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After two weeks on the new meds, Barbara had lost weight everywhere except for her tits. 

She took a long, discerning look in the mirror in her bedroom. The mirror was new, arrived today—an impulse purchase while fingering herself last night when she realized that most of her house was absolutely free of reflective surfaces (the better to hide how she used to look). 

She wore a thin, clingy, spaghetti-strap red dress that she hadn’t worn since she was at least 22 when her figure hadn’t been destroyed by years of overworking at her law firm, where she constantly indulged in smoking, stress-eating, soda-guzzling, and so much chocolate she may as well have had an IV drip of it. 

And that was on top of raising two mostly-forgotten children, for whom her absolute lack of real leadership or mothering was the biggest regret of her life, and for which she ate to numb the feelings of guilt she weathered constantly. 

For two weeks now, she had eaten next to nothing. No smoking. No soda. Certainly no sweets. And the amazing thing, on these meds, she had missed none of it. She hadn’t felt hungry even a single time. She had eaten only by rote habit, and even then only celery sticks and raisins. 

The effect on her figure was, to be frank, phenomenal. 

Her skin glowed, first of all. No wrinkles. She looked barely twenty-five, if that. Gone was the yellowish hue around her stained teeth and fingers. In fact, all stains and acne and marks were gone. Her skin shone like the girls in a probiotic commercial, and when she smiled she could see that her gums had gone on the full offensive rather than their seemingly endless recession that had started when she hit forty. 

And her smile was sexy, too. Bright and white and wide and happy. One thousand watts of I’m really fuckable, actually. Her head carried a natural tilt when she smiled, as if to indicate visually that she was giggling (on top of the little giggle she now did when she smiled already). 

And she was always smiling now.

And why not? Wasn’t it fun to smile? A little girlish, perhaps, but didn’t girls just want to have fun? 

Besides, she had a sexy smile, and she was always smiling, and why not? It was fun to smile. 

She did a little giggle, tossing her thick hair over one shoulder, smiling again. She was surprised she wasn’t sore from it. It had been awhile.

And, certainly not possible, but it also seemed like some of her teeth had straightened, didn’t it? She smiled again, making sure, enjoying the fluttery weightless feeling she gifted herself from watching such a lovely woman smile at her—even though it was just herself. Her nipples tented through the thin fabric of her dress. She had forgotten to wear a bra; the ones she had didn’t fit anymore anyway, and they were hardly necessary.

Her eyes seemed bluer. Bright and friendly despite their icy tone. Her blond hair, thicker and shinier than ever, and even blonder. It had been kind of a drab, dull color after years of abuse—but these last couple of weeks had turned it into a sparkling honey-colored mane. It thickened out past her shoulders and down to the middle of her back in luscious long locks that bounced and glittered when she moved. 

Her ass was tight. Her legs were thin. She could see the gap between her thighs even inside the clingy dress. Her torso was tight and toned (she had not worked out since she was a teenager), and waist positively tiny even as her hips stayed wide. Her arms had lost all flab, replaced by the toned, tight limbs of some kind of barely legal gymnast. Last night she had tried a hand stand; she lasted for five full minutes before remembering how horny she was and stopping to finger her pussy again.

But her tits...

Her tits, well. 

Frankly, they could only be called tits now. 

Before taking the meds, she didn’t even have breasts. It was reasonable only to view them as mammaries. Biological necessities of her impending menopause, whenever that would strike. 

They had been floppy and massive, living monuments of her inability to stop stuffing her face full of whatever calorie-rich treat was on hand. She had worn giant cone-shaped wire-strengthened bras just to disguise the melted-snow appearance of her endlessly out of shape body, constantly stuffing herself inside of one monstrous wiring apparatus after another like some kind of fleshy cyborg. 

Before these new meds, Barbara had given up on diets and exercise, really, and it was all because of her mammaries. 

Even if she were to starve herself for a year and do the perfect set of exercises the whole time, she would still have to contend with those unwieldy, fleshy appendages gallivanting around the front of her body like mean-tempered bulldogs.

Two weeks. Two weeks! Of these meds. 

And she had...not breasts, still. Not even boobs. 

But tits. 

Knockers. Headlights, her ex-husband might have called them. 

They were proudly 36E (she had measured, cumming from the feeling of the tape across her ultra-sensitive raspberry-sized nipples). They were buoyant. Thick. Her cleavage shiny and deep and entrancing in her tiny red dress. Her new strong body made them feel weightless. Except...

Well.

Except for the pleasant, constant warm weight of the milk she now held.

It was one of the listed side-effects, the milk. The lactation.

She had read the label a hundred times at this point; about a week ago, she gave up on reading it when she decided she liked the way her new titties felt. 

And then, just the other day, she had given up on reading altogether. She liked the way it made her brain feel not to read or be challenged with much—like some even prettier version of her was already inside her mind licking away all the fortresses of her intelligence like they were cotton candy ice cream. 

Reading was men’s business anyway, wasn’t it? 

Barbara bit her lip as twin warmth bloomed across her chest, thin fabric darkening with twin damp circles. She pressed a palm against one swollen tit experimentally, gasping as a pearl-white droplet beaded on the pebbled nipple visible through red material. A shiver ran through her—not disgust, but giddy anticipation that made her thighs press together.

She felt aroused, all the time. Wet. Breathy. Needy. 

She needed cock inside her, to be honest. 

Not some pathetic little limpdick-turned-hard at her office who would try to make sure she didn’t sue him for sexual harassment; no, she needed a take-no-prisoners fucking to pound her into the ground and fill her hot-to-trot super-sexy body full of a bimbo’s dozen of babies. 

It was just too bad she had driven her husband away. Her ex-husband, she reminded herself. 

All of a sudden, all his whoring and drinking and gambling didn’t seem so bad. Perfectly normal man things, really. Her hands went to her slit, always wet and ready these days, as she imagined sucking him off while he looked on the computer for a call girl’s number or donating her paycheck to him so that he could spend it all at the craps tables. 

She would give him a call, except she had deleted his number and every association she could think of with him long ago. 

She sighed, thinking as hard as she dared. Too hard, she noticed, and she would faint. 

It was important to fuck in the house; she knew that instinctively. 

As in—she didn’t have to fuck in the house, but to fuck someone from outside of the household was wrong. She was a moral woman; no misconceptions there. 

