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     The world around him seemed to fade away as his stared at the letter in his trembling hand. He suddenly became hyper aware of himself, how he was breathing shallowly, his nose and fingertips were getting cold, how incredibly heavy his feet felt against the cheap laminate floor of the dorm’s lobby. There’d been people around him as he’d unlocked the small mail slot with his name on it, but now they might have been miles away or under water. It was how their voices sounded, as if they were whispering under water. 


       


     The tip of his tongue uselessly tried to wet his dry lips, but his mouth was even drier. Yea, he knew he wasn’t exactly acing every class, but he didn’t think he’d been doing that badly. Mostly C’s. A single D. And one big, fat F. He didn’t even want to think what kind of danger that put his future in. He’d broken out in a cold sweat. Someone was talking. To him? He slowly was pulled out of his state of dazed shock. 


       


     “-got your mail could you please move?” 


       


     “Huh?” Jesse responded dimly. 


       


     “Dude. If you got your mail, could you please move so the rest of us can get our mail?” 


       


     Jesse nodded, somehow remembered to close the little rectangular door on his mailbox, lock it and take his keys before stepping aside. He was already doing the mental math, calculating what was possible to salvage before the term officially ended. The C’s sucked, but he could live with those. He’d like to bring the D up, but with the deadline for turning in late work closing, there’d be only time for one. It had to be the F.  


       


     F for Fucking English. He was going to be a programmer, he didn’t need to understand the symbolism in some dead guy’s novel! His hand turned into a fist, crumpling the progress report as he headed up the stairs to the third floor and his dorm room. He could burn off some of this raging energy at least. Thoughts buzzed angrily in his head like a disturbed nest of wasps. 


       


     If he couldn’t get this grade up, his dad was going to lose it on him. He might pull him out of school before the winter holidays even ended. Demand he immediately start work at the construction company with him. That fucking professor. Professor Chase Fredericks. This was all his fault. He’d joked on the first day that even he thought it was all boring bullshit but it was his job so he had to teach it. That the only good part of college was the hot, young girls. Of course, he was a decent looking fairly young guy himself, and the room was almost completely hot young girls, who were now all giggling and blushing and giving their teacher the kinds of looks Jesse wished they’d give him. 


       


     The memory made Jesse rage even more, and he slammed his fist against his dorm room door with a furious snarl. 


       


     The door pulled away from his hand, revealing his bemused roommate, Troy. 


       


     “How’s your day, man?” Troy asked with a smirk that made Jesse consider punching his friend. 


       


     Jesse swept past him like a thundering cloud and angrily chucked his backpack at the wall beside his bed. Something inside made a crunching sound as it connected with the pastel blue painted cinderblock wall. Jesse spiked the balled up report into the already overflowing trash can and threw himself to sit in the rickety wooden chair at his desk. The force of his body connecting with the seat rattled the floor and made the towers of books, papers, and empty soda cans teeter dangerously on the desk. 


       


     Troy closed the door gently and leaned back against it, wisely choosing to keep his distance from Jesse for now. He quirked a brow and tried again. “Got that grade report you requested, I take it?” 


       


     A thousand possible responses flew through Jesse’s head on the backs of those angry thought wasps. Go fuck yourself. What clued you in? No shit, Sherlock. Gee, how did you ever guess? What’s it to you? None of your fucking business. 


       


     What he said was simply, “yep.” 


       


     “Not good, huh?” 


       


     The same flurry of responses went through Jesse’s head and again he answered, “yep.” 


       


     “Ok,” Troy said, taking a deep breath as if he could calm his friend if he stayed calm. He moved to sit on his bed, looking at his roommate. “Like, kicked out of school bad, piss off your folks but you can pull it up bad…?” 


       


     For the first time, Jesse looked at Troy and actually saw him. His eyes and his mind focused on the present and accepted reality. His cheeks puffed out as he exhaled a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding in. “Not kicked out, but I may as well be. I can pull it up next half, I know I can. But I’m not gonna be able to do it before the break. No way do I have enough time for all the begging for extra credit I’d have to do. And I still have an F in fucking English!” 


       


     “English? Don’t you have Fuck-buddy Fredericks?” Troy laughed, “just offer to suck his dick to move up a grade or fuck him and get that bright, shiny A!” 


       


     “Yea. If I could just sprout a pair of tits, I’m desperate enough I might do just that.” 


       


      A strange smile came over Troy’s face. “Would you, really?” 


       


     Jesse shrugged. “It’s not really worth discussing. It can’t happen. We can’t really know what we’d do in a situation till we’re in it.” 


       


     “Ok, but, like, humor me here, dude. Dust off your imagination and just try to picture it. You’ve got huge tits and a tight ass and you know every dude pops a boner when they see you. If you were this hot chick, would you be willing to suck dick or fuck for a better grade?” 


       


     Jesse lifted a single brow and smirked, a leering grin like he was already looking at a girl as Troy described. “If I was that hot, I wouldn’t even be in school. I’d be sucking the cock of some rich dude who’d just give me whatever I wanted.” 


