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 Sexy Preview of Filled Up: Controlled by the Bully Part
Two

“I’ve got this little remote—”
Brandon held up the device “—and I put Douglas inside his own
mom’s body. And I
can make her do anything I want.”

“No way,” Travis said, admiringly.
“Prove it.”

“Yeah,” Sean chimed in, still
looking like he was ready to run from the authority that my mom’s
body represented. “Prove it.”

“Sure,” Brandon said, thumbing the
device and turning to me. “Act like a chicken.”

I squatted on my heels as I tucked my hands into my
sides and flapped my elbows up and down. “Bawk, bawk!” I cried, as
I took a few unbalanced steps in a circle to the laughter of the
three guys. “Bawk, bawk, baaawk!”

“Classic!” Sean said, wiping a tear from his
eye.

“Ok,” Brandon said, “Stop. Stand up.”

I did so.

“Jump up and down.”

I started jumping in my high heels. Each jump sent
my tits bouncing painfully and they nearly flopped out of the top
of my dress. Sean and Travis looked on hungrily as Brandon leaned
against the car and grinned.

“Okay. Stop.” Brandon finally said.

I stopped, massaging my aching breasts gently. This
was humiliating. Worse than any of the torture they’d put me
through at school. And there was more to come.

“Shiiiit,” Travis said, “That’s awesome. Can you make her
do…other things?”

“Him, remember,” Brandon said, “That’s Douglas in there,
controlling his mom’s body. And yeah…I’ve got complete control.”

“Can
you make her…show us her tits?” Travis asked. I noticed there was
a growing bulge in his pants.

“I
can do better than that,” Brandon said. Once again he turned to me.
“Sit on the picnic table and spread your legs.”

There was no point trying to fight the commands. I
walked to the picnic table and spread my legs as ordered. The hem
of my dress slid up, exposing my smooth thighs. My white panties
were clearly visible, framed by the beautiful tan skin of my legs.
I was trembling. Terrified about what Brandon would make me do to
my mom’s body as the three crowded in around me.

“Smile.” Brandon ordered. “Flirt with my friends
here.”

“Hey, boys,” I said sweetly, my face twisting into a
pleasant smile. “You like what you see?”

Sean and Travis nodded.

I giggled coquettishly, hating myself. God, I
sounded like such a tease. Except Brandon was here to make sure it
wasn’t just teasing. “You guys are so cute. Oooh, I love your
do-rag.”

I leaned over on the pretense of looking at the top
of Travis’s head, in the meantime bringing my breasts right into
his face. I took my time, shaking my top and letting my tits
jiggle, giving him a good, long look. Eventually I sat back,
leaning on my hands.

Travis leered at me, leaning so close I could smell
his overpowering musk. One hand slid up my thigh, the thumb of his
hand just grazing my still-sopping panties. I couldn’t wipe the
pleasant smile off my face.

“I
bet your pussy tastes delicious,” Travis practically
moaned.

I giggled again, treating his vulgar comment as the
best kind of compliment. “Do you want a taste?” I asked.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

He nodded, but Brandon had only ordered me to flirt,
so I did nothing, hoping this would somehow be the end of it. But
Brandon saw my hesitance, said “You want him to eat your pussy,”
and that was the end of my resistance.

Travis slid my panties down my legs slowly as Sean
looked on over his shoulder. They both reacted to my body as though
unwrapping a gift. Travis’s calloused hands brushed across my
sensitive skin as my mom’s soft body was slowly exposed and the
cool air hit my pussy. Travis knelt on the bench in front of me and
pushed his head in between my legs. A second later his wet, warm
tongue lapped up against my slit.

Despite myself, he did feel good as he licked
slowly. My body warmed delightfully and I could practically feel
the lips of my pussy open for him as lust pulsed through my body.
His breath was hot on my sensitive skin and when his tongue pulsed
across the hood of my clit I moaned softly, unable to help myself.
I bit my lip, trying to stop the delight from spilling out of me.
Travis used his fingers to spread me wide and push his tongue
farther inside, tasting me, lapping at my clit and sending spikes
of heat burning through me.

Continue reading for the full story!
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I didn’t want to leave my mom, stuck as she was in
my body, but the command Brandon had given me using the device
compelled me to follow him out the door. I was walking surprisingly
gracefully for being in my mom’s body and wearing heels. My hips
swayed back and forth at each step and I was acutely aware of my
breasts bouncing on my chest. Yet I maintained an easy poise as my
heels clicked down our driveway. Balancing like this seemed to be
another one of my mom’s subconscious skills I’d retained.

