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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. 

* * * * *
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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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Mother’s Milk – Helping Her Son BREED His Hot Sister
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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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Mother’s Milk – Helping Her Son CONQUER His Accuser
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Overhead, the fluorescent light flickered. The city had needed renovations in the courthouse for years now. It was an old building, and the air in the conference room smelled faintly of mildew and stale coffee. Ceiling panels sagged from some long-ago leak, the remains of which had left a large brown patch across the otherwise beige surface.

Lara Kraig sat at the small meeting table, her legs crossed at the ankle, the crisp lines of her navy blue pencil skirt hugging her hips just enough to make it clear she knew exactly what she was doing. Her white blouse was buttoned all the way up to the throat, doing little to hide the obviously thin, narrow stretch of her neck. Her hair, the color of sun-bleached honey, was swept back into a sleek ponytail, not a strand out of place. She looked every bit the ice queen that she was.

She tapped her pen against her notepad, sharp blue eyes narrowing slightly as she listened.

Vicky was across from her, perched on the edge of her seat like an overexcited puppy. Their one witness besides Lara’s client, Madeline. Vicky’s voice was high-pitched and breathy, almost giddy, as she went on and on about how “necessary” it had been for the accused, Brent, to... well, do what he’d done. 

“He saw me in the office, bending over how I did,” said Vicky, smiling brightly, “and he just couldn’t help himself. I mean, why would he? I’m really sexy, right?”

Lara tried not to shake the girl into talking sense. Today was already hard enough. 

After this meeting, she had to speak with Brent’s lawyer Barbara—his mother, for god’s sake—about the sexual harassment charges. Barbara would invariably try to talk down the charges even though Lara knew she had this case on lock. 

And after that, Lara would have to speak to Judge Harper about the terms she and Barbara came to, which would invariably be altered or exaggerated to the Judge’s satisfaction. 

Barbara was a good lawyer—or had been, up until a few months ago when she had stopped coming to court altogether. Several of her clients went to prison or had jail time extended due to Barbara’s absence. This was her first case back, and it was deeply unusual for her to defend her own son in a sexual harassment case—not to mention awkward for Lara to go talk to her about it. 

And as for Judge Harper—sympathetic though she may be to Lara’s side in this proceeding, she was still an old harpy who loved to rant about what misogynist pigs and pricks all men were, no matter the subject of conversation. 

It just got old after awhile. Lara was quite the feminist herself, very proud of how she had ages ago decoded the systemic oppression of the patriarchy, and had even flirted with being a lesbian just to stick it to the man. (At the end of the day, though, she just liked cock too much to give it up all the way.) And even Lara could only handle so much of Harper’s...harping.

So the rest of the day was going to be tiresome—and Lara was already feeling exhausted, listening to the bubbly, perky, deeply-vapid Vicky effuse about how little rights she deserved as a truly pretty, hot, “fuckpiece-fuckable” girl. 

Lara was just glad she had taken her medicine before coming in today; it really took the edge off. 

They had been talking—Lara and Vicky, with Lara’s client Madeline next to Lara watching quietly for the most part—for nearly twenty minutes now and hadn’t gotten anywhere. For the first twenty minutes, Vicky had just wanted to talk about the difference between dick and cock and how her alleged sexual harasser, Brent, had a cock which made him more of a man than anyone and therefore immune to charges of “sexual harassment” (she used very large air quotes with her fingers) because cock was so important to keep hard and happy all the time.

Lara leaned forward. “And that’s when he forced you.”

“No,” Vicky giggled. The room was cold, and her nipples tented in her tiny halter top. “Well, I suppose he did a little. But if there’s no force, where’s the romance? I’m glad he did, so it doesn’t count, does it? If he makes you love it, and makes you love that you didn’t want it to begin with but then makes your mind change because he’s so fucking good, and then he makes you wish you could deny him again just so he could force you again even though he can’t because you want him to so bad...?”

Lara’s jaw tightened, but she kept her expression neutral. Outwardly, at least. Inside, her stomach was doing somersaults, and she could feel a flush creeping up her neck. She crossed her legs tighter, the movement deliberate, as if it might help her focus.

She had a more-than-passing interest in consent, even and perhaps even especially for a legal prosecutor with her specialty in sexual harassment. Something she had picked up long ago when her sexuality was still forming—catching the wrong (or right, depending on how you look at it) movie or TV show or story when her plastic brain was taking in everything it could about how men and women were supposed to behave.

She couldn’t remember the exact piece of media. She just recalled a woman being pushed against a desk, her skirt hiked up (Lara to this day always wore skirts, even if they were conservative in length)—her pink lips gasping open, her hands caught behind her back as she gasped and whimpered, helpless as the pleasure overwhelmed her...

It was portrayed, Lara recalled, as a deep violation. But she had found it formative. Right. To be made to want was deeply hot, intense, sexy. 

As a result, most of her sexual fantasies revolved around some nonconsent, or non-consensual intercourse that turned into consensual contact. 

Or, put another way—at home, at night, alone, Lara fingered herself silly thinking about being force-fucked so hard she fell in love. She remembered almost every single fantasy like they had been formed that very morning.

That was fantasy, though. And private. And Lara had always—always—known the firm difference between reality and fantasy. In truth, the reality of anything approaching her fantasies disgusted and enraged her, and she was glad to have them stay hidden behind her the locked door of her composed, perfect countenance where they belonged. 

Which was why, of course, Vicky’s gushing advertisement of exactly that—being force-fucked into deep loving service—was so appalling. 

And...captivating.

Nearby, Madeline sat with her arms folded over her chest. She was stunning—like, stop-you-in-your-tracks stunning—with platinum curls that cascaded over her shoulders and a figure that even Lara couldn’t help but admire. Madeline’s full lips were pressed into a line, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes that made Lara wonder if she was feeling the same unsettling mix of frustration and... something else.

“So you’re saying,” Lara interrupted Vicky finally, leaning forward slightly, “that you don’t feel any desire to press charges? That you believe this was... consensual?”

Vicky giggled—actually giggled—and nodded enthusiastically. “Oh, absolutely! I mean, before Brent... well, my life was so boring. I didn’t even know what I was missing! Now I feel like... like I’m living my purpose!”

Lara blinked slowly, resisting the urge to rub her temples. This case was a nightmare. And yet, as much as she wanted to shut Vicky up and move on, there was this gnawing tension in the air that had nothing to do with the legal headache in front of her. She glanced at Madeline again and caught the younger woman looking at her—just for a second—before Madeline quickly averted her gaze. 

Had she been biting her lip? 

“Right,” Lara said slowly, forcing herself back into lawyer mode. “Well, that’s certainly... an interesting perspective.”

Vicky beamed at her like she’d just given some profound compliment. Despite the absurdity, Lara felt a flush of sexual heat. Vicky was an intensely beautiful, sexy young woman. 

Lara Kraig, a classically hot five foot ten inches tall even without the lift from her stylish black heels, one-hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet from her regular night time swims, with eye-catching 34D breasts that demanded attention even hidden behind her supple silk blouse, felt insignificant and even plain across from the young hot nymph that was Vicky.

Lara didn’t want to think such lewd thoughts. She had even felt herself beyond such comparisons, which was—she knew—a trait earned purely from being so effortlessly pretty that she had never had to put much time in to earn men’s attention.

But Vicky was so obscenely pretty—like a pin-up girl come to life, complete with magazine-cover ethereal glow—that in her presence it was impossible not to have every thought slathered in a hot sheen of lusty, baby-making, cock-slobbering sex.

