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Nadia's Note: This story originated as a commission for a generous and amazingly hot fan. This one's for you, Alex. 

Also! The video referenced is this one (with of course some alterations in this fictional erotic universe): https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DczHdNwooY4

Please go like and subscribe to the talented artist who made and inspired this story in my fan! 

“What are you wearing?”

The mockery was already baked in to Lia’s lilting, sexy new voice. Her eyes—a bright shade of hypnotizingly sky blue—burned with contempt and derision in a way that made Sofie painfully wet. 

They were at a small café, Abelard’s, along the main drag of the city. It was the mid-morning and they both had untouched, sweating glasses of ice water in front of them. Lia had insisted on sitting outside even though it was boiling hot. Her body, suddenly so thin and tight and tall and tiny and busty, did not even begin to sweat in the sweltering southern heat. 

Sofie, who had always been a god-fearing girl even in the past few years when her attraction for women made her such a shoo-in to go straight to hell, stared at Lia’s sinfully perfect body in her tight red dress and suppressed heavy, whimpering moans. Lia’s breasts, swollen and round, heaved together in a shiny display of feminine perfection. Her long legs so smooth and sparkling. Her hair thick, long, and golden blond. She was like a movie starlet, only one that existed purely to make other people turned on—except not a porn star, because she looked way too classy. 

Sofie didn’t understand where her old friend had gone, but she certainly didn’t exist inside the new, candy-coated lacquered shiny shell of glamour model beauty that sat before her now. 

Sofie hadn’t seen Lia in person for about six weeks, ever since they graduated high school. Sofie had, after all the grades were finalized, basically gone into hiding. She thought she deserved it. Grades were all she worked hard at her whole life besides paying attention at church, much to the detriment of her social life. 

Lia was her only friend, besides her stepbrother Max, and Sofie had spent so long vying to be valedictorian that she had almost no idea how to dress herself or her body type. Not that it would help much. She had tried to do internet searches to help out, but found only info about the kinds of foods that didn’t match her—pears, apples, carrots...but what was the fashion for the girls with “plate of melted pudding” body types?

God had gifted Sofie with a terrible, constant, gnawing hunger and she usually expended it on sugary or savory foods. Her sense of taste wasn’t that great, and eating anything that wasn’t heavily seasoned or sweetened was like chewing cardboard. This only made her shape more persistently flabby. 

It had been something she shared with Lia.

But now...

A crowd of boys walking by stumbled into each other, their laughter cut silent, as they stared open-jawed at Lia and her tight, perfect, busty body in her flamboyantly sexy red dress. The neckline went down to her naval. Her heels, strappy and sexy, had enough stiletto to assassinate someone. 

They certainly weren’t looking at Sofie with the greasy, thin strands of her hair, the pudgy folds built up along her torso that bulged from her oversized top, the thick scars of acne marred by fresh bouts of zits all along her face and neck and shoulders. Sofie wasn’t average; she was ugly. She hated it. One of the only things that had ever made it worth living at all was that Lia was slightly uglier than her, or at least on par. 

Not anymore. 

Lia was...stunning.

Staring at her, barely able to speak, Sofie suppressed and suppressed again the waves of sinful lust that assailed her senses at her friend’s tight waist and sensuous curves. It wasn’t right to be attracted to her; to be attracted to any girl. 

Truthfully, Sofie knew she shouldn’t be attracted to anyone except her husband, whoever that might have ended up being. Probably, although she didn’t want to admit it, any husband of hers would be someone who was drunk enough to get her pregnant some night and Christian enough to marry her for it. But if that was how God willed it, who was she to argue?

Lia ignored the boys, casually rolling her eyes in the way that pretty girls do, spiking instant jealousy (and more lust) from Sofie in the way that pretty girls always made her feel. 

“Seriously, what are you wearing, Sofie? Did you pick up a bra?”

Sofie tugged her neckline in. Everything felt uncomfortable in this awful heat. How was Lia not sweating? She looked, if anything, divinely damp—like a girl on one of those lingerie ads. 

“You’re one to talk,” said Sofie. “Did you get on drugs or something? Surgery? You’re like, a brand new person.”

One that I’m stupidly attracted to.

It was impossible to deny how turned-on she was getting just looking at Lia. She was like a living sexual goddess there in front of her—big tits on display, her lips wet and shiny, her eyes so sparkling blue...

“Thanks,” Lia smiled brightly. One of the boys still watching her tripped and fell into the street, nearly causing a wreck. “I love it too.” 

Sofie reprimanded herself for thinking the word goddess at all; it was kind of blasphemous. There was only one God, and he was good. Even if the push-up bra Sofie wore was the most uncomfortable thing in the world. 

Her voice carried that easy, happy confidence that came with unimpeachable beauty, absorbing every comment—however barbed—as a sincere compliment .

“It’s just so much nicer looking like this,” said Lia. “I can’t believe I didn’t try it before.” She giggled. Actually giggled. “You really ought to try it. You know, a little self-control goes a long way, babe.”

Was six weeks enough to change like this? Lia was like a brand-new person. To be honest, the only reason Sofie recognized her at all was her eyes. They were the same sparkling blue as before; just, with everything else, they seemed somehow more gorgeous than they had been. Other than that, and her name, there was frankly nothing to identify Lia as the girl Sofie had known, gossiped with, played video games with, gone to church with, grown up with. 

“You’re saying you...dieted?”

She sounded like such an idiot, everything she said. She couldn’t help it. Lia turned her on too much. She was so different now—so confident and sexy. 

Sofie couldn’t believe it. A diet wouldn’t make bones better. She could see Lia’s jawline now, defined and pristine, as opposed to the no-chin she had before. Her shoulder bones pointed out prominently, highlighting her delicacy, and her clavicles were shiny and spectacularly well-formed. Lia’s dress was so tight that Sofie could trace the shape of her pelvic bones through the fabric. 

And yes, Lia’s tits were now enormous—but they were buoyant too, instead of the weirdly pancake-batter batch of pumpkin lumps they were before. She’d had a lot of breasts, but not really tits. It was the same problem that Sofie had, the one that she’d hoped to solve by buying a push-up bra. 

