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Gender Swapped for Teacher

Chapter 1

The kindle sat face up on the bedside table. Ollie sighed and swiped to close the book Leviathan by Thomas Hobbes. “I can’t do this,” he said, rising from the bed.

Janey stood in the door frame holding Ollie’s football. She passed the ball to Ollie and said, “Come on, we went over this already. You just need to get out of your head. I believe in you.” A wide smile split her cheerful lips. Wet brown hair flowed down to her shoulders. Lifelong friends, the two shared an apartment at their college. She stood wearing only a towel; the knot holding it together rested in between her ample bosom. The towel only covered her middle and left little to Ollie’s imagination.

The ball spun in the air and Ollie caught it one-handed, “No, I can’t. I’m not prepared, I’ll be up in front of the class all by myself.” Ollie pulled a red shirt over his bare chest, tousling his short blond hair.

“I’m here for you. Do you want me to skip my economics class and be there for support?” Janey walked into the room and sat at the bedside watching Ollie dress.

Uncomfortable with his friend watching him, Ollie turned his back to Janey and slipped on a pair of pants and cinched his belt. “It’s a small group thing. He wants us all to present to him in his office. Do you have to watch me get dressed when you’re naked?” He could feel her dark brown eyes boring into his back.

“You never said anything about groups. Just lean on your teammates just like you do in football.” Janey ignored the question about watching Ollie Dress and raised an eyebrow at her friend.

“No. I think I’ll email the professor and tell him I can’t do the presentation,” the words sank in with the realization that he would lose his scholarship and place on the football team. Ollie walked out of the room towards their kitchen. After pulling a protein shake out of the fridge, he sat down on the couch. Janey followed him out of the room and sat on the arm of the sofa. The towel slipped open in front, revealing the smooth tan skin of her legs. Janey acted as if being naked in front of him was nothing. Part of Ollie loved it, but the other part of him only wanted to be her best friend.

She explained to him with wide gestures that threatened to drop the towel from her chest, “You remember our senior year. You were my best wide receiver. You can do anything you set your mind to..” She ran a hand through her long brown hair and slicked it back over her head.

Ollie stared at his drink to avoid looking at his friend's nearly exposed pussy, “Thanks, but I just can’t grasp this philosophy stuff. It just flies over my head.” The last drop of the shake spilled onto his tongue. Janey watched him drink out of the corner of her eye.

“Ha, nothing flies over your head without you catching it. You’ve got this,” she said, standing. The towel fell to the ground as she turned to walk away. Ollie caught a glimpse of the dimples on her lower back and the smooth curvature of her hips, but the rest of her naked body disappeared down the hall. He turned away before she entered her room across from his.

“Ok, I’ll try,” he replied, crushing the canned shake in his fist.

“Now let's go get laid tonight,” she spoke from her bedroom. Janey laughed, filling the small apartment with her rich voice.

Ollie shook his head and replied, “I want to, but I’m gonna call my group first. I haven’t been able to get a hold of them.” With his phone in hand, he pulled up the group text chain. He idly swiped through the brief messages and considered his options.

“Suit yourself,” Janey replied through a sigh. “I know this real cutie that I think you’d like.”

“We walk around more clothed in the locker room than you do in this house,” Ollie complained to the smashed can in his hand. Why does she walk around naked, he wondered to himself?

Ollie dialed his friend Kylie from the group. She answered after a few rings in a sweet voice, “Hey, Oliver.” Ollie asked her out twice, but she shot him down both times. The tension between them grew each time they spoke, but he could not decide if it was in his head or not.

“Kylie, thanks for answering. When can we get together to prepare for our presentation?” he asked, immediately changing the subject to his needs. Janey hummed a song in the background while she dressed.

“I’m not doing the presentation in her office. I’ve heard rumors about Dr. Hardy. She’s such a bitch. I’ve heard she’ll grope us or try something stupid while we’re in there.” She shuddered and spoke in displeased tones.

“What? No. She’s great. Why would she do that?” Unaware of the struggles of women, Ollie could not see the world for how it truly is.

Kylie sighed into the phone and said, “There are rumors about her and these private group presentations.”

