
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: image-W7JOT5IW.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: image-W7JOT5IW.jpg]
		

		

	
		Steamy eReads Presents

		 

		Swapped at College

		 

		Kinky Press

		 

		––––––––

		 

		
			Browse Kinky Press’s Kinky Stories
		

		
			Join the Kinky Press Mailing List for deals and updates!
		

		
			Prefer AudioBooks? Sign up for the AudioBook Mailing List
		

		Copyright © 2017 by Steamy eReads

		All rights reserved

		 

		


		Table of Contents

		 

		
			Copyright Page
		

		 

		
			Swapped at College
		

		 

		
			Browse Kinky Press’s Kinky Stories | Join the Kinky Press Mailing List for deals and updates! | Prefer AudioBooks? Sign up for the AudioBook Mailing List | More from Kinky Press:
		

		 

		
			Sign up for Kinky Press's Mailing List
		

		 

		
			Also By Kinky Press
		

		
		

		I watched the bubbling vat of red liquid and turned up my nose. It smelled citrusy and sharp, nothing like the mellow, sweet scents that were rising from everyone else’s projects.

		In the lab on campus, there were thousands of different chemicals and vials and vats that were labelled very similar things, and at the best of times, I was terrible at anything to do with science. I looked up at my professor with pleading eyes. Luckily, he caught my gaze and strolled over.

		“What seems to be the problem, Alex?” he asked, looking at me over his glasses.

		Professor Daniel Langley was a mild older man with a passion for chemistry and checking out the co-ed’s short skirts when he thought no one could tell. I could only because I was usually discreetly checking them out, too. A couple of times, our eyes had met across a girl’s cleavage, and we had both quickly looked away. I liked the guy, though, and I really needed all the help I could get this semester.

		“I just don’t get it,” I admitted, shrugging my shoulders. “I put in exactly the right stuff and it looks ... different from everyone else’s.”

		I was right, it looked like molten lava – rippling and metallic on the surface – while everyone else had a simmering vat of vanilla-scented rose water.

		“Shall we see if it works?” Professor Langley suggested, and I shook my head.

		“I don’t want to kill the poor mice,” I half-laughed, gesturing to my bubbling lava. “I’ll just try again.”

		He worked with me, altering my mixture until it was slightly closer in consistency, color and scent to everyone else’s concoction. His hands accidentally brushed over mine, and I withdrew them automatically as if I’d been stung, then played it off like I was patting down invisible residue from my clothing. He seemed like a nice guy and all, but you know? No thank you.

		After cooling it and putting it in a bottle, he took a pipette and sucked up a few drops of our improved mixture. I I grinned as he dropped it delicately into the test experiment mouse’s mouth. The mouse smacked his lips momentarily before turning to blink his beady red eyes at us.

		The professor took in a deep breath. “Moment of truth,” he said, and he turned the mouse over. “Rats.”

		“He’s turned into a rat?” I repeated, terrified.

		“No, it hasn’t worked. He’s still got all of his male genitalia.”

		“Oh ... never mind.”

		I hadn’t expected it to work, anyway. Nobody else’s had, try as we might to replicate this famous experiment. As long as I had done the right kind of working out and measurements and cited the right books, I was golden. I just had to fill in some numbers and print it out and get there sharp for the 9am hand-in the next morning.

		“Darn it, none of you managed it. I wonder if I taught it wrong.”

		“Nah, dude, you did fine.” I reached up to clap him on the back as he stared thoughtfully at a mouse’s ballsack, but then thought the better of it at the last minute and reached up to sweep my hair back instead. “I’ll see ya tomorrow, bright and early!”

		I grabbed my books and my soda and gave him a huge, toothy grin as the bell rang and I strolled home, thoughtfully sipping on my drink. Eurgh, it had gone totally flat during class.

		And changed flavor.

		And changed bottle...

		It took me almost ten more minutes to realise what I had done. Oh, hell no. I had been merrily chugging on that mouse potion the whole way home? What if I looked down and had a goddamn mouse vagina? I blew a sigh of relief when I remembered that the formula hadn’t worked – the mouse had remained a mouse dude. The formula, therefore, amounted to little more than a few extra calories to my day.

