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Keep it in the Family

 Sam had expected
the waiting room of the swap facility to look futuristic but it
just looked like any other institutional waiting room anywhere in
the world. Afternoon light streamed through the large
floor-to-ceiling windows, illuminating the cream walls and the
generic art prints hanging from them. A few potted plants were
stashed in the corners and a television bolted to one of the walls
kept silently replaying the computer-generated instructional video
about how the long-range body swap technology worked.

Sam and his wife, Meredith, sat side-by-side on a
beige couch while their youngest son, Bruce, paced back and forth.
Meredith was absorbed in something on her phone—probably sending
some last minute work emails—and her red manicured nails danced
back and forth across her screen while Sam flipped through an old
issue of Car and Driver.

As Bruce’s shadow once again fell over Sam’s
magazine, Sam paused and looked up. “Nervous?”

Bruce shot him a forced smile. “Yeah, a little,” he
admitted.

“It’ll be okay,” Sam reassured him, then turned to
his wife. “Isn’t that right, dear?”

“Yes, darling,” Meredith said absently as she
continued typing.

“Thanks, mom, real reassuring,” Bruce sighed.

Sam tried his usual tact: sternness. “Look, I paid a
lot of money for this trip so you’re going to enjoy it.”

Meredith set her phone down and glared at Sam before
looking up at Bruce with a softer expression. “They’ve been doing
this for years. Nothing will go wrong.”

“Won’t it be weird being in someone else’s body?”
Bruce asked, looking down at his thick fingers and turning them
over as if saying goodbye to them.

Bruce had the same stocky body and broad face of his
father. He also had a full head of dark blond hair and the
beginning prickles of stubble. Though he was eighteen-years-old, in
Sam’s family the men had always been slow to mature. Bruce’s dad,
to his chagrin, had long since matured and now sported a neatly
trimmed beard that was greying in places, and with the hair on his
head cut close to hide the fact that it was thinning. Sam’s old man
had gone almost completely bald in his fifties and Sam was quickly
heading that way.

“It’s the ultimate vacation,” Sam gushed.

“How will I walk and everything? Won’t the whole
world look different?”

“You’ll have all your body’s muscle memories,”
Meredith replied. “And they do something called neuron mirroring to
help with your perception of self so you don’t flop about.”

Meredith was always the practical one. Always put
together. Even today she wore a neat charcoal pant suit. Her
dyed-blonde hair was cut in a pixie cut that made her seem more
youthful than the liens around her eyes would suggest. She had a
pear-shaped body with wide hips that Sam enjoyed grabbing on to.
She was meticulous about her appearance, which was probably why
she’d been so eager to become someone else for a little while. It
might be nice to just not care.

“It’s just like swapping out an engine in a car,” Sam
agreed. “It does everything exactly the same, but the outside is
different.”

“Okay,” Bruce mumbled. “But what if I don’t like the
new body?”

Sam looked over at Meredith, who had a wry smile on
her face. It had been Sam’s idea to do the long-range body swap to
visit their eldest son, Alan, who lived across the country. Last
week he’d been dumped by his longtime girlfriend and Sam wanted to
cheer him up for his upcoming twenty-third birthday. He figured the
best way to cheer him up was to visit him. When Sam told his idea
to Meredith, she suggested they make a family vacation out of it
and added a few improvements to the plan. Meredith, ever the
organized one of the family, arranged all the details of the swaps
as well as the social activities once they arrived on Alan’s side
of the country.

“I think you’ll like it,” Meredith assured him.
“It’ll give you an amazing new perspective.”

“Besides,” Sam added, glancing towards the hallway to
make sure no one was listening and then leaning forward to whisper,
“They’re not our bodies. They belong to complete strangers. We can
do whatever we want.”

Sam and Meredith grinned at each other. They’d heard
stories of people who’d paid for a honeymoon package at the body
swap facility, swapping into newlyweds who needed some cash and
taking their bodies out for a spin. Sam didn’t know exactly who
they were swapping into but he was sure his wife had the same ideas
he had. This would be a vacation from themselves. A chance to try
out everything and no one would ever know. Oh, they’d signed
various waivers, but when it came down to it, they would be in
complete control of their temporary bodies and no one could stop
them.

The glass doors to the inner hallway slid open and a
nebishy technician stepped out. “Okay, Moore family, we’re ready
for you. Who would like to go first?”

They agreed that Meredith would go first, followed by
Bruce and then Sam.

“I’ll be there on the other side to help you,”
Meredith assured her son as she stood.

“See you in a bit,” Sam said, wondering who he would
be meeting on the other side.

The technician returned a few minutes later to grab
Bruce. Sam squeezed his son’s shoulder reassuringly before he was
led away. Now that Sam was alone and the swap was imminent, he
began to get nervous. He jiggled his leg, wondering exactly who his
wife had chosen for him to be swapped into. How would they feel
being in his slightly overweight middle-aged body? Whatever
happened, it was only for two days.

Finally, the technician returned for Sam. They didn’t
pass any of Sam’s family, which was fortunate. Sam didn’t know how
he would feel watching strangers move about in their bodies.

He was led into a room fixed with calming blue
lights. A large padded chair took up the center of the room. It
looked like a futuristic armchair with wires and lights and small
screens all over the back of it. Sam sat down and the seat adjusted
beneath him, morphing to accompany his bulk.

The technician placed electrodes all over him and
tapped various screens, adjusting levels until he was satisfied.
Sam looked down at his body. It would be the last time he’d see it
for two days. His beer belly stretched the button-down shirt he
wore almost to its limit. The shirt was then tucked into khaki
pants that hid his hairy legs. Would he really miss all this?

“Ready?” The technician asked.

“Ready,” Sam replied in his deep baritone.

“You might feel some vertigo,” The technician
warned.

He pressed a few buttons and the room spun into
darkness.
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Sam blinked open his eyes. The swap room on this side
looked exactly the same, except that instead of the nebishy
technician, a middle-aged peroxide blonde was there to greet him.
She turned from the screen and smiled at him.

“Hi, Sam. Welcome to Portland,” she beamed.

As she unhooked the diodes from his body Sam stared
down at himself and found that he was staring into someone’s
gorgeous cleavage. The two breasts were clasped by a bra beneath a
flowery summer dress that fell lightly across a youthful
twenty-one-year-old body. His arms were slender and almost
completely hairless, ending in dainty hands and long, glittering
nails.

The dress ended just above his knees and Sam’s eyes
took in the long, perfect legs he now possessed. He wore three-inch
strappy sandals on finely-crafted feet, each nail painted to match
his fingers. He felt so much lighter and smaller than his old self,
and yet as the technician helped him to stand there was no vertigo,
no sense that his balance was off. Even his gait, as he swished to
the mirror on the far wall, was that of a young woman, all swaying
hips and silky movements.

His reflection appeared in the mirror and he marveled
at himself. A young woman stared back at him, looking as dumbstruck
as he felt. She was gorgeous, with a cute face and laughing blue
eyes. Dark silky hair hung down to her waist. Sam tucked a strand
out of his eyes and behind a tiny ear, enjoying the smooth motions
of his young form. The summer dress was cut to his new body and Sam
turned this way and that to admire the slender, hourglass figure he
now possessed.

