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In the morning my eyes snapped open and I lay on my
side in bed, gazing at my dad and trying to fight the cravings my
mom had magicked into me yesterday. I was salivating at the sight
of my dad’s morning wood beneath the covers. It was a feast set out
for me and I couldn’t resist, even after giving him a blowjob last
night before bed. I really was insatiable.

I hated myself for ducking beneath the warm covers
and slowly wiggling down towards the end of the bed, even as the
anticipation within me grow the closer I got to dad’s crotch. I
gently tugged apart his boxers and freed his dick. In the darkness
beneath the covers I could sense the heat radiating from his cock,
calling for me. His spicy scent filled my nose and set me to
drooling again.

I swallowed him quickly, closing my eyes and sighing
as I savored each inch of his warm cock as it slipped between my
lips. Fuck, he was delicious. It temporarily dulled the itch within
me and I filled my mouth with as much of his dick as I could,
driving my lips down until my nose was buried in his pubic
hair.

Dad groaned above me and I grabbed his thighs to
still him as I slid my lips up and down his rigid member. I was
disgusted with myself but couldn’t stop my compulsion, and moved up
and down ever more eagerly. He moaned again and thrust his waist up
gently to meet my lips. I worshiped his dick, licking and sucking,
running my tongue up and down the underside of his shaft until he
grunted and came, filling my mouth with hot cum.

Now it was my turn to moan as I drank him down, the
salty taste of him satisfying my craving. I delighted with each
throb of his cock and kept my lips wrapped around him until I’d
drunk every creamy drop.

“That was a nice wakeup,” he mumbled.

He wrapped me in an embrace as I silently stewed,
pissed off at mom for making me want to do that. Even worse, I was
poking my tongue around my mouth, hunting for any last taste of
dad. After what seemed like an eternity in his unwelcome embrace,
he rose and got ready for work.

I shrugged into mom’s robe and clasped it around my
body then went to do my morning routine. My tits and fat ass
bounced with each step to the bathroom. God, I hated this body. My
mom’s tired reflection greeted me in the bathroom mirror and I
stared at myself while my mood darkened. As soon as she woke up I
was going to go off on her and demand she swap us back.

Mom came out of her room soon after dad left for
worse. Her hair was a mess, eyes dark with sleep. I waited for her
in the living room, still in my robe. My hands were on my hips and
anger roiled my thoughts. I opened my mouth to yell at her but then
my eyes fell on her – my – cock, which jutted out from
beneath her boxer shorts. Suddenly, it was all I could think of.
The craving hit me hard and my mouth was watering even before my
knees hit the floor in front of her.

“What--?” Was all she managed before I grabbed her
ass to prevent her from backing away and shoved my mouth
down on her dick.

I savored each delicious inch of her cock as it
filled my mouth, undulating my tongue beneath her shaft as I took
her completely. She was so delicious. The savory taste of her dick
dulled the craving but it was like an appetizer for the main course
that I knew was to come.

She grunted and grabbed a handful of my hair,
dragging my lips towards her as she thrust towards me, fucking my
face. The taste of her precum hit my tongue, bright and tangy. I
let her use me, forcing my lips down and up her shaft, letting her
pause whenever she wanted to collect herself. I would do anything
for the taste of her. She moved me faster, gipping my hair tighter
in her fist and shoving her cock down my throat. I opened as wide
as I could, letting her fuck my mouth, my only desire for her sweet
finish.

I felt her throb and she drove deep, jamming
her dick down my mouth and making my eyes water as she pumped her
cum down my throat. She grunted as she filled me and I swallowed as
fast as I could, choking around her dick but still desperate to
finish her. I gulped her down, keeping my lips wrapped around her
length until I’d captured each creamy drop and I was sated.

I pulled my lips off her cock and stood to glare at
her.

“Good morning to you, too,” she grinned.

“Mom—” I began, struggling to speak around the spell
that had forbade me from talking about the cravings she’d given
me.

“You have to get ready for work,” she said, before I
could finish.

I groaned. “Really?”

“Really,” she affirmed, scratching herself.

“Stop touching my dick, mom,” I moaned. It was bad
enough that I had to do it in her body.

