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As I started driving I left one hand on the wheel
and let the other hand run over Brandon’s thigh.

“What are you doing?” He asked, staring over at
me.

“I—
I don’t know,” I lied, hoping I sounded halfway convincing. “I
still feel like, I want you near me. Master.”

He
smiled at the last word. “Looks like my commands really took hold.”
Then his smile darkened and he thumbed the device. “Tell me the
truth. Are you really still my whore?”

My mind raced. I had to do anything he told me and
offer my body to him whenever he wanted. What else did that make
me? I tried not to show my relief when the simple affirmative,
“Yes,” sprang from my lips.

Brandon nodded, apparently satisfied.

When we got inside my apartment it was dark except
for a light on in my room.

“Get
out here,” Brandon yelled.

A few seconds later my original body appeared in the
doorway. It was my mom in there, of course. She was naked and
gripping her cock, still stroking herself even as she attempted to
walk down the hallway.

“Oh,
shit, I don’t want to see that. Stop it.” Brandon laughed. “Come
over here and you two look at each other.”

My mom hobbled into the living room. I couldn’t
imagine what she’d been through. Her cock must have been rubbed raw
from masturbating. I saw streaks of dried cum around her lips and
wondered how much of my own cum she’d consumed. I couldn’t tear my
eyes away from her, nor could she stop looking at me.

“Please…” she began, but Brandon cut her off by pressing
the button on the device.

“Shut up. I just came back to tell you that sweet tits here
is coming away with me. I’m going to fuck her til she can’t walk,
then let my boys have their fun. I’ll probably be done with her and
you can have your body back in about twenty years. Once it gets old
and fat. And in the meantime you can do…whatever, I don’t care.
Have fun being a skinny nerd or whatever. But I thought you’d like
to say goodbye. So go ahead, fuck each other like
lovers.”

At that my body took over. I stepped towards my male
form, sliding my hands lovingly across the rough contours of my
former face as I pressed my mom’s lips against my old body. My mom
slid her hands around my back, her fingers warm on my skin, as we
kissed deeply and passionately, as if we only desired each other. I
opened my mouth and invited her tongue inside. She tasted
pleasantly sweet as our tongues met. Her hands slid down my
backside and over the curve of my ass, cupping one cheek in her
hand as I pressed my huge breasts against her chest.

We kissed slowly, enjoying the closeness of each
other. This forced intimacy was easier with my own body, both
familiar and strange. My mom brought one of my own hands up and
cupped my neck, her thumb brushing gently against my chin as we
continued slowly kissing. Her cock pressed against my belly, the
heat of it making my feminine body so warm.

Read on for the conclusion of the Controlled by the
Bully series!
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I remained lounging naked on the bed while Brandon,
Sean and Travis stood and got dressed. I propped my head on a
pillow and spread my legs, gazing down at my mom’s body from my
rapidly-becoming-normal perspective. My pussy was swollen and wet,
my labia looking so gorgeous as it slowly dripped with Brandon’s
seed. Fuck, I was still so goddamn horny. I couldn’t stop my hands
from roaming across the expanse of my breasts, over my stomach, and
down between my legs. My body felt so wonderful: soft and
squeezable and bouncy. Brandon’s last orders to think of him as the
sexiest man I’d ever seen and to be his little whore filled my
mind, made my body ache with desire.

I slipped a finger inside myself. God, my pussy was
so hot, so wet, as I fingered myself, teasing my velvety folds. I
squeezed another finger inside, then another, until I was
wonderfully full. I rubbed the glistening lips of my pussy and
pressed up against my clit, sighing as I pleasured myself. My other
hand came up to squeeze one of my fat tits. One of my deep moans
drew the attention of Brandon and his friends.

“She’s still horny!” Travis shouted in amazement. As if I
could ever be satisfied when my Brandon was around.

They were all staring at me with undisguised lust
and it just made me that much wetter. I stared back at them and
licked my lips, teasing them, wishing their cocks were inside me
once more. My clit unfolded and spikes of pleasure tingled through
me. My fingers drew small circles, matching the rhythm of the
pulsing pleasure flooding my body. I writhed and moaned like the
whore I now was, squeezing my heavy tits, sliding my fingers deeper
inside myself, curling up and around to land on the dimpled nub of
my pleasure. “Oh, Brandon,” I moaned, because I couldn’t get his
image out of my mind. He’d made my body so unbelievably horny for
his touch. I came hard, my legs scissoring together and my body
growing taut as pleasure blew through me. I raised my hips, sinking
my fingers in as deep as they could go until the orgasm passed,
leaving me breathless and shaking.

