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Office Hours

Chapter 1

The wide shoulder pads fit around Ollie’s neck snugly. Confusion spread through Ollie’s mind as he recalled the intimate experience with Heidi. He stood in the locker room getting ready for football practice in a loose-fitting pair of exercise shorts. Teammates dressed in their gear and chatted around him. Ollie wanted to be present with them, but his plan to blackmail Dr. Hardy and dress as a woman had gotten out of hand. Ollie spent all last night as a woman. Not dressed as a woman, but Heidi had turned him into one and fucked him with her futanari cock.

“Ollie,” Andrew said, punching Ollie’s shoulder pad. “Where are you, man? I need you here.” Andrew wore his pads, but no shirt over them. Chiseled muscles on display everywhere his skin showed. The team’s star quarterback was a handsome man.

“I’m just thinking about my classes. I’m trying to up my grades so I can keep my scholarship,” Ollie bit his tongue before he explained too much. He recalled the grinding sensation of the futanari dick in his pussy and his cock grew erect as he stood facing his friend.

“You still have that hot roommate, right?” Andrew asked. The quarterback rubbed his nose and ignored Ollie’s cock bulging out of his shorts.

“Yeah, Janey is cute, but she’s more of a sister to me,” Ollie said sitting on a nearby bench. He adjusted his shoulder pads and hid the bulge in his pants as best he could. A blush ran across his face as he worried that Andrew would think he was attracted to him.

“When are you going to hook me up with her?” Andrew asked, hitting Ollie on the shoulder pad again.

Ollie bent over to tie his laces and hid the frustration from his face. Andrew begged every day for a date with Janey and he was sick of it. “I’ll ask her, but she’s never dated anyone before now. I think she might be a virgin.”

“Dude, don’t tell me that. It makes me want her even more,” Andrew grinned from ear to ear as he pulled a thin jersey over his uniform. “Come on. Let’s get to practice and you can tell me the plan to get me into her pants.” Andrew pulled Ollie up and dragged him from the locker room. Ollie grabbed his shirt and pulled it over his head running behind Andrew.

As they exited the locker room and entered the long hallway to the football field, Janey stopped Ollie with a friendly wave. She stood leaning against the wall opposite the men’s locker room door. Janey wore cutoff jean shorts. The loose blue threads reached down to her mid-thigh. The reading glasses slipped down her nose and she adjusted them until her dark brown eyes rested in the center of the lenses.

Andrew pulled up short and smiled. All thoughts of practice gone from his mind, the jock walked up to Janey and said, “Janey, right?”

“Yes?” she asked with raised eyebrows. Confusion spread across her face and it stopped Andrew in his tracks. Her brown hair was pulled back into a tight braid that flowed down her head and slung over her shoulder. She gripped it with both hands timidly. The yellow and white striped t-shirt hugged the curves of her waist and breasts, accenting her body with contrasting lines.

Andrew paused trying to catch his words and said, “Did you see me at the last game?” Ollie shook his head at the self-centered attempt to start a conversation.

Janey raised an eyebrow and said, “I watch any game that Ollie plays in. I saw you. Can you excuse me and Ollie for a sec? I need to ask him something in private.”

Offering her a half-grin and glazed eyes, Andrew smiled down at the beautiful woman, “Ollie’s a great receiver, but it takes a quarterback to get him the ball.” Ollie let out a quiet sigh and made awkward eye contact with Janey. Andrew continued, “We should hang out sometime. There’s this Netflix show I want to watch. We can order takeout.”

“You mean a date?”

“Yeah,” Andrew smiled, leaning against the wall next to her. “A date sounds nice. I’m glad you mentioned it.”

“No thanks,” Janey said in a quiet, polite voice.

Shocked, Andrew stared up and down the long hallway to the football field and shook his head. “Well, if you change your mind, let me know.” Defeated, he walked towards the distant field and waved goodbye.