She paused and looked down at where her hand was,
then shrugged. “It’s my dick. For now, anyway. I can touch my own
body.” Then she added with a wink: “And you didn’t seem to have
much of a problem touching it just now.”

“I don’t touch your body,” I retorted. “At
least, when I can help it,” I amended, remembering what she’d
forced me to do yesterday. The words came easily when I didn’t try
to fight the spell. I was resigned to being stuck like this and was
sure I could figure a way around it given enough time to think.
“How am I supposed to go to work when I know nothing about your
job?” I asked, desperate for any excuse not to have to pretend to
be her all day.

“Come here, I can fix that.”

I didn’t want to be “fixed” but her command compelled
my body to move towards her. She clasped me lightly either side of
my head and pressed our foreheads together before starting to
murmur something. After a few seconds I felt a warmth spreading
through her head to mine, accompanied by some light vertigo.

“There,” she said, after a few seconds. “Now you
should know everything I do at the office.”

“How do I--?” I began, and then realized that I could
picture her office in my mind, even though I’d never actually been
inside.

I knew the other receptionist, the two dentists, and
the three dental assistants. I could visualize their faces and
remember their lives as if I’d learned about them myself instead of
through mom’s magic osmosis. I even had my mom’s feelings towards
them. The other receptionist, Hailey, wasn’t too bright and always
messed up the billing codes, leaving me – or, rather, mom – to sort
it out with insurance. Dr. Osborne was nearing retirement and was a
nice guy but had some old-fashioned thinking. The younger dentist,
Dr. Larson – Ken to his patients – was young and cocky in a way my
mom found equal parts exasperating and kind of sexy. I glanced at
my mom with a start, wondering whether she knew what I now
knew.

I started to question her again and stopped. Maybe
this would be perfect. My chance to teach mom a lesson. Maybe I
could skip work entirely or streak naked around the office.
Something to embarrass her when she returned to her
body.

But mom waved away my half-spoken question and gave
me some more commands: “You will not do anything to embarrass me
and you will heed the dentists. The other receptionist is mostly a
waste of space so it may seem beneath you but if there’s anything
the dentists need it will be your job to see that they have
it.”

So much for embarrassing her.

“The fuck would I know what you would do?”

“You’ve got my knowledge of the office and how it
works. You’ve got my memories about everyone there. Use that to
judge how you think you should act. Now go get dressed and get to
work on time.”

I returned to my room and slipped out of my room
before shrugging into my mom’s giant bra and some panties. I picked
out a pink floral blouse, long pink skirt and a pair of flats. I
did my hair and makeup by myself, surprised as I picked up each
bottle or jar that I knew how to apply it, but I guess that was
just some more of my mom’s knowledge she’d dumped in me.

I grabbed some toast for breakfast, keeping an eye on
the clock, and then slipped out the door. I noticed mom had
returned to her room and probably gone back to sleep. Now she was
just using me to have a day off!

I was the first one in the office and I went around
turning on the lights and the computers and the music in reception.
With mom’s knowledge it was like I’d been working there for years.
I knew just where everything was, knew her login password, and knew
exactly how to set everything up. What’s more, I was forced
to, the spell making me go through the motion when what I really
wanted to do was run out and spend the day on my phone. Why did mom
get the day off?

I was behind the reception desk when Dr. Osborne came
in toting his briefcase. The echo of my new cravings spread through
me but was balanced out by the command to act like mom. Dr. Osborne
was a wrinkled old prune anyway but my mom thought highly of him
and I felt the smile spread across my face as he greeted me.

“Morning, Nicole.”

“Good morning, Dr. Osborne,” I chirped.

We chatted briefly about our weekends. I found myself
saying something banal about yard work. He talked about working on
his car. I really didn’t give a shit what the old asshole had to
say but the spell forced me to sit there listening patiently and
laughing at all the appropriate times.

God, mom’s life sucked. This was why I didn’t
want to get a job. This boring, repetitive,
let’s-all-pretend-to-get-along bullshit.

Dr. Larson – sorry, Ken – strolled in a few
minutes later. I could see why mom thought he was handsome. He had
this evening news reader thing going on with the swept back hair
and the striking eyes and the powerful swagger. I ached to have him
inside me, to taste him, to fill my mouth with him.

