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The conversation had really gotten heated, and Samantha tried to dial it down a little. They weren’t going to get anywhere with her yelling at her mother. 

It seemed to Samantha like the older woman—although she hardly looked older anymore—had started tuning her out.

“You really think you can just explain this all away? Mom.” Samantha leaned forward, her voice getting serious. “Mama. You have to go to a hospital. You’re...you’re...look at you.”

They had started this conversation in the late afternoon and it was now early evening. They hadn’t turned the lights on in the house yet, and so darkness slowly started to fill the kitchen with the only light coming in from the fading sun and the streetlights outside that had started to flicker on.

Sitting right across from Samantha in the breakfast nook, just a few feet away, close enough that her cinnamon-fruit scent filled Samantha’s nose with every inhale, her mother Barbara smiled and posed, chest out and back straight. She tossed the thick mane of her hair to one side like she was in an instagram post. 

It was easy to believe; wearing a trendy, tiny blue-and-white minidress with a low-scooping neckline, Barbara was the absolute image of a modern influencer, except a thousand times hotter even without any filters.

“Yes. Look at me.” The (technically) older woman giggled. “Isn’t it spectacular? Like I said, this medicine really has changed my life for the better.”

“Medicine doesn’t make you years younger!”

Samantha, gesticulating wildly, had to be careful not to spill the glass of milk in front of her. Her mother had put it in front of her, unbidden, when Samantha sat down. Samantha hadn’t touched it, although the smell made it tempting. 

When had milk ever smelled good like this? 

Probably Barbara had put something in it, as a treat or something. 

“Don’t be silly, dear. If it didn’t, why would I look like this?”

Samantha’s fingers dug into the edge of the kitchen table as memories flooded back—memories she’d spent years burying under layers of rage and secondhand embarrassment. 

Before the “meds” had turned Barbara into this glittering sex goddess, her mother had been...well, unforgettable. But not in a good way.

The memory hit like a puddle sprayed up in traffic, disgusting and unwelcome. Barbara had been painfully large and out-of-shape, constantly groaning even when she would waddle between the fridge and the couch, leaving sweat marks shaped like Nebraska on the upholstery. Her hair? A frizz-tumor hybrid that smelled like expired box dye and despair.

Teenage Samantha would lie awake listening to her snore through sleep apnea, certain that her mother was on the verge of dying.

And her face—god!—a bloated moon cratered with cystic acne and crowned by caterpillar eyebrows she’d “pluck” once a decade. Her teeth yellowed by soda and smoking and neglect, breath reeking of bad, ineffective mints.

Samantha remembered cringing in parent-teacher conferences as teachers subtly gagged when Barbara leaned in too close.

The wheezing. God, the wheezing. Every breath had sounded so gross. 

Now however, she was looking at a different woman altogether. 

Barbara’s new waist was so narrow Samantha could probably encircle it with her hands—a breathtaking hourglass that defied physics, cinching in violently below her ribcage before flaring out to perfectly rounded hips. The transformation was beyond surreal; where rolls of flesh had stacked like sedimentary layers, now existed only taut, glowing skin stretched over visible muscle definition that somehow remained utterly feminine. Her stomach was not just flat but concave, a delicate hollow that created shadows when she breathed.

And her breasts—what the fuck?—they floated! Impossibly perky and round despite their cartoonish size, defying gravity like they contained helium instead of tissue. The low neckline of her dress revealed cleavage so deep it could swallow small objects, the skin there as smooth and flawless as porcelain. Her collarbones stood out like delicate architecture, shoulders narrow and elegant where they'd previously been hidden under layers of fleshy padding.

Even her hands had transformed from puffy digits to slender, manicured instruments with visible tendons and elegant wrists so thin they looked like chopping vegetables might be too strenuous. Her legs, crossed primly at the ankle beneath the table, were endless—lean muscle wrapped in silk-smooth skin, calves defined but not bulky, thighs that no longer touched except at the very top. The space between them formed a perfect diamond when she stood. 

Barbara’s hair was a cascade of golden silk, each strand shimmering with health and vitality, falling in perfect waves down her back.

And it was the skin that Samantha couldn’t make any sense of. Surgery or cosmetics or some wild crash diet might take care of the rest. But not skin this sparkling pale and flawless, not a blemish or pore in sight, and with barely any make-up on at all. She glowed. 

"Medicine doesn't do this," Samantha repeated, unable to stop staring at the impossible transformation. "Mom, you look like you've been photo-shopped. People don't just... shrink. And your face—"

Barbara's face had gone from bloated moon to razor-sharp perfection—high cheekbones where there had been jowls, a hard-L jawline, and plump fuckable lips. Her nose, once wide and flat, now turned up slightly at the end, giving her a perpetually flirtatious expression.

Her eyes now glowed blue, framed by lashes so thick and long they could have been mistaken for tiny black feathers. 

"—it's completely different. Your nose is different. Your bone structure is different."

"The meds just helped me find what was always there," Barbara said, voice lilting melodically. "I was always meant to be this way."

Samantha stared at her mother's hands again. They were actually trembling slightly, she realized—not with nerves, but with a kind of barely-contained energy. Like Barbara was a tuning fork that had been struck and couldn't stop vibrating.

"What's in these pills exactly?" Samantha asked, trying a different approach.

It wasn’t just the physical transformation that left Samantha scared. It was the way Barbara carried herself now—like a haughty princess surveying her kingdom, every movement deliberate and dripping with confidence. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her skirt riding up just enough to reveal a flash of toned thigh, and Samantha couldn’t help but notice how her mother’s nails—long and lacquered in a deep crimson—tapped against the table with an almost hypnotic rhythm.

“I don’t know.” Barbara shrugged. “Something that really works!”

“You’re not understanding,” Samantha said, her voice trembling. She breathed deeply, again noticing the strong smell from the milk in the glass before her. “This isn’t normal. This isn’t...human. Women at your age don’t...don’t do this.”

Barbara laughed again.

“Oh, sweetie, you’re so dramatic. Of course it’s human. It’s just...enhanced humanity. A little upgrade.” She leaned forward slightly, her cleavage threatening to spill out of her dress as she fixed Samantha with those piercing blue eyes. “Wouldn’t you like to feel this good? To look this good?”

In the near-darkness, her eyes glowed like embers, and Samantha could see them gleam with a predatory hunger. She leaned forward, feeling caught in the gaze—inhaling directly over the glass of milk. 

