
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Bully

        

        
        
          M Wills

        

        
          Published by M Wills, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BULLY

    

    
      First edition. September 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 M Wills.

    

    
    
      Written by M Wills.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Bully

Thank you!

Also by M. Wills

Sign up for M Wills's Mailing List

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Bully

[image: ]


“Sorry,” Chris said with a sneer, blocking the path with his arms crossed. “You wanna take this path home you gotta pay the toll.”

“Yeah, the dork toll,” Greg sniggered beside Chris.

Brandon looked up at them both as they towered over him. He’d run out of school as soon as the last bell rang, hoping to make it to the path that wound through the park towards his home and avoid Greg and Chris. But they’d gotten there first. Probably had never been in class in the first place.

Brandon gripped the straps of his heavy backpack harder. “Who has cash anymore?” He asked, voice quivering but still unable to help himself.

Chris slapped his hand on Brandon’s shoulder so hard it made him wince, fingers digging into Brandon’s skin. “Not to worry. I also take bitcoin or the EasyMoney app.”

Brandon felt his armpits getting sweaty, his face going red. At nineteen-years-old, Chris and Greg were both one year older than Brandon. The bully and his friend had been held back a year, which only made them bigger, more muscular, and meaner than everyone else in Brandon’s class. And they’d already been big.

When Chris wasn’t picking on Brandon, it looked like he hung out in the gym. Not an ounce of fat on him. Lean and wiry. Dark brown hair shaved down to stubble. A tattoo of a spiderweb on his right bicep ran down his arm. A face perpetually set in a scowl.

Brandon, on the other hand, was short and still had the chubbiness of childhood, though matched with some light stubble and dark curly hair that had seemed to sprout everywhere: his arms, his knuckles, his groin, his chest. Brandon was half worried he was turning into a bear. He wasn’t as tall as Chris. Nor as lean and muscular. But he was much smarter. Unfortunately, his brain was bad at blocking Chris’s fists.

Chris had been picking on Brandon for years. Sometimes alone, sometimes with his equally cruel buddies. Brandon didn’t know why he’d been singled out for abuse. He just knew that it sucked and made every walk home from school a source of stress. In a moment of weakness, Brandon had confessed to his mom what was going on and then had begged her not to do anything for fear of making it worse.

Now Chris slipped his arm around Brandon’s shoulder and crushed him close. “Come on Danny-boy. Get out that phone and give me your money.”

Reluctantly, Brandon slid his phone out of his pocket and, following Chris’s instructions, sent him some money.

“Is that all?” Chris said when he received it.

“It’s all I’ve got,” Brandon said, hating the whine in his voice but equally unable to stop it.

“Then I guess we’ll just take the balance out in entertainment,” Chris said.

He lunged at Brandon suddenly and tore the backpack off his shoulders. Chris tossed it to Greg, who unzipped it and dumped everything onto the ground. Chris advanced on Brandon, grabbing a fistful of his shirt and backing him up against a tree.

“My punching bag at the gym broke. So I’m just gonna use you.”

Chris raised his fist. Brandon shut his eyes and looked away, preparing for the blow.

Just then, a woman’s voice called out from behind Chris:

“Hey! What do you think you’re doing? Stop that!”

Oh no. Brandon opened his eyes to find his mom stalking up the path, rage in her eyes. Her long blonde hair was back in a ponytail that bounced with each angry step as she approached. The only thing more humiliating than getting bullied by troglodytes was having his mom save him.

Chris released Brandon and stepped back. “He tripped and I was just helping him up.”

She glared at him and then rushed to Brandon. “Are you okay, pumpkin?”

“I’m fine, mom,” Brandon mumbled, trying to push her away.

“This is your mom?” Chris asked.

Brandon watched Chris’s eyes roam up and down his mom’s figure, starting at the cute face with the slightly upturned nose, down to the plain white shirt that strained against her heavy breasts, to the flare of her hips and the jeans that hugged her plump butt and then back up.

Brandon’s mom, Felicity, tried to hug Brandon to her but he nudged her away. “Yes he is.” She said, giving up on comforting Brandon and instead turning to point her finger into Chris’s face. “And who the hell are you?” She demanded.

“Just a friend,” Chris snickered.

“Well, friend, put my son’s things back in his backpack.”

Felicity glowered at Chris and she was imposing enough that Brandon shrank and knelt to help Greg stuff Brandon’s books back in his pack. He stood and handed it to Brandon.

“Now say you’re sorry,” Felicity demanded.

“What?”

“Are you deaf as well as stupid? Say you’re sorry.”

Chris seemed cowed by the fiery blonde. Brandon’s mom could go from cute to formidable in an instant.

“Sorry,” mumbled Chris, looking down at the ground.

“Come on, Brandon, time to go home,” Felicity said, putting a gentle arm on Brandon’s back and ushering him down the path towards home.

As Brandon trudged away, he heard Chris mumbling about his mom and all the things he wanted to do to her while Greg laughed beside him as they both watched her swaying ass. Brandon blushed beet red, disgusted to think about his mom in that way even as his mind brought up a flash of Chris bending Felicity over and railing her from behind. Even in that brief flash he saw his mom’s dangling tits bouncing with each thrust, heard the thwack of Chris’s groin on his mom’s fat butt. Brandon shuddered and focused on his mathematics homework. Anything to get that horrible image out of his head.

“Are you okay, pumpkin?” Felicity asked, smoothing his hair down.

Brandon pushed her away. “Fine, mom. You didn’t have to do that.”

“Of course I did. They were being mean. I had to step in. Tomorrow I’m going to have a talk with your principal and we’ll get that boy suspended.”

“Please don’t! You’ll just make it worse.”

“Worse? How could it get any worse?”

Brandon and his mom had finished dinner and retired to their separate rooms as usual. Felicity was divorced and the two of them lived alone. Brandon was usually left to his own devices where he scrolled online videos and commiserated with friends over text. He was doing just that while lying in bed, clad only in baggy boxer shorts, legs crossed, when his mom knocked softly on his door.

“Come in,” Brandon said, setting his phone down.

His mom peaked in. She wore loose fitting pajama pants that clung lightly to her ample butt, and a top with the neck stretched out that gave an almost scandalous view of her cleavage. Brandon hadn’t brought it up with her because he didn’t want to have that awkward conversation. He just hoped the shirt would wear out soon enough so she would get something that covered her up a little more. With no bra, he could see her breasts shift beneath the expanse of shirt as she leaned in.