He felt so alive, so energetic! He hadn’t felt this
good in years. He ran his hands down his body, exploring the light
curves, down to the taut ass. And, Jesus, didn’t his ass look
amazing as he wiggled it? His breasts wobbled lightly as he turned,
and his gaze was drawn back to his chest. The curves disappeared
beneath the dress, beautiful and soft and breathtakingly
perfect.

“Fuck me,” Sam whispered in his light voice, taking
in his beautiful heart-shaped ass.

Meredith had chosen extremely well. He laughed, a
light, echoing sound as he turned and posed for himself in the
mirror.

A deep male chuckle came from the doorway. Sam gasped
in surprise and turned to see a powerfully-built man who seemed to
be somewhere in his 40s. The man wore slacks and a slim-fitting
casual button-down shirt that stretched across his broad chest and
clung tight to his muscular arms. His black hair was trimmed close
and swept back over his head. His eyes were dark and piercing and
his jaw seemed chiseled from granite.

The man was accompanied by an attractive blonde. She
seemed to be somewhere in her late thirties or early forties and
was well put-together. Her hair was straight and cut into uneven
bangs, one of which curved elegantly down the side of her face.
Sam’s eyes were drawn to her tank top, where an impressive rack
bounced as she moved toward him. Skin-tight jeans emphasized her
full figure and the whole outfit was capped off with black leather
heeled-boots.

All in all the two looked like powerful people, him
perhaps some sort of CEO, her a stay-at-home wife whose main job
was to look good for her husband. And she’d definitely
succeeded.

“Meredith?” Sam asked, his eyes flicking back and
forth between the two of them. He couldn’t believe how wonderfully
light and airy his voice was.

“That’s me,” replied the broad-chested man.

Sam put his hand to his mouth in surprise. “Wow, you
look amazing.”

“You do, too,” Meredith smiled, flashing brilliant
white teeth.

“Don’t think you can have him,” Bruce said with a
grin as he clasped Meredith’s hand. “He’s mine.”

Their bodies wore matching wedding rings. Sam also
noticed, with some jealousy, that Bruce’s nails were even fancier
than his own.

“You’re your own mom’s wife now?” Sam asked, with a
smile.

“That’s right,” Bruce agreed. “It’s just pretend
anyway.”

“The swap seemed to go okay,” Sam said, glancing back
and forth between the two of them.

“Absolutely,” Meredith agreed. “Hey, watch this, look
how strong I am.”

She turned suddenly and grabbed Bruce. She lifted him
easily in the air as he squealed and clung to her, his breasts
pressing against her chest. When she set him down they were both
grinning and Meredith was sporting a bulge in her pants.

“Seems like you like it,” Sam said, nodding down at
Meredith’s crotch.

“What’s not to like? I’ve got a hot wife,” she said,
slapping Bruce lightly on the ass. “And I intend to give this body
a run for its money.”

“And you seem a lot calmer,” Sam added to Bruce.

Bruce grinned. “I was worried I would get a body like
yours, dad. I mean, your old one. No offense. But I mean,
have you seen this rack?” Bruce wiggled his chest, sending his tits
bouncing madly. “You may be cute but I’ve got the bigger
chest.”

Bruce was right. His chest was easily twice as large
as Sam’s.

Meredith laughed deeply, her eyes drawn to her son’s
chest. “Maybe you’re still growing,” she said to Sam. “You’ve got
the same genes after all.”

“What do you mean?” Sam asked. Seeing the sexy older
woman so carefree with her body made Sam envious.

Meredith explained that Bruce’s body was the mother
and Sam’s was the daughter.

“That means I gave birth to you!” Bruce
laughed, his tremendous breasts shaking. “So you should call me
mom.”

“Sure, mom,” Sam agreed with a smile, before
turning to Meredith. “So you’re my dad?”

“Stepdad, apparently,” Meredith replied.

“Well, I think my body would call you ‘daddy’,” Sam
said, tossing his long black hair back. “And we might as well play
our roles,” he added with a wink towards Meredith.

“Maybe if you’re lucky I’ll be the one calling
you daddy,” Bruce said, stepping seductively toward Sam.

Meredith placed a hand on her son’s arm and glanced
around. “Not right here. That’s frowned upon between families.”

“Oh,” Bruce said, disappointed.

“But maybe later,” Meredith whispered into his ear.
She turned to Sam. “For now, let’s all just pretend to be the
family we’re supposed to be and go find Alan.”

They joined the technician in the hallway and were
led down to the waiting room. Sam enjoyed the way his slinky hips
swayed back and forth and the way his heels clicked at each step.
He felt so wonderfully sleek and alive. It was such a nice contrast
between this and the big, burly body he used to have. In this woman
he felt…pretty.

The doors slid open and the trio filed into the
waiting room, Sam leading the way. Alan jumped up from the leather
recliner and took a step towards them before pausing, his brow
furrowed in confusion.

“Bruce?” Alan asked, looking at Sam. “I wouldn’t have
thought you’d have chosen to be a chick.”

“Nope,” Sam laughed, striking a pose with one hand on
his hip. “I’m your dad. This is your mom and this is your brother,”
he said, introducing the others in turn.

Alan gawked from one to the other, clearly
dumbfounded that his mother was a hot middle-aged guy, his little
brother the guy’s MILF wife, and his father a cute girl about his
own age. “But—why?”

“Well,” Sam began. “My original plan was to just swap
into bodies of the same age and sex. But Meredith thought since
you’d just broken up with your girlfriend maybe I could come out
and be your eye candy for a few days. After all, I think I know you
best.”

“And I figured this was my chance to be a man,”
Meredith added. “And your brother here could use some experience as
a woman so he knows how to treat them,” she added, slipping an arm
around Bruce’s waist.

Sam nervously twiddled his hands behind his back.
He’d thought it was a good plan when Meredith suggested it, but
now, in the middle of it and in a young woman’s body, he suddenly
felt awkward and self-conscious. What if this wasn’t a good idea?
Could he even be a convincing girlfriend or would he be unable to
get over the weirdness of it being his son?

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Alan said,
echoing his dad’s hesitation even as he gazed at Sam with hungry
eyes. “I mean, dad do you want to do this with me?”

Sam slunk towards Alan. Alan took a step back but Sam
grabbed his arm and entwined their fingers. Alan’s fingers felt so
much stockier within Sam’s slender new hand. “Just give it a try,”
he said, staring deeply into Alan’s eyes until he blushed and
looked down.

“Okay,” he mumbled. “But what do I call you? I can’t
keep calling you ‘mom’ and ‘dad’, that would be too weird.”

After some discussion, Meredith agreed to call Bruce
‘dear’ just as Sam had done within their own bodies. In return,
Bruce would call Meredith ‘darling’.

“I’ll call Sam ‘pumpkin’.” Meredith said.

“Oh!” Bruce laughed. “I’ll call him princess.”

Sam blushed bright red as the others laughed. Should
he have been pissed they were calling him by such girlie names? He
felt he might have if he’d still been a man but in this body it
felt right.

Bruce turned to his younger brother. “And you can
call me Mrs. Spencer.”

“Really?” Alan asked.

“Yeah, man. Show me some respect. You can’t go around
calling your girlfriend’s mom by her first name.”

