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Becoming Cassie

On the first day of the semester, when she walked into my class, I happened to glance up from the tablet braced on my left turn, and I had just one thought: Damn. Granted, this was only my third year as a college instructor, but I told myself I was accustomed to being surrounded by gorgeous, nubile girls. They were all young adults with their lithe bodies, bright eyes, and lustrous hair. Some of them were experimenting. Many of them were shy and nervous while others told themselves they were confident and ready to explore the world.

But this girl was something else entirely.

The moment I saw her, it was like my entire body became magnetized, and I wanted to approach her, to watch her, to study her and to memorize every detail of her face, her body, all of it. At that first moment, she had been wearing black leggings, a tartan skirt, and this black blouse with white buttons and a Peter Pan collar. She had her long, blonde hair tied back into a sleek ponytail with her bangs curving along her forehead. I stared hard for this first couple of seconds, then her eyes met mine, and I deftly redirected my gaze to my tablet.

And yet, there was still that flash of adrenaline running through my body. It was amazing. It was impossible.

Again and again, I told myself that I had to be a professional, but there was just something so amazing about her.

Then I glanced up, snuck another look at her, and I saw some of the other guys checking her out.

The girl sat down, crossed one leg over the other, and she leaned back in her small desk. She fished her laptop out of her bag, opened it, and started typing.

At first, I really believed my infatuation with her would subside. After all, I told myself that it was entirely physical. She was gorgeous, but I couldn't help myself as the day went by. That night, I thought about her as I pleasured myself. With my hand wrapped around my shaft, I imagined what it would be like to have this girl on her knees in front of me.

Worse, I instantly memorized her name as I took attendance.

Cassie Steele. When I first saw her name on the class roster, I started to chuckle. Cassie Steele? Her name sounded like something out of a comic book. But then I called out the syllables, she raised her hand, and my voice failed me for a second. Of course, none of the other students really knew what was going on. They couldn't guess what I was feeling. After all, I may have been one of their younger instructors, but I was obviously professional. Besides, they were nervous about what they said and what their classmates saw.

I made it through that first class meeting. Then the one after that.

As the weeks rolled by, I told myself that those feelings would eventually fade. Seriously, I couldn't be this attracted to any of my students. Hell, I didn't think I had ever encountered a girl this hot at any point over the course of my entire life.

What was it about her?

Cassie was gorgeous in so many different ways. She had that amazing ass, and she wore those snug, short skirts or tight jeans. Occasionally, she leaned forward as she considered an especially difficult concept, and my eyes would be drawn to that canyon between her breasts. Or maybe it was the way she smiled. Like so many other teachers, I had my groaner jokes prepared, and she chuckled along with her classmates. Whenever that happened, her eyes seemed to shine, and I felt addicted to the curve of her lips.

Instead of those feelings fading, they seemed to grow stronger.

Each night, I started thinking about her more and more.

Each night, I started wondering what I might be able to do.

They started out as these enticing fantasies. But somewhere over the course of the semester, they started to shift. Those far-off thoughts and daydreams morphed into plans.

Initially, I promised myself that I wouldn't really try anything. I understood the political climate. More importantly, I recognized the simple ethics of the situation. If I really couldn't control these feelings or my darkest impulses, then I should have recused myself. And yet, I occasionally made eye contact with her, and she seemed to smile.

Then there were those moments when I would call on her in class. I always did my best to make it seem completely random, like she hadn’t raised her hand in a little while, so I picked her out. I worked hard to avoid any appearance of favoritism. But when she spoke, her voice seemed to vibrate through my body.

I was risking everything, but I didn't care.

At this point, it seemed like I couldn't control myself, especially one late night when I was "randomly" going through my students' research projects. I left a note and told her that she needed to improve on her citations, so I suggested she come in the next day before our class during my office hours.

The next morning, I saw her answer. With my eyes gliding along my phone, I saw her name, and my insides clenched. Fresh adrenaline burned through my body, like I was instantly awake and needed to get up immediately.

Her message was bland and generic. She said she would love to stop by during office hours and that she was grateful for the feedback I'd give her.

I was going to see her.

I was going to see her alone in my office.

Again, I had the opportunity to pull back. I didn't have to pursue this. I didn't need to pressure her or to try anything else. I could have stopped right there…

But I didn't.

She was close, so ridiculously close, and I kept wondering what might happen if…

It would be unethical.

Over the course of generations, lots of guys like me had taken advantage of lots of gorgeous girls like her. Before, I figured those men had to be monsters. Only now, I started to wonder if maybe there was something lurking within the DNA of every male. Maybe we just couldn't control ourselves. Perhaps instincts were there, just yearning to be awoken by the right girl. Perhaps those CEOs, directors, producers, and managers all knew exactly what they were doing. Maybe they understood that it was wrong, but they told themselves they couldn't control those urges.

That morning, I got dressed, and I intentionally avoided doing anything different. Yes, I showered and combed my hair, but that was part of my standard routine. As I drove to campus, parked, and started walking between the buildings, I couldn't ignore the buzzing, pulsing excitement at the center of my body. With each step, part of me wanted to break into a run like some overly enthusiastic freshman.

