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		Samantha couldn’t help but fidget in the small plastic chair. It wasn’t supposed to end like this. She had done everything right, always. It’s just that it had become too much: the courses, tests, and workload. It wasn’t fair! Other people cheat all the time and never get caught. She does it once and is immediately caught? Absolutely not fair! The clothes she was wearing weren’t exactly helping, either, only making her feel more exposed in front of that huge, wooden desk and comfortable looking chair on the other side.

		She didn’t want to be seen as some small-town prude once she had settled into college and had opted for a punk-rock kind of look. Today, that meant a short black skirt with dark stockings filled with holes. Her pale legs seemed very long and visible due to the position she was in. But, that wasn’t the worst of it, the low-cut top she was wearing to match the raven dyed hair made her breasts almost spill out. Why did she choose this day to not wear a bra? The slight chill in the air made that choice very obvious, and she could feel her face starting to burn red under the stern gaze of her professor.

		“So, Samantha. It seems like you don’t care very much for this college. Neither its rules nor its code of conduct?” the professor asked, not really asking, while browsing through a brown paper folder. “Your grades are excellent, and there are no prior infractions. What brought this on? Both the cheating and the dressing like a slut?”

		The word slut stung. It wasn’t like that. But, Sam thought it best to ignore that part. It was groveling this man wanted. “Please! I’m not usually like this. The course-load was just too much, and bioengineering is such a tough subject!” she said, doing her best to sound young and pathetic. “I’ll do anything to make it up, just don’t kick me out.”

		She had been looking at the floor while speaking, only it was partly blocked by the large, milky-white breasts of her cleavage. Why had she chosen to wear something like that on this particular day? It had felt empowering at first but then just made the word slut ring more true than what she was comfortable with. She sat up straight to face his judgment, making her breasts bounce slightly in the process.

		“I understand that it is hard for you, but these actions are inexcusable,” he began. His eyes rose from the papers to face her. “And those clothes. It isn’t becoming of a young woman at this institution to dress like a whore.”

		His attitude shook her inwardly, a whore? But she tried her best to remain calm on the outside. “Please, let me make it up somehow?” The professor was quiet for a long time, seemingly pleased to watch her squirm. Was that a glance at her exposed thighs?

		When he finally spoke, his words seemed much kinder. “I can make sure you’re not kicked out over this, but it comes with a few conditions, and you can never do anything like it again.”

		“Anything! I’ll do anything, and I promise it will never happen again,” she blurted out excitedly.

		“Good. I am in need of a research subject. It’s a very sought after position, so you will have to earn it. Follow me.”

		The middle-aged man stood without waiting for confirmation from her and walked out, holding the door open for Samantha to follow. She did so, not daring to ask any questions. The position that had been sought after was that of the research assistant, not subject. What kind of research was he even doing? Something in bioengineering?

		They got some strange looks in the corridor, he with a suit and her with clothing that was making her more and more self-conscious. It was quite the walk over to the research facilities and at this time of day they gaped in emptiness. Long corridors finally ended with a pair of doors. A plaque just outside held the professor’s name, and the inside looked like something out of a mad scientist’s greatest dreams. Tubes filled with strange liquids seemed to be humming while computers were working hard at something Sam couldn’t understand. There was a table filled with papers in the middle of the room, and that is where he brought her.

		He pointed to a stack of papers. “Sign these consent forms. I need them to make sure all my research is right and proper.”

		She felt she had to at least ask. “What kind of research are you doing here? What will you do to me?”

		The question made him sneer—as if saying she would never understand either way. “My work is unlike any other. Changing properties of the human body to allow for alterations. Ultimately, it will lead to being able to cure every disease in the world.”

		He paused to see if she looked impressed, which she didn’t. Confusion was all she felt. Would he alter her? The table was low, and she felt her skirt ride up to expose her pale buttocks when she bent over to sign the papers. She would do whatever it took.

		The professor looked over the signatures and nodded approvingly. “This states you can back out at any point, but I trust you understand what would happen if you do?” he asked. Samantha nodded slowly but said nothing. Was it getting chilly in there? The professor took a deep breath. “Now, undress for me.”

