like a skunk; it’s got to be a revolting poor white trash skunk, like you! *lifts her leg and pushes Fifi over as if she weighed less then her imposing looking physique implied*

Rhubella: And this is what I AM GOING TO DO TO YOU! *leaps on Babs and starts pounding on her with giant hammering blows moving like lightning* 

Babs: *blocks the punches gradually nullifying the force of her swings but not before taking a beating* No, we will settle this…in the time honored tradition of a bodybuilding POSE OFF and STRENGTH Competition.”
Rhubella: A what now?
Babs: A contest you ignorant bimbo!

Rhubella: A competition eh? In front of others right?

Babs *nods* Everybody here will take part, they’ll rate us and they’ll judge us and decide who’s the winner

Rhubella: *thinks harder then one should, her brain fueled more by the intoxicating feeling of power then even her petty vanity, but in the end the petty vanity wins out and she nods her hair forming devilish horns her smile mimics.* Agreed.

Babs: Then its set, tomorrow morning sunrise to sunset, we start with a posing routine set to our favorite music, and end with a competition of brute strength.
Rhubella How about now or are you more chicken then bunny rabbit? 
Babs: Not now you dolt, we need a proper setting and materials to do this with. *thinks to herself; “I need that gorgeous Mink to help us as well!”* Sunrise is soon enough, the three of us, against the three of you!
Rhubella:  Fine, whatever you say chicken legs! *sneers contemptuously, while thinking “I’ll make them boys of ours make us even more impressive then before!” * 

Final Act

Babs: Where is she? *looks around the beach as the early morning sun starts its rise in the East, walking back to the Muscle Beach portion she hears soft grunting and sounds of bodies slapping together. Peering over the dune ridge she is startled to find Minerva bent over gripping her ankles and letting her generous bust swing in the wind as three hunky males took turns banging her while she worked her arms on the cross cable machine.* 

Minerva: Yes! YES! OHHH YESSS! Bang the Mink harder boys! *she cries out as they hump her for all there worth there long vein laden cocks slammed in and out like jackhammers as she expanded even more due to her unconventional workout.*

Babs watches getting all hot and bothered at the sight as the studly males as they did Minerva’s bidding as she grew harder and broader. Her paw found her wetting snatch and she began to rub moaning softly as she could as a studly male walked forward his cock bobbing in time to his steps and presented it for her to lick and suck as she finished her cross arm cable routine. Minerva swallowed what the male gave her after a few thrusts from his hips she popped him free and rubbed some on her chest fur and made a loud mrring noise as they seemed to swell…larger.

Unable to hold out any longer Bab’s cums hard and lays in the sand for a moment with a glazed look on her face When she comes too she finds herself staring up into Minerva’s grinning face her male friends surrounding her though Babs can barely make out there faces due to the immense size of Minerva’s arms, shoulders, and pectorals. She grins weakly and blushes.

Babs: Uhmm. Hi? 

Minerva: *winks and helps Babs to her feet, which is child’s play seeing as Minerva apparently doubled in muscle size, definition, and strength* What’s up doc? 

Babs: *gets annoyed look on face* Like I haven’t heard that before. Listen Minerva, darling we’re having a pose off and strength contest down on the main beach, and I was hoping you could come and judge and keep things you know, civil? 

Minerva: *flexes a double headed split bicep from her left and grins* Sure why not? I’ve had my ‘exercise’ for the first half of the day. 

Babs: *shakes the mink’s paw only to find it harder then the weights down at the beach behind her and yet smooth and silky* Thanks a lot Minerva, with you they won’t dare try to cheat, I hope.

Minerva:  No problem hun, lets get down there before they think you chickened out. 

Rhubella and Roderick meanwhile looked at the beach crowded with early morning beach combers and the crowd that was gathering for the contest to come. She was so enormous that if Roderick hadn’t seen her grow before his eyes he wouldn’t have guessed it was her, she had rode on a special flatbed truck he commissioned for her, Rhubella had stood on the flatbed with Helen and Margo and flexed and posed for all of Acme Acres as they passed through town, and by the time they reached the beach the girls simply had developed more, not that bothered Roderick any he still loved her because she was still a maniacal conniving greedy bitch, and rich as well. 