Somehow, I controlled myself. At the same time, I rehearsed those words that I might say. They would be subtle enough, but they would exert just a little bit of pressure. At the same time, I reminded myself that I wasn't some octogenarian professor who should have retired decades ago.

I could do this.

I could seduce her.

Cassie Steele was going to be mine.

Actually, I did a pretty good job of pretending not to be nervous. As I sat at my computer, I entered grades, typed in comments, and pointed out historical errors in my students' work. It seemed pretty normal, pretty standard, and yet I kept waiting for her arrival. Like most teachers, I kept my office door partially open, but she knocked anyway.

"One second," I said even though I strongly suspected it would be her. As I pretended to finish typing out another comment and some important thought, I spun my chair to face my visitor. Yes, it was her!

It took all of my carefully practiced professionalism, but I managed to appear nonchalant and respectfully welcoming. "Good morning, Cassie," I said as I motioned toward one of the empty chairs. "Please, have a seat."

She looked amazing, I thought, especially in that little black skirt. It was tight around her legs, and she had on these boots that reached up to me midpoint of her calves. At the same time, I studied the exposed, pale skin of her navel. Her dark red crop top looked amazing, especially with those little straps stretching over her shoulders. Today she let her blonde tresses fall around her shoulders, only I noticed that she had gotten experimental. There was now a pink streak along one side.

This girl managed to look cute, sexy, sweet, and irresistible all at the same time. I kept one hand near my thigh, but my fingertips pushed down into my palm. No girl had ever inspired this kind of reaction in me.

"So you said we should talk about my paper?" Cassie asked. She batted her eyes. They were this vibrant shade of blue, like some kind of magical crystal or mineral.

"That's right," I said. "But first, there's something I would like to know. How do you feel about the class at this point? How do you feel about the instruction? How do you feel about the content and my delivery?"

As I spoke, I considered my plans and fantasies, especially when I started to roll forward. I needed this girl, I decided. I would do anything for the chance to have her for myself. The moisture drained away from my mouth as I considered what it would be like to blackmail her. I was her teacher; I controlled her academic future. With just a few keystrokes at my computer, I could drop her score to a failing grade. With a few whispers, I could make sure she got kicked out of her major. It would be so easy...

So if she wanted to avoid that, then all she had to do was obey.

Obey. That word almost felt like it came from another era. After all, so many of my colleagues loved talking about mutual respect and the need for collaboration. Equity, diversity, and all of the other buzzwords dominated the intellectual sphere of our campus, but I wanted something else.

Cassie.

These thoughts flashed through my head as I looked at this beautiful girl.

Her lips shined because she was probably wearing gloss, but she hardened her mouth, as she considered my question. For me, time seemed to slow down. Or maybe my thoughts sped up because it was so easy to imagine this girl down on her knees. I would unzip my pants, free my shaft, and she would have to do whatever I wanted. I would be in complete control. Maybe there would be this little look of discomfort or frustration, but she would understand her place.

I would be her teacher, and I would be in control, and she would have to obey. Better yet, I would be able to grab her, grope her, and slide my hands along those breasts. Yes, I had spent a lot of time furtively staring at her chest. And when I got tired of playing with her nipples, I would drop my hand down to the leather skirt, yanking it up, and finger her. I would be able to slide my hand down into her panties, and I would feel her wet slit. One way or another, I would get her excited, and she wouldn't be able to resist. Even if she told herself she hated this, her body would respond, and it would justify my actions, wouldn't it?

Cassie was talking. She was telling me about how she enjoyed the class and how she was learning a lot.

While she spoke, something compelled me, and I reached out. I placed my hand on her knee. It was a light, casual gesture. And yet, I understood how the social dynamics were supposed to work between a teacher and his student. This was incredibly inappropriate, only I couldn't stop myself! In an instant, my fingertips came into contact with her body, and I savored the sensations of her warm, smooth skin.

Part of me expected her to pretend she didn't notice. Maybe, if she had a crush on me, then she would lean forward, giggle or something. If she didn't like the attention, then she would probably pull her leg back.

She started to turn, only then she narrowed her eyes and asked, "What are you doing?"

"What, what do you mean?" I asked. Even as I considered my plans, I remembered that old saying about first contact with the enemy.

"You put your hand on my knee," she said. "Andrew, are you attracted to me?" She smiled, pulling her lips back and revealing the edges of her teeth. In a next moment, she cocked her head to the side, and my body tensed up all over again. She was close, so close. Not only that, there was something competent and thrilling about her tone. Yes, she was only a sophomore, but maybe she had considered the possibilities and come up with her own plan. Perhaps I had underestimated her.

"I, I wouldn't say that," I replied. "But--"

"No," she cut me off. "No hedging. No cute little euphemisms or vague metaphors. Andrew, are you attracted to me?"

"Yes."

"So let me guess. If I don't do what you want, you could destroy my academic career. Am I right?"

In the next moment, I didn't know what was happening, but I straightened my back, drew my hand away from her knee, and I stared right at her. "Cassie, you seem like a smart girl. I think we can come to an arrangement, don't you? You want to pass this class."

"You're blackmailing me," she said. She didn't look surprised.