And even that kind of lurid thought was purely a result of being in the presence of Vicky’s puffy lips, her pristinely buoyant perpetually-jiggling cleavage, her thick feathered blond hair that shimmered constantly like she was sitting in a meadow.

Lara couldn’t help but wonder if Madeline felt the same way. Probably not. If Vicky made Lara feel plain, then Madeline made Lara feel almost ugly.

Madeline, an eighteen-year-old former-intern at Brent’s office, was a once-in-a-lifetime beauty. Even taller than Lara, she towered over most women and even some men. Her hourglass figure was toned and tight, with a small waist that cinched effortlessly into fertile hips and a heart-shaped ass. Her long, golden hair fell down her back in waves, reaching the small of her back in a thick pony tail. Flawless Scandinavian bone structure and features: high cheekbones, a regal jawline, a button nose, and bright green eyes. 

Perhaps her most striking feature was her tits. Two perfect orbs of perky, dewy goodness that defied gravity and physics alike. They were the kind of breasts that men wrote sonnets about and women envied for days on end.

Lara was, no doubt about it, one of the hottest lawyers in the courthouse—perhaps even the entire state—and she knew it. And yet next to Madeline, she felt as basic as tap water at a champagne party.

She could see why Brent would be enamored by her. Madeline, despite her incredible beauty, had tried to "dress down" in an oversized hoodie and baggy jeans that were a size too big for her. However, no amount of fabric could hide the fact that she had the body of a goddess. Her legs were longer than Lara's, and her ass—wow. Even hidden under those loose-fitted pants, the shape of it was enough to make Lara's panties dampen.

It was no wonder Brent hadn’t controlled himself around her, really. She would have felt sympathy for him if he weren’t such an obvious serial abuser, probably addicted to turning women into his helpless cock-addicted playthings. 

Lara could vividly imagine Madeline naked on his desk, those long legs wrapped around his waist as he pounded into her relentlessly. And Madeline, despite her claims of duress and harassment, would probably have secretly loved every single second of it.

...would have turned her into...into a good girl...just needs to fuck her brain straight...

Lara had, after two weeks on this case, lots of practice not staring at Madeline's pouty lips or the way her breasts strained against the fabric of her oversized sweater. Lara only had eyes for men, Real Men—capitalization and emphasis on purpose, thank you—it was just that Madeline held such incredible beauty, it was hard not to notice.

But...wasn’t it strange how hard it hit now? 

It hadn’t been hard to ignore or look past Madeline’s beauty in the days leading up to this meeting—but Lara was having a hard time recalling that at the moment. She didn’t remember her total disgust with Brent, her complete alliance with Madeline and thinking of her almost like a sister, her determination to get Vicky on their side. 

No, in this closed room with the intoxicatingly exuberant Vicky, she just felt...

...she felt...

...warm.

Yes. She was warm. Her hand went to her blouse, unbuttoning it a bit. Madeline did the same, catching Lara’s eye and smiling. 

A secret between girls. Lara’s heart fluttered. Pretty girls. Pretty secrets. Pretty forcefuck in a closet from...

“...Daddy?”

Lara’s attention snapped back to Vicky. 

“Sorry, what?”

“Where’s Daddy?” Vicky asked again. “You said he would be here? He like, hasn’t called. I keep trying to cum but I can’t do it if he’s not fucking me.”

Lara looked at Madeline, who shrugged, blushing. 

“Uh.” Lara was a little taken aback. “You mean Brent?”

“Daddy, that’s right. Can he fuck me now and later? I need it so bad. Why won’t he call me?”

Brent had fucked this gorgeous young woman and then abandoned her?

Another shot of heat struck hard into Lara’s brain. 

God. What must his love life be like to not pay attention to someone like this?

Vicky's words drifted back into focus, her sex-drenched voice making the air itself seem thicker. "I mean, I really think I’m super pretty. I mean, I hope I am. For him.” She made a pout that could have easily shown up on the cover of Vogue. “He’s just so perfect. I hope I’m pretty enough for him."

She sounded deranged. Or she would have, if Lara was not so completely turned on by everything she was saying.

"I mean, look at us," Vicky continued, gesturing at herself, Lara, and Madeline, whose cheeks were now a flaming shade of red. "We're just begging for it. He’s a man, and men have needs. I don't blame him for not being able to resist my tits...they’re so big and yummy..."

Lara shifted uncomfortably in her seat as Vicky continued to gush about herself. Wet heat splashed between her legs at the thought of being taken by a man like Brent—to be so desired that he couldn’t control himself...

“...anyway...,” said Vicky, breaking Lara’s reverie again. “I just think it’s so great what you’re doing.”

“Wh-what?” Madeline and Lara said simultaneously.

They were trying to sue Brent for flagrantly forcing Vicky in front of Madeline; trying to take every dime of his so he wouldn’t be able to sexually harass any more women. Didn’t Vicky know the situation?

“He’s just so important. Every step you’re taking is so worth it. So valuable.”

Madeline and Lara looked at each other and then back at Vicky.

“That’s why you guys are here, right? To learn how terrific it is to be forced by him before you submit? I think it’s so great what you’re doing, hearing it first hand from me. I wish he could take me again. Fuck. I wish I could tell him no and mean it, instead of just saying it to make him hard.”

Madeline reached over and grabbed Lara’s hand. Looking for support? Guidance?

Sisterhood?

“We’re not here to submit to him,” said Lara, in disbelief that she had to say such a thing. “To anyone. He’s...we’re trying to take his money.”

Vicky snorted suddenly, a decisively un-ladylike gesture. “Oh sure. And you’re going to rob the clouds from the sky too, right? You guys are funny. I’m gonna love sleepovers with you when we get to chat about how big Daddy’s cock is for hours while we fingerfuck each other thinking about his big fat yummy cock fucking us up for days and days and—”

Her voice became progressively higher and breathier. Lara’s breath hitched as Vicky’s fingers slipped beneath the hem of her skirt, her movements quick and deliberate. Madeline’s hand tightened around Lara’s, their palms slick with sweat as they both sat frozen, watching Vicky’s shameless display. 

“Oh God, Daddy,” Vicky moaned, her head tilting back as she worked herself with practiced ease. “I miss you so much. I need your cock... I need you to ruin me again. Please, Daddy, come back and claim me.”

Lara’s chest heaved, the heat in the room becoming almost unbearable. She could feel Madeline trembling beside her, their shared arousal palpable in the air. Vicky’s words were a siren song, pulling at something deep within them, something primal and forbidden.

“You’ll see,” Vicky gasped between moans, her eyes half-lidded as she stared at them. “You’ll belong to him soon too. You won’t be able to resist him. No one can. We’ll all...all fuck him...fuck him together...”

Lara’s heart pounded in her chest, her body screaming at her to stay, to watch, to give in to the growing desire that threatened to consume her. But somewhere in the back of her mind, a small voice urged her to resist, to leave before it was too late.

“We have to go,” Lara whispered, her voice barely audible over Vicky’s ecstatic cries.

Madeline nodded silently, her grip on Lara’s hand tightening as they backed away from the scene. They moved in unison, their steps shaky but determined as they made their way to the door.

“Byeeee!” Vicky sang. “I love you!”