“Anything you want to talk about, pumpkin?” Felicity asked.

“No, mom. I don’t want to talk about it.”

She frowned. “It might help.”

“No. It won’t. The only thing that will help is moving schools.”

His mom sighed. “You’ve only got another few months and then you’ll go away to college and he’ll get a crappy job down at the dump or something and you’ll never have to see him again.”

“Or he’ll become a professional mugger.”

His mom snorted. “Or that. And then he’ll be in jail and it will all be fine!’ She said brightly.

Brandon let a flicker of a smile appear. He was about to add something when the doorbell rang. His mom screwed up her lips.

“Who is that?”

She left Brandon’s door ajar and he heard her walking down the creaky floorboards of the hallway to the front door. The sound of the door opening. Indistinct voices but it sounded like a guy.

Then Felicity called out: “Pumpkin! Your friend is here.”

God, it was so embarrassing when she called him that in front of other people. Brandon tossed his phone aside and hurriedly put on a pair of jeans and a shirt he picked up off the floor. He had no idea which of his friends would be coming over here. They were much more comfortable online.

Brandon trudged down the hallway to the front door. It was still open and his mom was obscuring the view of whoever the visitor was. She was still turned to face the inside of the house and her blue eyes held fear.

“Step aside, bitch,” a familiar voice said from outside.

There was a flash of green light and then Felicity stepped back until her butt was against the wall, revealing Chris on their doorstep. He grinned evilly at Brandon, who froze. Chris looked...different. Bigger. His shirt clung to rippling muscles he definitely hadn’t had that afternoon.

“What do you want?” Brandon said, glancing from Chris to his mom.

A strange device about the size and shape of a lemon glowed green in Chris’s hand. He held it up to his mouth.

“Invite me in,” Chris said, and the object flashed bright green.

“Come on in,” Brandon said, the words slipping out of his mouth even though he’d made no conscious effort to say them.

Chris stepped into the house. “Close the door behind me, bitch,” he said, speaking into the weird green glowing thing in his hand.

It flashed again and Brandon’s mom shut the door, her back to Chris. Chris suddenly smacked her plump butt with a sharp thwack. Felicity jumped and whipped around anger on her face.

“What the hell do—” she began.

But Brandon was quicker with whatever was in his hand. “You like it when I smack your ass. It turns you on.”

That green flash again. Brandon watched his mom’s face as the anger disappeared, her lips flickering up in a quick smile she tried and failed to suppress.

“You shouldn’t do that,” she said, softer this time.

“What? I shouldn’t do this?” Brandon said, reaching around to smack her ass again.

Felicity jumped and actually sighed – sighed! – and closed her eyes, tongue snaking out to briefly glide around her lips. She opened her eyes and tried to regain control of the situation, though she seemed shaky.

“Wh-what do you want?” She asked, a slight breathlessness in her voice.

Chris grinned at her like a predator. His eyes slid down her body slowly, lingering on her tits. He held up the thing in his hand as he stepped towards her.

“I found this. I thought it was a meteor or some shit at first but it’s got more power than I even know about.”

“Leave her alone,” Brandon said, mustering as much bravado as he could.

Chris swung his gaze to Brandon. “Aw, it’s cute how you’re so protective of your mom. Pumpkin. Hmmm...I wonder.” Chris held up the glowing thing to his hand and spoke to it. “Swap their bodies.”

The green flash filled his vision and the hallway jumped about three feet forward. Suddenly he was beside Chris, looking up at him. His entire body felt different. Heavier and thicker in some places. Lighter in others. A pleasant tension spiraled through him.

“What did—?” Brandon began, and then stopped when he heard his voice. It was lighter. More feminine. The shape of his mouth was strange.

Brandon looked down at himself and his gaze fell right down the stretched-out neck of a tee shirt to land on his mom’s deep cleavage. Holy shit, he could feel her tits hanging from his chest, nearly resting on the slight pouch of belly. Beneath, her sides drew in, flaring out again to wide, child-bearing hips beneath her loos pajama pants.

Brandon gasped and covered his mouth, fingers landing on strange soft contours, grazing the tip of his delicate nose, landing on full lips and smooth cheeks. He felt his face, fingers gliding across his new contours, his mom’s cheeks and chin and lips and eyes, into her silky hair. He withdrew, gasping again and looked down at his hands. They were slender and dainty, with long rounded nails and hairless knuckles. His mom’s hands. His mom’s body.

He took a step back and his fat butt bumped up against the wall. His breasts swung gently. Thighs gliding smoothly together. He licked his lips nervously, felt the new contours of his teeth and mouth, tasted the slight mintiness of his mom’s toothpaste.

Glancing over at where he’d been standing only moments before, Brandon saw his old body still there, his mom now inside it. She, too, was gaping at herself.

Chris laughed. “Oh my god, you should see the look on your faces. This thing is amazing.”

Chris peered at the glowing lemon-shaped object in his hand. Brandon looked up and realized if he wanted any chance of fixing this then he needed to get that device. He moved quickly, reaching out to grab the thing. But his body was unfamiliar. His depth perception off. His limbs too short, fingers too thin. It was hard to navigate this strange new body through space and he fumbled, giving Chris time to hold it up in the air and push him away.

“Oh no you don’t. Stop.” Flash. This last was an order given through the object and it made Brandon freeze in place, his hands still outstretched, reaching for the object.

“Think you’re so fucking clever, huh?” Chris said to Brandon.

“Why are you doing this?” Felicity asked. It was strange for Brandon to hear his voice from outside his body, to watch his body move with someone else inside.

“Because I can,” Chris sneered. “Because you’re a stuck up cunt who needs to learn a lesson. And your son is a sniveling piece of shit.”

Brandon briefly wondered what would have happened had Brandon said that into the object. Would he have turned into a literal piece of shit?

Chris continued, “But you got some great tits. Now don’t move.” That time he did speak into the object. There was that green flash again, freezing Felicity in place as Chris swung his gaze back to Brandon, who was still frozen with his arms outstretched. He spoke into the object again. “Take off your top.”

Flash.