Ollie pursed his lips and said, “Sorry about him. I…”

Janey cut him off with a hug. She squeezed her body against his tightly and said, “Don’t worry. How did last night go with Heidi? Did you get all dolled up to practice?” She referred to their plan to blackmail his teacher.

“I met with James. That was not what I expected.” Memories of his sexual encounter with Heidi filled his mind. Confusion spilled around as he tried to grapple with the idea that he enjoyed being a woman. Ollie cleared his throat and stared timidly at his best friend.

“Yeah. What did you think? Can she help you?” Janey’s eyes narrowed and Ollie blushed, trying not to give anything away.

“I think he can. I have no way of passing this class and staying on the team,” Ollie grimaced at the thought of giving up his dream of playing professional football. In all honesty, this was most likely the last few years he would ever get to play football in front of a crowd for the rest of his life. He needed to cherish this time for as long as he could.

Janey stared at her best friend with a wide grin as if she were imagining Ollie dressed as a woman. She replied after a long moment, “Look. If what your friend Kylie was true. This will work. You just need to catch Dr. Hardy in a compromising act and blackmail her for a better grade.”

Doubt filled his mind about the plan still. Ollie avoided his friend's awkward stare and said, “I know. I know. That’s the plan. I just hope I’m cute enough to make her take the bait.”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about. You’re cute enough,” Janey grinned widely and winked.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Ollie asked, unsure if he heard what he thought. Janey was the most beautiful woman he knew, but their relationship was too great to risk damaging by admitting his attraction to her.

“I mean. I think with Heidi’s help you can pull this off,” Janey eyed Ollie up and down and said, “We’ll have to shave your legs and get you more presentable for it though.”

“OK,” Ollie wondered at the words he thought he heard, and a question formed in his head. Did Janey find him attractive? Her brown eyes stared at him with an admiration that he had never noticed. What if cross-dressing were enough to change their relationship to a more romantic one?

“You better get to practice. I’ll see you at home tonight,” Janey pushed Ollie towards the field and said, “We have to get you ready for tomorrow.”

After a sweaty practice, Ollie avoided Janey and worried about running into his friend at their apartment. On the short walk to his apartment, his phone vibrated, and he received a message from Heidi, “Meet me tomorrow morning at 8 and I’ll have you ready for your meeting.”

“I have a class at 8. Can we meet at 10?” Ollie typed back his response while walking down the cement path towards his dorm. The late afternoon sun above the distant treetops lit the world with yellow gold light.

“No. We need the entire morning to make sure you’re ready,” Heidi replied before Ollie could take more than a few steps.

“All right. I’ll see you tomorrow,” he replied and ditched his first class of the day. The plot to dress as a woman and blackmail his teacher in motion, but would he transform into a woman again for this? He had no idea what Heidi had in mind for him.


Chapter 2

Heidi’s small cottage sat at the edge of town. Ollie idled his truck in her driveway and dialed his long time crush, Kylie. His feelings for Janey confused him. He desperately wanted a romantic tryst with Kylie so he could return to the heterosexual nature of his sexuality, but Heidi had forever confused him. The phone rang twice before she answered.

“Hey, Ollie. What’s up?” her sweet voice reminded him of a simpler time when his sexuality was binary.

Ollie smiled into the phone and replied,  “Kylie, are you sure you’re not going to be there for the presentation?” He desperately wanted a way out of his plan, but deep down he knew that he wanted this.

“Yeah. Dr. Hardy is a creep. I’m not going anywhere near her office.” Kylie clicked her tongue at the end of her sentence and added, “Sorry to leave you hanging like this.” If she were sorry she would not leave him alone to fend for himself in the presentation, but he liked her and could not be mad at her.

“OK. Good,” Ollie replied before he could stop himself. The words confirmed that his subconscious wanted to experiment with cross-dressing and gender-swapping.

“Why? What did you decide to do?” Kylie asked, intrigued by his response.