       


     Troy leaned over to his desk and pulled out the bottom drawer. It was just as cluttered as the top of their desks with earbuds, USB cords, crumpled papers and other junk. It rustled and tumbled as he pushed his hand through it. Then, there was a different sound, a hollow kind of rattling. “Ah-ha,” Troy said with a kind of finality as he produced a translucent orange bottle with a white cap. Mysterious pills colored almost blood red by the orange container were inside, making the rattling sound as Troy held it out to Jesse and gave it another shake for good measure. 


       


     Jesse made no move to even inspect the bottle out of curiosity. “Bro. You know me. I drink but drugs aren’t my thing. Besides, getting trashed isn’t gonna make this shit better. If I can get my English grade up, maybe then I’ll get shit faced to celebrate.” 


       


     “Dumbass,” Troy laughed and threw the bottle at Jesse, who caught it in his hands and couldn’t resist turning it round and round. There was no label on the bottle, no name of a pharmacy on the cap. “That’s why you need these,” Troy continued. “To fix your little grade situation.” 


       


     “What, I’m supposed to get Fredericks high? I’ll get you the good stuff if you just up my grade? Yea, no. Plus that guy probably already has better connections than any of us can dream.” 


       


     “No wonder you’re failing, you are dense.” Troy teased. 


       


     Jesse glared and was about to give him a few of those choice words he’d thought of earlier, but Troy stood up, holding his hands up to indicate Jesse should stop whatever he was going to do. 


       


     “Those little beauties,” Troy explained, “are the magic key to college success.” 


       


     “Those pills that people take to help them focus and study all night?” Jesse asked, still inspecting the bottle and its contents. 


       


     “Better,” Troy said with a wide grin. “You know all those hot girls who never go to class? Never seem to even be there to take the test, but somehow get straight A’s? These will give you that exact same edge.” 


       


     “Okaaaay,” Jesse said slowly, indicating he didn’t quite trust whatever these things were. 


       


     “Ok, I get you. Ask yourself, why the hell do I have these just sitting in my drawer? I took ‘em. Just once. I needed some money, fast. Needed that ‘hot girl edge’. They worked, man. They worked. I got what I needed, and in twenty-four hours, everything is back to normal. I’m still me, still healthy, no after effects or side effects. Never knew if I’d need to work some hot girl magic again, so I brought ‘em along.” He shrugged and said, “I mean, but no one’s forcing you, right? I’m just offering a quick and easy solution to your troubles.” 


       


     Jesse laughed, “I’m sorry, the what? Hot girl magic? The fuck is that supposed to be?” 


       


     Troy sighed like a teacher exasperated with a student and sat back down on his bed. “I just told you. Listen, remember two weeks ago? At that party? There was that girl-“ 


       


     “Ooooh, yea,” Jesse said, his cock stirring at the memory that came flooding back. “The one who asked me for a ride home. The one who I actually gave a ride to because her tits were practically falling out of that tiny dress she had on. Shit, what man coulda said ‘no’ to tits like those? She really did blow me on the ride, bro. It was awesome. Swallowed, too. Super hot.” 


       


     “I believe you, man. But that’s what I’m talking about. You gave her something she wanted ‘cause she was hot. And I bet even if she didn’t repay the favor you’d still be talking about her just ‘cause she was hot. Saying how you hoped you’d see her again and then you’d get something nice from her or whatever. That’s hot girl magic. And it’s all yours with one of those,” he said with a nod at the bottle in Jesse’s hand. 


       


     “Alright,” Jesse said confidently, “I just, what, pop two and wait till I feel amazing?” he asked, finally able to relax as his stress dissipated into curiosity and relief. Everything was going to be ok. Everything was going to work out. His life was back on track. 


       


     “Just one, actually,” Troy instructed. “Just one, with a glass of water. Then you kick back, relax and wait.” 


       


     “How do I know when I can go see Fredericks? He’s got office hours tonight from 5 till only 7 or so and I don’t wanna miss my chance to fix my grade.” 


       


     Troy pulled his phone out of his pants pocket and checked the time. “It’s only about 2. Plenty of time. Look,” he said, stuffing his phone back in his pocket and reaching for his messenger bag, “I got classes all afternoon. You just take one now and you’ll be rip-roaring ready by 5. Fredericks won’t know what hit him. He doesn’t exactly make it a secret that he likes the ladies and is willing to … help them out, you know? You’re just gonna feed right into that.” 


       


     “But I’m not a chick, dude! And you didn’t tell me how I’ll know!” 


       


     Troy just hefted his bag over his shoulder and smirked at his friend. “You’ll know. And it’ll be fine. Trust me,” he said with a wink before leaving their small shared room. 


       


     Jesse stared at the bottle before popping the cap off. He knocked one of the pills out into his palm and replaced the cap. Without the orange bottle tinting its color, the pill was actually a vibrant pink. Small and round, if he didn’t know any differently, he’d have assumed it was a plain old over the counter allergy pill. He brought it up to his nose. No strange odor or texture, for that matter. The only strange part was how it was already making him feel. It was probably just in his head, but he swore that just holding it was making his hand and arm begin to tingle. 


       


     Time’s ticking, he thought, and popped it into his mouth. He swallowed it easily without water, but Troy had said to drink a glass with it, so he guzzled down the contents of the water bottle he kept at his bedside. All that was left now was to relax and wait. Easy enough. This whole thing had been easy. Too easy? he wondered, nervousness creeping back into him. 