Roderick walked over to the gates and growled at all the kids and gawker’s till they moved out of his way and let the entire semi’s in with the weights and stages and lights he had shelled out for, of course Roderick happened to have bought the contest with his money but he didn’t tell Rhubella for she seemed for once to want to do things the right way. The work went flawlessly and soon there was a regular stage, a dinning area, beer garden, wine tasting, and plenty of seating. This barely made a dent in his monthly allowance but if Rhubella wanted to humiliate the bunny and her loser friends then who was he to argue against it? 
Rhubella checked her scrawny boyfriend’s watch and eyed the horizon dawn was only a few more minutes away, and so far no sign of the stupid bunny and her insignificant friends, not that she was expecting them to show, after all Rhubella had grown so huge and defined, just in the last hours she was sure she dwarfed the rabbit by a mile. Margo came thudding by her breasts barely contained by her laughably skimpy bikini posing suit. There were dark patches on her top, Rhubella stopped her with an index finger, and let out a snickering laugh.

Rhubella: What’s the matter with you Margo got a cow in them udders of yours?

Margo: I dunno Rhuby, they’ve been leaking this milk all night…I can’t get it to stop, but you know it doesn’t hurt in fact it feels really good to get it out. 
Rhubella: Sure it does, you always were more of a slut then I thought, get it stopped before the contest Damnit! I don’t want you embarrassing me or Perfecto Prep today!

Margo: Don’t you worry about me, I got it stopped but you might want to talk to Helen she can’t seem to stop its like two streams of jet fuel, I tried to get her to stop but you even touch them and they start up again.

Rhubella: WHAT?! Helen! Get your ass over here now! 

Helen:  *thudding hooves can be heard as she bounces into view bust first* Yeah Rhuby?

Rhubella: You better keep your big honking hooters in check; I want us to be focused on one thing and one thing only…annihilating the Acme Looniversity Losers! 

Helen:  *glares at Margo* You told me you wouldn’t tell!

Margo: *sticks her tongue out* So it slipped out gee whiz Helen you could have given milk to half the world with what your monster milkers have been doling out.

Rhubella: Enough both of you! We’re huge, we’re gorgeous, and we have all the money we could ever want, there’s no way those poor Acme rejects are going to win right? 

Margo & Helen: No way! 

Rhubella and her posse waltz off to the dressing room to change for the contest, not seeing Fifi or Shirley the Loon enter the beach there bodies glistening from the nine mile run they did from Fifi’s house, neither were sweating profusely but as the sun hit them it gave there bodies a natural glow that entranced all the boys as they met Babs at the other end of the beach. Minerva had gotten dressed in a stretchy foam green halter-top and shorts that left little to the imagination, she held the four members of Roderick’s ‘judging unit by there wrists. 

Babs: What’s up ladies? *tilts her head at the squirming struggling judges* Just making sure that the contest is fair and level.
Fifi: Mon Dieu! *flexes various muscle groups* I zot zis whas just a dream, but when I awoke zis morning I found out it wazn’t and you know what? I like it a lot. 

Shirley: Like I know! *flexes her impressive back* This is so cool like ya know for sure or something.  
Babs:  Ok, ok settle down. We’re going to beat Perfecto today, we’re going to do it fairly but remember those rich bitches are going to try everything and anything to cheat so keep on guard.

Fifi & Shirley: No problem, we’re going to cream them! 

Minerva: Yeah and I have this part all under control. *looks at the males struggling in her grip* Don’t I gentlemen? 

All Four Males: *nodding vigorously* Y-y-yes ma’am! 

Minerva:  Now then what did I say you had to do boys? 

All Four Males:  We’re to judge it fairly regardless *gulps* of the amount of money thrown at us by Roderick.
Minerva: *smiles playfully* And what else? 

All Four Males: We’re to not stay after the contest is over, so Roderick can’t do anything to us. 
Minerva: That’s a good set of boy’s. See you all in a little bit, remember I will be sitting in the audience directly behind you to keep you honest. 

Minerva lets them go and waves goodbye to the girls as she wanders to where everyone is gathered, getting quite a few stares from the gathered toons. She pauses to show off and tease some of the crowd with her flexing. Babs and the other gals go and get changed into there outfits, a hurried Instant Messaging session last night and an order from the new Acme Inc clothing line express delivery put them in very tight but sensual cheerleading outfits similar to what they wore at school, underneath they wore bikini’s that were well normally scandalous on anyone else but barely fit over there full firm breasts. 
Announcer: Ladies and gentlemen!!! The first annual Ms Iron Acme Muscle Beach pose off and strength contest is about to begin, and here they come… representing Acme Looniversity, the cheerleading trio Babs, Fifi, and Shirley the Loon! 

