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As soon as the spell released me I stood from the
pool chair and hurried inside. Mom’s tits and ass bounced at each
step. There was absolutely no support in this swimsuit.

“Gross, gross, gross, gross, gross,” I mumbled to
myself, keeping the fingers that had been inside mom’s pussy well
away from my face.

As soon as I was inside I went straight to the
bathroom and washed my hand thoroughly, though there wasn’t enough
soap in the world to make me forget what I’d just touched. Bent
over the sink, I looked up at my reflection. Mom’s face stared back
at me from the mirror. Her pert nose, her dark green eyes, her tiny
freckles dotting each cheek, her plump lips half-open to show a
glimpse of her white teeth, her dark hair spilling over my head. I
shut my mouth and watched her reflection do the same. I was still
bent over the sink and the force of gravity was pulling my tits
down, giving me a look right down my mom’s cleavage. I shook my
head and avoided looking in the mirror anymore as I finished
washing my hands.

Then it was back to her bedroom where I quickly got
dressed back in the tee shirt and pants I’d left on the floor. I
didn’t bother with the bra because I didn’t want to touch mom’s
tits any more than I had to. I swept my long hair back out of my
face—why did she have so much goddamn hair?—and sank onto the bed,
one arm over my eyes to block out the world.

I still couldn’t believe this was happening. Why the
hell didn’t mom ever use these body swapping powers before? I guess
I was thankful she hadn’t. Once was already too much.

I heard the door open and my former voice spoke up
from the doorway. “No time to rest sleepy head. You have to finish
cleaning the house.”

Another order. I groaned as my body pushed itself up
off the bed and I went looking for more things to clean and wipe
and wash and put away. Mom, meanwhile, brought armfuls of trash out
of my room, filling a few garbage bags with junk. My junk.
She rolled her eyes at me as she dumped another load of my stuff
into a bag. So I was a little messy. So what? As I passed by one of
the bags with my arms full of cleaning products I peered in and saw
some of my clothes. My torn black jeans with the zipper pockets and
my ‘Fuck Everyone’ tee shirt.

“What are you doing with these?” I asked, hating
myself for the whine in my voice

“I’m cleaning up your entire image. You’re such a
nice boy but these clothes are so awful.”

“It’s my life, Mom!” I stamped my foot,
totally aware of the incongruity of my statement.

“It’s for your own good. Toss these out in the
garbage when you get a chance.”

I was forced to toss my own clothes into the outside
garbage can before returning to cleaning. In retrospect it was a
poor choice to forgo a bra. My tits swung pendulously with each
step and I would frequently knock them with an arm, sending one
flying in to the other. The spell left me no time to change.

I never realized how involved it was to clean the
house until I actually had to do it. My body just seemed to know
where the cleaning supplies were and what needed doing. Hell, I
found myself coming up with creative ways to get stains out of
walls and trying to scrub the shower tiles in a more effective way.
Not only was my body forced to work but it seemed like my mind was
playing along.

Late in the afternoon I went back into my old room to
finish up and nearly sobbed at the sight. Yes, sobbed! The fuck was
I so emotional all of a sudden?

Anyway, mom had completely changed my room. My
posters of half-naked chicks were gone. My dresser and closet had
been tidied. All m cool clothes were gone, leaving only the geek
shit mom had bought me. Button downs and khakis. I’d stuffed those
way in the back but she’d found them and hung them up. It wasn’t
even my room anymore.

“You like it?” She asked.

“No!” I pouted.

“Maybe you will someday.”

At the end of the day I put the last dish away in the
drying rack and slumped over the kitchen counter. The need to clean
was gone. I must have been done. Or done enough to be released from
the spell, anyway. But then mom walked into the kitchen and saw
me.

“What are you doing? You’ve got to make dinner.”

I groaned but found myself digging through the
refrigerator for ingredients. Whatever magic she’d used had also
given me some of her skills because I didn’t know the first thing
about cooking—mom took care of all that crap—but somehow I knew
what to do. I flitted around the kitchen chopping and measuring and
stirring like the good little housewife mom was forcing me to be.
The result wasn’t amazing but by the time dad came home the scent
of the roasting chicken filled the house.

Mom was at the kitchen table reading—really.
Reading!—when dad came through the kitchen and hugged me
from behind as I stood over the stove stirring the sauce. He
reached his arms around me and pulled me close to him. I felt his
warm body up against me and stiffened as he kissed me on my neck.
Glancing over at Mom I saw her laughing. She was enjoying this. I
was afraid to push dad away because so far Mom hadn’t used her
magic to compel me to do anything back but that could change if I
resisted.

“Hey…dear,” I mumbled and—oh god!—his hands slid down
to my wide hips and he nibbled my neck.