I was soaking wet and I hoped part of that wetness
was still Brandon’s cum as I scooped as much as I could on my
fingers and sucked, tasting my mom’s creamy juices, deliciously
musky and salty on my tongue. My hands slipped down to my breasts
and I squeezed them once more, enjoying their soft firmness beneath
my fingers, putting on a show for the three guys watching me. I was
so unbelievably horny I could have fucked myself all day.

“Brandon, please fuck me again,” I begged, looking
up at him with big doe eyes, hating myself even as I needed these
urges sated.

“Fuck, girl, you got to let me recharge,” Brandon
laughed. “I’ll fuck you later.”

“I can’t wait,” my mom’s voice slipped from my lips,
my body taken by the role of becoming Brandon’s whore.

I couldn’t fight it. Every time I tried to think
about escape, or the device, my thoughts were interrupted by
Brandon. The two of us together, legs entwined as he fucked me in
every conceivable position. My hand slipped down between my legs
and found my wet pussy as the thoughts of us came quicker.

“Stop,” Brandon commanded. My fingers froze inside
my wet warmth and my eyes flicked over to Brandon. He had the
remote in his hand. “You’re going to be our servant. You will do
anything any one of us tells you to do.”

“Hell yeah,” whispered Travis from behind
Brandon.

“Now pull your fingers out and come downstairs. And
don’t try to escape.”

“Ohh,” I pouted as I stood reluctantly. Escape was
the farthest thing from my mind. All I wanted was a taste of
Brandon’s dick.

We all went downstairs to Brandon’s theater room. I
was still naked, having not been instructed to dress. My tits
wobbled with each step and Travis and Sean took turns pinching my
rotund ass, laughing every time I jumped.

“Smack your own ass,” Travis shouted as we
walked.

I raised my hand and slapped my thick ass as he
cheered me on.

“Suck your nipple!” Sean added.

I brought one of my mom’s heavy tits to my mouth and
sucked, licking my skin, tasting the slightly salty taste of my mom
as my nipple perked up in my mouth.

Brandon’s theater room was an actual theater, with
three rows of leather reclining chairs and a huge screen. The
screen was apparently connected to the internet because Brandon
plopped down in a seat and started up Netflix. Travis and Sean sat
as well, each taking a row to themselves. I, too, began to take a
seat, my breast still in my mouth, but Brandon shot me a look.

“No. You stand over there.”

My body complied, standing by the wall as Brandon
picked out a movie. His voice was so powerful. So commanding. I
wanted him to take me right there. I knew, deep down, that this
response was implanted by his commands, but it made no difference.
It felt real.

“Yeah, and keep playing with your tits while you’re
there,” Sean added.

My other hand came up and I began stroking my broad
breasts. My fingers gently squeezed my nipples and whispered across
my skin. I thought about Brandon, wished that it was his hands
caressing my tits, his fingers whispering across my skin, slipping
inside me. I may have obeyed the others, but I was still Brandon’s
whore, tethered to him and hating myself for loving it.

The next several hours were spent as their servant.
When one got hungry or thirsty they would order me to the kitchen
to bring back food. When I’d finished serving them I had to return
to my position by the wall and resume fondling my breasts. Twice
Travis threw some food on the floor—a sandwich and a chocolate
bar—and ordered me to eat it like a dog. I got on my hands and
knees and licked the broken sandwich up. I let my tongue hang out,
panting like a dog, and even barked a few times when he ordered me
to speak.

There was a little respite as they got involved in
some dumb action movie and forgot about me for a while. But as soon
as the movie ended Brandon turned to the others and declared he was
hungry. There was some back and forth but they eventually settled
on Chinese food. Brandon placed the order, ordering an obscene
amount of food. When he hung up he picked up the device, thumbed
it, and looked straight at me.

“Take my car and go bring back our food.” He
ordered. “It’s Wokaholic on Third and Main.”

My body began walking towards the door. “Wait,” I
cried, even as I strode to the exit, “If I go out like this I’ll
probably be arrested.”

