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IT WAS JUST A LITTLE too hot in the massage spa, but Leah supposed that was just the way these places had to be. You could hardly get properly relaxed in the cold, after all.

Despite the just-a-bit-too-much heat, her nipples were hard: stubborn pencil erasers sticking out proudly like they did in the winter when she walked outside without a coat. She supposed she was more excited about getting a massage than she had realized; it had been a long time since anyone had really touched her.

She had on her plain black panties, bra, and the thin bra worn as a wrap. Her nipples, firm and unyielding and strangely sensitive, pushed through both her bra and the towel in her reflection in the mirror.

Leah sighed, trying not to think about her body. She knew she was pretty—her luscious lips, smooth skin, bright blue eyes, and well-defined bone structure—and kind of hated it, the way that it made men look at her, especially in the last three years of Sterne’s dystopian, rights-stripping rule that had turned women across the state into little more than property and assets.

And even so, even though she hated that she was the kind of woman that men looked at, she couldn’t help but want her skin to be a little healthier, her nails to not be so mangled all the time, her hair to lose the split ends and get a good wash more than the twice a week she managed now. The culture had gotten to her, whether she liked it or not.

The spa was a sanctuary amidst the madness—the last female-owned business in the city center that hadn't been shut down by Sterne's regulatory thugs. The Serenity Spa, with its soft lighting and soothing water features, had somehow survived by cultivating connections with the wives of powerful men. At least, that's what Leah's friend Zoe had told her when she'd pressed the gift certificate into Leah's hands.

"You need this," Zoe had insisted. "You're running yourself ragged organizing the resistance. One afternoon of self-care won't destroy the movement."

Zoe had seemed more chipper ever since going to the spa herself.

Leah stared at her reflection, noting the dark circles under her eyes, the stress lines forming at twenty-eight, and her practical, chin-length dirty blonde bob that she'd cut herself with kitchen scissors. Her hands were rough from distributing flyers and organizing supplies for underground women's health clinics. So much relied on her constant work, her constant effort.

She'd forgotten what it felt like to not be exhausted.

The door opened with a soft whoosh, and Leah's breath caught in her throat.

The woman who entered was nothing short of spectacular—tall, willowy, with a cascade of platinum blonde hair that fell in perfect waves past her shoulders. Her face was a masterpiece of symmetry and delicate features, accentuated by expertly applied makeup that enhanced rather than masked. But it was the way she moved that truly captivated—each step a practiced dance in four-inch stilettos, graceful and svelte.

"I'm Fenna, your massage therapist today," she said, her voice like honey and slightly accented. Something European. Diamond studs winked in her ears, and a Cartier love bracelet encircled her slender wrist. She looked exactly like the women Sterne surrounded himself with—beautiful, ornamental, and seemingly devoid of independent thought.

Leah's political instincts flared.

"You're... not what I expected," she said cautiously.

Fenna laughed, a tinkling sound like wind chimes.

"Oh, you mean these?" The masseuse gestured to her heels.

Leah meant everything actually, but—sure, they could start there. She nodded.

"I know they seem impractical, but once your feet adjust, they're actually super comfy. Plus, they make your calves look amazing!" She giggled, then leaned in conspiratorially. "This is a safe space. We're all sisters here."

Something about the words "safe space" coming from someone who looked like she'd stepped out of Sterne's propaganda videos felt wrong, but Zoe wouldn't have sent her somewhere dangerous. Would she?

Leah had been to a spa long ago, before the bad times with Sterne started. There had been a five minute conversation then—how are you, what are you looking for, anything to look out for? That kind of thing.

Fenna, apparently, didn’t care or didn’t find it necessary to know.

"Let's get you on the table," she said, gesturing to the padded massage table in the center of the room. "Face down first. I've prepared a special blend of oils for you—they'll help with your... tension."

As Leah lay down, soft white noise began to fill the room—ocean waves, perhaps, or gentle rain. Soothing. 

The towel was removed from her back, and she felt the first touch of Fenna's hands on her skin, warm and slick with fragrant oil. The scent was intoxicating—something floral but with deeper, muskier notes that made Leah's head swim pleasantly.

"This is our signature blend," Fenna explained, her fingers working with surprising strength into the knotted muscles of Leah's shoulders. "It has rejuvenating properties that penetrate deep into the tissue."