“Nothing. I’ll see you in class.” Ollie said goodbye and tried to end the conversation.

“Alright,” she said, but she clicked her tongue again and asked before he could get off the phone, “You didn’t ask me out this time?”

“Yeah, I’ve got to go,” Ollie ended the call and opened his car door. The overgrown rocky path to the front door shifted under his feet in soft crunches. Ollie knocked on the door and waited for Heidi to answer.

Footsteps echoed from behind the door and after a moment it opened. Heidi opened the door with a wide smile. Short blond hair hung down to her shoulders. She waved and motioned for Ollie to come into the home.

“Hey Heidi,” Ollie greeted her as he stepped into the home and slipped off his shoes.

“Good morning. I’m glad you’re early,” she replied. Pointing to his tight-fitting polo and shorts, she said, “We’ll need to get you out of those.”

Ollie sighed and stared back at the open door and said, “Can we close the door first?”

“I’ll have you transformed in no time,” Heid grinned, placing her hands on Ollie’s shoulders. She led him further into the home.

Hours passed in Heidi’s kitchen as they worked on his image. Ollie stripped naked as Heid shaved his legs and curled his short wavy hair. It flipped across his left eye and flowed down the back of his head in soft curls. Next James applied makeup, rouge, eyeliner, and a variety of creams that Ollie had never heard of.

“How do I look?” Ollie asked a few hours while sitting naked on the chair. He leaned forward, gripping the chair with both hands on either side of his legs. His balls rested on the chair between his legs and he wondered when they would transform him back into a woman.

“I want to fuck you, but I can’t ruin all my hard work before your presentation.” Heidi grinned down at Ollie with a mascara pen in hand. Ollie wanted to kiss Heid but pushed the thought down.

“What if she’s not attracted to me?” Ollie asked. Heidi vanished around a corner without responding. Ollie shifted his hand to cover his groin, hiding the growing erection.

Heidi returned with an outfit in hand. Light pink blouse cut low and frilled with lace on the edges of the seams and a white skirt cut short enough to show his ass cheeks. Her face split with a wide grin, “Oh don’t worry. You’re hot as hell like this. She’ll be caught in your trap soon enough.” Heidi pulled a pink lace pair of panties and matching bra out from below the clothes and handed it across to Ollie.

“Alright. I can do this,” Ollie breathe in deeply and pulled the panties up over his erect cock.

“We need to do something about that.” Heidi pointed down at the firm dick with a sly grin.

Hands waved nervously Ollie pulled the pink lace panties over his firm cock. Two desires battled for attention. He wanted Heidi to suck his dick, to make it shrink back down, and transform him back into a woman. “What did you have in mind?”

“A little handjob with my special lotion,” Heidi smiled, pulling out the unmarked bottle of lotion from her makeup bag. She lathered the lotion into her hands and rubbed it into his cock. His balls bounced in her palm as she slathered the lotion onto his skin. Ollie groaned, gripping the back of the chair for support as she knelt below him and worked his shaft. The slow pace drove him crazy. Ollie pinched his nipple, wishing he had breasts to squeeze.

Heidi grinned up at him from her kneeling position and stroked his cock faster. “I can’t mess up your hair or get you too sweaty. You have to look perfect for this.” Ollie nodded his head and the curled tips of his hair swayed. His knuckle turned white as he gripped the chair tightly. Heidi placed both of her hands onto his cock and stroked it, forming two tight circles with her index finger and thumb of each hand. Her hands moved in opposite directions. Ollie gasped as cum shot from his dick. A tingling sensation of shifting skin and tissue surged through him. He leaned forward and his nipple stretched as breasts formed on his chest. Heidi stroked faster and giggled as she watched the transformation begin.