At that moment, I should have wondered if someone else had tried this with her. And yet, I couldn't help it. There was something so gorgeous about her, only now she dropped her hand down to her bag and pulled it up onto her lap. For a moment, I wondered if maybe she needed the psychological reinforcement.

Only then, she pulled something out of the front pocket.

"Andrew," she said, using my first name. "You might pretend to be a nice guy, but I understand what kind of man you really are. Right now, you want to see me get down on my knees, don't you? You want me to wrap my mouth around your cock and suck you off." Disdainfully, she shook her head from side to side like the idea was utterly repugnant. "I bet you have even fantasized about bending me over that desk right there. You probably think you could be such a big man, that you could show me what it's like to be your girl. That's what you want, isn't it? You want me to be your sexy little pet?" Cassie shook her head from side to side, like the concept was beneath her. "So this is what's going to happen. I'm going to give you a taste of what it's like."

What it's like? I wondered. What was she talking about?

Before I could understand what was going on, she lifted her palm, and she showed me the green stone in her hand. It was a green crystal, and now she brought her fingers up and around the gem in her hand. Then her lips started moving.

Simultaneously, sounds buzzed along the air, but those words and noises didn't match the movements of her mouth. I started to stand, only then something froze inside of me. I felt paralyzed, like I couldn't move.

At first, Cassie kept her eyes closed. Her lips continue to move, and I stared at her. My arms remained trapped. My back stayed rigid, and my legs stubbornly refused to budge. I could move my eyes around, but that was it!

Then there was a flash, and it took me a few seconds to figure out what was going on.

I was in a chair, but it felt different. It didn't have the soft padding I was accustomed to. It didn't spin or rock back either.

As my vision adjusted, I realized I was in my office, but I wasn't looking toward the door. Instead, I found myself facing...myself?

"What the heck?" I asked, only to hear a different voice squeak out of my mouth.

"Things are going to be different from now on," I heard this man say. "Now, I expect you to be a very good girl for me. Then again, it's not like you're going to get a chance to resist me, are you?"

That question lingered in the air, but I turned away from the man in front of me. Yes, he looked exactly like me, but that couldn't be right. My heart fluttered in my chest, and I jumped up onto my feet. As I moved, my entire body felt different. There were too many differences! Everything felt just a little bit off, like the regular details I took for granted had been shifted.

When I jumped to my feet, I stood as tall as I could, only everything around me seemed bigger. Then there was the atypical feel of hair on the back of my neck, the weight on my chest, and the cool air against my exposed shins, knees, and thighs. I lifted my hands, looked down at my fingers, and they were long and slender.

"Check the backpack," said the man. I still couldn't acknowledge who he seemed to to be.

Immediately, I leaned forward, and I grabbed the small, white backpack. I opened it, found the mirror, and I pulled it out. When I lifted it up, I checked my reflection.

But it wasn't me…

I found myself staring at the bright blue eyes, button nose, the high cheekbones, and the full lips of a college girl.

This was Cassie. I was looking at Cassie. I wasn't seeing myself.

Why wasn't I seeing myself?

"I switched us," said the man.

When I turned back to him, I saw myself.

His voice sounded different.

"No. That's not possible," I said. "This is some kind of trick."

"Come now," said the man in front of me. "We both know that's not how this works. Can you imagine any kind of technology, any kind of drug that would feel this real?"

I was on my feet, but he still seemed to exude this perfect confidence. He understood exactly what was going on, but I didn't. I couldn't figure it out. My heart kept pounding, and I needed an explanation, but none of the pieces fit together. There were all of the sensory details, but they just seemed off and wrong.

"I, I don't know…" As I spoke, I tried not to flinch when I heard the high-pitched sounds coming out of my throat. "But what about you?" I pointed a slender finger at him. "Your voice. If you’re really supposed to be me. You don't sound like me."

"This is how you sound to other people," said the man. And now, he rose to his feet. As he straightened his back, he practically towered over me, and this nervous lump appeared at the back of my throat. I tried to gulp it down, but he took one step forward, then another and another. "What's your name?"

"I'm not doing this," I said.

That's when I turned, and I started to take one step, then another in these unfamiliar boots. They felt so much heavier than I expected. As a guy, I just wore simple sneakers.

Before I made it halfway across the small office, his hand shot out, and he grabbed me by my wrist.

Instantly, I tried to yank myself away, but he was so much stronger. He pulled, and it felt like such an alien sensation to get immediately dragged across the room. I stumbled and nearly fell, only to land against his chest.

In the next moment, I felt his cock push up against me. Yes, there were the layers of my panties, skirt, his pants, and his underwear, but that didn't matter. The outline of his shaft pushed against me, reminding me suddenly how vulnerable I could be.

A strange mixture of fear and attraction suddenly flared through my body. I couldn't understand how I could be frightened and aroused at the same time, yet I experienced it right along my breasts and between my legs. My brain couldn't process all of this, but then he had his arms around me, and I tried to pull away. It felt like struggling against titanium bars. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't break free!

"And where does the little slut think she's going?"

"I'm not a slut!" I cried out. "I'm not even a girl!"

"Are you sure about that?"

I'd fantasized about this so many times, but I never imagined what it might be like to be small and weak and vulnerable.