But there was no man of the house anymore, and she didn’t see how she could get married quick enough to get laid how she needed. 

Still pondering this problem, she absently hummed a bubblegum pop tune as she clicked downstairs in a new pair of thousand-dollar heels that had arrived late last night. Somehow, paying any less to keep her new perfect body upright felt...wrong. 

She breathed happily upon entering the kitchen, her sacred space. A woman’s true home. She clutched her hands to her tits, wet and aching, thinking of how right it was for her to be where she belonged. 

She had to make breakfast for her nineteen year-old son, Brent. He was such a terrific boy, despite all that awful legal trouble last year with the stalking. 

If she wasn’t his mother, she would want to be his girlfriend.

You couldn’t be the girlfriend of your son, everyone knew that. But Barbara suddenly wasn’t sure why she knew that. Was it, perhaps, because a mother was supposed to concentrate more on meekly obeying her son’s every command and ensuring all his laundry, cooking, and cleaning were done? And then of course, making money for him to spend. 

It was probably that. She couldn’t let herself get distracted from what he needed. 

Outside, the sun had yet to rise. It was nearly five AM; Barbara had a full night of rest with just one hour asleep, knocked unconscious by the force of a wild cum as she imagined her son fucking a starlet she saw on the television earlier. 

She hadn’t needed much sleep lately, thanks to the meds. They really were quite wonderful. 

Some few hours later, she had a full suite of breakfast prepared. Scrambled eggs, french toast, coffee, fruit salad, oatmeal. Everything that could have milk added to it did, and all the milk was hers. 

It was silly to let it go to waste. She had been feeding it to Brent now for the last two days. The first time, she had been tentative—almost shy, if you could believe it. A little embarrassed. She was worried about being caught or being somehow too adventurous. 

But then Brent had wolfed down his coffee and eggs and asked her for seconds, and she hadn’t the heart to stop. He had never liked her cooking before. 

Her poor dear just needed to taste his mother again, wasn’t it darling?

Something else had happened after he had eaten her food. 

Those wonderful men at the medicine company must have had no idea what a grand thing they had made because otherwise they surely would have put it on the tin. 

“Just feed your hunky son your mother’s milk and he’ll turn into a ultra-hung alpha male beast!” 

What would possess them to not mention that if they knew it would happen? What good mother wouldn’t want her son with a giant twelve-inch cock constantly streaming precum all over the house for her to lick up with her tongue while he was away at school?

He tasted like salty fruit; Barbara had rather gotten used to the sudden, addictive shock of the flavor. Like her brain was licking a battery. 

Anyway—her milk made Brent lose weight too! He had been flubbery and pale; a balding mess of a buttery roll of a young man, with rat-like features and a belly so wide he had to pick wisely where he sat down in tight spaces. 

Barbara remembered not being able to blame that girl for putting a restraining order on him—he had looked like something of a creep. 

The stairs led directly to the kitchen, coming out directly next to the pantry. At around eleven AM—such a reasonably early wake-up time!—Brent appeared at the bottom of them in gym shorts and a tight white a-frame shirt. His skin, still pale, was now corded with heavy muscle. Thighs thick and strong. Large hands. Bigger feet. Strong defined shoulders and arms, with a sculpted chest. His jaw had filled out, more like a lantern than the deflated balloon it once was, and his hair was thick and blond. 

He grunted something unintelligible, watching Barbara bend over at the waist to retrieve a wash cloth from the floor. She had heard him coming down the creaky stairs and wanted to give him something nice to look at. Her clingy, tight dress rode up easily when she bent over, and revealed the panties she didn’t have. 

“Oh, hi dear!”

She stood straight up, posing dramatically, and then strutted over to Brent before pulling him in for a long, slow, sensuous hug. It was one of many such activities she tried to do with him lately in as slow and sensuous method as possible. 

He had balked so far at her bathing him, but she was certain she could convince him to let him do it soon enough. Hygiene was so important, and he had so many other worries on his mind that weren’t bathing, like all those difficult video games and jerking off to sexy women on his computer. 

Her brain skipped a few moments, thinking about him stroking his young, beautiful cock. He was such a beautiful, amazing specimen of man. How was she supposed to keep her thoughts straight? She was only a girl, after all.

Dense, pink haze overwhelmed her senses. Like she had evolved to only breathe the musky, strong perfume of his scent. 

When her brain came back online, Brent was seated at the breakfast table. She stood behind him, her leaking tits firmly against the back of his head. She guided a tall glass of her milk into his hands. 

“Drink this, dear. You’ve got such a hard day ahead of you.”

He sniffed it. “Milk? Come on, Mom. You know I...”

Then he sniffed it again and, just like every time in the two days previous, drained the glass. 

“...good.” He said. His voice sounded deeper. “Another.”

He let the glass fall, and it would have hit the ground had Barbara not caught it. His carelessness didn’t trouble her; real men like her son had too much on their mind to be bothered with trivialities like home care. She kissed him on his ear, like a good mother, sliding her tongue against his lobe. 

“Right away, darling.”

Her whisper was loving and soft. She brought the glass to her tit, lowered her dress, and immediately started to fill it one squeeze after another. He wouldn’t turn his head to lick her tits directly—no such luck—but he did scoop up a dollop of her cream after it landed on his thigh. 

If he noticed how she filled his glass, or if it bothered him, he said nothing. The taste was simply too delicious to turn down. 

When she was done milking, she guided the glass back to his lips and he drank eagerly. 

This cycle repeated itself another two times, Barbara increasingly urgent in rubbing his tits against his head, before Brent stopped stuffing his face full of her milk-infused food. 

He lurched upward and went to the door, obviously trying to hide his erection. She wished he wouldn’t. She wanted to hug it, kiss it, tell it how important it was.

“I’ve got to...I need to go. Class. Tests.”

“Of course, darling. Have another glass before you go.”

He snatched it out of her hands almost before she had finished speaking, downed it, and let it fall to the ground once again. This time it did shatter, and Barbara noted with deep satisfaction what a man he was to let himself walk through broken glass on his way out to his car. 

Once he was there, she saw him—in the drive way—sitting for a long time. His face flushed. Sweat dripping from his brow. His body clearly going through some kind of undertaking. 