When she spoke again, her voice was thick with emotion.

With...lust?

No. No, of course not. This was her Mommy, for god’s sake. 

Her mom. 

Just her mom. Her really, really hot Mommy with big, hot titties and...

Her really pretty mother. Not her Mommy. 

Not her hot, gorgeous, supermodel-hot Mommy who had the kind of face that Samantha fingered herself to the last time she came looking at porn, late last night. 

“Mommy—” she coughed. “M-Mom. please. Listen to reason.” Samantha took a deep breath. “I...I love you, okay? I want you to be happy and healthy and...” she trailed off.

“Beautiful?” Barbara finished for her. “For once in my life I can look fantastic in anything, anywhere, be proud of how I look in any situation, and you’re going to tell me not to?”

Samantha’s jaw clenched and unclenched. It was like talking to a wall. How could her mommy—her mother, of all people—have turned into such a vapid asshole? Where had the wise woman who used to braid her hair while reciting Shakespeare go? Where was the lawyer in this bimbo?

“Sweetie, honestly.” Barbara shook her head. “I’m worried about you.”

Samantha’s thoughts felt thick. Was there something in the air? She thought it was her mother, or maybe the milk, but it felt like it was wrapped around her brain. The house smelled like the fresh baking of something...something delicious. 

“You’re worried about me?”

“You haven’t had a drink of your milk at all.” Barbara pointed. “Are you sure you’ve been eating properly? And you’re dressing...so down. How are you going to land a man with stains all over your sweats?”

Samantha didn’t know what to do with that.

It was clearly a crack at her weight—which Samantha had struggled with her entire life.

It was her appetite that was the problem, really. Samantha had seen what had happened to her mother and so had taken extra steps to prevent all the same problems. She watched what she ate, she worked out three-to-four times a week, and her job at the veterinarian’s clinic kept her on her feet all day (as opposed to her mother’s mostly-stationary existence as a lawyer).

But still, the weight wouldn’t go away. Samantha was under no illusions why this was, she just wished it was different. Her genetics didn’t help, of course, but really it was the binge eating. At least twice a week, her emotions over took her and suddenly the food that had made her feel completely fine and full the day before when she had a nice “healthy” day no longer seemed sufficient.

No, her hunger on those days was special, and she required special meals to sate them—triple helpings of cheeseburgers and milkshakes, or piles of chicken tenders and fries, or multiple batches of take-home pizzas...or any other number of savory items she could load up with sweet sauces and extras.

She had always taken some solace knowing that her mother was more out-of-shape than her.

But now, there was this person in front of her claiming to be her mother who looked like a model who had stepped out of some hair fetishist’s deviantart profile. Hair as long as Barbara’s wasn’t supposed to be so thick, so shiny, so vibrant—like the kind belonging to a heroine on the cover of a 1980s fantasy novel.

Samantha’s struggle with her appetite also meant that she was constantly buying clothes aspirationally—this time, she told herself, this time I’m going to fit! 

And then she wouldn’t, and she would go back to the same old sweats or fleeces or sweatshirts that she refused to throw away until her weight cooperated. 

In the kitchen, now, she looked down at her old high-school sweatshirt, the hoodie hiding her gut. Hating that her mother had made her look at herself. There was a hole in the fabric under her armpits; another around the waistband.

“Please, sweetie...”

Barbara took Samantha by the hand. Samantha steadied herself—with maybe hope fluttering in? This was the most motherly Barbara had sounded since they started talking.

“...won’t you drink your milk?”

What the fuck...?

“What is it with you and this milk?” Samantha snatched her arm away. Anger filling her at the fake-out from her mommy—

Samantha whimpered, just a little. Her breath hitched.

Her mom.

She shook her head. “I don’t ever remember even having milk in the house growing up.”

Barbara’s perfect face tilted just so. “I just think you’re feeling upset because you have an empty stomach. Won’t you listen to Mommy?”

She leaned forward as she said it and Samantha stared—helplessly—at her incredible cleavage. Her resolve weakened. Was it arousal? Was it a need for motherly affection? 

Was it, somehow, identifying this picture of post-post-modern femininity as the kind of mother she’d always fantasized about?

Samantha’s senses felt so dull, despite her gaze feeling so sharp. The sweet aroma of the warm milk in the glass and the soft, glossy sheen of her mother’s skin, Barbara’s nipples pushing intently against the clingy fabric of her dress...

Her mouth watered in a way it had never done before. Barbara clasped her hands again, this time wrapping Samantha’s fingers around the glass—still warm, despite sitting out for over an hour—of milk.

Fuck it. Fine. I’ll drink the stupid milk.

Something begin to stir in her chest as she sipped. A tightening that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end and caused an electrical current to shoot down her spine and into her core.

She watched as Barbara watched her, clearly waiting for some reaction, some response. And suddenly her mother felt...

She felt...

...very far away.

Warmth spread in her gut, low and spreading outwards. A small gasp escaped Samantha’s mouth.

The lust that had been threatening to eclipse Samantha’s better judgment since she first saw her mother’s body came to fruition. 

Barbara smiled at her. In the sudden deep, pharmaceutical-grade high setting her dopamine sensors aflame, the stunning blonde seemed both directly in front of Samantha and on the other side of the house. She seemed...knowing, in such a hot, yummy way. Like Samantha could tell her anything. Share anything with her.

Mommy looks soooo hot.

God, what did she care if her mom was a babe now? Wasn’t that cool?

Samantha took long deep gulps of the milk, reveling in the rich taste on her tongue as it slid down her throat.

Her breath caught and her eyes widened, starting to feel something tug around her belly and thighs. She felt a deep contented sense of fullness. But this was different than any of the other food binges she’d had before. Before, sure, there had been feelings of satisfaction or even guilt but this...this was something else entirely.

The room seemed brighter suddenly, and cooler too—everything sharper. An intoxicating mixture of powerful emotions swirling inside her chest, a fireworks display of desire and need popping brain cells one-by-one.

“I’m also worried that you haven’t asked about your brother.”

The words took a long time to travel from Samantha’s ears to her brain. She needed to look at Barbara’s lips, trace the glossy puffy surface of their hot perfection with her gaze.

“...Brent?”

“Who else? You know he’s a total hunk now.”

Brent was? Her brother? She remembered him as a total slob, a pathetic wretch who deserved nothing but her ire.

No, that wasn’t right. That was...where did that thought come from? She needed another drink to clear her head. 

The milk...the milk helped.