“I need to pass this class or I’ll lose my scholarship. You can’t leave me hanging.” Ollie rose from the couch and walked into the kitchen. Foot on the garbage can pedal, he lifted the lid and tossed the smashed protein shake can inside. Sound from Janey’s room caught his attention. Janey grunted softly and Ollie walked closer to the door to listen.

“There are only two ways to pass his class. You need to be smart and studious or a hot girl willing to put out,” words flowed quickly, and she emphasized them with a staccato cadence. Ollie blushed. Dr. Hardy was a woman. He had never heard that she was a lesbian before.

The matter-of-fact words caught Ollie off guard and he stopped listening to his friend, “Well I can’t manage to do either of those things so I’m fucked.”

“Then tough luck passing,” Kylie shifted the phone and added, “Hey, I’m going to fail this one and take it from a different professor next semester. You should do the same. If you retake the class and get a better grade, the better grade is the only one that shows up on your transcript.”

“I can’t I need to keep my grades up for the scholarship,” Ollie explained as he pressed his ear to Janey’s door. The soft sound of moist flesh flapping echoed out the door. Janey moaned softly and mumbled words too quiet for Ollie to hear. He knew his friend was masturbating. Crimson colored his cheeks, and he jumped up, running to his bedroom. He slid the door closed behind him and pictured Janey running her hand across her clitoris as she masturbated in the other room.

“Tough luck then. I’d consider studying pretty hard,” Kylie offered no suggestions or help even though she was part of the group as well.

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed and lay back down in his bed.

“I’ll see you in class tomorrow,” Kylie tried to end the conversation, but Ollie sat listening to his friend masturbate and forgot that he was on the phone with Kylie in the first place.

With his last opportunity, Ollie asked hopefully, “Hey, what are you doing later? We’re having a thing at the frat and I thought it would be fun to hang out with you.”

“Thanks, but no.” No more words, just rejection, and silence.

Ollie stared at the phone disappointed and spoke in a whisper, “Well, I’ll see you around.”

“What are you going to do about the presentation?” she asked.

“I need this grade. I’m going to ask him if they can put me into another group,” Ollie flipped open his MacBook and navigated to his professor’s page on the school site.

“Good luck.”

“Thanks,” he replied. Dr. Hardy had no office hours listed, but an email and a phone number sat next to a picture of the dark-haired woman in a suit. Ollie wrote an email appealing to her kindness.

Dr. Hardy,

This is Oliver from your Monday Wednesday at 10 am class. I have an upcoming presentation in a few days, but I need to be placed into another group. My current group is planning on skipping out on the presentation and leaving me alone. I need to pass this class, but I can’t do this whole thing alone. Can I either present it to you next week or be placed into another group? I appreciate all that you’ve taught me this semester. Thank you for considering this.

Oliver

Hopeful Ollie went about the rest of his morning and readied for the day’s classes. Janey stayed in her room until Ollie left for classes. He said goodbye to her through the door in a timid voice.


Chapter 2

Dr. Hardy’s response came that evening. Ollie sat on the couch with Janey reading a history textbook with a highlighter in hand. The laptop next to him chimed as the email arrived, pulling him out of the ancient middle east and back into the moment.




Ollie,

Thank you for your email. Unfortunately, I cannot accommodate fully. The groups have been finalized for a few weeks now and it would not be fair to make any adjustments at this point. I am sorry that your group has not been helpful. I will consider that when I grade you. I look forward to your presentation in a few days.

Dr. Ingrid Hardy

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed, slamming his MacBook closed. He sat in the front room of the apartment next to Janey. The compact front room had no pictures on the walls. The only real decoration in the entire place was the tall cactus on the kitchen counter.

“What?” Janey asked, turning from her laptop. She wore her hair up in a bun and the thick-rimmed reading glasses slid down her nose as she turned to face him on the couch.

Ollie glanced at her and shook his head, “There’s no way I’m passing this class and it means I’m going to lose my scholarship. Then I won’t be on the team anymore.” Ollie sighed and lay his head back against the couch cushions, defeated.

“Damn, what can I do to help?” Janey offered, she flipped the television off by pressing a few buttons on her phone and offered Ollie her full attention.