And then she saw his arms moving. The car horn going off sporadically as he jammed his fist up and down. He was jerking off. 

Right there. Right in the driveway where anyone could see.

Jerking off because she had turned him on so much. 

Her big, incredible son. Touching himself. Touching his cock. Touching the cock of the man of the house. 

Watching him, Barbara began to touch herself and came almost immediately. 

Even after the orgasm subsided, one thought reverberated through her mind:

I have to make him hard again.

* * * * *
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BARBARA HAD BEEN DRINKING her milk all day. 

She hadn’t meant to. It wasn’t her plan. 

But, perhaps she did intend to do it—or at the very least, she hadn’t intended to not do it. What did she expect, emptying her so-sensitive tits into a thermos so her darling son could have a warm cup when he came home allowing her to once again watch or overhear him as he jerked off his brilliant young cock?

Just the thought of him touching himself set her off lately, let alone the thought of her special new Mommy Milk inspiring such hot touching. 

Thinking was hard. Of course it was: she was just a silly girl. But it was clear to her that her milk was having a real effect on Brent and making him hard and oh god, she had to have more of that. 

She hadn’t known! She hadn’t known she could make her darling son so hard!

It sent her over the edge. She knew her milk had an effect on her as well, but up until this point she had been relatively able to control herself—perhaps only drinking five glasses a day. 

How much had she had so far just in the past few hours? Two gallons? More? It went down so easy, and her heavy tits never felt sore or empty from production...

She sat on the couch, sipping her milk and staring at the phone photos she had taken of her son over the past day or so. Her tits in his face, pressed against his head, her hands sliding in a motherly fashion against his crotch. He was already bigger, stronger. 

Her phone kept buzzing with notifications from work; she ignored them. Nothing was important as admiring her man of the house. 

Trials for fraud where her client was some contemptible little maggot who was nothing at all like Brent. Threats of being held in contempt of court by a woman judge who was badly in need of being boned down by Barbara’s beautiful son. One rather innocent young man was going to be convicted of grand larceny—it was just too bad he didn’t remind her of Brent at all, otherwise she might have made an effort. 

What did any of that matter, when her son could decide to come home at any moment and need a drink of her milk and get hard again?

Barbara knew Brent’s schedule. He had classes at college until four PM. They’d had a big argument about it at the time, with her insisting he take more. Challenge himself. 

What a stupid broad she had been. What a bimbo! Setting terms on her darling man. 

Brent came home at about two-thirty, driving his car through their brick mailbox up onto the lawn with a crash. Barbara would have to buy a new mailbox, and buy him a new car. But that was perfectly fine. Maybe he would let her model on top of the hood for him.

On his arm was someone Barbara recognized from the local news: Cora Rivers. Barely eighteen, she was noted for being a regional beauty queen and captain of the cheerleading and gymnastics squads. A high school senior. She was the leader of her Church’s Married to God group, a squad of young virgins who promised chastity until they were married. 

Anyway, she was gripping Brent like he might run away, one small hand absolutely overfull of his bulge through his trousers. 

She wore a tight pair of black denim jeans and a white crop top. Her pert young breasts bulged, the clingy fabric stretched tight over her supple flesh. Tall black high-heeled sandals made her leg-length and built ass even more pronounced as she dragged her lithe young body on Brent with every step. Blond hair, thick and short, was layered and parted to one side for a perfect frame of her photogenically hot face. 

She was the kind of girl who, perhaps once upon a time, Barbara might have warned Brent to stay away from if she ever actually thought he would be so bold as to ask a girl out instead of paying for sex or simply jerking off in their bushes. 

Cora was clearly a bitch—haughty and self-obsessed—and Barbara loved that for her and for Brent. 

What better way to be a good girl for a man than to love yourself? After all, good girls knew that the best expression of self-love was getting their holes stuffed as regularly as possible, so encouraging that at all costs was paramount—by being vain, living in your reflection, obsessing over being fit and pretty enough, and spending all disposable (and even indisposable) income on pretty pretty clothing to display yourself as a hot trophy for the right man. 

Barbara had arranged herself to be presentable when they came inside. Just before they entered, she wiped her mouth and face to eliminate all traces of gluttonously downing her milk. She had, because she couldn’t stop fingering herself and cumming while thinking of her son’s hard cock, spilled everywhere. 

Despite this, her face and skin were still shiny smooth and her lips glossy and puffy. Her dress shined, no stains at all. Like her milk worked as both moisturizer and detergent.  She had in the living room a large glass pitcher full of her latest batch of milk, along with a tray of yummy, sugary, perfectly-melted chocolate chip cookies. Her figure—so tiny in the waist, so wide in the hips and chest—seemed like all this sudden movement should make her waddle. But she was tight, smooth, her body a living cartoon.

“Hey mom,” Brent called, entering. His voice thunderous even when he was being quiet. 

“Welcome home, darling,” she cooed the moment he stepped inside. “And hello. It’s Cora, isn’t it? I’m so delighted Brent brought you home.”

“Hiiii...” Cora didn’t take her her eyes or her hands off of Brent’s built frame. She squeezed his hard cock, soft breath exhaling in awe when it throbbed and grew again.

“Now,” said Barbara, trying to control her own lust. “Don’t you love birds worry. I’ll be out of sight and out of mind. I made some cookies and milk for you over there in the living room. The couch is perfect for petting and making out, or for sucking my son’s cock.”

This made Cora startle a little. She looked at Barbara for the first time—the porn fantasy come to life with her gigantic, buoyant tits and tiny dress and her thick layers of magazine-perfect chestnut hair. 

“...what?” Cora giggled. “I’m not going to, I mean...” 

Brent’s phone rang. He shook Cora off his arm. “That’s Leah. I’m gonna take this.”

He walked out, Cora stumbling after him for a moment before Barbara intercepted her and guided her over to the living room. If her son needed to talk to another girl, then Barbara was perfectly happy to keep Cora occupied in the meantime. A mother should be a cock-aid for her son, not a cockblock. 

Leah, Barbara didn’t know. The name was familiar but she couldn’t place exactly why. She supposed that yet another dreamy hottie had captured her son’s attention just as he deserved. 

She was a very sweet girl, this Cora. But a little too flat. Barbara wondered if she was still growing, if a growth spurt were possible. 