       


     His foot tapped on the floor as he turned the bottle of pills around in his hand again, fidgeting with it. The sound of the pills began to irritate him and he got up and pulled the bottom drawer of Troy’s desk open, angrily tossing the pills back inside. This better not be a joke. I swear, if he comes back, laughing at me taking his allergy pill, believing it was some magic potion to change my life… 


       


     He kicked his sneakers off and lay back on his bed, closing his eyes. If he was supposed to relax, that line of thinking wasn’t going to help. He tried to clear his mind, but couldn’t. He kept thinking about that girl from the party. She had had the softest lips. They’d felt incredible wrapped around his dick. He wished he’d gotten her number. Maybe he could have called her and offered her another kind of ride. That would have been slick to say. Of course I think of it a week later. 


       


     Thinking about her may have relaxed his body but it had made other parts of him quite alert. He had the room to himself for a few hours. Why not? Jesse unbuttoned his jeans, and pushed them along with his underwear down enough to free his cock. He took it into his hand and begin to leisurely stroke himself, not wanting to rush things. He let his mind wander, thinking of how sexy the girl had looked with his cock in her mouth. He’d pulled her hair away from her face and held it back for her while she worked her own magic on him. 


       


     Hot girl magic. What would it be like to be that sexy, that irresistibly attractive? He chuckled to himself. I’d definitely be the shameless type. And I’d know what guys wanted and liked, so I wouldn’t play stupid games. Just be up front. Play with my tits for help on this homework. Blow job for a ride home. A fuck for a better grade. 


       


     His hand was moving slower and slower on his cock as he pondered what else he’d do if he was suddenly a hot girl. The sky was the limit. Somehow he didn’t even realize when he’d stopped rubbing himself, his arms lying limp on the bed.  


       


     Jesse reasoned that if his hair was a dark, dirty blonde as a guy, as a girl it would be a brighter shade. Bouncy and fashionably styled with those big, loose waves. He wasn’t into spending a lot of time getting ready, but he’d still put on light make up. Just to show he put in some time to look even better for whoever he’d be fucking that day. And, of course, because sex-smeared makeup could be very sexy, like that girl’s had been. 


       


     His cock was painfully hard, throbbing. He was imagining having a huge pair of breasts. The kind that were so big, other girls were jealous. So big, they turned every shirt into a crop top as the garment was forced to rise up around them. So big, everyone would want to squeeze them and play with them. Maybe he’d even pierce his nipples and wear jewelry with little charms on them. 


       


     Would that make his nipples more sensitive? Kind of like how they were feeling now. His chest was hot- burning hot. In fact, his whole body felt like he’d lain out in the sun too long. Uncomfortably warm, his skin was tight and a bit itchy. He squirmed on the bed but that was the extent that he could move himself. All he could do was lie back, relax, and feel something happening inside and outside. He could actually feel his nipples becoming rock hard. He’d never had such sensitivity in his chest before! It felt really good, he wanted to touch them but he just couldn’t get his arms to move. That was fine, just thinking about it was good enough for now. He forced himself to move on from the tits. 


       


     His ass would be high and firm and perfectly round like those girls in the yoga pants at the student gym. He’d never wear panties, of course. It was so fucking hot when yoga pants girls would bend over and he could make out a perfect outline of their pussies. Teases. He wouldn’t be a tease. He’d fuck every cock in sight because if fucking was good as a guy, it was probably even better for a girl. Could come and come and come and not worry about going soft. Just getting wetter and wetter. Like how wet he felt down there now. How much pre-come was leaking that he felt so sopping wet? 


       


     The throbbing in his cock had become a deep, regular thrumming inside of him. It was as if there was a fire burning inside of lower lower belly that was making that space between his legs feeling empty and desperately wanting. It was a different sensation than his normal hard-ons. This was something inside. Hot and slick. Instead of wanting to get something rubbed out, he wanted something pushed in. 


       


     Without thinking, his hand lifted and flopped against the top of his desk. A few stacks of papers were sent to the floor, but Jesse didn’t even open his eyes. He found the cylindrical handle to his hair brush and grabbed it. His new body realized when it needed before his brain could even begin to catch up. He lifted his plump, round ass from the bed and kicked his slender, smooth legs until the now-oversized jeans were down around his knees. With his legs now parted further, he bit one pillowy soft lip between his teeth and sunk the handle of the brush into his brand-new overly horny pussy. 


       


     Jesse’s curvaceous body shuddered. Her pussy clenched joyfully on the hard length now being pushed in and out. The flesh was so tender, so sensitive with newness that her toes were already clenching against the bed, her breathing becoming soft panting. Her other hand flew to her chest and pushed her t-shirt up and over her large breasts. The stiff, dark pink nipples were pointed up at the ceiling and Jesse’s fingers alternated pinching and pulling on them, left, right and back to left. She squeezed the hot, doughy flesh against her tiny palm as she sped up the makeshift dildo in her pussy. 


       


     Jesse was imagining it. The beautiful, busty blonde with the lips made for sucking dick on her back. Long, lovely legs spread wide as a thick, hard cock was driving in and out of her tight, hairless pussy. She was such a perfect little sex doll, the exact kind of woman guys like him always dreamed of getting to bang at one of the many weekend parties. Only he wasn’t the lucky guy fucking her. He … he was the blonde slut. It was him on his back, moaning and squealing and begging the lucky guy to fuck her harder and deeper. To fill her up with cum. 