“Girlfriend?” Alan asked, fully realizing what
exactly Sam’s plan had been.

“That’s right,” Sam agreed, swinging Alan’s hand
lightly.

“So, uh, um, w-what do I call you?” Alan asked
Sam.

Sam could feel him trembling. God, it was delightful
feeling the sexual power of this new body. He had his son - a
swarthy, muscular teen - trembling. And all for Sam’s attention.
Well, it was do or die now.

Sam turned to his son and had to stand up on tiptoe
but he managed to reach Alan’s lips and kiss him. After a second he
felt Alan respond, felt him push back against Sam’s soft body, felt
his lips grow more urgent as their kiss deepened to a makeout
session until Meredith coughed. Sam pulled away, slightly short of
breath, pupils wide with want as he gazed up at Alan. That had felt
amazing. All his senses had come alive. Maybe it was that neuron
mirroring thing Meredith had mentioned. This woman’s body enjoyed
kissing men and that delightful muscle memory stuck around for Sam
to enjoy.

“Call me whatever you want, babe,” Sam finally said,
breathlessly.

Alan grinned stupidly and stroked his father’s gentle
new cheek. Sam nuzzled against Alan’s powerful palm. “Okay,
angel.”

“Aww,” Meredith said, taking Bruce arm in arm. “Don’t
they make a cute couple?”

“Yeah, but why don’t I get a hot date?” Bruce
complained.

“Uh,” Meredith looked at him in disbelief. “Is your
husband not hot enough for you, dear?”

Before Bruce could respond Meredith pulled him in for
a kiss. Sam saw Bruce’s body go rigid as he kissed a guy for the
first time, then softened just as Sam had done as the realization
hit him that his new body enjoyed kissing guys.

“Mom, dad, that’s embarrassing,” Sam laughed, with an
exaggerated eyeroll, giving back to Bruce the things he had said on
many occasions.

Meredith pulled away with a grin and Bruce glared at
Sam. “Don’t interrupt while the grownups are doing grownup things,”
he said in mock anger, then turned back to Meredith. “Come here,
darling.”

He threw himself into her arms and they wrapped each
other up, kissing so sensually it made Sam blush.

“I can’t believe my brother is making out with my
mom,” Alan shook his head.

Bruce pulled away, still clinging to Meredith’s solid
form. “For the weekend we’re not your mom and your brother. You’ll
call me Mrs. Spencer, remember?”

“Right. Right. Sorry, Mrs. Spencer.”

“So what’s on the agenda…dad,” Sam asked his
now-older wife.

“Well…first I thought we could have some fun.”
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With Meredith in the passenger seat of Alan’s car
giving directions and the two new women in the back, Alan drove
them to the State Fair. They wound through the parking and stood in
line to enter. Sam tried his best to remember to act like a young
lady, though it was difficult at times.

Meredith and Bruce led the way. Meredith was
luxuriating in being a man, twining her arm through Bruce’s without
a care. Alan was still acting a little skittish so Sam took his
hand as they passed the flashing lights of the carnival rides.
Lights blinked, bells rang, and the delicious scent of fried dough
filled the air as the small family strolled through the
fairgrounds.

Sam encouraged his son to play a few of the carnival
games. “Ooh, win me one of those teddy bears, babe,” he gushed to
Alan as they passed a shooting gallery surrounded by huge pink and
yellow stuffed bears.

“Nobody can win those,” Alan insisted, “They’re just
for show.”

“Come on, pleeease,” Sam begged, batting his
eyelashes until Alan gave in.

Sam knew Alan was a good shot. Hell, he’d trained the
kid himself. Alan paid his money, took the rifle, and sighted
through the gallery for the high-value targets. Maybe it was the
nervousness of his dad/girlfriend hanging from his arm but Alan’s
shots were off. He won a small stuffed dolphin as a consolation
prize.

“Let me have a go,” Sam insisted.

“Here you go, little lady,” the man behind the
counter said as he handed Sam the gun.

Sam gritted his teeth, still not entirely used to be
treated as a woman despite his best efforts. He found sighting down
the barrel difficult as his breasts got in the way and he had to
change his position. When he was resting his arm on the counter,
bent over and ready to fire, a thought struck him. He paused and
turned to Alan.

“Can you show me how to do this?” he asked. Alan
gestured for the gun but Sam shook his head. “I’m already in
position. Just move me.”

Alan wrapped himself around Sam, placing his hands on
top of Sam’s. Alan contoured himself around Sam, and Sam could feel
Alan’s warm body heat through the thin dress he wore. The feminine
part of himself was soothed by the feel of this big, strong man
around him, fingers tracing over his own. Sam breathed in the
richly masculine scent of Alan and a warm tingle rushed through
him.

“You hold it like this,” Alan said, hot breath
whispering against Sam’s ear and sending delightful goosebumps down
his arms. “And squeeze.”

They fired off a round that pinged off a target
attached to a metal bird, making it flip down and out of sight.

“All right!” Sam cheered, and pressed his body back
against Alan, letting his wonderful ass press against Alan’s crotch
as he felt the stiff manhood rising to attention. A startling
warmth flowed through Sam, the continuing tendrils of attraction
gripping him as his son helped him squeeze the trigger and down
more targets.

In the end they won a slightly bigger prize. The man
behind the counter handed Sam a stuffed horse and Sam turned around
and kissed Alan on the cheek.

“My hero got me a pony!” He chirped.

They continued on through the fair until they came to
a cheap-looking haunted house.

“Oh!” Meredith shouted. “Let’s do that!”

She yanked Bruce along with her, leaving Alan and Sam
to trail along after them. The ride was old and rickety and not
particularly scary, but Sam remembered riding these types of rides
from back when he was a kid. He played his part, clinging tightly
to Alan’s arm and squealing and burying his face in Alan’s chest
whenever something jumped out to scare him. Alan laughed and
wrapped his arms around Sam.

“I got you, angel,” he said.

Sam knew he was playing a role but it still made him
a little breathless. There was some sort of strange tension inside
him. Some need he couldn’t quite identify, but it grew stronger
whenever Alan looked at him or touched him.

Up ahead he saw Bruce and Meredith doing the same,
playing the role of longtime lovers. When they stepped off the ride
at the exit, they were all laughing. Both Sam and Bruce were
blushing.

They stopped for fried dough, each couple feeding
each other and growing more accustomed to their new roles. It
helped that Alan still called Meredith and Bruce ‘Mr. and Mrs.
Spencer’, and Sam took every opportunity to call Alan ‘babe’,
trying to drill it into his head through sheer repetition. Though
as the night progressed it became easier and easier to sink into
the persona of the lovely young woman he inhabited.

By the time they arrived at the photo booth, Sam and
Alan only had eyes for each other.

“You two lovebirds get up there,” Meredith
insisted.

The photographer arranged them side by side in front
of a big heart-shaped floral arrangement. He snapped a few photos
in various positions and then had Alan sit on a chair.

“You sit in his lap, honey,” the photographer said to
Sam.

Sam slid onto Alan’s lap and Alan wrapped his arm
around Sam’s slender waist. Sam placed his hands on Alan’s.

“That’s right,” the photographer said. “Now give each
other a kiss.”

They did, and Sam felt that rush of heat through his
body as their lips met. He wanted to stay like that long after the
picture.