Brandon couldn’t stop his hands from reaching down to grab the bottom of his shirt. His fingers wrapped around the cotton and he peeled it off over his head. He brushed his mom’s blonde hair out of his eyes and shrank away from Chris, who was leering at him.

His mom’s tits were huge, heavy things. They spilled down nearly to his belly, plump and ripe, with a wide pink areola on each. Slight stretch marks zigged across his sides. His tits were so big he couldn’t even see his belly, and as he breathed they rose up and down gently.

“Jay-sus, look at those titties!” Chris exclaimed, his eyes wide with greed. Flash. The object had been up near his mouth when he spoke so Brandon was compelled to drop his gaze to his expansive new chest.

His mom’s tits were huge, heavy things. They spilled down nearly to his belly, plump and ripe, with a wide pink areola on each. Slight stretch marks zigged across his sides. His tits were so big he couldn’t even see his belly, and as he breathed they rose up and down gently. Brandon wasn’t allowed to tear his gaze away from his mom’s tits and was confronted with his new body, eyes forced to trace over each inch of her curves, practically ogling himself. His tits were so heavy. He felt the weight of them pulling on him as they sagged down.

Chris reached up suddenly and grabbed one of them – or as much as he could get in his hand – and squeezed hard. It hurt and Brandon batted him away, his eyes still locked on his own tits so that he saw them swaying with each motion.

“Don’t bat me away, bitch. You want me to touch them big old boobies.”

Flash. Chris must have been speaking into the object, because Brandon suddenly did want Chris’s hands on his tits. His body vibrated with need but he held back. Wanting it didn’t mean forcing it. He wouldn’t give Chris the satisfaction of letting him know how much he now truly craved Chris’s touch.

Chris reached out, hand hovering inches away from Brandon’s tits. Brandon kept his eyes locked on his chest with baited breath, waiting for the moment Brandon would touch his tits. Chris wiggled his fingers and Brandon stifled his breath, his entire body tense, holding back how much he wanted this. But when Chris finally spread his fingers and grabbed a handful of breast, Brandon couldn’t stop himself from sighing in relief as the deep pent-up need to be touched was finally sated. Christ, Chris’s hand was so welcome on his tits, even as he squeezed hard and batted them back and forth, setting them to wobble as he laughed. And still, Brandon couldn’t force his eyes away from his mom’s tits as they bounced on his chest.

“Goddamn, your mom’s got a nice rack,” Chris said as he roughly played with Brandon’s breasts. “Shit’s makin’ me hard, you know what I’m saying? Get on your knees and suck my dick.”

Flash.

Brandon’s new body dropped to the floor on his knees. Brandon struggled to fight the command but his hands wouldn’t listen. They crept up to Chris’s pants, tugging at the buttons until they came loose and he yanked the pants down his legs. Chris’s white underwear hid a tremendous bulge. Brandon reached up to roll the underwear down, allowing Chris’s cock to spring out in front of Brandon’s nose.

It was huge, no doubt enhanced by the alien object in Chris’s hand. Long and thick as two beer cans stacked on top of each other. There was no way Brandon would be able to cram that in his mouth, and yet his hands reached up, fingers wrapping around Chris’s monster cock, mouth opening wide. He could just get the tip inside his mouth even as he opened as wide as he could, his mom’s body desperate to obey Chris’s command.

“Let me help you with that,” Chris said from above. “Your mouth can perfectly take all of my dick.”

Flash.

Brandon felt the power take hold and his jaw opened even further. Chris’s cock slid in, pressing Brandon’s tongue hard against the bottom of his mouth, filling him completely. Brandon lowered his lips down Chris’s shaft, feeling each inch slide into him, leaving a salty trail across his tongue. It hit the back of his throat and then began going down even farther until Brandon’s nose was lodged against Chris’s groin and the cock filled him completely, fitting perfectly in his alien-enhanced mouth and throat but making it impossible to breathe.

Brandon rose his lips up with a choking gasp, leaving Chris’s cock shiny with his saliva. He barely got in a breath before his lips dragged down the shaft again, taking each inch lovingly between his lips. He again took Chris entirely, his eyes watering, and came back up choking.

“Please...” Brandon managed, before his mouth opened wide and he swallowed Chris again, this time, gliding partially down and then back up, undulating his tongue on the underside of Chris’s shaft.

“Please what, you dumb bitch?” Chris asked. “Please titty fuck you? Okay. Give me a titty fuck.”

Flash.

Brandon pulled his lips off Chris’s cock with a wet pop and reached for his massive tits. His fingers found his mom’s breasts and he knelt up higher so he could wrap them around Chris’s length. God, he hated touching his mom’s tits, hating touching his bully’s cock, and yet his body forced him to move, forced him to squeeze his mom’s tits around Chris’s dick and slowly drag them down the shaft. He felt the warm slick cock glide between his pillowy breasts, and when the head appeared in his cleavage Brandon lowered his mouth to suck on it.

“Oh, fuck yessss,” Chris hissed. “You’re such a good little cocksucker. You’ll do it exactly how I like it.”

Flash.

Brandon’s body responded. Suddenly, he was plugged into Chris’s desires, knew that if he pressed his tits together and slid the down like this, opened his mouth and tickled the head of Chris’s cock like that, Chris would go wild. So Brandon did it, squeezing his tits together around the massive shaft as his saliva dripped down Chris’s cock and down onto Brandon’s breasts. He dragged his plump breasts up and down, jerking Chris off with them, sucking on the cockhead whenever it appeared beneath his little lips. He stroked like this until he felt Chris began to cum, felt the cock twitch between his tits and was filled with the sudden knowledge of how Chris would like it.

Brandon dropped his tits, letting them bounce down his chest, and grabbed Chris’s cock. He knelt lower and slid his hands up and down the saliva-coated girth, positioning his face beneath it. He opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue, and let Chris cum. With a grunt, Chris’s cock throbbed, hot cum jetting across Brandon’s soft features, dripping down his nose and eyes and cheeks and chin and tongue, painting his face white.

“Oh, baby,” Brandon cooed, the power forcing him to talk how Chris liked it, forcing him to lap up the cum with his tongue, swallow the salty essence even as it continued to spurt across his delicate features.

Finally, Chris finished. The last few drops fell onto Brandon’s nose. He could feel it running down his face and dripping down his tits. He felt used and scared. What else did Chris have in store?

