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 “I don’t need a
fucking lecture, dad,” I scowled, crossing my arms.

My dad loomed over me as I sat on the couch. He was
still in his shirt and boxer shorts. His scrawny bare legs were,
like, right there. Gross. He couldn’t even take care of
himself and here he was trying to tell me what to do.

Mom was behind him thanking the police for letting me
off with a warning as she ushered them out the door. Fucking suck
ups, both of them.

“Don’t need a lecture,” Dad mumbled, running a hand
through his already sleep-wild hair. “It’s two in the morning and
your mom and I were just woken up by the police. I think you
do need a lecture.”

Mom closed the door and came to stand next to Dad.
She, at least, wore a pink terrycloth robe she had the decency to
clutch around her chest so her deep cleavage stayed out of my
eyeline.

“We’re worried about you, honey.” Mom said, in that
mixture of sorrow and exasperation she’d honed so expertly.

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t need you to give me the
whole ‘grow up’ lecture again. I’m fucking sick of it.”

Dad’s eyes bulged with anger and he struggled to
speak for a second. I just smirked at him, daring him to try to
spank me like I was a child. Fuck, I was eighteen. The only reason
I was even still living with them was because I couldn’t afford my
own place yet. Otherwise I’d be out of here and away from all these
stifling rules.

“Don’t you speak to your mother like that!” Dad
barked.

“What are you going to do? Ground me?” That hadn’t
worked since I was thirteen and figured out how to climb down out
of my window.

I knew dad hated my smug look, which is why I doubled
down on it. He puffed his cheeks up. His face was bright red. He
couldn’t stand my disrespect but then he hadn’t done anything to
earn my respect. Every decision made in my life was made by mom and
I didn’t expect this to go any differently.

“I’ll—I’ll—take away your phone,” he finally
said.

I snorted, pretending I didn’t care. That just made
him angrier.

Mom put a hand on his shoulder. “Raymond…”

He shrugged her off and tried to think up a fitting
punishment for me. But I was done with punishment. I was a goddamn
adult and they still treated me like a child. They should have
realized they couldn’t control me anymore when I dropped out of
high school and got a perfectly good job at a fast food place that
let me have all the food I could steal.

“Maybe I’ll call the police back here and you can
spend a night in jail.” He clenched his fists, looking for all the
world like he wanted to hit me.

I forced a laugh, knowing it would piss him off. It
did. He was lost for words. Struggling to speak. Mom gently tugged
Dad away then took his place as he deflated. He was actually
trembling but Mom looked at me, steel in her eyes.

“Go to your room. I’ll deal with you in the
morning.”

Of course Dad would let Mom handle things. I pushed
myself off the couch and slumped to my room. Before going to sleep
I fished the packet of cigarettes out of my pockets and lit one up.
I knew Dad could smell it from his room but he didn’t come knock on
my door. He was so pussy whipped. Instead it was mom who thumped on
my door and told me to put it out because my dad was sensitive to
the smell.

I slept in the next day and when I woke up I had a
raging hard on. I rolled over and grabbed my phone off the
nightstand. Flipping through it I found a video site with a
bangable hottie riding some guy’s pole. Her big beautiful titties
bounced up and down every time she did and I jerked myself off to
her little moans. My cum rained down onto my bedsheets. Mom was
going to make my bed anyway so she could clean that shit up.

I pushed myself out of bed and took a much needed
piss, mostly managing to hit the bowl. Mom had to be used to a
houseful of dudes so I figured this wouldn’t bother her. I
considered it payment in advance for whatever unique punishment she
would come up with this time.

It was almost noon and Dad was at work. Mom only
worked part time so she was in the living room when I came out.
Funny that Dad earned the money but Mom wore the pants in the
family.

“What?” I said, challenging her as she stared at
me.

“We need to talk.”

“Great. Let me get breakfast first.”

“No. Sit. Now.”