“Nothing,” Ollie pressed his MacBook into his backpack and zipped it up. In his mood, he could not study any longer tonight.

“Come on. Let’s figure this out?” Janey leaned across the couch and pulled him in for a side hug. Her soft breasts pressed into his shoulder and she lay her head against the back of his neck and whispered, “We’ll figure this out. I might have an idea.”

Ollie waved a dismissive hand and said, “There’s nothing to figure out. I’m not smart enough to pass, and the only other option is to be a sexy woman and flirt with Dr. Hardy until she passes me.”

“You could pull that off,” Janey spoke without hesitation. She pulled out of the hug and a wicked grin split her face. “I know someone that could help.”

“Fuck you,” Ollie pushed Janey away from him. She fell backward onto the couch laughing. Her ‘T’ shirt slipped up to her navel.

Instead of sitting up, she spread her knees apart into a ‘V,’ and stared at Ollie through it, “No seriously. Hear me out,” Janey began, “I think you could do it. I have a friend that could help you pass for a woman.”

“Not an option,” he grabbed her knees and pressed them together, hiding his face from hers. She pulled them back to her chest and sat up next to him on her knees. “I’m a man. I’m not going to dress like a woman for some grade.”

Janey gripped her chin in her hand and tapped her cheek with her index finger. “Listen, dress up like a woman, flirt a little with her, and get a passing grade. When it's all done, we’ll have a good laugh about the whole thing.” Janey’s smile widened with each word and Ollie wondered where this whole idea came from.

After hearing her out, Ollie turned and crossed his arms, motioning his disgust with the idea, “No way. I couldn’t pass for a woman. It would never work.”

“Fuck, I bet you could,” she leaned her head against his again and stared at the blank TV screen.

Ollie looked at their reflection on the screen and felt a sense of comfort and love from his best friend. After a long stretch of silence he replied, “Besides, I won’t fuck this woman. She’d learn I’m not a girl quickly and then I would still be out a grade and scholarship.”

Janey draped a hand across Ollie’s chest and sighed, “Who said anything about having sex with her. Unless she’s super hot that is. Look, you just need to record the whole thing and accuse her of indecency. With the whole #metoo thing, I bet you could pull this off.”

Ollie placed a hand on Janey’s at his shoulder and interlaced his fingers into hers. Vulnerability and shame at the idea of cross-dressing filled his mind, “What makes you think I would be hot enough as a woman to pull this off?”

“Just trust me,” Janey smiled a wicked grin.

“Dammit, why do I listen to you?” Ollie shook his head, sighed. Janey pressed a finger against Ollie’s nose and turned him to face her. Her breath swept past his face and tickled his senses.

“Cause we’ve always made a great team,” Janey replied in a whisper. The warm words filled his heart, and Ollie wondered if Janey had feelings for him. The two had been neighbors from a very young age and best friends for as long as they could remember, but they never had a romantic relationship. 

“What does that mean?” Ollie asked staring into her dark brown eyes.

“We’ve been through so much together. You and I can accomplish anything,” Janey smiled up at Ollie. Her eyes darted from side to side as she decided which eye to stare into.

“Why are you so good to me?” Their loving friendship firm, Ollie wondered if Janey wanted something more from the relationship, but neither of them had ever voiced any words of attraction.

“I love you. You’re my best friend,” Janey tousled Ollie’s blond hair. She placed her head on his shoulder again and pulled out her phone. After a few clicks, she turned the television on and put flipped through the options on Netflix.

“I love you too, although I don’t think this is a good idea,” Ollie said nestling into their familiar cuddle.

Janey shushed him with a finger against his lips and said, “Trust me. I know someone that can help you get ready for it.” She turned on a show and for an instant while the TV turned to a black loading screen Ollie saw an eager grin on her face. The finality in her voice ended all discussion. Ollie was now on a collision course with cross-dressing.

“Fuck, fine. Give me this person’s number,” Ollie pointed to her phone and said, “Just share the contact I’ll get in touch with them.”

“I knew you had it in you,” Janey sent him the contact and gripped his arm tight as they settled into the couch to watch a comedy.