       


     Sparks flew behind Jesse’s closed eyelids. Her back arched, lifting her ass from the bed and shoving herself down hard on her hairbrush handle dildo. Her belly tightened and her pussy squeezed. She felt her honey surging, almost squirting out of her quivering hole as the heavy waves of her first orgasm with a pussy washed over her.  


       


     It wasn’t enough. More! More! She didn’t have to wait to see if she could get hard again. Her hands kept going, pumping the faux cock harder and deeper, making her yelp with ecstasy from every inward shove. She was squeezing each tit harder and harder, fucking herself faster and deeper until another climax exploded through her. This one hit her so hard her moan was choked in her throat as she thrashed on the bed, wishing there really was some big, strong man pinning her down, grunting on top of her until she felt his load spurting into her. 


       


     Jesse lay still on the bed breathing heavily, the hairbrush soaked in her sweet pussy juice, still trapped inside her squeezing tunnel. Her breasts jiggled slightly on her chest with every heavy breath. She wondered if she’d wrecked her hair and makeup. 


       


     Wait. What. 


       


     Jesse tried to sit up and felt a hard pinching inside her lower body. She carefully pulled the hairbrush handle out of her pussy and stared at it as if it were an alien artifact. It was covered in a clear, tangy scented fluid. She brought it to her lips, and sucked on it lightly. It tasted nice. She tasted nice. Her own pussy juice. Her own pussy. 


       


     She dropped the brush to the bed and looked down her body. She couldn’t see past the mountainous tits. She didn’t have to. Jesse was suddenly completely aware and oddly accepting of what had happened. It should have been impossible, but he was the proof- no- she was the proof. A pussy in place of the cock he’d always had. Big, beautiful tits. She reached up and ran her fingers through her hair, holding a strand out in front of her face. Luxuriously soft, blonde, beachy waves, just as she’d imagined she would have. 


       


     Jesse slowly exhaled through lips that she knew would be just as perfectly plump as he’d seen in his fantasy. Lips made to serve dick.  


       


     Serve dick. 


       


     Mr. Fredericks. Her grade. 


       


     Hot girl magic. 


       


     “Ok,” a high, melodious female voice said as Jesse spoke out loud. It was a startling sound only because she knew it had come from her.  


       


     When Jesse spoke again, it was with the trepidation of putting a foot on an ice covered lake, testing if it was safe to pass. “I guess this is it. They worked. I’m… I’m a hot girl.” She looked down over her new body again, this time using her hands to stroke over her curves. Soft, small shoulders beneath a graceful neck, the shimmering blonde waves tumbling over them. A little squeeze to her irresistible breasts and then over her flat stomach. Her hands went to her sides and traced the curves of her tiny waist and flared hips again and again.  


       


     The more she touched herself, the hornier she became. It was as if the previous climaxes had not even been able to touch the desire inside of her. The throbbing, needy heat radiated through her from its center inside her pussy. She wanted to fuck. She needed to fuck. With this body, it just made sense. The best part, Jesse realized, was that as a girl, it would be as simple as smiling and asking for it. Both a nice, hard fucking and a nice, high grade. 


       


     Jesse rose from the bed, the jeans and underwear immediately falling to the floor around her little feet. She frowned down at them and stepped out of the legs. She pulled the t-shirt down only to have it barely reach her waist due to her breasts. “I can’t go out naked,” she fretted. “I don’t think I can just start going door to door asking for clothes, either.”  


       


     Her face brightened as she remembered it. The sweater! Before heading off to college, well meaning relatives had gifted Jesse a red sweater - one for someone three times her size. She’d politely thanked them, brought it along, and promptly banished it to the floor of the closet. She threw the closet door open and knelt down, digging past the rest of the odds and ends inside. Finally, she crawled back out with the sweater in hand. It was wrinkled and smelled a bit musty, but it should fit. 


       


     The t-shirt was thrown off and the sweater went on. It fit Jesse like a trendy, baggy sweater-dress. It fell to her upper thigh, like a very small mini dress while one sleeve sagged down and exposed her shoulder. She smiled and knew she looked cute, if not totally hot. The only catch was her old sneakers would have to do, even if they were a bit too big. She shrugged and decided anyone who’d look at the rest of her and be put off by her shoes wasn’t worth fucking anyway and off she went to Professor Frederick’s office. 


       


     The number of heads that turned to stare at her only made Jesse feel sexier, even more excited to do what she had planned. If getting to the teacher’s office wasn’t so important, she would have loved to have stopped and flirted with every single one of them. Not to get anything, but just to make them smile. Being a girl was incredible! Everyone was smiling at her, waving, winking, one man even whistled! Someone else held the door open for her when she arrived at the English department’s office building. He looked like he was trying to taste the air around her as she flounced past him. 


       


     Inside the building, the lighting in the quiet hallways was dim. Overhead fluorescent bulbs made little tinking and buzzing sounds as they flickered. It smelled of wood polish and dust burning in the ancient heating ducts along with a bit of the musty smell that seemed to always permeate the air around lots of books and papers that sat untouched on shelves for years. This was the first time Jesse felt a fearful excitement. 