More warmth down her throat. Her mother staring at her, biting one thick lip, desire in her eyes.

Her brother. Wasn’t he a stupid little ugly brat? If he was, then Samantha hated him, like she hated all men who weren’t real men. It was just so easy to despise them, to hold them in ill-regard, to want harm and pain and worse to come to them for the simple crime of never being hung like god and built like a jock-stud.

For not being a real man.

Not being a real...man...a man...she could trust. A man...a man...

Samantha hummed inwardly. What was the phrase?

“He’s really come into his own,” Barbara continued. “He’s enormous. Muscle-bound. Can you imagine? Your man of the house.”

Ohhhh. That was it.

“...man of the house...”

Just saying the words made her pussy drip. God, she was wet. Her thighs were slick. Had she ever been so wet in her whole life?

“I just do everything he says now.” Barbara glowed with erotic, worshipful heat as she spoke about her son. “He’s so dominating. So powerful. He’s fucking new girls every single night.”

Fucking new girls every night. Her brother. Her man of the house. And if he was powerful, if he was a real man, then, he wouldn’t stop. No matter if they said no. Her pussy gushed. 

Forcing them. 

Forcing them until they...until they were...

“...pregnant?”

Even saying the word made Samantha twitch with arousal. She needed to cum. Her brother, making hot girls pregnant every night, made her need to cum. The man of the house.

“Oh my, yes. Anyone with a cock as big as his would make get them pregnant for sure, don’t you think?”

More milk. When had Barbara refilled the glass? Did it matter?

Don’t call her Barbara. It’s Mommy.

Yes, Mommy. Mommy was so good, so nice. She refilled the glass full of the yummy headfuck milk and made Samantha’s silly thoughts even more silly.

“Big...big cock. Big bro...”

“That’s right, sweetie. That’s why I was surprised you didn’t ask about him. Really, your whole life should revolve around him, no?”

Samantha’s mind went blank. Her entire existence...for her brother’s cock?

“Yes, Mommy...”

The words slipped out before she could stop them. A red flush crept up her body.

“That’s my good girl.”

Samantha felt so full; not just physically from the milk but also from the thoughts that were swirling around in her head.

Her nipples hardened against the fabric of her sweatshirt as she thought about Brent’s big cock fucking her, filling her up. It would hurt, but she wanted it. She needed it. 

When he came inside her, when she felt his warm seed pooling in her womb...Oh!

She bit her lip again, trying to keep from making too much noise as a wave of need crashed over her body.

Something...something is happening...

The tugging she felt continued. All over her body—her buttocks, her calves, her back, her arms. Deep, endless warmth in her chest and brain. She was smiling more than she ever did—her teeth, crooked, made her deeply shy about it.

She caught her reflection in the emptied milk glass before her. Her teeth weren’t crooked. They weren’t even straightened. They were...

They were spectacular.

White. Glowing. Her skin smooth, clear of the blemishes that had been there this morning.

Her mother smiled and stood, strutting slowly around the table to Samantha’s side. Eyes glinting with a lust that mirrored Samantha’s own. She ran her fingers through Samantha’s bleaching hair, softly at first then with more force until all the unwieldy, untamed strings were pulled back from her face.

“You know what would be a good idea? Showing your appreciation to your brother.”

“Show...brother?”

Her mind raced, wracked with images of Brent standing over her, thrusting his giant cock into her, filling her mouth with his seed. A shiver ran down her spine as her pussy throbbed painfully—she was soaked through her panties. She wanted more than anything for him to fuck her right now. Her thighs parted involuntarily as she imagined it.

The taste of Brent's precum on her tongue, the feel of his fat cock stretching her tight virgin hole...

"Yes, sweetie. Show him how much you appreciate everything he's done for you." Her mother's voice dropped deeper, more sinister. "And show him just how grateful you are.”

The words prickled heat across Samantha's neck. She moaned, leaning back into her mother’s embrace. Barbara’s tits sat heavy on her head.

“Now, tell me honestly, don’t you want to serve your brother too? Make sure he’s comfortable? Take care of him after a long day?”

The thought burned inside her like wildfire. Of course she did. She wanted nothing more than to see Brent rise above them all. To be the one everyone looked up to. To have his seed inside of her, to make him feel proud to call her a good girl.

“Oh yes, Mommy...”

There was no other response that could come out of her now. It was as though every fiber of her being screamed for it. Her brother dominating others, bending them to his will, taking what he wanted...that’s what she needed in her life. That’s what she craved more than anything.

Barbara handed Samantha another glass of milk and she drank it down greedily, wanting nothing more than to feel that warmth crawl through her insides again. It was so easy, glugging down the thick warm milk, to imagine it was Brent’s seed—luscious and filling and sticky.

When Samantha finished the glass, Barbara reached down and tweaked one of her nipples.

“Do you want Mommy to show you how to fuck, baby?”

More than anything.

Samantha—unstoppably and suddenly—came. It hit her harder than she had anticipated, despite being unspeakably turned on for minutes now. She groaned, shifting her head around into her mother’s heavy, buoyant tits. Milk leaking from them and landing all over her face and down her throat—the milk, oh fuck, the milk, that’s where it came from—and Samantha shook and thrashed so hard that she fell out of the chair.

Some kind of impulse took over. Something baked in years ago. Cumming was private. Cumming in front of someone, shameful. The clarity that came with an orgasm suddenly coupled with the need to flee.

She ran to her room, confused, teary-eyed, breathing hard.

* * * * *
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INSIDE HER ROOM, SAMANTHA felt moderately safe again. The old hiding place from the world from years ago—only it wasn’t.

She hadn’t even been up here yet since coming home today. She certainly didn’t have her bag here with her—it still stood in the entryway, discarded when she saw (or so she had thought) the beautiful stranger in her mother’s kitchen upon her arrival.

Her childhood bed stood transformed: a mountain of silky pink cushions and a duvet shimmering like liquid rose gold. The scent hit her next—the same freshly-baked hot steamy sex scent that the milk had emanated, clinging to the air and thick enough to taste, replacing the mildew she remembered wafting from damp textbooks under her bed.

Her fingers trailed over the dresser—formerly cluttered with drugstore nail polish and math trophies—now hosting crystal perfume atomizers and a regiment of lip glosses in shades named Daddy’s Card Limit and Barely Legal. 

Her gaze snagged on the wall above the dresser. Where polaroids of her gap-toothed grin and science fair ribbons had hung, a massive LED screen dominated the space.