Mom was actually a little scary when she got pissed.
She gestured to the couch and I felt compelled to do as she said,
though not without some attitude. I flopped onto the couch and
crossed my arms. She stood across from the coffee table and crossed
her arms while she looked down on me.

Mom had been one of the alpha girls at her school and
it showed. It made me feel weird looking at pictures of her when
she was my age because she was surprisingly hot. No doubt Dad was
attracted to her big chest. Yuck. She was still busty and brunette
but now in her thirties everything was starting to droop. Her pink
tee shirt strained against her flabby breasts and the tight jeans
did nothing to hide her expanding hips and ass and legs that were
the result of growing old. Her bob haircut framed her oval face.
Maybe she was hot in some MILFy way but I wasn’t in to that saggy
baggy shit. Kill me before I get that old.

“What?” I jutted my jaw out in defiance.

“Last night was the last straw. The way you spoke to
your father was totally disrespectful.”

“Oh, please…” I rolled my eyes. “He send you to chew
me out? Too scared to do it himself?”

“Where did this attitude come from, Eric? You used to
be a good kid. Now you’re getting brought home by the police for
shoplifting. You stay in bed until noon. You’re wasting your
life.”

“So I should be like you and dad? Work some dumbass
office job that I hate and come home to people who can barely stand
me?”

“It shouldn’t be like that,” she insisted.

“Well, it is.”

“Well, that’s why I’m doing this.” She bent and
picked up a small cloth bag I hadn’t noticed that was sitting on
the coffee table. She untied the string and poured some sort of
grey dust into her hand.

“The fuck is that?”

“Magic.” Then she leaned forward and blew the dust in
my face.

It fucking stunk like burning plastic. I coughed and
clenched my eyes as I tried to wave it away. I don’t remember
getting up off the couch but I must have because I was suddenly
standing, still coughing and waving the smoke away. My body felt
weirdly heavy in some places and as I waved my hand to clear the
smoke I accidentally hit something weighty on my chest and it
hurt.

“Oww!” I said, clutching whatever part of myself I’d
hit. My voice sounded weird to my ears. Like some woman was
speaking.

My fingers wrapped around something big and jiggly
and with a weird soft-firmness about it hanging from my chest. It
was bigger than my hand and heavy. My eyes were watering and I
wiped them and blinked my vision back into place.

I was standing. Though now I was facing the
couch. There was a young guy sitting there who was also recovering
from a coughing fit. He had a thin, sallow face and looked like he
hadn’t shaved in a few days and…holy fuck…it was me.

I looked straight down and was met with the sight of
my mom’s pink tee shirt straining against massive tits. Her hand
was holding one of her breasts and it still ached a little from
where I’d hit it. And then it hit me that it was my hand
holding one of my breasts.

I jerked it away from my chest with a little cry of
disgust and held up the foreign hand to my face. The fingers were
slimmer than my own. The nails were rounded and glossy. My mom’s
nails. My mom’s hands. Shit. I was in her body.

“What did you do?” I screeched. And, god, my mom’s
voice was coming from my own mouth.

I didn’t want to be her. Old and pudgy and used. I
backed up until my fat butt hit the opposite wall. Everything
jiggled when I moved. My heavy tits swung on my chest. With my wide
hips it felt like I was waddling. I struggled to talk, so
overwhelmed with all the new sensations of my body and the
impossibility of what had just happened. I covered my mouth with my
hands in shock, my fingers spread across soft, slightly chubby
cheeks and over her tiny nose. My mouth was dry and in licking my
lips I had a sudden realization that these were my mom’s lips. This
was her tongue. I was revolted.

“This is for your own good, Eric,” the young man on
the couch – mom – me – whatever – said. “If this is the only way I
can get you to respect your father and get your life back in order
then that’s what I’ll do.”

I remained pressed up against the wall. This was
impossible. No way was I in Mom’s body. And yet I could feel every
single inch of her from the silky hair tickling my cheeks to
the…absence between my legs. God, I didn’t even want to think about
that.