* * * * *
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THE EVENING BEFORE, Madeline and Lara had met in Lara’s downtown office. It was dimly lit, the glow of the city skyline casting faint shadows across the room. Madeline sat on the edge of the leather-cushioned seat in front of Lara’s desk, her hands clasped tightly in her lap, her nails digging into her palms. She glanced around nervously, as if expecting Brent to materialize from the walls. Lara, behind her desk, watched Madeline with studious compassion.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” Madeline said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “Every time I think about seeing him—or even just being near someone who knows him—it’s like... I can feel him. In my head. It’s like he’s still in my head, whispering things... things that make me feel things I shouldn’t.” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing as she looked down at her hands.

She was so beautiful and vulnerable. When this case was done, Lara had more than half a mind to seduce her herself. She was a staunch lesbian, and always had been. Dark-haired and stoutly built, Lara had a reputation for being a butch bulldog in the courthouses of the city. She wore bulky pants and a turtleneck sweater, the same thing she wore pretty much every day in the winter and indeed what she would wear tomorrow in the court room. 

Madeline was the kind of woman who made heads turn not just because of her beauty, but because of the aura of wealth and privilege that seemed to radiate from her. 

Her long, platinum-blonde hair cascaded down her back in perfect waves, its shimmering strands catching the light like spun gold. Her skin was flawless, a creamy porcelain that looked like it had never seen a single blemish or scar. She was dressed impeccably in a tailored white blouse and dark pencil skirt, the luxurious fabric whispering with every moment. Her heels were designer, her jewelry understated but undeniably expensive—a diamond bracelet that caught the light with every flick of her wrist, a Cartier watch that spoke of timeless elegance.

But it wasn’t just her looks or her wealth that made her captivating. There was something about Madeline that felt... untouchable. She was the heiress to the CEO of one of the largest tech companies in the world, a woman who had grown up with every privilege imaginable—private jets, sprawling estates, a life most people could only dream of. And yet, here she was, sitting on Lara’s leather couch, looking more vulnerable than anyone should ever look. 

Lara leaned back in her chair, her fingers steepled as she studied Madeline. As one of the top sexual harassment lawyers in the region—if not the country—she had seen it all. She’d taken on CEOs, celebrities, politicians... and she’d won every time. Judge Harper, the presiding judge in this case, was notorious for being on the woman’s side in these matters, with a reputation for being ruthless when it came to taking down predatory men.

With Judge Harper on their side and Madeline’s wealth and influence backing them up, Lara was confident this case would be a slam dunk.

But confidence didn’t mean she wasn’t paying attention. Madeline’s fear—her discomfort—was palpable, and Lara could see it in the way she fidgeted with the hem of her skirt, in the way her voice trembled when she spoke about Brent.

“He’s not here,” Lara said firmly, her voice cutting through the tension like a knife. “He can’t touch you here. You’re safe with me.”

Madeline looked up at her then, those piercing green eyes filled with a mix of gratitude and something else... something darker. “I know,” she whispered. “But it’s not just him I’m afraid of. It’s... me.”

Lara leaned forward, her expression soft. “I get it. Trust me, I do. But that’s exactly why we have to do this. He’s messed with too many people for too long. If we let him get away with it, he’ll keep doing it. We can’t let that happen.”

Madeline bit her lip, her gaze flicking up to meet Lara’s. “But what if he gets to me again? What if I can’t fight it? It’s like... it’s like he knows exactly what to say, exactly what to do to make me lose control.” She shivered slightly, wrapping her arms around herself.

Lara reached across the desk, placing a reassuring hand on Madeline’s arm. “You’re stronger than you think. And you’re not alone in this. We’re going to take him down together. He won’t get away with this—not anymore.”

She had zero sympathy for Brent—or, for that matter, any man. Actions like his were inexcusable, no matter how much a girl tried to dress it up as “consensual” after the fact. A boss taking advantage of his interns like he had deserved to be punished. 

Lara had even heard of—god forbid the thought—some women who even fantasized about cases like this. Who fantasized about sexual harassment, or nonconsensual sex that “became” consensual (as if such a thing was even possible!). 

Inexcusable and sick in the head.

Wrong was wrong, and Lara knew exactly where to draw the line. 

Madeline hesitated for a moment before nodding slowly. “Okay. Okay, I’ll try.”

“That’s all I’m asking,” Lara said with a small smile. “We’ll start gathering everything we need tomorrow. For now, just... try to get some rest. You don't have to face this alone.”

Madeline gave a weak smile in return, though the fear still lingered in her eyes as she stood up to leave. As she stood up to leave, in her nervousness, she knocked over her purse.

“Oh, damn...”

Pens and paper and make-up scattered all over the floor. Lara stood to help, gathering up what she could next to Madeline. 

“What’s this?” she asked.

She picked up a small baggie of bright pink pills, about seven of them.

“Hmm?”

Upon seeing what Lara held, Madeline’s eyes lit up in recognition and—was that embarrassment? Lara’s warning alarms blared in her brain. 

“You’re not on anything, are you?” Lara asked. “Defense attorneys, you know...they’re ruthless. If they ask for some kind of drug test and find something, they’ll—”

“No!” Madeline shook her head. “God, no. It’s just...birth control. I got it from the office. His office. They had a doctor working there.”

There was a hunger in her eyes at the sight of the pills. And was that...had she licked her lips?"

“To be honest,” said Madeline. “I thought I had run out. I must have forgotten about them at the bottom of my bag.” She waved a hand at the giant thing. “You can see the state of it. Sorry.”

“So you won’t mind,” said Lara, “if I throw them away?”

She couldn’t read the expression that crossed Madeline’s face. Desire? Regret? Relief?

“It’s...fine,” said Madeline. “That’s for the best. I have a different script now anyway.”

Lara opened the bag and tossed them in the trash. The smell of them—pleasantly strong, stuck in her nostrils. 

“Good night, then. I’ll pick you up tomorrow early.”

Madeline’s eyes flickered one last time at the pills on top of the trash. They had landed on a piece of crumpled paper. 

“G-great,” she said. “Good. See you then.”

Lara watched her go, the weight of what they were about to do settling heavily on her shoulders. She knew Brent wasn’t going to make this easy—but she also knew they couldn’t back down now.

Outside the window, she watched Madeline enter her car. Everything about her so fresh and beautiful. Something deep between her legs getting uncomfortably warm at the sight of her young, gorgeous client. 

The smell of those pills stuck to her olfactory senses. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw pink.

Somewhere, the thought began—maybe I should try out one of those pills just to make sure she’s telling the truth?

* * * * *
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OUTSIDE THE CONFERENCE room with Vicky—whose orgasmic moans could be heard through the wall, Lara and Madeline walked still hand-in-hand to get away. 

Several men and women looked at them as they walked. Lara, despite herself, took a moment to love being pretty. She had always been deeply, profoundly pretty. 

Lara ran her fingers through her hair, feeling the silky strands catch the light as they passed a window. She couldn’t stop herself from glancing at her reflection, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. 

She looked good. 

No, she looked perfect. 

Her skin glowed, her tits bounced in her tight blouse, and her posture—god, her posture screamed confidence. She could feel eyes on her everywhere she went, and she loved it. The way men tripped over themselves when she walked by, the way women glanced at her with a mix of envy and admiration. It was intoxicating.

Some uglier, more trollish woman (and weren’t almost all of them, compared to her?) would have felt out of place walking next to a goddess like Madeline, but Lara felt right at home. It was easy for Lara to belong in the status of such rarefied royalty like Madeline where some ugly lump might have struggled and failed; she simply had to exist. 