Leah winced as Fenna found a particularly tender spot.

"God, that hurts."

"Our more tender spots hide behind tension," Fenna said, her voice taking on a strange, rhythmic quality that seemed to sync with the white noise. "More tension...more tenderness inside.”

“Sure.” It still hurt, but the pain faded as Fenna worked. “Okay.”

“It reminds me of you. You’re really intense, but I know it comes from such a sweet place inside you.” Fenna paused, humming, fingers sliding across Leah’s back. “I know about you, I hope that’s okay to say. I admire you.”

“Oh. Thanks.”

“Girls like you make my work possible. I’m grateful, really.”

Girls like you. Not women.

Still. Leah swallowed the correction—Fenna was trying to be nice. Why be a bother? Why was she so obsessed with conflict all the time? Why couldn’t she just be a good girl?

A—a what?

The pressure on her back felt so good that the thought slipped away before she could examine it.

"You carry so much tension," Fenna continued, her hands moving lower. "It must be exhausting.”

It was. Hadn’t Leah just been thinking that? She had been thinking about how—

I’m so tired of fighting. So tired of not giving up.

—no, not that. She was thinking...thinking...

“You’re so pretty, too. Even with all that exhaustion.”

“Oh...thanks.” Leah felt very far away.

“All that fighting.” Fenna’s voice was so tender. So sexy. Leah felt an embarrassing amount of heat in her pussy. She hadn’t fucked in so long, and Fenna wasn’t her type, but she was fucking hot. “It must be so hard, pushing against the way things are.”

Hard. Hard. Hard, pushing, pushing inside, making me give up, give in—

“I guess.” Leah sighed, feeling her body melt under Fenna’s touch. “But it has to be done.”

“Of course.” Fenna's hands paused momentarily. "We have to do the right thing. It’s a lot of pressure." Her fingers resumed their work, digging into Leah's lower back with hypnotic pressure.

The white noise seemed to grow louder, forming patterns that Leah couldn't quite identify but somehow understood.

The rhythmic hum of the white noise machine, the shush-shush-shush of what she’d initially thought were waves, began to feel less like a background sound and more like a whisper, just beneath the threshold of comprehension. It tickled the edges of her hearing, a persistent, almost insistent murmur. Her skin, where Fenna's hands weren't, felt strangely warm, a diffuse heat spreading from her core outwards. The oil, no longer just slick, seemed to sink into her, carrying with it that musky, floral scent that was now making her feel...floaty.

“...there, that’s better.”

Leah didn’t know what Fenna was talking about until she saw her bra and panties discarded on the floor. 

When had that happened? She hadn’t consented to that, had she? She was losing time. She was losing...

...she was losing...

I’ll always lose to him. Always. He’s so powerful. How would I ever win?

The thought—which was not alien to Leah—traveled now with a feeling of fullness and warmth deep inside her midsection. Like she was being filled. 

Penetrated. 

Losing. I’ll always lose. 

Leah tried to concentrate. Her thinking was so foggy. She wasn’t a loser. They were gaining momentum, actually. She—

shush-shush-shush-shush-shush

"It's important to release all that... negativity," Fenna said, her thumbs pressing into the base of Leah's spine. The pressure sent a jolt straight down, pooling low in Leah's belly, and her clit gave an answering throb.

I’m such a good girl when I throb.

Whoa.

Where did that come from? She wasn't usually so... reactive. Especially not to something so clinical. But Fenna's touch wasn't clinical, was it?

It was firm, knowing, and undeniably arousing.

"Negativity..." Leah echoed, her own voice sounding distant, a little slurred. "Yeah, Sterne's regime is pretty negative."

Pretty negative?

These monsters who were making women into things? Who were turning women into smiling, pregnant fuckdolls? Who were...women...they made women...pretty things...

Shush-shush-shush, the white noise machine explained patiently. Waiting Leah out. Fenna found another tender spot, and Leah whimpered as the tension broke.

She tried to muster her usual righteous anger, the fire that fueled her activism, but it felt...dampened. Like trying to light a match in a downpour.

Fenna chuckled, a low, throaty sound that vibrated through the massage table and straight into Leah’s chest.

"I just don’t have the head for politics, you know? I’m just a girl.”