She knew lingerie and other slutty kinds of clothing were sinful. But she had hoped that her intent would carry her through. She hadn’t wanted to look like a whore, just like a woman, instead of the shapeless mass all her attentions toward her grades and hunger had made her. 

It didn’t help. It just mashed all the mash together. Like tossing flour into a bowl full of cornstarch. With her sweatpants and big shirt on, she felt like she looked ridiculous, and she knew she was probably right.

Meanwhile, she was also sure that the smell of her arousal was in the air. She could certainly smell Lia—whose constant preening in the reflection of the café’s windows appeared to make her drenching wet as well as tenting her raspberry-sized nipples. Her skin was so exceptionally smooth and pale; pristine, like a painting. 

“Who cares how I got this way?” Lia rolled her eyes again. “What a boring subject. Let’s talk about something hilarious, like how ridiculous you look with that push-up bra on. Do you really think any boy will ever actually look at you when I’m around?” Lia giggled. “I mean, oh my god. You look like, older than me by a million years but also like a sexless little fat baby, do you know that? Except for all that acne. God, you’re horrid.”

Sofie, confronted with this scathing barrage, did not know how to respond. Her throat felt like it had closed up entirely. Shame filled her. Lia was right. She was horrid. She tried to look anywhere else except for Lia’s mocking, excoriating gaze—but it felt wrong to look away from the perfect mass of beauty looking back at her. 

“Actually,” Lia tossed her brilliantly shiny, blond hair back. “I’m wrong. No boy will want you around or even alive if they know I exist, let alone just seeing me in person.” She giggled, winking at the waiter who absently ground his crotch against the doorframe while looking at her. Several men inside the restaurant had gathered closer to the window to look at Lia and fondle themselves, doing so with the same casual nature they might possess when strolling up to do their business at a urinal. “You’re so pathetic. Why would you wear a push-up bra? Who would ever want to look in your direction?”

Sofie’s throat was definitely swollen. She couldn’t respond. Nor could she run. Her adrenal glands pumped on overdrive, flooding her system with blood and chemicals. Her jaw tightened and her head throbbed, but she couldn’t move. When it came to fight or flight, her first response had always been fright. So, she froze, like a rabbit seeing a hound sniffing nearby. 

“Did you want to look pretty, ugly girl?” Lia was so gloriously pretty, even as she was being so incredibly derisive. “You wanted to look sexy? You wanted to show off your boobies? Your massive fucking titties? Your super stuffed-up milkies?”

Her language was becoming so absurd that Sofie was certain she was missing a key reference. 

“Wh...what?”

“It’s from the video, dummy. Haven’t you seen it?”

“Seen...seen what?”

Rolling her eyes, Lia took out a big, sparkly pink phone. The video was already open, like she spent all her free-time watching it. 

A hot animated girl spoke to an obviously-sexually-frustrated young man. The girl wore a tight halter top and possessed an incredible rack—in fact, her tight busty proportions were shockingly similar to Lia’s. 

Oh these? The girl shoved her tits into the young man’s face. My boobies? My massive fucking titties?

She kept talking like that, hyperbolically describing her hyperbolically perfect appearance as the young man watched and hopelessly strained in lust, shoving her breasts closer and closer to his face. 

My hunger-bunger boinky doinkies?

My fucking fabric-stretching wind-flapping sex nodes?

You mean these super duper ultra hyper goddamn motherfucking perfect—

What was...what was going on?

At the end of the video, the man bonked the girl with a big bat with the letters H-O-R-N-Y inscribed on it. 

“I don’t...what...?”

Patiently, smiling, Lia showed it to her again. The video was set to auto-repeat, so all Lia had to do was keep it held up and in Sofie’s face. It was important for Sofie to pay attention. She had to figure this out. It had something to do with...

Big titties.

Mega-honkin’ uber-knockers.

Massive super hyper ultra sweater-pillows.

Was the video...getting longer? It felt like there were more names for big, perfect, man-pleasing titties every time she watched it. 

My perfect tight-bodied super-duper trophy wife body?

My miles-wide fit-a-train-through-it thigh-gap?

My thin-as-fuck-to-make-your-fat-wife-jealous arms?

It was so important to figure this out. The video was so deep. There was so much to analyze. The animation so utterly entrancing. She watched it again and again. It couldn’t be that long. What was it, thirty seconds? It was okay to watch it again...and again...and again...

* * * * *
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IT WAS THE LATE EVENING when Sofie walked home. She held Lia’s phone in her hands, letting it continue to play even when she wasn’t watching it. The repeat->infinite option was very handy. 

My BOOBIES?

My hunger-bonger boinky doinkies?

Sofie shifted her top. Her breasts kept itching, but in a kind of pleasant way. Like they were being massaged by tiny little fairies, each one obsessed with big boobies. Boinky doinkies. 

She giggled, nearly tripping over some fallen leaves. The heaving globular mass of her breasts jiggled. Someone watching her would have seen them—in the last five minutes—slowly retreating in size from their previous shapes of mish-mashed smashed root vegetables into tight, alluring teardrops perfectly positioned by strangely strengthened back muscles. 

Sofie’s giggling fit lasted for about thirty seconds longer than it should have, and by the time it was over she had forgotten why she was giggling at all. Everything felt fuzzy for some reason. 

She felt like she was even walking on fuzz. Maybe it was how she couldn’t stop strutting on her toes? 

Before today, she had never walked on her toes. She’d had dreams of being a ballet dancer when she was very young that were crushed when the first instructor she’d met told her she was simultaneously somehow too short, fat, and ugly to be a ballet dancer. It didn’t help that she had been completely right.

But her toes now easily supported her weight as she walked, like there was less of her to go around somehow. More than that, it felt like her brain was lifting her up through the crown of her head, like the insides of her skull had been replaced with a helium balloon and kept her floating aloft. 

Besides, it felt right to walk on her toes. God had given her a body to show off, hadn’t he? And women were supposed to show off by strutting in high heels. That was probably in the Bible, right?