Lara tilted her head slightly, letting her perfect blonde hair cascade over her shoulder in a move so practiced it felt natural. Of course it felt natural. She’d always been this way. 

Hadn’t she?

The men they passed looked like toys to her now, their eyes wide and dumb, their jaws slack. Pathetic. She’d always known she was too good for them. 

Even the women stared, some with envy, others with something darker, something that made Lara’s stomach tighten in a way she didn’t quite understand but couldn’t ignore. She smirked, letting her lips curve into a slow, deliberate smile that sent one man stumbling into a wall.

She squeezed Madeline’s hand, pulling her closer as they navigated the maze of hallways out toward the lobby. 

“You’re doing great,” Lara murmured, brushing a strand of hair from Madeline’s face. “Just keep your head high. You’re untouchable right now. You’re so pretty, Madeline.”

Pretty, pretty, pretty for Daddy...

Madeline nodded, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes—hesitation? Desire? Lara couldn’t quite place it. 

Madeline squeezed her hand gently, pulling her attention back. “You seem... different,” she murmured, her voice soft but curious.

“How do you mean, sweetie?” 

“Were you...blond? Yesterday? Or...ever? I thought you were...something else. But when we met this morning, and you hugged me, the way you smelled...I just forgot. And I just...” She bit her lip slightly, absurdly sexy as she did. “...Did you put on some kind of perfume, or...?”

Lara laughed, a rich sound. “Oh, sweetheart! You poor thing. This whole affair really has you twisted up inside, huh?”

Madeline didn’t answer, just looking at her expectantly. 

The scent of strong, fresh coffee filled Lara’s nose. Something tugged in her; she didn’t want to talk about how she might have looked different yesterday. Considering it was as much of an option as climbing up a ladder to the sun. Better to think of other things. 

“Let’s grab a quick cup, okay? I need something to wet my throat.”

Something that isn’t Daddy’s hot load spraying me down, skullfucking me with abandon, something hot and sticky and—

Lara blinked, and they were sitting down at the café in the courthouse lobby. Lara was flushed, still holding Madeline’s hands. Madeline, looking at her, was flushed too. The collar of her thick sweater was all tugged, the fabric looking tired. The café was in the same complex as the courthouse, technically its own business but sharing the lobby with the government building.

Lara didn’t remember walking to the café, or Madeline starting to look so hot and bothered. What was going on with her silly brain?

It’s just hard for girls to think sometimes, that’s all. It’s really no big deal.

Well, that was certainly true. Best not to think about things that were too hard for girls.

Lara discreetly slipped one hand into her blazer pocket, feeling the small baggie nestled there. Her fingers brushed against it lightly before pulling out one of the two remaining pink pills. She palmed it expertly, lifting her hand to tuck an imaginary strand of hair behind her ear as she popped it into her mouth.

The taste was faintly sweet but with an undercurrent of something sharp and chemical that made her shiver in anticipation. She swallowed it dry.

She saw her reflection in the window facing the cold, busy winter street outside. 

Tall, statuesque, radiant. Her lips pursed in a self-satisfied smile as she took her image in.

God, she was stunning. How had she ever doubted that? She felt a warmth spreading through her body, a tingling sensation that started low in her belly and radiated outward until every nerve felt alive and electrified. It felt so good to be a woman. 

So good to be a good girl.

Lara’s gaze swept back inside over the café, her eyes lingering on the glittering marble countertops, the golden accents catching the light. The air was thick with the scent of fresh coffee and something sweet and heady.

The baristas behind the counter were beautiful and cheery, their curves accentuated by tight, low-cut uniforms. They moved with a practiced ease, their laughter light and airy. One of them caught Lara’s eye and smiled, a dazzling, vacant smile that made Lara’s chest swell with a strange sense of camaraderie. She smiled back, her own expression matching the other woman’s—bright, effortless, perfect. 

Vapid.

The café itself was a stark contrast to the rest of the courthouse, renovated quite recently. Gone were the drab linoleum floors and flickering fluorescent lights. Instead, marble tiles gleamed underfoot, their veins of gold catching the light in a way that made the entire space feel alive. High-end espresso machines hummed softly on the countertops.

One of the cafe staff approached—a woman with long platinum blonde hair and a figure that could only be described as jaw-dropping. The name tag read Darla. Her uniform hugged every curve, the fabric so tight it seemed painted on.

“What can I get for you ladies?” she asked, her voice high-pitched and bubbly.

“Two lattes,” Lara said without missing a beat. “Extra foam.”

“Oh, I wanted—” Madeline started, but Darla had already bounced away. 

Lara hadn’t meant to get a latte. She only drank coffee black—she remembered she and Madeline the night before bonding over that very fact. 

But being here, now, the smell filling her nostrils...only a latte would do. 

“Lara. I’m not sure about this. It’s...these women...this place...”

Lara chuckled softly, leaning back in the booth and crossing her legs elegantly. “Isn’t it wonderful? It’s about time this dreary old place got a makeover.” Her gaze drifted over the cafe again, taking in every detail with a sense of pride that felt inexplicably personal.

Madeline opened her mouth as if to say something but then seemed to think better of it. Instead, she just nodded again, clearly uneasy.

Lara reached across the table, placing her hand over Madeline’s in what she hoped was a reassuring gesture. Maybe something more. Lara wasn’t a lesbian, but fucking Madeline would hardly be against anyone’s sexuality. Girls like her were everyone’s type. 

“Relax,” she said. “Everything’s going to be fine. You’re safe here.” She paused for a moment before adding with a sly smile, “And you look absolutely stunning today.”

Madeline beamed, and then shook her head. “I dressed down, like you said.”

“And yet, you still look so good.” Lara nodded. “It’s no wonder you were a target.”

Madeline looked at her quizzically. “It’s not my fault, though. You’re not saying that.”

“No way!” Lara shook her head. “Of course not. It’s just that, you know. Thinking about it. It’s kind of understandable why he would pick you. In a way, it’s like a compliment, isn’t it? You turned him on so much he had to fuck Vicky.”

Lara was surprised at herself, the vulgarity of what she said. She was more surprised when Madeline nodded thoughtfully, cheeks flushing.

“Fuck her...full of babies...” Madeline whispered. “That’s what Vicky said, right? Fuck her full of babies. He would have fucked me...fucked me full of babies...”

Her hips gyrated. Lara watched her young, teenage body, feeling her own heat grow. She was so fucking horny today.

It was no wonder at all Brent targeted Madeline. It was kind of her fault, really. What did she think was going to happen, being so fucking hot around a man like that? God. 

Lara wondered what would have happened if Madeline hadn’t gotten out of there when she did. Would Brent have held her down? Would he have forced her to become his good girl, like he had done to Vicky?

She was so caught up in considering this that she didn’t notice Madeline’s expression was as vapid, lusty, and placid as her own.

Darla returned with a tray balanced effortlessly in one hand, her hips swaying with each step as if she were on a runway. She placed the lattes in front of them with a flourish, the frothy foam spilling slightly over the rims of the mugs. The scent was intoxicating—sweet and creamy, with a hint of vanilla that made Lara’s mouth water despite herself.

“Here you go, gorgeous,” Darla purred, winking at Lara before turning her attention to Madeline. “And for you, sweetheart. Drink up, you deserve it.”

Lara hesitated for just a moment before wrapping her fingers around the warm mug. The foam was so thick it felt like a cloud against her lips as she took a sip. The flavor exploded on her tongue—rich, decadent, and utterly irresistible. She couldn’t help but let out a soft moan of pleasure.