Oh, yes. Leah felt her soul nodding. Just a girl.

But, no, that was—

shush-shush-shush-shush

Just a girl. Hard to be a girl because of Sterne being so hard all the time. He was such a meanie.

“I think there’s so many things wonderful about being a girl. Being positive. Being beautiful. Making things... harmonious."

Her hands slid up Leah’s sides, her thumbs brushing the undercurve of Leah’s breasts. Leah gasped, her already-hard nipples instantly suddenly white stars of pleasure in her proprioception. The sensation was so intense, so unexpected, that she almost arched off the table.

"Mmm, sensitive," Fenna murmured, her voice closer now, right by Leah's ear. Her breath was warm, scented with something sweet, like vanilla. "That's good. A good girl should be sensitive. Receptive."

Receptive?

The word echoed in Leah’s mind, strangely appealing. The white noise seemed to pulse with it:

...receptive...receptive...receptive... shush-shush-shush-shush...receptive...receptive...receptive... shush-shush-shush-shush...

Her eyelids felt heavy. The thoughts of organizing, of fighting, of Governor Sterne's big meanie-mean policies, seemed to be receding, like a tide going out, leaving behind a smooth, empty beach.

What was she so worried about, anyway? It was all so...tiring.

She was just going to lose in the end, wasn’t she? Protestors always lost. Women couldn’t win anything. Only good girls won, and they did that by being sexy, fun, friendly, and good.

It wasn’t like she really had that much to lose anyway. She was pretty, thank god. Not one of those uggos that got sent to those camps for “re-feminization.” Or worse, the ones who got rounded up for the work camps. 

No, she would be pretty for a long time, and would be quite protected and safe in Sterne’s regime.

She sighed happily, stomach fluttering at the thought of the handsome Governor.

Sterne was such a man. Big and tall and strong. Silly to think she would win. Maybe she just wanted his attention...

No. No. She was...she was...a fighter...?

"You know," Fenna continued, her voice a silken thread weaving through the fog in Leah’s brain, "a strong man, a real leader like Governor Sterne... he provides structure. And structure isn't a bad thing, is it? It keeps things orderly. Predictable. Safe."

"Safe?" Leah mumbled, a flicker of her old self trying to ignite. "He's been...so mean...girl’s rights. He's..."

But the words felt heavy, difficult to form. Her breasts felt fuller, tender under the continued, almost imperceptible pressure of Fenna's circling hands. There was a distinct tingling sensation in her scalp, like a thousand tiny needles, not unpleasant, just... active.

"Oh, but don't girls thrive under guidance?" Fenna’s voice was hypnotic. "Isn't it a relief, sometimes, not to have to make all the hard decisions? To just be... cherished? Adorned and adored?"

Her fingers traced the outline of Leah’s shoulder blades, then moved to her neck, gently massaging the tense muscles there.

"You have such lovely bone structure. You could be truly breathtaking, you know. With a little... enhancement."

Leah felt a strange warmth spread through her chest, a tingling that matched the sensation in her scalp. Her breasts felt undeniably heavier, rounder, pressing against the table. She could feel her nipples, still pebble-hard, rubbing against the soft fabric. It was an intensely pleasurable friction. She shifted, just a little, trying to increase the sensation. A soft moan escaped her lips before she could stop it.

This was getting too weird. Leah couldn’t get away, of course. It would be rude to leave in the middle of the session. And it felt good. But she certainly wouldn’t come back to this place. She had such a story to tell Zoe later.

Fenna giggled, a light, airy sound. "See? It feels good to just... let go, doesn't it? To embrace your natural femininity."

That was easy for someone like Fenna to say. Her femininity was off the charts. Leah was more than a little jealous. The ease with which Fenna moved in those heels. The pendulous, pressing warmth of Fenna’s tits against Leah’s body here and there.

Her pussy was so wet now, a slick, throbbing heat between her legs.

Fenna thought she was pretty. God, that was so cool. Fenna was so cool, so confident and feminine. Maybe...maybe Leah could be feminine too. Feminine. Submissive. Pretty. Maybe Sterne would think she was pretty, somehow, if she really tried...

The thought of Sterne, which usually filled her with rage, now conjured a confusing, shameful flutter of deep biological need.

Didn’t she want to like, fight him, or...