Like, she shouldn’t wear stripper heels or anything, but wearing a little lift made sense. She had a butt! Men should notice what God had given her!

In the meantime, she practiced by stepping down the sidewalk on her toes, carefully landing between each crack and skipping over overgrown roots that had been exposed through the concrete during a recent bout of heavy thunderstorms. 

To be honest, she felt incredible. She felt light for the first time in ages, maybe more than a decade. Her skin tingled almost like she’d had too much caffeine. Had she had a drink at the café?

Had she had...anything? All she could remember was feasting on Lia’s appearance. 

She didn’t remember having food or drink, but a ton of caffeine-heavy coffee would explain her floaty jazzed feeling and why she couldn’t remember the hours flying by. She had no recollection of the afternoon. All she really remembered, in fact, was watching the video again and again. But that didn’t make sense—where had the time gone? The video was only like, what, thirty seconds long?

She held up Lia’s phone to check the length. It didn’t even occur to her that the duration of the video hardly mattered; in fact, it was quite the opposite. Nothing really mattered except the details concerning the video. It had parked inside her brain, bought up most of the real estate, and was steadily opening up brand new shops and renovating all available property. 

She did remember that Lia had left the phone with her while she went inside to gather up admirers and pump them for money.

You’re going to need it, sweetie. You have so much work that needs doing. L-O-L, you’re so fugly. I can’t believe someone as horrendous as you is real, to be honest. Keep watching, kay?

Of course she had to do what Lia said—Lia had showed her the video, and that meant that Lia was in charge of her now, just like Lia deserved to be for being so utterly gorgeous. God had given her all the gifts and so Sofie’s rightful place was on her knees, admiring Lia’s holy pussy and attending to it like a shiny, delicious relic that needed to be licked into oblivion and back, and—

—what? 

“I said, do you want to put your phone down so we can unbox it?”

“Wh-what?” 

She was in her apartment, somehow. Back home, with her stepbrother Max at the living room coffee table holding a box cutter and presiding over a large cardboard box. They were step-siblings, but they had known each other for ages now. Sofie stood about twenty feet away from Max, at the small entry way next to the tall fake plastic fern they had. She leaned against the wall. The video played on low volume, again and again, and she wasn’t watching it only because she had walked into the wall in such a way that her view was now obscured.

Another time skip. She took a second just to adjust her vision to the surroundings. Everything felt wobbly. She wanted to lie down in Max’s lap and snuggle his crotch while she attended her own pussy and thought about Lia.

That was wrong, of course. But she had to know what she really wanted and had to be able to admit to herself to be able to deny it, using Lia’s influence. 

God.

God’s influence. Not Lia. Lia wasn’t God, that was silly. God was a man. Lia was just a super hot goddess.

Gosh, she was so turned around. Max looked at her, expectantly, excited, his fingers tapping a giant box addressed to the two of them.

The box. 

“Oh my god, it’s here?” 

Some part of her personality, her memory, remained intact. She and Max had been looking forward to the release of Doomhome for more than a year. It was a campaign-heavy roleplaying game with an evolving board state featuring villains who would die and come back again and hold grudges, a card-based combat system, stacks of miniatures, and even had AI-powered app integration for encounters.  

Really, it had been Sofie who was the most interested—she pushed Max into helping her donate to the GoStarter Fund and together, they had put enough money in to reach the highest tier. This meant they would be some of the first people in the world to be able to play. 

Sofie had, in the back of her now thoroughly lust-addled mind, remembered some half-baked plans to record the box opening and post it on social media. She also remembered lots and lots of anxiety about showing any part of her body on the video, especially her chunky cankles or her obese thighs. 

But...that didn’t make sense. Sure, her pants today were gross, but her ankles were thin and delicate and her thighs were pristinely smooth and lovely, the last time she looked. 

Max, who had graduated college a few years ago and had an IT job with a cable company and who actually had real income, had donated most of the money for Doomhome. Even so, without Sofie’s enthusiasm, they wouldn’t have it at all. 

Sofie remembered, now, in the moments before Lia’s very late arrival at the café, her annoyance that meeting Lia at the “absurd” café location would possibly mean missing the delivery of the game. 

“Oh, Max.” She shook her head. “I’m kind of all crossed up right now.” The video kept playing at its low, insistent volume. My BOOBIES? My mind-twisting TITTIES? My uber-hot— “Could we like, um, do it in a few hours?”

Was all this clutter in Sofie’s thoughts just from watching the video? But it was only like a minute long, right? She should...she should check...

“Sofie, I’d love to do this with you now. I took off work early to make sure I was here to receive it. Come on.” Max waved her over. “We’ve been looking forward to this for months.”

The urge to look at the video on her phone—

And think about my BOOBIES, my big ol’ KNOCKERS, my yummy-honey sweater BUNNIES—

—was shoved to one side aggressively from Max needing something, needing her. She walked into the room with him and slowly moved toward the couch and coffee table. It took her a moment to get comfortable; her clothes were all bunched up and piled in weird ways, like there was too much of them for the amount of her that existed. 

He smelled so incredibly good. How had she not noticed that before? Max smelled great. 

It was a smell that kind of let her know something? Like, there were layers to the smell. Kind of...

Kind of like the video!

Her brain started to chew on the many ideas presented by his scent, the same way it had chewed on Lia’s beauty, and then on the sexy funny hot yummy-yum booby video. 

First, of course, there was the fact that Max hadn’t showered in a little while, so he had a pleasant musk on top. But then beneath that was something strong and intimating, something that made a little girl like Sofie ache to obey. And beneath that was something hard, something indomitable, something that deserved to be sucked and that made it really clear that men were more important than any need a girl had; everyone knew that.

Sofie wiped a long string of drool from her mouth, not that it helped that much. It was already all over her hands and shirt. 

Max—rather a slob himself—didn’t seem to care that much about the drool. He looked like he also smelled something strange in the air, something interesting, something that felt good for a brain to chew on for a while. Probably, if anything, he thought she was just looking at a piece of fried chicken on her phone. 

God, she was such a fat ugly bitch; he really deserved someone better to be his sister. 