“Hi, Ken,” I said, my eyes travelling quickly down
his body. Fuck, I was salivating but I couldn’t do anything about
it. It was torture sitting here and desiring to taste his dick but
shackled by mom’s latest commands. It was like a starving person
sitting in front of a feast. What’s more, Ken seemed a willing
feast. He was flirty and hot.

“Morning, Nicole,” he said, folding his arms and
leaning on the reception desk to look at me. “How’ve you been?”

Oh, great, just stuck in my mom’s body and forced
to lech after you, I didn’t say.

I gave him the same banal responses I gave Dr.
Osborne, except with more laughing and more flipping my hair and
more staring into his eyes. I tried to will my thoughts into his:
fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. I kept imagining what it would be
like to be touched by this guy’s solid hands, to wrap my mouth
around his member and let him use me. As I wiggled in the chair I
discovered how wet those thoughts had made me. I was a fucking
puddle and I’d just met this asshole. I doubt mom thought as much
about getting Ken in the sack all day as I did in just those few
minutes of idle chatter.

At the same time I was aware of mom’s opinion of him.
Hell, I held her opinion that this guy was a player. And,
Jesus, did he love to brag about himself. As he started launching
into yet another story of his weekend’s big manly adventures—this
one revolving around water skiing—it occurred to me that mom
thought he’d already fucked the other receptionist and was hitting
on me to complete the set. This harmless flirtation wasn’t entirely
harmless. The idea was both flattering and alarming to mom and, by
extension, to me. But maybe there was something there I could use
to satisfy the craving for cum and get back at mom.

Dr. Osborne soon popped back into reception to
interrupt us.

“Sorry to break up your flirting,” Dr. Osborne said
in a kidding-but-not-really way as we both laughed nervously, “But,
Ken, I need to talk to you about some problems I’ve been having
with the equipment in room 2.”

“Sure thing,” Ken agreed, winking at me before he
left.

I found myself grinning at his audacity. What a
fucking narcissist. Mom wouldn’t let that guy touch her in a
million years. So naturally, I had to figure out a way to make it
happen and make sure she would discover what I’d done when she got
her body back.

I soon found out that because of mom’s command to act
like her I couldn’t just launch myself at Ken no matter how much my
body desired it. I went by his office, fully intending to straddle
him right there, but my hand refused to even grab his office door
handle and I walked right on by to the break room. Clearly, a more
subtle approach was required.

Patients started filing in, which made it hard to
think. I had to smile and laugh and be polite with every basic
asshole who came in the door. And the paperwork. God, talk about
boring. Insurance codes. Credit card details. Personal details.
Forms, forms, forms.

Even worse, every time a guy got near me my body went
into lusty overdrive. It was like just the scent of a man made me
wet, made me realize what I wanted. And yet I couldn’t do a damn
thing to alleviate the relentless desire that was making me drip
down my thighs. Mom’s command made me only do things she would do
and she certainly wouldn’t want to launch herself over the
reception desk and suck every dick in the room.

No, my only option at relief and revenge was Ken. But
the only real time I had to talk to Ken was on our lunch break. He
bought me a sandwich from the deli down the street and we both sat
behind the receptionist counter as we ate. He regaled me with
stories and made me laugh for real. I tossed my hair back and
flirted with him. This was what mom wanted to do, and maybe
that was the trick. Maybe if I let the temptation build I would
only be obeying mom’s thoughts when I finally got him.

“Your collar’s a little bent,” I said, pushing my
chair towards his and reaching out to him. I adjusted his collar,
pulling out one end that had gotten twisted before letting my hands
run down to the first button. “And you look too uptight. You’re the
cool dentist, remember?” I teased, as I unbuttoned the top button
of his shirt to reveal a hint of his chest.

“Cool dentist,” he grinned. “I like that.”

“Maybe that’s what you should name your own
practice.”

“Yeah, that’s good. And I can give everyone a pair of
sunglasses when they come in.”

“All the dentist chairs can be set up so you have to
sit in them backwards.”

“We’ll have leather jackets instead of bibs.”