Fortunately ,Mom showed up in the kitchen and
interrupted us. Dad turned and frowned at her, unsure of what to
say.

“Dad,” she began, her eyes downcast. “I want to
apologize for last night. It was wrong and hurtful to say those
things. I’m really going to try to do better because I don’t like
the person I’ve become.”

“Oh,” Dad was taken aback by the honesty. “Well,
thank you. I’m glad.”

I glared at Mom from behind his back. She was busy
making my body look sorry and pathetic. What a goddamn farce. And
then they actually hugged before Mom bounced back to her bedroom.
Dad turned to me with a look of awe.

“All right. What’s he done?”

“Nothing.”

“Well, what did you say to him?”

“Oh. You know. We just had a…a long talk. I think
he’s seen the error of his ways. He’s such a good kid.” Hell, I
might as well set myself up for success for when I got my body
back.

“I would love it if that were true but we’ve been
here before. You sure he doesn’t have some kind of angle?”

“No.” I insisted.

Dad nodded and then looked at me for a beat. Before I
knew it he was coming towards me to kiss me on the lips. I flinched
back, my fat butt bouncing against the stove and nearly toppling
the pan. That gave me an excuse to turn, red-faced, and try to
prevent a spill. It was bad enough being in mom’s body without
having to kiss Dad. Blech.

I made myself busy until he went to his room to get
changed. I set the table and we had a decent dinner. Dad remarked
on how it was the first time the three of us had sat down to dinner
together in forever. I just smiled and downed a glass of wine. If I
was stuck in mom’s body I wanted to dull my senses. At least forget
about my tits for a little while because they were always right
there.

“Don’t drink too much, Mom,” Mom said, glancing at
me.

Well, there went that plan. It was literally
impossible for me to drink any more after that.

“This is delicious, babe,” Dad said.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, pushing the food around on my
plate.

The smells, the tastes, the sounds. Everything about
being in mom’s body was different. Some of her senses were sharper
than mine. As I tasted the food I noticed a depth of flavor to the
sauce that I enjoyed. Like I could pick out the ingredients. It
really stopped me from shoveling everything down. I didn’t eat much
before I was full. Mom, on the other hand, shoveled down her food
and went for seconds.

“You okay?” Dad asked me when Mom was in the kitchen
dishing out more food.

Jesus, Dad, stop worrying and leave me alone,
I wanted to shout. But on Mom’s orders I had to act like her, and
shouting, apparently, was out of the question. At least I could
still be sullen.

I didn’t think it could get worse after dinner but it
did. As I cleaned up Dad groped me some more. He gave my butt a
squeeze whenever he passed me in the kitchen and he thought Mom
wasn’t looking. Christ, is this what they were always like? So
handsy? Gross. When I finally finished cleaning I was able to hide
in my room—well, Mom’s room now—and lie out on the bed flipping
through the internet on mom’s phone.

I went to look up my favorite models on Insta.
Without my login I had to manually search for them but eventually I
found their profiles. There was the hot brunette with the banging
body I always followed. There was the sporty blonde with the big
tits. I thought it would take my mind off being in mom’s body but
as I thumbed through the hot models I began to get that restless
hot feeling. Before I knew it, I could feel mom’s pussy growing
moist between my legs. I immediately exited the phone and went to
some boring news. I did not want to make myself horny in
mom’s body. One time touching her was enough. At least it kept me
away from Dad and his hands.

That only lasted until bed time. And that meant
sleeping in the same bed with Dad. I remained dressed and got under
the covers, hoping Dad would just come in and go to sleep. But, of
course, he fucking questioned me.

“Oh, I didn’t even hear you shower.”

“I felt like skipping it tonight.”

“And you’re still dressed? Are you okay?”

“Fine.” I just wanted him to leave me alone but he
had to fucking push it under the guise of being caring.

“Go take a shower. You’ll feel better.”

I doubted he knew he was giving me an order but
that’s what it was. I was compelled to rise and move to the
bathroom, dreading each step of my traitorous body. Closing the
bathroom door behind me, I slipped out of my shirt and then peeled
off my pants and threw them in the hamper. Then came the bra.

I reached around and unclasped it. Mom’s tits bounced
down my chest and as I leaned down to peel off my panties mom’s
pendulous tits swayed right in front of my face. Oh, god, I was now
naked in mom’s body. She stretched out beneath me and I couldn’t
help but stare. I was thankful that the mountainous tits nearly
obscured my view of the rest of her. But I could still see the
little hint of her stomach and I glimpsed a flash of the light
pubic hair between her legs before I shuddered and turned away.