       


     Anyone could just open one of these doors and grab me, she thought as she walked slowly past the wooden doors with the tiny frosted windows on both sides of the hall. She was slowly reading the little name plaques on each door below the window, searching for her teacher. She could see lights on in a few, hear the creak of a desk chair or the rustling of papers, but the offices seemed mostly empty.  


       


     As she wandered, her worries bloomed into a fantasy that she’d never had when she was a man. Someone could just grab me. Pull me inside and lock the door. Tell me I had no choice but to get on my knees and suck him off. She couldn’t stop the little moan that rose in her throat and escaped past her lips. Her pussy clenched as it had around the dildo-brush and was disappointed to find there was nothing thick and hard inside of her this time. It only made the searing need boiling inside her worse. Did she want to be forced? Did she want to play that kind of game? 


       


     Jesse was still deciding when she stopped in front of the door for Chase Fredericks and knocked. 


       


     “Come on in,” called the familiar voice, deep and smooth. 


       


     He didn’t look up when she entered, closing the door behind her. Her teacher was seated behind his desk, which was oddly clear, leafing through papers in a huge three-ring binder. The shelves that ran wall to wall on either side of his desk, however, were all crammed with books and papers and were exactly what Jesse had expected. The window behind his desk was covered by a yellowed, sagging set of blinds. The scene made her giggle. 


       


     That made Chase look up, and immediately close the binder with a thud. He pushed it onto the closest shelf to his right, a stack of papers threatening to scatter to the floor as it was forced to make room. “How can I help you?” he asked, flashing her the kind of smile she’d hated as a man but now… now it made her pussy gush like rapids. 


       


     Jesse opened her mouth but was immediately cut off as Chase motioned with one hand toward the two chairs on the other side of his desk and said, “please, take a seat. Are you one of my students? I don’t think I’ve seen you before and I think I would have taken special notice of such a … spectacular young lady.” 


       


     Jesse smiled and approached the nearest chair, acting as if she was going to sit in it, but detouring at the last second and walking around to the side of the desk her teacher was on. He watched her as if he’d been hypnotized by the swaying of her hips. She took a seat on the edge of his desk, making no motion to cross her legs. It greatly pleased her how the older man struggled to keep his eyes on her face, watching as his focused jumped between her face, breasts, and the barely visible, hot place between her legs. 


       


     “Yes, I’m one of your students,” Jesse said, tossing her hair over one shoulder with a little flick of her head. “I’m having some trouble with my grade. I was hoping… maybe I could do some extra credit for you before grades as set for the semester.” 


       


     At this, chase sat up and cleared his throat. Jesse couldn’t tell if he was amused or annoyed. Had other girls tried this before and not “made good” on their offers? Maybe she’d read him all wrong, the rumors were just rumors and she was about to get laughed out of his office. 


       


     “I don’t have any extra credit projects available for my classes as I don’t typically offer it, Miss…?” 


       


     “Jesse. Jesse Hart.” 


       


     “Miss Hart. I suppose I could make an exception in the case that the student had a particularly interesting extra credit project proposal. One that would provide a valuable contribution to both student and teacher’s academic experiences,” he said, now openly leering at her. 


       


     Nothing to worry about. Hot girl magic. Jesse slid down off the desk like she’d been sitting pool side and had just decided to enter the soothing waters. She let herself sink to her knees in front of her teacher and set to work unfastening his belt, followed by his pants. She never took her eyes off of his face, maintaining what she hoped was a sweetly innocent smile. When she’d had a cock, it always got hardest when the girl he least expected to put out wanted to a dirty fuck. 


       


     The professor’s cock was a raging hard-on by the time she reached into his trousers. Her slender fingers wrapped around the solid, hot pole and wrestled it free. “Oooh,” she purred as she began to pump his length. It was thicker than her cock had been, but not as long. Either way, it was bigger than every way than the hair brush and that had felt wonderful. She couldn’t fucking wait to get this inside her. Her hand squeezed and pumped harder as her lust grew. 


       


     “What do you think of this for the subject matter, Mr. Fredericks?” Jesse asked her teacher and opened her mouth wide. She stuck her tongue out slightly as she clumsily sucked his cock into her mouth.  


       


     “Mmm,” Chase said, closing his eyes and relaxing back in his chair as Jesse’s tongue curled around the helmet. “I think it’s an excellent choice,” he said. “And please, I think you can call me Chase.” 


       


     That old part of her was cheering her on, reminding her how good a blow job felt. Jesse was taking her time tasting her first cock. She sucked on it curiously, rubbing her tongue all round it, lapping against the slit in the head. Her hands pumped up and down just as slowly, feeling the heat, the soft skin around the solid, fleshy rod. Her fingertips traced along the zigzagging veins that stood out against the rigid length. It was fascinating for her. She’d had her own for years and never really explored it, felt it, appreciated it like she did now. Sucking and jerking off this man’s cock was making her hornier than if she’d been doing it to herself when she’d had one. 


       


     It made her want to take him deeper. She took one hand off his cock, resting it on his thigh and began to bob her head up and down on his cock. Chase groaned softly and put a hand on the back of her head, lightly pushing down. That he was enjoying her lips around his cock sent a thrilling spike of electricity through her. Jesse was a good cock sucker. She bobbed her head faster, her lips becoming plump and wet as they worked on the solid pole. Her saliva was coating his erection now, making it easier and easier for her to fucking him with her eager mouth. 