“Stop,” he cried out. There was a heavy sigh. “Fine.
Go upstairs and put on one of my sister’s bikinis.”

“And your high heels,” Travis added.

“Yeah,” Brandon agreed, “Then go get our food. And
if you’re not back in an hour or you try to take the necklace
off…kill yourself.”

Shit. I hated to leave Brandon, but he’d given me an
order. And now I had a deadline.

I ran upstairs, holding my tits tight so they
wouldn’t bounce painfully against my chest. It took me some time to
find Brandon’s sister’s room on the gigantic second floor, and then
some more time to find her bikinis. There was nearly a whole drawer
of them, some with the tags still on. I quickly searched through to
find the biggest one she had but they were all pretty much the same
size, which is to say little more than floss with tiny pads to hide
my nipples.

I pulled a pink top on. Brandon’s sister was much
less well-endowed than my mom, and I really had to stretch it to
cover my tits. Even then, it just barely fit, squeezing my breasts
together. My areolae peeked out the sides and my nipples were
clearly visible, poking against the thin fabric.

The bottoms were similar, and there the g-string
slipped straight into the crack of my ass and rested against my
asshole. I might as well have been naked, it would have been more
dignified. I adjusted the ridiculous outfit as much as I could
before hurrying back to Brandon’s room and putting on my heels. I
grabbed my purse and hurried downstairs—again holding my breasts so
they wouldn’t bounce—then out to the car.

I pulled around the u-shaped driveway of Brandon’s
mansion and drove to Wokaholic as quick as I dared. On an average
day I thought I could make it to the restaurant and back with some
time to spare, but what if there was traffic? Or an accident? Or
the car broke down? Or…? I had no doubt that exactly on the hour,
if I wasn’t back, my body would follow Brandon’s final order. But,
possibly even worse than my fear and loathing, was my deep desire
to please Brandon and get back in time to make him happy. Because
then he would make me happy.

I tried to shake the thought out of my head and I
was so caught up in my own desires it took me awhile to notice the
group of guys in the next lane staring over at me. I glanced over
at their car, then quickly back to the road as they smiled and
high-fived each other, as if they had anything to do with the fact
that a buxom MILF was wearing a skimpy little bikini that barely
held her chest in check in the car next to them. Was this what it
was like for women all day? This constant unwanted attention? I
looked down to see what all the fuss was about and discovered on of
my mom’s tits had slipped out of the bikini. I stretched the fabric
and hurriedly pushed my tit back in. I could hear the car full of
guys yelling lewd things at me through my rolled up window.

When I got to the restaurant I hurried inside, my
high heels click-clacking on the floor. Everyone turned to stare at
me as I entered. My face was blushing bright red. I knew exactly
how ridiculous and sexy I looked, knew exactly how enticing my
nearly naked body was.

“I’m here to pick up an order for Brandon,” I said
to the guy behind the counter.

He closed his mouth and nodded, looking away only
briefly to shout out an order, then back at me. His eyes wandered
down to my tits, then back up to my eyes.

“Th-that will be $143.96.” He said.

I paid with my mom’s credit card. Brandon could
easily afford this, whereas this was a major purchase for my mom
and me. I wondered how my mom was doing, then winced at the thought
of what she was doing. Drinking a
gallon of my cum. How long would that take? How much cum had I had
to drink already? I didn’t want to think about it. Too much, that
was for sure. But not nearly as much as the amount of Brandon’s
seed that I wanted.

Just the thought of his yummy cock in my mouth was
making me wet. No. No. No. I shook my head and shifted back and
forth, trying to ignore the feeling of my already damp panties
between my legs.

The food seemed to take an eternity. When it finally
came I grabbed it and beat a hasty retreat. By the time I got back
in my car I saw I had a half hour left. That should be enough
time.

I pulled out of the parking lot, swerved through two
lanes of traffic and nearly rear-ended someone’s SUV. I took a deep
breath. I needed to get myself under control. I could do this. I
could do this. Even still, my hands were trembling as time ticked
away.

I zoomed up the highway ramp and pulled out short in
front of another car, causing it to hit the brakes hard. I waved
apologetically in the mirror, thankful that at least I hadn’t
gotten in an accident.

And then the car behind me lit up in red and blue
lights.

Shit. An unmarked police car.

