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I glanced down at my watch and sighed. Class was almost over, but I hadn’t even made my announcement about the fundraiser event. Most of my students were less than enthused about helping out beyond what it meant to keep their grades high.

The only student I even thought would volunteer was the only student I wished wouldn’t. As wonderful as he was in class, Nick really needed to stop making himself such an easy target for the other students. College was supposed to be a place that one could explore themselves.

Nick was certainly doing that. I glanced up at him and smiled weakly. His legs were crossed, the women’s skinny jeans he had on clung to his petite legs. The dark pink women’s t-shirt he had on showed the world just how feminine he really was. Nick’s arms didn’t seem to understand the concept of muscle, nor did his face have any sign of stubble.

If our college wasn’t in a small town, I’m sure that no one would have been able to tell that Nick wasn’t a woman. Well, until he spoke or offered someone his name. Even his voice was feminine, yet there was still a tinge of masculinity in there occasionally. Only when he was afraid, typically.

His blue eyes met with mine and he smiled weakly. I smiled back and tapped my knuckles against my desk a few times to get everyone’s attention.

Once the quiet whispering died away, I called out, “With it being Friday, I know you’re all dying to leave class, but I’ve got one last thing to say before I let you leave.”

I paced around to the front of my desk and leaned against it, “With the holidays coming around, the annual food drive has received a massive amount of donations from the generous people of our town. But that’s the good news. The bad news is that we still have to distribute it all.”

A warm smile crossed my lips before I continued, “I’m not going to offer anyone any extra credit or bribe you with skipping a class. We could use a pair of extra hands tomorrow at nine in the morning at the town square. Is anyone interested in coming? I’m not going to offer any kind of school-related rewards, but I will bribe you with lunch.”

Nick’s hand shot up immediately, but I waited a few moments. No one else in the classroom moved a muscle. As sweet as he was, he didn’t seem to care how easily he opened himself up to his peers mocking him even more.

“Thank you, Nick. Please stay behind so we can work out the details. The rest of you are free to go,” I called out.

One of my more athletic students, Weston, called out, “Careful, Nicki, you get your nose any deeper in Ms. Harper’s ass and you’re going to get stuck.”

I rolled my eyes, “Weston, wasn’t it you that brought in a plagiarized essay and claimed it was your best work so far?”

He grumbled and started out of the room. I continued, “And you didn’t even bother to read it and change the original writer’s name at the top of the paper.”

Weston’s eyes cut to me and he seemed as if he might have something else to say, but he continued out of the classroom with the rest of my students.

Nick slowly walked towards my desk and waited with his arms crossed over his belly. I smiled warmly at him as the last of the students closed the door behind them, “Thanks for volunteering, Nick. I was hoping someone else would offer, but I figured if anyone would be willing to help, it was going to be you.”

He cocked his head and his long brown hair fell to one side, “Why did you want someone else?”

“I didn’t mean it in a bad way, but I can see how that must have sounded. People give you a hard time, Nick. I was hoping to spare you from how people treat you for being so helpful,” I said.

This wasn’t a new event. Nick volunteered to help me with anything and everything I needed. From helping grade papers to setting up concession stands, he was always there to lend a hand.

He smiled and nodded, “I can handle their words. They’re just insecure, that’s all.”

I put my hand on his shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze, “I couldn’t agree more, but they might lash out at some point. You’re a bit of a target for them, Nick. I’ll do what I can to make sure I help you but try not to push them. Violence is a lot of bullies first reactions.”

He shrugged, “The dean will take care of that I suppose. I’d rather avoid having my face messed up though, especially when it takes me forever to get my eyeliner just right.”

A chuckle escaped me as I looked at his winged eyeliner. He wasn’t wrong about it being perfect. Then again, Nick’s makeup was better than mine…

“Well, thank you again, Nick. Do you have a car that can get you to the square tomorrow? And are you fine with pizza for lunch?” I asked.

He nodded, “Yes to both. Is there any kind of dress code?”

“As far as I’m aware, no. But do keep in mind that children are going to be around, so if you choose to wear something eccentric, expect questions.”

“Of course, but I think skinny jeans and a t-shirt would be normal for me,” Nick said.