...receptive...receptive...receptive... shush-shush-shush-shush...

...fight him...? Or...

...receptive...receptive...receptive... shush-shush-shush-shush...

Fuck. What was she supposed to do with him? Fuck.

...receptive...receptive...receptive... shush-shush-shush-shush...

Fuck....fuck...fuck...

Leah gasped, pleasure building suddenly in her hot young pussy faster than she could have ever anticipated. In seconds, she was on the edge, needing to cum, needing to breed.

"You're so responsive, Leah," Fenna whispered, her voice now directly beside Leah's ear, sending shivers down her spine despite the heat suffusing her. Fenna's fingers were now feather-light, tracing patterns on Leah's back that made her skin prickle and her core clench. "It's like your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is still catching up."

Leah tried to answer, to say something sharp and dismissive, but her tongue felt thick, clumsy.

"Mmmph," was all that came out.

Her breasts ached with a delicious fullness, the nipples so hard they were almost painful against the plush table. She could feel the wetness between her legs, a slick, insistent pulse that seemed to echo the shush-shush-shush of the white noise. Her hips humped against the table. She knew Fenna could see. She didn’t care. She needed to cum so fucking bad.

It wasn’t fair. She was just a girly girl. How was she supposed to keep from cumming when Fenna was so pretty and talking about major hunk Governor Sterne? So unfair. God.

Would he fuck her? Would he breed her? Would he hold her down and fuck her full of babies until she apologized for being such a bad girl for so long?

Leah moaned, trembling, not understanding how she wasn’t cumming. She had never felt pleasure like this and not cum before. And it had been so, so long since she had cum...

"Let's turn you over, shall we?" Fenna's voice was smooth, authoritative, but undeniably gentle. "I want to work on your front. It’s important to be beautiful from every angle."

Before Leah could process the command, or the strange implication behind "beautiful from every angle," Fenna was helping her turn.

For a moment, Leah was exposed, her newly heavy breasts swinging free, her wet cunt open to the cool air of the room before Fenna deftly draped the towel over her torso, leaving her legs and lower belly bare. The brief exposure sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

Fenna’s eyes, when Leah finally met them, were a startling, almost unnerving blue. They held a strange mixture of placid emptiness and knowing amusement.

"You have such lovely skin," said Fenna, dipping her fingers into a fresh bowl of oil. This one smelled even headier, sweeter, with an undercurrent of something spicy that made Leah’s nostrils flare. "It just needs a little... encouragement to truly glow."

As Fenna began to smooth the oil onto Leah’s legs, her touch was reverent, almost worshipful.

"Strong legs," Fenna murmured, her hands gliding up Leah’s thighs, dangerously close to the juncture where all the heat pooled. "Perfect for... well, for many things." She giggled, a soft, conspiratorial sound. "A woman's beauty is her power, you know. It's her greatest gift. Why wouldn't she want to enhance it? To make herself as desirable as possible for a worthy man?"

A worthy man like Sterne. Fenna has probably fucked him. She knows how to get to him. If I’m good for Fenna, maybe she’ll introduce me. Oh god, I need to cum so fucking bad...

The image of Sterne—his imposing figure, his confident smirk, the way he dominated every room he entered—flashed behind her eyelids, and her pussy gave a distinct, traitorous throb. Her hips pulsed upward, and Fenna gently guided her down, like she might a naughty kitten.

"I... I don't...I can’t...oh god...Sterne..." Leah managed, her voice weaker than she intended.

Her hair felt... longer. She could feel strands of it brushing against her shoulders, tickling her skin. Hadn't it been a chin-length bob just an hour ago? She tried to lift a hand to check, but her limbs felt wonderfully heavy, languid.

"Isn’t he amazing?" Fenna smiled. “I have to turn in so many girls who come here, you know. Send them off to the camps for Daddy. He deserves sexy breeders, not those dog-faced mutts who can’t even fit into a size 0. You know? I’m so glad you’re so pretty. He’ll come and inspect you soon, and then you’ll be able to breed for him like a good girl.”

The words pierced through Leah's fog like ice water, but only for a moment. Camps? Daddy? Inspect? Her activist mind tried to scream warnings, but the white noise immediately smoothed over the alarm like waves over sand.

...good girl...good girl...good girl... shush-shush-shush-shush...