I briefly debated trying to outrun him, but this
wasn’t some crazy action movie and I was more likely to get into a
horrible wreck and spend some days in jail than escape
successfully. Particularly with Brandon’s deadline quickly
approaching.

I pulled over to the side of the highway and readied
my driver’s license, intending to get this over with as quick as
possible and be on my way. The cop car pulled up behind me, lights
still flashing. It seemed to take the cop ages to get out of the
car, but finally he unfolded himself from the seat of the cruiser
and walked towards me.

He was a young guy, but huge, with burly shoulders
and glistening ebony skin, all crammed into a police uniform. He
had a weightlifter’s walk, keeping his arms out to the sides to
show off his massive biceps. When he finally reached my window he
leaned in. He seemed even bigger up close, filling my entire
window.

“License and registration,” He boomed.

I handed him my license and registration and he took
his time staring at them, then back down at me. I shifted
uncomfortably, causing my breasts to wiggle. I couldn’t see his
eyes behind the mirrored glasses but I sensed he was staring at my
breasts. Honestly, it was hard not to. They were
so…there.

“Do you know why I pulled you over?” He finally
said.

“Because I cut you off? Look, officer, sorry, I’m
really in a hurry here.”

“Lot of people in a hurry but you still gotta drive
safe. I’ll be right back.”

He turned and began slowly back to his car. I leaned
out the window and called after him. “Officer!”

He turned and I caught the image of my mom leaning
out the window in his reflective sunglasses. My breasts were
pressed up against the windowsill and the bikini top had come
askew. One of my nipples was clearly visible. “How long will this
take?”

“As long as it takes.”

“Is there—” I licked my lips. He was still looking
at me. “Is there any way we could make this quicker? Any way at
all?” I said seductively, brushing my hair back behind an ear and
then letting my fingers trace down my neck to the swell of my
breasts.

He paused. “Maybe. You want to join me in the car,
ma’am?” His voice was all business but I noticed the hint of a
grin.

I stepped out of the car and this time I knew
he was looking at me. He whistled appreciatively,
then turned and got in his car. I followed around and slid into the
passenger seat.

“You wanted to make this quicker,”
He said once we had shut the doors, “What did you have in
mind?”

I reached out and slid my hand between his legs to
stroke his massive bulge. I leaned over his lap and unzipped his
pants. His cock jumped out to attention, ready for me. I wrapped my
fingers around the huge black shaft and began stroking. One of his
hands came up and caressed my tits. His fingers were thick, the
palm calloused, but he was surprisingly gentle for such a huge guy.
He also knew his way around a woman’s body, stroking my nipples so
they spiked out beneath the tiny bikini.

I brought my face closer to his cock until the
bulbous black head nearly filled my vision. This would be the first
blowjob I’d given voluntarily, hell, the first time I’d been with a
man voluntarily. His presence in the car was overwhelming, his
bulky frame, his heavy, masculine scent filled the small space. I
stuck out my tongue and licked the head of his cock, leaving it
glistening with my saliva. I leaned forward, pressing my head deep
into his crotch and licked from the base of his cock to the tip,
then back down. I licked and kissed my way up and down his shaft as
he continued caressing me.

I opened my lips and wrapped them around the head of
his cock. The salty taste of his precum hit my tongue as I lowered
my mouth slowly down his shaft. I thought I would be disgusted but
I found myself enjoying it. Perhaps I’d unwittingly discovered my
mom’s love of giving blowjobs? I pushed the thought aside,
concentrating on the cock at hand.

The cop paused with one hand cupping a tit and
sighed as I swallowed his dick, forcing my lips down ever deeper,
my tongue undulating against his shaft as I drew him into my mom’s
mouth. I could taste every inch as he entered me, the thick black
head slowly sliding cross my tongue and filling my mouth. His deep,
musky scent surrounded me and, rather than being repulsed, I found
myself being turned on as I took him and smelled him and tasted
him.

His dick hit the back of my throat
and I gagged briefly, pulling my head up and leaving a trail of
saliva linking my lips to the head of his thick dick. Then I
plunged my mouth back down and gripped the base of his cock with
one hand, stroking him as I sucked him off. Unlike with Brandon,
I wanted to make this guy feel
good, and not just because I wanted to get away from him. Holding
him in my mouth was making my mom’s body so wet and tingly all over
in a natural way I’d never felt before.