		Still, I would make sure to drink some extra water with dinner and get some extra sleep. Couldn’t be too careful. I was eating a bag of chips and watching TV when the email came through from Professor Langley:

		WOW! Alex, I was checking on the mice today and WE HAVE A FEMALE! I guess the formula just worked on a longer delay than in the original experiment.

		Dan

		I chewed on my chips thoughtfully as I processed this. And then, quietly, I went to take off my clothes and have a shower.

		Shit.

		I scrubbed down my body and felt up my pecs. Nothing unusual there, just a damn fine male physique. I scrubbed further, and reached pubeville, population ... one dick. Yes! I had been so dumb to think that a mouse potion would affect me – a non-mouse.

		I grabbed onto my cock and as a sort of victory dance – I started jerking it – feeling the familiar veins and contours running up and down and feeling it harden. And then shrink away again. And, uh, keep shrinking?

		I looked down, eyes wide, to see the soap suds slipping down my body, but I couldn’t see what was happening to my crotch area because my enormous ... fucking ... tits were in the way.

		“What the fuck??” I yelled aloud, but my voice was scratchy. It was unbreaking.

		I coughed once and then hummed, and it was about two octaves higher. Tears filled my eyes, and I shot a look up to the heavens to curse them for my fate, but soap and shower water got in my eyes, and I had to rub them. When my eyes were open again, I looked down and took a deep breath.

		Huge, ballooning breasts with two perky pink nipples, hardened by the cold air in the bathroom. I smoothed my hands down my wet, slender waist and over the contour of my curvaceous hips. Then, curiously, I brought my hands to the center – the pubic thatch between my legs – and tried to explore my brand new lips and sensitive areas, but the hair was too curly and thick. Hey, I’m a single dude, I don’t care about that stuff - to really get an angle.

		I stretched out of the shower and grabbed a razor from the cabinet nearby as well as my shaving foam then sprayed it generously over my brand new mound. If I was going to have to inhabit this strange, new body for however long, I was going to need to explore it properly. You know, for science.

		I gripped the razor’s thick handle and slid it up from my inner thigh to the top of my pubic mound, and the clean bald line that appeared in the shaving foam hill was incredibly satisfying. I did it again, and again, delighting in the sound of the blade rasping against my thick hair. Soon, after I got around the tricky parts, I had a clean-shaven, smooth, pink vulva. I slid a finger to my opening and lightly traced it up across my lips to the brand new nubbin.

		That was easy to find – what did guys complain about? I traced a small circle around my clitoris with my forefinger, and an electric shock shuddered through my body. It was almost too good when I touched myself there. I found that lighter touch, somehow, was even more intense. I wet my finger on my own rushing lubrication instead of the shower water and smoothly ran my finger up and down and then in circles on my clit, and my eyes fluttered shut with ecstasy.

		I stayed in the shower for almost forty more minutes, exploring and playing with my new body. But unlike my dick, I couldn’t seem to figure out quite how to stroke my new pussy to orgasm.

		I went to bed unfulfilled, pink, and freshly shaven, and - oh yeah - a woman.

		When I woke up, I half-opened one eye and out of instinct pressed my hand to my crotch to feel my morning wood – maybe jerk it around a little before I got up and went to classes – but fear shot through my body, and I sat up when I felt nothing. My cock had fallen off! No, I remembered; I had just turned into a woman. Much less weird. Instead, I reached up to sleepily feel my tits. They were huge, perky, and so soft and smooth. Tits were tits. It didn’t matter if they were attached to my own body, right?

		I squeezed them and felt a rush of arousal as I squeezed and pinched my own nipples, something I had never experienced before as a man. I ran my hands down my voluptuous, perfect curves, and a low moan escaped my throat as I finally reached my crotch, stroking my labia upwards to my clit.

		It was bizarre. It was as if my entire body was now an erogenous zone. It was like the route to orgasm used to be at the end of the street, and now it was the center of the labyrinth. But, finding my way along the labyrinth was proving to be much, much more fun than a walk to the end of the street.

		My entire body was on fire as one hand rolled and stroked my clit while the other played with my g-spot from inside. I experimented with different pressures, different rhythms, both alternating and aligning my two hands as they rubbed up against my hot, wet pussy.