I clicked the key fob and my mom’s
BMW unlocked with a beep. I sat in the driver’s seat and put on my
seat belt, adjusting it across my breasts. Geez, they were just
so there every
time I looked down. There was no hiding these double H’s. Not with
the dress Brandon had forced me to wear, anyway. And past the
dress, my eyes met my mom’s thick thighs and smooth
legs.

I looked over at Brandon expectantly. He was looking
me up and down hungrily.

“Fuck, your mom’s got a nice
body.”

I licked my lips nervously, my eyes glancing down to
the device in Brandon’s hand. I wasn’t about to object to anything
when he could control me at the push of a button. If only I could
get it away from him long enough to deactivate it.

Instead, I asked, “Where are we going?” It was still
unnerving hearing my mom’s voice whenever I spoke.

“We’re going to pick up Sean and
Travis at the Wood Street Park, then you’re going to treat us for
breakfast and…entertainment. Let’s go.”

Even though he pushed the button when he told me to
go I wasn’t compelled to do anything. The command wasn’t specific
enough to require any action on my part. I didn’t want to give that
away, so I dutifully backed down the driveway and began driving
towards the park. I wasn’t about to disabuse Brandon of the notion
that his vague statement was actually an order. If I could lull him
into a sense of complacency there would surely be an opportunity to
grab the device. I just had to bide my time and hope he didn’t do
anything terrible before the opportunity to escape arose.

Brandon fiddled with the radio as I drove,
complaining about my mom’s “boring NPR shit” before settling on
98.1, the Home of the Hits.

“Nice Beamer,” he said, “I didn’t
expect to find this when I got to the shithole that’s your
apartment. Your mom must not be doing too bad.”

He reached over and patted me on the bare leg and I
flinched away involuntarily.

“Don’t like to be touched, huh?”
he laughed. “I can fix that.” He pressed the button on his device.
“Orgasm every time I touch you.”

I was just wondering if he could do that—was that a
physical reaction or an emotion he couldn’t control?—when he
reached over and placed his hand on my thigh once again. A heat
blossomed between my legs and quickly expanded through my body. I
shuddered and let out an involuntarily moan as the pleasure burst
through me, a quick windup and then a full body release that slowly
dissipated, leaving my pussy instantly wet.

“Is that better?” He asked,
patting my thigh four times in quick succession.

Every time his hand landed on me another orgasm
screamed through my body. Fortunately, we were at a stoplight, so
there was no danger as I screwed up my eyes at the overwhelming
pleasure surging through me. My mouth dropped open as rising cries
escaped my lips, growing higher in pitch as my body shuddered. I
twisted back and forth in the seat. My pussy ached and I
desperately wanted to cram my fingers inside myself to feed the
painful emptiness that the orgasms had left. When I came down I was
breathing heavily and a glance in the mirror showed me my mom’s
face was flushed red.

I brushed the long hair out of my eyes as the light
turned green and I continued driving. Every time I shifted my leg
on the gas I could feel my soaking wet panties clinging to my
pussy.

“Sounded like you enjoyed that.
Want some more?” Brandon asked, his hand hovering above my
thigh.

“Only if you want me to crash,” I
responded, staring straight ahead.

He paused, considering whether I was talking back to
him, but in the end he must have decided I was just stating a fact
since he lowered his hand.

“I can’t call you Brandon anymore.
Not when we’re out in public. What’s your mom’s name?”

“Laura.”

“Ok, cool. You call me
master.”

“Yes, master.” I hated myself even
though I couldn’t stop the words from leaving my lips. Hearing my
mom’s voice debase herself like this in front of Brandon was hard
to bear.

“Ha ha! Nice,” Brandon slapped his
thigh. “You know why I pick on you, Brandon? Sorry,
Laura?”

“No, master.”

“It’s because I’m jealous. My
parents don’t love me and this is a cry for attention…Nah, just
joking. It’s because the strong eat the weak. That’s how the world
works. You were a little pussy so I fucking gave you one. And I’m
probably gonna eat that little pussy later. Go to town on you and
make you beg for my big cock. And then I’ll switch you back and you
can spend the rest of your life remembering how you begged me to
fuck you. Or maybe I won’t switch you back, just leave you in your
mom’s body. Maybe have a permanent sex slave. We’ll see how the day
goes.”

We turned into the parking lot. Sean and Travis were
sitting on a picnic table at the far end of the lot when we pulled
up. They got up and looked like they were getting ready to run when
Brandon opened the door.

“Hey, dickheads.” Brandon
shouted.

Their worried looks turned to relieved grins.