His hands slid across my backside
and under my bikini bottoms. He gripped my ass in his heavy hand,
and then a thick finger landed on my asshole and I jumped slightly
in surprise, but quickly resumed my rhythm as he slowly circled my
tight hole and the tingling feeling throughout my body intensified.
Fuck, I couldn’t believe how good it felt giving this blowjob, how
powerful it made me feel to hold his dick in my mouth and control
this huge man just with my lips and tongue. His finger circled my
ass and my pussy grew wet. I closed my eyes and moaned gratefully
around the dick in my mouth. I grew faster as his cock became
slicker with my saliva, bobbing my head up and down, swirling
around, wanting him to cum for me, needing
to feel him explode in my mouth. I couldn’t
believe how horny I was just from sucking his cock, practically
dripping.

He grunted above me and his thick cock throbbed
between my lips. His body stiffened and his finger slid inside my
asshole and I came hard just as he did. He thrust up towards me and
suddenly my mouth was full of his heat as he came. My whole body
was electric as spurts of salty, creamy cum filled my mouth and I
swallowed fast, gulping him down, swallowing his entire load as he
gently thrust his dick in my mouth. I kept my lips wrapped around
him until his cock stopped pulsing and I had swallowed the last
drop. I sat up and wiped my lips with a finger, then slowly sucked
on that finger as he watched me.

“Thank you, officer,” I whispered,
“Can I go now?”

“Yes ma’am. You drive
safe.”

He handed me my documents and I hightailed it back
to my car, looking back at him just once to see him staring at my
ass as it wobbled back and forth while I balanced on my high heels.
What was happening to me? That had felt so good. The cop was just
my mom’s type; was I starting to share her desires? If I stayed in
her body long enough how much of her would I become?

I started up the car and saw there was only fifteen
minutes left before Brandon’s deadline. I didn’t want to disappoint
my Brandon. I pulled out into traffic, driving as fast as I dared.
I blew through two yellow lights in my hurry—a calculated risk—but
wasn’t stopped. I walked back in Brandon’s door with two minutes to
spare.

“Where the fuck where you?” Brandon snarled when he opened the door. But,
God, seeing his face put me once more completely under his
spell.

“Traffic,” I said, “Accident on
the freeway.” I blushed, hoping he wouldn’t ask me more, wouldn’t
ask me about the cop who’d made me feel so good. Made me feel like
I’d been cheating on my Brandon.

He stared at me a second and then
apparently decided I wasn’t lying. He let me in and made me set up
the food on the table. I had to stand and serve them as they ate,
sometimes feeding them with my fingers and being their napkin by
licking the sauce off the side of their mouths. Every time I
approached Brandon to refill his drink or serve him some more food
he would reward me by smacking my ass hard and laughing. The
humiliation burned within me, but still his command took hold,
forcing a flood of endorphins through me every time I gazed at him,
making me so happy just to be near him.

When they finished they made me clean up the table
as they went to watch more TV. When I was done I joined them,
coming around to sit on Brandon’s lap. I nibbled his ear and ran my
fingers through his hair. My body was growing wet and warm just
being so close to him. I thrust my breasts against his face,
wishing he would play with them, suck them, touch them…anything.
But he ignored me, which at the time was the worst punishment of
all. At some point he sighed and turned off the television.

“Get
up, whore,” he ordered me. It was so thrilling hearing him talk to
me. Any attention sent my body soaring into the stratosphere. I
stood and waited for him.

Brandon sent Sean and Travis home. They complained
about not getting to use me more.

“I
don’t want you to wear her out,” Brandon said, “I’ve got big
plans.”

I wrapped my arms around him from behind, pressing
my breasts against his back and letting my hands wander down to his
dick as Sean and Travis reluctantly left. My body was burning for
Brandon. Every time my nipples rubbed against him they sent sparks
of desire through me and I hoped when the others left he would
finally fuck me like I deserved. Anything to make this burning lust
stop.

He closed the door and turned his head to me while
thumbing the device. “Full cancel.”

And just like that I felt utter disgust and rage at
Brandon once more as all of his commands were canceled. I
disentangled myself from him and stood, trying to look dignified in
my ridiculous bikini and heels outfit with my breasts nearly
spilling out.