		Heat and transcendent pleasure rippled through me again and again and increased in pleasure, but I didn’t quite hit the orgasm I think I could have. I opened my eyes and looked at the clock. I should really shower and then get down to my professor to see what he could do about this...

		10:25am

		I looked at the time for a while, blinking sleep out of my eyes. I had been masturbating, grinding my hips against my own fingers, and biting my lower lip ... for two hours!

		I sat bolt upright when I realized. I was late to hand in my goddamn project! To most professors, that meant automatic failure, but I could run down there and beg him to change his mind, right? We were bros!

		I slung on my clothes, and then as I ran out the door, my pants and underwear fell straight off, as well as my shoes. I growled to myself and then dashed into my slut sister’s room - she’d gone to school - and pulled on a summer dress so I didn’t have to struggle for an age with weird strappy bits or stupid bows. I didn’t want to borrow her underwear, so I went without.

		I ran her brush through my hair and pulled her sandals onto my feet and then ran to college, to Professor Langley’s room. At first, I ran with my eyes firmly fixed on my freely bouncing breasts, a smile creeping onto my pervy lips, and admired the feeling of a fresh breeze caressing my still soaked lips. But then I remembered why I was in such a hurry and tore my brain away from my sexy new body.

		I tore into the building and up the stairs then down the corridor. By the time I burst into Professor Langley’s office, I was out of breath and pink in the face.

		“Professor,” I gasped, slamming the door behind me and leaning on it.

		“Uh, yes, miss. Can I help you?”

		He was looking at me quizzically and it took a moment to dawn on me that, of course, he’d never recognize me as a female.

		“The chemical formula – you helped me with it. You emailed me that it worked. Well, I accidentally drank some. Or, a lot.” I swallowed, my throat dry, and tucked my long hair behind my ears. “It’s me, Alex!”

		It took him a second to drink this information in but finally his eyes bugged, and he stood up, taking me by the shoulders.

		“Are you serious? Are you joking? This is very important.” He shook me a little, and I noted that this would probably get him into an awful lot of trouble with the law, but I wasn’t going to say anything. “This is really Alex? Tell me you’re joking!”

		“W-why?” I stammered, stepping away. It was a weird sensation to have somebody touch me in this body. I could feel the heat from his hands through the thin cotton of my sister’s dress.

		“The formula has never been tested on a human before. Has it worked completely? Or just the face?”

		“What do you mean?” I looked down at my body. Curvaceous and smooth and ... turning me on every time I looked at it. I felt heat rush to my face as I looked up from my beautiful figure and into the professor’s wandering eyes.

		“Breasts? Vagina? Everything?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Yes, you’ve checked?”

		“I’ve ... checked. For science. You know,” I mumbled.

		“And you’re not pulling my leg?”

		I looked down at his leg. “No.”

		He let out a deep breath and then looked down at me again. Now that I was a woman, he was almost a foot taller than me and twice as broad. “If you really are Alex, you missed hand-in.”

		I gestured to myself. “I didn’t really feel up to coming in, sir.”

		He looked at me for a long time, his gaze lingering on my face – no doubt at the way my cheekbones and chin and nose had totally changed shape, giving me a sweet, innocent look – whereas before, I was all muscle and brute strength.

		“Alex, if you let me, uh, confirm that you are one hundred percent female and the formula worked, I can probably give you an A,” he said finally.

		“You can?” I asked, taking a step forward and invading his personal space.

		But he didn’t take a step back. I caught the scent of his gentle, woody aftershave. It suited him perfectly. I looked up at him and noticed for the first time - since I was female now inside and out, after all, and females notice these things - that he really was quite a good-looking man.

		As a guy, I had never had even the slightest homosexual urge or curiosity. But now, looking up at him and squeezing my thighs together to feel the twitching it created in my crotch, I found myself wondering for the first time what a man’s lips and tongue felt like on my body. What a warm, wet mouth would feel like enveloping my pussy. What his firm, rough hands would feel like throwing my lightweight body onto the desk...

		He was looking at me too. I felt myself heat up again.

		“Ok, whatever you need to do.”

		“Hmm, hop up onto the desk, that’d be easiest,” he said. “And, I know this is sort of embarrassing, but I suppose – technically –  it doesn’t count, if you know what I mean? Since this isn’t your permanent body.”