Mom began sniffing the air, then raised one arm and
sniffed her armpit before recoiling in disgust. “Ooh, Eric. First
thing I’m going to work on is hygiene.”

“What are…how…what is…” For the first time in my life
I was at a loss for words.

“Magic runs in my family, Eric. I haven’t used it too
much because it takes a lot out of me but I felt it was called for
in this instance. You’re going to live my life and I’m going to
live yours for a little while.” Fuck, it was weird seeing my body
move without me in it and hearing my own voice through someone
else’s ears.

“I don’t know how you did this Freaky Friday shit,” I
finally said. I pushed myself off the wall and stalked towards her,
trying to ignore how it felt to move in this body, how things
wiggled and jiggled. “But you can fuck right off. If you don’t
change us back I’m going to ruin your life.”

She shook her head sadly. “No, Eric…or should I say,
Mom. You won’t. I’m hoping you’ll learn to respect your dad
and me after you’re forced to obey us.”

“What does that mean?” There was a sinking feeling in
the pit of my stomach.

“Stand on one leg.”

“What?” I scoffed, as I lifted one leg in the air and
held my arms out to the side for balance.

“Put your leg back down.”

I dropped my foot to the floor. I’d been compelled to
move under her command.

“Jump up and down.”

I began hopping in place. Each time I jumped my tits
bounced up and then flopped down painfully on my chest when I
landed. My entire body jiggled like mad. I couldn’t stop myself
until Mom gave me another command.

“Now stop.”

I complied, breathing heavily. My breasts ached but
no way in hell did I want to massage them. I didn’t even want to
look at them.

“You have to obey me and your dad,” she said. “I’m
hoping I won’t have to use that power too much but that depends on
you.”

“Does Dad know you did this?”

“He doesn’t need to know. He’s just going to think
you and I had a long talk and you’ve decided to get your shit
together, because you are not to tell him what’s really happened.
Now, while I unfuck your life you need to be the dutiful wife.”

“When do we change back?” I wanted out of her body
right away. Mom seemed to have a much easier time in my body and I
wondered how long she’d been planning this.

“When I feel you really understand how much your dad
and I do for you. Today’s Tuesday and I usually clean the house on
Tuesday, so get to it.”

That was all it took for me to obey. I disappeared
down the hallway to the bedrooms where I stripped the sheets from
the beds and gathered up the rest of the laundry. While I started
one load of laundry I went through and tidied up the house, wiping
the counters, vacuuming the floor, cleaning the toilets. Between it
all I made sure the laundry kept going, moving clothes from the
washer to the dryer and then to a pile to be folded and put away. I
tried to stop myself but I couldn’t. Whenever I walked through the
house I saw another thing to add to the list. It wasn’t that my
body moved on autopilot, exactly, but I just needed to do
these things.

It was bad enough doing the chores in the first
place, but somehow being in mom’s body made it even worse. I
couldn’t escape my wiggling hips and the way my thighs swished
together. Whenever I bent to scrub something gravity would pull my
heavy breasts down, bringing with it the neck of my shirt and
giving me an accidental glimpse of mom’s deep cleavage that now
belonged to me. It swayed just beneath my line of sight.

While I worked, Mom retrieved my laptop and spent
most of the day typing away at something. When I asked her what she
was doing she told me she was enrolling me for a GED.

“I’m not doing a fucking GED,” I told her.

“Watch your mouth,” she said, then grinned. “Or,
should I say, watch my mouth. Don’t swear.”

I tried to swear but my lips refused to open and I
couldn’t even make a sound. After a second I gave up.

“I mean, there’s no point.” I tried again. Maybe I
could argue her around to my point of view and she would cancel
this gross magic trick. “Plenty of people did good without an
education.”

“Some people did well,” she corrected me. God,
it was so annoying hearing my own voice correct me like that. “And
they got lucky. I’m doing this for you. Go make me a sandwich, I’m
starving.” She waved me away.