Madeline followed suit, her eyes widening as she tasted her latte. “This is... amazing,” she murmured between sips, her hesitance melting away.

They both sipped their drinks in silence, each lost in their own thoughts. After a few sips, however, Lara frowned sightly. This wasn’t a latte. It was more like a milkshake. 

She took another sip. There was milk in it, right? But it was so sweet. And thick. And...what was that taste?

Another sip, then another to really figure it out. She was so close to getting it together. Her body heated up from the sudden influx of the coffee’s warmth, but there was something else too.

“Another?”

Lara, feeling dazed, turned to see the smiling, beautiful Darla (god, was she single?) holding out another very full cup.

Drinking without looking, Lara again noticed the strange intoxicating taste. But this time, it was even stronger than before.

She looked down at the drink—nearly gone already—and giggled helplessly. God, how had she missed it? The lattes were so thick and frothy they looked more like dessert than coffee. The whipped cream on top was piled high, dotted with sprinkles that sparkled like tiny jewels.

So much...so much milk...

Darla stood right there, posing and smiling.

Lara shook her head, pointing at the two drained drinks. 

“This um...” She giggled, helpless. She was just a pretty girl talking to another pretty girl. “This like...isn’t what I asked for.”

“Oh.” Darla simpered and giggled, and handed her another dessert-style foam-lathered drink, already prepared. “Sorry. I’ll fix it. You go ahead and drink that on the house.”

That was a brilliant idea. Darla was quite smart and had absolutely terrific breasts. Wasn’t there another Darla who had worked at the cafe previously? But she was old and fat and covered in moles. This Darla couldn’t have been older than nineteen, if that, and looked like she belonged modeling on car hoods at an auto show.

She drank the milk-laden treat quickly, thinking of how sexy Darla was. It was so cool to be a waitress. Such a good job for a hot woman. So much better than being a stinky old boring lawyer, god. 

Across from her, Madeline somehow had five empty glasses filling up space on the table. 

“..when...?” 

Lara gave up on the question. It didn’t matter. Facts were totally boring. 

Madeline’s hair—which already been thick and long—glowed with almost radioactive luminescence, pooling in a thick blanket on the seat around and behind her ultra-thin, taller-than-tall superhuman body. The oversized-sweater she had picked out was straining from Madeline’s gorgeous, huge tits. Lara, feeling drunk, giggled at her bestie. Madeline giggled back, perfect and composed, and Lara’s pussy clenched with eager reckless need. They were so cute together, hot babes drinking too much sugar and milk and coffee. They were totally going to fuck later. Lara would lick Madeline’s pussy for hours just to be one of her girlfriends; she needed Madeline in her life.

“Here you are, honey.”

Darla returned, smiling. Vapid. Perfect. 

Lara giggled. The other Darla had called people honey too. Only it had seemed gross and shameful, instead of deeply seductive and hot. This Darla—pretty, pretty Darla with her big yummy titties spilling out of her tiny uniform—handed her a large cup with nothing but milk in it.

“Oh.” Lara tittered. “I...um...”

“You said you wanted it straight, right? No sugar or coffee. Just milk.”

She did like her milk without coffee in it, that was true. She nodded, every movement of her head feeling like a thirty-day marathon. Darla smiled and handed a matching dose to Madeline. 

“Right. Of course.”

It was hard to keep up with all these thoughts when she was just a silly, deeply pretty girl.

Madeline drank it fast. Rivulets of hot, frothy milk slid down her chin and down her neck. Her oversized sweater was plastered to her tight young body, her tits looking like they were growing right there as they sat. 

Lara giggled again and sipped her milk. it tasted like the essence of springtime and freedom and Brent’s luscious seed all at once.

A wave of arousal swept over her, so strong it forced her to place a hand between her thighs under the table.

In front of her, Madeline was breathing hard and biting her lip. Lara could smell her hot young pussy. She could practically hear it spasming as Madeline’s legs squirmed under the table.

“Can I like, tell you something?”

Lara nodded. She would do anything to listen to Madeline talk. She was so fucking pretty, and watching her lips move was like moving art.

“I’m a little pissed he didn’t force me. That he took Vicky instead of me. Like, aren’t I good enough to be fucked like her?” Madeline hugged her tight, gorgeously tall body. “She’s probably pregnant by now. And I could be too.”

Lara’s own arousal spiked higher. Brent's seed was in Vicky, and there was nothing they could do about it. A part of her hated the fact that she was turned on by the thought; another, more primal part of her wanted to get on all fours right then and there and ask Brent—no, beg him—to take her next.

Lara reached out and squeezed her sexy friend’s perfect, perfectly manicured hand. Not a single gorgeous nail out of place. It was so cool being a hot young teenage babe with such a cool teenage babe for a bestie. 

“I know,” she soothed, taking another sip of her delicious milk. The cup never seemed to get any less full, and Darla never even left the table; she just turned out for a moment, moaning and bending slightly over the cup, and turned back around and the cup was full again. “I mean, I’m glad he didn’t force himself on you—I mean...” Lara trailed off, blushing. It wasn’t politically correct to say she was jealous, but damn it, she was. “You deserved it, though. He was totally wrong not to fuck you first. You’re so much prettier than Vicky, really. I think he should have fucked you stupid. I think he should have forced you. I think he should have made you beg for it like a good girl.”

Madeline smiled at her brightly, grateful for the compliment. Madeline always liked it when Lara took her cues and complimented her on demand, like a good friend. Lara was such a codependent whimpering fuckdoll for Madeline, but Madeline was a goddess, so it totally made sense. 

Lara whimpered, looking at Madeline continue to smile. She was so fucking sexy. They were both so fuckable, it hurt. Madeline was the prettiest girl alive. Lara wanted so fucking bad to be liked by Madeline. It was like, more important than anything in the whole world. Lara wanted to talk more about how they could suck Brent’s cock until he agreed to force-fuck them like they so clearly needed. It was so cool talking with another hot barely legal beauty like herself, someone who understood what women were really for.

Lara’s watch beeped. Some part of the hot, pink mist in her mind parted—the growing fantasy split by a lifelong obsession with punctuality.

“God, damn.” She shook her head. “I have to meet with the opposing counsel. I mean, we do.”

“Right,” said Madeline. “But I have to go shopping.”

“Oh.”

Their conversation was as thick as the milk they had just imbibed. Lara took a long time to process what Madeline was saying.

Madeline...had to go shopping...?

“Oh. Right.” She nodded. “Because your outfit sucks, right?”

Madeline nodded. “There’s like, a clothing store right next to here?”

Lara nodded happily. “It’s new!”

It had opened around the same time that Brent had fucked Vicky. And when the café got its renovations.

“Right,” Madeline nodded. “I like...really wanna wear a skirt for him. I mean, for this. For his cock. Like, when his cock sees me. When we meet, I mean. I want to be pretty for real. So he fucks me this time and I get pregnant and then we know he’s in charge. Because if he fucks me, then I get his money, because then I’m his property, right? So I just like...am property with his money? So it like...works?”

Lara beamed. Her bestie was so smart. They were going to win this lawsuit for sure. Watching Madeline stand, Lara felt her heart sing. She was so fucking pretty.

“Madeline...”

Something was so right about the way that Madeline looked down at her.

“Yes?”

“Can I please come with you?”