		She had known it would come. The empty research lab was the first clue, but the way he had been looking at her ever since they had arrived was the much bigger one. He wanted her, and he wanted to be in control. Samantha could tell this wasn’t just research, but what choice did she really have? Getting kicked out was not an option, and this was a way out. How bad could it be?

		The top clung to her stomach as she reached and pulled it up over her head. One swift movement was all it took to leave her topless in the brightly lit room. Samantha was proud of her body and especially her breasts, but she had never in a million years thought she would be standing in a research lab with them on display under a professor’s watchful gaze, her nipples erect in the chilly air.

		The man nodded thoughtfully and scribbled something in a notepad he had picked up from the table. “And the rest.” He indicated toward her skirt with his pen before writing something more. The tone of his voice allowed for no interruptions.

		The zipper got stuck at first, and Sam winced while her breasts jiggled as she tugged on the thing. It finally opened, and her skirt fell to the floor, showing her long pale legs and her choice of underwear. She saw his eyes widen somewhat at her pink and frilly panties, but he said nothing. The pantyhose was quick to come off, and then only one article of clothing remained. Her hands were shaking something fierce, but she swallowed once and then removed them in one swift motion, leaving her completely naked in front of the man who up until that afternoon had been someone whose job it had been to teach and guide her.

		Samantha was naked. The professor looked her over with an appreciative smile. “Come over here and get on your knees,” he said.

		That was it, hopefully it would end after what was about to happen. But, she had to admit to herself that the situation was doing something to her. Exposing herself to that man had made something stir deep inside. She walked over dutifully and got on her knees as ordered. He didn’t need to instruct her further for the moment. The front of his pants showed a bulge that was enough of an indication of what he wanted. Sam’s small hand touched the fabric, and she began to trace the outline of the professor’s cock, making him shudder with pleasure. She then began to use her whole hand, cupping the large thing and running her hand back and forth across its length. It got bigger, and his large hands reached down to undo his pants.

		Samantha looked up to meet his eyes, which were filled with lust. She grabbed the lining of his pants and yanked them down with one swift motion, getting more sure of herself by the second. Samantha would suck her professor’s cock, and that would be it. Now, she really did feel like a slut. This was very much unlike her, but this was better than getting kicked out and returning to that small hick town from which she came.

		The cock flopped out right in front of her. It wasn’t the first one she had ever seen, but Sam didn’t consider herself to be an expert. She looked up again, and he looked down to meet her eyes. “Take it in your mouth. You will feel a slight sting in a bit, but you can ignore that for now,” he said.

		Samantha was too nervous to really listen to what he was saying but reached up to stroke his cock with one of her dainty hands. It looked incredibly big next to her arm, but she managed to get it inside her mouth on the first try. The hard—but somehow soft at the same time—texture felt nice in her mouth, and a pang of pride hit her as she heard him grunt. It was important to not scrape it with your teeth, she knew that much. He seemed to react when she used her tongue around the head of his cock before letting it plunge slightly deeper into her mouth.

		Samantha felt like she was getting the hang of it when something pricked her left shoulder. It stung for a second but then went away. When she opened her eyes, she saw the professor fiddling with some device he held in one of his hands. It had a touch-screen, and it looked like he was moving things around on the screen. It didn’t seem important at the time, and she closed her eyes again to concentrate on getting him to cum so she could finally be allowed to return to her dorm.

		That thought didn’t last long, however, as a new sensation was starting to grow inside her. The situation had gotten her slightly hot and bothered before, but now she could feel herself starting to warm up. Was she getting wet? Having his cock slide in and out of her mouth was starting to feel really good for some reason, and the resistance for taking him further down her throat was beginning to disappear. It felt strange but very pleasant. She opened her eyes again to look up at a man looking very pleased with himself. Samantha tried to lick the head of his cock again but found she couldn’t. What was happening with her tongue?

		Her whole face was feeling off, and now that she really focused on the sensation, it felt like something she wasn’t a total stranger to. It felt like getting fucked. Sam tried to change the expression on her face but found her mouth totally unresponsive. Something very strange was happening. What was that sound? His cock was going in and out of her and was making a sloshing sound, and something was building—a pressure both in her face and in her cunt.