The crowds of onlookers clap and cheer politely as Babs, Fifi, and Shirley enter from the left of the stage and hold tentative poses in there robes. Then some music starts playing, throbbing beats and loud riffs and bass emit from the speakers, a smoke machine activates on the right side of the stage.

Announcer: Annnnd from the high end of Acme Acres Falls the challengers, from the illustrious and abundantly wealthy Perfecto Prep School for the abundantly wealthy and elite… Rhubella, Margo, and Helen!!! 
The crowd responds more boisterously and some still wave the hundreds that Roderick and Drake had passed out at the gates. 
Announcer:  The contest will pit the Perfecto Prep cheerleaders and the Acme Looniversity cheerleaders against each other in strength and in a pose down displaying there awesome physiques in a classic bodybuilding pose routine for your pleasure. This is how it will go, each contestant will be randomly paired up with another on the opposite team, they will go head to head, the winner will move on, the loser will not, at such time no team may be completely eliminated through the first two rounds, but at the third it’s anything goes. Points are generated by creativity, size and weight overall difficulty, and then by size, definition, and symmetry of physique. The winners will be decided by point totals. Let the contest begin! 

Babs: *looks to Fifi* They’re going to start pulling dirty tricks now, I got this feeling.

Fifi: Oui, I know this. We won’t lose! *pointing to Minerva behind the judges table*
Meanwhile… 

Buster:  Hey Plucky, what’s so important that you drug us to the beach so cottontail early? 

Plucky: Buster, my worst nightmare and quite possibly all of Acme Acres has come true.

Buster: Eh? You dragged me and Hampton down here for your worst nightmare? 

Plucky: Trust me, when you see what’s happened to Babs, you will totally agree with me. *drapes his arm across Hampton’s shoulder* Remember that game show Dizzy and I went on? 

Hampton:  Yeah, I think so… why? 

Plucky: Remember the last contest we had to do to win the big prizes? 

Hampton: I don’t know, maybe. You know it’s been a while.

Plucky: *shudders* I remember it nightly. The horror…the horror…

Buster: So what is it already Duck? 

Plucky: You’ll see. *enters the beach gates* 

Buster: If you say so duck. *looks at Hampton and shrugs*

The intrepid three climb the hill and gaze at the hollering, cheering crowds in slight confusion. Elbowing there way down the dune they push there way to the front of the crowd. Hampton stops, tilts his head up, and suddenly his eyes widen in shock.

Hampton: Oh my!

Buster: *looks up, his jaw drops* Holy $*#@! 

Plucky: See I told you, the worst nightmare of mine and Acme Acres. *smirks*

The trio watch as Babs and Helene square off in the third event of the first round, Fifi had won the first out lifting Margo by benching the entire first three rows with one hand and three bars interwoven in the seats for three sets of ten reps. Shirley wasn’t so lucky after trying to out bench Rhubella by pressing the six dressing room trailers Rhubella did it with her pecs and did so for ten easy reps.. Shirley could only manage eight.  Babs gripped the chain below her and yanked coiling it around her arm several times, the curtains parted to reveal the Acme Acres Coast Guard cutter moving towards the shore line with each tug. Finally when it could go no further, she bowed to the crowd and shrugged off the chain and strode confidently out into the water gripping the cutter’s bow she gritted her teeth and heaved and with a mind blowing display of feminine might the cutter’s bow tilted up and up and up until she held it with one vein laden arm and pressed it up and down like it was nothing. She managed that feat for six reps before she lowered it gently into the water and with her vein laden legs gave one big push sending it back out to deeper waters.
Helene ground her teeth and glared…as Babs strode by and winked confidently strode back and bowed again to the crowd her outfit barely holding together from her display. Helene grabbed the chain put a link in her mouth and started pulling using only her mouth, the crowd hooted and jeered not liking the same kind of thing already done but no one could have guessed when the Cutter returned to shallow waters that Helen would squeeze, punch, kick and turn the proud cutter into a gigantic ball of metal which was denser now then the ship had been before thanks to the compression of the metals. Helene then reached down wrapping the chain around it adding its mass…she looked out  gauged the distance and chucked the former cutter straight out towards the Battleship on the horizon and with a resounding “KABOOM” the ship exploded tipping up and sinking below the waterline.

Babs and the crowd had fallen unusually silent, Babs jaw hung open in disbelief…the crowd took it all in however and broke out into the loudest cheering ever heard in Acme Acres. The judges paled, looking up at Minerva, who recovered from her shock and shook her head…the judges conversed for a moment, then wrote down the scores. Helene won by three points, but the contest’s first round went to Acme Loo’s based on the creativity. 