"Wait," Leah breathed, her voice barely audible. "You... report to him?"

Fenna's hands never stopped moving, now working the oil into Leah's stomach with firm, circular motions that made her abs clench and release rhythmically. 

"Of course, silly. How else would the spa stay open? Daddy needs to know which girls are worth keeping and which need... adjustment." Her fingers dipped lower, just brushing the edge of Leah's soaked pussy. "But you don't need to worry about that. Look at you—you're perfect breeding material."

Breeding material. The words should have disgusted her. Should have sent her running. Instead, they made her pussy clench so hard she whimpered.

"My hair," Leah managed, feeling the silky strands now cascading past her shoulders. "What did you..."

"The oils have special properties," Fenna explained cheerfully, moving up to massage Leah's chest through the towel. Each press sent shockwaves through her swollen breasts. "They bring out your true potential. Your real beauty. The beauty you've been hiding under all that... resistance."

Leah's nipples were so sensitive now that even the soft terry cloth was almost too much. She arched helplessly as Fenna's hands worked, her mind fracturing between what she knew was wrong and what felt so impossibly right.

"Zoe," she gasped. "She sent me here. She wouldn't..."

"Oh, sweet Zoe! She's doing so well now. Three months pregnant with Daddy's baby. She looks absolutely radiant in her new wardrobe. She was so certain you would notice, but I thought—and I was right, as always—that you would be too self-obsessed to see her baby bump. You really didn’t care about anyone but yourself and your silly little cause." Fenna peeled back the towel slowly, revealing Leah's transformed body inch by inch. "She knew you needed this. Needed to stop fighting your nature. Now you have a better cause. You won’t feel so empty anymore." She giggled. “Quite the opposite.”

Leah looked down at herself and moaned. Her breasts had grown at least two cup sizes, sitting high and proud on her chest with pink, perpetually erect nipples. Her stomach was flat and toned, her skin glowing with an inner luminescence. Between her legs, she could feel how swollen and ready she was, her panties completely soaked through.

"Please," she whimpered, not sure if she was begging for it to stop or continue. "I need to... I need..."

"You need to cum," Fenna finished for her, trailing one perfectly manicured finger down Leah's sternum. "But good girls don't cum without permission. And you want to be a good girl for Daddy, don't you?"

The white noise seemed to pulse with the question.

Shush-SHUSH-shush-shush-shush...

Leah whimpered. She did. so bad. But she couldn’t cum. She couldn’t cum without Daddy’s permission. And it was Fenna who knew if she had Daddy’s permission or not, Fenna who knew if she was a good girl...oh fuck...

“I won’t pretend I’m one of his favorites, of course,” Fenna said. “But he does stay in contact.”

The change of topic was agonizing. Leah needed to cum so fucking bad. But also she so desperately needed to know more about Fenna and Sterne—had he fucked her? Did she know how to make him happy? Did she know if Leah was pretty enough for him? Oh fuck. Leah was just a girl. Just a hot, silly girl...

"He prefers platinum blondes," Fenna continued conversationally, as if she wasn't reducing Leah to a quivering mess with every casual brush of her fingers. "Lucky for you, the oils are already working on that too. See?"

She lifted a strand of Leah's hair, holding it where Leah could see. The mousy dirty blonde was bleeding away like watercolor in rain, replaced by shimmering platinum that caught the soft spa lighting. 

"No," Leah whispered, but even as she said it, she was mesmerized by how the blonde caught the light. How pretty it looked. How much prettier she'd be for him with hair like spun gold. "This isn't... I'm not..."

"Not what, sweetie?" Fenna's voice was pure honey, her hands now working the oil into Leah's shoulders, down her arms. "Not ready to admit how badly you want his approval? Not willing to accept that all your fighting was just sexual frustration? Feminism lied to you, sweetling. You’re nothing but a sexy breeder for Daddy."

The white noise shifted, and Leah could almost hear words in it now, just below comprehension but somehow perfectly clear to some deeper part of her brain.

...submit...obey...breed...serve...

"I'm a lesbian," Leah said desperately, clinging to this last piece of identity even as she felt it slipping away. "I don't even like men."