		I didn’t know what he meant, but as I hopped up onto his desk, he firmly planted his hand on my bare knee – inches from my totally uncovered opening – and I swallowed as my heartbeat increased in speed.

		He cleared his throat, clearly as nervous and confused by the meaning of this whole situation as I was.

		“You were lucky in your female body,” he commented with a chuckle, clearly trying to lighten the mood in the room, but the words made my crotch quickly heat up. “I mean, you could have looked like you but with long hair. You know?”

		I laughed at his joke, my laugh now a delightful tinkling noise that made him blush a shade of red to rival my own.

		“So, uh ... you explored your new body, did you? What did you find?”

		Scientifically? Jack shit. Sexually? A whole new world.

		“The usual?” I answered, like an idiot.

		“Huh?” He looked up at me. “Look, we don’t have to be awkward about this. It’s not your permanent body, and we’re both grown men.”

		I nodded, and he nodded too as if it was to convince himself as well. The longer I could feel the hot weight of his large hand enveloping my knee, the more I could feel my pussy-opening throb with desperation. Female me was a horny bitch. And my new brain kept firing signals around to tell me that he was good-looking.

		I guess Professor Langley did have a charm. He had no excess fat that I could tell, and he had dark hair that he combed into a style that suited him. His eyes were dark blue and kind, and his shoulders were broad and fairly muscular. He couldn’t have been much older than his late thirties.

		“So, you explored the new body. Did you find that you could bring it to orgasm?” he asked as casually as he could, drinking me with his eyes.

		“No,” I said. “I couldn’t.”

		It made me feel better that he was referring to the female body as ‘it’, because then it wasn’t me anymore, and my professor wasn’t openly undressing me – Alex – the football player and science flunker, with his eyes.

		“Do her breasts have sensitivity, and are they fully formed?” he asked and then paused, swallowing. “May I take a look?”

		Either this guy was guilty as sin of being a bona fide horndog, or he was just incredibly interested in the fruit of his labor. I was going to guess that it was a little of both, and that was fine by me. Who was I to hog this five star body? I reached up and slipped the sleeves of my dress off and wiggled it downwards until my enormous, perky breasts were revealed. I bit my lip and looked down at them.

		“It’s cold in here,” I offered as an explanation to the rock hard nipples, but we both knew it wasn’t. And we both knew he was beginning to get an erection from staring at me.

		“Of course,” he said. “May I?”

		I nodded, and he reached forward, carefully feeling both of my beautiful tits, the sight of which sent blood rushing to my clit and made me tingle all over. His hands were so soft and yet so rough and masculine, and the tips of his ears were pink with embarrassment, which I only found endearing.

		He pinched at my hard nipple with a frown, and a low moan escaped my lips. We both pretended we hadn’t noticed the sound of my obvious arousal, and we both pretended that his cock wasn’t making a tent shape in his pants.

		He nodded again. “They seem perfect,” he said. And then he nodded to the material bunched around my lap. “Could I maybe..?”

		“Yep,” I said.

		Not only did I want that A grade, I wanted him to touch me more. I knew it was wrong, and I knew he might judge me for it, especially when he found out how drenched my bare pussy already was just from his hands on my nipples.

		“Spread your legs.”

		His tone became suddenly commanding, and this change in the atmosphere shocked me into doing as I was told. I spread my legs, stretching the material of the dress, and he hitched up the skirt to around my waist.

		It seemed for a moment that he was about to say something about the fact that I wasn’t wearing any underwear, but perhaps then he was distracted by the fact that it was clean-shaven, because he cleared his throat and looked back up – deadpan – to my face.

		“Did it come without any hair?” he asked, like I had ordered this pussy online.

		“No,” I said, my voice catching with embarrassment.

		I was so on display and pink and glistening with arousal, swollen with need. I was inches away from creeping my hands down and plunging my fingers deep inside. “I shaved.”

		He looked at me for a moment until I was so bright red I could have passed out from a lack of blood in the rest of my body. I stared him in the eye right back. He licked his lower lip slightly, and then he half smiled at me. My cunt twitched in response, and quickly, I cleared my throat as if to cover up the movement.