“Aw, my little pumpkin is gorgeous, isn’t she?” Bruce
laughed to the photographer, making Sam blush again. “Hey, let’s
get some photos with my husband and my daughter.”

“Sure, Mrs. Spencer,” Alan agreed.

The three of them grinned knowingly at this secret
roleplay as Meredith, Sam and Bruce lined up for photos. The
photographer got a variety of shots, including several of Meredith
and Bruce kissing. The way Bruce hugged onto his mom’s solid body,
Sam got the impression that Bruce felt towards Meredith much the
same thing that Sam was starting to feel towards Alan.

When they came to the Ferris Wheel, Meredith tugged
Bruce towards it with a laugh. “God, I remember how much fun we
used to have on these things.”

For a second, Sam didn’t know what she was so excited
about. It was just a wheel that went slowly around. And then he
remembered the first time he’d taken Meredith on one of them.
They’d been dating for a few months already and were absolutely
smitten with each other. They’d started kissing at the top of the
wheel and by the time they’d gone around three times Sam was
rounding third base and almost home.

Sam squeezed Alan’s arm and pulled him along after
Meredith, his heart beating faster. He was eager with anticipation
as they climbed into the cart, just the two of them. Meredith and
Bruce had gone on in the cart ahead of them for their own alone
time. Sam tucked his dress beneath his ass nearly unconsciously as
he sat, then took Alan’s warm hand and placed it on his bare leg.
The ride attendant slammed the door shut and the car lifted up with
a jolt, which gave Sam an excuse to cling to Alan. Sam lay his head
on Alan’s shoulder but as the cart rose into the air, Alan didn’t
make a move.

Sam lifted his head and swept his silky hair out of
his face to stare into Alan’s eyes. Sam could sense the yearning in
Alan by the way he held himself stiff, and the wide dilation of his
pupils. Maybe he was waiting for an invitation, still unsure of how
his dad felt being a teenage girl. The answer was: horny. Sam was
enjoying walking around like this, looking down at his beautiful
rack whenever he wanted, feeling the dress glide against silky
legs, watching his ass wiggle. He was ready to share it with
someone else.

“You know,” Sam said shyly to Alan. “When your mom
and I rode these things I would often get to second base. Sometimes
third.”

Alan broke then and pulled Sam in for a kiss. Alan’s
lips were warm, his kiss firm. Sam melted into him, reaching for
Alan’s powerful body as Alan began stroking Sam. His touch made Sam
shiver as his hands drew slowly up and down Sam’s taut form,
caressing each firm tit and then gliding down to his bare legs.
Their tongues met, Alan tasting him as Sam gave in to the desire
coursing through his lithe young frame.

Alan’s hands were on his cheek, thumb brushing
against Sam’s soft features as he held their lips together, his
wandering tongue investigating Sam’s new mouth while Sam drank him
in, inhaling the heady masculinity of his son from within his
delicate female body. Alan clutched at him, hands roaming faster,
greedier across Sam’s body. He squeezed Sam’s tit in a meaty paw
and Sam moaned into his mouth. He’d always been the more aggressive
one with his wife and it was interesting and wonderful to be on the
receiving end, to offer his body up for this man who clearly wanted
him.

Sam snaked his hand down Alan’s pants and felt him
jump slightly as he grabbed Alan’s cock. They laughed, lips still
together, as Sam wrapped his tiny fingers around his son’s
semi-hard shaft and stroked. It grew beneath his fingers, the heat
growing more intense as it hardened beneath his touch.

Alan dipped his hand beneath the neckline of Sam’s
dress and grabbed his tit through his bra. His urgency made Sam
breathless. His heart beat madly as the cock rose beneath his
fingers until it was at its full height and his hand travelled up
and down the length. It felt so huge beneath Sam’s tiny fingers and
as he ran his fingers up to the head he felt the warm pre-cum slide
down. His body was doing that! Sam had never thought of himself
beautiful before, had never thought anyone wanted him for his body,
but now with Alan pawing at him fiercely he couldn’t deny that this
body was gorgeous. There was a power in that that made him
shiver.

He felt Alan’s hand slide down beneath his dress and
caress his thighs. The warm palm moved up towards Sam’s panties,
slipped beneath the silken fabric and found Sam’s wet pussy. Sam
moaned into Alan’s mouth as Alan stroked him, tracing up and down
the line of Sam’s incredible new slit as Sam continued to jerk his
son off. There was an excitement in doing something so elicit where
anyone could see, an exhibitionist’s pride.

And then Alan slid two fingers into Sam’s hot wet
hole and Sam moaned. His canal wrapped around the digits inside him
as his son slowly thrust in, pushing apart the walls of Sam’s
delicate new cunt and making a beautiful ache surge through his
core. It was different than approaching orgasm as a man, less
concentrated at the base of his cock, more of a full-body need.

With some effort, Sam managed to straddle his son,
spreading his legs to sink down on his lap and wrap his arms around
Alan’s neck to resume kissing. Alan crooked his fingers and slid
back into Sam’s cunt. Sam rocked, helping Alan finger his nubile
young body. The heat jumped within him, making him tense with
anticipation. His kisses came quicker. Alan sensed it and thrust up
faster, pulling out only to run tight circles around Sam’s clit
before plunging back into his depths.

The cart was rocking now as the young lovers kissed
and Alan drove Sam ever closer to his first orgasm. Sam felt the
pressure building within him, approaching a wonderful release. He
smashed his lips against Alan, needing this young man so
desperately, aching to soothe the tension winding through him. Alan
drove in deep and Sam moaned into his son’s mouth as the first tiny
burst of release made him shiver. But, god, he wanted more.

Then there was a loud click and the door of the cart
swung open. A ride attendant stood there, snickering at the young
lovers. Behind him, others waited their turn. Sam blushed a deep
crimson, his dress hiding the fact that Alan’s fingers were still
deep inside him (and still felt so goddamn good!). He reluctantly
slid off Alan. They both exited, heads down, avoiding everyone’s
eyes. Sam’s heart was still rushing and he was so wet. He could
feel his pussy lips gliding together at each step. His first tiny
orgasm had been nice but he was still wound up but all he could do
was continue through the fair, still tense with need.

The foursome enjoyed another few hours at the fair
pretending to be a couple. They rode some more rides and ate some
snacks, Meredith admonishing everyone not to ruin their appetite
because they had a fancy meal planned. Sam and Alan held hands and
found excuses to touch each other. Each time Alan stroked Sam’s
cheek that wonderful warmth blossomed within Sam, and he spent the
rest of their time at the carnival as a wet mess, his body never
entirely cooling after the Ferris Wheel petting session.

Finally, Meredith checked her watch and announced it
was time to go.

“We’re going to a fancy restaurant for dinner so we
need to get dressed,” she said.

“Where do we get clothes?” Bruce asked.

“The Long Range Body Swap Facility has some clothes
for these bodies.” She turned to Alan and gave him the directions.
“We’ll meet you there.”

“See you soon, babe,” Sam said, sparkles in his
eyes.

“See you tonight, angel,” Alan replied.