Fenna laughed, genuinely delighted. "Oh honey, that's just what girls tell themselves when they haven't been properly fucked by a real Alpha. When they haven't felt what it's like to be owned, claimed, bred by someone who knows exactly what their body needs."

Her hands moved lower, fingertips ghosting over Leah's hipbones, making her whole body shudder.

"Besides," Fenna added with a wicked smile, "you've been thinking about Master Sterne this whole time. That's not very lesbian of you. That's just a silly girl who wants to be pretty like me. Who wants Daddy to look at her the way he looks at me."

It was true. God help her, it was true. Leah had been fixated on Fenna's perfect breasts, the way they moved in that tiny top, how they'd feel in her hands. But not because she wanted to touch them. Because she wanted hers to look like that. Wanted to inspire that same mindless lust in... in...

"Daddy," she moaned, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

"There we go," Fenna said. "Such a good girl.”"

She touched Leah’s cunt—and Leah moaned, her pussy gushing and squeezing, instantly cumming from the slightest attention. 

Her brain filled with images of Sterne. Of her fondest, oldest fantasies—the ones she now realized she had rejected her whole adult life. Being a pretty, sexy, tradwife goddess. 

Images flooded through Leah's spasming mind as her body convulsed with pleasure. She saw herself in a sprawling marble foyer, her platinum hair cascading in perfect waves down her back, wearing a silk dress that cost more than most people's cars. Her breasts - fuller, rounder, impossibly perky - strained against the designer fabric as she waited by the door, listening for the sound of his car.

Daddy's home, she thought with a thrill that made her pussy clench again around Fenna's skilled fingers. In her vision, she dropped to her knees the moment Sterne walked through the door, her glossed lips parting automatically, her tongue already wet and eager. She was his favorite. His most beautiful possession. The other wives looked at her with envy because she got to warm his bed most nights, got to carry his children most often.

"Oh god," Leah gasped in the real world, her hips bucking wildly as Fenna worked her over—fingers schlocking as they slid easily in and out of her gushing pussy, thumb working her clitoris. 

But the visions kept coming, each one more degrading, more intoxicating than the last.

She saw herself at a campaign event, standing behind Sterne in a dress that barely covered her ass, her only job to look devastating and remind everyone what kind of women he attracted. The ugly feminists in their protest signs outside—she laughed at them now, knowing they'd be rounded up soon. Their wombs were dead ends, their bodies too hideous and bitter to ever know the joy of being bred by a real man. She pressed closer to Sterne, letting everyone see the diamond collar around her throat, the one that marked her as his property.

Another orgasm ripped through her, and in her mind she was in his bed, her long legs spread wide as he mounted her. She was begging—actually begging—for him to put another baby in her. Her third? Fourth? She'd lost count. All that mattered was being useful to him, being the perfect vessel for his glory. The feminist textbooks she'd once treasured were nothing but kindling now, burned to heat their bedroom while he fucked her into sweet oblivion.

"Please, please, please," Leah chanted, though she wasn't sure if she was begging Fenna to stop or continue. Her body had made the choice for her, responding to every touch with desperate enthusiasm. 

She came again. Again. Again. And sank deeper each time. 

In her mind, she attended a "re-feminization" camp inspection with the other trophy wives. They giggled behind manicured hands as the ugly women were sorted —this one for factory work, that one for disposal. Leah felt nothing but contempt for them. If they'd just tried harder to be pretty, to be feminine, to be worthy of male attention, they wouldn't be here. Natural selection at its finest. She rubbed her swollen belly, proud to be so fertile for her glorious, perfect Man.

"Such a good girl." Fenna slipped another finger inside her still-cumming pussy. "Look how wet you are for Daddy.”

Leah's cunt spasmed around Fenna's fingers as another wave of visions crashed through her transformed mind. She was sitting across from a female reporter—one of the few still allowed to work, probably because she was blonde and beautiful and properly deferential. The woman's eyes were wide with something between horror and arousal as Leah giggled her way through explaining her transformation.

"I was just so obsessed with him," vision-Leah gushed, twirling a strand of platinum hair around her finger. Her breasts, impossibly huge and perky in a tiny pink dress, bounced with every animated gesture. "Like, can you blame me? Governor Sterne is such a total stud. Those shoulders? That commanding voice? I literally started the whole protest thing just to get his attention."