On it, it showed Brent’s bedroom. Empty now, except for rumpled sheets still bearing the indent of his massive body.

A flicker of movement onscreen—her gorgeous mother strutting into frame suddenly wearing nothing but a lace negligee, adjusting Brent’s pillow with exaggerated hip swaying before blowing a kiss toward the camera. 

Was this...was this live? 

It must have been. She recognized the heels her mother wore. She had changed, already. Into lingerie...

Lingerie for the man of the house.

And her mother was...

Her mommy fingered herself as she gripped Brent’s sheets, inhaling his musk like lines of cocaine. Barbara slid on top of his bed, pussy leaking, humping his pillows with her sopping wetness as she licked the phallic pillars of his headboard clean. 

Her mommy really, really loved Brent.

Samantha’s throat tightened as heat pooled between her thighs again. She stumbled toward the bed, knees sinking into plush fabric that slithered against her skin like a second set of hands. She buried her head into the pillow, trying to shut off the world. 

She could leave. 

She had her own apartment to run to. Just a two-hour drive.

She should leave.

But that would mean running by Barbara, and her titties. And that milk smell. And her Mommy’s titties...

Her fingers pushed down into her sweatpants, finding her deeply wet entrance. A high-pitched whine escaped her lips when her knuckles brushed against something unfamiliar—a sudden smoothness where coarse curls had been minutes before. 

She yanked her sweatpants down past trembling thighs just as her remaining pubic hair fluttered away like ash from a cigarette tip.

Her thighs rippled beneath sweat-slick skin as they cinched inward—cellulite dissolving until her limbs gleamed like polished marble. She slapped a palm over her shrinking stomach as it contracted with wet gurgles that sounded hungry. 

Ribs, prominent and perfect, pressed sharp against her tightening young flesh.

Samantha's nipples thickened into cartoonishly large nubs straining against her sweatshirt. The screen above her bed flickered once again—now it showed a closeup of Brent, naked and holding his enormous cock while bass-heavy club music suddenly throbbed through the room.

A recording, it must have been. But...why?

Why did her room have a screen set to play recording of her brother stroking his big, beautiful cock?

Samantha's back arched as her ass inflated—sweatpants splitting at the seams to reveal twin moons bouncing with their own unnatural buoyancy. Her tongue darted out to lick suddenly pillowy lips coated in saliva-made gloss. Every inch of her hummed with hyper-sensitive need, fingertips skating across alien slopes and valleys she couldn't stop touching.

Her reflection in the vanity mirror across from the bed was unrecognizable. She would have been scared if she could have. Instead, though, all she could think of was how hot the girl in the reflection was, each movement sending electric zaps straight to her dripping cunt. Hipbones jutted, sharp and prominent, beneath taut, shiny skin. Her new tits sat high and absurdly round.

Tits on sticks.

She giggled. It felt good. 

Big titties. Long stickies.

She giggled again. 

Her fingers dove back between her legs before conscious thought could protest. Two digits sank effortlessly into her obscenely slick inner-thighs, dangerous close to her pussy. 

Samantha clenched her thighs against her hand—trying to stop. She could pause there—enjoying the pleasure from her hand’s presence but without it being so overwhelming as it would be if her fingers flicked her clit. 

She closed her eyes, shutting out the recording of her hot brother stroking his big stupid hard beautiful big fat brother cock.

Okay. She could do this.

She breathed in deep, finally relaxed, totally safe from whatever weird stuff was going on. All she had to do was keep her hand trapped in her shrinking, suddenly-toned thighs and not touch her hyper-sensitive clit so she didn’t cum her brains out for the rest of time. 

Easy. So easy. 

She could live a long while like this, head buried in her pillow, surrounded by super sexy yummy sheets. She would be good for at least like a year or more. That made total sense. 

She thought about...

God, what was it she was thinking about?

She knew what not to think about. First of all, her brother on the screen that she could not look at. That made her feel all warm and tingly and needy and achy and kneely and groany and melty. 

No good could come from that.

And certainly she couldn’t think about her brother’s cock. No way! Even if it was probably massive, delicious, and life-affirming. Even it was probably the secret to every question her soul had ever asked, or even if it was the pile-driving perfect thrusting force of hard, nonstop, mindfucking meat that would forever fill the hole in her spiritual make-up.

Ungh.

One tiny look wouldn’t hurt, would it? Just to make sure she knew what she was missing.

The screen's bass rattled her teeth as the recording zoomed in on Brent’s cock—veins pulsing. Samantha's hips bucked involuntarily, sweatpants now utterly annihilated by her transformation. 

"Nonono fuck fuck—" Her free hand clawed at the sheets as her fingers crammed inside her sloppy-wet pussy without permission. Slick squelches synced to the screen's throbbing music beat. Her thumb found her swollen clit, sending neon sparks up her spinal cord that short-circuited higher reasoning.

Her pupils dilated into black holes as she came, and came, and came again looking at her brother’s giant cock on the screen as he stroked its massive length. Her tits ballooned another cup size mid-cum, sweatshirt ripping from the fast growth. 

Rational thought dissolved into primal syntax: 

Big cock good fill empty fuck YES—

The screen flickered again, this time showing Brent's entire body—muscles rippling under tanned skin as he worked his massive shaft. Samantha's jaw went slack, drool spilling from her glossy lips onto her newly enormous tits.

"Oh my god," she whimpered, fingers plunging deeper inside herself. "So big... so fucking big..."

She tried to look away. She really did. One part of her brain—the shrinking, rational part—screamed that this was wrong, that something terrible was happening to her. But that voice grew fainter with each orgasm that ripped through her transforming body.

Her ass jiggled with each thrust of her fingers, growing rounder and firmer simultaneously. Her waist cinched tighter, creating an hourglass so extreme it looked physically impossible without a corset. Her legs stretched longer, thigh gap widening as her knees knocked together in pleasure.

"Need to—ahh!—stop," she gasped, even as her hips bucked upward. "This is...wrong..."

But the words themselves felt wrong in her mouth. What was wrong about worshipping cock? Especially a cock as magnificent as her brother's? 

Her man of the house deserved worship. Deserved service.

"No!" she cried out, yanking her hand away from her dripping pussy. She rolled onto her stomach, pressing her face into the pillow to block out the screen. But the pressure against her newly sensitive nipples just triggered another mind-shattering orgasm.

"Fuck me, Brent," she moaned into the pillow, unable to stop herself. "Please, please fuck me..."