Finally, obediently and kind of ashamed of herself (what else was new?) Sofie was able to get all her clothes and drool and body in order and properly sat down with Max at the coffee table.

“Uh, Sofie?”

She had sat on his lap, her hand resting casually on his crotch, showing him the importance that he deserved as the man of the family. Her fingers twitched against the line of his cock inside his sweat shorts. She watched her fingers for several moments, the veiled shape beneath them stirring slowly from her presence. 

Hot, simple warmth spread from out from between her thighs. Had she ever actually aroused someone before? She used to dream of turning on girls, right? Except that it was so wrong for her to think that. 

It was wrong because God said it was wrong to turn on girls. 

Or...wait, what did God say? Because turning on girls was super fun. Maybe it was wrong to turn them on if you didn’t turn on boys too? That was probably it. God was all about fairness. 

She tossed her hair back, fighting the urge to bite one of her glossy, silky dark brown locks between her teeth. She knew she was an ugly bitch but she hoped, at least, that her hair looked pretty. It had always been her best feature.

“Sofie...would you get off me?” 

Max’s voice was strained. Sofie could not help but feel hurt. She was too ugly to be on his lap. That was all right. She moved to one side, already fondly remembering that happy, proud time when she had sat on her brother’s lap, and she thought...she thought...

...Why did I sit down like that?

Was it because really hot hunks like her brother deserved hot virgin God-fearing pussy aching against his hard cock all the time?

Hmm. She thought for a moment, slowly sliding her fingers off his thigh. No, no. She must have just been confused. 

Besides, Max was hardly a “hunk” or anything close to it. He was, objectively, ugly just like she was. He had the body-type of a clump of frozen berries. His face was greasy, his fingers sausage-like, his belly a whole row of spare tires. Even his hair was limp and thin just like hers—

—Except, no. Her hair was beautiful. Thick and long and healthy. It always had been. 

Right? 

She frowned. The video would know. That was just the kind of thing it was an expert in. 

“You okay, Sofie?”

She nodded slowly. Feeling drugged. Feeling horny. “Oh like, for sure.” She giggled. “Totally. I think.”

Something was deeply wrong. Why had she giggled? Why had she said for sure? Why had she said totally?

Was it his cock? His big brother massive delicious cock that she had been dying to taste for years with her big puffy wet lips?

But...but she didn’t have big puffy wet lips and his cock wasn’t like, big.

It could be delicious though, right? 

“—Right?”

Max had been talking. Her thoughts were in the air. He looked at her with expectation through his big soda-bottle lens glasses. Sofie took a breath, remembering herself. She wasn’t attracted to him. She didn’t want to suck his cock. She didn’t.

“Oh, right. Yes. For sure.”

“Cool.” He handed her the box cutter. “I’m super excited about this, but you got me into it, so I’m glad you agree.”

For a moment, she just held the box cutter, hovering it over the cardboard box, trying to think. What was she supposed to do here? Something about the box was supposed to join with the box...cutter...but what was it?

She bit a lip. It was thick and pink and glossy. Good girls had glossy lips and shiny skin, and she needed to be a good girl so bad, even if it meant fucking her brother’s big bad delicious forbidden cock.

Absently, she started stroking the box cutter—its blade still inside the handle—as if it were a cock. She giggled, blushing, thinking of the way that a cock would stiffen and grow under her grip. 

“Sofie, you seem really out of it. Did you get drunk or something?”

She shook her head. Focus. “No. I’m sorry. Lia just...we had like...an argument. And she showed me this video, trying to help me understand her point? But I just can’t understand it, and I keep thinking about it.” 

She smiled. Her formerly crooked, coffee-stained teeth were bright, glistening white and straight. “You’re more than important than that, Max. Really. It’s just hard to think when you smell so good.”

Why...

Why had she said that?

Was it because of her boobies?

My knockers? My mega-ultra super duper man-melting—

“Sofie, I haven’t even showered today.” He scoffed. “Like, not to be gross, but honestly, I haven’t showered since Sunday. I was thinking earlier I needed to wash up.”

It was Wednesday. 

She snuggled into him. “I don’t know. It smells good. Like musk. I don’t mind.”

There wasn’t a lot of room on the couch, but luckily, Sofie was fairly thin—or at least much smaller than Max. They had just bought a new couch because the two of them had been so hard on the old one, wearing out its springs and exhausting its pillows. 

She passed the box cutter back into his hands. Technology was like, super hard. She had so much happening in her brain right now. A good girl like her really only needed to be looking at phones and screens. 

“You do it,” she said. “I trust you.”

Sofie couldn’t tell, but her voice had altered considerably since this morning. Her vocal chords had loosened and cleared, removing the phlegm-like junk that had stuck in them for years to give her speaking tones dismal shades of bridge troll charisma. 

She now sounded clear, like a voice actress, and happy, like a cheerleader, and soft, like a young wife in her honeymoon bed. 

Pushing against Max, her heavy tits growing rapidly and wrapping around his arm, she watched his thick bulge tenting inside his shorts. More drool started to spill out of her lips.

Max didn’t seem to know what to make of any of this. He slowly opened the box, shaking his head and muttering something about a weird makeover and her new perfume, and began to pull out the contents inside. 

Sofie giggled. She wasn’t wearing any perfume. She just smelled like a good girl, the kind that made men hard.

The game arrived in a large, thirty-pound box. Inside was a small wooden chest with maps, several thick decks of cards, miniatures, metal tokens, and dice. 

“Oh, hey,” he asked as she rubbed her expanding tits into his arm. “Do you know which decks we’re not supposed to open at all? They’re not labeled. Just color-coded. I think there was something on the website. Would you look?”

“Oh!” Sofie nodded, pulling out her phone. “I know exactly where to look.”

Right away, she opened and played the video. 

You mean THESE? My boobies? 

My heavy-duty super-sized knockers? My cock-growing ultra-big fuckpillows? My bimbo-body fuck-me-Daddy decorations? My—

“Hey,” said Max, his voice husky. “Hey, Sofie. We’ve watched it like...six times now. You can put it away.”