		“What I need to know is whether the parts all work as intended, because as you can imagine, this is groundbreaking.”

		“Yes—” I said “—it is. And they do.”

		“So, you were able to achieve orgasm? And you were self-lubricating?”

		Oh God, the combination of humiliation and arousal was surely almost enough to send me into a shameful climax without being touched at all.

		“I wasn’t able to, but I think I could have. If I’d been more...” I wanted to say ‘skilled’ but that was too embarrassing, and I was almost lightheaded from embarrassment as it was.

		“Persistent?” he continued. “Inventive?” He looked quite amused. I nodded, beginning to kick my legs like a schoolgirl. “Do you mind? I promise that it’s purely scientific, and not for, uh...”

		“Pleasure?” I finished for him this time and then reddened all over again as he raised an eyebrow at me.

		Then, enough to make me cry out, he opened my lips and dragged his thumb from the bottom of my slit up to my swollen clitoris, sliding across the moisture and feeling how hot and ready I was. I had no time to be mortified, because he looked up at me again for making that noise.

		Curiously, he began to trace circles over my clit with his wet fingers, and I squeezed my mouth totally shut to avoid making any more noise, trembling with desire at the thought of what his thick, strong fingers would feel like if they slid inside – one at a time – and filled me up. I could only imagine how intense it would be.

		“That feels nice?” he asked. I nodded. My legs were jelly, and I couldn’t make eye contact. “But you couldn’t manage an orgasm? I wonder...”

		He worked his fingers harder and faster, manipulating my clit in all sorts of expert ways while looking me straight in the eye. Oh God, he was an expert. He was a genius. I leaned my head back and started breathing heavily, my tits heaving up and down.

		He started to roll circles on my clit with his thumb, and his forefinger crept to my opening, where he traced up and down very, very lightly— causing fireworks of want and need to go off in my body. I was vibrating with desperation.

		Finally, I opened my mouth. “Yes, do it! Please!”

		He pushed his finger inside me, thick and fulfilling, but not enough. I wanted to see what it felt like to be squeezing something with my cunt, for something to push me as wide open as I could go and hammer away inside my tight walls. I wanted to be pounded by his cock, and I wanted it now.

		“Fuck me,” I panted. “Fuck me, please.”

		He was hammering on my g-spot with his forefinger inside me while he traced my clit with his soaked thumb. My juices coated his fingers and his palm, and still he watched my face – as if expertly bringing a woman to a crashing orgasm with one hand was everyday and simple.

		This man was incredible.

		He denied me his cock for a moment longer and bent over to replace his thumb on my clit with his warm, soft lips and tongue, still pounding the inside with his forefinger. He gently flicked his tongue against my swollen button.

		I felt an orgasm inside me swell up like a balloon, starting in my crotch and growing outwards, until finally it burst, and I was filled with a shower of electric sparks that zinged up and down my body. My eyes were tightly shut, and my breathing slowed, my entire body was on fire ... and then it started up again instantly as though I was riding the world’s most amazing rollercoaster. His hands and tongue were coated in my dripping juices and my pussy clenched and tightened around his hand.

		I could have begged for his cock again but I as much as I wanted it, I didn’t need it to cum. The female orgasm was one that could be started and edged forward in a thousand different ways. But still, I really wanted to feel myself totally filled up, and I knew I wouldn’t really be satisfied until I had been stretched to my new limits in this body. I definitely didn’t want to be changed back until I had experienced that one thing that my pussy was begging for.

		“Please, professor,” I moaned.

		He pulled away from my crotch and wiped his shining lips, his breath heavy and his eyes dark and wild with lust. I hooked my ankles around his waist and pulled him towards me so that his rock hard cock underneath the thin material was sliding up and down between my wet pussy lips.

		He grunted as the moisture soak through to his cock, and then in a flash of desire, he popped open the top of his pants and pushed them down to allow his cock to spring free.

		He was thick and long with throbbing veins and a head glistening with precum, and I wanted all of him inside me right now. I pulled him closer to me with my feet, biting my lip and hoping he wasn’t going to tease me anymore, for another second. I wanted to feel him push inside me right now.

		He must have been guiding his cock with his hands, because just as he pressed his lips to mine, firm and soft, his cockhead also pressed firmly right between my lower lips, exactly in the right spot to glide easily inside me.