“New car?” Travis asked, adjusting
his do-rag. “That the surprise?”

“No. This is.” Brandon turned to
me and pressed the button on the device. “Get out of the
car.”

I opened the door and stood. When Sean and Travis
realized who I was their grins disappeared again.

“Whoa, shit, is that Douglas’s
mom?” Sean asked, glancing from Brandon to me.

“Sort of. It’s actually Douglas. I
swapped their bodies.

“What?” Travis asked, completely
flabbergasted.

“I’ve got this little remote—”
Brandon held up the device “—and I put Douglas inside his own
mom’s body. And I
can make her do anything I want.”

“No way,” Travis said, admiringly.
“Prove it.”

“Yeah,” Sean chimed in, still
looking like he was ready to run from the authority that my mom’s
body represented. “Prove it.”

“Sure,” Brandon said, thumbing the
device and turning to me. “Act like a chicken.”

I squatted on my heels as I tucked my hands into my
sides and flapped my elbows up and down. “Bawk, bawk!” I cried, as
I took a few unbalanced steps in a circle to the laughter of the
three guys. “Bawk, bawk, baaawk!”

“Classic!” Sean said, wiping a tear from his
eye.

“Ok,” Brandon said, “Stop. Stand up.”

I did so.

“Jump up and down.”

I started jumping in my high heels. Each jump sent
my tits bouncing painfully and they nearly flopped out of the top
of my dress. Sean and Travis looked on hungrily as Brandon leaned
against the car and grinned.

“Okay. Stop.” Brandon finally said.

I stopped, massaging my aching breasts gently. This
was humiliating. Worse than any of the torture they’d put me
through at school. And there was more to come.

“Shiiiit,” Travis said, “That’s awesome. Can you make her
do…other things?”

“Him, remember,” Brandon said, “That’s Douglas in there,
controlling his mom’s body. And yeah…I’ve got complete control.”

“Can
you make her…show us her tits?” Travis asked. I noticed there was
a growing bulge in his pants.

“I
can do better than that,” Brandon said. Once again he turned to me.
“Sit on the picnic table and spread your legs.”

There was no point trying to fight the commands. I
walked to the picnic table and spread my legs as ordered. The hem
of my dress slid up, exposing my smooth thighs. My white panties
were clearly visible, framed by the beautiful tan skin of my legs.
I was trembling. Terrified about what Brandon would make me do to
my mom’s body as the three crowded in around me.

“Smile.” Brandon ordered. “Flirt with my friends
here.”

“Hey, boys,” I said sweetly, my face twisting into a
pleasant smile. “You like what you see?”

Sean and Travis nodded.

I giggled coquettishly, hating myself. God, I
sounded like such a tease. Except Brandon was here to make sure it
wasn’t just teasing. “You guys are so cute. Oooh, I love your
do-rag.”

I leaned over on the pretense of looking at the top
of Travis’s head, in the meantime bringing my breasts right into
his face. I took my time, shaking my top and letting my tits
jiggle, giving him a good, long look. Eventually I sat back,
leaning on my hands.

Travis leered at me, leaning so close I could smell
his overpowering musk. One hand slid up my thigh, the thumb of his
hand just grazing my still-sopping panties. I couldn’t wipe the
pleasant smile off my face.

“I
bet your pussy tastes delicious,” Travis practically
moaned.

I giggled again, treating his vulgar comment as the
best kind of compliment. “Do you want a taste?” I asked.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

He nodded, but Brandon had only ordered me to flirt,
so I did nothing, hoping this would somehow be the end of it. But
Brandon saw my hesitance, said “You want him to eat your pussy,”
and that was the end of my resistance.

Travis slid my panties down my legs slowly as Sean
looked on over his shoulder. They both reacted to my body as though
unwrapping a gift. Travis’s calloused hands brushed across my
sensitive skin as my mom’s soft body was slowly exposed and the
cool air hit my pussy. Travis knelt on the bench in front of me and
pushed his head in between my legs. A second later his wet, warm
tongue lapped up against my slit.

Despite myself, he did feel good as he licked
slowly. My body warmed delightfully and I could practically feel
the lips of my pussy open for him as lust pulsed through my body.
His breath was hot on my sensitive skin and when his tongue pulsed
across the hood of my clit I moaned softly, unable to help myself.
I bit my lip, trying to stop the delight from spilling out of me.
Travis used his fingers to spread me wide and push his tongue
farther inside, tasting me, lapping at my clit and sending spikes
of heat burning through me.