“You’ve been a good whore,” he chuckled, “But for this
ultimate humiliation I want you to be yourself. Now get in the car
and drive us back to your place. Time to say goodbye to your mom
and give your old body one last hurrah.”

I turned and strode to the car. I didn’t like where
this was going and as my body was automatic my thoughts were
flying. I now knew how to cancel all the commands. And Brandon
hadn’t yet told me to stay away from the device again. All I needed
was a little luck, but I had to distract him. I couldn’t risk
letting him remember to forbid my escape. The way my mom’s desires
had manifested themselves during my confrontation with the cop gave
me an idea.

As I started driving I left one hand on the wheel
and let the other hand run over Brandon’s thigh.

“What are you doing?” He asked, staring over at
me.

“I—
I don’t know,” I lied, hoping I sounded halfway convincing. “I
still feel like, I want you near me. Master.”

He
smiled at the last word. “Looks like my commands really took hold.”
Then his smile darkened and he thumbed the device. “Tell me the
truth. Are you really still my whore?”

My mind raced. I had to do anything he told me and
offer my body to him whenever he wanted. What else did that make
me? I tried not to show my relief when the simple affirmative,
“Yes,” sprang from my lips.

Brandon nodded, apparently satisfied.

When we got inside my apartment it was dark except
for a light on in my room.

“Get
out here,” Brandon yelled.

A few seconds later my original body appeared in the
doorway. It was my mom in there, of course. She was naked and
gripping her cock, still stroking herself even as she attempted to
walk down the hallway.

“Oh,
shit, I don’t want to see that. Stop it.” Brandon laughed. “Come
over here and you two look at each other.”

My mom hobbled into the living room. I couldn’t
imagine what she’d been through. Her cock must have been rubbed raw
from masturbating. I saw streaks of dried cum around her lips and
wondered how much of my own cum she’d consumed. I couldn’t tear my
eyes away from her, nor could she stop looking at me.

“Please…” she began, but Brandon cut her off by pressing
the button on the device.

“Shut up. I just came back to tell you that sweet tits here
is coming away with me. I’m going to fuck her til she can’t walk,
then let my boys have their fun. I’ll probably be done with her and
you can have your body back in about twenty years. Once it gets old
and fat. And in the meantime you can do…whatever, I don’t care.
Have fun being a skinny nerd or whatever. But I thought you’d like
to say goodbye. So go ahead, fuck each other like
lovers.”

At that my body took over. I stepped towards my male
form, sliding my hands lovingly across the rough contours of my
former face as I pressed my mom’s lips against my former face. My
mom slid her hands around my back, her fingers warm on my skin, as
we kissed deeply and passionately, as if we only desired each
other. I opened my mouth and invited her tongue inside. She tasted
pleasantly sweet as our tongues met. Her hands slid down my
backside and over the curve of my ass, cupping one cheek in her
hand as I pressed my huge breasts against her chest.

We kissed slowly, enjoying the closeness of each
other. This forced intimacy was easier with my own body, both
familiar and strange. My mom brought one of my own hands up and
cupped my neck, her thumb brushing gently against my chin as we
continued slowly kissing. Her cock pressed against my belly, the
heat of it making my feminine body so warm.

I sighed into her mouth and clutched her close to
me. Now it was my turn to slide my hands around her masculine form,
grabbing my own skinny ass with my mom’s fingers. My other hand
slid down my old chest, tracing the contours of my pecs. I closed
my eyes and melted into her body, enjoying the tingling sensations
flowing through my body.

As we continued making out, she slid the straps of
my bikini down, one at a time, and I extracted each arm from the
straps. She tugged the fabric away and then my sensitive nipples
were pressed directly against her warm skin. She pulled away,
staring deeply into my eyes. She wanted me so badly but was
determined to enjoy me. One of her hands slipped under my breasts
and she leaned down and brought it to her lips. I moaned as her
lips wrapped around my nipple, her tongue flicking my sensitive
skin. She knew exactly what her former body liked and in no time my
nipples had pebbled out for her and the electric sensations shot
from my nipple directly to my pussy.

I
clutched her head to my chest as she licked from breast to breast,
both hands on my tits now, growing greedier and more urgent,
needing
my body. I looked
down at her suckling between my tits, watched my former face, eyes
closed in ecstasy as my mom pleasured her own former body. I was
burning up now, each kiss building the fire between my
legs.