* * * * *
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THE CLICK OF THEIR heels echoed through the marble hallway like a symphony of feminine power. Madeline strode ahead, her new outfit transforming her from victim to goddess. 

The black Balenciaga mini dress hugged every curve, the fabric so tight it looked painted on, riding up dangerously high on her endless legs with each step. Her new Yves Saint Laurent heels—five inches of matte black patent leather—made her tower even more impressively, her ass swaying hypnotically as she walked. The dress's plunging neckline barely contained her breasts, bouncing seductively with each confident stride.

Behind her, Lara struggled with an armful of shopping bags—Chanel, Dior, Versace—her own transformation no less dramatic. The white Hervé Léger bandage dress she'd chosen wrapped around her body like a second skin, every band of fabric accentuating her curves. Her own heels, strappy Jimmy Choos in white, made her legs look impossibly long. Her hair, now perfectly styled in loose waves, cascaded down her back like liquid gold.

"Hurry up," Madeline snapped without looking back, her voice dripping with casual disdain. "I don't want to keep him waiting."

"Of course, Maddie!" Lara giggled, quickening her pace despite the weight of the bags. 

Her heart fluttered at being acknowledged at all. She was so lucky that Madeline even let her carry her things. They were best friends—no, more than that. They were secretly in love, she was sure of it. The way Madeline had let her watch while she tried on lingerie, the way she'd asked Lara's opinion (even if she'd ignored it completely)—it all meant something special.

Madeline paused at a mirror in the hallway, admiring her reflection. 

"God, I'm so fucking perfect for him," she murmured, running her hands down her sides. "He's going to lose his mind when he sees me."

Lara nodded eagerly from behind the shopping bags. 

"You look amazing! He won't be able to resist you!"

"Obviously." Madeline didn't even glance at her, too absorbed in her own image. She adjusted her breasts in the dress, making sure they were displayed to maximum effect. "I was born for this. Born to be his."

They'd always been like this, hadn't they? Madeline, the goddess, and Lara, grateful just to breathe the same air. It was natural. Right. The way things should be. Growing up together, Lara had bent over backwards just to see Madeline smile, and was deliriously happy even for Madeline to let her try. It just felt so right to be subservient and loyal to a goddess like Madeline.

The door to Barbara's office was slightly ajar, and the sounds coming from within made Lara's already-wet pussy clench with need. Moaning. Wet, slapping sounds. The clink of something against porcelain.

Madeline pushed the door open without knocking, and the scene that greeted them was pure decadence.

The office was nothing like the disheveled space Lara remembered from... when? Months ago? Even yesterday felt like ancient history to a silly girl like her. Thinking was so difficult sometimes. It didn't matter. 

Now it was a temple to luxury—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, Italian marble floors, furniture that looked like it belonged in a penthouse suite rather than a law office.

Barbara stood behind her massive mahogany desk wearing a tight beige mini-skirted suit, her fingers buried deep in a gorgeous redhead who was bent over the polished surface, her face buried in a crystal bowl filled with creamy white liquid. The redhead's ass was high in the air, her designer pencil skirt bunched around her waist, lapping at the milk like a desperate kitten while Barbara's fingers worked her mercilessly.

"That's it, pet," Barbara cooed, her free hand tangled in the redhead's hair. "Drink it all up. Every last drop."

Across from them, sprawled in a leather chair like a king on his throne, sat Brent. His cock was out, thick and magnificent, his hand stroking it lazily as he watched his mother work. He looked up as they entered, his eyes immediately locking onto Madeline.

"...oh...Daddy..." 

Madeline's sigh was pure teenage infatuation, her entire body vibrating with need. She practically flew across the room, the shopping bags forgotten as Lara stumbled to keep up. Madeline dropped to her knees beside Brent's chair, her hands reaching out reverently toward his cock before stopping just short, looking up at him with worshipful eyes.

"Please," she breathed, her voice trembling with desperation. "Please let me help. I want to make you feel good while you watch. I've been thinking about you every second, dreaming about this. I got all dressed up just for you, Daddy. Don't I look pretty? Don't I look good enough to touch you now?"

Madeline was so gorgeous that she had warped Lara’s entire transformation just by existing nearby, and yet even so, she begged for Brent’s affection and attention. She knew her place; she was a good girl. 

Her hands hovered near his thighs, not daring to make contact without permission, her whole body quivering with barely-contained need. The expensive dress rode up even higher as she knelt, revealing the lacy edge of her new La Perla panties.

"I'll be so good," Madeline continued, her green eyes wide and pleading. "I'll do anything you want. I just need to please you. It's all I can think about. Please, Daddy, please let me worship your perfect cock while you enjoy the show."

Barbara chuckled, never breaking rhythm with her fingers. The redhead moaned into the milk, her body shuddering.

"Well, well," Barbara purred, glancing at the two new arrivals. "Look at you both.” Her eyes flickered to Lara. “Tell me, Ms. Kraig. Did you have any pills recently? Little pink capsules, smell like heaven?”

Madeline was right there. Lara was afraid to expose herself, reveal what she had done. But it felt so important to tell Barbara the truth. 

“Y-yes,” she said. “Maddie said they were b-birth control. I wanted...I wanted...” She struggled. What had it been that she wanted? “I wanted...Brent to...control my womb...”

It was hard to concentrate. Brent had allowed Madeline to climb onto his cock. She clung to him rapturously, kissing and biting his massively muscular neck and shoulders. Her body climbing his like a rock wall, hot wet orgasm-spasming pussy sliding down onto his throbbing, precum-spurting cock. 

Brent was only going to pay attention to Madeline while she was present. That only made sense. Madeline was so much more than Lara could ever be.

“Oh, good.” Barbara smiled. “I would love to have another woman join my firm. And if you took the pills, you won’t be a silly ditz like Judge Harper here.”

Lara blinked rapidly, trying to process what Barbara had just said through the thick fog of arousal clouding her mind. The redhead... Judge Harper? But Judge Harper was seventy-three years old with steel-gray hair and a face like weathered leather. This creature lapping milk from a bowl looked barely twenty-five, with flowing auburn curls and a body that belonged on a Victoria's Secret runway.

"I... I don't understand," Lara said, her voice breathy and uncertain. She clutched the shopping bags tighter, using them almost like an anchor as the room seemed to spin. "Judge Harper is... she's old. This can't be..."

The redhead lifted her head from the bowl, milk dripping from her chin, and giggled—a high, tinkling sound that sent shivers down Lara's spine. 

"Hi Lara!" she said, waving with sticky fingers. "Isn't this like, so much better? Being old was super gross. Now I'm pretty and young and I get to drink yummy milk all day!" She licked her lips. "Barbara says I'm gonna be her secretary. Isn't that neat?"

Barbara's fingers never stopped their relentless pace as she smiled indulgently. 

"Poor thing couldn't help herself when she came to discuss the case. One sip of my special milk without the pills to protect her mind, and..." She shrugged elegantly. "Well, you can see the results. Permanent, I'm afraid. But she's much happier this way, aren't you, pet?"

Harper nodded enthusiastically before diving back into the bowl.

"The pills," Lara whispered, understanding dawning even through her lusty haze. "They... they protect us? Make us like you instead of..." She gestured weakly at Harper.

"Clever girl. Even drowning in need, that sharp legal mind still works." Barbara's smile turned predatory. "Yes, dearie. The pills ensure you keep your intelligence, your cunning, your ability to manipulate and seduce. Without them, my milk would turn you into a giggling fucktoy like our former judge here. With them..." Her eyes gleamed. "You become something far more useful."