He pulled Sam in for a kiss that made the desire
flare within him and drove a low sigh from his lips. They separated
reluctantly and left Alan to get a cab back to the facility.
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The swap facility had sleeping quarters, so those in
stranger’s bodies wouldn’t have to go back a stranger’s apartment.
The family that Meredith, Sam and Bruce had swapped with had
provided a change of clothes, including some formal wear.

Sam’s panties had been drenched and he’d slid them
down his legs, pausing a moment to admire his trimmed dark bush and
wondering what pleasures it would unleash. He stroked himself a few
times, enjoying how his pussy lips clung lightly to his fingers,
marveling at the wonderful difference between the scratchy pubic
hair and the velvety inner lips.

“Come on, we have to get dressed so we’re not late,”
Meredith gently chided him. But he could see the want in her eyes.
With a sigh, Sam stopped touching himself and got dressed.

Sam’s new outfit consisted of a little black dress
with black pantyhose and open-toed four inch heels. The dress
hugged his body, pushing his modest cleavage out into juicy curves
that Sam was excited about displaying. The pantyhose made his legs
look incredible. Long and perfectly toned with a delightful peach
of an ass. The feeling of the silky fabric caressing his legs was
delightful. No wonder women wore them!

Meredith helped put on his makeup, having lost no
skills even with her mannish new hands.

“My little princess is all grown up,” she smiled as
she put the finishing touched on Sam’s face. Then she sat back.
“There. You are gorgeous.”

Sam opened his eyes and looked in the mirror. He was
radiant. His silky black hair was beautifully combed to swoop
across his forehead and then down the back of his shoulders. His
eyes were piercing, his face smooth and delightfully youthful.

There was a click of heels and then a woman’s voice
said, “How do I look, darling?”

Sam and Meredith turned to find Bruce posing in the
doorway. He was dressed to kill in a red backless sequin gown that
left hardly anything to the imagination. There was so much skin on
display, from his already impressive bust—which was pushed together
into fantastical proportions—to the stocking-clad leg revealed
through the slit at the bottom of the dress. He walked atop
five-inch stilettos, which made his hips sway and his breasts
bounce hypnotically with each step. His blonde hair was tucked up
in a fancy bun that let a curved bang swoop over one side of his
face. Jesus, what Sam wouldn’t give to bury his face between her
huge pillowy breasts. Even though Sam’s body was Bruce’s body’s
daughter—maybe because of that—Sam felt himself growing
moist at the thought.

“Christ, is that even legal?” Sam asked with a wry
grin. “Can you even walk in those heels?”

“Now, now,” Bruce chided him, walking towards them
easily in a way that made Sam’s body hum with desire. “That’s no
way for a young lady to talk to her mother.”

It was Meredith – lucky Meredith – who swept over and
kissed Bruce. With her arm around Bruce’s waist she turned back to
Sam. “That’s right, listen to your mother, princess.”

“Yes, daddy. Sorry, mom,” Sam said, his cheeks
burning bright. He was having fun playing this role, knowing there
was something lasciviously dark and dangerous beneath. He would be
their demure little princess but sometime soon he would have to
unleash the warm desire filling his tiny body.

Meredith slipped her arm through Bruce’s arm and held
out her other hand for Sam. “Come on, princess. What I do for my
beautiful wife I can also do for my beautiful daughter.”

Sam could see she was getting just a big a kick out
of playing their new roles as he was. He wondered if she was as
turned on. Sam took Meredith’s arm and the three paraded out of the
facility and down the street to a waiting cab.






Alan was waiting outside the restaurant when their
cab pulled up. He wore a suit and tie, and his hair was slicked
back. He was leaning against a column and when he saw Meredith step
out of the cab he straightened up and came towards them. Meredith
turned and held out her hand to Bruce. He took it and stepped out
of the car, all legs and tits and skin.

Alan’s eyes almost fell out of his head as he watched
his brother stand. “Holy shit, you are smoking hot, man!” Alan
gushed. Bruce raised an eyebrow and Alan quickly amended it to: “I
mean, uh, you look fabulous, Mrs. Spencer.

“Such a sweet young man,” Bruce laughed, teasing his
older brother before leaning to give him a quick kiss on the cheek
and a flash of cleavage. “My daughter will be in such good
hands.”

Then it was Sam’s turn to step out of the cab. Alan
helped him to his feet and pulled him close until their faces were
inches from each other. Sam stared up into Alan’s huge brown
eyes.

“And what about me?” Sam asked breathily.

“You are the most beautiful girl here.”

A flush of delight filled Sam and he smiled before
pressing his lips to Alan’s and enjoying a long, slow kiss. It was
nice being beautiful and having a handsome young man dote on
him.

Alan held the door and escorted him inside. The
hostess led them to a round table near the center of the restaurant
and they all sat, with the women next to each other. Alan looked
from Sam to Bruce.

“You can really see the family resemblance,” Alan
remarked.

Sam and Bruce looked at each other. They did have
similar facial features, with the gentle slope of the nose and the
slightly chubby cheeks. Sam’s eyes dipped down to Bruce’s
impressive chest and a surge of envy filled him.

“Yes, my little princess sure looks a lot like her
mother,” Meredith teased.

They ordered some drinks, Sam shocked when the waiter
asked for his ID, and then he realized that this body wasn’t quite
old enough to drink. He settled for a mocktail and the waiter
brought him something pink and girly. It was sweet and bubbly and
tickled his tiny nose. Meredith really sunk into her beefy but
classically handsome persona and sipped on an Old Fashioned while
Bruce enjoyed a glass of sparkling wine that paired well with his
delectable body.

They talked and joked as a family while they ordered
and waited for the food. Meredith quizzed Alan about his life,
sometimes pretending to be his future father-in-law, other times
genuinely curious about how he was doing. Sam had fun distracting
Alan, rubbing his food against Alan’s leg beneath the table as he
tried to keep up the ruse that he was out with his girlfriend’s
family. Alan sat up straighter and glanced at Sam in between
questions as Sam’s foot found Alan’s crotch.

The food tasted different on Sam’s new tongue. There
was a depth of flavor he hadn’t ever had in his old body. Plus, he
filled up much quicker. There was still half a fish and some mashed
potatoes left over when Sam wiped his tiny mouth and declared
himself full.

When everyone was done, Alan suggested they continue
the night at his place. “I made up the guest bedroom like mom – uh
– Mr. Spencer asked.”

“I think that’s a fabulous idea,” Bruce agreed. His
cheeks were flushed and his eyes were bright after two glasses of
sparkling wine. He clung to Meredith, unsteady on his high heels
now, as they made their way to Alan’s car.

None of them had been to Alan’s apartment before and
he invited them in and showed them around. A living room opened up
onto a kitchen to one side. To the other side, two doors lead to
side-by-side bedrooms. The nearest one had clearly been fixed up as
an office but hastily converted into a bedroom for guests.

By now, Bruce’s wandering hands were all over
Meredith. It was plain to see that Bruce was intensely interested
in trying out his new body in the bedroom. Sam was a little more
subtle but no less turned on by the prospect of fully enjoying his
new body. He felt a little surge of excitement whenever Alan turned
to him or took his hand.

Meredith took Alan aside and put her broad hand on
his shoulder and looked him in the eye. Sam heard her tell him to
be nice to her daughter. Alan stammered “Y-yes sir,” and she
slapped him on the back with a laugh.