“What does that mean?” Ollie wondered as they spent the evening ignoring homework and hanging out.


Chapter 3

After texting back and forth, Ollie got in touch with Heidi to find out about this cross-dressing situation. When Janey explained the service she described Heidi as a makeup and gender transformation savant. Ollie went through with the crazy idea because of Janey’s determination more than any desire on his part. He stood outside a small cottage at the edge of their college town. Nestled in a thicket of trees, it felt separate from the surrounding city. After a firm knock on the door, Ollie waited for an answer. The white and brown colored home looked as if it grew from the forest floor. Ollie adjusted his red collared shirt and stared at his reflection in the window.

A pretty redheaded woman with slender hips and small breasts opened the door. Ollie grinned at her and said, “Hi. My name is Oliver. Are you Heidi?” The television in the front room sat with a video game on pause. Ollie could not tell what it was from the pause menu, but familiar music played through the front room.

“I’m Heidi,” her voice came out in a rich melodic timbre. The sensuality in the way she spoke drove his hormones wild. The black mini skirt swayed at her hips as she turned to walk up the stairs. “You must be Oliver. Come in and have a seat. I’ll be right back.” She vanished up the stairs, leaving Ollie alone at the front door.

Footsteps upstairs showed where she walked, Ollie entered the front room and closed the door behind him. Heidi rummaged upstairs out of view, while anxiety built in Ollie. Doubt crept into his mind about the plan to crossdress for his teacher.

Long slender legs visible first, then the mini skirt, Ollie felt his dick stiffen in his jeans. A quick motion to adjust and he asked, “I’m not sure what this entails, but I think I’m committed.”

Heidi grinned at him, holding a small bottle in her hand. Ollie stared at it trying to discern what it was, but it held no markings. The small bottle was about the size of a travel-sized lotion container. “I’m sure I can convince you of it shortly,” she stepped down to the front room and asked, “Would you like something to drink?” Her red hair swayed behind her head as she sashayed her hips in his view.

“Sure, what do you have?” Ollie looked down the hall to the kitchen beyond.

“Heineken mostly,” she motioned for him to sit at the couch.

“It’s a little early for that, but I’ll take one.” The soft leather couch fitted to his body nicely, and he watched her ass as she stepped into the next room.

“What brings you to me?” she asked, opening the fridge.

“I want to run an idea past you to see if I could pull it off. I don’t think it will work, but my friend Janey does.” The sound of bottle caps falling to the counter and spinning echoed down the hall.

“What’s the idea?” She asked, walking back into the room with a beer in each hand. She offered one to Ollie and sat on the couch next to him.

Taking the first swig of alcohol to give him courage, he said, “Fuck, it’s gonna sound crazy, but I need to be a woman for a meeting with my professor so I can get a better grade.” He worded it poorly, but the idea came across to Heidi. He drank another sip and stared at the floor as his nerves worked him to silence.

“A transformation then?” she laughed and leaned close to Ollie, slapping him on the shoulder. Heidi sipped her drink and placed it down onto the end table next to her.

“This should do the trick then,” she announced. Heidi pulled out the bottle of unmarked lotion and twirled it in her hand. As it spun she said, “I just need to rub this on your dick.” Heidi reached for Ollie’s pants and unzipped them.

Ollie blushed and smiled at Heidi, unsure how rubbing his cock would help with cross-dressing, but he was attracted to her and the casual sex sounded nice. He fought a crimson blush that spread across his cheeks, and said, “This isn’t at all what I expected.”

Heidi worked her fingers around his gray boxers and pulled out his average-sized cock. Already hard with anticipation, the veins bulged out on the sides of his member. Heidi drained half of the lotion into her hand and rubbed up and down his shaft. The pink lotion spread around his dick. Heidi lathered it into every curve of his cock, rubbing softly as she worked around his flesh. After covering his dick, she squirted more into her hands and rubbed the lotion onto the balls, taking them into her hands in turn and rubbing the lotion into them. The sensation tickled Ollie, but he didn’t complain. This was not what he envisioned at all when he came here to dress up as a woman.