I slipped a finger between my legs and dragged it
slowly up and down my mom’s slit, dipping inside my moist warmth to
land on my clit. My fingers grew wonderfully wet as I massaged
myself, sinking deeper into my heat. My mom’s body felt so good,
inside and out, soft and sensual and so goddamn horny. I couldn’t
control myself any longer.

“Fuck me,” I moaned, “Fuck me right now.”

I lay down on the couch and spread my legs,
fingering my pussy and writhing on the couch as my former body
approached. My mom was fully erect. Her eyes flicked down to my
pussy and she stroked my familiar cock as she watched me play with
her own cunt, both of us pleasuring our new bodies, driven to fuck
each other’s brains out. All thought of Brandon was forgotten; I
only had eyes for my mom.

She knelt between my legs, still stroking her dick,
milking her beautiful cock as a bead of precum appeared on the tip.
God, I wanted it inside of me, why was she teasing me like this?
She spread my thighs, one at a time, gazing into my folds like a
man hypnotised. And then, finally, she pressed the head of her dick
against the swollen lips of my pussy. I was so wet there was hardly
any pressure as she slipped inside, and before I knew it I was
fucking myself. I sighed as my own cock filled me, the head
thrusting inside my velvety folds deeper and deeper.

She went slowly at first, penetrating me as deep as
she could, holding herself there for a second, then pulling out.
She held herself suspended above me, her arms on the couch, and we
stared into each other’s eyes as she slowly fucked me. I memorized
my own face from this new angle, holding her inside me, and we
built up our rhythm together. She slipped in and out of me faster
and faster. My hands flew to my tits and I squeezed my nipples as
she fucked. My body was on fire, the tension winding through me and
threatening to explode. I moaned long and low, whispering “Fuck me
harder, mom. Harder.” She gritted her teeth and pounded into me,
each thrust slamming her dick inside with a force I needed. I cried
out and wrapped my legs around her, raising my hips to meet her,
wanting desperately to be filled utterly and completely.

My mouth dropped open as she gritted her teeth and
pounded into me, my tits jiggling. Each thrust brought me closer to
the precipice of desire and I moaned, “Oh yes. Yes. Yes.” My voice
growing higher in pitch and I sounded like a pornstar as that
beautiful dick filled my cunt. “Oh, cum inside me!” I cried out as
I came, clenching my pussy around my former cock. She throbbed
inside me and came as well, driving her cock deeper as spurts of
her seed blasted into me and we cried out together. Each perfect
throb filled me with the cum I needed until I was deliriously,
gloriously full. My body shuddered as the tension dissolved,
leaving a joyful ecstasy as my cunt was filled with my mom’s
seed.

I grabbed her close and she leaned on me, both of us
breathing heavily. My legs were still wrapped around her. I never
wanted to let her go. Wanted to keep the heat of her inside me. But
Brandon interrupted.

“That was awesome. Stand up, Laura.”

My mom pulled out of me and I actually whined at the
aching emptiness she left.

“Guess you really are a mother fucker now,” Brandon
laughed. “Go stand over there and don’t move. I think you should
actually see what I’m going to to do your body.”

My mom went and stood against the wall, her eyes
locked on me. Brandon came and stood between the coffee table and
the couch where I lay. He looked down at me with a sneer, the
device in his hand.

“All
right. You need to suck my cock.”

And suddenly that was all I could think of. I sat up
and scrabbled for his pants, just wanting to wrap my lips around
his delicious cock. It sprang up out of his pants to meet me as I
pulled his boxers down and I took it into my mouth, moaning as the
taste of Brandon filled me. There was no foreplay. There was no
time for that. There was only need. He was delicious. I sank down
on him, greedily sucking his dick until it was soaking with my
saliva.

There was a dull thunk and then both his hands wound
through my hair and he thrust into my mouth, fucking my face,
driving his dick deep into me, slamming against the back of my
throat. It wasn’t love, it was pure spite. I choked and sputtered
but still kept my lips wrapped around his wonderful dick, my nose
pressed deep into his skin and his musky scent filled my mouth.

“Yeah, suck my dick you little bitch.” He said as he thrust
faster, gripping my hair so hard it hurt and slamming his cock
painfully down my throat as I gagged but continued
sucking.