“Make sure she enjoys herself as much as you do,”
Meredith added with a wink.

Bruce grabbed Sam’s arm and leaned forward to whisper
in his ear. “Make sure you use a condom. I don’t want
grandchildren.”

“Of course, mom,” Sam grinned. “I should say the same
to you because I don’t want siblings.”

“What does happen if we get these bodies
pregnant?” Bruce mused.

Sam shrugged. “Who cares? That’s someone else’s
problem.”

Meredith and Bruce disappeared into the guest room
and closed the door while Alan led Sam into his bedroom. Alan got
quiet, perhaps a little shy or maybe embarrassed. Sam wandered
around the room looking at everything and waiting patiently for
Alan to make a move. Alan was happy to explain what Sam was looking
at but remained hesitant to make the first move. Did he think his
father was judging him?

Sam was jittery with anticipation. He could no longer
wait for his son.

“Sit down,” Sam said. “It’s time for your present.”
Alan sat on the bed and Sam turned around. He gathered his hair up
and out of the way before half turning back to Alan. “Unzip me,
babe.”

Alan unzipped Sam’s dress. Sam let his hair fall back
down then turned around to face Alan. Alan stared up at him with
wide eyes. He licked his lips nervously as Sam began to shimmy out
of the dress, one strap at a time. Then he let it fall down to his
feet and stepped out of it, still in his pantyhose and heels.

Alan’s look was one of urgent need, and Sam enjoyed
how it made him feel as he unstrapped his bra and let it drop to
the floor. His tits bounced free and he gazed down at them for the
first time since the swap. They really were magnificent. Soft and
firm with just the right amount of bounce. Big enough to hold in
each hand but not so huge they were ridiculous. His body was soft
and curvy and wonderful.

He bent and slid his pantyhose down his legs,
wiggling his hips back and forth before kicking off the hose. They
landed on Alan’s head and he laughed before tossing them aside and
gazing up at the naked Sam.

Sam leaned forward, his breasts hanging from his
chest, wiggling in front of Alan’s eyes. Sam kissed Alan right
there, drinking him in, enjoying the warmth of his tongue as it
slipped greedily between Sam’s lips.

Sam straddled his son, his soft body pressing against
Sam’s hard one. They continued kissing, tasting each other, their
breath coming faster as Sam loosened Alan’s tie and began
unbuttoning his shirt. He spread Alan’s shirt wide and pressed his
palms against Alan’s solid, warm chest. Still kissing, Sam let his
hands wander across Alan’s chest, exploring the contours of his
body by touch. Sam’s breath hitched in his throat as Alan’s hands
came up to squeeze him, landing on his back and slowly sliding
down, following the curve of his hips, down to the cheeks of his
ass and then back up. His hands moved faster as his desire grew and
he became greedy for Sam’s tiny body.

Sam helped Alan out of his shirt and he tossed it
aside before pushing Alan back onto the bed. Sam leaned over him,
his breasts swaying down in front of Alan’s face. Sam grinded
himself against Alan, feeling Alan’s manhood shift beneath his
pants. Alan wiggled down and grasped one of Sam’s tits, his hand
completely encasing the sensitive mound, thumb gently tweaking the
tiny pink nipple. Sam was surprised at how sensitive his tits were,
and as Alan wrapped his warm lips around a nipple Sam let out a low
moan. The heat from Alan’s breath whispered across his skin as Alan
sucked on Sam’s tit, tongue playing against Sam’s nipple until it
spiked to sharp attention.

Every bit of Sam’s body felt wonderful. That same
rush of beautiful tension he’d felt in the Ferris Wheel came back
to him, making his cheeks flush warm and his body burn bright with
need. He grinded himself against Alan’s pants, the manhood below so
temptingly close and yet so constrained.

Alan moved back and forth across Alan’s tits,
enjoying the taste of each one. Sam closed his eyes as his lover
worshiped his body. An ache built in Sam’s core and he needed more.
He needed to build the tension flowing through him into a beautiful
release. He was so wet, his pussy lips spreading open for the hunk
of a man beneath him as he dragged himself up and down Alan’s
crotch, desperately desiring the still-hidden erection.

Sam reached between them and fumbled with Alan’s belt
with one hand. Alan, laughing gently, pulled away from Sam’s
breasts to unbuckle his own belt and let Sam tug his pants off.
Alan lay on the bed nearly naked, his erection bulging up his tight
boxer briefs. Sam slid his gentle hand beneath the hem of Alan’s
underpants and paused, biting his bottom lip as he considered
whether he was ready to go all the way in this body. He took a
breath and slowly rolled the boxers down Alan’s legs.

Alan’s cock sprang to attention and Sam’s eyes went
wide as he stared at it. As a man he’d had no special attraction
for cocks other than his own. But seeing Alan’s dick just inches
from his tiny nose made him ache with want. That. That was what he
needed inside his body. That cock was what he was missing, was what
would fill the throbbing emptiness inside him.

Sam tossed the boxer briefs aside and straddled Alan
once again, this time dragging his slick cunt across the underside
of Alan’s shaft as it pressed down against Alan’s stomach. Sam
leaned over and pinned Alan’s hands to the bed, grinning as he
spread his juices up and down his lover’s length. Sam’s new body
was so powerful through beauty alone. There was no way he had the
strength to actually pin Alan to the bed, but Alan wanted him so
badly he was willing to pretend.

Sam kissed him, his silky hair falling over both
their faces as he continued to drag his juices up and down Alan.
Fuck, he was so horny. He could feel himself dripping down his
leg.

Finally, he shifted on top of Alan, reaching between
them to grab Alan’s cock and aim it at his entrance. The cockhead
pressed up against Sam’s tight hole and was grasped by Sam’s wet
pussy lips. Alan met the pressure of Sam’s inner entrance and they
paused. Then Sam took a breath, readying himself, before plunging
down onto Alan’s cock.

The instant relief pushed a low moan from Sam’s lips
and an echoing groan from Alan. Sam closed his eyes to savor every
inch as it spread apart his canal, lowering himself until their
groins rested together and he held Alan totally and completely
inside.

They rocked slowly, Alan clutching the small of Sam’s
back and pumping up with each downthrust from Sam. Sam leaned on
Alan’s broad chest, his silky hair tickling down his tits, which
bounced madly as Sam sped up. He rocked on Alan, moving faster,
driving his cock deeper inside. Sam clutched at his tits, suddenly
needy for this body he possessed, needing to touch everywhere, to
make every nerve sing with pleasure.

Alan grunted and sped up as the slap of Sam’s ass on
Alan’s lap grew louder in the room. Sam’s cries grew higher in
pitch, and the sound of this woman in heat made him hornier, a
virtuous cycle that made his body sing with pleasure. The beautiful
ache roared through him and he rocked faster, needing this relief.
Alan clutched him, driving up to match the rhythm of Sam’s body.
Alan groaned, clutching his teeth to hold on while Sam’s pleasure
rose and then with a loud groan Sam came.

He threw his head back while he shook with delight,
the tension snapping within him and bringing the wonderful release
of orgasm. A woman was moaning in the room and it took a second for
Sam to realize it was him, caught in the throes of pleasure as Alan
gripped his tiny waist and impaled him, grunting as he, too, came.
The heat filling Sam was incredible, pump after pump of hot seed
pulsing up into his pussy, filling him as he’d never been filled
before and finally sating the desperate urgency that had been
building all day.