His tongue landed firmly up inside me and his
fingers slid into my dripping heat. God, he was inside me and it
felt amazing. Tongue and fingers worked together to make me feel
divine. My head dropped back and my eyes closed as my body
approached the crest. Travis had me under his complete control,
working my body like a master. “Fuuuuck,” I moaned as an orgasm
lifted me gently and I squeezed my legs together, pressing my pussy
harder against Travis’s searching tongue, riding his face to urge
more pleasure through me.

I leaned forward and placed both hands on Travis
head, pushing his mouth down harder on me. There was a blast of hot
breath, two fingers thrust inside up against the dimpled nub of my
g-spot and I came harder than I ever had before. I cried out,
gripping Travis’s head and trying to push him inside me as I
climaxed around his tongue and fingers. I could feel my pussy
dripping, overflowing with the lust that was pounding through me. I
rode him like that as the wave crested and ebbed.

When it was over I sat back and Travis stood. His
chin was streaked with my shiny juices and he had huge shit-eating
grin on his face. Sean was watching me from a few paces behind
Travis. He had my mom’s panties in a ball and held them against his
nose, sniffing my fragrance.

“Dude, can I fuck her?” Travis asked. The bulge beneath his
pants was huge. I desperately wanted Brandon to say no. Mostly. A
small part of me wondered if having a cock inside me would sate
this itch that had only grown stronger with every lick.

“You’ll get your chance,” Brandon said. “We’re gonna have a
fun day, just the three of us first.” He turned to me and winked.
“If you’re well behaved maybe you can beg for some cock tonight.
Come on, Laura.”

“Yes, master,” I said, as the other two laughed. My face
burned red as I followed Brandon back to the car. Sean and Travis
climbed into the back seat.

“Let’s go get some fucking food,” Brandon said. “Drive us
to Lombardo.”

Lombardo was one of the fancier restaurants in town,
catering to an exclusive clientele. Meaning, anyone who had enough
money to eat there. As I drove, the other three laughed and talked,
mostly about me, making lewd comments about my body. I ignored
them, except when I was ordered to respond, which was fine until
they played the game of make-me-say-whatever-they-wanted.

“Hey,” Travis said, grinning, “Make her say I’m the sexiest
guy in the world.”

“You’re the sexiest guy in the world,” I replied with no
inflection after Brandon ordered me to.

“No
way,” Brandon said, “Say it like you mean it.”

“You’re the sexiest guy in the world!” I said, my mom’s
voice coming out as a sultry gasp.

The rest of the ride to the restaurant was spent
parroting them as I was forced to moan and ooze sex appeal with
every word as I begged them to take me, bragged about how wet my
pussy was, and insulted myself.

We pulled up to the front of the restaurant, where a
valet opened the door for me. I stood and straightened my dress. Of
the four of us, I was the only one remotely dressed for this place.
Brandon, Sean and Travis all wore their normal, every day clothes.
I couldn’t help noticing the heads turning as we walked by. I
didn’t know whether they were staring at the guys or at me, a sexy,
middle-aged woman escorted by three young guys. But whatever it
was, I didn’t like the attention.

The waiter seated us and the three proceeded to
order the most expensive items on the menu.

“You’re paying,” Brandon winked at me.

“Yes, master,” I replied.

“Good girl,” he patted my hand once.

I bit my lip and stifled a moan as an orgasm lit up
my body. My eyes shut tight and I dropped my head back as my entire
body throbbed. My legs quivered as heat quickly built up within my
pussy and exploded through me, leaving me dripping wet and
blushing. When I had myself under control I pushed my hair out of
my face and opened my eyes. Travis and Sean were staring at me,
open-mouthed, while Brandon was grinning like he’d just shown off
some special trick. Which, in a way, he had.

“What happened?” Sean asked.

“She
fucking came, dumbass,” Travis said.

“Women can cum?” Sean looked to Brandon.

“Yep. She orgasms every time I touch her. She’s like my own
personal fuck doll. Aren’t you?”

“Yes, master.”

I wanted to scream with rage and attack him, wipe
that shit-eating grin off his face. I could have done it; there was
no command not to. But that would have just made things worse.
There was no way I could fight off three guys and get Brandon’s
device. Even if other people in the restaurant came to my aid, if
Brandon still had the device the whole thing would be futile. So I
just gritted my teeth when I could and humored them when I had
to.

When the food came Brandon mostly left me in peace.
I nibbled at the eggs I’d ordered. Each bite was different than I’d
ever been used to. My mom’s taste buds, I guessed. She’d never
liked eggs and I could understand why, after tasting them with her
tongue. In the end I sat quietly as the others talked, the
conversation eventually coming around to the device Brandon
held.