Of course, Brent would have her pregnant soon, wouldn’t he? And that would give her the tits she really needed. Yes, that would be lovely. Then her son would have a girl with real tits on her to parade around like he deserved. 

But, shouldn’t Barbara help the poor dear? She clearly had terrific taste, going home with her incredible son. Didn’t she deserve some kind of reward?

Cora, left in the entryway with Barbara, suddenly found her hands full of a glass of warm milk. 

“D-do you think he’ll come back soon?” 

Barbara’s heart swelled for the young hottie. She was clearly crushing on her son. What a good girl. 

Barbara pushed the glass of her milk up towards Cora’s pretty face. “Drink, sweetie.”

Cora looked down at the milk, scoffing slightly. “Is it skim?”

“Don’t you know, dear? Whole milk is worlds better for you. Keeps you fuller, and away from sugar.”

“Oh.” Cora sniffed the milk. Then she inhaled it. “....oh.”

Barbara tilted the glass up. “Go on, lovely. Be a good girl for Brent.”

Mentioning his name held power over her. Her knees knocked together and she took a sip, then a drink, and then a gulp, and then she had to sit down. Barbara caught her and led her over to the living room where the pitcher of milk and her milk-chocolate cookies awaited. 

Barbara enjoyed the blissful, blank, flushed heat on Cora’s face, admiring the effect on her entire young barely legal body. Knees still knocking together. Making a puddle all over the cushions. By the time she had recovered from the orgasmic flash of heat, Barbara had another glass ready. Cora needed no encouragement to drink this one. 

“You love my son, don’t you sweetie?”

Cora paused in her drink, Barbara’s milk dribbling down her chin and across her shirt. 

“Love? I don’t know. I mean, he is so, so, so hot...” 

“You seemed a little surprised when I said you would suck him off. Don’t you think I know you want to suck his cock? You don’t have to worry about me, dear. I just want the best for him. Drink up, that’s right.”

She poured another glass. Her tits, seeing Cora drink, felt swollen with the need to empty again. Making good girls for her son felt so right. 

“Suck ‘im...” Cora giggled. “Suck...his cock...good girl...”

“That’s right, sweetie.” Barbara stroked her hair. “Won’t it be nice to be good to my son like that?”

Cora’s body, dramatically thin, slipped forward off the couch. The puddle she made apparent. Her entire neck and lower face flushed. She looked almost like she was on her tenth shot of tequila. 

Brent stomped back into the living room, carelessly knocking a few picture frames off the wall as he moved his massive bulk. Barbara didn’t care; she didn’t recognize the people in them anyway. She stood, posing naturally. It was a woman’s place to stand at attention when her man entered the room. Cora in a heap on the ground, giggling. Her body already beginning to change.

“God, her voice turns me on,” he said, clearly talking about Leah. “Hey babe. Suck me off like Mom said. I really need it.”

He sat down on the couch and unzipped his pants, revealing his massive already-hard-and-glistening cock, not seeming to mind at all when Barbara audibly came—gasping and squirming as she anchored herself on the couch behind him—at the sight of her son’s massive manhood. Cora crawled up between his legs, using his thighs to steady herself—and then his cock. 

“You’re so, sooo hot...” whimpered Cora, rubbing her thickening lips against his shaft and head. 

Cora’s voice was a dramatic, hot little whisper. She openly stroked Brent off on the couch, gasping and giggling at his urgently growing size in her grip. 

Barbara watched, eager and still aroused, as Cora’s tits grew to double their previous size in her tight sleeveless top. The fabric couldn’t handle it—her neckline started to rip, and more of her utterly toned teenage midriff showed as the shirt tried to accommodate the size. Meanwhile, her puffy, glossy lips became engorged on Brent’s massive rod, her throat bulging with his incredible size. 

“Darling,” Barbara breathed. Squeezing Brent’s shoulder. Realizing dimly she had been clawing at his chest and deltoids for almost a minute straight. “Can I get you anything?”

“I’m kind of thirsty,” said Brent, staring into her cleavage. 

I’m thirsty too.

Her cunt spasmed, watching her son’s face flush as Cora stroked his shaft expertly while she made out with his cockhead. 

“Of course, darling. How about some milk?”

Daring, hopeful, needy beyond measure, she dropped one side of her dress to fully expose her leaking nipple. Brent’s eyes widened and then softened, understanding and then not caring. Then, hungry, embracing what was happening, sliding his free hand behind Barbara’s back and tugging her forward so that her tits shoved into his face. 

His lips locked on to her eager, milking tits and she moaned with orgasmic pleasure, all the while watching Cora suck her son’s cock. Her eyes met Brent’s as he drank, heavy and dark with promise. 

Anything, she mouthed over and over. Anything for you. Anything, anything, anything...

Brent’s free hand fisted in Cora’s hair—now thicker, glossier, longer, bleach-blonde strands slipping through his fingers like spun silk—yanking her face deeper onto his cock. Her muffled squeal vibrated against his shaft, saliva and pre-cum dripping down her ballooning lips. 

"Swallow it," he growled, hips jerking upward to gag her properly. "You wanted to be a good girl for me? Choke on it." 

Barbara’s nipple slipped from his mouth with a wet pop as she shuddered, thighs slicking the couch fabric beneath her. "Oh god—yes—teach her," she panted, nails raking down her own stomach toward the soaked lace between her legs. Her son’s brutality was exquisite—every crude snap of his hips carving Cora’s throat into a tighter, dumber little hole. 

Cora’s ripped shirt gave way entirely as her tits surged fuller—round as melons, nipples candy-pink and straining—while Brent fucked her face with rhythmic grunts. Her waist cinched impossibly smaller beneath them, that once-athletic frame now a caricature of fuckable fragility. When he finally pulled out, glistening with her spit, she gasped for air with a cartoonish whimper—her voice higher now, dizzied and saccharine. 

"P-Brent..." she slurred, eyelashes fluttering over glassy eyes. "M’mouth...made f’you...right?" 

He smirked at Barbara, whose trembling fingers circled her clit in frantic orbits. "Mom taught you well," he said, palming Cora’s cheek roughly. "But you’re still thinking too much." His thumb pressed into the corner of her swollen lips—stretching them obscenely—before shoving his cock back down her throat. "Gonna fix that." 