Sam lay atop Alan, clutching him as his body shivered
with aftershock and his son grew soft within him. He pulled off
reluctantly and snuggled in his son’s big, strong arms. Alan
stroked his hair and kissed his head while Sam luxuriated in the
warm afterglow.

As they lay there, Sam could hear a rhythmic
thumping, accompanied sometimes by a slap of flesh. He and Alan
realized at the same time that they were hearing Meredith and Bruce
have sex. They chuckled awkwardly as Meredith called Bruce a dirty
whore and Bruce moaned in pleasure as a response. Through the thin
walls they heard Meredith call Bruce all manner of dirty names
until they climaxed in a roaring moan.

“Sounds like everyone’s having fun tonight, babe,”
Sam said, as he snuggled closer to Bruce. He fell asleep held in
strong arms and comforted by the masculine scent of his lover.
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Sam was awake early the next morning. He didn’t wat
to wiggle back into the fancy dress from last night so he quietly
sifted through Alan’s closet and picked out one of his button-down
shirts. It dwarfed his tiny body, coming down to mid-thigh. He
rolled up the sleeves and buttoned it up so it left a good portion
of cleavage showing. He left his panties on the floor, preferring
to feel the warm air brush against his pussy.

His young face in the bathroom mirror was a beautiful
sight, hair ruffled from sleep and a knowing smile on his lips. He
brushed his teeth with one of Alan’s spare brushes. By the time he
slipped out to the kitchen, Alan was already stirring.

Sam was well into making a pile of scrambled eggs
when Alan joined him, freshly showered and wearing shorts and a
T-shirt.

“Hey, babe,” Sam smiled, kissing Alan on the
cheek.

Alan helped Sam out with breakfast and they were
setting up the table when Meredith and Bruce emerged. Meredith had
put on her pants and button-down from the previous night, but Bruce
was wrapped only in a white terrycloth robe that barely closed over
his ample chest. He clicked across the wooden floors in his five
inch heels.

“What’s with the heels?” Alan asked.

Bruce shrugged. “They make my legs look good. Don’t
you think?” He turned and posed for an admiring Alan.

They all sat down and began eating breakfast. Alan
was the first one to break the awkward silence.

“How did you two get along last night?”

Bruce feigned shock. “Are you asking about your
girlfriend’s parents’ sex life?”

Alan grinned. “Yeah, but seriously, dropping the
pretense for a minute. What was it like?”

“Oh my god,” Bruce gushed, glancing at Meredith. “Mom
did things to me that blew my fucking mind.”

“That’s not the only thing that was blown last
night,” Meredith joked.

“Yeah,” Bruce admitted. “Mom taught me how to give a
really good blowjob. And then we did it from in front, from behind,
on top…it was amazing. I just kept going. And so did mom. I learned
so much. It was like a crash course in sex. Big bro, you definitely
need to feel a dick in your pussy. It’s fucking awesome. Like
stroking your dick but a hundred times better and the orgasm
is…fuuuck,” he finished with a grin.

“Now I get why guys like tits,” Meredith
chuckled.

“Well, dad was the sweetest girlfriend I ever had,”
Alan said. “And the sex was great.”

Sam blushed. “It was actually pretty fun being a
horny teenager again. And being a woman was like the cherry on
top.”

“Yeah, me too,” Meredith added. “It was fun being a
man. A lot different than what I expected, but the same in some
ways.” She shot Bruce a look. “Having a sex partner whose body was
seasoned but who’s mind was a novice was also pretty
interesting.”

“I was the opposite,” Sam added with a laugh. “I
doubt this body’s had much experience but I knew how to treat it
right.”

“Ha,” Bruce snickered. “Maybe mom and dad should just
fuck. Mom’s the step-father so they’re not related or
anything.”

Sam met Meredith’s eye. He could see she was
interested. Hell, he was, too. Last night was sweet but it was like
a young lover’s tryst. How different would it be to get railed by
the hunk of a man that Meredith now was? But still, he’d come here
to visit Alan and make him feel better.

“I don’t want to make Alan jealous,” Sam said,
reluctantly.

Bruce grinned. “That’s no problem. If Meredith as the
dad is going to fuck Sam as the daughter, then I don’t see why I as
the mother can’t fuck the daughter’s boyfriend.”

Alan choked on his toast and Meredith pounded him on
his back until he waved her away. “I don’t know…” He said, looking
over at Sam, perhaps still thinking of Sam as his girlfriend.

“Come on,” Bruce insisted, sliding over towards Alan
and letting his robe fall open to reveal his huge, bouncing
breasts. He took Alan’s hand and placed it on one of them. “Feel
this rack. I’ve got the body of a super MILF, the sex teachings of
mom, and the horny mind of a teenager. It’ll be epic. Our own
little porn show.”

Alan hesitated, so Bruce continued, sliding back into
their roleplay. “So, Alan, did my daughter give you a blowjob last
night?”

“N-no, Mrs. Spencer,” Alan replied with a grin, his
cheeks flushing red.

“Well, this needs to be rectified.”

Bruce let his robe slip to the floor and Alan stared
up at him, eyes traveling down each glorious inch of his body. Alan
scooted back from the table and Bruce got to his knees in front of
his brother. Bruce stared into Alan’s eyes and licked his lips as
he unbuttoned his brother’s shorts and reached in to grab his cock.
It was already half hard in his hand and he bent to kiss the head.
Alan remained staring down in awe at his brother – in this MILF’s
body – as he caressed his cock and it grew to attention beneath his
slender fingers.

Bruce looked over to Sam, who was watching the two
with growing excitement. “Hey, pumpkin, come over here and I’ll
teach you how to suck your boyfriend’s dick.”

“Okay, mom,” Sam replied, joining Bruce on the floor
at Alan’s knees.

“I like to start by kissing my way up and down, like
this.”

Bruce kissed down Alan’s shaft, until his nose was
buried in Alan’s pubic hair. The sight of the gorgeous older woman
kissing someone’s dick made that familiar flush of warmth burst
through Sam’s body. He bent his head to Alan’s cock and began
kissing up the other side, mother and daughter just touching lips
around Alan’s girth.

“Now you can start licking, like this. And don’t
forget the eye contact.”

Bruce stuck out his tongue and slowly licked down
Alan’s veiny shaft as he stared up into Alan’s eyes. He spread his
saliva all around Alan’s cock and Sam joined him, his tongue
occasionally slipping against Bruce’s. When Alan was slick with
their saliva Bruce slowly swallowed the head of Alan’s cock. Sam
watched it disappear between his “mom’s” beautiful lips, watched
her cheeks bulge as the head slid deep into her mouth and she
dragged her lips down until she was full of him. Bruce came up
laughing and encouraged Sam to try.

Sam eagerly swallowed Alan’s cock. It felt so much
bigger in his mouth and he had to open wide as he dragged his lips
down as far as he could go. The head pressed his tongue down and
slid against the roof of his mouth, filling him and pressing
against the back of his throat to make him choke. He came up
sputtering and Bruce shook his head.

“You have to go slowly the first few times.
Watch.”