Her hair—now platinum blonde and impossibly thick—cascaded around her shoulders in perfect waves. She caught sight of herself in the vanity mirror again and froze. The face staring back wasn't hers anymore. Plump lips parted in a permanent invitation. Bright blue eyes, heavy-lidded and vacant with lust. High cheekbones and a button nose that belonged on a runway model.

"What's happening to meeeee?" she whined, the question ending in a moan as she inadvertently ground against the mattress.

On screen, Brent's pace quickened. The deep bass pounded through the room, matching the rhythm of his strokes. Samantha's head turned involuntarily, drawn to the display like a moth to flame.

"Big brother," she whispered, fingers creeping back between her thighs despite her best efforts. "Big cock... big... brother..."

Her IQ seemed to drop with each repetition, thoughts simplifying into primal urges. She couldn't remember why she'd been upset earlier. Something about... medicine? Her mother looking different? None of that mattered now. All that mattered was the throbbing need between her legs and the magnificent cock on the screen that could satisfy it.

"Need to serve," she panted, three fingers now pumping frantically inside her sopping pussy. “Need to be his good girl...his perfect little fuck toy...”

Her voice had taken on a higher, more airy cadence—girlish and breathy, with a hint of a whine that hadn’t been there before. It was the voice of someone who didn’t think, only felt. Someone whose entire existence revolved around pleasing cock.

Samantha’s legs spread wider as her hips bucked uncontrollably, her pussy gushing slick arousal all over the once-pristine sheets. Her fingers worked faster, deeper, but it wasn’t enough. She needed something bigger. Harder. Something like what she saw on the screen.

“Brent,” she moaned, arching her back as another orgasm tore through her. “Please...please fill me up...”

Her tits bounced with each convulsion, the heavy orbs straining against the torn remnants of her sweatshirt. She could feel them growing even larger, heavier—her nipples erect and aching for attention. Her hands flew to them without conscious thought, squeezing and pulling at the sensitive peaks.

“So empty...” she whimpered, tears streaming down her face. “Need your cock...need your cum...”

The screen zoomed in even closer on Brent’s massive member, veins pulsing visibly along its length. Precum beaded at the tip, glistening in the light. Samantha’s mouth watered at the sight, her tongue darting out to lick her swollen lips.

“Want to taste it...” she whispered, one hand abandoning her tits to trail down her body toward her drooling pussy. “Want to feel it in my mouth...down my throat...”

Her fingers plunged back inside herself as she imagined Brent fucking her face—his balls slapping against her chin as he buried himself deep in her throat. The thought sent another wave of pleasure crashing over her, and she came again with a high-pitched squeal.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me, big brother! Make me your slut!”

Her words were barely coherent now, slurred with lust and desperation. Her mind was collapsing under the weight of need—every thought consumed by the desire to serve Brent’s cock in any way he demanded.

On screen, Brent’s movements became more erratic, his breathing harsher as he approached his climax. Samantha watched with wide eyes, her own body trembling in anticipation.

“Cum for me,” she begged, fingers still pistoning inside herself. “Fill me up...make me yours...”

As if responding to her plea, Brent let out a guttural groan and exploded in thick ropes of cum that splattered across the screen. Samantha screamed in ecstasy as she came simultaneously—her body convulsing violently as she imagined that hot seed painting her insides instead. A sound escaped her throat—half sob, half squeal—as the orgasm detonated low in her gut and rocketed outward. 

“Yes! Yes! Ohgodohgodohgod!” 

She thrashed wildly on the bed, her tits bouncing obscenely as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. Samantha’s thighs snapped shut around her wrist as her entire body locked into a rigid C-shape. 

Her vision whited out. Her brain, a solid mass of bliss. 

On the screen, the video started again. 

* * * * *
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SAMANTHA'S EYES FLUTTERED open to the sensation of fingers gently working between her thighs. The room was bathed in soft pink light, her transformed body sprawled across silk sheets. For a moment, disorientation clouded her thoughts—then she registered her mother's perfect face hovering above her, expression rapt with concentration as she methodically circled Samantha's swollen clit.

"M-mommy?" Samantha whispered, voice breaking as pleasure rippled through her newly sensitive body. "What are you—"

"Shhh, baby girl," Barbara cooed, her free hand stroking Samantha's platinum blonde hair. "Just keeping you ready. We can't have you dry when your brother gets home, can we?"

Samantha's thighs trembled as she tried to close them, but Barbara's hand remained firmly in place, two fingers now sliding effortlessly inside her daughter's soaked entrance.

"No, please—" Samantha whimpered, even as her hips betrayed her by grinding against her mother's touch. "This isn't... we shouldn't..."

Barbara smiled indulgently, thumb brushing over Samantha's clit with expert precision. "Don't be silly, sweetheart. This is what good girls do—they stay ready for the man of the house." Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. "And you want to be a good girl for your brother, don't you?"

The question sent an electric current straight to Samantha's core. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, tears of confused pleasure rolling down her cheeks.

"I... I don't—"

The sound of the front door slamming cut her off. Heavy footsteps echoed through the house, accompanied by high-pitched giggles that seemed to bounce off the walls. Barbara's entire demeanor shifted instantly—her spine straightening, pupils dilating as a full-body shudder ran through her.

"Oh!" she gasped, fingers still working inside Samantha even as her attention fixed on the doorway. "He's home! My perfect boy is home!"

Barbara's voice rose to a melodic call. 

"Brent! Darling! Come upstairs! I have a surprise for you!"

The footsteps changed direction, now thundering up the stairs with deliberate, unhurried power. Each impact seemed to shake the entire house, vibrations running through the floorboards and straight up Samantha's spine. More giggles followed—at least three distinct feminine voices, breathless with excitement and anticipation.

"Look at you," Barbara whispered, twisting her fingers inside Samantha in a way that made her see stars. "Already creaming yourself just hearing him walk. Such a good little sister-slut you'll be."

Samantha's protests died in her throat as Barbara's fingers found a spot inside her that made her entire body convulse. 

"Please," she managed to gasp, though she couldn't articulate what she wanted. 

To stop? To go further? To learn how to be a good little sister-slut?

Brent jostled the bedroom door, slowly opening it. Barbara, letting out a happy sigh, dropped to her knees at the sound. 

The door creaked open, and Samantha’s breath caught in her throat.