Another time jump. Sofie giggled. It was kind of fun to lose your mind for a while. The video took good care of it for her, washed and cleaned it and handed it back, with all the more important things so much more prominent and clear. 

One of Sofie’s hands held her phone. The other, naturally, gripped Max’s turgid cock, her thumb slipping against the cockhead through his shorts and soaking in his precum. 

This was...this was fine. This was allowed. She could touch his cock a little. They were only stepbrother and stepsister, after all. She could touch his cock through his shorts. She just couldn’t suck it, or really stroke it, or have him fuck her pregnant while she begged to call her friends up and have him knock them up too and—

“—Sofie!”

She had started stroking him hard and fast while her thoughts ran away from her. Sofie giggled. Her thoughts were so slow, because she was so turned on like a good girl always would be, and yet she was still so much slower than her thoughts anyway. 

Max looked close to cumming. Her perfectly-manicured fingers and nails were wet with his precum. She licked her glossy, puffy lips, and let out a soft little moan. 

“I think it’s okay,” she said, still stroking. “If you cum, then we can concentrate. Right? You just need to do it a little, in your shorts. I won’t lick it up with my good girl tongue and swallow you down like a happy fuckdoll or anything.” Her voice was husky, breathless, like a 1940s movie starlet. “I’ll just lick my fingers dry from whatever soaks through your shorts. That’s fine. I thought about it. I figured it out.”

“Sofie...” 

His hips humped toward her hand, his cock paying no attention to his own reluctance. 

“This is wrong.” He looked a little desperate. “We can’t. And you—something is happening. You’re so hot all of a sudden. You’re like...half the size you used to be.”

“Oh no!” She squeezed his cock. “You mean these? Are my boobies smaller? My big knockers? My hunger-bunger boinky doinkies?”

She pushed them up into his face so he could see, so he could make sure. It was so important to be polite to men. They were always looking at Sofie’s tits—she was little more than a walking, half-sentient piece of eye candy—so she really needed Max to let her know if her existence even meant anything by telling her that her tits were big enough. 

“N-no, fuck.” He groaned, leaning back. “Those are enormous. And beautiful.”

Sofie tittered. “Thank you, sir.”

His cock swelled and throbbed at that—being called Sir. Just like her cunt glistened with pulsing wetness from being called beautiful by her Man.

Wasn’t he her Man? That seemed right. He was right in front of her, and she was a girl, and her hand was on his throbbing precum-streaming cock as he humped his hips into her grip. Of course he was her Man. 

“It’s just you used to be fat.” Max breathed hard. “Right? And now you look, I mean. God. I think I could put my hands around your whole waist.”

“Oh, really? Do you want to try?”

Having her brother’s hands on her in an intimate fashion would be so wrong. But if he was just trying to measure something, that seemed fine. Right?

God, he smelled good. She wanted to lick his scent. She wondered where it was coming from. Maybe his cock?

Could she lick her brother’s cock if all she really wanted to lick was his scent? That would be so wrong, still. Her juicy, glossy lips all over her brother’s thick, hard cock. But she would be trying to lick his scent, so that cancelled it out sort of, right? 

Max stood up suddenly. 

“This is nuts. I have to...I need to get something to eat or something.”

His cock was at eye-level, bulging through his shorts. A precum-soaked stain obvious in the heather-gray fabric. Sofie had a revelation.

“Oh sure,” she said. “Wait just a second, okay?”

She pushed her mouth forward and wrapped her lips around his cockhead through his shorts, moaning and still jacking him off with one hand. He felt enormous, like he was growing even as she touched and tasted his cock.

Through the shorts. She touched and tasted his cock through the shorts, like a sister would. That was totally normal; every brother and sister did that if they really wanted to. 

“Oh fuck. Sofie. Sofie. I’m going to...fuck me, I’m going to...”

He grabbed the thick, silky strands of her hair and pushed her against his cock. She moaned, orgasming hotly as he came into his shorts and a bit—just a little bit—through the fabric. 

But it was like, a screen, right? And because it had passed through the fabric, it meant that it was like cleaned out or something, and she was just a hot girl licking up her stud’s cum as she sucked and slurped and licked his shorts clean. 

They weren’t boyfriend or girlfriend or anything. That would be wrong. 

“Stay there,” she said, getting up and strutting to the kitchen. “I’ll make you a sandwich, sir.”

* * * * *
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ALL OF SOFIE’S CLOTHES were wrong. As she made Max’s sandwich easily and effortlessly, casually chopping up and quickly pan-frying meat and vegetables to make him a triple-stack club sandwich, she could not think of anything else. 

Though she made bacon and cooked for a good ten minutes on very high heat, not a single drop of grease landed on her. The cooking surfaces and kitchen were immaculate—even better than when she had entered the room. It was deeply simple for her to sweep, mop, spray, and wipe in between steps of making the sandwich, making sure to wash her soft, feminine, long-digited hands several times. She loved cooking and cleaning. 

She just wished she had the right clothes. A good girl was supposed to cook and clean in like, an apron and heels and nothing else. Maybe lingerie, if she had been very good and she sucked her brother off the way he deserved in the morning to wake him up.

That thought stopped her dead in her tracks as she wiped the counter for the fifth time.  

Brother cock. My boobies wrapped around his big brother cock. Worshipping. Loving. Sucking. Cradling him with my super duper ultra hyper goddamn motherfucking perfect—

“Hey babe? How about that sandwich?”

Deep guilt assailed Sofie. She had made her man ask. That was terrible. She was supposed to anticipate. Her deep, shameful bout of selfishness in cleaning the kitchen of all his sustained messes over years of filthy eating and habits had prevented him from his immediate satiation! 

“Yes sir!” she chirped, happily picking up the plate and walking his way.

In her hurry to acquiesce to his demands, she hardly noticed her reflection in the microwave glass or in the hallway mirror. If she had, she would have noticed a stranger looking back at her. A glossy, model-perfect beauty with perfect bone structure, impeccable posture, and a dynamite body complete with jaw-dropping, gravity-mocking tits and long perfect legs leading up to a smashing ass and zero-point-two fat percentage lean, long torso.  