He slammed into Cora without warning, her scream melting into giggles as he pistoned into her reshaped body. Delighted, choked-off screams sounded off between thrusts, tits swinging wildly as Barbara leaned in to capture Brent’s mouth with her tits once again.

"Harder," Barbara begged against his lips. "Ruin her for anyone else." 

Brent’s laugh was dark as he obeyed, hands leaving bruises on Cora’s hips. "She was always mine," he grunted. "You just...nngh...made her pretty enough to admit it." 

Cora’s responding whimper vibrated against his shaft as her nose mashed into his pubes, tears streaking her mascara while her throat ballooned obscenely—a fleshy sheath for his dominance.

Barbara came again silently—body seizing as she watched ownership carve itself into every thrust, every broken syllable from Cora’s perfect cock-stuffed lips. Her boy didn’t just take what he wanted; he reshaped the world around his hunger. 

And she? She was the supplier who’d handed it all to him.

“Cora,” he growled, forcefully fucking the teenager’s skull as Barbara moaned, milk spraying over his face and onto Cora’s back. “I’m gonna cum. You better swallow it all.”

Barbara shuddered, milk dripping down Brent’s chin as she watched her son brutally face-fuck the transformed girl. Cora’s once-modest breasts now spilled from her shredded top like overfilled water balloons, nipples peaked and leaking against Brent’s thigh. Each ragged breath the girl took made her enhanced curves jiggle hypnotically—a living fucktoy reshaped for her son’s pleasure.

“Y-yes,” Barbara panted, fingers digging into Brent’s shoulders as his teeth grazed her nipple. “Make her yours, baby. Show Mommy how a real man—ohgod—claims his property!” Her orgasm hit like a freight train when Brent snarled and stood abruptly and began to cum.

Cora did the best she could, gripping him tighter and tighter until he gasped and came down her throat all over her face. Eventually, though, it was too much even for Brent to keep cumming inside her overstuffed throat and mouth. Choking, Cora squealed in delight as Brent slid his drenched cock out of her hand, carelessly leaving a string of jizz to connect them for a long, hot moment before Cora—mindlessly, the poor dear—tried to wipe her face.

That wasn’t allowed.

Barbara bit her knuckle hard enough to bruise at the sight: Her son—her beautiful alpha son—fucking raw power into this giggling vessel of curves while her milk still glazed his jawline. But that wasn’t why she bit into her knuckle—no, that was because Brent slapped Cora for daring to clean herself without permission.

My man. My man of the house...

When his palm cracked down on Cora’s beautiful smiling, cum-covered face (leaving a glowing handprint that throbbed in time with Barbara’s pulse), she finally let herself scream—collapsing against their sweaty tableau as bliss detonated behind her fluttering eyes.

* * * * *
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SEVERAL HOURS LATER, when Brent woke up from his post-facefucking slumber, Barbara had a small meal ready for him. It was still warm in the oven. 

That only taken a few hours of effort—perfectly reasonable everyday work for a young, barely twenty-six mother like herself. Now, sat in the living room on the edge of the couch, posture perfect just like an ideal mother in a magazine. Between her legs was Cora, kneeling with lips firmly locked on Barbara’s milking teat.

The darling girl certainly wasn’t flat anymore. Barbara’s special milk and perhaps even Brent’s hyper-powerful seed doing its work to make her even more fertile than before. 

In either case, it also seemed to make the lovely Cora even lovelier, her breasts ballooned out to 36E or bigger, while her hips had widened to accommodate the no-doubt triplets that would soon be bred in her tight, perfectly toned tummy should Brent decide to bless her womb. 

All the extra hormones, though, had seemed to make Cora especially dumb. For the past two hours, all she could say—moan, really—was please, Mommy. 

But she didn’t even say it like that. It was more like pweeze Mommmeeee. 

Cora didn’t seem to have much else left in her brain anymore. All her operating power devoted to sucking at Barbara’s hot, bountiful tits, giggling and groaning like a little baby as she gulped down one mouthful of vivacious milk after another. 

They heard Brent before they saw him. He shook the house as he moved, his thick bulk demanding attention and respect. 

Barbara sighed happily as she saw him in the hall, knowing she had a warm dinner ready for him; she was so happy when she respected her man. 

“What’s she still doing here?”

“Oh. She’s your girlfriend, isn’t she, dearie? I thought I would just make her feel at home.”

Barbara’s heart raced at the indifference on his face. Had she somehow misread the situation?

“Girlfriend?” He scoffed. “She wishes. She’s just a good time, that’s all.”

He talked about her like she was a known slut, even though Barbara knew for a fact she was a virgin. She could smell it on her. Barbara abruptly pushed Cora’s head off her tit, not caring when it banged off the coffee table. Cora didn’t seem to care either, giggling senselessly.

“My girlfriend will be here later. I’m taking her out tonight.”

Oh, good. That must be Leah. Her darling young man had a girlfriend and another girl to fuck! Wasn’t that just what he deserved for being so perfectly masculine?

“Who is this Leah, dear? Won’t you tell me all about her?”

“She’s uh...internet famous. I’ve been following her for a while now. You know about her. The sweettartz girl.”

“Oh.” Barbara took a beat. “Oh.”

The air was pregnant with pause. Nearby, Cora was probably dying to be pregnant with Brent’s daughters. 

Sweetartz was the name of the streamer that Brent had—allegedly, though Barbara knew for a fact that it was true—stalked for a few years. Her law firm had taken on the case, and it took up quite a bit of time and resources, costing Barbara dearly in opportunity costs for other, more lucrative cases over the year-plus it took to resolve. In the end, Brent got a restraining order and sweetartz kept it out of the hands of the police. 

So Barbara did know the girl. She was fucking gorgeous. She made Cora—who was uncannily hot—look positively plain by comparison. 

“So...wait.” Barbara laughed. “Her? I thought her name was Gianna or something.”

“It is. That’s her first name. She goes by her middle name most of the time. Too many girls in her first school had the name Gianna, and so...anyway.” He shrugged. “I tracked her down today and told her to go out with me, and she said yes.”

Barbara could only imagine the fear and lust on Leah’s face when seeing her new, improved son for the first time. 

Told her to go out with me. Barbara whimpered. So strong.

“So,” he huffed. “I’d really like things to go smoothly when she comes back here. I doubt we’ll be out for long.”