“You can ride straight in to the exam room on your
motorcycle.”

We devolved into laughter. “Of course, I’ll have to
be your equally cool receptionist,” I said, unbuttoning the top
button of my blouse and flaring it open to match his so that it
gave an ample view of mom’s cleavage.

“Naturally,” he agreed, and I sensed the mood
shifting from collegial to flirtatious. But then we were
interrupted by another fucking patient.

Dammit, I was so close. I’d practically undressed
myself without being stopped by mom’s command. As long as I leaned
into the part of her that wanted this to happen I could do
it.

I didn’t get another chance with Ken until late in
the afternoon when he had a cancellation. We had an hour free with
no other patients expected. This was it.

I’d been saving some forms that Ken needed to sign
for just this occasion. I tucked my phone into my bra, gathered up
the papers and went to his office. He was behind his desk, poking
around at his computer and he looked up and grinned at me as I
entered.

“Don’t get too excited. Just paperwork, I’m afraid,”
I said.

I took a step inside and let the papers slip out of
my hand. I cursed and bent to pick them up, giving him a view
straight down my blouse. He hurried around the desk and knelt to
help me. We each reached for the last paper and my hand landed on
his. I giggled nervously and we stared into each other’s eyes as he
handed me the paper.

“What’s so funny?” He asked, dark eyes twinkling.

His face was inches from mine and my eyes dropped to
his perfect lips. I felt that rush of warmth float through me.
Mom’s desire. She was always holding herself back but she needed to
learn to let go. That, combined with the craving, was what I
needed.

All it took was a slight shift of my thighs and then
our lips were together and he was cupping my cheeks. I was only
doing what mom wanted to do – what my body desired – as we made
out. Our kisses were frenzied, urgent. All the pent-up lust rushing
out in a whirl of touching and whispered sighs.

We stood and pressed our bodies close together, his
hands wandering up and down mom’s form. Each touch made that
itching desire inside me more insistent. He squeezed my ass and I
ran my hands down his powerful chest.

I slid my tongue between his lips and tasted his
spicy masculinity. His stubble was delightfully rough on my nose,
his hard body fitting perfectly to my soft one.

His hands roamed up my hips, my tummy, to my chest.
He pulled away and gazed down at my tits.

“You are so beautiful,” he breathed.

I flushed and smiled and he kissed me again. I ran my
hands through his hair, the heat growing inside me, making that
sweet ache pulse in my core. He gripped me harder, yanking me close
to him. I felt his manhood poking up against me from beneath his
pants. So mom wanted an affair with this guy. Well, I was going to
give her something to remember. Something Ken would love and would
never, ever forget. And something I desperately needed right
now.

I dropped to my knees and clawed frantically at his
pants, fumbling with the zipper until I got it and then yanked both
his pants and his underpants down. His cock sprang out in front of
my eyes. I grasped him with trembling fingers, my eyes growing wide
at how beautiful and delicious his dick looked.

I slowly kissed the head of his cock, feeling his
warmth on my lips. I kissed my way down his shaft and then stuck
out my tongue and ran it back up the underside while I gazed up
into his eyes. He looked down at me, smitten.

He hissed “Fuck, yesss,” as I licked him up and down,
dragging mom’s tongue over each inch of his shaft.

I couldn’t believe how much I enjoyed this. How much
mom enjoyed sucking Ken’s dick. Even more than the simple
craving for cum was the craving for this guy’s cum. Mom’s
desire twined with my craving and made me voracious for his dick.
Christ, I was dripping down my thighs, puddling onto the floor as I
sucked him off. I was soaking wet at the thought of teaching my mom
a lesson, and at tasting that big, beautiful dick right beneath my
nose.

Still, I held off long enough to reach into my bra
and grab my phone. With one hand still around Ken’s dick, I handed
him the phone and grinned up at him.

I drew my lips off his cock long enough to moan:
“You’ll want to get some mementos of this.”

I waited for him to turn on the camera, each second
an agonizing eternity as I held his manhood between my fingers, my
mouth salivating at the thought of having him inside me. I was
fully immersed in my hated desires, not fighting them this time
only so that I could capture every dirty thing I was about to do on
camera.