		With one strong thrust and no inhibitions left, he was inside me fully, and I reached down to graze his balls with my slender fingertips, groaning into his slightly open mouth as he slid out again and then thrust back in, our hips making contact and the rasp of his short pubes gently tickling my bald mound.

		He was thick enough to give me that full, stretched feeling I’d been desperate for, and I arched my back to grind my hips against his crotch, so that I could feel his pulsating veins on every inch of my inner walls.

		It felt so good, I could have passed out right then from total bliss.

		Was this how girls felt during sex? Men were totally missing out, it was almost unfair. I quickened my pace, matching the rhythm of his easy thrusts with my bucking and squirming movements, until we were entirely in sync – fucking hard and fast on his desk with my toned legs wrapped around his waist like we’d never known anything else. At that moment, everything felt totally right with the world, and I couldn’t even begin to wrap my head around how I’d ever been ok with anything else.

		He was breathing heavily, burying his face into my neck, and I could feel the brush of his chin bristle and the tickle of his rough jacket material against my bare arms and tits. The tweed was brushing lightly against my erect nipples and setting my nerve endings on fire.

		His cock slid in and out, and I felt myself moisten more and more as we went – so wet that I could feel juices drip down his shaft and slide down my thighs. He pushed me back slightly so that I was leaning on my hands behind me, and he leaned forward and flicked his tongue over my nipple, gently enclosing it with his lips and nipping slightly.

		This new angle was intense, I could feel another orgasm start inside me, but this time it was different from the last. This time it started lower, and it felt somehow deeper, resonating up from within like a deep hum which gradually but then rapidly escalated into a roaring crescendo of color and light. I arched my spine and threw back my head and cried out, again and again.

		I could feel my pussy twitch and clench his cock, the hard ridges serving to stop me from contracting as small as it wanted to, and I could feel every throbbing vein on his cock – until suddenly he was cumming, too. I could feel the entirety of his cock tense up and then start to twitch as he filled the inside of my pussy with hot jets of jizz, jerking again and again as he pumped me full of his hot seed. It leaked out of my opening and down his shaft, still warm and sticky, down his balls and coated my inner thighs as I squeezed him while he came.

		He collapsed into my neck, still wrapped in my legs, panting and holding my waist tightly with his rough, strong hands.

		“Professor?” I whispered finally, our crotches still pressed together and still twitching with leftover arousal.

		“Yes?” he said, into my collarbone as he caught his breath.

		“We can’t tell anyone about this, can we?” I whispered.

		“No, Alex, we can’t,” he said.

		I turned to him, and he looked at me. “So, usually how long is it before the mice turn back into males?”

		He shrugged. “We’ve found that it’s normally a couple of days, er, unless...” He shook his head.

		“Unless what?”

		“Unless they were impregnated by one of the other males, in which case they stayed female and carried their litter to term.”

		I paused for a moment, letting that sink in while his cum heated my cervix and slid down my legs. “Hmm,” I said.

		The thought of him impregnating me didn’t fill me with horror or anything like that. In fact, it excited me more than anything. Perhaps I was in some sort of post-coital fog, but I felt my heart hammering with elation the more I thought about it. His sperm could be finding its way to my egg right this second. The more I thought about it, the more I thought I probably was going to get pregnant. And just yesterday I had been a man in every single way.

		“Are you okay with that?” he asked suddenly, and I wasn’t sure what he meant. With having his baby?

		“Yes,” I admitted, breathless. “And no one will know I’m your student, either.”

		No one would know how wrong it was... I could even keep my name! The more I thought about it, the more I realized I had never been more excited about anything in my life than about the prospect of being able to remain a woman and experience these mind-blowing orgasms at the hands of my teacher...

		“You just have to make sure you definitely are pregnant,” he said, and then bit his lower lip. “Have you got any, um, friends who could help you? Just in case?”

		I thought for a moment. I had friends. I had friends who were on the football team with me, and I was sure they would be able to lend me a hand, or a cock.

		I nodded to my professor.

		“I’ve got it covered, Daniel,” I said, with a wink. I was off on a mission to fill myself to the brim with young, virile spunk, and there wasn’t anything that could stop me!
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