Barbara doubted it too, unless Brent wanted to fuck Leah in public. Which—why not? He could do whatever he wanted. 

But because of the stalking, the obsession, the pain...she imagined that he would want Leah all to himself for a while. After showing her off to the world.

The thought of that gorgeous doll’s fine body doting on her son sent pleasant, hot thrills down Barbara’s spine and straight to her pussy. 

“Of course, dear. This one won’t be in the way.” She nodded at the giggling, mewling Cora. “Would you like me to send her home, or should she stay here to bathe you and suck you off when you come back?”

Barbara hoped, of course, that Brent would decide to come back home. Every time he left, she felt anxious. He could go anywhere. She had to teach him that home was the best place for him. 

“I guess I want her around. But, Leah will be coming back home with me.”

“Of course, darling.” Barbara smiled with pride. “You’ll want to knock her up as soon as possible? Lock her down. Make sure she’s dependent on you. A pregnant woman needs her man more than anyone else.”

If Brent wanted to fuck her, that meant breeding her was a moral good. 

“Yeah. So.”

He looked meaningfully at the drooling, senseless Cora giggling at some dust on the couch. 

“Of course, dear. I’ll make sure to stuff her in a closet?”

Cora giggled loudly and then snorted, lost in a world of her own.

“...and gag her,” Barbara added, “naturally.”

Barbara had zero issue with any of this. 

What she did have issue with was that it was the evening and Brent was going to leave now; a small panic took her. 

Barbara stood up, re-buttoning her blouse and leaving Cora drooling and giggling on the floor. She had to make sure he knew what a good home he could come back to. She strutted to meet Brent in the hallway, looking more like an out-of-place fashion model than his mother. She took some time, making sure he looked at her, sliding her hair to one side. Shy. Toying with a long, thick, blond lock.

“Oh, please, darling...” she slipped her hands across his broad shoulders. Unable to stop herself, a mewling groany giggle floated past her lips. “Let me...let me fix your shirt please?”

Despite saying that, she dropped to her knees and then dropped his pants. 

“Aw, Mom...”

She started stroking him immediately, jerking expertly while her plump, juicy lips ran across his shaft to kiss and lick him to full hardness. 

“Mom, you can’t...she’s outside...she’s waiting...”

“It’s okay,” said Barbara, lips smacking. “Go ahead and look at her on your phone. I know you kept photos of her even though you were ordered to delete them. Just let me do this for you, please?”

Groaning, he pulled out his phone to look at the pictures of Leah he had saved. Dark-haired. Thin. Busty. Beautiful. One cosplay after another, dolled up like video game girls, anime princesses, cat girls... 

Her son had such exquisite taste.

Barbara hollowed her cheeks with practiced precision, her tongue swirling around his streaming cockhead as Brent’s fingers tightened in her hair. 

“That’s it, baby,” she purred between wet, sloppy drags against his length, her free hand massaging his balls with possessive urgency. “Look at her—look at what’s yours.” 

Her eyes flicked up to the phone screen clutched in his trembling hand—Leah’s pouty lips frozen mid-laugh, dolled up like a cartoon princess except with her tits on display, her waist cinched cruel and tiny above hips that could birth a dynasty. 

Brent’s hips stuttered forward, fucking deeper into Barbara’s throat as he zoomed in on Leah’s collarbone. 

“Fuck...fuck, she doesn’t even know what’s coming—” 

“No,” Barbara gasped, pulling back just enough to let spit string between her lips and his cock. “But you’ll show her, won’t you?” She punctuated the question with a sudden surge in her stroking speed. “Breed that perfect brainless cunt tonight. Fill her so full she pops.” 

"Fuck...”

His hips ground forward relentlessly.

“Are you going to teach her a lesson about obeying you? Do you need her to apologize for being such a dumb cunt to you?”

“Fuck...fuck, Mom...”

Her laughter bubbled up around him as she took him deep again, gagging theatrically when he shoved her head down. 

The phone clattered to the floor as Brent snarled, hands clawing at her scalp. “Gonna make her beg for it—hnng—make her thank me while I knock her up—” 

“Yes!” Barbara moaned around him, thighs rubbing together at the slick heat pooling between them. She could already picture it—Leah’s designer dresses straining over a swollen belly, those once-intelligent eyes glazed over with hormones and devotion. The thought tipped her over the edge, hips grinding against nothing as she milked him with frantic swallows. 

Brent came with a roar, fucking her face in jagged thrusts as Leah’s image burned behind his eyelids. Barbara drank every drop, lips sealed tight until he softened against her tongue. When she finally pulled back, wiping up little droplets of his cum from her cheeks, she found him already buckling his belt—eyes glinting with predatory focus. 

Barbara grabbed his dropped phone and crawled up him like he was a rock wall, grinding her body close to his impressive, nonstop physique.

“There,” she breathed, handing him his phone. A  picture of Leah still open. “Now you’ll be able to fuck her for a long time the first time you fuck her. And she’ll get pregnant for sure, so you’ll have her completely dependent on you. Make sure to ignore her if she asks for protection, okay?”

She kissed his neck. Wishing he was her husband and she could pay for his whoring like a good wife. But—encouraging her son to fuck that tramp who had bullied him just for stalking her a little was just as good.

“Don’t forget to ignore her if she says no.” Barbara felt very mom-like, giving good advice. “Pretty girls never mean it around big-cocked hunks like you, dear. Just slap her around a bit and she’ll change her tune, okay?”

“Sure, babe.” His cock throbbed, pushing against her tight, toned midsection. “Thanks.”

Barbara vibrated with pleasure at being called babe. She was such a good mommy. 

The door slammed behind him seconds later. Barbara collapsed against the hallway wall, skirt hiked up as two fingers circled her clit to the rhythm of Cora’s airheaded giggles. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


IT WAS DARK OUT NOW, and Barbara waited in the living room quietly sipping her milk and ignoring the muffled orgasmic moans of Cora in the closet. Upstairs, she waited to hear the tell-tale signs of her son breeding beautiful new life into Leah like he deserved. She expected furniture to be knocked around, perhaps even some of the clay shingles on the roof to fall and shatter. 