		The professor put his tablet down and brought his hands down to her head, firmly grasping it before pushing her face all the way to his hip bones. His cock was buried deep inside her throat, but there was still no choking. Sam was feeling incredibly filled up and with that feeling came the horniness. It was like a blinding flash that overtook all other emotions. She was no longer feeling exposed, despite being naked and on her knees in a large research facility. The professor pulled back and withdrew from her before pushing back in—all the way to the hilt of his cock. He began rhythmically fucking her face in long and powerful strokes, pushing her head back and forth with ease. Samantha closed her eyes and focused on what was happening in the moment. He was somehow fucking her with no actual resistance, and it felt like heaven.

		Her ass had begun to buck back and forth, and she could feel herself shuddering, her nipples almost painfully erect in the chilled air. Sam knew this feeling. She was about to cum, and just like that, she did. The pleasure was almost painfully concentrated to her face—right behind her nose—for a second before thrashing out through her body into what could only be described as the most powerful full-body orgasm she had ever experienced. Her whole body shook and jerked as her face seemed to contort and tighten around the professor’s cock, all motions that were out of her control.

		It hit her—it felt like her... The thought was cut off as she felt his cock begin to twitch inside her. He picked up the speed and pushed himself into her face again and again until she felt him cum deep inside her throat, deep enough she didn’t even have to swallow the cum. He deposited it almost directly into her belly.

		Once done, he pulled out with a satisfied sigh. “Go take a look in the mirror over there.”

		Samantha tried to reply, but she couldn’t move her mouth properly. Her legs felt weak as she rose and walked over to a full length mirror she hadn’t seen before. The sight horrified her. Her mouth was gone. She pulled back, adrenaline rushing through her system. Samantha no longer had a mouth. It had been replaced with a cunt. Her whole face was rearranged to make room for a slit, and it looked engorged—like it had been recently fucked. Her whole world came crashing down in an instant, and she turned to the professor, desperate for help. How could this have happened? How was it possible? Was it permanent?!

		The professor was already fiddling with his controls, and Samantha soon felt her face contort and transform yet again, this time restoring her mouth to normal. She reached up to touch it, making sure that everything was as it should be. “How was that even possible?” she asked.

		“It’s the latest breakthrough in my research. That prickling feeling was me injecting you with a chip that gives me total control.” He looked incredibly pleased with himself. Sam took a small step forward, not sure how to react.

		She took a deep breath, making her chest rise and fall. “We’re not done here yet, are we?”
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		That made him smirk . “No, Sam. We are not done yet. There is still much to test.” He looked back down to his tablet and moved his fingers around on the surface before turning back to look at her naked body. “How does this feel?”

		She didn’t feel any different. Samantha turned back to the mirror. Did she look any different? It was hard for her to catch the difference at first as it was very minor. “You did something to my skin?” All her freckles and imperfections were gone. It was as if someone had photo-shopped her in real life.

		“Yes, but that’s not all,” he said. His cock was starting to become erect again. He hadn’t put it away after cumming down her throat.

		“What else?” she asked, feeling excitement over her now flawless skin. That triggered him to fiddle more with his controls. It took a few seconds until Samantha began feeling strange. “What did that do?” she asked.

		“Come here,” he said, gesturing for the empty space beside him.

		She began to walk, but it was like sloshing through mud, each step getting slower and harder than the next. What was happening to her? Sam’s body got harder and harder to control, and when she finally made it to the table, there was no longer any way for her to will her limbs into motion. She was completely immobile—as if frozen. Her eyes could move, though, and she looked down to see the skin on her arm and shoulder changing color. It looked like it was turning into some other material—almost like matte rubber. The professor grabbed her arm, and she could feel her skin’s resistance to his touch, almost as if he had turned her into a doll!

		“Bend over against the table,” he said.