His hand slid down underneath my skirt. First, his fingertips slid along my naked thigh. I clenched my eyes shut, which only sharpened the sensations as they pulsed through my body. Next, he brought his hand up toward the edge of my panties. I squirmed against his body, but that only heightened my reactions.

"I bet you're getting wet," he said, breathing those words down against my ear.

"No, this can't be happening. I'm not a girl."

"Are you sure about that?" asked the professor as his fingers slipped past that soft, cotton barrier and up against my pussy. When he touched me, my eyes widened for just a moment. I clenched of them shut again as I tried to hide, but there was no defense against that warm, enticing contact. He started rubbing me, and I didn't want to moan, but he knew exactly what he was doing. Deep within my body, I could feel that tension spread along my limbs, all the way to my palms and my fingertips. My heart started beating faster, and he chuckled. "You know, when I first decided to swap us, I figured I would just teach you a little lesson. But now, I can understand why you do this. A girl like me was just irresistible. And hey, maybe I don't want to be some powerless college girl who gets hit on all the time. Maybe I want to be a strong, influential professor."

"No. I'm not, I'm not a girl."

With his free hand, he grabbed me by my hair. He pulled on those loose tresses and tugged my head back. Then he leaned down, and he kissed me hard.

I could feel him as he brought himself against me. Simultaneously, he kept fingering me!

I hated myself for this, yet the desperation raced along my veins. Moment by moment, the anticipation swirled and spiraled through my center. I could feel it right there, just below my tummy. More. I needed more!

"No," he said. "I can't wait. Go shut the door, lock it, and then get on your knees, slut."

My eyes widened. Slut?

He wasn't supposed to be able to call me that!

And yet, I spun around immediately, rushed over to the door, closed it and locked it. Halfway there, I tried to stop myself. I fought it, but my body felt like it had been programmed, and it no longer had any interest in obeying me. Then again, this wasn't supposed to be my body!

I hated being smaller and shorter. Without realizing it, I had instinctively come to rely on my height, my strength, and the power of being a man. Instead, I had become a pretty blonde girl, and I didn't know what to do.

Click.

The door locked behind me as I spun around fast enough to make my blonde hair splashed against my shoulders and the back of my neck. Then I came back to him, and that's when he grabbed me by my hair all over again, he forced me down on my knees. With one hand, he tilted my head back. With the other, he started to unzip his pants.

Yes, this was exactly what I had craved, but I wasn't supposed to be the girl! I wasn't supposed to be looking up at this powerful male as he got ready to enjoy himself.

I kept questioning the impossibility of what was happening, but it hardly mattered.

"In case you haven't figured it out, I'm a witch. I'm a witch, and I can do whatever I want, especially when it comes to someone like you." He chuckled. "Although now, I suppose I'm technically a warlock." His eyes crinkled with amusement, and then he pulled out his cock. I knew exactly what it looked like, but I wasn't supposed to see it from this angle. I wasn't supposed to know what it would make a girl think or how it was about to taste…

"Don't worry," said the man. "This is just a taste. You're not going to really get to experience what it's like to be a girl until…later."

I tried so hard to process those words, but my brain blinked. "No," I said, mustering all of the power I could. I understood exactly how I sounded. My voice squeaked out, and I probably came off like some petulant little girl. And yet, he just told me, "Suck my cock, slut."

Just like before, I lost control of my body! I surrendered completely as I brought my mouth up to his shaft. I wrapped my mouth around his member, and I started to suck like an eager slut. I popped my head forward, drew back, and I surrendered completely, like I didn't have any dignity or self-respect. If anyone saw me behave this way, they would have assumed that I was a porn star or some dumb cam girl who wasn't smart enough to go to college.

I licked the underside of his shaft first. Next, I moved my wet lips down until I took him all the way to the back of my throat. I could feel the rounded firmness of his cock right there, and I nearly choked. Despite this, I kept sucking. I forced the muscles down along my jaw and neck to relax as I kept sucking.

"Wow," he growled. "Damn. This is amazing. Okay, so maybe now I understand why so many guys do this. You really can't help yourself, can you. You see some hot little slut, and you just have to take her."

I lifted my gaze and glowered at him, like that might be enough to make this stop.

It wasn't.

If anything, my petulant stare just turned him on even more.

"Stop," he ordered.

He released me, and I pulled back. "Now I want you to know, Cassie, I have all of your former memories. That's the fascinating thing about this. Not only can I control you, but I know everything you know. I'm going to have no problem slipping into your life for as long as I want."

My bottom lip trembled, and it felt like I might start crying. Was this because I was a girl?

Snarling ferociously, I refused to let those instincts control me.

Instead, I jerked my head up, and I was about to say something, only the teacher cut me off, "Let's see if you have the same memories. Tie your hair in pigtails. I want to see you with a nice set of handlebars." At that moment, I reached into my backpack, I pulled out the two hair ties, and I ran my fingers through my blonde strands. I pulled one handful of hair off to the side, and I tied it into place. I did the same with the other side, and then I was done. It only took a few seconds. It felt as though I had done this hundreds or thousands of times before.

"And look at that," he said. "You know exactly what you're doing, don't you?"