So far, though...nothing. That was all right. Brent was simply taking his time, wasn’t he? And who could blame him, when Leah had been such a tease. Putting herself out there on the internet for anyone to see, streaming how hot she was and not expecting her darling son to track her down and stroke off while he peeked through her window. 

Her skin felt flushed. She longed to go upstairs and cheer him on while he fucked Leah. 

Barbara wasn’t stupid. 

Or, well, no. That wasn’t quite right. 

In point of fact she was stupid, and getting dumber every time that she came. Wasn’t it wonderful? Men—at least real Men like Brent—wanted girls as stupid as they could be. Stupid girls were happy girls, everyone knew that. 

But she wasn’t without cunning—there was plenty of that left in her. The ability to problem solve came just as easily now to her as it always had, with the qualification that her sole problem was to keep her darling son hard and happy. 

So she knew that the meds had changed her. She knew that, from her changed biology due to the meds, she had changed Brent and Cora both. She knew that Brent’s biology had changed to influence Cora quite heavily, and that exposure to Barbara’s milk had sealed Cora’s fate—like a tequila bottle emptied directly into the blood stream with a heroin chaser. 

So, she had let Brent enter the house unimpeded and without Barbara in sight. If it was anything like Cora, then Leah would be giddy, deliriously horny, and desperate to please. 

But Leah’s wits wouldn’t be completely gone—and every part of Leah’s wits would be telling her that the best course of action would be to run far, far away as fast as possible out of the house of her suddenly-hunky stalker. It hardly made sense, after all, for her to go home with him. That logical part of her brain would still exist for a while, at least until Barbara was able to stuff her pretty lips full of her bimbofying-milk-leaking tits.

So, Barbara didn’t want to risk showing Leah the incredibly transformed stud Brent’s hyper-sexualized bimbofying milk-laden mother. 

At least not right away. 

A commotion from the hallway distracted her from her musings.

“It’s just too big!” Leah cried, close to tears. “I can’t. I’m sorry, I can’t!”

The young, gorgeous dark-haired streamer looked impeccably hot even as she was upset. 

Leah stood framed in the stairway like a glitch in reality itself—a cosmic joke played on other women who’d never know what it meant to weaponize beauty. Her dark hair cascaded in volcanic waves down her back, each strand lacquered into submission. The dress—oh, the fucking dress—was a sin stitched from liquid red silk so thin it clung to her toned frame like it owed her money. Cut high at the thighs to showcase legs that could strangle empires, the hem fluttered just shy of indecent whenever she shifted, teasing glimpses of creamy skin stretched taut over muscle carved by endless Pilates and yoga.

The neckline plunged deeper than Barbara’s IQ after three orgasms, framing Leah’s collarbones like exhibit A in a trial against God for creating lesser humans. Every breath made the fabric shimmer under the hallway light, catching on delicate seed pearls sewn into constellations across her waist—a map, Barbara hoped, for Brent’s hands to chart as he conquered territory already his by right of existing. Her waist cinched tight, accentuating hips that rolled with every panicked step backward, each sway screaming look at me and fuck me in equal measure. 

Strappy stilettos lifted her calves into anatomically improbable curves, crimson soles flashing with every stumble. But it was the details that scrambled Barbara’s swirling lust: the choker of mismatched padlocks around her swan-like neck, the opera gloves trimmed in fox fur that ended abruptly at mid-bicep to showcase taut triceps, the asymmetrical earrings dangling holographic cherries. 

Every inch screamed calculated seduction turned up past eleven, wardrobe choices so aggressively sexual they looped back around to avant-garde performance art—a walking tribute to everything Brent had ever masturbated about her.

Even in distress she radiated pornographic intentionality: lip gloss thick and reflecting as trembling lips quivered between words; long lashes casting spidery shadows down cheeks contoured harshly enough to carve Thanksgiving turkeys; nipples visibly peaked. A single teardrop (sparkling? Had she bedazzled her tears?) slid down her face as she shook her head...and Barbara noted with vicious satisfaction how it traced the exact path Brent’s tongue would follow within minutes.

When she made it to the bottom of the stairs, Barbara blocked her path. Leah was coming down with long, agonizing side-steps—her body pulsing. Many times she came close to kneeling, crawling back up the stairs to Brent. 

“Come, dearie. I’ll help you.”

Barbara restrained the need to slap her. How dare she? Ungrateful cunt. Trying run away from her son. 

Instead, she took a breath, gripping Leah’s arm in an iron-strong arm loop.

“M-missus...m-missus...”

Barbara kissed her. It was brief and heated, and her  milk on her lips slid across Barbara’s tongue and into Leah’s mouth. 

Just a taste. But enough to sedate her for the moment. Leah’s eyes were glassy, dazed. 

Better.

“Hush, now. I can help you. We’ll just march right back in there and get my son off, together. All right? You’ll be full of his babies in no time.” 

She gave Leah her best smile. 

“But...” she gulped. “B-but...but...he’s too big. Down...down there. And it’s my first time, and I’ve never been with a boy, and I c-can’t—”

Barbara ignored her, walking back up the stairs and holding her tight. Leah stepped with her, clearly willing despite her facade. The tears on the streamer’s cheeks only enhanced her natural beauty; she was quite pale, and now looked feverishly aroused from the flush of effort in trying to get away. 

It was possible, perhaps, for Barbara to talk some sense into this girl. Certainly she seemed receptive to force. A few slaps and she would be putty in Brent’s hands. But why take that pleasure away from him? It was better for the beauty queen to be his submissive, after all. A mother had to be careful about these things, and not take away too much from her darling boy. 

Brent’s bedroom was just at the top of the stairs. He was laying down on his bed, naked, stroking his cock and looking at pictures of Leah on his phone.

“Oh.” He perked up at seeing Barbara dragging Leah in. “Hey.”

Barbara dragged Leah to the bed in front of him, hiking up her dress and ripping her panties off. Leah whimpered no or something otherwise equally useless as Brent positioned himself on the edge of the bed with his hard cock out.

“It’s okay, darling.” Barbara pushed Leah’s mouth down on his cock with zero effort. The poor dear had finally stopped resisting. She looked at Brent, speaking only to him. “I understand how hard it is to be such a strong, perfect man. Mommy’s here.”

She kissed him on the shoulder, climbing on the bed and continuing to guide Leah on his cock. Her heavy tits docked around his thick, muscular bicep. It was a simple, easy, appropriate way for a mother to show her affection. Shifting her thigh, she pushed Leah further up along his cock. 