“So,
that can make her do anything?” Travis asked.

“Yeah. I just have to hold down this button and give her an
order.” Brandon said, showing off the device.

I got a good look at it as he held it up. It was the
size and shape of a cell phone. The screen had some digital dials
and a big red button. Along the edge was a physical switch. Maybe
the power switch? That would be the logical assumption.

“What if she gets it?” Sean asked, “Could she control
herself?”

“Yeah, I guess. But she won’t get it. Watch.” He turned to
me. “Sit there. Do not touch this device.”

He set it on the table in front of me.

“There you go,” he offered, “All you have to do is switch
it off and you’ll be back in your own body. Go ahead, try to touch
it.”

I looked down at it. My mind was screaming to take
the device and run. Brandon hadn’t been pushing the button on his
last statement so I wasn’t compelled to try to touch it but I did
anyway. My slender fingers came up and stopped about six inches
from the device, refusing to go any closer.

“He
can’t do it. He must like being in his mom’s body. The little
perv.” Brandon laughed. The other two joined in. Brandon left the
phone in front of me and I stared down at it, trying to figure out
how to turn it off if I ever got the chance.

After a few minutes Brandon grabbed the device back
and talk turned to where to go next.

“Douglas’s mom is a hot piece of ass. I’d like to see her
move.” Brandon said.






The strip club wasn’t as empty as I’d hoped it would
be this early in the morning. I guess the late shifters and the
guys who did odd jobs came in here after they got off. I looked
around the dimly lit interior at the men scattered throughout the
crowd. The music was bumping and there was a redhead on stage
dancing for all she was worth to entertain the three guys that had
crowded around the front of the stage and were throwing money at
her.

Sean and Travis hooted and hollered as they hopped
into some nearby chairs and gawked at the redhead up on stage.
Brandon approached a guy in a button down shirt who looked like
someone of some importance to the club. I couldn’t hear what they
were saying but I saw Brandon jerk his thumb towards me and the
manager guy looked up, then back to Brandon and nodded. After
another minute or two, Brandon came over and took me by the
arm.

I shuddered at his touch as ecstasy blossomed
through me and my knees grew weak as I collapsed into him. His
other hand came up to catch me and that just made it worse. I
moaned in his ear, my breasts pressed against his chest as I leaned
on him and another powerful orgasm made me shudder. I clamped my
lips shut, but not soon enough to choke out a brief cry of utter
lust. My pussy was soaking now. I could feel it dripping down my
thighs. I pushed myself off Brandon with an effort before another
orgasm could strike.

Brandon laughed. “Shit, forgot about that.” He
fumbled with the device. “You’re up next. The manager over there’s
gonna tell you how it works. When you go up onstage you better be
the best pole dancer I’ve ever seen. It shouldn’t be hard for you.
You like being in your mom’s body.”

It was his last command that really got me. It
wasn’t even that it made my opinion actually change as that it
released endorphins every time I looked down at my busty body. All
of a sudden it wasn’t so awkward being in my mom’s body. When I
stared down into her heavy cleavage I was filled with an immense
feeling of satisfaction. The same when I considered the way my hips
swayed with each step, the feel of my skin so warm and smooth and
inviting. Why shouldn’t I show it off? It was amazing.

My doubts melted as the manager took me backstage
and handed me over to one of the other girls, a slightly
manic-looking frizzy-haired blonde, who prepped me.

“You
got an outfit?” She asked.

“I’ll just go out like this,” I said, gesturing down to the
black dress that perfectly showed off my supple figure.

She shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

Then the music faded out and a second later the
redhead from onstage came back behind the curtain. The voice of the
DJ filled the room, “Ladies and gentleman, making her debut, please
welcome, Kandi Krush!” Thumping bass echoed around the room and the
frizzy-haired blonde made a ‘get out there’ motion with her
hand.

I strutted onstage, fully aware that the eyes of
every guy in the audience were on my body. I was totally
self-conscious, which, of course, only made me feel better thanks
to Brandon’s command. With the endorphins flooding my body I felt
like I could do anything. I strutted across the stage to the beat
of the music and swung around the pole, squatting low and letting
my dress slip up my thighs, giving the room a glimpse of my mom’s
pink pussy.

I stood and danced over to the side of the stage
near a particularly vocal guy. I knelt with my back to him,
balanced on my heels, my bubble butt practically in his face. I
turned around, saw his eyes staring at my ass, which made me think
about the strange body I was in, which in turn made me feel even
better.