Heidi lowered herself on the floor at his feet and stared up at Ollie as she rubbed his cock faster. “You want me to transform you into a woman?” The phrase should not have aroused him as much as it did, but Olle wanted to fuck this woman. Hopefully, if he played his cards right, sex was on the table.

The soft-touch caught him off guard and he flirted back, turning on the sofa to face her better. His legs brushed against her and he said, “That’s the idea.” Ollie felt his cock edging towards release.

She made a tight circle with her finger and thumb and pinched the tip of his dick. With her other hand, she rubbed steadily, coaxing his cock to release. Ollie groaned and leaned his head back. Cum burst from his cock. Heidi grinned and placed his dick in her mouth. She drank his cum, sucking him dry.

“I think you could pull it off with my help,” she said lifting her head and laying it on his lap. She licked a stray bead of cum from her thin lips.

“When do we start?” Ollie asked, but he was thoroughly distracted from cross-dressing.

“I’ve already begun silly. The transformation should happen soon,” she said, standing up. Heidi sat on his lap and straddled him on the couch. His dick twitched to life again as she rubbed her ass across his lap. “I rubbed in the lotion. It’s only a matter of time now,” she said. Her soft breath danced along his cheek.

Ollie pressed his lips against hers in a delicate peck. His dick firmed against her ass cheeks on his lap. Heidi delved her tongue deep into Ollie’s throat. Her hands ran along his scalp, and her small breasts pressed firmly against his chest. Ollie reached around down her back and pressed his left hand into her mini skirt. A handful of her ass cheek in his palm, he spun her onto her back on the couch. As she spun the black mini skirt lifted revealing a thick cock. Ollie gasped and asked, “What is going on?” No balls hung from the thick shaft. Ollie stared at the beautiful slender woman, confused. He could see the outline of her pussy underneath the white panties. The top half of the erect cock stood out from the panties. Ollie felt more attracted to her than before and dove onto her. His dick pressed against hers, and he kissed her passionately.

Heidi pulled back and pressed a finger to Ollie’s lips and stopped their passionate necking with a sly grin. She pressed him off of her for a moment and said, “The transformation will take you any minute. Are you sure about this?”

“Wow, fuck, you’re so hot,” Ollie replied catching his breath. “You keep talking about a transformation don’t you mean just cutting my hair and dressing me as a woman?” he asked leaning in for another kiss.

Heidi reached down and gripped Ollie’s cock and squeezed, “You’re paying me to transform you into a woman.” Firm hands pressed Ollie back to a sitting position.

Ollie felt a warm ripple of tension spread from his cock through his entire body. He shivered, trying to contain the intense pleasure of the sensation. His toned pectoral muscles rippled and expanded, pressing out against his red collared shirt until the fabric tore at the seams.

Cold realization struck Ollie. He was not just dressing as a woman. He was turning into one. The ‘V’ in his neckline tore as his pectoral muscles expanded and mammary glands grew. His chest bulged and his newly grown breasts sagged down his chest with an unfamiliar weight. Heidi clapped her hands with glee and cupped the massive breasts in her hands. She pinched his expanding nipples. Ollie let out a gasp of pleasure, and he reeled back against the couch. He groped his breasts, massaging his hands over the still expanding flesh, and he let out a gasping moan. The shirt once tight on his wide shoulders and muscular chest now sagged at his waist but torn at the even wider bust.

Ollie groaned and leaned his head back against the sofa, enjoying the attention. “Fuck I need this.” Heidi motioned him to kneel on the floor and she switched positions sitting on the sofa with him at her feet. Heidi lifted her skirt and guided Ollie’s face down to her throbbing futanari cock.

With a soft kiss on the tip, Ollie took the circumcised cock into his mouth to the middle of the shaft. His tongue ran up and down the half-length and he sucked with precision. Heidi looked down at him and placed her hands on his shoulders to brace herself for ejaculating. Ollie wanted to scream. The intense pleasure of his shifting body was like nothing he’d ever felt. Never in his life had he once wanted to suck a cock, but this strange woman’s body was alluring in ways he never dreamed.

“Fuck, what’s happening?” Ollie could not deny his attraction to Heidi and he could not tell if it were because he was attracted to cocks or women or what. All he knew was that this dick needed to be inside him.