“What kind?” I asked, sullenly, already turning and
heading to the kitchen.

“Whatever your favorite is.”

Grilled turkey and cheese it was. I made myself one
as well but it tasted weird filtered through mom’s taste buds. Mom
allowed me to stop cleaning to eat lunch but I didn’t even finish
half of the sandwich. It just tasted…off. I tossed it on the plate
and sat back in the living room chair across from the couch where
mom had set up my laptop. She polished off the last of her sandwich
and wiped her fingers, her eyes still locked on the computer.
Finally, she tapped a few keys and pressed enter, then looked up at
me.

“There you go,” she said with a smug grin. “You’re
back in school.”

“Yippee,” I grunted. “Why don’t you just magic up a
degree or something? Be a lot easier. For both of us.”

I glanced down at my body in disgust as I said this
last part, glancing at the two mounds pressing up from beneath the
shirt. I looked away quickly and tried to think of anything to
distract me from who’s body I was wearing. But even resting my head
in my hands was novel. Mom’s silky hair tickled down over my
fingers and I felt her too-smooth cheeks and pert nose whenever I
brushed her hair out of my eyes.

“My magic doesn’t work like that,” Mom explained. “I
can’t control everything but I can twist some things around. There
are limits but it’s stronger on the people I’m closest to.”

I just glared at her. I didn’t want her explanation.
I wanted out.

“All right,” Mom stretched. “We both need a break.
Let’s go out to the pool.”

“Are you kidding me? I don’t want to do that.”

She glared at me and my stomach lurched. “Get your
bathing suit on and join me by the pool.”

I had no choice but to rise and search through the
drawers in her room for her bathing suit. It was a floral two
piece. I peeled off my shirt and bra, letting mom’s heavy breasts
bounce down my chest. They seemed so massive. The areolae were like
two pink silver dollars sitting atop each. She had the slightest
pouch of a tummy but was otherwise in decent shape, I had to
admit.

Not that I wanted to wear them. Even worse was when I
had to touch mom’s breasts to maneuver them into the swimsuit top.
I wrapped the string around my neck and then hoisted each tit into
its cup, trying to ignore the squishy feel of my mom’s tits between
my fingers. Then I stripped off the pants and panties. Seeing mom’s
pussy was even worse than her tits. There was the light thatch of
hair nestled between her slightly plump thighs. Jesus, I’d come out
of there. I quickly stepped into the swimsuit bottoms and adjusted
them up my groin and around my bubble butt. Then I walked out to
our pool in the backyard. Everything swayed and bounced. I felt so
exposed parading her nearly naked body around like this. Still,
nearly naked was better than completely naked.

Without a bra everything wobbled and jiggled. I
lowered myself into one of the pool chairs, feeling my padded butt
take the weight. I lay back in the vinyl recliner. Mom was swimming
laps in my body. She had better form than I ever did. If my body
had any muscles she would have looked really impressive.

I lay on the chair as she did a few laps before
swimming up and hanging on to the side of the pool in front of me.
She was panting.

“Looks like I’m going to have to start doing exercise
for you, too.”

“Mom,” I groaned.

I remained rigged, gripping the pool chair and
looking up at the sky. Anything so I didn’t have to look down at my
nearly naked body.

“Seriously. You could be in great shape.”

I said nothing.

“You look so uncomfortable,” she laughed.

“Yeah, no sh—.” My mouth froze and I tried again. “No
sh—” Goddammit, I couldn’t swear. “No kidding.”

I heard her pull herself out of the pool and walk
towards me, the slap of her wet feet on the concrete getting closer
until she loomed over me.

“We’re going to be like this for a while,” she said.
And on my look she shrugged. “You’ve got a lot to fix. You can only
blame yourself, Eric. So while we’re here you might as well get
comfortable in my body. You’ll find it’s not so bad.”

“There is nothing that would make me comfortable
wearing your body,” I said through gritted teeth.