Sofie abandoned her pants, wearing only a giant shirt that she had found on her body when she noticed she was wearing it. It wasn’t her shirt—it was far too ugly, and the push-up bra that had been underneath it didn’t fit at  all so she had tossed that right away, but at least she had something that was kind of casually sexy. 

Like a shirt dress. Like she was his live-in girlfriend fuckdoll. That was a fun game they could play as brother and sister; it was totally normal. She wished she could be his girlfriend; it would make her feel so lucky and loved. 

When she walked into the living room, Max closed the video—she could hear him watching it the whole time she made him the sandwich—and pulled Sofie down on his lap. 

“There you go,” he said. “Much better.”

His cock was already hard, pushing up insistently at Sofie’s ass cheeks. 

The gaming materials were all over the floor, pushed to one side from setting his feet up on the coffee table. She would have to lick up the marks from his feet on the glass later. 

“I want to inspect you,” he said. “I need to know that you’re okay. That you’re...really you.”

She nodded. “Yes, sir.”

Her brother had changed in the intervening time—the fifteen or so minutes that it had taken her to make his meal. The sandwich she made was a good six inches thick and he chomped it twice and downed it all. His jaw—formerly an inner-tube insulated with what looked like several fleshy donuts—was strong and lantern-shaped. A handsome five o’clock shadow had sprouted; he hadn’t been able to grow any hair at all before. 

His thick hands seemed like they had grown—hard and strong and agile, and joined by thick oak-hard forearms and massive biceps and triceps. 

Sofie felt hot, simple wetness attend her cunt just from looking at her brother’s hard, muscled body. He had pectorals. Deltoids. Lats. She bit her lip, unable to stop herself drooling through her mouth or her cunt. 

“...hard...”

“I know, babe. It’s hard for you to think. Just let me touch you.”

His hands slipped up inside her oversized shirt and gripped her abdomen. She was rock hard there and as utterly slender. Sofie had always had an easy time being thin and pretty, not like that ugly bitch who used to live in this home. Sofie hated that dumb cunt. It was so easy to be pretty all the time; why would you choose to be anything else? What a fucking loser that other Sofie had been. 

She moaned at her brother’s touch, whimpering, knees knocking together. Her thighs slipped inward but both were so thin that touching was out of the question, her thigh gap wide enough for even a giant cock like her brother’s to slip through. 

This was wrong. He was feeling her up, that was wrong. He was her brother, her brother, and—

His hands landed on her tits, casually flicking the enormously sensitive nipples she now possessed. 

Lightning shocked through her system and her brain turned white all over. Sofie came, shuddering and squeaking and whimpering, falling against her brother and softly, wetly humping his thigh. 

“Fuck...fuck, Daddy...fuck, Daddy...”

That was so odd, so weird, so hot calling her brother Daddy, but it felt so good. He was the real man of the house anyway. Their father had been gone for ages. She needed to show how much she respected him. 

His hands kept moving, squeezing her tits roughly and eliciting more orgasms and—when he squeezed especially hard—milk. Thick and creamy, it oozed through the cracks in his hands.

“M-maybe...” she whimpered. “Maybe we should stop.”

“We can’t stop now. I’m too hard to stop anything.”

Oh, yeah. That was a good point. Good girls couldn’t do anything to stop a man with a hard cock; that was basically the law. She read it in the Bible; she licked the words religiously. 

“What if I just...sucked it? Like before? Through your shorts?”

That would be fine. Just to slip his cock into her mouth like she had, like brother and sister always did with one another. 

“That’s baby stuff. We’re not doing that again.” 

She tried valiantly to hide her disappointment. Even so, tears welled up in her bright blue eyes, the edges of her permanently smiling lips threatening to turn downward. 

“I-it’s just...” she gulped. “You’re so hard. I can feel it.”

She really could. His thick, hard cock shot load after load of precum up on her naked thighs, pushing insistently at her pussy folds through his shorts. It was so moist and wet. Right now, they were having a perfectly normal sibling moment. She could probably ride him with her bare, hot bimbo pussy on his covered cock and still be totally tame. You could put that on like, a greeting card. 

“You’re just going to have to suck me off the real way.”

“Oh.” She gulped. “But. We’re like, um...brother and sister? So maybe...maybe I should...um...”

“Is that why you’ve been acting so strange today? You’re just a girl, Sofie. That’s way more important than being my sister. And because you’re a girl, you need my cock up your cunt.”

“Oh. But...”

He was making such good points. It was so hard to argue, especially when she was so turned on. 

Then the doorbell rang. 

* * * * *
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“GIVE ME BACK MY PHONE. Now.”

It was Lia at the door, of course. 

Behind her, standing and waiting at the edge of the lawn in a parking lot in the street, were a gaggle of Lia’s admirers. They called out her name—some called her Mistress—and begged her to look their way. There was a mix of men and women, more women than men, and all of them looked haggard and defeated. They did not look their love had been in any way requited; in fact, they looked more like they had been dragged behind Lia’s new four-wheel drive truck, driven by a young man with slicked-back dark hair and opaque sunglasses. He was also in the crowd, lovestruck, fondling himself, waiting to be looked at by Lia. 

Sofie, a good girl, had been the one to answer the door. It was a girl’s job, after all. All men should have to do at home is sit, drink beer, eat delicious home-cooked meals, and receive loving blowjobs from the good (preferably pregnant) girls lucky enough to adore them. 

Lia looked...smart? She was angry, that was for sure. She wore a tight violet dress with long slits down the side from the hips, with flowing fabric between her legs like a knight’s tabard. A halter strap slipped around her neck and revealed a wide, long keyhole of perfectly plump, positioned cleavage. She had on tight, black leather gloves that cut off at the wrist and dark sunglasses. 

Earlier, she had looked something like a bimbo goddess—a heightened caricature of a cheerleading clique leader. Now she looked more like some kind of femme fatale, her thick golden hair perfectly parted and arranged, her lips red and her skin deeply pale. 