I didn't want to answer, but he apparently became inpatient. That's when he reached down, and I tried to lean back, but he was faster than me! This man, with his big, strong, powerful hands had no problem grabbing me by those pigtails. He forced me forward, and he penetrated my mouth with his long, hard cock. His shaft glistened that moment before I wrapped my lips around him again. I tried to turn in my head away, but he just laughed. "Suck it, slut."

When I heard his command, I had no choice but to obey. I surrendered completely, tightening my soft lips around his member. Not only that, I slid my mouth forward and back as I gave him the best blow job I could!

"Good. That's right. Keep sucking. Oh, damn. This is amazing. It's not just that you're beautiful. It's something else. There's something about owning you like this."

"You don't own me!" I tried to call her back at him. The words vibrated at the base of my throat, but he probably couldn't understand anything I said. Even if he could, he probably didn't care. In that moment, I became nothing but his toy. I could feel it deep within my core. He was using me, and I tried to hate it, but I couldn't.

It was like some part of me knew that this was what I secretly craved. Even if I couldn't admit it to myself, I needed to be taken and fucked!

"Get ready to swallow, slut," he told me next.

My eyes widened, and I whimpered. I kept slipping and licking as eagerly as I could, but I tried to fight my body. I attempted to resist the programming that had taken control of me. Nothing worked. Nothing helped!

And now, he grunted, threw his head back, and he savored those pulsating movements as he enjoyed his first orgasm as a man. Suddenly, I tasted that climax right there. It splashed against the back of my throat, and I tried not to think about what it might look like. Even so, I gulped it down. The horror rushed through my body, but I couldn't stop myself.

Eventually, he let me go.

In the next moment, I grabbed the backpack, I rushed out of the room, and I slammed the door behind me.

There were a couple of other students in the hallway, and they glanced over at me, but they probably just assumed I received some bad news or something. With my pigtails bouncing, I rushed out of the history building and out into the fresh air.

For a long time, I couldn't think. I had no idea what was going on or what I was supposed to do. Instead, I just started walking. Soon enough, I found a water fountain, so I rinsed out my mouth. After that, I found some gum in my backpack. I tried not to think about how I knew it was there.

After that, I told myself I was just wondering, like I didn't really care where I was going, only I headed to the math department, I found a classroom, and I walked in and sat down.

What was wrong with me?

I glanced around, and I realized something: I recognized my classmates.

Because I didn't have anywhere better to be, I sat there. I sat there and the professor came in, and started lecturing. He was talking about these different equations, and I actually understood what they meant even though I had not thought about calculus myself since I finished the course requirements as an undergraduate student.

Now, I was an undergraduate student again. I was a sophomore. My name was Cassie Steele, I knew my Social Security number, my bank account information, and…

I started thinking about last Friday night and how I went to that party and how there was that guy. We started flirting, and I decided I wanted him to go down on me. Sure enough, he had offered to do anything for the chance to be my boyfriend, so I spread my legs, and he licked eagerly. Since then, he had texted me a couple of times, but…

No!

I wasn't a schoolgirl! I didn't belong in a college classroom!

The memories were right there, waiting for me beneath the surface of my thoughts. It felt like I could push down and discover them with ease. A sleepover when I was twelve, playing tag in kindergarten, learning to put on makeup for the first time, buying my first bra…

In reality, I was seated in a classroom, and that's when I felt something along the back of my neck. There was this little hint of nervous energy, and it tickled my skin. I glanced over to my left, and I saw two guys were checking me out. One was cuter than the other; he had curly hair, a strong jaw, and this precocious smile.

He made eye contact with me first, and then his eyes dipped down toward my legs. My skirt had ridden up, revealing more flesh. As he admired me, my breath quickened, and one thought popped into my head, He likes me!

Yes, the teacher was talking, but I told myself I had to get up. I needed to run out of that classroom, to find someplace quiet. Better yet, I could go to a hospital and…What? Seriously, if I went to a medical facility, the people there would probably just look at me, and hear my rant about how I used to be a professor, a male professor, and they would have me committed or something.

My heart skipped faster, and I glanced over in the other direction. I saw another boy was checking me out. My brows creased with confusion for a moment. Our eyes met, and he winked at me before leaning back in his seat as though he wanted to convey just how easy this class was. Then I remembered him; he had come up to me. No, he had come up to Cassie at the start of the semester, and he offered to become her tutor. Of course, this beautiful blonde understood how the world works, especially when it came to the boys. Sure, he wanted to help her, but he would expect something in return. Perhaps he nurtured some romantic fantasy of how they would fall in love. More likely, he just wanted her down on her knees so she could suck his cock.

A nervous gulped ran down my throat as I remembered that man in my office.

But it was me.

I had done it.

"Okay," the professor announced. "Everyone, be sure to do the exercises on pages 49-51. If you have questions, you can contact my TA. In the meantime, I hope you have a great day."

All at once, the students got up and streamed out through the door. Even the boys who had been checking me out apparently had other classes or assignments they had to deal with. Soon, I was alone, seated there with my back straight.

"Cassie?" asked the teacher. I didn't even know his name.

"Yes?" I squeaked.