		All of a sudden, her body bent forward all on its own. She stood with her ass in the air, bent at the waist with her hands against the table, but she had made no conscious effort to move. The professor was no longer in her field of vision, and she heard him chuckling to himself. “You’re my doll now. Don’t worry, it isn’t permanent.”

		Samantha tried to reply but could not. His hands trailed along her back and onto her ass. She could feel him cupping her cheek before squeezing lightly. The hand disappeared, and then her world turned into blinding pleasure. “What you’re feeling right now is complete and utter sexual arousal. It should mean that...” he said, pausing. The hand returned, this time between her legs. Her cunt was slick with her own juices. “Yep. Very wet, indeed. This seems to be working nicely. Now arch.”

		Samantha felt her own back arch, putting her even further on display. At that point, she didn’t care, all she wanted was his cock. She craved it. She needed him to fuck her. Sam was completely immobile, like a fuck-doll ready for her master’s affection. Thankfully, she got it shortly after. The professor moved into position and plunged his cock into her waiting pussy in one swift stroke. She realized it was an incredibly tight fit despite her wetness, much tighter than it should have been. Had he made her smaller down there somehow? The thought was quickly obliterated by his cock bottoming out inside her aching pussy. He had bent her over in his lab and was fucking her for all he was worth. There was blinding pleasure inside her, and she could feel each twitch of his cock, while at the same time being completely still on the outside—like his perfect little doll.

		But something else was happening as well. She could feel her body changing, now more attuned to the feeling. But what was happening? Samantha was a skinny and pale woman, her breasts seemingly the only place where she could store fatty tissue. But that seemed to be changing. Her breasts were starting to feel heavier while the padding of her ass grew as well, each thrust from the professor meeting with an increasingly bigger and rounder ass. Blonde hair suddenly fell in front of her slightly down-turned face. Her hair color had changed! That wasn’t all. It seemed like it had grown longer as well. Sam could catch a glimpse of her own hand and saw her skin was much darker, a healthy tan look having replaced her prior paleness. 

		It was all incredibly surreal, but she accepted it all. Why wouldn’t she? She was currently in heaven from being fucked by her own professor. She wanted to moan and gasp and ask him to fuck her harder and to make her his slut. But she could do none of those things. All she could do was take it. Take it and climax again and again in the prison that was her own body.

		“Turn around and get down onto your back on the table. Do it, and look at me,” he ordered with a strained voice.

		He pulled out as Samantha’s body began to move beyond her control. It only took her a second to turn around onto her back and spread her legs to allow him to enter her again. The new position made it possible for her to see her new body. He had turned her into a blonde little bimbo! Her breasts were huge and her body thick—like it was made to be fucked. There wasn’t a single strand of hair on her body, and the professor’s cock just disappeared into a small slit between her legs as he began fucking her again.

		His face was red, and he looked exhausted. She knew he would cum soon, and she was disappointed that the amazing feelings would end, Sam never wanted that moment to end, she felt like a goddess. But it did end. It ended with him releasing his cum all over her stomach and breasts. Long ropes of thick cum landed on her breasts and stomach, accompanied by strangled grunts from the man standing between her legs with his cock in his hand. He stood there panting for a long time before reaching for his tablet. He poked at it tiredly and then put it back down as he sat himself on a chair, still panting.

		Samantha immediately regained control of her own body. She blinked a few times before sitting up to look around. All the changes remained intact. He had only allowed her to move. “That was amazing, Professor,” she finally said. Sam stood to look into the mirror, her reflection showing an amazing looking blonde bimbo. “Can you turn me back?”

		“I will. But we’re not done yet.”

		She turned to look at him over her shoulder. “You don’t look like you’re ready for round three just yet.”

		“Maybe not, but together we are. I think.” Something changed again, and Sam looked back into the mirror just in time to see herself deflating. She lost control of herself again and found herself falling onto the floor, her body completely altered. She saw what was left of her, and it looked almost like all that was left of her was the skin, everything else having been removed. Again, she was frozen with no control.

		Samantha could see her the professor getting up and walking over. She caught a glimpse of his clothes falling to the ground, and he bent over with a sigh. “You see, I’ve always been curious. What is it like to experience the world from a woman’s point of view? Today, I intend to find that out.”