The Second round started with the girls facing off with each other again this time thanks to Roderick’s meddling Rhubella was facing off with Babs this time, and Rhubella wasn’t going to play nice at all. She sashayed over to Babs thrusting her generously over muscled chest out as she did, with a growling sneer she got into Bab’s face.

Rhubella: Just so you know, no matter how good you think you’ll do, we’re going to win.

Babs: *feeling the effects of the pump* Don’t count on it you hussy, we’re going to win and we’re going to do it fair and square.

Rhubella: *snickers* Forget it girly, not even that fat cow of a Mink you drug along can help you.

Babs: We’ll see about that you rich bitch. 

Rhubella: That’s right I am the RICH BITCH! 

Babs and Rhubella faced off in a traditional strongman competition only modified for there superior physiques, this made Arnold and several of the other normal musclemen cringe in shame as the females seemed to be able to lift, carry, set, flip, bench, hold, and balance weights that made the weights of normal strongman seem down right puny.
Fifi and Margo went next the same events, but this time it was to improve on the time and Fifi, came out on top by a scant second, that left Shirley and Helene, but Rhubella had rigged the events in her teams favor thanks to the devious distraction of Minerva and her ever watchful eye by Roderick and Duke. Shirley fell behind, early thanks to this, but she seemed unconcerned and unimpressed by the turn of fortune and managed to still turn in a decent time. Helene zipped through the events with barely a sweat broken, her massive mammaries gurgled and groaned despite the fact she was barely lifting anything the weights having been reduced to barely anything in favor of the last event, the tug of war. 
The tug of war came too quickly, the last event before the contest, went to the bodybuilding pose off.  The scores were evenly matched, so no one thankfully could be eliminated, that meant both teams were at full power.  

Each side dug in and started growling and flexing and relaxing there muscles in preparation digging into the sand they wrapped the special rope braided of titanium composite carbon that Roderick had flown in special, the noon sun had passed and the crowds had returned after a break and were ready to watch the titans face off.

Rhubella: You better give up now runty bunny you won’t win!

Babs: Shut the #@*% Up! *digs in and growls tensing her upper body*

The girls gripped the rope hard, as the referee came out and pinned the flag in the center of the rope. He looked to each team, 

Ref: Acme team ready?

Acme Looniversity: Ready! 

Ref: Perfecto Prep ready?

Perfecto Prep: Ready! 

Ref: On the count of three! One! Two!  …Three! 

The two teams grunted and yanked, pulling and groaning as they fought there opponents muscled physiques…the strain on there suits was evident, they gave no quarter and ignored the threads splitting and the cloth giving out. The crowd drooled openly, mainly the males, but a few females as well, from 1p.m. till nearly 6p.m. they barely made any head way but the effect on there physiques was phenomenal, everything seemed to grow and bulge and veins came to prominence, the rope kept dragging across the busts of Perfecto prep, there breasts gurgling and groaning louder. The crowd thought that was them growling and carrying on so those loyal to the Perfecto Prep team cheered louder and more raucous. The rubbing of there sensitive nipples finally became there undoing and Margo let out a lusty moan and dropped the rope followed by Helene, Rhubella let out a loud guttural curse as she lost the strength of her titanic friends and fell face first into the mud they had added at 4p,m. for excitement.
Ref: The winner, Acme Looniversity! 

Rhubella: Grrrrrr! This isn’t over! 

The Acme Looniversity cheerleaders celebrated with high fives and hugs, and fortunately for them there costumes shredded while they were behind the curtain. They all blushed furiously and slinked into the dressing room trailers and donned there posing suits. Rhubella was donning hers when she heard the moaning from Margo and Helene’s trailers; she ripped the door off and poked her head in crushing the frame with her gigantic trapezium. 

Rhubella: What are you two dimwits doing?!

Margo: *blushing*   We’re trying to get our posing suits on. The dang things must have shrunk or something, they’re so tight in the bust and every time I try to tie the strings…it, it turns me on. Helene too, I mean look at her, her tits are huge, and she’s leaking like a sieve. 
Rhubella: Quit screwing around you dumb broads…and let’s win this contest, and humiliate them once and for all, 

The girls got on stage, and faced the crowd. As they looked out onto the crowd; Helene and Margo kept shifting uncomfortably in there suits, the tops rubbing over and over there huge nipples. The judges called out the poses, and one by one they accommodated the judge’s request, finally the preliminaries were over, and it was time for the individual routines.