I nodded, “Should be fine. Anyway, if you don’t have any questions, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He shook his head and turned towards the door. As he walked away, I couldn’t help but take a look at his cute ass. With each step, his hips swayed and I couldn’t deny my cock’s arousal when I saw the faint outline of his panties. I didn’t care if it was wrong for a professor to want to have sex with her student, if Nick ever gave me the chance, I’d have him wrapped around my shaft in a second.

The following morning, I dressed casually in a pair of jeans and a plain black t-shirt. After dressing in business casual all week, it was nice to wear something that reminded me that I wasn’t just a mindless drone repeating things out of a textbook. I graduated from the same college I taught at just six years ago. Strange to think that a few years ago, I’d have never volunteered for such an event if my professor offered it to me.

I parked my car on the square and headed over to the tables that were being set up. Nick arrived not long after I was ready and he wandered over to my table. His tan skinny jeans clung to his legs and I couldn’t help but want to lay him on this table and spread those thighs. It had been over a year since I’d last had a partner, but that wasn’t because I wasn’t looking. My type was just hard to find.

Nick got behind the table with me and I explained to him what we would need to do for the food drive. Before long, our work got started and he seemed to find excuses to bend forward and show off his tight ass. He was wearing a pair of bikini cut panties.

I could only imagine that he didn’t know how obvious they were on him. If he did know, then he must have known that people would see. If he wanted them to see, I could only hope that he was interested in people commenting on them. If not, I was about to be in hot water.

After nearly three hours of work, we were finally through with the food drive. Boxes had been packed and were prepared to send out to families in need. Nick let out a deep sigh and whined, “My arms are killing me.”

“That’s because you didn’t let me carry the boxes to the vans,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders, “Aren’t men supposed to do that kind of thing?”

A smile crested my lips and I nodded towards my car, “Maybe, but are men known for wearing panties and skinny jeans?”

His cheeks turned a light shade of pink and he mumbled, “Is it that obvious?”

“It didn’t take me long to notice,” I said.

“So you were looking at my butt?” he asked.

“Of course, why wouldn’t I? If you’re wearing clothes that highlight your figure, then why wouldn’t I look?”

Nick giggled and started walking towards my car, “I have no figure. I’m a carpenter’s wet dream. Flat as could be on both sides.”

I unlocked my car and spoke softly, “Are carpenters the only people that can appreciate that figure of yours? If so, I might just be out of luck.”

We got in the car and I pulled out of my parking spot as he whispered, “I don’t guess they would be the only people that could. But I don’t think it’s okay for my teacher to talk to her student like this.”

“And who says that?” I asked.

“I don’t know, probably only the people that would fire you if they found out.”

“Fair point, but that would mean someone would find out. As much as you volunteer to help me, Nick, I can’t imagine that you’d tell anyone that I said you had such a nice little ass.”

He went quiet for a few moments. It was hard to look at him for more than a fleeting second as I drove, but I still see that he was enjoying the attention.

“Maybe I volunteer so much so that someone would notice me,” he whispered after what felt like an eternity.

I smiled and turned into the parking lot for the restaurant we would be eating at. “Then you’ve certainly got my attention, Nick. But I do feel like you should know a few things about me before I keep complimenting your ass. As cute as it is, you might be thinking you’re getting into something completely different.”

He shrugged his shoulders, “You know, Ms. Harper, if you’re going to tell me that you have a cock, I’m not going to pretend I’m shocked at all. You don’t tuck. The bulge you try to hide isn’t exactly small and if you know what you’re looking for, I assure you, it’s obvious.”

I looked at him with an eyebrow arched, “So you’re telling me that you already know. Huh, who else knows?”

“No one that I know of. I know for a fact that none of the guys do. Do you know how many times I hear the guys talking about how they want to rail you? It’s honestly disgusting,” he said.

I nodded towards the restaurant, “How about we get something inside us while I think about what to do with you, sweetie. I wouldn’t want to disappoint you, but I’ve got some interests of my own. As rude as Weston can be, he and I can agree on one thing. I’d love to call you Nicki.”

Nick smiled at me and whispered, “Only if you promise not to tell anyone that I love that nickname.”