I stepped into the shower where it somehow got even
worse. I had to squirt her orange-scented body lotion onto my hands
and then rub it over my entire body. My fingers circled my chest,
gliding under each weighty breast, down the curve of my hips and
across my ass. I gritted my teeth as my hands drew the bubbles
across my body, making me feel up every inch of mom’s form.
Again.

My hands darted between my ass cheeks and I felt them
bobble beneath my hand, then they circled around between my legs.
Christ, I was touching mom’s pussy and I could feel the sharp
contrasts between the slick sudsy skin and the scratchy pubic hair.
I raised each leg in the air, one at a time, to soap down my thighs
and my calves. My tits swung as I balanced myself, slapping wetly
against each other. It was a welcome relief when I finished and
could rinse myself off without touching my curves.

When I finished I stepped out, wondering what fresh
hell I would be in for the next day. As it turned out, I didn’t
even have to wait that long.

I dried myself off and wrapped the towel around my
chest like I’d seen mom do. Then I combed my hair and brushed my
teeth, grimacing as I shoved her toothbrush into my mouth. This
thing had been in mom’s mouth. Though, really, all the germs on it
belonged to this body. Still, it was gross sucking on something my
mom sucked on. All that was part of acting like her, I guess,
because I wasn’t allowed to not do it.

When I returned to my bedroom, Dad was already tucked
under the covers with an ebook reader in his hand. I searched
through mom’s drawers until I found the sleep outfit she always
wore. It was a baggy grey shirt and some tiny pink shorts. The
shirt was cut low, giving an ample view of my breasts, a sight I
absolutely did not want to see anymore of. The shorts were also
tiny, draping loosely over my bubble butt and leaving acres of
thigh on display. I guess I could at least be thankful she didn’t
sleep naked.

I slipped into bed next to dad and picked up my phone
again. I was so tense I couldn’t sleep. Dad and I lay next to each
other, reading in silence for a bit. The tension was just starting
to ease when Dad made his move.

I heard him place his reader on his nightstand. The
bed bounced gently as he changed position and I resolutely ignored
him. Next thing I knew he threw a hand over my chest, fingers
splayed to land on one of my breasts. Something pointy poked the
curve of my thigh. Jesus, Dad was horny.

He kissed the nape of my neck but I resolutely
refused to respond, pretending I was deeply engrossed in this
article I was reading. Undeterred, he kept going, nibbling my neck
and lightly squeezing my breast. Finally, I put the phone down and
rolled over, pretending like I was going to sleep as I silently
willed Dad to go away. No such luck.

“Mmm,” his hot breath whispered across my ear. “Just
real quick.”

It was too close to a command for comfort but
fortunately I didn’t respond. “Not tonight,” I muttered. Not
any night.

His fingers found my nipple and he ever-so-gently
pinched it with his fingers. “You like this, though.”

Oh, god no! His voice had a hint of a whine in it but
even so I felt my body obeying. It was an order. Suddenly, I
did like his hand on my breast very much. It sent little
tingles of anticipation right through my body. God, he knew just
how to touch me to make my body sing.

Dad held me close. My fat breast fell into his hand
and he groped it softly, fingers whispering over my skin as he
hefted it. That awful restlessness began inside me again. I
couldn’t help myself. I pressed my butt back against his growing
erection, felt it nestle just above the crack of my ass. I sighed
without meaning to, a sound Dad took as acceptance. The hand on my
breast grew harder.

He wrapped his fingers all the way around a tit,
squeezing harder. I wanted to stop him but the spell made it feel
so fucking good. Jesus, his hand felt magical on my tit. I reached
around behind me and found his hip, clutching it to pull him closer
to me, driving his hard-on harder against my backside to make
pleasure burn so beautifully through me. He continued kissing me,
back and forth across my shoulders as mom’s pussy grew wetter
between my legs.

No, no, no, no, no. This wasn’t happening. I wasn’t
about to fuck my Dad. So why the fuck was I grinding my mom’s butt
on my dad’s growing erection? It was instinctual, a response to
this growing need inside me. My body was restless with mom’s
horniness. Dad’s hand on my bulbous tit only increased my
excitement.

“I’m too sore to have sex tonight,” I murmured,
pleased that I was at least able to lie. Maybe it would be easy to
dissuade him from fucking me. What other lies could I tell? My
satisfaction was short lived, however.

“Okay,” Dad said. “Just give me a blow job.
Please.”

So much for easy. The ‘please’ did nothing to lessen
the spell’s grip on me. “Okay,” I said.

He lay back on the bed and I turned to face him, my
tits spilling across my chest as I did so. I tossed the covers away
and took up position between his legs, my tremendous breasts
bobbling below me with each motion. Dad’s manhood pressed up from
beneath his pajamas. I grabbed the waist of the pajamas and peeled
them down slowly, revealing dad’s thick mass of pubic hair. His
cock sprang out to greet me, fully erect and pointed up at me.