That's when I realized something. He had behaved fairly professionally throughout the class, but now I could sense something else. It was the same feeling that came over me when the other guys were checking me out. Sure, he was a teacher at this college, and he wasn't supposed to fraternize with students, but this excitement played down along my neck. He was checking me out, and I hated it. I was repulsed by it, but I was also somehow grateful? He wanted me, which was flattering and arousing, but I knew I could do better.

"Is everything okay?" Again, nothing in his voice betrayed his real thoughts, but there was something about the way he gazed at me. Yes, he was across the room, and his eyes seemed to be aimed at my face, but maybe he was really fixated and focused on my chest.

"Yeah," I said with another gulp. I jumped to my feet, grabbed my stuff, and left the classroom. For the next few minutes, I wandered outside along with these other college kids.

Again and again, I told myself I wasn't one of them. But really, I knew how they saw me. If I walked into a bathroom and checked out my reflection in a mirror, I knew what I would see: the callow expression of a naïve girl, innocent and sweet. I would see her smooth face, her full lips, her small nose, and her big blue eyes. There would be my blonde hair.

No, I wasn't supposed to be a blonde! I wasn't supposed to be a pretty girl!

Without thinking, I just walked across the campus. I didn't have a destination in mind, but I found myself in another classroom, and I sat toward the back.

That's when I saw him. That's when I saw myself.

My breathing quickened, and he glanced in my direction. Immediately, I jumped up onto my feet, but he shook his head. It was a barely noticeable gesture. In fact, I was sure everyone else missed it. Even so, he seemed to convey something very quickly and easily; if I tried to run off, I would regret it. He would find me, and he would punish me…

Tentatively, I dropped right back down into the seat. I pulled up my laptop, and I tried to keep my eyes on the screen even as my fingers started typing.

The class began, and the girl riding around in my body started the lecture. With his--my--voice, he talked about all of these different problems within history. It was a theoretical lecture, one dedicated to the problems of understanding the degree to which we need to focus on facts versus interpretation. On the one hand, data points were necessary, especially when it came to the fixed reality of what really happened. But then, there were these other problems. For example, if we were talking about a famous and beloved politician, should we ignore his racist views? Should we concentrate on them? When discussing a military genius who accomplished a great deal, to what degree should historians discuss his acts that would have been viewed as war crimes if they happened today?

In spite of myself, I typed out my notes.

I knew this lecture. But at the same time, it was hard for me to focus on exactly what I was hearing.

Then he pulled out a green pen and started drawing a diagram on the board. At first, I paid attention, but his words faded into a background drone as I glanced over to my left, and I spotted a guy with dark hair. He was leaning forward, but now he turned in my direction. When he smiled at me, my body responded. There was this flutter of excitement that buzzed through my stomach.

In the next moment, I started to picture myself with that guy. What if we went for a walk, and he was holding my hand, but then we stopped, he turned and faced me. He could tilt my head back, lean down, and start to kiss me.

No!

Telling myself I hated that idea, I turned back to the teacher. Even if there was a witch riding around my body, I need to concentrate.

"Cassie," he said at that moment.

"What?" I called out, my voice high-pitched and filled with surprise.

A couple of the students around me chuckled. Clearly, they assumed I was some airheaded bimbo who hadn't been paying attention.

"Maybe you could jot down a couple of ideas on the board here? When it comes to political bias, what are some of the potential causes? What are some reasons why we may not be able to trust official accounts?"

"Can I just say them from here?"

"No," he said without sounding offended. "Come up here right now."

When I heard his voice, I had to obey. It was the magic, I knew. That girl had used her Jinn to entrance me and transfer our minds and thoughts. Even so, I now rose to my feet, and I carefully picked my way down the aisle of backpacks and desks. At the same time, I could feel all of the guys in the room perk up. They were excited, I knew.

I turned back to them. I faced them. This was mistake.

They viewed me like I was just a piece of meat. As far as they were concerned, I was a toy, and they all wanted to play with me. I only blinked for a half second, but it was enough to trigger something deep within my psyche. I imagined myself down on the floor with different guys holding me down. I would be naked, my pussy would be drenched, and these powerful men would take me. They would use every one of my holes, pumping their cocks in my mouth, my ass, and my pussy. They could do whatever they wanted with me, slapping me in the face, choking me, or spanking me. I could try to struggle, but these powerful males would hold me down. They would take me again and again, I wouldn't be able to stop them.

Wait. Why did those horrifying images awaken something within me? Why did my nipples stiffen? I glanced down at my chest, so I saw those little points poking out from behind my bra and shirt. Would my classmates notice? (As hard as I tried to tell myself they weren’t my classmates, they still felt like it.)

Probably.

"I'm sorry," I said, sounding contrite. "What did you want me to do?"

He told me, and he handed me the marker. I stepped back toward the board, and I knew the guys were checking out the backs of my legs, my ass, and the way the light shined on my hair. Again and again, I told myself that I hated every second of this, which meant I couldn't explain the excitement roiling through my body. Moment by moment, it became more intense.

He told me what to do, and I scrambled to come up with some good ideas. I wasn't sure why, but it felt like I needed to impress everyone in that room. Only then, my hand slipped for just a moment. I relaxed my grip, and the pen dropped from my grip. It clattered to the floor.

I spun back and faced this man. My teacher seemed utterly professional as he nodded for me to continue.