As the second load burst from his throbbing cock, his balls shrank into his groin, vanishing from sight. Ollie moaned as his body shifted in curvature and dimensions. A slit formed at the base of his shaft where a tender pussy blossomed. Heidi stroked his cock as a third stream of cum spilled to the hardwood floor below him. As the cum shot from him, his dick sucked into itself, folding into his skin and vanishing.

Head down on the chair, his breasts continued to grow. Ollie felt the intense pleasure of the male orgasm but needed his pussy filled. How could he pass the whole day waiting for Heidi to fill his pussy? Ollie decided he needed to masturbate again before meeting with Dr. Hardy.

Heidi clapped her hands with joy and said, “I never tire of seeing that.”

Ollie caught his breath, inspecting his womanly body with both hands. He groped at the large breasts and felt down the curved hips. His face was less angular than before as well. To any that knew him, he would appear to be a sister or relative. “Damn that happened much faster this time,” Ollie said pulling the white mini skirt over his legs. He slipped the pink bra around his chest and struggled to fasten it. Heid clasped it for him and extended the lengths of the straps until they fit better.

“I got a cup size too small for you, but it will have to do for now,” Heidi replied as she cinched up the straps and helped him into the bra comfortably. Heidi rubbed the pink bra and touched nipple poking out of the top of the cup.

“I’m exploding out of it,” Ollie stammered, trying to press his breasts down into the bra.

“Let’s finish up your makeup and you are ready for your presentation,” Heidi said helping Ollie into the light pink blouse. The cropped top sleeves hung low on his arms, leaving his shoulders bare and ample cleavage visible. Heidi pulled him into a nearby bathroom.

Ollie stared at himself in the mirror in shock. He was beautiful. Confidence full he felt ready for the presentation. “Thank you so much, Heidi,” Ollie blushed and stared at her reflection in the mirror. “What if I…” he paused the thought. He wanted to ask what if he wanted to stay a woman, but was embarrassed by the desire?

“Here is another bottle of the lotion that will turn you back into a man,” Heidi said passing him another unmarked pink bottle of lotion. Heidi grinned at him and said, “I can help you put it on tonight, but if you need to change before that’s fine.”

“Thanks so much for your help,” Ollie replied, offering her a hug.


Chapter 3

Panic blended with a mix of emotions. Ollie strode through the main entrance of the university and nobody offered him a second glance. He expected laughter or funny looks, but in its place, he received catcalls and whistles occasionally. This was his first time walking around as a woman, and it felt great. He wanted to get used to this feeling of being an attractive woman in a crowd. He pranced among the clouds, ecstatic that he might pull this off. Navigating the halls and walking between buildings, Ollie whistled excitedly about the prospect of sex with Heidi later in the evening. What about his feelings for Janey? How would Janey react if she knew that he slept with Heidi?

The corner up ahead led to the professor’s office. Ollie held his textbook firm under his bra and stared at the ground, pondering his plan. As he turned the corner he slammed into a tall man. Ollie crumpled to the ground, and the book shot out from under his arm, sliding across the floor. Ollie sat on the floor staring up at Andrew. His breasts threatened to spill from the blouse and he blushed at the very cliche interaction with his friend.

“Oh, excuse me. I didn’t see you there,” Andrew stared down Ollie and offered a hand to help him up.

Ollie blushed but said nothing, confused that his friend did not recognize him. He stammered, trying to explain why he was dressed as a woman.

“Are you OK? Let me help you up?”  Andrew asked, reaching his hand down further so Ollie could take it.

Ollie gripped the outstretched hand, and Andrew pulled him up. The sudden burst of the pull shot Ollie to his feet and sent him flying towards the muscular quarterback. Ollie slammed into his bulging muscles and his hands slid across the indents long his abdomen where his abs formed stiff ridges and curves. Ollie blushed and stared up at Andrew. His breath left his throat, and he struggled to say anything. He had never been attracted to men, but Andrew was clearly interested in him.

Andrew grinned down at him and said, “You should be careful walking around corners. You’ll bump into someone less handsome than me next time.”