2

Chris zipped himself up and spoke into the alien object again. “Get yourself cleaned up and into the sexiest dress you can find.” He turned to Brandon’s mom. “You help him with hair and makeup. I want to go out with a sexy bitch tonight.”

The object flashed green and their bodies complied, Brandon rising from his knees and going into his mom’s bathroom with her right behind. He bent down and washed his face over the sink, bare tits bouncing below him as he cleaned Chris’s cum off, fingers gliding across soft new features. He got a glimpse of his new face in the mirror. His mom’s tiny upturned nose with the elegantly curved nostrils, gentle cheeks, dark eyebrows offsetting the blonde hair.

When Brandon was clean, he went to mom’s bedroom and threw open her closet. He couldn’t stop himself from flipping through her clothes. Past her work blouses. The long pants. The flowery tops. He stopped at a classic little black dress.

“No, no, no,” He murmured, even as his hands pulled it from the rack and set it on the bed.

Still under Chris’s last command, he slid the pajama bottoms off his plump rear and down his legs before stepping out of them. He was naked beneath, his mom’s big bottom jiggling behind him, the air of the room caressing her bare pussy in front of him. Thankfully, his floppy tits blocked the view of his new groin, but he could feel the absence between his thighs.

Brandon stepped into the black dress and shrugged it up his body and hefted his tits into the built-in support. It clung to his figure, low cut to show off his tits, cinched at the waist and then hugging his hips and ass, stopping at mid-thigh. Shoulder-less but for two slender straps that crisscrossed his back. God, he felt so naked, the back of the dress open to the air almost down to the curve of his mom’s ass.

He’d never seen his mom in this dress. Probably something she’d bought for herself in her mid-twenties and had stuffed away, forgotten until tonight. It was a tight fit in this older body, Brandon’s new tits threatening to spill out even as the bottom threatened to rise up enough to flash anyone. It didn’t help that Chris had neglected to mention panties so he was naked beneath.

Brandon sat at his mom’s vanity, where she’d gathered her curler and her makeup. She began making up his face and curling his hair. As she dabbed on the blush and the eyeliner and the lipstick they made hushed plans.

“I can’t fight this,” she said, holding Brandon’s chin still as she curled his lashes.

“Me neither. But sometimes there’s wiggle room in his commands.” Brandon said, sitting patiently as his mom made her former body beautiful.

“You have to get that thing away from him,” she said, dabbing on some blush. “You’ll only get one chance. If he figures out what you’re trying there’s no telling what he’ll do.”

It gave Brandon a deep sense of vertigo watching his own face so close while someone else manipulated it. “I’ll try,” Brandon said.

When Felicity finished, she stepped back, both of them finally free from Chris’s command. Brandon saw his image in the mirror. His mom’s thirty-six year old body looked radiant and sexy as hell. Her long blonde hair curled down her shoulders in waves. Her face was perfect, with dark red lips and smoky eyes. He was packed into the black dress. It clung to his curves, emphasizing his figure. He stood unsteadily on his heels, which made him thrust his chest out.

“Maybe we should run now,” Brandon said, looking up at his mom with frightened eyes.

“Then we’d be stuck like this. And if he ever found us, who knows what he would do? No, you have to go with him and try to get that thing from him.”

At that moment, Chris came through the bedroom door. He had a bag of chips and a beer in hand, clearly having made himself at home. “My bitch ready?” He saw Brandon and grinned. “Holy hell, you clean up good. Stand up, do a little twirl.”

Brandon, trying to curry favor with Chris, obeyed without waiting for him to resort to the object. He stood and twirled his mom’s body around as Chris ogled him. He was a little ungainly in his heels and grabbed onto the wall for support before steadying himself. He didn’t have his mom’s grace or confidence in heels and he tottered forward, prepared for a night out with Chris.

“Fucking nice,” Chris said. “Just gotta fix one thing.” Chris tossed the beer and the chips aside and dug in his pocket for the green glowing object. He spoke into it: “You’re an expert in heels and walk like a sexy bitch.”

Flash.

Between one step and the next, Brandon’s balance was suddenly perfected. His hips swayed seductively as he sauntered forward, heels clicking confidently on the wooden floorboards. He no longer needed to concentrate on walking, the knowledge of how to do so in heels was just there.

As he passed Chris, Chris gave Brandon’s ass a sharp smack. Brandon cried out, half in alarm, half a moan of desire. His ass cheek wobbled and his body was suddenly flooded with a warmth that emanated from his core. He paused, closing his eyes as his body tightened, pleasure spiking temporarily within him. Chris’s command for Felicity to become horny whenever her ass was slapped had remained with her body.

Chris turned to Felicity and spoke into the object again. “You stay here and don’t try to get help. In fact, get used to your son’s body. You’re gonna be in it a while. Sit there and jack your dick but don’t cum until I tell you.”

Brandon saw the flash from the hallway where he stood and glanced back at his mom, trying to hide his look of horror as she dropped her pants and sat on the bed. Wrapping her fingers around his cock, she began stroking herself. Chris laughed and turned to Brandon, draping his arm around Brandon’s shoulder and squeezing a heavy breast.

“We’re gonna have some fun tonight,” Chris said, leering at Brandon’s body. “Get your mom’s purse and your keys, you’re gonna be my chauffer.”

Brandon obeyed before Chris gave him a command, hoping to lull Chris into letting his guard down by being obedient. He returned to the bedroom and grabbed one of his mom’s small purses, trying to ignore her as she sat on the bed stroking his former dick and looking miserable even as it rose in her hand.

“Sorry, mom,” he whispered, as he left.

Brandon drove his mom’s BMW as Chris sat in the back, lazily directing him. As they drove through the streets, Brandon tried to formulate a plan. He kept glancing in the rearview mirror at Chris. He had his phone in one hand, texting someone. In the other, he twirled the strange alien object. Brandon wondered if he could reach back and grab it before Chris could react. Probably not.

Chris had Brandon drive to a grocery store.

“Go buy a carton of the fanciest beer they have and bring it back to the car.”

Flash.

“Oh, and flirt with the cashier.”

Flash.

Brandon stepped out of the car and walked towards the grocery store. He walked seductively because he couldn’t walk any other ways. Each step was graceful and slinky, making his hips shake, his breasts bounce.