Bruce continued instructing Sam on how to suck Alan’s
cock. Alan was rock hard now watching the mother and daughter trade
off blow jobs, worshipping his dick.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Meredith said from across the
table.

She unbuttoned her pants and her cock leaped out. She
stroked it slowly while she watched the two women.

Bruce gripped a fistful of Sam’s hair and guided his
mouth up and down Alan’s cock. As Sam swallowed his son his body
burned bright with desire. His pussy grew moist and anticipation
coursed through him, making him anxious. It was hard to stay still
and he wiggled his tiny ass as he sucked Alan off, slowly lowering
his lips further and further down the delicious shaft until his
nose was buried in Alan’s pubic hair and he held every delightful
warm inch of his son in his tiny mouth.

“Good job, pumpkin,” Bruce cooed, continuing to guide
Sam’s head up and down Alan’s length. He turned to Meredith, who
was still stroking her cock. It was rock hard, the head angry and
red. “Why don’t you show your daughter what a real man’s dick can
do?”

Meredith didn’t need to be told twice. With Bruce
forcing Sam’s head down onto Alan’s dick, Meredith dropped her
pants to the floor and knelt behind Sam. She gripped Sam’s hips in
hands like steel and slowly pulled him back. As Sam walked out,
changing position so that he was on his knees, one hand leaning on
Alan’s lap for balance, the shirt slid up his body, revealing the
gentle curve of his ass to Meredith.

“Jesus, look at that ass,” Meredith moaned.

Sam felt something warm and hard slip between his
legs, parting his wet young pussy. There was nothing he could do
but go with it. As Bruce forced his head down the cock in front of
him, all Sam could think about was not choking and so he put up no
resistance as Meredith sheathed herself deep within his lubricated
young snatch.

Sam moaned around the dick in his mouth as Meredith
spread him wide. Her cock slid through the tight walls of his cunt.
She was so big, so long, she seemed to glide up inside him forever
until, at last, she was lodged fully inside him. She moaned as she
came to rest, her groin pressed against his tight ass, her hands
still gripping his hips.

Bruce released Sam and stood to make out with Alan.
Sam continued sucking Alan’s dick, lips gliding up and down the
soaking wet shaft as saliva dripped from his chin. Meredith
withdrew and slid back in, driving another sigh from Sam’s lips.
Bruce and Alan kissed above him while Sam was filled from both
ends, driving his lips down as Meredith drove into him. She sped
up, pumping faster into his tight young cunt while Sam sucked as
well as he could. Now the salty taste of precum filled Sam’s mouth,
and the mounting ache of an oncoming orgasm pulsed from between his
legs.

Bruce pulled away from Alan’s lips suddenly. “Jesus,
I am dripping.” He gripped Sam’s hair and yanked him off Alan’s
cock. “Let mommy show you how a grown woman fucks.”

Bruce turned around and backed onto Alan’s cock,
Bruce’s tits bouncing as he did so. He slowly sat down, sighing as
Alan slid into his wet pussy. Sam’s eyes were so close to Bruce’s
pussy and he stared in delight as he watched “his” mom get filled
by “his” boyfriend. Her pink folds stretched around his girth and
they looked so delicious Sam couldn’t help but to lean forward and
press his tongue against “his” mom’s dark red clit.

Bruce bounced on his brother’s cock, his tits
jiggling madly, while Sam licked his pussy, tasting both Bruce’s
musky pussy and the spice of his brother’s dick. All the while
Meredith continued pumping into him from behind, gripping his hips
harder and yanking him back.

“You like daddy’s cock, princess?” Meredith asked, as
she pounded into Sam, the slap of her groin on his ass growing
louder with each thrust.

“Oh, yes, daddy,” Sam moaned between licks of Bruce’s
pussy. He could barely speak, the bright ache in his core making it
hard to think. The only thing he needed was beautiful release.
Bright sparkles filled his mind and his only thought was more. More
cock. More pussy. More, more, more.

Meredith pumped into him from behind, gritting her
teeth as she wrecked his tiny pussy with her huge dick. Sam had
started so tight but was now so loose and wet as Meredith filled
his hole.

“Fuck, Mrs. Spencer, your pussy feels amazing,” Alan
moaned.

Sam felt hands on his cheeks and looked up to find
that Bruce was lifting him up until their lips met. Bruce kissed
him, tongue sliding into Sam’s tiny mouth as Bruce tasted his own
pussy. Sam had to lean on Bruce’s legs for support as Meredith
pounded into him from the rear. The taste of Bruce, the feel of
Meredith inside him, was the tipping point that sent him over the
edge.

Sam moaned into Bruce’s mouth, allowing Bruce to slip
his tongue in and taste her daughter. Sam’s cunt clenched
Meredith’s cock tight. He heard her grunt and a second later she
throbbed inside him, driving deep, deep into his pussy and pumping
him full of hot cum. Bruce moaned into his dad’s mouth as Alan came
with them, pumping hot seed into Bruce’s pussy.

Both women were filled and they groaned, bodies
shaking, hungry with desire as the anticipation was finally
released and the orgasm pulsed through them both. For an instant
Sam was hungrier than he’d ever been, fuller than he’d ever been,
both wanting and enjoying a deep, hard fuck until the desire won
out. He shivered, legs suddenly weak as Meredith finished throbbing
inside him. The orgasm was wonderfully long and left him with a
beautiful ache.

Sam pulled away from Bruce and looked up at him with
bright eyes. Meredith pulled out of Sam and he felt her warm cum
trickle down his leg as she held him in an embrace from behind. His
body shivered every now and then with aftershock as he was left
nearly boneless with pleasure.

The four lay where they were, slowly recovering.

“We absolutely cannot tell the facility what we just
did,” Sam finally said.

They all murmured agreement and, when they’d
recovered enough, stood and began to put away breakfast. There was
little talk but they all shared knowing looks and let hands drag
lightly across other bodies. Sam felt the echo of desire still
within him. They didn’t have to get these bodies back for another
few hours and he was already wondering how many orgasm he could
have between now and then.

By the time Alan said goodbye to the family, Sam was
aching, exhausted and delightfully lightheaded from all the
orgasms.

# # #


Thank you!

 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
website for more info and pricing, plus weekly body swapping and
transformation captions at https://www.bodyswapfiction.com






Thanks!

M


Also by M. Wills

 Visit www.bodyswapfiction.com for
weekly captions and the latest stories or to hire me to write a
story for you.

If you enjoyed this book, you may also enjoy my
other erotic stories, available through my author page on
Smashwords:
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Payback (Chapter
1)

An arrogant womanizer is magically transformed into a
woman and the only way back to his old life is to have sex with 100
men and blow 100 more in one year.
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Grinding Halt

I've used my body hopping powers to take over a sexy
young field hockey player and have the time of her life, exploring
her sensual body both by myself and with some help.
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Suddenly Cindy
2

Sebastian, his mind still stuck in Cindy's body, has
found a huge group of other women who are being unknowingly
possessed by incels and forced to do the most depraved things, all
while believing everything they do is of their own free will.
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Swapped with a
Stripper

I was at a strip club for my bachelor party when
a sudden global event made most people in the world swap bodies.
Now I'm in the body of the incredibly busty strip club
headliner.

 


 


And many more!
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