Ollie jumped backward and grimaced at the conceited attempt at a pickup line. “Andrew…,” he tried to explain, but cut himself short realizing that Andrew did not recognize him and saying his name was a mistake.

“Do I know you? You look really familiar,” Andrew grinned and traced along the delicate frame of his friend with his eyes. Ollie felt Andrew’s eyes linger on him and he wanted to get away as quickly as he could.

“I don’t think so I have to go,” he stammered blushing crimson and stepping backward in the wrong direction from his teacher’s office, but it was the fastest way out of this conversation. Ollie brushed the curled hair back above his ear and looked up at Andrew timidly.

“Damn your hot,” Andrew grinned and picked up Ollie’s discarded textbook. He bent whispered, “I should have made you bend over for it.”

“Dude shut up,” Ollie blushed again and walked over to his friend, snatching the textbook from his hand. He blushed, realizing he had called Andrew dude. Another mistake giving away that he knew the quarterback. A group of students passed at a lazy pace towards the common room beyond them. Ollie waited to speak again after they passed.

“Can I have your number?” Andrew asked, stepping to within a few inches of Ollie. The two friends stared at each other. Ollie could feel his friend's breath on his forehead.

“You always come off like a sleazeball,” Ollie said, shifting his confused reaction into a glare. Andrew stood motionless, caught off guard by the comment. Ollie stomped past him and glared as he said, “You can’t have my number.”

Andrew raced after Ollie and replied, “I feel like I know you from somewhere. Do we have any classes together?”

Exasperated, Ollie walked faster, rounding another corner where Dr. Hardy’s office came into view. “No, just leave me alone. I have a meeting right now.”

After slowing his pace, Andrew stared at Ollie’s swaying ass and said, “Sorry to bother you I guess.” Defeat clear in his voice, Ollie had never heard him speak in such a tone.


Chapter 4

The hallway towards Dr. Hardy’s office was short and lined with doors on either side. Jimmy stood at the far corner watching Ollie with downcast, ashamed eyes. The early afternoon teachers’ lounge sat empty and few people walked down the hall. Ollie stood in front of Dr. Hardy’s office and timidly knocked on the door. This was his point of no return. He glanced once at Jimmy and the quarterback slumped around the corner out of sight.

A friendly voice called through the door, “Come in.”

Ollie opened the door and stepped into the small square office. The shelves were lined with textbooks and prominently displayed were a few written by Dr. Hardy. Ollie’s high heels clicked on the hallway outside the room, but as he stepped across the threshold, his ankle gave out and he lost his balance. Gripping the door frame, he looked up at his smiling teacher. Ollie blushed and sat in the chair opposite the professor.

“You’re the only one presenting?” she asked, leaned forward in her chair. Dr. Hardy ran a hand through her short blond hair and her blue eyes penetrated deep into Ollie’s. The handsome woman wore a tight-fitting button up light blue shirt. Ollie could see the outline of her bra and cleavage under the shirt. Ollie forced down thoughts of his teacher naked and nodded his head.

“You must be Kylie then. Where is the rest of your team?” she asked. Dr. Hardy rose from her chair and strode around the room. She picked up one of the books bearing her name across the spine and flipped through the pages. Blue eyes on Ollie as she circled.

Ollie shook his head and shrugged, “None of them wanted to help me. I tried reaching out to you about it, but you wouldn’t put me into another group.”

“Ollie?” Dr hardy asked as confusion split her expression. Her blue eyes stared up and down his feminine form. “I thought you were a boy.”

“Uh…” Ollie paused, trying to think of a quick lie. “Ollie is short for Olive.” He blushed, looked down, avoiding eye contact again.

“Well Olive, do you have your presentation ready?” she closed the door to her office and stepped up to her desk on Ollie’s side and leaned against it. Arms folded across her chest, she noted, “You don’t have anything but a textbook with you.” