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 I couldn’t sleep
very well in mom’s body. Every time I rolled over the unfamiliar
feel of my tremendous tits tumbling down my chest woke me up. I was
grateful when dad’s alarm clock went off at six. At least until he
threw his arm over me and snuggled up against my back. He buried
his face in the hair spilling down my neck while his erection
pressed against the large swell of my mom’s ass, just above the
crack. I remained still, feigning sleep, silently pleading for him
to not make me do anything this morning.

Thankfully, he contented himself with just kissing me
on the neck before rising a few minutes later to get ready for
work. I remained in bed, despite my bursting bladder, until I heard
the front door close and knew he was gone. I rushed to the
bathroom, resolutely not looking at myself and trying hard
to think of anything else while I sat on the toilet and did my
business.

When I was done I leaned on the sink and stared
morosely at mom’s image in the mirror. At my image for now.
My hair was tousled and there were slight bags under my eyes. My
heavy breasts plunged from my chest, pressing out against the thin
top. God, I could feel them every time I moved. Gross.

Mom was still asleep in my body. Her door was closed,
anyway. It occurred to me that I should leave before she woke up.
If she couldn’t find me then surely she couldn’t command me. Unless
she could. Unless there was some aspect of her magic that allowed
her to do that. Still, it was worth a shot.

I quickly dug through her closet until I found a
passable outfit consisting of jeans and the plainest shirt I could
find. I couldn’t be bothered with a bra. I swiped her phone off the
bedside table and hunted around for her purse with her keys in it,
which had been tossed carelessly onto the top of one of the shelves
in the closet.

I was halfway down the hallway when I heard her door
open.

“Where are you going?” She asked.

I turned to face her and instantly recoiled and
looked away. “Jesus, mom, you’re coming out of your boxers.”

She glanced down at her morning erection, which had
escaped through the hole of her boxer shorts. She tucked herself
back in, but her manhood still strained against the fabric. She
folded her arms across her solid bare chest and looked at me.

“We’ve got a lot to do today.”

“Are you going to swap us back?”

“That depends on you. Go make breakfast.” As my body
turned to obey her command she added, “And put a bra on.”

I made breakfast and cleaned up while she got dressed
and played video games. She said it was to “show me what it’s like
to be her”, as if I didn’t already know. When I was done I put the
bra on, not without some difficulty. I strapped it on and then
hefted mom’s tits into each cup. I hated touching her tits. So big
and heavy and squishy. Then she helped me put on my makeup. As she
added the blush and the eyeliner and the lipstick and combed out my
hair she commanded me to remember how it was done.

“It’s going to be your new routine. You can’t go out
of the house unless you’re presentable.”

“How long are we going to be like this?” I
moaned.

“Until you learned your lesson.” When she finished
she appraised me and then nodded in satisfaction. “Now let’s get
your body fixed up.”

She made me drive her to a nearby strip mall, where
we walked into a hair salon. Mom flipped through some magazines
until she found a hairstyle she liked. I had to sit there while the
stylist chopped off all my former hair and trimmed it into some
trendy style. I looked like a giant dickwad.

“I’d give me a job,” I told her when we
finished up. “Can we go now?”

“No. Most of your wardrobe was torn jeans and rock
band shirts. I tossed all that out. The only thing left were these
slacks that I bought you.”

“Gee, I wonder why. Because they’re fucking
dorky?”

“Well, get used to it. It’s time you stopped slacking
off, and that starts with changing your image.”

I was just going to go back to my image as soon as I
got my body back, but I sure as shit wasn’t going to tell her that.
Nothing wrong with slacker chic.

I cringed as mom tried on a bunch of preppy shit, but
I couldn’t do anything to stop her. Shirts with collars. Khaki
pants. Button down shirts. Even a vest. Who the fuck wears a vest?
God, I hoped we wouldn’t run into anyone I knew.

But there was more. Of course there was more. She
moved into the women’s section and started picking out clothes for
her. Or, rather, the current me. When I had a pile of outfits in my
hand she commanded me to go back and try them on.

“Then come out and model for me,” she added.

I went in to the changing room and slipped out of my
jeans and shirt before trying each outfit on in turn. After I tried
it on I was forced to go out and parade around for my mom, twirling
around under her command so she could judge me from all different
angles. I tried on so many dresses, pants, shirts, blouses, skirts.
And every time I had to pull them off I was face to face with my
mom’s body, reflected back in the changing room mirrors clad only
in a bra and panties. There was her fat butt. There was her jiggly
chest. There were her wide hips. And I was stuck with them. Not
that she was fat but she had a complete mom figure. Why
couldn’t she put me in the body of some skinny, big-titted blonde?
I still would have been a fucking chick but at least then I would
have enjoyed myself. But seeing mom’s face and body in the mirror
every time was just torture.

Finally Mom got tired of making me model. She picked
out a few outfits and we rang them up. The woman behind the counter
was a cute brunette, a little older than me. Her name tag
identified her as Rebecca.

“Find everything you need today?” She asked.

“We did, thanks. So, Rebecca, what do you think of
these on me?” Mom asked as she held up a shirt on herself. “Too
cute or not cute enough?”

Rebecca giggled. “Just cute enough.”

Mom colored and kept returning her gaze to Rebecca.
Suddenly, it struck me. Mom was flirting with her. The
fuck?

“What was that?” I asked Mom as we walked out of the
store.

“What was what?”

“You were flirting with her.”

“Maybe. So what?” She said defensively. “I’ve got
your body. I’ve also got your…feelings.”

At least she had the decency to look ashamed.

“And what else have you done with these
feelings?” I pushed.

“Nothing. Just teenage boy stuff.”

I stopped in the middle of the sidewalk. “Mom! Did
you rub one out?”

“Shhh, keep it down.”

“Fucking gross. You touched my dick?” I hissed.

“It’s no different than what you did in my
body.”

“Yeah, but you made me do that.”

“Come on. You would have done it eventually.”

“No fucking way. Not in your body. I don’t want to
touch any of this.” I gestured down at the curvy form I possessed
and shuddered.

“Huh. I guess that’s the difference between male and
female hormones.”

“This isn’t a fucking scientific experiment. This is
my life. I want my body back now.”

“Or what?”

That was the thing, wasn’t it? What could I do? I was
completely at her mercy. I glared at her, my jaw tight.

She sighed. “When I think you’ve learned your lesson
I’ll give you your body back. But the way you’re fighting this
tells me you don’t understand what I’m trying to do.”

“And what is that?”

“I’m trying to help you. Your life was a mess and you
clearly had no intention of getting it back on track. You weren’t
going to change and I could see where you were heading. This was
the only thing I could do. I only did it because I love you.”

“Funny way of showing it.” But she had a point.
Maybe.

We went to a nearby café for breakfast. I watched mom
put away an entire plate of pancakes and bacon while I was forced
to content myself with oatmeal to satisfy mom’s diet.

“As an older woman you tend to pack on weight quicker
than a young man, so you’ll need to watch what you eat.” She
admonished me when I asked to order bacon and eggs.

“Why do I need to worry about that if this is
temporary?”

“Because while it’s temporary, that’s still the rule.
I won’t let you ruin my figure, so watch your diet.”

The waitress was a woman about mom’s age and, I
swear, mom was flirting with her, too. She asked her about her day
and made corny jokes and complimented the waitress on
everything. I’d had enough. If she could embarrass me then I
could embarrass her. The next time the waitress stopped by with the
check I stopped her.

“Isn’t my little babushka cute?” I asked the waitress
as if talking about a baby. I reached over to tousle mom’s hair.
“Mommy got him a new haircut and some new clothes. He’s such a
handsome young man. Yes he is, yes he is.”

Mom twisted away from my hand and the waitress gave
us both an odd look. When she left, mom hissed at me, “What was
that?”

“You were flirting. Again. Stop thinking with your
cock.”

“It’s hard,” she admitted.

“Oh is it?” I smirked.

“I mean…it’s difficult.” She glared at me for a
second and then her smile cracked and we both burst into laughter.
When we recovered she put her hand on mine.

“Just a little bit longer,” she assured me. “Just
until I get your life back on track.”

“When is that?”

“Well…I was going to look for some jobs at these
stores. While I do that, you go get your nails done. Get something
pretty and pink. Oh, and get a bikini wax.”

“Mom!” The color drained from my face.

She shrugged. “Got to keep pretty.”

It was an order so I had no choice. There was a nail
salon nearby. I strolled in and picked up the pinkest pink I could
find. The ladies in the salon ushered me into a chair and set to
work. I have to admit, the foot rub was nice. But I could have done
without them making my body more girly than it already was.

The wax was something else altogether. If you’ve
never had hot wax poured on your junk so they can rip the hair off
I would recommend against it. It fucking hurt and I clutched the
chair, staring up at the ceiling as the wax lady stared at my bits.
I cursed mom in my mind as the wax got ever closer to my pussy
lips. At least I came out of it with a new appreciation for what my
mom went through to fit beauty standards. When I was done I met mom
outside the salon.

“You look gorgeous!” She gushed, taking my hands and
staring at my fingers.

She held on to my hand for a lot longer than I
thought was necessary, her thumb lightly rubbing the back of my
hand. Finally, I tugged my hands out of her grip. I couldn’t help
but notice that she walked with a slight limp after that, as if
she’d gotten hard again. What the hell had made that happen?

“How was the job hunt?” I asked as we got back in the
car and returned home.

“It was very promising. Lots of places are
hiring.”

“Yeah, because the jobs all suck. I don’t want to be
some sort of retail monkey.”

“Well, when you get your GED you’ll have more choice.
Until then, you don’t have a lot of skills or experience. I mean,
I do for you, but it doesn’t show up on paper.”

When we arrived home she dumped the shopping bags on
the floor. “Wash those properly for me,” she nonchalantly commanded
as she collapsed onto the couch.

My body complied, picking up the bags of shopping and
taking them to the laundry room. When the washer was running the
spell released me. I had to cross back through the living room to
get to the bedroom but mom stopped me.

“Where are you going?”

I paused and looked at her. She was splayed out on
the couch, her hand on her crotch, just like I usually sat. Except
I didn’t usually have a raging hard-on.

“To my room,” I said, hurrying away before she could
stop me.

“Wait,” she said.

Fuck. I stopped just before getting to the safety of
the hallway.

“Come here.”

My body turned and walked to the couch where she sat.
I put my hands on my hips and looked down at her. “What?”

“It’s really annoying getting an erection. Are you
always this horny?”

I shrugged. “Swap us back and I’ll let you know.

She grinned, her fingers moving across her crotch.
“It’s hard to think about anything else when this thing gets
hard.”

I did not like where this was going. “Well…go
take care of it in the bedroom.”

“I’ve already done that. But…you’re a woman. You’re
me. So if we were to…you know…it would just be like masturbation
with extra steps.”

“No fucking way. I am not doing anything to you while
in my body. That’s gross. This is still that body’s mom.” I was
fully aware that if she wanted to I had no choice so I had to try
to convince her.

“Yes, but we’re different.”

“No way.”

“Sorry, Eric, but I need this. And besides…” She lay
back with a satisfied smile and I had a sinking feeling in the pit
of my stomach. “You’re addicted to cum.”

Fuck. As soon as she said it a switch flipped in my
brain. I was fixated. Fidgety. Like I needed a smoke badly, except
instead of a cigarette it was her cum.

I dropped to my knees and scrambled for the zipper of
her jeans. My fingers shook with excitement as I unzipped her. When
her cock popped out from beneath her pants and appeared in front of
my nose I gasped, the fixation with her dick a tight ball of need
in the pit of my stomach. Before she could even get her pants
halfway down her legs I’d wrapped my fingers around her length,
opened my lips and jammed her cock down my throat.

I closed my eyes, luxuriating in the warm girth
stretching my lips apart. I hated that I wanted it so bad, that my
own dick felt so good in my mouth. I ran my tongue along the
underside of my former shaft, driving my lips all the way down. The
quicker I made her cum the quicker I could enjoy the sweet, sweet
taste of her. I was wild with lust, sucking her dick like a
lollipop, licking the head and then stuffing it into my mouth and
swiveling my tongue along the shaft.