I did not like her grin. “I can’t order you to be
comfortable. But I can help you overcome your aversion.” I did not
like where this was going. She leaned close and whispered in my
ears. “Lie here and masturbate until you have your first
orgasm.”

She turned and walked away as my hands reached up to
touch myself. Mom’s tits spilled out of my hands and I gathered as
much as I could and began squeezing gently. My fingers dimpled my
soft warm skin. I pushed mom’s breasts together into huge mounds
and let them drop back down, letting them jiggle back into place.
Nothing could make me stop touching my mom’s tits, and my disgust
was soon masked by the growing delight. As my hands crawled across
mom’s tits an unwelcome warmth blossomed between my thighs.

I yanked the swimsuit top down, spilling mom’s tits
out. I grabbed them again and squeezed, running my fingers over and
under each broad inch of her bare flesh. My nipples tingled as they
spiked to sharp points until just grazing them with my fingertips
was enough to urge a breathy sigh from my lips.

No. No. No. No. I was not doing this. I was not
feeling up my mom’s body. But I couldn’t stop myself. My legs began
wiggling, my body twisting as heat wafted through me. When I was a
guy this kind of horniness would be urgent and sharp as my cock
called for a quick release. But in mom’s body it was gentler,
requiring more seduction before I could reach the peak.

Totally against my control I pushed one massive tit
up towards my face, bent, and sucked my mom’s nipple into my mouth.
I grimaced as I tasted her salty skin, sliding my tongue around the
diamond hard nipple, teasing it with my teeth. Each touch sent
another flare of desire through me and now, oh god, I could feel
mom’s pussy start to get wet, the little lips sliding together as
my legs twisted slowly back and forth.

One hand still holding a tit to my lips, the other
crept down, whispering over my little pouch of a stomach, over my
mound, and down over the scratchy pubic hair beneath the swimsuit
bottoms. My palm rested on mom’s mound as I traced a line up and
down her slit with her fingertips. As I sucked on my breast I felt
my pussy opening for me and dipped a finger into my wet
crevasse.

I shivered in disgust and excitement as I slipped
inside mom’s pussy for the first time. I slid into her warm, wet
folds, following the growing urgency of her body. Her pussy was so
warm and wet as I penetrated myself for the first time. I slid
deeper inside, pushing through her canal as it clutched my fingers,
driving all the way in to the second knuckle. It felt unbelievably
good yet still somehow wasn’t enough.

I fingered myself slowly, in and out, in and out of
my wet heat as I continued sucking a tit, running my tongue over my
nipple, dropping it and moving to the next one, back and forth,
enjoying mom’s body, mom’s pleasure. The delicious tension
overwhelmed my disgust and I grew horny even as I was sickened by
fingering my new cunt. I plunged in faster, her glaze spreading
across my fingers as I worked her nipples with my tongue and teeth.
My body was on fire now, rolling with tension that needed to
be released. I moved faster, jamming my finger into mom’s pussy
harder, deeper. My fingers were slick with my juices and I could
hear the wet sounds of mom’s sex as my fingers slid in and out of
her sopping cunt. I moaned around my tit, a desperate yearning
sound. And then I came. Hard.

The orgasm blew through me like an explosion. I
gasped, eyes going wide, toes curling as the tension snapped and
bright sparks filled my vision. I was rocked by mom’s orgasm, my
entire body shaking, finger driving madly into my wet pussy to
follow the pleasure all the way through. Her voice spilled from my
lips, breathy moans escaping as I quivered around the finger inside
me and clutched my breast all the way through.

When it abated I was finally able to remove mom’s tit
from my mouth, drop her breast and pull her finger out of her
pussy. I could still feel myself dripping down my thigh, my juices
growing sticky as I cooled. It was gross and incredible and
maddening. If it had been anyone else’s body besides my mom it
probably would have been great.

But it was going to get so much worse.
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Swap Resort
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