He slunk sensuously to the beer aisle and grabbed a heavy carton. Carrying it with both hands, he somehow managed to continue walking seductively up the cashier and set it on the conveyor belt. The cashier was a liver-spotted old man who struggled to lift the carton.

Brandon, compelled to flirt but without any flirting experience, leaned over the register so that his tits hung down into the man’s line of sight. “You’re so confident with my cans,” he giggled.

The old cashier gave him a shy grin, his eyes glancing down quickly at Brandon’s tits then back up to his eyes.

“I know how to, uh, handle them,” the old man said, ringing up the beer. “You look way too young to be buying alcohol. Can I see some ID?”

Brandon smiled and handed over his mom’s driver’s license. The old man took his time looking at it, glancing back up at Brandon, devouring him with his eyes.

“Like what you see?” Brandon giggled.

“Everything’s in order,” the old man replied, handing the license back. “Do you need some help out to the car?”

“That would be wonderful,” Brandon agreed, hating what he was doing but powerless to stop.

The old man hoisted the carton and followed him back to the car. Brandon made sure to put an extra sway into his ass and, when they reached the car, bent over to unlock the trunk, letting his skirt graze up his legs until it reached the bottom of his ass. He wiggled his ass for the old man, pretending to fiddle with the trunk for a few seconds before popping it open. The old man lay the carton in the trunk.

“Have a good night,” the old man said.

“Oh, I’ll have a great one,” Brandon said.

He sank gratefully into the plush driver’s seat. Chris popped up beside him from the back.

“You looked like you were really hitting it off there with grandpa. Maybe you should go back and fuck him.” Chris held the object up to his mouth, then thought better of it and put it back down. “Nah. Wanna save that pussy for something good.”

Chris sat back and directed Brandon to drive back to his house. As they drove, Brandon tried to get Chris to talk in order to find out what he knew about the device he had.

“Why are you making me do this?” Brandon asked. “Why not just magic up some women with that thing?”

“Doesn’t work like that, man.” Chris said as twirled the small object in his hand. “Seems to be a limit on what I can do. I can switch things and control people and make things...more of themselves.”

Chris also, Brandon understood, wanted to watch Brandon and his mom suffer. Probably why he’d forced Brandon to pick out the dress and his mom to do his makeup rather than magic it all up. But did Chris even know the limits of the thing he held?

“What else can it do?” Brandon nudged him, trying to sound scared rather than curious.

Chris leaned forward. “What’s the matter? Scared?”

“Yeah. I mean, aren’t you? What the hell is that thing? What if it’s leaking radiation or something?”

“See, this is why pussies like you will never run the world. I got power. That’s all you need to know.”

When they returned to Brandon’s house, there was another car in the driveway. Chris made Brandon grab the carton of beer and carry it up through the front door. As he went past the other car, the door opened and Greg stepped out. Brandon heard Greg’s astonishment.

“Holy shit, is that the dork’s mom?” Greg asked.

“Yeah,” Chris snickered. “Her name’s Felicity. She wants to apologize for being such a cunt this afternoon and make it up to us.”

Brandon saw the flash and his body came to a stop halfway up the steps to the porch. He turned and faced Greg, the words spilling uncontrollably from his lips.

“I’m sorry I was such a cunt this afternoon,” Brandon said. “I want to make it up to you.”

“Oh shit!” Greg grinned.

“Good girl,” Chris said, smacking Brandon’s ass.

Brandon jumped and yipped as bright warmth flooded him suddenly. His cheeks blushed. His legs felt weak and an instant demand rolled to life within him. Freed from the last command, Brandon hurriedly walked into the house, though in his heightened arousal he was keenly aware of his mom’s wobbling breasts, the sway of her hips, the taste of her lipstick.

Chris and Greg set up in the living room, Chris making Brandon serve him beers and play the part of the good little hostess with another flash of the object. Chris and Greg made themselves at home, tossing their empty beer bottles aside when they finished with them as Brandon baked cookies in the kitchen.

When Brandon came out of the kitchen with a tray of cookies, he saw that the two guys had kicked off their shoes, spilling dirt across the carpet. Beer bottles were everywhere. Porn was playing on the television. Greg sat up in alarm as Brandon walked into the room.

“Relax, man,” Chris said. “She’ll do whatever I tell her.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I found this little object that can control her,” Chris said, holding up the object.

Brandon couldn’t be sure but he thought it was glowing a little less brightly.

“You can make her do anything?” Greg asked, eyes shifting to Brandon.

Brandon shuddered as Greg’s eyes roved up and down his body.

Greg continued hopefully: “Can you make her show us her tits?”

Chris grinned and he spoke into the object. “Do a sexy strip dance for us.”

Chris started some music on his phone as Brandon’s body began moving. He couldn’t stop himself as he ran his hands up and down his body, wiggling his hips to the beat of the music. He squeezed his tits before bending over and leaning on Greg’s lap so his cleavage hung down heavy and low in Greg’s face. He shimmied back and forth, sending his mom’s breasts jiggling as Greg reached up to grope him.

Brandon wanted to grimace in revulsion but the command forced a seductive smile on his face as Greg’s greedy hands clutched at his tits, but his body kept dancing, kept teasing the bully. Brandon arched his back, felt the skirt slide up his thighs, over his buttocks, felt the cool air caress his hidden pussy as he shimmied his ass slowly for Chris, behind him.

Brandon stood and turned with his back to both guys. Still wiggling his hips to the beat, he slowly reached up and pulled aside one tiny shoulder strap. Then the other. Slowly, he peeled down his dress, revealing his mom’s body inch by inch. Over is tits, down his tummy, across his wide thighs, until it dropped to the floor and he was naked. Cupping his breasts, he turned to the guys, still dancing, a smile plastered onto his face.

He released one tit, let it bounce down. Then the other. He ran his hands up his neck, through his hair, then down his face to his tits, his hips still gyrating.

“Enough games,” Chris growled. His pants were already tented out and he held the object up to his lips. “You’re a horny slut and you want to get banged in a threeway.”

Desire exploded through Brandon. It suddenly seemed like every part of his body was exquisitely sensitive. Heat filled him, bringing with it a tension that wound him up tight and forced him to action. His hand slipped between his legs, found his mom’s wetness there as his fingers caressed her pussy. He released a breathy moan as his fingers skated up and down his entrance, his other hand coming up to grab a handful of one massive breast.