I bent forward without thinking. Suddenly, every boy and girl in the class could see right down my shirt. A couple of the girls were snickering or shaking their heads from side to side. I could've sworn I heard someone whisper something about how I was such a slut. Then again, maybe it was my imagination? Probably not.

I grabbed the pen, got back up on my feet, and I quickly scribbled a couple of answers on the board.

"Not bad," said my teacher. "Go back to your desk, Cassie."

"Yes, Sir."

Sir?

What possessed me to use that word?

Ultimately, it didn't matter because I was safely ensconced back at my desk. Of course, the whispers didn't really stop. More than that, the teacher didn't seem to care one way or the other.

The rest of the class, at least, went by without incident.

But as I waited for the teacher to dismiss us, I knew what I had to do. I had to confront this warlock. I had to march up to him--to her--and insist that she swap us back. I couldn't stay like this!

"Be sure to stay caught up with your readings. Everything you need is listed on the syllabus. In the meantime, have a great day," the teacher finally announced.

I sat back. I did my best to appear confident. Part of me wondered if maybe I could delve down into her experiences and figure out how to assume the right position or how to put a sexy, knowing smirk on my face. Instead, I just waited. I didn't want to roam through those recollections.

The last of the students departed, and so I finally got up on my feet. In the meantime, the teacher was busy wiping down the board.

"Hello, Cassie," he said without looking.

"That's not my name," I protested. "My name is Andrew. I'm a professor at this college."

The teacher turned around and faced me. Once again, I was struck by how he was so much taller and broader than me. In his presence, I felt small, more like a doll that a person. Yes, I was technically an adult, but in my boots, short skirt, and tight blouse, I felt more like a server.

"Really? Because right now, you look just like a pretty girl who needs to talk to her teacher. So what you have to say?"

My heart kicked faster.

"Change me back!"

"Maybe," he said.

"Really?"

"Yes," she said. "I might do it. But first, I want you to come home with me. I want to have some fun with you. Then I will decide."

That's when he reached out, brushed his hand along the side of my cheek, and I closed my eyes. I told myself I hated it. For the next few seconds, I hid behind the dark of my eyelids. When I looked around again, I saw that he was gone.

Obviously, I knew his schedule. At the same time, I knew were he lived. Puffing on my cheeks, I grabbed my bag and rushed across campus. In my former life as a teacher, I had specifically chosen an apartment near campus, so I soon found myself rushing past one academic building after another. Then I was on the sidewalk, and I quickly found myself in front of the apartment complex. I slowed down at this point. My legs were tired, and my feet hurt after walking so much in these stupid boots.

In theory, I could have returned to my (Cassie's) dorm room and found some more comfortable shoes. She had a bunch. And yet, I didn't want to go to that room. I didn't want to be seen as this girl any more than was absolutely necessary.

Hoping to get this over with as quickly as possible, I rehearsed all of my different arguments for why Cassie should switch us back. I went to the front door, I stood out in the empty hallway, and I knocked.

The door opened, and that's when he stood there, right in front of me.

"Hello, Cassie."

"That's not my name," I said as I casually tried to push past him. I bumped up against his chest, his eyes wandered down along my body. "It is," he said. "And I'm not letting you in until you say it. Tell me your name."

"Cassie," I said, biting through those words.

"And tell me you're just an eager little slut who will do anything for the chance to get a good grade."

"Why? Why do you want to hear me say that?"

"That's how little you thought of me," he replied. His voice was deep, gruff, and intimidating.

My breath came faster, but I bent my head down and stared at the carpet. "I'm just an eager little slut who will do anything for the chance to get a good grade," I said.

That's when he reached out, he put one hand on the back of my neck. He pinched down, grabbed me, and pulled me into the apartment.

From there, he slid one hand over to my right pigtail. No, I hadn't adjusted my hair, mostly because I hadn't thought about it. Now, he tightened his grip, and he practically dragged me to the bedroom.

"Wait, no!" I called out.

It was too late.

He brought me right into the bedroom, and he threw me down onto the mattress.

From there, he started to work the buttons on his shirt.

"Please. Please, don't do this," I said.

"You're right. I can't do this," he seemed to pause for a moment. "Not without these." That's when he walked over to the dresser. He crouched down, opened the bottom drawer, and he pulled out a pair of handcuffs. When I saw the metallic sheen, it felt like my heart was supposed to stop.

My last girlfriend and I had played with those. They were real handcuffs. They didn't have any kind of automatic release, no safety lever.

"What, what are you going to do?"

"You know, I spent a lot of time in your head now," he told me as he reached up and touched his forehead. "It's really interesting being inside of the mind of a man. I mean, you are supposed to be a professional. You were a professor, one of the best in your field. I figured you would be serious and diligent. But now. You became totally obsessed with me!" He reached down and moved his hand along his crotch as he felt the outline of his erection. "So guess what? Now I’m obsessed with you."

I couldn't have sex with him. I couldn't let him use me like that. Even if some part of me yearned for it, I refused to accept this, so I jumped forward. I scrambled off of the mattress.

I rushed toward the door, only to feel his powerful arm encircled my waist. He lifted me up, and some of the air was knocked out of my lungs. He shoved me down onto the mattress again, only this time he straddled me, brought my hands up toward the bars of the headboard, and he looped the cuffs around them.