Sofie, covered in Max’s precum and sweating and wearing nothing but some stranger’s shirt that fit terribly, felt underdressed. 

“You mean his phone?” Sofie gulped. “Oh. Right. Yes. I think it belongs to Max?”

“It’s my phone, you twit,” Lia snapped. “Go get it. Now. You’re coming with me.”

None of this made any sense. Why would she leave the apartment when cock was here? Sofie, a good god-fearing Christian girl, didn’t want to fuck Max’s beautiful big brother cock, fuck it and ride it and suck it and please it until it made her too pregnant to ever think real thoughts ever again, but she did love being near it. 

And besides, Lia’s phone was Max’s property now. Everything in the home belonged to Max. Those were just the rules. So...

Thinking fast, she snatched Lia’s arm and tugged her inside, closing the door behind her. A great groan went up from the crowd on the street, no longer able to see the object of their affection. 

The thick bubble of anxiety that had been boiling up inside of Sofie ever since Lia arrived popped harmlessly, probably along with a few choice brain cells and memories of either of them ever once being ugly. 

Now that Lia was inside, there was nothing to worry about! Lia belonged to Max now, just like Sofie and all the other pretty things inside the apartment. They just had to figure out how.

Lia shoved her away, towering over Sofie in her tall expensive heels. 

“You don’t get to touch me, girl. Where is my phone?”

“It’s in here!”

Max’s voice—its masculine, husky baritone—made Sofie’s body quiver. Forgetting all about Lia, she followed it to the source, aching to know his next request. Maybe if she closed her eyes, she could touch his cock? If she didn’t know it was her brother, that made stroking him okay, right? She would just ask...

“Unnn...”

The sound came unbidden from her puffy, juicy lips as she saw Max naked stroking himself in front of Lia’s phone. His body—sculpted and hard and muscular—lounged on the couch. His cock, enormous, spurted heavy jets of precum all over the carpet, coffee table, and Lia’s phone every few moments. 

“...fuck me...” she whispered. 

Lia caught up with her finally, shaking her head. “Oh, you fucking dicks. You, bring me my phone.”

She snapped her fingers at Max, clearly used to people doing what she said. A couple of days full of memory wiping and rewriting and full transformations would probably do that. 

“This phone?” Max pointed with his cock. “The one I got all dirty? I don’t know. You sure you want it back?”

Lia stamped her foot. “Yes, I want it back. It’s the only thing with the video on it. I need it so I can copy it a-and, hey, stop that!”

Barely stroking himself, he jetted another heavy stream of precum all over the phone’s surface. Meanwhile, the animation kept playing again and again. 

My boobies?

My hunger-bunger boinky doinkies?

“Sorry,” said Max, completely insincere. “I’ve got kind of a hair trigger all of a sudden. Here.” 

He tossed the phone to Sofie, who caught it and moaned and shuddered into the wall, close to cumming, her thick lips immediately covered with drool once again. The phone was covered in Max’s precious juices. 

“I think you should clean it off first,” said Max. “Don’t you?”

Sofie nodded. But how? The only way to clean precum was with your tongue, and the only tongue she had was hers. And that meant...

Pulsing, urgent heat kept pushing through body. 

Well. It was okay, right? It wasn’t like she was licking up her brother’s precum. She was just going to slurp and lick and clean it off the phone. That was fine. That meant it wasn’t his. It was the phone’s precum. That was totally normal, people did that all the time! 

“Hey, what are you...hey, stop that! Oh my god, you two!”

Lia swatted at Sofie’s arms and shoulders as Sofie slowly, lovingly slipped her phone into her mouth, slurping and licking it dry. The trancey, unending reverberations of the animation slipped even harder into her brain, attacking it from the inside. 

Lia kept grabbing her, swatting, trying to grab her property back. Sofie, not finished with her very important job of slurping up Max’s taste, resisted. Each of them clawing and grinding and grappling. Lia ripped Sofie’s shirt off, revealing her teen-perfect barely legal porn-star-ready body. Soon they fell down into a heap of limbs and tits. Sofie, just slightly taller, wrapped her legs around Lia’s waist and ended up on top of her. 

“Get off of me!” Lia demanded. “This is ridiculous. Give me what I came for a-and...ohhh!”

She yelped as Sofie shifted around, giving Lia what she asked for—to be on top. But Sofie’s legs held tight in a body lock, grinding her pussy upward, and She put the phone in her sexy tits for Lia to examine. 

“I think there’s something in the video,” said Sofie. “Something you forgot? Would you look?”

“There’s nothing I forgot, girl. You idiot. I watched it for hours last night. Just let me...let me...”

Lia watched the video now, her eyes glazing over. At the same time, Max approached from behind and began to slide his cock against the side of Lia’s head. The stacked, sexy blonde grabbed it absently and began to stroke, like she was playing with her hair. 

“Oh there’s...” Lia’s voice became very soft. It slowly began to lose the imperious nature it had only moments before. “There’s something...isn’t there? Maybe you were right? Maybe...oh...”

She turned her face entirely and saw Max’s cock there, waiting for her. 

“I’m...I’m not supposed to be in charge,” Lia whispered, her gorgeous lips sliding against his shaft. “I’m j-just a girl...”

“Suck me off and prove it,” said Max.

Heavy banging filled the apartment. The men and women outside desperate to be let in, to see their mistress again. But they were too late—Max had imprinted upon her, just like he imprinted on Sofie. 

Sofie had no way of knowing this, but Lia only needed to go a few more hours to be her own fully independent, indomitable, goddess-like mistress forever. Even Max, with the power he was now accruing, wouldn’t have been able to dominate her—although she wouldn’t have been able to dominate Max, either. The two might have, in another world, existed in an endless stalemate, using Sofie as a pawn of pleasure in their own games.

But, it wasn’t a few hours from now. It was right now—and right now, Lia was still vulnerable to having her newly-transformed mind imprinted from a strong man’s perfect cock just like Sofie had been. 

With her legs wrapped around Lia’s waist, keeping her in place, Sofie could feel just how much Max’s cock turned her on. She needed a good fuck. The poor girl was a virgin, just like Sofie. 