It felt so good to touch himself, but he needed the other two to do it as well. Brandon straddled Chris and threw his arms around Chris’s neck before kissing him. Chris grabbed Brandon’s hips, his hands gliding up and down Brandon’s backside. Brandon rocked on Chris’s lap, dragging his mom’s dripping cunt across Chris’s hidden erection. Chris tasted like beer and man, and Brandon’s body sang for him as their lips met.

They made out, Brandon moaning into Chris’s wet mouth, his body filled with a desperate need. Brandon pulled away and beckoned Greg over with a girlish giggle, hating himself for wanting this so badly but powerless to stop it. Greg stood as Brandon shuffled around on Chris’s lap, standing just long enough for Chris to shimmy his pants down. Brandon resumed his seat on Chris’s lap, Chris’s cock gliding up between his thighs, skating across his slick entrance without yet entering him. 

Brandon leaned forward, his tits hanging low, bouncing gently as Greg took up position before him. Brandon scrambled for Greg’s pants, glancing up with a tiny giggle and a smile before dropping Greg’s pants and revealing Greg’s dick. The sight made Brandon’s mouth water. The head angry and red, rising towards his lips. Brandon needed to suck it and so he did, wrapping his lips around it, savoring the warm saltiness as it filled his mouth. He closed his eyes, cooing as he took Greg’s cock between his lips.

Below, Chris gripped Brandon’s hips and slowly thrust up so that the head of his dick slid against Brandon’s swollen clit. Each gentle thrust sent another burst of heat and desire flaring through Brandon. He was dripping now, his mom’s body so horny. He was vaguely aware that Chris must have dropped the alien object, but he was so focused on satisfying his sex-starved body he couldn’t even think about making a move. Instead, Brandon moaned like a slut as he sucked off Greg, using his hands to cup Greg’s balls, teasing him as he licked up and down the length. Brandon dragged his lips down until his nose was pressed into Greg’s pubic hair and he held Greg entirely inside him.

Chris shifted, lifting Brandon up and then settling him back down so that the head of his cock pressed against Brandon’s waiting entrance. Brandon felt the pressure on his mom’s pussy as the bully gently forced him back down. His mom’s pussy lips parted and then Chris was filling Brandon, his huge cock pressing apart the slick walls of Brandon’s cunt as he lowered himself. Chris’s magically enhanced cock was huge, almost painful as it filled him completely. But Brandon was a slut now, and he whimpered for more as he sucked Greg’s cock and was slowly fucked by Chris.

Brandon felt himself dripping down his thighs, heard the lewd sounds of his mom’s cunt as Chris slid in and out. But he needed even more stimulation to urge the pressure from within him and he reached up to play with his dangling tits. He squeezed a nipple, desperate to sate his mom’s body. His lips still dragged down and up Greg’s dick, and the salty taste of precum just made him hornier. 

He whimpered, eyebrows furrowed in need, lips and tongue moving faster up and down the thick shaft. He felt Chris’s hand reach around, his fingers landing on Brandon’s swollen clit. Chris’s fingers felt amazing as they circled Brandon’s little pleasure button. His huge cock slipped against Brandon’s G-spot. The desire was overwhelming, a desperate pent up need for release.

Brandon sucked Greg’s cock harder, his fingers squeezing his nipple almost painfully as he rocked on Chris’s dick. Greg groaned above him as Chris hissed beneath him, the two bully’s fucking his sexually charged body. The sight and sound and feel of himself turned Brandon on, the command to be a slut fulfilled by the bright spark of pleasure that every single motion caused. His whimpering grew to moans grew to high pitched cries, muffled by the cock between his lips. He worked his tongue faster, sucking harder as he slid his jiggly buttocks up and down Chris’s shaft, working his mom’s body as much as the two guys were working him until finally he exploded.

The orgasm was immense and dizzying. His body felt like it exploded, the pressure snapping and delicious heat radiating through him. It was enough to set the two bullies off and Greg came in his mouth as Chris emptied himself into Brandon’s mom’s cunt. Brandon’s throat was suddenly flooded with hot cum and he gulped it down like a horny slut, the delicious taste satisfying in a way he’d never felt before. Chris’s cock sunk deep into Brandon’s cunt, throbbing as he filled Brandon with the heat of his cum, each spurt so incredibly fulfilling and making Brandon cry out with pure pleasure.

Bliss roiled Brandon as the two bullies filled him, enjoying his mom’s body, enjoying defiling her and filling her pussy and her mouth. And Brandon gulped it down, every drop, keeping Greg’s cock in his mouth long after Greg had finished, only reluctantly pulling off with a frown.

Chris tossed him aside and Brandon fell onto the couch, legs spread, fingers immediately returning to his pussy. He could feel himself dripping with a mixture of his mom’s juices and Chris’s cum but he didn’t care. He was a horny slut and he wasn’t satisfied.

Brandon clutched his mom’s tit and moaned again, fingers sinking deep into his mom’s juicy depths. The two guys watched him as he shivered and came again, legs clutching together, fingers deep inside him. They dipped in and out, reappearing slick with his desire. He moaned long and low, pleasure spiking within him as he fingered himself. When the orgasm dimmed, he was left with a low hum of desire. Still a horny slut.

Brandon slid his fingers back inside his mom’s sopping wet pussy and stroked his inner walls again and again. His tits jiggled on his chest, the huge breasts lolling down his sides as he wiggled and desperately tried to sate the itch within him.

“Damn,” Greg said. “How long is she gonna do that?”

“Until I tell her to stop.”

Brandon moaned again, his body shuddering as another wonderful orgasm coursed through him. The scent of his cunt was thick in the air, and the squelching sounds of his fingers continuing to work inside him just grew the horniness that already filled him.

“All right, stop touching yourself, slut,” Chris demanded.

Flash. Definitely weaker this time.

Brandon gratefully pulled his fingers out of himself and lay on the couch, breathing heavily as the heat dissipated through him. But not entirely. He was still horny. Still a slut. But he was forbidden from touching himself.
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Chris and Greg lounged around Brandon’s house for hours. At one point, Greg went poking around the other rooms. Brandon heard an astonished guffaw and came running back into the living room to Chris and Brandon.

“The little dork is in there just whacking it!” Greg said. “He didn’t even stop when I opened the door.”