I drove my lips down until I held her completely in
my mouth and my nose pressed against her public hair. My hair fell
down over my face as I gobbled her down. I was rewarded with the
first burst of her pre-cum and I moaned as it dripped down my
tongue. It was the most delicious thing I’d ever tasted and I
needed more. Much more.

Mom gently swiped the hair back from my face, holding
it up so she could stare at me. “Fuck, it’s so hot watching you
suck my dick.”

I felt her thrust up slowly towards my mouth as I
slid my lips back down.

Yes, that’s it, mom. Please, give me that sweet
taste of your seed. I thought to myself as she slowly fucked my
face.

I continued sucking her cock while she moaned above
me. I stroked her balls with one hand, fingers gliding under her
scrotum, teasing that sensitive spot just behind her sack.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned again, and another burst of
precum lit up my mouth.

I tried my best to get her to cum quickly, sliding my
mouth up and down her shaft as I moaned in ecstasy. I needed her to
fill me. I needed that taste.

“I need to fuck you,” she whispered.

Wait? What? I pulled my lips off with a wet pop. “I
want to suck your cock,” I begged, hating myself even as the words
left my lips.

“No. Fuck me,” she ordered.

I hurried out of my pants. Mom helped me toss off my
shirt and bra and I straddled her. As I threw my legs across her
body I could feel the moisture of my pussy. Mom’s massive tits
jiggled on my chest as I situated myself on top of her. I wanted to
fuck her but I still didn’t want to look at myself.

I reached between her legs and grabbed her cock,
which was still slick with my saliva. I aimed it towards my
entrance and slowly sat back. Her cockhead pressed apart the lips
of my pussy and then I pushed back with one smooth motion and
sheathed her inside me. Her warm heat thrust up through my sopping
wet pussy as I made her fill me, sitting back until my fat butt
rested on her groin and I was so full of her. God, she felt
incredible inside me, her dick thrusting up through my canal.

She grabbed my ass and yanked me towards her as she
thrust up. My mouth dropped open and a moan escaped my lips as the
head of her cock slid deep inside me and up against the dimpled nub
of my innermost pleasure. I bounced slowly on mom’s dick, my fat
tits wobbling with the motion. I closed my eyes, wanting to get
this over with as quickly as possible but mom wouldn’t let me.

“Goddamn, you’re so wet,” she mumbled.

My body took that as an order and suddenly I was
gushing. Liquid pooled down my thighs and the lewd sounds of mom’s
cock inside my pussy hit my ears. I bit my bottom lip and moaned.
Despite it all it felt so damn good to have my jiggly body bouncing
on her dick, to feel her heat inside mom, to feel her girth spread
me apart and fill me up.

“Play with your tits,” she ordered.

My hands moved on their own, gathering my weighty
breasts and fondling them. I was forced to stroke mom’s tits as I
bounced her dick. I squeezed my breasts up against my chest into
large mounds, ran my fingers over and under each inch of her
enormous chest. I splayed my fingers across each breast and
squeezed, sliding my fingers over until I could pinch my tiny pink
nipples until they spiked out in pleasure. They were so fat they
spilled from my fingers as I fondled them, letting them swing back
down and bump together.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” she moaned, still thrusting up
inside me in a gentle rhythm. “Suck on them.”

No, no, no, no! But I had no choice. I bent my head
and brought each breast to my lips, one at a time. I ran my tongue
along each little pink nipple. My warm saliva and the sharp nip of
my teeth doubled the aching need inside me. I sucked on mom’s huge
tits while she watched and fucked me slowly, her hands gripping my
hips while she grinned up at me from within my former body. I
teased mom’s nipple with my tongue, biting and squeezing as the
pain met with the pleasure coming up from my new pussy. Still, I
wasn’t going to orgasm. Not like this. Not in my mom’s plump, busty
body while riding my own dick. I was sickened from what I was
forced to do, even as the pounding of her cock made me warm and
wonderfully tense.

Mom gripped my wide hips harder and thrust up faster.
Had she gotten even harder inside me? She completely filled my
pussy, pumping up into me and making my entire body jiggle.

She must have sensed my displeasure. “Cum for
me.”