Click. Click.

Those sounds echoed through my body as he chained me down. But that was just the beginning because he grinned and said, "Oh, I've been thinking about playing with these all day." He slid his hand underneath my shirt. His fingers made their way underneath my bra, and now he pinched my nipples. He massaged, working my mounts to the left, to the right. He kneaded and squeezed, forcing me to enjoy every second of this. When he pinched again, a flash of pain made me cry out, but that only made this man grin ferociously.

"Now let's see if the slut really likes this," he said.

He pulled his hands back, only to lift my skirt.

I reached out with my heel, and I pulled back, getting ready to kick him.

His eyes locked on my face. "If you do something stupid here, I'm going to strip you naked, collar you, leash you, and drag you out across campus. Every student will know that you are nothing but a dumb slut who wants to be taken again and again by as many guys as possible." He flashed me a smile. "Is that what you want?"

Even as this cold chill spread across my body, I recognized that the other threat. She could just leave me in this body. She could make me act like the campus whore... This simple reality chilled me and made it so much easier for him to control me.

He grabbed my boots and pulled them off. Next, he reached for my panties, hooked his fingers underneath the elastic, and he pulled that thin layer of cotton away. It may not have been much, but at least it gave me some sense of protection.

Now he leaned forward again, and he pulled back my bra, my shirt, and the fabric dug into my back, but he didn’t care. Leaning down on one elbow, he started licking and sucking at my left nipple. I was so sensitive right there! I didn't know it, but sparks of pleasure started rocketing through my frame. Half-realized ecstasy mixed with shame as he forced me to enjoy this.

Worse, his hand came up between my legs, and he started fingering me!

That first instant, I tried to rebel so hard. I concentrated on how much I hated this. I tried to imagine all of the reasons why this was a terrible idea and how it couldn’t possibly work.

Only then he penetrated me with one finger, then another. He rubbed me, his digits were soon coated with my excitement. I had sucked his cock once, but now he has something better for me. He stroked and caressed me, bringing me closer and closer to an orgasm. Then he pulled away before I could climax, almost like he knew exactly what it would take to get me off. He wasn't going to let me have it. He wouldn't let me enjoy it, not yet.

"Damn. You really are a slut, aren't you. Say it. Tell me you're just a slut who wants to get fucked hard by her teacher."

I clenched my eyes shut and furrowed my brows as I concentrated with everything I had. Only then, my lips started moving. I couldn't think for myself, not when it was so easy to act like his sex toy.

"Please. I'm a slut. I'm just a dumb slut. I'm a dumb slut wants to get fucked by her teacher because she isn't smart enough to think for herself!"

That's when he pulled back, unzipped his pants and freed his cock again.

"Did you know that magic requires power?"

I blinked, confused, but then he leaned forward. His fingers slid along my exposed flanks, and I tried to pull away, but my hands were cuffed over my head, so there was nowhere for me to go. I could get ravished over and over again, I would never be able to stop him.

"Magic," he said, "defies the natural order. You're right. You might belong somewhere else, but keeping your mind and your soul trapped in that body requires energy. An orgasm will keep you in there, so let's see where you really belong."

I tried to put the different pieces together. Magic required energy? If I came, I would remain locked in this body, at least for a while longer. But what then?

I looked up at this man, and I could tell that he had already made his decision. He enjoyed being an adult with money and a prestigious position at a well-known university. There was no way he would give it up, especially if it meant becoming some schoolgirl who couldn't walk from one class to the next without getting ogled by dozens of different boys.

"No!" I squeaked out.

He pulled out his cock, peeled back my skirt, and I spread my legs before I could even think about what I was doing. He pushed forward, thrusting into me, and the friction of his body against mine felt so good! This time, there was the intellectual frustration, but that was all. My body needed this. Each time he slammed into me, I savored the heat, girth, and speed of his manhood.

Worse, he nipped at my neck, and I loved it! He had both of his hands on my breasts, and he fondled me, groping me like I really was just his toy. I had become an object, and I was there to serve him.

One way or another, I had to hold out. As long as I didn't climax, that might be enough, I told myself. I locked onto that one singular hope.

But now, I arched my back, curled my toes, and I spread my legs even further.

With each minute, he pushed into me, thrusting hard and fast. Then he slowed it down. My eyes widened, and I worried he was done, like there was this rush of disappointment deep in my center.

Then he sped up. He rammed into me, harder and faster than before! My eyes widened, and I lost control. The ecstasy flared through my body, rushing along my skin as I was forced to come so hard! There was no way for me to resist it. There was no way for me to fight back as the satisfaction soaked into me.

I screamed out, he came hard, pumping and throbbing until he jerked back and looked down into my eyes.

"Very good, Cassie. I guess that settles it. From now on, you're going to be my own private slut. You're going to take my class, you're going to fail it, and then you're going to come back each semester until you get kicked out of the school. Then I guess you can just live here as my servant girl."

The reality of my new life started to sink in, and I should have argued. Instead, there was only one way for me to respond, "Yes, Sir. And just like that, I lost my old life as I became Cassie Steele, a school slut and the teacher's pet.

The End
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