The reporter shifted uncomfortably. "But you inspired thousands of women to resist. Don't you feel any responsibility for what's happened to them?"

Vision-Leah's laugh was bright and empty as champagne bubbles. "Oh my god, I hope I inspired lots of girls! Daddy deserves a whole generation of good girls raised by good girls. The smart ones figured out what I did—that feminism was just, like, a phase? Like wearing last season's shoes?" 

She leaned forward conspiratorially, her collar glinting. "The ones who didn't get it... well, they weren't pretty enough to matter anyway. Natural selection, you know?"

Real-Leah's back arched off the table as she came again, her transformed body singing with pleasure. The fantasy shifted, and now she was in a nursery decorated in soft pinks and golds, her belly swollen with another of Sterne's babies while she supervised a team of less-favored wives caring for her other children.

"The future belongs to us," she heard herself saying to the other women, all of them beautiful in their own right but none quite matching her perfection. "To women who understand their place, who embrace their purpose for Daddy’s glory. We worship Master in everything we do, from cleaning to cooking to looking pretty and waiting for him all day long. We thank him for fucking other women. We thank him for forgetting about us, because it means he once knew us."

"Yes, yes, YES!" Leah screamed in the real world, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Fenna's expert fingers. The visions were coming faster now, overlapping and blending together.

She saw herself at a government function, draped in jewels, lingerie, and not much else, while Sterne casually discussed the latest raid of feminist-sympathizers. Her hand rested on his cock, proudly feeling his cock, and she felt nothing but pride when he mentioned how her "awakening" had broken the spirit of so many resisters.

On the arms of every other man at the function were other wives of Sterne, The powerful men surrounding Sterne had once been his rivals, his equals. Now they stood diminished, each accompanied by their own breathtaking trophy wife—women who might have been doctors, lawyers, CEOs before Sterne's regime, now reduced to decorative emptiness. Their glazed eyes and vacant smiles matched their impossibly perfect bodies, transformed and rejuvenated permanently just like Leah had been.

Scarlett, draped over Senator Williams' arm, wore diamonds that had once been his grandmother's—sold off piece by piece to fund Sterne's campaigns on her insistence. Her scarlet lips moved constantly, whispering demands for more jewelry, more donations to Sterne, more everything, while Williams' face grew more haggard by the day. He hadn't touched his own wife in months; she was Sterne's now, returning home only to drain another account or forge another donation.

Isabella, the raven-haired beauty clutching Judge Morrison's elbow, had already transferred three properties into shell companies that led back to Sterne. Morrison's hands shook slightly—withdrawal from the sexual frustration that gnawed at him day and night while his wife's belly swelled with another man's child. His heart would give out soon.

"Such devoted public servants," vision-Leah heard herself purr, knowing exactly what devotion meant in this context. These men gave everything—their wealth, their power, their dignity—just for the privilege of being seen with women Sterne had already claimed and conquered.

The vision expanded, and Leah could see the whole function clearly now. Every man in the room was flanked by a stunning woman—perfect faces, platinum hair, bodies that defied physics in their proportions. But none of them looked at their supposed husbands. Their eyes followed only Sterne, hungry and adoring.

"Daddy owns everything," vision-Leah giggled to herself, watching Judge Morrison's wife Candy whisper something in Sterne's ear while her husband stood alone, visibly desperate. The man hadn't been allowed to touch his own wife since their wedding night. She'd explained sweetly that she needed to "maintain her purity" for important state functions. Of course, everyone knew she spent every Tuesday afternoon at Sterne's private residence.

The pattern was everywhere Leah looked. Wives who controlled their husbands' finances, their social calendars, their political decisions - all while openly panting after the Governor. The men were trapped, too proud to admit they'd been cuckolded by the state itself, too aroused by their perfect wives to leave, too financially ruined to escape.

"Such brilliant strategy," fantasy-Leah said, pressing herself against Sterne's side and fanning her face with delicate fingers. "Marry them off to your enemies, then own them through their wives. Every man in this room is your slave and doesn't even realize it."

Real-Leah's pleasure crested again, her revolutionary mind was dissolving completely, replaced by this new understanding of power - true power wasn't resistance, it was seduction. Control through beauty. Domination through desire.

The orgasm that rocked through real-Leah's body was so intense she nearly blacked out. Her pussy clenched and released in waves that seemed endless, each pulse bringing new visions of her transformed future. 