Brent loomed large before them, muscles rippling under his tight t-shirt. His eyes, sharp and bright, studied the scene before him. His kneeling mother, his fucked-up cum-crazy sister. Samantha’s mind flipped on and off again, bliss overtaking her at the sight of his male perfection. 

His hulking frame filled the doorway like a god carved from marble. His chest heaved with each breath, muscles rippling under golden skin that glowed as if lit from within. The air around him seemed to shimmer, heavy with pheromones that made Samantha’s head spin.

Behind him, three impossibly beautiful women crowded the hallway, their hands roaming over his torso as if unable to resist touching him. Each one was more stunning than the last—legs that went on for miles, tight bodies, round plump tits. Their faces were all the stuff of fantasies: pouty lips, eyes wide and glazed with adoration, skin flawless and glowing. 

Each one was pregnant. Exceptionally, obviously so. 

And despite this—bellies rounded in perfect domes beneath their tight dresses—they remained impossibly slender, their curves only more exaggerated by the life growing inside them.

“Mom,” Brent said, his voice deep and rough like gravel. “What’s going on?”

She had crawled forward to meet him at the door. He put a hand on Barbara’s chin, stroking her there like a pet, and quickly kicked off his pants to allow her to slide in and begin stroking and kissing his already-precum-wet cock. He did all of this with the air of someone putting away his keys in the dish when he came home. 

“Hiiiii Honey!” Barbara’s voice lovestruck and girlish. “What did the doctor say?”

He grunted something back that Samantha didn’t catch, wrapping his hand tighter around Barbara’s thick hair. His voice guttural, deep, shaking the floor boards, his teeth raking the chin of one of his pregnant hangers-on.

“Sorry, honey. What was that?”

“It was fine, I said. Christ, you’re so good at stroking me, Mom.”

Barbara's body shuddered violently as she came, her back arching as her free hand clawed at her own thigh. Her mouth formed a perfect O-shape, eyes rolling back as she continued to work Brent's shaft with mechanical precision. Her thighs quivered, knees grinding against the ground.

“Thank you, Daddy.” She licked his cock slowly. “You fucked them?”

“I mean. Yeah. That wasn’t why I went, though. Remember? We were trying to see if...”

“If there was any way to make your girlfriends here not be total idiots. Yes, dear. I remember.”

He paused for several seconds, groaning, cumming down his mother’s tits and across her neck. She came in response, continuing to softly and religiously stroke his massive cock. His cum seemed to be absorbed by her skin—making it shinier, softer where it sank into her being.

The first girlfriend—a statuesque redhead with freckles like constellations across her alabaster skin—cooed in delight at his pleasure, her hands flying to her own enormous breasts. 

"Oh my god, Daddy! So much cum!" She squeezed her tits together, nipples swollen from pregnancy hormones, the fabric of her dress straining against their fullness.

The second—a caramel-skinned beauty with impossibly long legs—pressed herself against Brent's muscular side, her pregnant belly rubbing against his hip as she nuzzled into his neck. 

"Nobody cums like you do," she whispered loud enough for everyone to hear, her voice a melodic purr. "So powerful. So much."

The third girlfriend, a petite Asian woman whose belly seemed almost comically large compared to her tiny frame, climbed onto the bed next to Samantha and silently fondled her tits for Brent’s enjoyment.

“Anyway...” He groaned as Barbara continued her worship. “...after I finished fucking the nurses and the doctor, they were able to talk a little more. It’s like you thought it was, turns out. The girls I take are going to keep being brainless unless we give them your meds first. But we have a big supply of meds now. They’re in the car. And more on the way. They said it might help them do basic stuff like cooking and cleaning again. Just don’t expect any math.”

“Oh, dear.” Barbara tsked, looking at Samantha. “So that means your sister is just going to be a dumb slut forever? I’m sorry, dear.”

“That’s...oh.” He laughed. “That’s Samantha? Fuck, mom.” He looked around for a moment. “Oh. That’s why we’re in here, huh?”

“I gave her the same treatment as your girlfriends here. Isn’t she pretty now?”

He shook his head in disbelief. “So if she had come home, say, eight hours later. You could have dosed her with your pills first, and then the milk, and then my cum...”

“And you’d have another hot temptress spilling wicked shit in your ears all the time just like Mommy.” Barbara giggled. “Oh well. Maybe we can convince the next girl you take that she’s your sister?”

“It won’t be the same.”

“I’m sorry, dear. How can Mommy make it better?”

She pushed him between her tits, massaging his massive cock with her huge shiny globes. Worshiping, whimpering, she whispered something dark and urgent Samantha couldn’t hear. 

“...yeah...” he groaned, looking at Samantha. Her legs splayed out, and she giggled helplessly. Her brother was so big and smart. “Yeah,” he said again. “Okay.”

Samantha’s cheeks burned as Brent’s gaze landed on her. His eyes widened slightly before darkening with unmistakable hunger. She could feel his stare like a physical touch, raking over her newly transformed body, stripped totally naked by her mother—her wet, needy pussy, her enormous tits, her tiny waist flaring into wide, child-bearing hips, her long legs.

Brent’s girls cooed in unison, their voices sweet and melodic.

“Aww,” the redhead purred, rubbing her swollen belly as she pressed against Brent’s arm. “She’d be such a cute addition.”

“Yeah,” one chimed in, her tongue darting out to lick Brent’s ear. “Imagine how pretty your babies would be with her.”

“Breeding your sister would be so hot,” the redhead said. “Don’t you think?”

Barbara finally withdrew from Brent’s cock and slid over to Samantha on the bed. It was easy for her, in so many ways, to slide her fingers inside her daughter’s slippery hot pussy. Then she withdrew—Samantha whimpered—and held up her fingers for Brent to see.

They glistened with her daughter’s arousal. 

“Look at how ready she is for you, darling. She’s been thinking about nothing but your cock since she got here.”

Samantha’s breath hitched, her body trembling with need. She wanted to protest, to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, she could only whimper, her hips lifting off the bed as if begging for more.

Brent stepped closer, his towering presence overwhelming. His girlfriends followed, their hands never leaving his body as they whispered encouragement in his ear.

“Do it, baby,” the Asian girl purred. “Give her what she needs.”

“She’s your sister,” the redhead said, voice dripping with lust. “It’s your duty to breed her.”

Brent got closer, and Samantha saw for the first time the true size of his massive hard cock. Her mother had obscured the size before. But now...

Now...

Oh god...!

Barbara clapped her hands in delight. “That’s my boy! Show your sister what a real man feels like.”