Babs went first, the music blared out as she wowed the crowd with some gymnastic type moves intermixed with hard snap flexing and poses that made the collected toons ooh and ahh. She finished with a handstand balancing act on one beefy arm to the applause of the crowd. Rhubella snorted and shoved past Babs and took the stage, the music ramped up her superiority complex and she stuck the poses she chose earlier like it was her job though she never would know what a job was in her entire life. 

Babs glowered, reluctantly impressed by her rival’s hard posing and dominating behavior she looked over at Shirley who shrugged. Fifi had disappeared, nowhere to be found, Babs got worried, and despite the sudden growth of muscularity Fifi could be shy at times. She took off in a run that soon turned into leaping bounds that propelled her across one end of Acme beach to the other, eventually she found Fifi in the Muscle Beach part and stopped to openly gawk at her friend.
Fifi had returned to the Muscle Beach gym area and after much fretting and indecision channeled her fear and shyness into a last minute work out which proved to be the best thing to have ever happened…at first she agonized her way through the basic workouts, not satisfied with the results she kept stepping it up until she could feel her limbs quake with sheer agony, which enraged her sensibilities and pushed her further and further until every plate, every bar, every machine even was worked and lifted beyond capacity. Fifi was squeezing out the last rep when Babs came upon her in her frantic search, every muscle grouping was magnified beyond measure, her skin stretched tight, veins prominent and silky fur slicked back from the sweat she earned in the prodigious workout. Fifi dropped the entire weight system and let out a primal orgasmic induced scream of triumph and pain only turning when she heard Babs startled gasp of surprise.

Fifi turned a snarl on her lips at the interruption; it faded when she saw the gaping stare of Babs. Reflexively she brought her tail in front of her to hide her blushing and body. However, now even her luxurious tail was inadequate to conceal her immensely chiseled form.

Fifi: Iz zomething wrong? *her voice was sensually deeper thanks to her strong throat*

Babs: *shakes her head no dumbly* No, of course not, uhmm just was worried is all,         you’re on stage in like a minute.

Fifi: Oh, Mon Dieu! Thank you so much Babs I totally lost track of time! *she runs forward grabbing Babs wrist and gaining speed without even noticing the extra weight her mammoth sized quads flexing larger and fuller with the exertion as she literally created impact craters with her loping run*

Back at the Acme Beach stage…

Rhubella: You know the drill, if she doesn’t show up before Helene is done with her routine you Acme Loo losers forfeit!

Shirley: Like chill out you stuck up whiny snob they’ll be back. I’m like so sure or something.

Margo: Could you be any more annoying…or some junk! *in a mocking tone* 

Shirley shrugs and turns her back on the two stuck up bitches and watches for her two friends, she sees a plume of sand rising in the far distance and its getting closer by the second. She turns back to the two hussies and smirks.

Shirley: See, like I so told you they’d be back.

Rhubella:  *growls and turns her nose up at Shirley and stomps back to the backstage area leaving Margo trailing after her tits so engorged it looks like two watermelons are pushing each other in a sumo match* THIS ISN’T OVER!!! 

Margo:  *sticks her tongue out* Yeah this isn’t over!! 

Fifi skids to a stop in front of Shirley briefly burying the startled Loon who too stares at Fifi’s super maxed physique and now definitely too small posing bikini just as Helene’s music dies down and the crowd claps thunderously as she departs doing her best to keep her bloated boobs in her top as she bows. Fifi takes the steps two at a shot and reaches the backstage only to meet the Perfecto Prep hussies they glowered at her and clenched there fists. Fifi feeling the rush from her perfect pump and run returned the glower and flexed her body once the sound of several threads on her bikini snapping made Helene and Margo back down gulping in mild fear. Rhubella however ignored the tearing clothing and reared back taking a swing. Babs and Shirley let out surprised gasps and tried to intervene but it turned out it wasn’t needed. Fifi didn’t even block the punch instead she flexed her outrageously engraved abs tightly which stopped Rhubella’s momentum cold. Fifi looked down in mock surprise, a good head taller then Rhubella now she grinned and feigned a little concern as Rhubella brought her hand back clutching it to her chest, tears streaming from her eyes.
Fifi:  I am zo zorry did I hurt your hand?
Rhubella:  *croaks out* No. Not a bit. 