       


     It felt so incredibly good to know she was making him feel good. That she had made his cock so big and hard. She was so sexy her body called out to him and told him to get ready for her. It had happened to all those other men, too, but they hadn’t been the lucky chosen ones. Not today, at least. Maybe tomorrow she could fuck a few random men who were nice to her and did things for her or gave her things. Yea. Tomorrow, she’d see how many men she could suck off or fuck and then the next day, try to top that number. 


       


     Tomorrow? The day after? Was she really enjoying sucking a cock so much that she was considering staying like this longer? Was it possible? Could she just keep taking a pill a day and stay as a hot, horny slut as long as she wanted? Why not? Why not stay like this if she enjoyed it so much?  


       


     A tangy, musky drop of pre-cum melted over her tongue. She swallowed and pushed her lips down further on the delicious cock. She’d managed to work her mouth down far enough that she had to take her other hand off of him to allow her more room. She grabbed onto his thighs as she felt his cock poking down her throat. Tears welled in the corners of her eyes as she fought against her gag reflex. Her throat squeezed around the cock and her pussy grew outrageously jealous. As if worrying it had been forgotten, Jesse felt a rush of her thick honey begin to form lazy rivers down her inner thighs.  


       


     Her hair made golden puddles in Chase’s lap as she kept face-fucking him. She was getting the rhythm now. Swallow when he went down, breath when he was out, suck and swallow and get him down. It was easier, but her cheeks were stained by those tears of exertion. She hoped it wasn’t ruining her makeup too much. She wanted to always look hot, especially for the man who was letting her enjoy his cock. 


       


     Her pussy was growing desperate now, screaming for attention as it throbbed in painful need. Jesse lowered her hands between her legs, pushing the sweater up around her hips and letting her fingers dive between her folds. She swallowed another heavy dollop of pre-cum, the taste making her body tingle all over. Her fingers played against her wet petals but she wouldn’t let herself put them inside. Not yet. She didn’t want to come too fast. 


       


     The wet drops made her fingers slick and helped them to glide around her lower lips. When she accidentally brushed against her clit, her entire body jumped and she gulped Chase’s cock down. He groaned and his hand clenched in her hair as he said, “ohh, fuck, good girl. Can’t believe you got it all the way down.” Jesse had managed to deep throat his cock like a pro. She was choking herself every time she pushed her head down and loving it. She loved gagging on such a big cock. It was an affirmation of her femininity. Look at what I can do, I make this cock get so big and hard and ready to fuck. Could she make him come? That would be even better. 


       


     Her lips wrapped tightly around his cock, stroking over every vein, the gently curve of his dick, her tongue stroking along the underside, lashing against him as he passed through her mouth and plunged into her throat. Her fingers were moving wildly over her folds now, careful to stroke her clit only when she could bare that jolt of bliss. Her hips began to jerk back and forth in the air as she played with herself and sucked her teacher off. Jesse was moving her hips as if she was fucking an invisible dick behind her and it only made her suck harder- until that hand in her hair pulled her off of him. 


       


     She frowned up at Chase. She wasn’t done sucking him off yet! She hadn’t made him come yet! 


       


     He smiled that smile that made her knees go weak and a wavering moan whispered from her lips. “I need to fuck you,” Chase said in a way that removed the possibility of anything else happening. He needed to fuck her. She needed him to. It all worked out. 


       


     “On the desk,” he said as he moved Jesse’s tiny body. Chase lifted her up effortlessly, sitting her on the edge of the desk.  


       


     It was an entirely new experience being handled like that. Jesse felt like a doll. She wasn’t strong enough to have resisted even if she wanted. She was at his mercy, and that turned her on.  


       


     The sweater came off over her head and she dropped it to the floor. She easily kicked the too-large sneakers to the floor as well and put her heels on the edge of the desk, her knees bent. Jesse reclined, leaning back on one elbow while she reached between her legs and spread herself with her fingers. 


       


     “C’mon, fuck me” she half begged, half demanded. 


       


     “You’re an eager little slut, aren’t you?” Chase said with a wide smile as he stepped up between her legs. He’d pushed his trousers down and was naked from the waist down. His cock looked even bigger without his clothing obscuring it and Jesse realized there had been another two or three inches hidden away. As he moved closer, her hand switched from her pussy to his cock, helping to guide him to her tight hole. 


       


     “Ready, slut?” he asked her with a wicked grin. “I don’t have a condom so it’ll have to be raw dog but I’m sure a college bimbo like you doesn’t mind.” 


       


     “I don’t care one bit. I just need your cock. Fuck. Me.” Jesse said, biting her lower lip. Talking like that, like how she’d always dreamed a woman would talk back when she had a cock, made an excited tingle quiver up her spine. “What’re you waiting for. I need that big hard cock buried inside me! Fuck me!” 


       


     Chase grabbed onto Jesse’s hips and yanked her forward, making her tumble back to lay flat on the desk while her ass dangled in the air. At the same time, Chase shoved his hips toward her and impaled her on his dick. Jesse’s eyes went wide and her mouth fell open in a silent scream as her short-lived virginity was shredded. There was a searing, pinching sensation and then an uncomfortable, burning stretching. Jesse whined, her hips writhing and only helping his cock open her up wider. Chase’s cock lodged in a place so deep inside of her, she thought he might have speared into her stomach. 