She turned her attention to where Madeline was writhing on Brent's cock, her expensive dress bunched around her waist. 

"Of course, some are born to it more than others. Madeline, for instance, barely needed the enhancement. Generations of breeding for beauty and ruthlessness—she was always going to be spectacular. The doctors told us that girls like her, really spectacular genetic specimens, would have a special effect on some others. Do you feel it?”

Lara did.

Lara's knees trembled as the realization washed over her. The toxic need she felt for Madeline, the desperate yearning to serve her, to worship her—it wasn't just natural attraction. It was engineered, amplified by whatever cocktail of chemicals now coursed through her system. And yet knowing this changed nothing about how she felt. If anything, it made the compulsion stronger.

"The doctors tell me that genetic predispositions toward aesthetic beauty," Barbara continued, her voice taking on an almost academic tone even as she drove Harper toward another orgasm, "creates a pheromonal response in those exposed to the enhanced subject. You're quite literally addicted to her presence now. And, is it even any wonder? She’s so sexy. So perfect. Look at how she fucks my son. So...so perfect...she’s...you could just...do what she says. Think what she tells you to think. You could be...be a good Mommy for her, sweet and doting, and spoil her, and...”

Barbara, for a moment, seemed almost ready to crawl over to Madeline and worship. Lara had the same inclination, all the time. For as long as she could remember. Maddie was such a true friend to let Lara be in agony over her all the time. Her stomach was in knots over how bad she loved Madeline, how much she needed Brent’s cock to breed her.

“Speaking of spoiling those who deserve it..." Barbara took a breath, composing herself. "Her parents' Gulfstream will experience tragic mechanical failure in approximately two weeks. All that lovely money will flow directly to their grieving daughter and, by extension, to my son and myself. I’ll use some of those funds for my own firm and finally get out of this dreary courthouse."

The effect on Madeline was electric. Her back arched as a violent orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around Brent's cock as she screamed in ecstasy. 

"Oh god, oh fuck, YES! Daddy, you're going to be so rich! We're going to be so rich! Thank you, thank you, thank you!" She bounced harder, her perfect tits spilling out of her dress as she rode him with abandon. "Kill them, kill them for us, I don't care, I just want you to have everything!"

Lara's knees nearly buckled at the display. The casual discussion of murder, Madeline's orgasmic response to her parents' planned deaths, the wet sounds of Harper still lapping at her bowl—it was all so wrong, so twisted, and yet her pussy was absolutely drenched.

"I want to work for you," Lara heard herself saying, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. "At your firm. I want to be part of this."

Barbara's fingers finally stilled, pulling out of Harper with a wet pop that made the former judge whimper. 

"Do you now? And what exactly do you think you could offer us, Miss Kraig?"

Through the haze of her arousal, Lara's legal mind sparked to life. Even drowning in lust, even desperate to drop to her knees and worship before Madeline, she could still think. Still strategize.

"You're going to have Brent win the harassment case," she said slowly, working through the logic. "Make it go away, probably. But that's... that's thinking too small."

Brent's hand tangled in Madeline's hair, forcing her head back as he thrust up into her. His eyes fixed on Lara with predatory interest.

"Go on," he commanded, his voice rough with pleasure.

"What if..." Lara licked her lips, watching Madeline's face contort in bliss as Brent used her. "What if Madeline wins instead? Publicly. Loudly. Make her a symbol for victims everywhere."

Barbara raised an eyebrow. "You want us to let you win? That seems counterproductive."

"No, no," Lara shook her head frantically, desperate to make them understand. The shopping bags slipped from her trembling fingers as she stepped closer. "Not me winning. Madeline winning. Make her a hero, a beacon for every woman who's been wronged. They'll flock to her, trust her, want to be just like her."

Brent's grip tightened in Madeline's hair, his thrusts becoming more forceful as interest sparked in his eyes. Madeline moaned helplessly, lost in the sensation of being used while her Daddy paid attention to someone else's ideas.

"And then," Lara continued, her voice gaining strength despite her whole body trembling with need, "she brings them to me. Every broken, desperate woman looking for justice. I'll be their lawyer, their confidante. I'll know exactly which ones are perfect for—"

"For me," Brent finished, his voice a dangerous growl. The idea was clearly affecting him, his cock swelling even larger inside Madeline's spasming pussy. "A pipeline of victims delivered straight to my door, already vulnerable, already trusting."

"Yes!" Lara gasped, her hands unconsciously moving to her breasts, squeezing them through the tight fabric of her dress. "Madeline becomes the face of the victorious victim, I become the crusading lawyer who helps them, and together we—"

Brent roared as he came, his cock erupting inside Madeline with such force that she screamed in ecstasy. His hips bucked upward, driving himself deeper as rope after rope of hot cum flooded her womb. Madeline's entire body convulsed, her pussy milking him desperately as she sobbed with pleasure.

"Daddy, yes, breed me, fill me, make me yours forever!" she babbled, her mind completely gone as she felt his seed claiming her. "I'll bring you so many girls, I'll make them trust me, make them love me, and then give them all to you!"

Everyone in the room climaxed with visceral empathic sensation. Harper squealed into her milk bowl, her body shuddering as Barbara resumed fingering her. Barbara herself moaned softly, her free hand disappearing beneath her skirt. And Lara—Lara came just from watching, her pussy clenching on nothing as she imagined being one of those trusting women, delivered to Brent's office by her best friend Madeline, slowly realizing she'd been betrayed but by then it would be too late...

"Brilliant," Barbara purred as the waves of pleasure began to subside. "Absolutely brilliant. You see? This is why the pills are so important. You keep that delicious legal mind even as you become one of us."

Madeline slumped against Brent's chest, panting and whimpering, occasionally shuddering as aftershocks rolled through her. Her lips moved against his neck, whispering endless declarations of love and devotion that only Brent could hear.

"Actually, Daddy," Madeline whispered, her voice sweet as honey but loud enough for everyone to catch. "That was my idea. I told Lara about it while we were shopping." She lifted her head, green eyes wide and innocent as she looked at Brent. "She must have forgotten. Sometimes she gets confused when she's around you."

Brent's eyes narrowed, shifting from Lara to Madeline and back again. 

"Is that so?"

Barbara leaned forward, Harper temporarily forgotten as she whimpered at the loss of attention. 

"Miss Kraig, surely you weren't attempting to take credit for Madeline's brilliance?"

The accusation hit Lara like a physical blow. She opened her mouth to protest, to explain that the idea had just come to her, but then she caught sight of Madeline's face. Those perfect features arranged in an expression of hurt betrayal that was completely fabricated and utterly convincing.

"I mean, she was talking so much at the boutique," Madeline continued, her lower lip trembling just slightly. "Going on and on about all her other ideas. I guess I shouldn't be surprised she'd try to impress you with one of mine." She turned to Barbara, and Lara could see the older woman melting under that guileless gaze. "It's okay though. Lara's always been a little... eager. Haven't you, bestie?"

Barbara's expression hardened as she looked at Lara. 

"How disappointing. And here I thought you might be worth recruiting." She stroked Harper's hair absently, the redhead giggling vacantly. "Beauty like Madeline's doesn't lie, dear. Perhaps you should apologize."

Lara's heart hammered in her chest. She knew—she knew—the idea had been hers. But looking at Madeline, so perfect and pristine even with Brent's cum leaking down her thighs, she felt that familiar warm confusion flooding through her. 