Sparks burst in my vision and I squeezed my tits
together and threw back my head, releasing a loud, long moan. I
felt my pussy quiver, squeezing against the fat cock inside me as
my entire body lit with pleasure, fire sparking from head to toe.
It was needy and raw, the sensations filling my entire body and
making me quake. It was all I could do to hold on to my tits, to
keep bouncing on her dick and ride that wave of pleasure all the
way down while I moaned like a bitch in heat. Which I was.

Mom gritted her teeth and redoubled her efforts. I
helped, driving myself down on each upstroke so her cock slid deep,
deep inside, pounding me as I chased another cascade of desire. My
voice rose in pitch as my body crested again to another orgasm. My
tits jiggled, my tummy bounced, my ass wiggled and finally mom’s
cries spilled from my mouth. I was a captive to her pleasure,
squeezing her tits, feeling every inch of her body as I let my
former dick stretch out my new cunt.

Mom closed her eyes tight and I felt her cock begin
to throb within me. “Cum again,” she grunted.

I cried out as an orgasm pounded through me at the
same time as mom’s cock filled me. Each throb of cum burned deep
inside me. I felt each pulse as she emptied herself into me,
orgasming with me, our moans a loud chorus in the room. I shook on
top of her, my entire body pulsing with pleasure, dripping down my
thighs as I took every burst of hot cum until my pussy felt so, so
full.

When at last we were done I collapsed on top of her.
My tits rested on her chest and my face rested in the crook of her
neck. I was breathless and all I could do was slowly recover as she
grew soft inside me. I shivered with aftershock, disgusted at
myself, at how good it had felt to stroke mom’s body, to be fucked
in mom’s pussy with my own dick. Mom smiled up at me and gave my
fat ass a light pat.

I rolled off her and then knelt between her legs. I
was still addicted to her cum. I needed that delicious taste in my
mouth. That command hadn’t eased up. I wrapped my fingers
around her dick and licked it clean, moaning as the wonderful salty
taste of cum mingled with the disgusting musk of mom’s pussy.
Still, I ran my tongue along each inch of her veiny shaft until I
could no longer taste the tangy goodness.

When I was done, Mom stood and put her pants back and
went to the kitchen, leaving me alone in the living room to try to
feast on the remains of the hot cum she’d left inside me. I was so
desperately addicted and I couldn’t just let this seed go to waste.
I dipped my fingers between my legs and gathered up as much of her
warm cum as I could before bringing my hand to my lips and
desperately sucking the pearly cream off my delicate fingers. The
taste of mom’s pussy mingled with the divine taste of my former
body’s cum. The taste hit the spot and finally satisfied the
craving inside me. For now.

I got dressed and Mom returned with two glasses of
water. She handed one to me.

“That was incredible. A guy’s orgasm is so much
more…I don’t know…focused, I guess. Like it was all right
here.”

“Sure,” I said, gulping water. “Mom, I—” I began to
ask her to take away my craving for cum but she interrupted me.

“No, let’s not talk about anything that just
happened. It was a spur of the moment thing. I probably…shouldn’t
have done it but goddamn it felt good. Maybe if you’re lucky I’ll
give you another orgasm.” She smacked my ass and winked.

So I was stuck with this new addiction. The feeling
gradually built inside me for the rest of the day but I couldn’t
tell her. I was addicted but she wouldn’t feed my addiction. It
weighed on me as I made dinner while mom put her feet up and
practiced the guitar that had been sitting in the back of my closet
since middle school. While she was improving my life I was in the
kitchen having trouble focusing on the task at hand because of my
need. I tried to shove it down and ignore it. I could do it for
brief moments if I kept myself distracted.

But in the end it wasn’t enough. When dad collapsed
into bed beside me I remained fidgety, my mind racing, my body
excited for the one thing I needed. Finally, just to calm the
craving so I could sleep I rolled over and looked at my dad.

“Can I suck your dick?” I begged, my body throbbing
with excitement at the mere mention of the act. A heady rush of
blood to the head that only peaked when dad wholeheartedly
agreed.

I rushed to get between his legs and wrapped my lips
around his dick so I could feel it grow within my mouth. Never mind
this was my dad, it was what my body desperately needed. I sucked
his dick until he came in my mouth and I drank it down gratefully,
eyes closed, savoring each salty drop.

Fuck, mom, what did you do to me?
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