“I’ll help teach her,” said Barbara, “if that’s all right with you? You deserve girlfriends who know how to fuck, sweetheart. And if she tries to talk or claim we forced her, I’ll say I saw you the whole time. That you couldn’t have possibly done anything bad with me watching you. Okay?”

He nodded, clearly not caring all that much. Leah, still crying, was urgently and eagerly licking his cock now—like she was trying to sooth him before he lost his temper. 

She should. If he got angry, he could fucking break her in half without even trying. It’s good for women to know they shouldn’t make real men angry, that there are consequences.

Brent groaned approval, hips jerking upward as Leah’s trembling lips obeyed—a marionette under Barbara’s control. His free hand pawed at Barbara’s blouse buttons until one popped free, revealing her heavily milking tits.

“There’s my good girl,” Barbara purred, nails raking down Leah’s spine hard enough to rip her dress. “Look at you serving your purpose.”

Brent, meanwhile, had started sucking at her tits. A now-familiar wave of orgasms thundered through her at the feeling of his strong mouth taking her tits as his. 

Barbara leaned in to Brent’s ear as he sucked her milk, gripping his thick skull tight to her chest. 

"That jawline of hers could crack walnuts," she cooed. "But we both know what you really want split open."

Brent nodded, pushing Leah off his cock for a moment to get down on the floor of his bedroom with her. Leah, still a little teary but mostly vacant-eyed and dazed, spread her legs with natural ease while looking at his massive cock with pure amazement.

“B-b-big...?” she whimpered.

“Now, go ahead and fuck her, my darling. Fuck her while Mommy watches. I’ll make sure she doesn’t scream too loud.”

Brent’s grip on Leah’s hips was vise-like, his knuckles whitening as he dragged her closer—her trembling thighs bracketing his lap like a velvet vice waiting to be split open. Her breath hitched when the swollen head of his cock nudged against her entrance, glistening with a mix of her nervous slickness and the spit she’d dutifully smeared across him moments earlier. Barbara got down in front of Brent, looming over Leah, one hand fisted in Leah’s hair like reins on a skittish mare, the other kneading her own engorged breast until a fat bead of pearlescent milk dribbled down her nipple. 

“Open wider,” Barbara commanded, shoving her breast against Leah’s slack mouth just as Brent thrust upward in one brutal stroke. The girl’s scream was muffled by Barbara’s titflesh as he speared into her virgin tightness—a wet, searing stretch that made Leah’s back arch like a bowstring. Her nails scrabbled against Brent’s thighs as she came, and came again. 

“Good girl! That’s how you take a real man,” Barbara crooned, rocking Leah’s body forward to force her deeper onto Brent’s cock even as rivulets of milk spilled down the girl’s chin. “Drink up, sweetie...drink up for Daddy.” 

Leah gagged around the sudden rush of sweetness flooding her throat—thick and cloying. Her pupils blew wide instantly; whatever chemical sorcery brewed in Barbara’s tits hit like a mallet to glass. The pain between her legs obviously dissolved into a syrupy haze as Brent began pistoning into her with feral grunts—his hips slapping against hers in a rhythm that vibrated through every overstimulated nerve ending she had left. 

Her once-panicked whimpers morphed into gurgling moans around Barbara’s nipple as she suckled harder now—desperate for every drop that made her brain feel like dissolving cotton candy.

“Fuck yeah,” Brent growled through clenched teeth—his own eyes glazing over at the sight of his mother’s tits bouncing inches from his face while he pounded his new plaything raw. He reached up blindly to grope at them both: one hand squeezing Barbara’s free breast until milk sprayed across his cheek; the other clamping over Leah’s tight abdomen so he could feel himself moving inside her every time he bottomed out.

Barbara watched the girl transform beneath their shared assault: skin flushing pinker by the second. Her tits—already quite large—becoming larger and more buoyant. 

Brent’s thrusts stuttered as he felt Leah’s insides shift around him—hotter, clammier, hungrier—her body reshaping itself to grip him like a custom-fit sheath. Barbara laughed throatily as she watched Leah’s plump lips purse around her nipple even mid-sob.

Leah’s hips began rocking of their own accord—a clumsy, overeager grind that made Brent snarl and slap her ass hard enough to leave a cherry-red handprint. 

“Fucking slut,” he choked out, though his grin betrayed his pride as her newly exaggerated body writhed beneath him. 

Her tits had ballooned past Barbara’s now, veined and heavy as overripe melons, nipples turning candied pink. 

Brent’s rhythm fractured into jagged thrusts—a jackhammer staccato that rocked Leah’s ballooning tits, their combined sweat and milk creating a lewd slurry between them. His balls tightened like fists as Leah’s cervix dilated greedily beneath him, her womb sucking at his tip like a starved mouth. Barbara leaned in close, her breath hot and jagged against his ear as she hissed desperate motherly pleas. 

“Breed her,” she rasped, nails digging crescent moons into Leah’s scalp. “Fill that vacant little cunt with everything you’ve got.” 

He came with a roar that shook the mirrors lining the walls—a volcanic eruption of cum so thick it stretched Leah’ stomach visibly upward, her navel distending as shot after shot painted her insides white. Her eyes rolled back as the flood hit her g-spot like a detonation, triggering convulsions that milked him harder—her pussy morphing into a slick, pulsating sleeve designed solely to drain him dry. Rivulets of semen overflowed around his shaft, dripping onto the leather couch beneath them in obscene globs as Barbara cackled and clawed at Leah’s bloated belly. 

“Look at that!” Barbara crowed, slapping her taut belly. “Your first litter loaded up. You’re glowing!” 

Brent collapsed backward with a groan spent lust , his cock slipping free with an audible pop that launched a final spurt of cum onto Leah’s shuddering thighs . The girl slumped forward, drooling breastmilk and whimper-giggles as her breasts continued to swell. 

“Thanks Mom.” He pawed her heavy, leaking tits. “You’re the best.”

Barbara shivered with orgasmic joy at the praise. She looked down, meek and humble. 

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Come here and clean me up, show Leah how to do it.” He slapped her tits. “Then maybe I’ll fuck you, yeah?”

Barbara would like nothing better. 

# # #
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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

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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