“Unzip me,” I said.

The guy reached up and unzipped my dress. I stood
and shrugged my way out of it to the beat of the music, letting the
fabric drop down and reveal my tits, over my trim stomach, my wide
hips, and then finally down to the floor. I swear, my pussy was
glistening in the lights and several people crowded closer.

“Take off your bra!” Someone yelled. From the way my body
responded I guessed it was Brandon.

My arms slipped around behind my back and I
unclasped my bra, shrugging it to the floor as well. Now the only
thing I had on were my heels. I gripped my heavy breasts. They were
too big to contain in each hand as I bobbled them up and down for
the adoring crowd. I didn’t want to be handling my mom’s tits, but
at the same time it felt so good I couldn’t put them down. I let my
fingers circle over my nipples as I danced, until they grew erect
beneath my touch.

I returned to the pole, spinning around, showing off
my ass to the crowd as I let one hand slide down the small of my
back and over the plump cheeks, smacking them lightly and letting
them wobble. Then I held the pole and leaned over backwards so my
breasts spilled down practically to my neck as I gazed at the
upside down crowd fighting to throw money at me. I danced around
collecting their dollar bills. Every time I leaned down my breasts
would jiggle in their faces. Eager hands reached out and stroked my
skin before a bouncer stepped up and made them stop.

I’d
never had this much attention before. Not for my body anyway. I’d
always been the scrawny geeky kid ignored by everyone else.
Actually being on stage and admired, having guys fawning all over
me was actually…kind of nice. So this was what being sexy felt
like. Every swing of my arms, every step, every time I caressed my
own skin a new whoop of joy came up from the crowd. I found myself
getting into it, dancing around the stage and flaunting my body not
because I had to but because I wanted to. I liked these smooth thighs, this bubble butt,
these tremendous tits. Every guy in the room dreamed of fucking me
and all I had to do was a little dance.

All too soon the music ended. I collected my clothes
and the money and returned backstage. Brandon was waiting for me
just outside the dancer’s backstage door after I slipped back into
my form-fitting dress.

“Nice job, Kandi,” he smirked. I blushed despite myself, my
heart still thumping from the thrill of the crowd cheering me on.
“You got Sean and Travis all excited. I think it’s time to go back
to my place. Follow me.”

I obeyed dutifully. My body was supercharged from
all the excitement and while a part of me was scared at what was
surely about to happen, a small part welcomed it. The attention had
been empowering, like I could control everyone there with just my
body. I wanted to feel that power again, and I would soon have my
chance.

We piled back into the car and Brandon gave me
directions to his house. We almost crashed one when Brandon told me
to “turn right here”, which my body interpreted deliberately and
swerved towards the sidewalk before Brandon frantically told me he
meant “turn right at the intersection”. Sean and Travis were mostly
silent in the back, except for a few choice swear words when I
almost drove us off the road.

We pulled up in Brandon’s driveway and I stared up
at the house. It was an impressive three story McMansion with a
wing on either side of the driveway so that the house seemed to
fold around us oppressively as we approached.

We got out and filed inside. Whether it was
Brandon’s orders or just conditioning over time, I actually didn’t
feel half bad in my mature, buxom body. As we entered the grand
house I brushed my hair behind a slender ear and gazed around.

Two spiral staircases stood at either side of the
foyer, surrounding the archway to the living room. The far wall of
the living room was entirely glass, allowing views across the
manicured backyard and the golf course beyond. Everything about the
place from the furniture to the decorative details of the columns
spaced around the rooms screamed money. It also screamed ‘notice
me’ and ‘My decorator picked out all the furniture’.

By now both Sean and Travis were eyeing me. We all
had an idea what was coming. I was planning to fight it with every
ounce of my will, until Brandon pulled me aside and whispered his
commands into my ear as soon as I recovered from my instant
orgasm.

“Cancel the command to orgasm every time I touch you.” My
relief only lasted long enough for him to take his next breath.
“You think I’m the sexiest guy you’ve ever seen. It makes you so
wet thinking about me and my friends fucking you.”

“Okay, guys,” he said, turning to them, “Follow
me.”

I followed Brandon up the stairs, Sean and Travis
bringing up the rear. I was aware they were staring at my ass
peeking out from beneath my black dress just as I was staring at
Brandon’s ass. I’d never noticed how powerful and masculine he
looked until he really opened my eyes with his last commands. It
seemed like with each step I became hornier. I could feel my pussy
lips sliding against each other as images of Brandon’s body lying
on mine flashed through my mind.