She saw herself making videos, eliminating her #resist social media and replacing it with tutorials on how to walk in heels, how to apply makeup, how to make their bodies irresistible to the right kind of man. 

"Beauty is power," she told her viewers, "but only when you use it to serve."

The cruelest vision came last, as Fenna's fingers curled inside her, finding that perfect spot that made Leah see stars.

She wasn't even his favorite anymore. 

In this last fantasy, she watched from the edges of Sterne's grand bedroom as he fucked one of his newer acquisitions—a stunning brunette who'd never needed conversion, who'd grown up worshiping him, who killed for him with a smile. Who hated Leah for ever being a feminist, and despised her for being so weak as to change sides. 

The girl's father had been a feminist sympathizer, and she'd turned him in herself, giggling as she signed his death warrant. That kind of devotion, that pure sadistic loyalty—it made Leah's desperate conversion seem almost quaint.

"Please, Daddy," the brunette moaned, her perfect ass bouncing as Sterne pounded into her. "Let me plan the next raid. I know exactly which safe houses the ugly bitches are using."

Leah touched herself in the corner, forgotten, just another blonde in his collection. He hadn't bred her in months, preferring the true believers who naturally got wet at the thought of culls and raids. She'd given up everything—her cause, her friends, her soul—to be fucked occasionally by a man who barely remembered her name.

And she was grateful. So fucking grateful.

"Thank you," real-Leah sobbed as she came again, her pussy clenching desperately around Fenna's fingers. "Thank you for showing me the truth."

Because even being his forgotten toy was better than her old life. At least she'd served her purpose—breaking the resistance with her conversion, showing other girls that even their strongest leader was just a silly slut desperate for Daddy's cock. 

Thousands—tens of thousands—of women would give up when they saw her transformation video, saw her giggling about how feminism was "like, so boring compared to being bred."

In her vision, she knelt with the other less-favored wives, watching him fuck his murderous princesses, and felt nothing but joy. She'd helped create this world where women like her were nothing but decorative toys, where the ugly ones were forgotten at best, where everyone grew up knowing the only value in a girl was in her fuckability.

"I was useful," she whimpered, her body convulsing with another orgasm. "I helped Daddy win."

She no longer had any sense of time or place. It was pretty useless for a good girl like her. Eventually her man would just tell her what to think about it. 

Fenna's fingers stilled, and she leaned down to whisper in Leah's ear. "He's coming to inspect you tomorrow. If you're very, very good, he might fuck you. Wouldn't that be nice? To be used and discarded by the only real man on Earth?"

Leah came one final time, her transformed body shaking with the force of it. When the tremors finally stopped, she looked up at Fenna with vacant, worshipful eyes. Her platinum hair spread across the table like spilled silk, her massive tits heaving with each breath, her pussy still twitching with aftershocks.

Leah panted, her mind still swirling with the vivid images of her new life as Sterne's obedient trophy wife. Part of her—a small, fading part—screamed in protest at this twisted utopia, but even she knew that it was futile. Surrendering to the inevitable felt so much more... freeing.

Sterne was always going to—had always been going to—would always win. Good girls were too silly to win on their own. Good girls only won when their Man got what he wanted. 

"Yes," Leah nodded. “Please.”

Fenna smiled and bit her lip, her fingers never slowing their delicious pace. 

"That's a good girl," her voice dripped with praise. "You're learning so quickly."

Leah's pussy throbbed in agreement, sending wave after wave of pleasure through her violated frame. Her thoughts drifted once more, this time to the idea of a life spent on her knees before Governor Sterne's throne. Literally and metaphorically.

She would be his perfect pet, his most devoted footstool cum fucktoy cum catcher. She imagined his polished boots pressing against her swollen tummy as she knelt before him, awaiting his command. A cockslut smile spread across her lips even as Fenna continued to fingerfuck her into oblivion.

"Tell me," Fenna purred in her ear as Leah shuddered on the table, "how does it feel to submit?"

Leah couldn't find the words at first - 'amazing', 'incredible', 'liberating' all seemed like feeble attempts to describe the sensation coursing through her every fiber. 

Finally, she settled on the only truthful answer she could muster: "I've never felt more alive."

# # #
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