       


     Then, he started to fuck her. He moved slowly at first, leaning his upper body back while angling his hips forward so he had the perfect view of her tiny pussy wrapped snugly around his dick. He could see her pink pussy lips greedily sucking at him, trying to keep him inside of her even while her eyes glazed over from the heated bliss building with his thrusts. Her arms splayed out and she wrapped her fingers around the edges of the desk, trying to keep herself somewhat in place while her body was rocked by the increasing pace of his fucking. 


       


     The more he moved, the better she felt. The pain was soothed away and replaced with a tightly coiling ball of heat and ecstasy in her lower belly. It was as if between her hips lay the satisfaction she so desperately sought and every thrust of Chase’s dick was an attempt to get deep enough to reach it. Jesse lay still in Chase’s hands, his fingers digging into her soft hips as he grunted over her. As a girl, all Jesse had to do was lie back and let the pleasure wash over her.  


       


     Her body seemed to know all on its own what to do. Was this some sign she was becoming a girl inside and not just out? She hardly remembered what it was like to have a dick. To do the fucking instead of being fucked. Her hips bucked forward into Chase’s thrusts, her pussy dragging against his hard body. She let out a sharp moan as she accidentally discovered this allowed her to put a wonderful pressure against her clit. She learned quickly how to roll her hips and allow his cock to slide deeper, to grind her pussy down on him and mash her sensitive outer lips and clit against him and send shocks of bliss through her body. 


       


     Chase pushed her back further onto the desk, letting her ass rest on the edge instead of holding her up. He lunged over her, his hands falling onto the desk top on either side of her head. He dropped his head down as sucked her left nipple into his mouth, all without ever breaking his stride. 


       


     “Oh fuck, yes!” Jesse moaned. “Suck my tits! Keep fucking me, Chase! That feel so goooood!” she wailed as she moved her hips faster, trying desperately to keep up with his pace. 


       


     Chase gave her nipple a quick bite, enjoying how she squealed, and then moved to suckle on the other. He lifted one hand to squeeze the breast he wasn’t suckling, pumping her in his hand how his cock pumped in her unprotected pussy. Jesse writhed beneath him, her ass rubbing on the desk, her pussy grinding on his dick. 


       


     “So good, so good, I love your cock!” Jesse said as if she were chanting a prayer. “I love it! I love your cock! I love how you fuck my pussy so good and hard! Harder, harder! Fuck me harder! I love getting fucked by such a big, hard cock!” 


       


     Chase growled and doubled his efforts. She couldn’t hope to keep up now and again just lay back and let him catapult her into ecstasy. Something was changing inside Jesse. She was enjoying this so much, maybe too much. Having that hard cock driving into her over and over, trying to prove to her it was worthy of fucking her, it was so much better. The more that cock pounded into her, the more she just didn’t want to ever go back to how it was. His mouth on her nipples felt so good and warm and wet. The way he squeezed her tits, played with her entire body while making her pussy quiver and clenched, it was everything she never knew she’d been missing. 


       


     Chase lifted his head and looked into Jesse’s eyes. He was panting and grunting over her, Jesse recognized the sounds. They were the sounds of a man pushing himself to the edge and holding back. When Chase finally was able to speak, his voice was deep and gravely, so much different from the voice he had in class. “I’m gonna come, slut,” he said roughly as he shoved his cock hard into her. “You want me to come inside you.”  


       


     It wasn’t a question. It wasn’t a choice. It was an inevitability. It was an incredible rush of taboo ecstasy for Jesse and she almost lost herself to her orgasm right then. 


       


     Choking the pleasure back, Jesse frantically nodded her head and said, “yes, yes, yes! Come in me! Come inside me! I need to have your come inside me! Fuck my pussy and fill me with come!” 


       


     There was no holding it back. The admission was a dam breaking and releasing the flood waters of her passion. Jesse’s nails raked against the desk as she threw her legs around Chase’s waist. Her muscles tensed and drew him deeper, her pussy spasming around his cock as it held him in a strangle hold, her legs keeping him tight against her. She knew he could pull out if he really wanted. She knew he was strong enough to easily slip away, to jerk himself off on her stomach or face. But she was a hot girl and no man in his right mind would pass up what she was begging for. 


       


     Chase growled over her, his teeth clenched as his body suddenly stilled. Jesse could only moan as her orgasm ripped through her, his cock swelling and pushing at her clenching walls, opening her up and clearing the way for his load. She was so tight on him, she could feel it. A hot lump traveling along his dick that ended in a boiling, creamy eruption inside of her. Jesse saw stars, that coiled bundle of ecstasy in her belly ripped wild and free as her climax propelled her even higher into rapture. Every twitch of Chase’s cock was another burst of come and pleasure until her whole body was weak and relaxed, her legs tumbling to hang at his sides, her hands dangling off the edges, her eyes closed. She could feel her breasts jiggling slightly with every heavy breath. 


       


     Chase stayed on top of her, kissing her and playing with her breasts for several minutes longer. He was moaning quietly as he enjoyed her body, still pumping weakly into her. She could still feel hot spurts of come occasionally empty into her, and it made her smile. 