“Why does that not surprise me, Nicki?”

We got out of my car and headed into the building. I watched Nick as he walked straight to the salad bar. The way he prepared his salad was an art. The simplest of things could be made into beauty if Nick was involved, yet that is exactly why he was picked on.

People saw this artist’s work as nothing more than deviance from normality. He came back to the table and sat down with a smile on his lips, “Aren’t you going to get something to eat, Ms. Harper?”

“We’re not in class. Call me Samantha,” I said. “And yes, I’m going to get something to eat, I was just waiting for you to get back.”

“Why?” he asked.

I chuckled and shook my head as I got up from the table. I went to the buffet bar and grabbed a few slices of pizza and came back. When I offered to buy pizza for someone, I didn’t expect them to be more interested in rabbit food, but I wasn’t upset. There was a reason he had that lithe figure I enjoyed so much.

Once I sat down and started eating, he poked at his salad and called out quietly, “Why were you waiting on me?”

“Persistent, aren’t you?” I asked. “I was enjoying the view. Is that what you want to know?”

He smiled and nodded, “I’ve been called worse things, but I do have to wonder what you were looking at.”

I took a bite of pizza and shrugged my shoulders. “Guess you’ll just have to wonder. I’ve said too much about how I feel already.”

Nick’s eyes locked with mine, “I could just take a few guesses. Samantha, you’ve made it pretty clear that you think I’m cute. I think I’ve made it pretty clear that I want to do whatever makes you happy. Call me a hopeless romantic or call me a faggot like the rest of the people I know.”

“Don’t say that. I don’t care if you consider yourself gay, straight, bi, or something else entirely. I don’t care. But you’re not going to let a slur define you,” I said while staring into his eyes.

“I never said it defined me. I said it is what people call me,” he said. “But that is neither here nor there. What’s going on right now is that you’re interested in me, and I’m interested in you. So where does that leave us?”

His finger circled around the rim of his glass. I put down my pizza and slid the plate to the side. My hand gently clasped onto his wrist and I pulled his hand toward me and held it between mine.

“It leaves us in a rather peculiar position. Either we pretend that nothing is going on between us or we confront it head-on. But if I’m being honest, Nicki, I’d rather do the latter at my house instead of at a buffet,” I said and released his hand.

Nick’s cheeks flushed with color and he lowered his eyes to his salad bowl, “Then we should eat, Samantha. I’d hate for you to waste good money on a date and not even enjoy the food.”

I picked up a slice of pizza and chuckled, “So it’s a date now? I’m fine with that, but you’re going to have to keep it between us for now. Professors aren’t supposed to sleep with their students.”

His eyes met with mine for a moment before he turned his attention back to his salad. I couldn’t tell if I’d upset him or if he was interested in what I said. No matter the outcome, I wasn’t going to take back what I said. As innocent as he pretended to be, I knew what I wanted from him and if anything else developed between us, that was fine. For now, I wasn’t going to deny my lust.

We finished eating and I paid for our buffets on the way out of the restaurant. As soon as we were in the car, I reached across and put my hand on Nick’s lap. My fingers cupped his small bulge and I looked him in the eye as I spoke firmly, “Either you tell me to take you back to your car now or you tell me you want to come home with me. I think you know what’s going to happen if you decide to come over.”

He let out a soft moan and lifted his hips to push against my hand, “T-Take me home, Samantha.”

“That’s a good girl,” I cooed. I pulled my hand away from his cock and started the car. No sooner than I’d got back on the road, Nick reached over and started stroking my growing bulge. I didn’t see a point in stopping him… If anything, it was going to be a little bit of a drive until we got home, “I’m not going to stop you. You’ve got about fifteen minutes, Nicki.”

His fingers worked towards my zipper and he deftly undid my jeans and reached into my panties. As those lithe digits ran up and down my length, I reclined my seat a little to give him easier access to me. Focusing on driving wasn’t too hard, this wasn’t my first time having a little fun in my car.

Before long, I heard a click and glanced over at Nick. He moved the seatbelt out of the way and leaned over, “S-Sorry if it’s not good, you’re my first.”