And then it hit me. If both his hands were in my
hair, he must have put the device down. That thunk I heard must
have been the device landing on the coffee table behind him. I
slowly reached out both hands and began feeling my way along the
coffee table as Brandon fucked my face. It was hard to go slow,
hard to concentrate with his dick pounding into me. I gave myself
up to him. It was easier to let him be in control and fuck me with
all his might while I searched desperately for the remote.

I didn’t have much time, I could feel his cock
building up to cum in my mouth and hated myself for relishing the
thought of swallowing his creamy seed. I brushed my hands along the
table, feeling only the grain of the wood, hoping he hadn’t dropped
it too far away. My hands were completely behind him and it was as
if I was wrapping him in my arms. I’d nearly felt everything within
reach and was about to despair when my fingers landed on something
metal. I felt around the outside of the device for the switch I’d
seen earlier, hoping it was indeed the power switch. Brandon’s cock
twitched in my mouth and he drove my face down deep. The first
spurt of cum blasted into my mouth as I flipped the switch.

Suddenly, I was back in my own body on the other
side of the room, watching as Brandon fucked my mom’s mouth. She
choked and spluttered, probably partly in surprise at suddenly
finding her mouth full of dick.

I unclipped the collar around my neck and pulled it
off. I was finally free of its control. As Brandon finished his
last, desperate thrusts into my mom’s mouth I hurried over behind
him. Grabbing the device, I flicked the switch back on.

“Full cancel,” I ordered, before clapping the collar around
Brandon’s neck.

“What-?” he cried and turned, but I thumbed he
button.

“Don’t move.” I commanded. He froze in place, but I could
see murder in his eyes.

My mom had pulled herself off his dick and her mouth
was shiny with his cum. My eyes flicked down to her bare breasts,
remembering how they’d felt, heavy and ripe and wonderful. Her
whole body had been like that. I’d felt so soft, so vulnerable, but
pretty.

My mom wiped her mouth and stood. Neither of us
bothered to cover ourselves. And why not? We’d already seen
everything, already done the most intimate things in each other’s
bodies.

“What do we do with him?” I asked, motioning to Brandon.
“We can’t just let him go.”

“I’ve got an idea.” She said.


Epilogue

“Is
there anything else I can help with? Huh? Huh?” Brandon asked
excitedly, practically dancing around the kitchen.

“No,
no,” My mom laughed, “You’ve been a good boy. Go sit at the
table.”

Brandon sat next to me as my mom brought over the
platter of chicken she’d just finished baking. Brandon had
certainly changed a lot in these last few weeks. He was a little
more frenetic, but always innocently delighted to see both my mom
and me. The new Brandon had no interest in controlling anyone, in
fact, he was more than happy to be told what to do. There had never
been any need to use the device on him after the switch.

“Itchy,” Brandon said, running his finger underneath the
metal collar attached to his neck.

“No,
Brandon, leave it.” I said.

He dropped his hand. “Okay.”

Trixie smelled food and came over to the table,
pressing her muzzle against my leg.

I laughed, “No, down girl. Don’t beg at the
table.”

When Trixie failed to sit I picked up the device and
pressed the button. “I said sit.”

She immediately sat and stared up at me with her
big, brown doggy eyes. The metal collar around her neck jingled as
she panted, her big tongue hanging out. We’d had to use the device
a lot more on the new Trixie than we did on the new Brandon. But
eventually she got used to it.

Trixie’s mind seemed to expand every day when she
became human, and soon enough she was walking and talking like a
human. An eager, not particularly bright human, but still.

I scratched Trixie’s neck. “Good girl,” I said.

“Oh,
I almost forgot,” My mom spoke up as she sat, “The breeder’s coming
over this weekend to have a look at Trixie. She wants to mate
Trixie with some of her dogs and she’ll cut us in for a percentage
of the profit.”

“Great,” I replied, then looked own at Trixie. “You hear
that, girl? You’re going to be a mommy.”

Trixie nee Brandon arched one eyebrow and stared at
me dumbly. I had no doubt that she’d be a great bitch.

# # #


 Thank you!

Thank you for reading this twisted little tale as
much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it please please
leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure
to check out some of my other stories below. You can always email
me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my website for weekly body swapping and
transformation captions at https://www.bodyswapfiction.com






Thanks!

M
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