Brandon opened the door and stood aside, gesturing
for me to enter. My cheeks burned as I met his eyes and read the
hunger in them for my body. Sean and Travis followed me in and
Brandon closed the door behind them. While the other two stood
there awkwardly, Brandon put the device on the bedside table,
approached me in three steps and pressed his lips to mine.

He’d
stayed the command to orgasm at his touch, gallantly allowing my
body to warm slowly, like a real woman. His lips were strong and
forceful as he slipped his tongue into my mouth, taking me like a
real man would. His hand slid under the hem of my dress and gripped
my butt as I leaned into his kiss, pressing myself against his hard
body. I tried to tell myself that this response wasn’t me, that
this need for him was just the result of his command. But it was a
physical yearning, overpowering my own logic.

As my hands roamed around Brandon’s hardness,
someone else slipped up from behind and began kissing my neck. Each
kiss sent a tremor through me, warming my body. My pussy grew wet,
a peculiar feeling of the lips of my pink cunt opening and growing
looser while my insides grew tighter. A pleasant tension wound
through me as another set of hands joined the first two in roaming
up and down my body, pinching and squeezing my ass, my tits, my
thighs.

There was something intoxicating about their
physical need for me and I leaned into it, raising my arms to help
them slip my dress up and over my head. Brandon’s eyes went down to
my tits, followed by his face. He gripped my breasts in both hands,
kissing and suckling back and forth over the cotton fabric of my
bra, burrowing his head in between my huge, pillowy breasts and
forcing soft sighs from my mouth as I watched him fulfill his
desire for my body. My whole body was buzzing. I was filled with a
light-headed warmth and a deep desire blossomed in my pussy. I
didn’t want to do this, but my body overruled me. My hands slipped
around behind my back and unclasped my bra. I let it slip to the
floor, watching Brandon as his eyes lit up in delight as my heavy
breasts heaved into view.

Then Sean was kneeling between my legs. He pressed
his face into my cunt and his warm tongue slowly traveled up and
down my slit. I sucked my bottom lip and moaned, long and low. Sean
gently sucked on the lips of my pussy, creating a pleasant pain
that rebounded through me. And then his tongue slipped inside,
tasting me, gliding in and out then up. I cried out briefly as
pleasure flared through me when his tongue landed on my clit, while
at the same time Brandon sucked on a fat, pink nipple. I watched
him take it into his mouth in utter delight, eyes closed in ecstasy
as he tasted me. I’d never felt so wanted, so gorgeous before.

Travis’s body pressed against me from behind. I
could feel his bare cock against the top of my ass, the heat
burning wonderfully against my skin as he slid up and down the
crack of my ass slowly. He nipped my shoulder, sending heat
radiating down between my legs and winding the tension tighter
through my body.

Brandon pulled his lips off my nipple with a wet
pop, leaving it red and raw, still aching so good. He dropped his
pants and lay on the bed, gripping his erection in one hand. It
looked so big, so fucking hot, with his fingers wrapped around the
shaft, a bead of pre-cum appearing at the tip just for me. Christ,
were these my thoughts or Brandon’s commands? It didn’t seem to
matter. Sean hadn’t stopped licking my cunt, was in fact burying
his face between my legs and I was dripping. So wet I couldn’t
think straight. Couldn’t think of anything except sating this
desire burning through me.

I reluctantly pulled away from the cock against my
backside and the tongue inside my pussy to straddle Brandon. I was
nervous as I positioned his thick cock beneath my mom’s cunt. It
would be the first time I’d ever been fucked in this body. In a way
I was still a virgin. It looked so big would it fit?

Brandon must have sensed my hesitance because he
gripped my ass in one hand and pulled me down while guiding his
cock inside me. The pressure built against my pussy, harder,
harder, and then he was sliding inside me and I was moaning as I
dropped slowly down onto his cock. I gasped as he filled me, my
hands on his chest, my hair hanging over my face, my tits hanging
down heavily and penduluming back and forth between us as I slowly
lowered myself. God, I could feel him inside me, so hot and hard,
going deeper. The walls of my pussy clenched around him
involuntarily. I was so full of him and still he kept sliding
inside me. It was almost painful, like I would split in two. And
then, mercifully, I was all the way down on him and his cock lodged
deep in my center.

I
sat there, paused with Brandon’s cock deep inside my throbbing
pussy, just enjoying the feeling of being full. Yes, I was enjoying
it now. It was impossible not to. My body needed to be filled. To be fucked and desired and
owned by the three guys surrounding me.