Fifi: Ah good, I wouldn’t want to have felt bad if I did before. Now if you will excuse moi I have a posing routine to perform. *shoves Rhubella out of the way bodily as if she was nothing more then a piece of paper* 

Fifi took the stage and got into her beginning pose and started the count in her head she’d rehearsed in a hurry last night with the help of the internet. When she got to the time, something felt wrong, she looked up and behind her, the music which should have started now five and a half seconds ago wasn’t playing over the loud speakers. She looked aghast and the shyness and fear she felt before began to resurface. Babs and Shirley exchanged glances and look over at Rhubella and the Perfecto Prep cronies who held up the CD and snapped it in half laughing uproariously as they tossed it to the ground and turned it into powder.

Babs smirked and leapt the distance slamming her feet into Helene and knocking her down, while using the momentum to propel herself into Rhubella who she pinned easily after a moments struggle her anger magnifying her strength.
Babs: Of all the low down, dirty, rotten things!

Rhubella: *gasping and gagging as Babs tried to throttle her with her bare hands* We won’t LOSE! *she wheezes through her clenched teeth*

Shirley: Like so the unnecessary drama. We figured you’d try something so we made back up plans. *pulls a CD out of her bikini top and shoves it in the player then wrestles Margo to the ground in an arm bar applying pressure gradually the more she struggles.

Fifi’s music choice blared out over the loudspeakers and after a moment of realization it was playing she bounced to her feet and began posing striking poses and dancing all across the stage, thanks to her vein pumping extra strength workout she impressed the jaded judges with her routine making there jaw drop as she brought up her arms into a giant double bicep flex as the music rose to crescendo then an ultimate crab flex that made her bikini dissolve in an explosion of colored fabric. Everyone stared openly at the perfect specimen of skunk female naked and she didn’t even flinch, instead of shyness her eyes fell upon Hampton and her lust took over logical thought and she jumped off the stage and cast aside the judges table aside and scooped him up into her arms and leapt away disappearing over the nearest dune. 
The judges overcame their shock and with the help of an equally startled Minerva, Babs, and Shirley they righted everything and restored it to order. The judges conversed, they argued and debated, finally they all agreed and wrote down there scores, they put it into the envelope and sealed it. The announcer took it from them and climbed the stage, he cleared his throat, sweat dripped from his brow as he took a glance at the Perfecto Prep males and then the titanic females. 

Announcer: Ahem, the winner of the first ever Ms. Iron Acme Muscle Beach Posedown and Strength extravaganza is… *gulps nervously as Roderick mimes slitting a throat gesture as he pulls the paper out* is…*gulps again while dabbing his sweat laden brow*
The mood was so tense everyone leaned forward in anticipation when they heard the most curious barrage of sounds, it was squealing followed by moaning, followed by high pitched scrams and grunting then a single loudly yelled out ‘OUI!’ 
Fifi returned with a loud crack of impact, holding an exhausted yet surprisingly intact and blissfully happy Hampton, she took the stage again bare naked as she left and held a relaxed pose as Shirley and Babs took there places on either side of her. Rhubella and her minions stood opposite as the announcer and everyone calmed down again from the surprising return. 

Announcer: Ladies and Gentle toons…the winner is… *looks up in shock* Fifi La Fume!

The gathered toons cheered and drowned out the screaming and cursing Rhubella as Minerva stood up and congratulated Fifi and the girls for there victory. The announcer had to have Fifi lean down so he could put the sash over her shoulder and give her the trophy. Rhubella grabbed Helene and Margo and stormed off the stage dragging them by there bikini tops which caused them both to orgasm from the sensitivity of there raw sore nipples the milk like substance arched out in waves practically drenching the first four rows. The boys being in the second row were drenched and inadvertently found themselves swallowing a lot stood in confusion as tingly sensations began coursing through them. Babs and Shirley stared as Plucky, Hampton, and Buster started shaking and twitching almost spastically for a few seconds. Fifi rushed over in concern as well, as they approached the boys fell into heaps and curled up briefly before uncurling and groaning as they began to grow and grow and grow so more. The girls watched there puny male counterparts balloon outward and rise to there feet as they got taller and thicker and harder in all the right places. 

Minerva watched in awe as well and an idea formed in her head she bounded off knowing quite well the boys would be alright and that they could handle anything the powerful Acme Looniversity Cheerleaders could and probably would dish out. She tracked down the Perfecto Prep girls and after some ‘convincing’ of the fist kind she milked them till there was none left and took it with her back to Warner Brothers studios where after a couple weeks she finally made it in to see the Nurse.

Hello Nurse: Hi Minerva how was Acme Acres? *looks up at the still titanic Minerva*

Minerva: Wonderful, I had a great time; I was wondering if I could talk to you over a couple glasses of milk? 

END (?)