I didn’t bother saying anything as he pulled my cock out. His tongue licked tentatively up my shaft until he reached my thick crown. He paused and whispered, “It’s bigger than I thought.”

“Nicki, be a good girl and have a little faith in yourself. You know what you want and you know that I’ll give it to you. You’ve earned a little break, haven’t you? Enjoy yourself, don’t make this about me,” I said as I slid a hand through his hair. “You’ve been such a good student, but it’s about time I give you a life lesson, don’t you think?”

“W-What do you mean?” he asked.

I chuckled and guided him slowly onto my shaft. His soft lips surrounded my shaft and he licked and suckled as he slowly started bobbing on my cock. I let out a deep breath and let my hand slide down to his lower back. My fingers danced in slow circles as they drew his shirt up. Once I was touching bare skin, I glanced over and smiled as I saw the black lace trim of his panties.

“What I mean is that you’re so devoted to dressing like a woman that I believe that you want to be treated like one. So, my little Nicki, it’s time to show you some things that come with being a woman. Well, being my kind of woman, that is.”

His soft moans vibrated through my cock and he tried to take me further into his throat. For his first time, he was doing well, but as soon as I heard him choking, I spoke softly, “Stop, baby girl. You’re getting too excited and I’m going to end up running us off the road if you don’t.”

Nick’s cheeks were beet red as he sat up in the car and put his seatbelt back on. As soon as he was buckled up, he wrapped his left hand around my shaft and started stroking once more, “Was it okay?”

“I enjoyed it, Nicki. I’m sure you’ll get plenty more practice if you want it,” I purred.

He giggled and spoke softly as I turned into my driveway, “Your precum is really sweet, Samantha.”

I turned off my car and tapped his wrist to get him to let go of my cock. Without bothering to button my jeans, I hid my cock from the possible prying eyes of my neighbors and stepped out of the car. I hurried to the door and unlocked it and ushered Nick inside.

As soon as I closed and locked my front door, I showed him the way to my bedroom and slid my pants and panties down my legs. There was no need to be slow and taunting with my undressing. My shirt and bra came next, then I stepped out of my shoes and finished getting naked.

Nick’s wide eyes never left me and I chuckled as I walked towards my dresser, “If you’re not naked and bent over my bed by the time I get lubed up, I’m going to spank that cute little ass of yours.”

I heard him fidgeting with his pants button before I even finished my sentence. The bottle of unopened lube in my drawer made me smile. With Nick being so willing, it was bittersweet that I’d managed to get someone back to my house at all. By the time most potential partners found out I had a dick, they were long gone.

Someone with Nick’s openness was hard to find in such a conservative part of the country. A part of me hoped that he wasn’t going to leave after I finished with him, but I got the feeling that he wasn’t that type of person. Even if he did want to leave, at least he’d let me get this close to him.

I coated my cock with the slick substance and turned around to see Nick bent over the bed. His panties were draped around his ankles and I couldn’t help but moan quietly. With his chest pressed against the bed and his cock out of sight, it was impossible to see him as a male.

He looked at me and whispered, “Is it going to hurt?”

“It won’t if I can help it, baby girl. But it’s still anal, your ass is going to stretch a little and if I go slow enough, it shouldn’t hurt too bad. I’ll give you plenty of time to stretch, okay?” I asked.

“C-Can you do me a favor before you put it in me?”

I nodded, “Anything, sweetie.”

He let out a quivering sigh and closed his eyes, “Will you kiss me?”

I smiled and walked to the edge of my bed. Having him bent over would make things so much easier on me, but that was the lazy way. I put my hands on his hips and rolled him onto his back. Nick kicked his panties the rest of the way off and looked up at me, “I feel gross.”

“Why would you say something like that?” I asked as I leaned over the bed. Our lips were inches apart, our cocks gently rubbed together, and our eyes never broke contact.

“T-There is a reason I dress up, S-Samantha,” he whimpered.

I chuckled and pressed my lips to his. Nick’s cock throbbed against mine and he moaned into the kiss. My tongue parted his lips and he opened his mouth for me to explore. Nick was my student, but right now, he was my lover. As sweet and passionate as he was in class, that was nothing compared to how I saw him right now.