I leaned on Brandon’s chest as I slid my pussy up,
then back down, rocking my cunt gently up and down the long expanse
of his shaft. My tits hung beneath me, swaying every time I rocked.
Brandon gripped them and batted them, watching as they swung
hypnotically, a sexy grin on his face.

And then without warning Sean’s cock was in front of
me. Without stopping to think I opened my lips and sucked it into
my mouth. How could I not? His fragrance filled my mouth and I
could taste his salty skin as I sank my lips deeper down his shaft.
My tongue ran along the underside of his shaft and I tilted my head
around to lick the sides as I drew up and down, knowing exactly how
to suck a dick, knowing exactly how I would have wanted it. I took
his entire dick in, until my nose was pressed against his pubic
hair and I held him in my mouth.

Two hands grabbed my ass and spread my cheeks. I
arched my back as I continued sliding up and down Brandon’s shaft,
never letting Sean’s cock leave my mouth. Now my breasts were
pressed against Brandon’s chest, the nipples scraping over his skin
every time they jiggled, growing hard as diamonds. And then there
was a pressure against my asshole. Travis gripped me hard and
spread me wide, pushing the head of his cock against my sensitive
opening. My mind screamed to stop him; I wasn’t ready to get fucked
in the ass, but my treacherous body just moaned around the cock in
my mouth, and my pussy grew ever wetter. He pushed his dick against
my tiny asshole, driving harder.

God, it hurt. The pain spiked through me, met the
waves of pleasure and somehow amplified them. I trembled with lust
and felt the head of Travis’s cock begin to slip inside. It burned
painfully but all I could do was continue to work my body up and
down the two cocks already inside me. He pushed deeper and the pain
was tremendous. I could feel him sliding into me, forcing his way
inside inch by inch. But strangely, the deeper he went the better
it felt until with one last final push I held him inside me.

My brain was dazzled with ecstasy, my body a powder
keg, waiting to explode. The guys rode me like this, pushing the
cock into my mouth, then into my pussy and my ass, back and forth
as I balanced on the knife edge of utter bliss. And then I could
hold it no longer and the tension broke through my body. I moaned
around the dick in my mouth, shutting my eyes tight as my body
quivered and shook with my orgasm. Seeing my curvaceous body
cumming so hard must have set all of them off, because they all
throbbed then. I had half a second to realize what was happening
and then jets of cum were spurting down me from all sides: into my
throat, deep into my center, and filling my asshole. They grunted
as they gripped me tighter, all pushing deeper for one last thrust,
squeezing me between them, forcing their seed inside me.

I swallowed every spurt that Sean gave me, gulping
down the creamy, saltiness until he was done. At the same time my
ass was burning as Travis emptied his load into me and Brandon
filled my cunt with his seed. I twisted and pushed down, impaling
myself, hungry to be filled, to sate my body as I took them all in
and came once more with them, brighter than before, a total
full-body ecstasy as my body was filled as never before, even
fuller than I thought possible.

When it was done, Travis pulled out and then I
rolled off Brandon. I whimpered at the instant emptiness. It felt
so sad to not be full of their cock. Brandon looked over at me and
reached for the device that he’d placed on the bedside table. “Lick
us clean,” he ordered.

I set to work, swallowing each of their dicks in
turn even as I could still feel the cum sliding out of my pussy and
my ass. I tasted our mingled salty essence, shuddered inwardly as I
realized I was tasting my mom’s pussy, but drank it all down,
licking each cock clean.

“Shit,” Brandon said, standing and putting his pants on, “I
knew your mom was a fucking whore.”

Sean and Travis laughed, too as they all dressed. It
was humiliating, being forced to be their prostitute, letting them
take my mom like that. But, possibly even worse, it was awful how
much I liked it.

Brandon leaned over and gripped my chin in his hand.
With one hand still on the device, he said, “You love being my
little whore.”

And suddenly I did. I loved being used and fucked
and treated rough. Loved the way he stared at my tits and pounded
my aching pussy. I wanted to make him happy. I wanted to be around
him so whenever he wanted my body he could reach out and grab me,
fill me with his beautiful hard cock. For the first time, I
wondered if I ever wanted to return to my body or if it was
easier—better?—to just be Brandon’s willing whore forever.

I was having a difficult time remembering where
Brandon’s control over me ended and my true feelings began. And I
think I liked it.

To be continued…
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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 my
cock was in her hand. She was 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.”

I stepped towards my male form, sliding my hands
lovingly across the rough contours of my former face as I pressed
my lips against my old body. My mom slid her hands around my back,
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. She brought one hand 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 the rest in the conclusion Fed Up: Controlled
by the Bully Part Three
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