“Let me enjoy this,” she bit her lip and gripped her small breasts, pinching and massaging herself as Ollie sucked on her cock. The black mini skirt bounced on the top of his head as he moved. He lowered his head down until the tip touched the back of his throat. His lips lined up with the mushroom shape of the tip of her cock and he ran his tongue back and forth while sucking in deeper and deeper. Ollie wanted to reply to her but probed with his fingers into the pussy at the base of the shaft. He peeled back the flesh of her vagina and rubbed gently while he sucked her cock.

“Shit,” Heidi flexed her ass cheeks, preparing to unload cum into his mouth. Ollie read the familiar signs and rammed the cock deep into his mouth. The tip pressed against the far side of his cheek and he gagged, pulling it into the back of her throat. Heidi groaned, tilting her head backward. Pulsing energy surged in her cock, and cum burst from the tip, filling his mouth. He sucked harder as she emptied her load into him. Heidi closed her eyes. Conflicting emotions battled for Ollie’s attention, but all he wanted right now was this cock inside him.

Ollie rose from his kneeling position and pulled the red-collared shirt from his chest, revealing his large breasts. He squeezed the flesh against the wet throbbing cock and said, “What is coming over me?” Cum spilled from the cock over his breasts and onto the couch below them. Heidi gripped him by the hair and eased her breathing into a steady flow.

“How does Janey know you?” Ollie asked trying to change the subject away from his intense attraction to this woman.

“We’ve been friends for a while now,” Heidi winked. “She knew me back when I was James.”

“Wait were you a man before this?” Ollie asked raising an eyebrow. “I’m so confused. What is happening to me?” He gripped his groin, worried that his dick had vanished, but his hand came upon an erect cock. Relief washed over him and he asked, “What am I now? Am I like you?”

“Sexual identity is more fluid than people realize. You should understand that now. There isn’t such a thing as binary.” Heidi rubbed her small breasts through the white fabric of her shirt and moaned softly.

“I’m not gay though,” Ollie denied his hardening cock and looked at the paused video game trying to think of anything but the sexy futanari woman in front of him.

“We can be done if you want,” Heidi said with a pouting frown.

Ollie shook his head and said, “No, I want this too, but I’m concerned about cross-dressing still.” He rose and pulled down his pants. His once slender hips now flared out in wide curves. Olly kicked his pants to the side and walked to the couch and straddled his legs around Heidi. He pressed his ass down atop her firm cock and rubbed back and forth against it. He thought his cock was hardening, but sensation dimmed in his dick. Ollie leaned in a kissed Heidi, as their bodies rocked and their breasts rubbed as they kissed. Their tongues met, and Ollie’s breath caught in his throat at the passion between them.

“Oh, my methods are much more involved than cross-dressing. Those tits are real. Feel them,” she pressed his hands down onto his chest and she pressed his fingers into the flesh and tweaked his nipple with her finger. Ollies clothes hung on him as an echo of his old self, baggy in places, but too tight in the hips and bust.

“No, no-no-no. I can’t do this. I’m just going to fail the class and drop out of college,” he tried to stand up from the couch, but Heidi gripped him by with her hands on his waist. Her large futanari cock pressed firmly into his ass. He groaned, trying to ignore the pleasure.

“We’ve already started this,” Heidi grinned wickedly and ran a hand along the outline of muscles on his abdomen. “You have the toned grace of a distance runner. You would be so hot in panties and a silk dress.” Ollie felt a stretching and morphing ripple of flesh on his groin. His gray boxers dampened with perspiration.

“How could I walk around the locker room before games if I’m a woman? This will not happen.” He groaned. Her cock rubbed against his dick. But there was no dick in his groin. Ollie reached down and ran a hand along his flesh search for his dick, but all he could find was smooth skin. Panic set in and he reached further back. His fingers met the soft flaps of his newly growing labia. The warm moist flesh expanded and stretched under his probing fingers until it was normal-sized. Ollie realized the perspiration on his boxers was cum from his growing pussy.

Heidi’s futanari cock pressed against his hand, searching for his vagina. Heidi reached down and took Ollie’s hand in hers and stroked her cock with his help. Heidi’s black-painted fingernails ran along the edge of his ill-fitting boxers and pulled them down his legs. Naked straddling Heidi, Ollie rubbed his virgin pussy against the firm cock.