I howled in my mind, trying my best to stop my hands
from reaching out and gripping his shaft. It was warm between my
fingers and it felt so big beneath mom’s dainty hand. I stroked him
once, watching the veiny shaft grow in my hand. My face moved
closer and then I was kissing the head of his cock. It was warm on
my lips and there was already a drop of precum which I flicked off
with my tongue. Dad’s tangy taste filled my mouth. I kissed my way
down his shaft as I held him, teasing him with my lips and tongue.
I licked from his cockhead down to his groin, my tongue tracing
each veiny inch. No matter how much I tried I couldn’t stop,
couldn’t pull away. I was forced to worship my dad’s dick. And then
I opened my lips and swallowed him.

I closed my eyes as I sank my mouth down his length,
inviting each inch between my lips where it pressed against the
roof of my mouth and my tongue. His musky flavor filled my mouth
and I came up quickly, gasping, a little strand of saliva still
connecting my lips to the head of his dick. He groaned as I shoved
my lips back down, working his shaft with my tongue, gorging myself
on his warm manhood until my tiny nose was shoved into his groin
and his cock poked the back of my throat. Mom had mastered her gag
reflex and unfortunately I was able to hold Dad deep inside me.

As I sucked his cock he caressed my cheek and sighed.
I just wanted this over with so I moved faster, trying to encourage
the inevitable no matter how bad it was going to bad.

“Oh, slow down,” he groaned, and I fucking had to.
“Let me enjoy this.”

Now I gently slid up and down his shaft, spreading my
saliva across his slick length. I moved slowly, giving Dad control
so he could keep his cock rammed down my throat. When I felt him
begin to throb I stopped, holding him still, my mouth wrapped wide
around his girth as I waited for him to control himself so I could
suck his dick some more.

“Oh, fuck,” he hissed. “You’re such a good
cocksucker.”

His dirty talk was my order. Suddenly, I knew just
how to please him. I drove down and held him in my warm wet mouth
as I undulated my tongue against the bottom of his shaft. I felt
him tense between my lips and his hand gripped my hair. He thrust
up into my mouth, filling me deeper, slowly fucking my face as he
called me his good girl. I felt him begin to throb inside me again
and I paused, holding him firm, controlling him just as I knew he
liked. When he was under control I resumed, using mom’s lips and
tongue to please her husband. Did she know this was going to
happen?

“Goddamn,” Dad breathed, his fingers skating across
my cheek. “Let me…” He paused and I dreaded his next order. “Let me
cum on your face.”

His inflection insinuated a question, but it came out
as a command. We changed positions. I lay down on the bed. My tits
fell down either side of my chest as Dad straddled me, pinning me
to the bed while he stroked the cock I’d already made slick with my
mouth. His dick was inches from my nose. His cock was huge and
erect, the tip glistening with precum. I gritted my teeth and
closed my eyes.

“Come on,” he said. “Act like you like it.”

Fuckety fuck fuck. I opened my eyes and smiled up at
him, running my tongue along my lips seductively. As he stroked
himself I bit my lower lip and gazed at the tip of his dick as it
waved just in front of my upturned nose. I raised my chin and
licked the tip of his cock, giggling flirtatiously as his salty
essence filled my mouth.

“Oh, yes,” I moaned as he teased me with his dick.
“Cum on my face. Cum all over me.” Mom’s voice was deliciously
throaty with lust. No one could have resisted it and Dad
didn’t.

He jerked his cock and groaned, staring down as he
erupted over me. I watched the creamy white seed spurt from his
cockhead, felt it splash across my nose and lips and cheeks. It was
warm as it slowly dripped down my face. I closed my eyes and
showered in it, opening my mouth and laughing as I caught what I
could on my tongue. It was salty and spicy and I swallowed it down
with a soft “Yummy”, putting on the show the spell demanded.

He seemed to spray me with his seed forever. It
dripped down my face, warm and sticky. Finally, he slowed and then
stopped. He remained on top of me, staring down at my cum-covered
face. I reached up and dabbed some onto my fingers before dragging
it down my neck, dirtying myself with his seed and sighing softly
as if it was enough to make me cum. I flicked out my tongue
and licked my lips, drinking as much of his salty essence as I
could.

“Goddamn, that’s hot as hell,” he whispered. “Thank
you.”

He rolled off me and I was free again. I reached
blindly for the tissues by the bed and wiped the cum off my face.
Then I returned to the bathroom, stripped, and jumped in the shower
again. And again, there wasn’t enough soap in the world to wash
that memory from my mind. I didn’t know how much more of this I
could take.

To be continued…
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