“Yeah,” Chris grinned, twiddling the object. “I did that. You know, that’s not even the little dork. I swapped their bodies. He’s in his own mom’s body.”

Greg laughed long and hard, glancing over at Brandon, who sat in the armchair with his arms folded. He hadn’t been allowed to dress and so remained naked, the heavy breasts spilling down over his arms. The worst part was, he still wanted to fuck. He was still such a horny slut.

“Holy shit, that’s awesome. Can I try that thing?” Greg said.

He reached for the object but Brandon pulled away. “No. If you want to do something, just tell me and I’ll do it.”

“Come on, man, I just want to try it.”

Brandon perked up, watching their argument with interest in case it gave him an opening to grab the object.

Brandon ended it by shouting into the device, “Go home!”

Another flash, the weakest one yet, and Greg turned on his heel and left. Chris was pissed off and stormed off to find Brandon’s mom’s bed. Brandon followed.

“Do you need any help?” Brandon asked, part of him hoping he could stay until Chris went to sleep and then steal the object, part of him hoping Chris would ask to fuck one last time.

“No. I’m just going to enjoy your mom’s bed. But I need to keep you busy.”

“What do you want me to do?” Brandon asked hopefully.

“I don’t care.” Chris said, still in a sour mood from his argument with Greg. “Go fuck yourself.”

The object flashed. More of a flicker, really. That couldn’t possibly be a good sign. Maybe the power was running out. Brandon was running out of time. But the instant Chris spoke, Brandon turned and went straight to his old bedroom.

His mom was there, stroking his former cock. Brandon went to her and threw a leg over her lap, slowly lowering himself onto the angry red cockhead.

“What are you doing?” His mom asked.

“What I’ve been told,” Brandon said.

He felt the head of his own cock press against his slick new entrance and sank down gratefully. He was so wet that his former dick slid in easily and he dragged his pussy all the way down his length, until he held his mom entirely within her own cunt. He whimpered, the feeling of fullness so blissful in his still-horny body.

“Oh god, mom, you feel so good,” He moaned, clutching his mom to his massive tits.

Felicity grabbed him then, hands coming up to squeeze the ripe breasts in her face. She was so horny, on the verge of cumming for hours. She couldn’t stop herself from reaching for the soft, curvy body her son now possessed. She didn’t care that it was her own. She just needed to kiss and grope and squeeze and fuck. She wrapped her lips around one of Brandon’s nipples as he rocked gently on her dick.

One hand reached around to follow the gentle curve of her ass, fingers digging into the plump skin and pulling him closer as she thrust up. He cried out, soft and sensual, as her cock slid deeper inside and she worshiped his body with her tongue and lips and fingers. Brandon watched as she feasted on his tits, the tension and heat roaring within him. Her eyes were closed, hot breath whispering across his oh-so-sensitive skin and making him shudder.

He rocked faster, head back, eyes closed, desperately trying to satisfy his horny body. He squeezed his other tit, little caring that he was touching his mom’s body. He just needed release.

It came suddenly and without warning the tension breaking and making him cum. His voice broke as he cried out, eyes clenching shut as he rocked on the warmth inside him. His entire body shuddered, every nerve ending sparking with lust as he came.

When the first orgasm finished, his mom still hadn’t cum. Couldn’t cum. Until Chris gave her the order.

Instead, his mom flipped him over so that he was on all fours on the bed. His tits hung down beneath him as he wiggled his ass in the air. His mom gripped his hips and shoved herself inside his dripping cunt with a guttural growl. Brandon answered her with a long moan muffled into the pillows. She began thrusting in and out, staring down at their connection, watching as she made her son’s cock enter her own cunt, watched it disappear beneath those plump ass cheeks, reappearing slick with his pleasure.

She grew into a rhythm. The slap of her groin on his ass like gunshots in the room. Brandon’s tits bounced and jiggled beneath him and he clutched the sheets as his mom fucked him with his own cock, thrusting in and retreating, pounding him harder and harder until he shook and came with a long growl. His cunt clenched, gripping her cock where it was sleeved within him as pleasure roiled him. The orgasm burned bright and long.

And when Brandon came back down, Felicity was still hard.

They fucked for hours in every conceivable position. Brandon gave himself to the pleasure of his own cock inside his slick pussy. He slowly dragged his slick pussy lips up and down her length as he straddled her. Let her stand behind him and pound her from behind. Lay on his back and spread his legs for her, looking down her gorgeous body as his tits jiggled with each thrust. Each orgasm left him temporarily breathless, but soon enough the horniness built. His mom was desperate for release, frantic to sate the burning itch at the base of her cock, her entire body screaming out for a release she just couldn’t manage as she fucked her former body over and over.

By morning the sheets were soaked with Brandon’s juices. His hair had come undone and was plastered to his forehead with sweat. His body was aching and sore, and still his mom fucked him. She knelt above him, holding his legs wide as she plunged into him, eyes red with lack of sleep, her gaze focused on his glistening pink folds.

There was a snort from behind them and Felicity turned to see Chris there, holding the device.

“Please,” she begged, her voice cracking. “Let me cum.”

She didn’t want to escape. She didn’t want her body back. All she wanted was relief from this unending desire.

Chris laughed. “I bet you got about a gallon of cum saved up. Drain those balls, dude.”

That weak flash. The device was definitely losing power.

Felicity’s eyes went wide and she growled, deep and masculine. Brandon felt her throb, felt the hot spurts coat his insides, fill him, and leak out of him. He moaned and clutched himself as she filled him with her heat. She fucked wildly, thrusting deep, wrapping her arms around his thighs and hauling him closer so she could slam in deep, deep into his wetness. She came for an eternity, growling like an animal, fingers digging painfully into his thighs as she thrust and held him down until cum began spilling out of his cunt, dripping down his thighs and soaking the bed.

She fell to her side, breathing hard, mouth agape. Brandon’s cunt was sore from the all night pounding and everything ached so good. He lay on his back, exhausted and sweaty, until Chris roused him.

“Get up and make me breakfast,” Chris called out.

Brandon just wanted to lie on the bed but his body rose to his feet and he padded out to the kitchen. He was still naked and his tits jiggled with each step while cum dripped from his aching pussy. Chris was in the kitchen and he slapped Brandon’s ass as Brandon passed, sending another wave of heat through him, his pussy growing wet again.