Whether lust had a part on this or not, he deserved to be treated like the princess he was. I slid a hand down his side and worked it under his thigh and pulled it upward. He seemed to take the hint and he lifted his legs to angle his hips.

Without breaking the kiss we shared, I guided my cock to his pucker and slowly pressed against him until my crown slipped inside his tight ring. His tongue stopped dancing with mine for just a moment as he accepted my cock. I finally pulled away from his lips and opened my eyes, “Are you okay?”

He exhaled deeply and then nodded, “It stings a little, but it’s already easing up. Just stay like this for a minute please.”

“Of course, Nicki. I’ve been meaning to say thank you, by the way.”

“For what?”

“Helping me as much as you do. I know I tell you thank you every time you offer to stay late and help me with things, but I don’t think you know how much it means to me. You get teased and messed with by the guys at school, I know that for a fact. But you should know that I think it’s really impressive that you’re so willing to subject yourself to that for the sake of helping me,” I said.

He smiled weakly and mumbled, “Would it make you mad if I said I mostly stayed because you are a really attractive woman?”

“Not at all, honestly, that’s pretty kind of you to say. Especially since you knew I had a cock,” I said. How was I supposed to be upset that he thought I was attractive? I wanted to fuck him for the same reason, even if I did have a decent grasp on his personality now.

“Maybe that’s why I kept coming back,” he said. Nick’s lips curled into a smile and I rolled my eyes.

I pushed my cock deeper into his ass and he let out a gasp, “Then I guess you’re just going to have to keep volunteering. Otherwise, how do you expect to get used to being my little sissy slut?”

He nodded his head, “T-That sounds like something I can do.”

Nick’s moans got louder as I pushed further into him. His tight ass made my breath hitch in my chest. His warm thighs finally met with my hips and I leaned back in to kiss him again for a brief moment. He wrapped his arms around my neck and held me weakly until I broke the kiss again.

“Are you ready, Nicki?”

“I think so.”

I smiled and pushed away from him with my arms so I could look down at him while I started pumping into him. Each time my cock slammed into him, Nick let out a loud moan that encouraged me to work my hips faster.

There was no way I’d be able to last too long. After a year of not having sex, I made the stupid choice of taking home the most attractive femboy I’d ever seen. I didn’t want to disappoint him, but I could already feel my balls threatening to pump his stomach full of my seed.

Instead of trying to prevent myself from cumming, I stood straight up and pulled his hips closer to the edge of the bed and continued hammering into him. My hand wrapped around his cock and stroked him with practiced motions.

Nick’s hips bucked and writhed under me. His pleasured screams got louder and louder until I felt certain that my neighbors would file a noise complaint. I couldn’t bring myself to care about that.

I felt his tight ass clenching around my cock in spasms and I couldn’t help but let out a weak giggle. Nick’s cock throbbed in my hand and I angled it and used my thumb to coax out his orgasm. Ropes of his own cum shot onto his chest, neck, and face as I continued to slam into him. His new makeup looked too beautiful on him for me to hold back any longer.

A few final pumps into his ass was all I could handle. I let out a groan as I slammed into him one last time and let the ecstasy consume me. My cock throbbed powerfully deep inside him as it unloaded my hot seed into him. Nick’s soft moans continued as I slowly pulled out of him. A rush of warm cum poured out of his ass and he whimpered softly as I collapsed on my bed beside him.

“Fuck, I’m out of practice,” I mumbled.

He turned his head to look at me, “S-Shut up.”

I looked at him with an eyebrow raised. He continued, “I-I’m not going to let you talk like that. That was the best I’ve ever felt in my life. Don’t make it seem like it was n-nothing.”

I shuffled closer to him and licked a rope of his cum off his cheek and swallowed it, “Fine, but you’re going to enjoy when I do finally get back in my stride.”

He shuddered and nodded, “T-Thank you for this, Samantha.”

“Of course, Nicki. You’re so much more than a teacher’s pet to me,” I gave him a peck on the lips. “But I think we should get in the shower. I’d rather not get too much cum on my bed.”

While I was washing his back, I knew that I’d found something much more than just a quick fuck. As risky as it was to fall in love with a student, I could see myself going down that path with my little Nicki.
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