       


     Jesse’s mind slowly began to work again and, between kisses, remembered to ask, “was that a good enough project for an A?” 


       


     Chase smirked and said, “Well, I’m not quite sure. I think so, but lets meet again tomorrow night to discuss it further.” 


       


     “Sure,” she answered with a little wiggle of her hips. 


       


     Jesse didn’t know how to break it to Troy that she was going to need more of those pills. Like, a life time supply. Maybe she could persuade him with some of that hot girl magic.


    


  




  

    


    


     Thank you so much for reading! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I loved writing it for you! 


       


     I can’t wait to hear what you think by leaving a review; your opinion will influence others - and me! Let me know what you enjoyed so I can write more for you! 


       


     You can follow me on Twitter @ViktoriaSkye to stay up to date on new releases. 


       


     Bimbos, Hucows, Brats, Cuckolds, Hotwives, Gender Swaps, and creatures of the night- there’s so much more than what I can list! 


       


     Click here to check out my full library available on Kindle! 


       


       


     A small taste of what I have to offer you: 


       


     Gender Swap 


       


       


     Bro to Babe 


       


     Bro to Babe: Gender Swap Camping Trip 


       


     Bro to Babe: Backstage With the Band 


       


     Becoming a Babe on New Year’s Eve: Fertile Gender Swap 


       


     Swapped in Space : Gender Swapped by Aliens 


       


     Swapped by a Prank: Gender Swap MFM 


       


     Valentine’s Day Surprise: A Gender Swap Experience 


       


     Swapped on St. Patrick’s Day 


       


     Tricked into a Treat 


       


     Bimbo/Bimbofication 


       


       


     Turned into a Bimbo Princess 


       


     From Secret Agent to Bimbo 


       


     From Brilliant to Bimbo 


       


     The Bimbo Hypno Game 


       


     Lana Kruft and the Fountain of Bimbo 


       


     Plastic Magic: A Bimbo Transformation 


       


     Candi for Christmas: A Holiday Bimbo Transformation 


       


     Bimbo in a Flash 


       


     From Starlet to Bimbo 


       


     Boardroom Bimbo 


       


     Bimbo Technical Institute 


       


     Bimbo Spice Latte 


       


     The Bimbo Lights 


       


     Bedknobs and Bimbos 


       


     Bimbo Wife, Happy Life 


       


     Pink Apron: A Domestic Bimbofication 


       


     Bimbo Dreams 


       


     Simplifying Sandy 


       


     The Bimbo Bet 


       


     The Bimbo App 


       


     Bath Bomb Bimbo 


       


     Bimbo Studies 


       


     The Bimbo Resolution 


       


     Bimbo Getaway 


       


     Bimbo Getaway: Pool Party 


       


     Bimbo State of Mind 


       


     Becoming the Boss’s Bimbo 


       


     Bimbo Spray Tan 


       


     Bimbos and Bosses: A Four Book Bundle of Bimbofication 


       


     Collects the full versions of: 


       


     Becoming a Bimbo Boss, Bimbo Booth Babe, Bimbo Maid Service, and Bimbofied for the Boss 


       


       


     Bubbly Bimbo Bundle 


       


     Collects the full versions of: 


       


     Bimbo Training Class, Bimbo Milkshake Makeover, Plastic Magic: A Bimbo Transformation, and Total Sensory Bimbo Response 


       


     Tales of Otherworldly Beings 


       


     Taken by the Elf Prince 


       


     Swept into the Stars : Alien Abduction Impregnation 


       


     In the Yeti’s Cave: Huge Size Monster Menage Erotica 


       


     Beachside Futanari Transformation 


       


     Call of the Alpha: Fertile Shifter Werewolf Erotica 


       


     The Dragon’s Desire 


       


     Becoming the Dragon’s Treasure 


       


     The Alpha’s Harvest 


       


     A Walk with a Werewolf 


       


     Bunny the Werewolf Hunter 


       


     Aboard the Alien’s Vessel 


       


     The Bayou Alpha 


       


     Unleashing Her Wolf 


       


     Beginning the Alpha’s Pack 


       


     Touched by a Spirit 


       


     The Dragon’s Passion 


       


     The Werewolf in Her Woods 


       


     Chosen by the Alien 


       


     Claimed by the Alpha 


       


     The Neighborhood Werewolf 


       


     Touched by the Other Side 


       


     A Dark and Steamy Night: A Paranormal Erotica Collection 


     Contains the full versions of: 


     In the Demon’s Arms 


     Seduced by a Spirit 


     Inviting the Incubus Inside 


     Bumped in the Night 


     Bigfoot Stole My Girlfriend : A Paranormal Cuckolding 


       


       


     Lactation/Hucow 


       


     Hucow for the Summer 


       


     Hucow Snow Day 


       


     Hucow Cream for the Farm 


       


     A Creamy Opportunity: Becoming a Hucow 


       


     Hucow for the Holidays 


       


     Hucow Enhancement 


       


     A Hucow for the Billionaire 


       


     Becoming the Billionaire’s Hucow 


       


     The Royal Hucow 


       


     Her Hucow Secret 


       


     Blue Ribbon Hucow 


       


     Embracing the Hucow 


       


     Prize Hucow 


       


     Hucow Academy 


       


     The Hucow Barn 
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