Chris requested scrambled eggs and toast so Brandon grabbed the ingredients and set to work, unable to stop himself. Thoughts of sex ran through his head and he finally realized it was because he was still under the command to be a horny slut. Despite his exhaustion and the pain and the satisfaction. His body still wanted to fuck.

Chris was sitting at the head of the kitchen table flipping through his phone when Brandon set the plate of breakfast down in front of him and then slumped into the chair beside him, wondering what new torment Chris would dream up. Brandon’s hand idly crept between his legs and began stroking his silky folds. Fuck, he was such a horny slut. He doubted Chris would even need to command him to fuck anymore. He would just do it because his body desperately needed it.

Chris didn’t even look up at Brandon as he began shoveling food into his mouth. Brandon was staring blankly at the wall in his sleep-deprived state when he realized that Chris had set the alien device down on the kitchen table and was now completely absorbed into his phone.

Brandon glanced away quickly, not wishing to draw Chris’s attention to the unattended object. It was on the far side of Chris but still within reach of Brandon if he stretched. Chris snorted at some video on his phone and Brandon’s eyes flicked to him. He was still hunched over his phone, completely absorbed while he rapidly finished his breakfast. It was now or never.

Brandon, still stroking himself with one hand, rested his other hand on the table and leaned forward slowly, trying to get as close as possible before he had make the leap. Soon his mom’s breasts rested on the tabletop. The device was so close. His eyes flicked back to Chris. Still not paying attention.

With a sudden motion, Brandon went for the object, his hands flying across the table. Chris saw him halfway and realized what he was doing. He, too, made a reach for the object, his hands wrapping around Brandon’s. They tugged at it.

“Let go, you dumb bitch,” Chris said, trying to get the object to activate.

But it wasn’t close enough to his lips. Or it was covered by their hands. Or...god...it was completely out of power. Whatever it was, Brandon held on. Chris was much stronger than Brandon’s mom and he yanked hard but Brandon held fast. He wasn’t going to wrest it from Chris’s grasp so his only option was to throw himself onto the table, his lips pressed up against the device they fought over.

“Switch our bodies back!” Brandon yelled into the object.

The weakest flash yet. Barely a pulse. And the world flipped.

Brandon was still wrestling for the object, but now his fingers were bigger and they were clamped over fingers that were soft and slender. An empty plate sat in front of him and his mom’s body sat to one side, wrestling him for the object.

His mom’s body looked down at herself and shrieked. Brandon yanked the device from his mom’s fingers. The device had swapped him into the bully’s body, so no doubt the bully was inside his mom.

Brandon stood so fast his chair tumbled back. He shouted into the object, “Put the three of us back in our right bodies.”

Nothing. Not even a glimmer.

Chris stood up from the kitchen table, looking down at his mature, female body and then back up at Brandon in rage. “What the fuck did you do?” He shrieked.

Brandon tried again. “Undo all the body swaps of the last two days.”

Nothing.

“Change us back!” Chris raged, advancing on Brandon.

“I’m trying to but you used up all the fucking power!” Brandon shot back, rage and fear filling him.

He now towered over his mother’s body, and Chris had second thoughts looking up at his former alien-enhanced form.

Brandon’s mom appeared in the doorway, still in Brandon’s body, and looked at her old body. “What happened, Brandon?”

Brandon turned to her. “No, mom. It’s me. I’m Brandon.” He gestured to his bully’s body which he now wore. “And this thing is dead,” he added, holding up the object. “We’re stuck like this.”

Felicity gasped and brought her hand to her mouth. She looked back and forth between Brandon and her old body. “Is he...?”

“Yes,” Brandon replied. “That’s Chris in your body.”

“I don’t want to be a chick!” Chris wailed, looking down at his tits in horror.

But he didn’t have choice. None of them did. There seemed to be no way to recharge the little alien object and their commands never worked again.

Epilogue

A lot of people at school thought Chris’s sudden switch from bully to nerd was odd, but they never commented on it to his face. Nor did they comment on the close friendship he seemed to have formed overnight with Brandon. Greg stopped hanging out with Chris as he found that their interests had diverged suddenly. Of course, no one at school knew that Chris and Brandon now lived together with Brandon’s mom. That was just one of several secrets the three kept to themselves.

Chris’s parents didn’t care that he was living somewhere else. They barely noticed. Besides, as he’d threatened many times, he was legally an adult and could do what he wanted. Except that now Chris was very literally an adult and about the only thing he wanted to do was fuck.

Now stuck in Felicity’s over-sexed body, he made an attempt at being a cam girl, and posted some videos on the web. But he really made his money from prostitution. A hot and eager lay, Chris was always up for a good time. Once he’d given in to the undeniable pleasure his body took from men, he enjoyed it.

They didn’t just keep secrets from the world, though. There were also secrets between each other.

Brandon was young and naturally horny, and in a powerful, handsome body. When he came home from school each day his hot mom was still horny. He’d already broken the taboo of fucking her and now their bodies weren’t even related. He loved watching Chris’s new form bounce on his huge cock as her breasts swung wildly. Brandon gripped her hips as she moaned and dripped down him, the lewd sounds of their sex music in his ears. She would usually cum with a tremendous cry and he felt her shaking on his dick, which was his cue to pump into her, releasing a torrent of lust into her slick, hot body.

Felicity, too, was young and full of hormones. And she’d already had sex with her body once. What was another time? And another? And another?

At night she snuck into Chris’s room so that Brandon wouldn’t hear. Chris was ready for her, naked and spread eagled, one hand already teasing his slick folds, waiting for her to enter him. She did, gratefully, moaning as she slid her son’s cock into her former body, delighting in the softness of her breasts, the squeeze of her hips, the heat and slickness of her cunt.

It was the most unusual of situations, but they made it work.

# # #
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Thank you!
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I hope you enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it, please leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories below. 

Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my bodyswapstories.com for more stories.

Thanks!
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Exile of the Mind 2

As Elliot adjust to his new female body and falls for his old friend, the colony of Salopia crumbles around him, forcing him to take action.
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Princess and the Pauper

A Body Swap Stories exclusive 9 page softcore comic about a devious thief who plans to swap bodies with a king only to have the princess get in the way of his spell.

And many more stories of body thefts, swaps, possessions and transformations on my site
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