“It sounds like you are stuck in a Catch 22. Let me know what you decide,” Heidi rocked her hips, rubbing her cock against his sensitive new vagina. His breasts bounced with each thrust slapping against his abdomen sending ripples across the soft flesh.

A small peep escaped Ollie’s lips. He needed that cock in him. He spun around facing his back to her and aimed his pussy at her cock. Hips shaking in anticipation, he pulled her ass cheeks wide. “Come on in cutie,” he whispered leaning over his shoulder.

“Fuck yeah,” Heidi pressed the tip of her cock to his pussy. He groaned at the bulging pressure and pressed his ass down firmly onto him. The folds of his newly grown labia separated around the thick cock. Ollie wondered at the logistics of her newly grown vagina and realized that he was a virgin. This was his first sex as a woman. The tight pressure against his insides drove him wild. “I’m a virgin,” he squealed, thrusting his hips down onto the futanari cock.

Heidi clapped her hands and bounced his ass as she humped into him. “Fuck, yes. I’ll take your virginity.” Up and down the thick cock slid in and out of Ollie. Heidi gripped his left breast with one hand and rubbed his nipples, and with her right hand pulled on his hips, slamming him into her cock. Ollie gripped his knees with each hand and rocking his ass in time with the firm thrusting. Heidi groaned in a melodic voice and rocked her cock harder into him.

Ollie struggled to keep his eyes open. The pressure forced them shut, and he screamed out in pleasure. The voice that escaped his lips was not his own. It was a woman’s voice, but the detail passed by as Heidi fucked him. Ollie’s eyes rolled back in their sockets and his mouth sagged open. The orgasm building in his vagina spread in waves through his entire body. Heidi pinched his nipples and bounced him up and down on her cock.

Heidi moaned, arching her back. Ollie felt the white heat of pleasure inside of his vagina as cum exploded from the futanari cock filling his insides. Thrusting firmly into his pussy, penetrating as deeply as her dick could reach, she ejaculated into him. The thrusting slowed, and their breathing leveled.

Ollie lifted his ass from Heidi’s cock as confusion racked his mind. He was a woman now. His entire body had shifted in a matter of minutes. What was going on? Why would Janey want him to go through this and meet Heidi? Ollie slumped to the couch next to Heidi and stared up at her as he placed his head in her lap atop the black miniskirt. “I’m a woman now.”

“It suits you. That was incredible,” Heidi ran a hand through Ollie’s hair and smiled down at him. She picked up the empty bottle of lotion that initiated the gender swap and handed it to him. “I can get another that will turn you back into a man.”

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed, taking the bottle from her outstretched hand. “I don’t know how I feel anymore.”

“Do you want me to dress you so you can pass that class? I can do your makeup and everything.” She winked and bit her lip sensually, “I can teach you everything I know.” When she spoke her cock twitched back to life.

“I think I’d like that. I wish I would have known this was what I was getting into. I have football practice tonight and I can’t very well go to that as a woman,” Ollie wondered why Janey knew Heidi. He wondered about her sexuality, not for the first time.

“You won't know until you try,” she bent forward and kissed him again. “We can try to hide your tits, but they’re pretty big. It might be better to turn you back to a man for that, then back to a woman for your meeting.” Heidi pulled a second bottle from the end table. It was pink but looked the same as the first bottle.

Ollie considered his options with awe. How could someone just switch genders at will? He stared at the unmarked bottle and nodded his head. “I think we’ll have to do that.”

The futanari woman stroked his hair comfortingly. Ollie reeled with emotions. He wanted to change back into himself, but the cock stirring his pussy left a mark on his psyche. He needed to feel Heidi’s touch again. He wanted her to fill him with cum again.

Heidi grinned down at him with hungry eyes and said, “Let’s enjoy this before we change you back again.” Ollie nodded his head and sat up on the couch. Leaning in to kiss her, his large breasts engulfed her smaller tits. Heidi giggled and kissed him on the cheek before shoving him into a better position on the couch.
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