“Do it, Lia...” Sofie’s hands ran up and down Lia’s perfect, busty body. “Show him what you can do.”

Lia nodded. Giving in. Whimpering, moaning, body twisted, her lips fell upon his cock and began to suck. For a few moments, the awkward positioning meant everything moved slow. Max slowly guided his cock in and out of Lia’s hot, glistening lips while Sofie casually fingered her best friend. The video continued to play, filling all of their heads with its transformative words and sounds. 

After a minute, Max moved around and stood over Sofie, grabbing Lia’s skull. 

“Hah, fuck...” he grunted. “Fuck. Fuck. You are too hot, fuck!”

Groaning, he fucked her face as hard as he could. His ass cheeks flexed as he pumped using both his arms and his hips, in and out, brilliantly entering as fast as possible. Needing to cum. 

Sofie felt so proud. She knew her brother was always going to cum a lot. He was a man, after all. But she felt delighted that he could cum again already, and that part of the reason he was so turned on was because of her in the first place. 

This was so hot, so perfect. Her brother was face-fucking her best friend! She had to be a good sister and help him out. She got up on her hands and knees—Lia no longer needed to be restrained—and wrapped her slender arms around Lia’s tall, tiny throat. Holding her in a headlock, she jammed Lia up and down Max’s cock.

“Do it, Max,” she nodded, encouraging. A real life supermodel beauty holding the head of a real life sex goddess. “Fuck her face. Fuck her skull, Daddy. Sir. Do it, please? Cum in her, please? Don’t you deserve it? I think you do. You deserve everything, Daddy. You’re so important. You’re so—" 

Holding both girls’ hair, almost roaring, Max came down Lia’s throat. Sofie moaned and massaged her entire body against Lia’s, nearly cumming herself, so fucking excited to see her brother, her Man, receive so much pleasure all at once. His heavy seed pumped down Lia’s throat and mouth, emptying inside of her and overflowing, until thick strands began to overfill her sexy lips and slide down her neck and tits. 

Lia popped off his cock, wiping and licking her mouth dry. She pulled Sofie in for a kiss and—before she could stop herself—Sofie kissed her back. Tasting Max’s cum on Lia’s tongue. 

“Oh sweetie,” Lia whispered, licking her Max-cum-laden tongue against Sofie’s chin. “He needs to fuck you. Can’t you taste it?”

She could. But it was...it was so wrong. She didn’t want to be her brother’s silly fuckdoll treat, his hot little trophy, his pregnant sisterwife. But...but...

But she needed it. She burned for it. She’d never wanted anything else, really. Not that she could remember. 

“Open wide, Sofie.” Shoving the coffee table to one side, Max pushed her on her back and spread her legs. “We’ve waited long enough.”

She felt like she had been waiting her whole life. She pined for him, needed him. She knew that being fucked like this was permanent, that she could never go back to anything like a normal life, and she ached for it anyway. The need evaporated all reason, all good sense, all judgment—all she needed was to fuck his big, manly, perfect big brother cock. 

He shoved inside her, somehow still hard despite emptying his balls down Lia’s hot, tight esophagus. 

“O-oh fuck!” The jolt of having her virginity destroyed by his massive cock was strictly pleasurable. A gift from the video. “Oh fuck, oh Sir, oh Daddy, oh god...”

Sofie squeezed and clung with her pussy, her whole body, tightening her abs and ass as he entered and clinging still as he exited, needing every inch of his monstrous meat inside her as long as possible. 

Lia, now in the role of accomplice that Sofie had just been so proud in, pushed in on Max. 

“Fuck your sister, baby,” she cooed. “You’re such a stud. Did you know your sister is a total hottie? It’s true. She begs me all the time to tell you how big of a crush she has on you.”

That wasn’t true. That was...

That...was true?

Reality and fiction had gotten so fucked up, and now Max fucked her, and Sofie just didn’t care...

“She wants to be pregnant from you.” Lia grinned, kissing Max’s neck and chin. “That’s right. She wants her brother’s babies. She wants to be your knocked up secret. Your hot little fuckslut babe. She wants you to fuck up her mind and her body, forever. Can you believe it? Your sweet little sister. So many guys want to fuck that perfect body of hers, but it’s just for you, isn’t it? It's just for her real Daddy.”

“Fuck...” he groaned. “I’m gonna...gonna...”

He tried pulling out. Lia pushed him in—and Sofie held him there. Needing to feel him shoot his seed inside her. Needing to be pregnant with her brother’s perfect cum, just like how Lia had said.

Every shot felt like it landed against her g-spot. She came, and came, and came again—and as she did, she saw Lia obviously orgasming from grinding her tight, hot, sweaty, naked body against Max’s side. 

They collapsed down with each other, all of them breathing hard and tracing their fingers over the other. Max in the middle, Lia and Sofie on either side giggling and whimpering and cooing. Sofie tugged a blanket down from the couch and they all snuggled in tight, pushing in hard on Max’s heavy musculature. 

After a little while, Max seemed to sleep. He’d had a hard day of fucking his sister rotten. He could fuck Lia pregnant when he woke up. Then they could be moms together! That would be so awesome. 

It was only then, in the calm, that she started to notice that the video was still playing on the phone.

My BOOBIES? My—

Lia seemed to notice it too, grabbing her phone and pressing a few buttons. 

“Here,” said Lia, finally stopping the video. Then she bit her lip, considering.  “You remember how we used to run tutoring services for all the hottest girls in school?”

Sofie nodded. Of course she did. Though why had they? They were the hottest girls in school, right? Barely legal teen queens who held everyone in the palm of their hands for their big jock stud king Max. 

But...still. There were distant, foggy memories of other girls. 

“Well. Why don’t we call them up and offer some college tutoring?” She giggled. “Ask for a meeting...show them the video.”

Sofie nodded, excited. Then Max could have even more girls serving him. Like he deserved.

More girls with boobies. 

With massive fucking TITTIES.  

With—

Lia and Sofie made out on Max’s cock until the phone finally ran out of power.

# # #
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