Samantha’s mouth went dry as she stared at the thick length of his cock. It was even bigger than she had imagined—veins pulsing along its length, the head swollen and gleaming. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled.

Samantha shifted backwards in surprise, her mouth agape.

“Oh my god.” She gulped. “N-no way. You can’t be serious.”

He nodded. “I am.”

“But that’s...that’s...oh my god.”

On her hands and knees on the bed, she crawled close to it, breathing in deep. For a moment, Samantha thought she might run away. 

“It’s not...that’s real?”

He nodded, and his cock spurted precum again—god, could he control it?—making its surface even more glistening and delicious.

“Can I...can I touch it?” Samantha asked. “There’s no way it fits inside me. I’m just too tiny now. But can I touch it?”

Barbara put her lips to Samantha’s ear. “You’ll fit him. He’ll make you fit him. He changes our bodies. Changes our minds. Just like my milk changed you. He changes girls too, once they have his seed inside their bodies. It will be easy.” 

Her mommy’s presence was so comforting. 

“...easy...” Samantha breathed.

She turned to Barbara, looking for more reassurance. Instead, she got a milking tit into her lips and a fresh jet of milk squirted down her throat. 

The world spun. Samantha had already felt high before and now it was worse. 

Better?

Her pussy gushed. 

So much better.

She tried to breathe, and sucked in more hot milk, and then more and more. 

“So easy,” said Barbara. “There’s a good girl. He’s going to win no matter what. There’s nothing you could have done. You may as well give in now.”

Barbara slid her tit out of Samantha’s mouth. 

“...give in...now...”

The words were sticky and warm in her mouth and tasted like her mommy’s yummy milk.

“Beg him, dear. Beg your brother for his big cock.”

Oh, right. Duh. Of course.

“Puh-please,” Samantha whimpered. “I-I need it...”

“What do you need, dear?”

Mommy asking such hard questions. Samantha whimpered. She wasn’t ready for vocabulary!

“It! I need...need it...”

“What do you need, dear?”

Samantha searched for the word. The beautiful word. Staring her in the face. Hovering, brilliant and shiny, over her body and attached to her brother’s incredible body.

“C-cock...”

“And whose cock do you need?”

“Brent’s...my brother’s...cock. I need my brother’s cock. I need to serve him, Mommy. I need it so bad.”

“Don’t tell me, silly goose. Tell your big bro everything.”

She turned her big, newly glowing blue eyes up at her perfect brother.

“Please, Daddy? Please fuck my mouth? Please, make me your good girl forever? Please, fuck my hot sister body while Mommy watches and holds me down, please?”

“Well...” Brent said, stepping towards her. “I suppose we can do that.”

Brent grabbed Samantha by the hair—just tugging her the bed along with ease to be close to where he stood—and then nodded briefly to Samantha, who then—tentative to the point of cosmic awe—ran her fingers across his cock. Like it was some alien obelisk. She breathed hard and deep, her musk-addled brain cumming at the feeling of his pure masculine strength beneath her fingertips.

Samantha’s mouth ran across the cock, whimpering and kissing. Her eyes glazed over. Her saliva glands activated by Brent’s musk, working on sudden overdrive to make every part of herself as lubricated as possible, drool spilled from her mouth down across her chin and all down her substantial cleavage. After one kiss, she was crying. After another, blubbering and whimpering. 

After that, she no longer kissed, but eagerly suckled the head of his cock like a too-large lollipop while she continued to jack his shaft. Her hands possessed rather long digits, but they could barely wrap halfway around his circumference.

“You see?” Barbara laughed. “He’s so powerful. How could you ever resist?”

Brent’s lips curved into a smirk as he toyed with her hair for a moment. His girlfriends crowded around him, their hands roaming over his body as they urged him on.

“Fuck her for real,” one moaned. “Make her yours. Please?”

“Fill her up.” Grinding against his side.

Nodding, Brent shoved her off his cock and tossed her back onto the bed. Samantha, catching on quickly, spread her legs wide for her big brother.

Brent’s massive frame loomed over Samantha, his shadow engulfing her trembling form. She looked up at him with wide, glazed eyes, her lips parted in a perfect O of submission. Her thighs spread wider automatically, as if her body knew its purpose better than her mind ever could.

“That’s it,” Barbara cooed from the edge of the bed, her hands gripping Samantha’s ankles and spreading her legs even further. “Show your brother what a good girl you are.”

Samantha whimpered, her slick pussy glistening in the dim light. Her newly enhanced body looked almost comically submissive—hips angled upward in invitation, tits bouncing with every ragged breath, lips swollen and glossy from drooling over Brent’s cock.

Brent stepped closer, his smirk widening as he took in the sight of his sister—a totally mindfucked bimbo now. He pressed the head of his cock against her entrance, the sheer size of it making Samantha whimper in a mix of fear and anticipation.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Daddy... I need it so bad...”

Barbara leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Samantha’s ear as she whispered, “You’re going to love this, sweetie. Your brother knows how to make girls feel good.”

With that, Brent pushed forward, forcing the tip of his massive cock past Samantha’s tight entrance. She gasped, back arching off the bed as a wave of pleasure-pain shot through her body. Her pussy stretched obscenely around him, struggling to accommodate his girth.

“Oh god!” she cried out, nails digging into the sheets. “It’s so big!”

“You’re doing so good, sweetie,” Barbara cooed, stroking Samantha’s hair reassuringly. “Just relax and let him in.”

Brent didn’t give her much time to adjust. With a grunt, he thrust deeper into his sister’s tight cunt, forcing another inch of his cock inside her. Samantha screamed in ecstasy, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

“Fuck!” Brent growled, his hands gripping tighter as he continued to pound into Samantha mercilessly—his hips slamming against hers again and again like a piston driving home.

"Big brother!" Samantha shrieked.

Barbara clapped with pride.

Samantha gasped as he pushed inside her, slowly inch by glorious inch, stretching her tighter than anything she'd ever felt. Her back arched off the bed, and a low moan escaped her lips, eyes fluttering shut as pleasure coursed through every nerve ending in her body. 

"That's it, baby girl," Barbara cooed, running fingers through Samantha's platinum blonde hair. "Take your brother's big beautiful cock." 

The pregnant women around Brent were practically panting with excitement, their hands all over him—stroking, caressing, worshipping. 

"God, you look so hot fucking your sister," one of them moaned. 

"Breed that tight little cunt, Brent," another whispered in his ear. 