Maybe... maybe Madeline had mentioned something? Maybe in her silly girl brain she'd just forgotten?

"I..." Lara's voice cracked.

Madeline shifted on Brent's lap, his softening cock still buried inside her. "If you just admit you took my idea," she said magnanimously, "I'll ask Daddy to fuck you. I know how badly you want it. You've been staring at his cock this whole time."

The offer sent lightning through Lara's body. She had been staring. She wanted it so desperately she could taste it. And Madeline was being so generous, so kind to even consider sharing...

"I'm sorry," Lara whispered, the words spilling out in a rush. "I did steal your idea, Maddie. I just... I wanted to impress everyone so badly. You're so smart and perfect and I just wanted to seem smart too."

Every word became the truth as she said it. Madeline won. Madeline always won. Lara’s insides melted as she sank further into this web of hot, easy, sexy abuse; gaslit and manipulated so sweetly that her pussy clenched with desperate need. God, the way Madeline could twist reality with just a pout of those perfect lips—it was intoxicating. She loved her so fucking bad. She always, always had.

"See?" Madeline beamed at Brent and Barbara. "I knew she'd tell the truth eventually. She's actually very honest when you get past all her silly attempts to seem important." She slid off Brent's cock with a wet pop, his cum immediately beginning to drip down her inner thighs. "Daddy, would you please fuck her now? She's been such a good girl admitting what she did."

Brent stood, his massive frame towering over Lara as Madeline gracefully moved aside. His cock, still slick with his and Madeline's combined fluids, was already beginning to harden again.

"You've never had a man before, have you?" he asked, though it wasn't really a question. 

His hand reached out, fingers tangling in Lara's expensively styled hair. Nearby, Barbara roughly pushed Harper to the floor, who collapsed with a helpless laugh.

"N-no," Lara admitted, her whole body trembling. "I thought I was... I always said I was a lesbian, but..."

"But you were just waiting for the right cock," Madeline said, moving behind Lara. Her hands were gentle as they unzipped the white bandage dress, letting it pool at Lara's feet. "Don't worry, bestie. Daddy's going to fix you."

Lara stood there in just her La Perla lingerie and Jimmy Choos, feeling more exposed than she'd ever been in her life. Brent's eyes raked over her body appraisingly.

"On the desk," he commanded.

Lara scrambled to obey, her heels clicking against the marble as she positioned herself on the edge of Barbara's massive desk. Harper giggled and clapped from her position on the floor, milk dripping from her chin.

"Spread your legs," Madeline said, her hands guiding Lara's thighs apart. "Wider. Show Daddy how wet you are for him."

Lara's face burned with humiliation and arousal as she displayed herself. Her panties were absolutely soaked through, the evidence of her need impossible to hide.

Brent moved between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance through the thin fabric. "Beg," he said simply.

"Please," Lara gasped immediately, all pride abandoned. "Please fuck me. I need it so badly. I need you to make me yours, to fix me, to—"

He tore her panties aside and thrust into her in one brutal stroke. 

The pain of her virginity being taken mixed with pleasure so intense it whited out her vision. She screamed, her back arching off the desk as he filled her completely.

"You know," Madeline whispered, her breath hot against Lara's ear as Brent's massive cock stretched her virgin pussy, "I'm so glad you took those pills.”

Lara's eyes widened even as another thrust made her whole body jolt with pleasure. Only she could hear Madeline's confession; Barbara was too busy stroking her son's chest, murmuring encouragements about what a good boy he was, how proud she was of him claiming another woman.

"Because here's the thing, bestie," Madeline continued, her voice dripping with false sweetness. "Those pills might make you smart like Barbara, but around me? You're still just a dumb little puppy. Always have been. Remember in high school when you'd do my homework? When you'd lie to teachers for me? You thought we were friends, but really..." She giggled. "You were already my pet."

"Oh god," Lara whimpered, the truth of it crashing over her like a wave. 

Every memory reshaping itself—Madeline had always owned her, hadn't she? Even before the pills, before the milk, before any of this.

"That's right," Madeline purred, one manicured hand sliding down to pinch Lara's nipple through her bra. "And now that you're smart and dumb at the same time? God, it's perfect. I have a brilliant legal mind completely devoted to me, too stupid with love to ever realize how I use her."

Brent's pace increased, his cock driving deeper with each thrust. Lara's legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, pulling him closer even as Madeline's words destroyed and rebuilt her.

"Every clever idea that pretty head of yours comes up with? Mine now. I'll present them to Daddy and Barbara, and you'll just nod along like the good girl you are." Madeline's lips brushed against Lara's ear. "Every case you win, every woman you bring to us, everyone will know it's because of me. Madeline Ashford, the brilliant victim turned advocate. And you? You'll just be my assistant. My helper. My little nothing."

"Yes," Lara gasped, her pussy clenching around Brent's cock. The humiliation, the degradation, the complete erasure of her accomplishments—it was everything she'd never known she needed.

"Oh, and when you have Daddy's babies?" Madeline's voice turned even sweeter, more poisonous. "They'll call me Mommy. I'll raise them while you work yourself to death at the firm, bringing us more victims. You'll come home exhausted to find me teaching your daughters how to be perfect, and they'll love me more than you."

Lara's back arched off the desk, a sob of pure need escaping her throat. The image was so perfect, so cruel, so exactly what she deserved. Her daughters looking at Madeline with the same worshipful adoration Lara felt, calling this goddess 'Mommy' while barely acknowledging their birth mother's existence.

"I'll redecorate your apartment," Madeline continued conversationally, as if Brent wasn't fucking the thoughts straight out of Lara's head. "Replace all your law books with fashion magazines. Throw out those ugly suits you used to wear. You'll dress how I tell you, think what I tell you, be what I tell you."

"Please," Lara whimpered, though she wasn't sure what she was begging for anymore. For Madeline to stop? To keep going? For Brent to fuck her harder? All of it, none of it, everything at once.

"I'll take credit for every win in court. When journalists interview us about your success rate, I'll talk over you, correct you, make you look foolish. And you'll smile and nod because you're my bestie, aren't you? My sweet, stupid, brilliant bestie who exists just to make me look better."

Brent's hands gripped Lara's hips bruisingly tight, his cock swelling even larger inside her. She could feel him getting close, and the thought of his cum filling her virgin womb made her whole body seize with anticipation.

"Say it," Madeline demanded, her voice suddenly sharp. "Tell everyone what you are."

"I'm yours!" Lara screamed, her orgasm building like a tidal wave. "I'm your stupid smart pet! Your nothing! I love you so much, I love being your toy, your assistant, your—"

"Gender traitor," Madeline supplied helpfully. "Say it. You’ll betrayed every woman who trusts you just to worship at Brent’s feet for me."

"Gender traitor!" Lara sobbed. "I'm a gender traitor whore who helps enslave women for cock and I love it, I love you, I love—"

The orgasm hit her like a lightning strike. Her vision went white, then black, every nerve in her body firing at once as Brent's cum flooded her unprotected womb. She heard herself screaming, felt herself convulsing, knew dimly that everyone in the room was watching her complete destruction and transformation.

"Mine," Madeline whispered, the last thing Lara heard before the pleasure became too much. "My perfect little nothing. Forever."

The world went dark, and Lara's last coherent thought was a prayer of gratitude that Madeline had chosen her, used her, destroyed her so completely. She'd never been happier in her entire life.
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