		It was a very weird experience to be picked up from the floor. Sam’s head was pointed to the mirror, and she was horrified to see her own body look like a costume. What was even more strange was the fact that the professor was in the process of stepping into her. She could feel him inside her own skin as he pulled her legs over his and continued with the arms and rest of his body. What was even stranger was the fact that her own body reshaped his, soon leaving him almost inside her, literally.

		The professor made a few adjustments and fiddled with his device a bit more and then looked into the mirror, now completely assimilated into Samantha’s body. “Now let’s have some fun,” he said with her voice.
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		Samantha wasn’t in control of her own body, the professor was. It was strange for her to be riding shotgun in her own body, but she was confident he would return it to her eventually. Too many strange things had happened that day for this to shock her for more than a moment. It was him behind the wheel, but she looked nothing like her old self. No one would be able to tell it was her. The old clothes no longer fit the new thick body, but it seemed like the professor had thought of everything. He went over to a locker where he picked out a short dress that looked very flimsy and a pair of shoes.

		Everything fit perfectly, but her cleavage was incredibly large, and her nipples protruded through the thin fabric. The professor hadn’t bothered with underwear. Sam was pretty sure she knew why. She could feel everything he did: the sway of her own hips, the deep breaths he was taking, even the fabric clinging around her nipples. The two of them were sharing a body, and they were turning heads left and right. They were out and about, which meant the professor couldn’t speak to her, but she was happy to just tag along for now. She wanted to see how he would react to getting fucked.

		He took a quick left turn, and it didn’t take long for Sam to figure out where he was going. A door was opened, and all of a sudden, they found themselves in the changing rooms of the football team, and they were all in various stages of undress. The men tried to hide at first, but everyone froze as the small dress they had been wearing dropped to the floor. Samantha stood naked in front of them all, her body controlled by a man wanting to get fucked as a woman. She took a quick step forward. “Fuck me.”

		The men didn’t need more than that, several of them were on her in under a second. They seemingly didn’t care about getting hard around other men, and Sam wouldn’t complain even if she could. There were cocks everywhere. She took one muscular man into her mouth, and he began to fuck her almost instantly, pushing deep inside, probably expecting a gag reflex but finding none.

		They brought a bench where one of them lay down on his back, waiting for her to mount him. This was it. The professor didn’t seem scared at all as he sat down, plunging the cock inside her cunt. It felt amazing to be filled up again. This cock was much larger than the professor’s, own and Sam was convinced they could both feel it stretching her insides. They bent her forward, and someone else pushed a cock directly into her ass without warning. It sunk all the way inside with about the same amount of resistance as it would have inside a pussy. It seemed like the professor had thought of everything, and now he was moaning.

		Samantha felt sluttier than ever. This was a proper gang-bang, and they were working hard to fill her every hole. Double penetration was something she had fantasized about but never had the guts to try. She had never even had a threesome before. It was hard to keep everything straight, even keeping track of up and down was hard with so many bodies around.  A cock in her cunt, one in her ass, and one in her mouth all at the same time was too much to handle. Samantha felt like a rag-doll being bounced around for their pleasure, and apparently, the professor was enjoying himself. Muffled moans and a slobbering mouth seemed a good indication of that. Sam could feel the orgasms building and then releasing inside her. The sensitivity must have been turned way up, because she almost lost consciousness with each one.

		There were so many men grunting and standing with their cocks out. Some were high-fiving, and then some of them started to explode. Thick cum came from everywhere, and the added sensitivity meant she could feel ejaculate enter both her ass and pussy almost at the same time. She fell down to her side, and the cum just kept coming. There was just too much and the professor seemed to have lost it. All he did was lay there panting while rope after rope of cum landed everywhere. The men left shortly thereafter. They had made sure she was okay, and had then said their goodbyes. Sam was sure they’d tell stories of that event for many years to come. The professor finally got in control after being left alone for over fifteen minutes. He sat up in her body, and Samantha could feel her own face break out into a smile.

		“Let’s get cleaned up, and then I’ll see you tomorrow.”
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