Samantha could only whimper in response, overwhelmed by the sheer size of him filling her; every thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body. She clutched at the sheets beneath her, nails digging into the silk fabric. Brent growled low in his throat, gripping her hips tighter as he began to pick up speed—slamming into her with forceful strokes that had tears springing to Samantha's eyes from both pleasure and pain.

"Fuck!" Brent roared, his massive cock throbbing inside Samantha as he bottomed out. "She's so fucking tight!"

Samantha's mind went blank, her body convulsing around her brother's enormous shaft. His size was impossible—stretching her past what should have been physically possible—yet her transformed body accepted him like it had been designed specifically for this purpose. Perhaps it had.

"That's it, darling," Barbara cooed, her hands caressing Samantha's face with motherly tenderness that contrasted obscenely with what was happening. "Take all of your brother. Feel how perfectly you fit him."

Brent's pregnant girlfriends crowded closer, their hands roaming over his muscled back as they whispered filthy encouragement.

"She looks so pretty with your cock inside her," the redhead purred, her pregnant belly pressing against Brent's side.

"Breed her good," the caramel-skinned beauty urged. "Fill her up like you did us."

Brent grunted in response, his hips working in a punishing rhythm that had Samantha's enormous tits bouncing wildly with each thrust. Every impact sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating from her core, her newly sensitive nerve endings firing like live wires.

"Please, Brent!" Samantha cried out, her voice high and breathy. "Please, Daddy... breed me!"

The words slipped out without conscious thought, her transformed mind surrendering completely to what her body now craved above all else. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper as her back arched off the bed.

Barbara's face lit up with pride. "Listen to that! She knows exactly what she needs now." She stroked Samantha's hair lovingly. "Such a good sister-slut for her brother."

Samantha nodded frantically, tears of pleasure streaming down her face. "Yes! Yes! I'm a good sister-slut! I'm your good girl, Brent!"

Something primal flashed in Brent's eyes at her words. His thrusts became more savage, more possessive—each one claiming another piece of her soul. His hands gripped her newly tiny waist, fingers digging into soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

"Mine," he growled, the single word sending shivers down Samantha's spine. "Fucking mine now."

"All yours!" Samantha sobbed in ecstasy. "All yours forever!"

Barbara's smile widened as she watched her children mate, her fingers drifting between her own legs. "That's right, baby girl. You belong to your brother now. Just like Mommy does."

The Asian girlfriend crawled onto the bed beside them, her pregnant belly heavy and round. "Cum inside her," she whispered against Brent's ear. "Fill her up with your babies."

Brent didn’t need any further encouragement. With one final groan, he slid his cock into Samantha’s eager pussy just as he erupted inside her. White-hot semen flooded her womb, filling her up to the brim with his potent seed. Samantha whimpered in pleasure, arching her back to accept every last drop of her big brother’s life-giving cum.

Samantha lay there panting, her pussy throbbing with pleasure as Brent’s cock slipped out of her abused but well-fucked hole. Barbara wrapped an arm around her, pulling her in for a hungry kiss. 

“You did so good, sweetheart,” she purred, caressing Samantha’s hair. “I’m proud of you.”

Brent leaned back against the headboard, his massive body barely dented by the exertion, cock still semi-hard and glistening with their combined fluids. His eyes were half-lidded with satisfaction as his harem of pregnant beauties arranged themselves around him, each vying for the privilege of being closest to their god.

Samantha lay in a puddle of sweat and cum, her newly transformed body still twitching with aftershocks. Her mind floated in a pink haze of bliss, thoughts simplified into basic concepts: Cock. Service. Breed. Good girl.

Barbara settled beside her daughter, stroking her platinum blonde hair with maternal tenderness that felt surreal given what had just happened.

"How do you feel, sweetie?" she whispered, thumb brushing away a tear from Samantha's cheek.

Samantha blinked slowly, struggling to form words through her cum-drunk stupor. "S-so full," she finally managed, hands drifting to her lower belly where she could feel Brent's seed warming her from the inside. "So... happy."

The redhead giggled, her hand possessively stroking Brent's thigh. "She'll be showing in no time, just like us."

"Another pretty mommy for Daddy's babies," the Asian girl cooed, rubbing her own swollen belly.

Samantha's lips curved into a dreamy smile at the thought. Her womb—once just another organ—now felt like the center of her universe. The purpose she'd been missing all along. What was veterinary school compared to carrying her brother's children? What was independence compared to the security of being owned?

As Samantha's eyelids grew heavy, her thoughts drifted to what her new life would entail. Waking up each morning to service her brother's morning wood. Preparing his meals alongside her mother and sister-wives, all of them competing to please him best. Growing round with his children, her body stretching to accommodate the life he'd planted inside her.

No more decisions. No more stress. No more thinking.

Just service. Just pleasure. Just Brent.

The pregnant girlfriends curled around Brent like kittens seeking warmth, their swollen bellies pressed against his muscular frame. Barbara took her place at his feet, head resting reverently on his thigh, fingers still idly stroking Samantha's hair.

And somewhere in the darkness of Samantha's newly empty mind, the last spark of her former self flickered and died, replaced by blissful, mindless devotion to the cock that had claimed her.

# # #
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        *He's everything they hate. But they'll serve him anyway...with a smile on their faces.*
Cecilia built her exclusive women-only sanctuary with one philosophy: beauty deserves beauty. As owner of elite fitness gym Ultrafem, she personally vetted every membership application, creating a temple where only the most genetically blessed, physically perfect women could sculpt their divine bodies—far from the leering eyes of inferior men.
Until Mark changed everything.
When Cecilia returns from a vacation, her pristine empire lies in ruins. Her flawless clientele has vanished. The gleaming equipment sits unused. Desperate for answers, she reviews the security footage and witnesses the unthinkable: Mark—obese and repulsively ugly—somehow infiltrating her sanctuary and methodically transforming her curated collection of goddesses into his personal harem of mindless, obedient, fertile sex puppets.
These once-proud, independent beauties now exist solely to pleasure their new master—kneeling, breeding, their plump lips constantly seeking his approval, their minds rewired to crave his touch despite his grotesque appearance.
Will Cecilia reclaim her kingdom of beauty, or will she become just another pretty face in an ugly bastard's collection?
Warning: This wildly erotic story contains explicit scenes of mind control, bimbofication, male dominance, breeding, and the systematic corruption of beautiful women by a thoroughly undeserving man.
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Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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