When at last he had the camera pointed at me I opened
my lips and wrapped them around his shaft. Jesus, he tasted divine.
I swallowed him slowly, savoring each inch. His cock pressed my
tongue against the bottom of my mouth and I had to hinge my jaw
wide to take him all in. Mom had some impressive cocksucking skills
and I took him all the way in, luxuriating in his delicious taste
as it slid between my lips, over my tongue, and towards my
throat.

I let my lips slide off him and then stroked him a
few times, spreading my saliva up and down his length before
swallowing him again. I heard the click of the camera as he took
picture after picture and I made sure to grin up into the lens,
mom’s mouth full of dick.

Ken was rock hard, groaning as I swallowed him again
and again, dragging my lips up and down his shaft, devouring him
only to release him with a wet pop. I stroked and sucked his dick
as my own body burned bright with need.

“Get a video of this,” I moaned, before swallowing
him again.

He drew a sharp intake of breath but did as I asked.
I closed my eyes to savor him and dragged my tongue across the
underside of his shaft. As I came up I opened my eyes and saw he
had the phone near my head. There on camera was my mom’s image,
dick in her mouth, ecstasy on her face.

“God, I love sucking dick,” I sighed in mom’s
voice.

I swallowed him again and again, pausing only to
stroke and lick and kiss up and down his length, holding him right
on the edge of release. I giggled like a slut, playing it up for
the camera, cooing over the taste of his cock and begging him to
tell me I was the best cocksucker he ever met.

“I’m your little slut,” I said into the camera,
before shoving his dick back into my mouth.

Finally, when I sensed he could take it no longer I
slid his cock out of my mouth and stroked it up and down over my
lips.

“Let me give you something you’ll never forget,” I
moaned. “Cum on my face.”

He was so close that was all it took. I felt his cock
throb beneath my fingers and I milked him. He groaned as burst
after burst of warm, sticky cum pulsed from his dick to splash
across my eyes and nose and cheeks. It was warm as it ran down my
skin, dripping down either side of my face and drenching me in his
essence. I stuck out my tongue to catch the last few drops and
swallowed them before licking my lips.

“Yummy,” I whispered.

With the camera still rolling I wiped the cum from my
face and licked it off my fingers, enjoying the hot salty taste of
him and the wonderful filthiness of it all.

“Now I need to give you something you won’t
forget,” he said, handing me the phone.

He lay me down on the floor of his office and
shimmied my dress up. He burrowed his face between my legs, kissing
across my panties. His hot breath burned across my skin and the
anticipation welled up within me. He was so hungry for me and now
this is what my mom wanted.

He slid my panties down and kissed my pussy, tongue
flicking out to taste my already-glistening folds. I sighed as the
sparks burned bright within me and he grew more eager. He licked me
up and down, warm tongue following the line of mom’s slit as I lay
on my back, writhing beneath his touch.

I had enough presence of mind to start shooting a
video, looking down from mom’s POV as Ken licked and sucked on her
cunt. I angled the camera so mom’s pussy was visible, the pink lips
being flicked by Ken’s tongue and sending delightful shivers up and
down my spine. Ken moved faster, licking me, tongue pulsing against
my angry red clit and I thrust up towards his mouth, desperate for
release.

The slippery sounds of my sex filled the air and my
body wiggled, the tension ratcheting up until I exploded with a
throaty gasp. The release was wonderful, lust filling my body while
Ken licked my pussy, drinking mom’s juices while I enjoyed mom’s
pleasure. This was an orgasm of my own making and it was beautiful,
making me shiver from head to toe, and slow to release.

When I finished I lay boneless on the floor as Ken
looked up at me from between my legs, his face slick with mom’s
juices. “Did you enjoy that?”

I nodded, weakly. He helped me to stand and handed me
some tissues to wipe my face. We adjusted our clothes and then I
slipped out the door, leaving him to wonder if that was a one-time
thing or a new office romance.

That was something mom would have to deal with. I
saved the pictures on my phone. I couldn’t send them around to
anyone because of mom’s prohibition on embarrassing her. But I
wished I could see the look on her face when she returned to her
body and saw what I’ve done. That should teach her.

To be concluded…
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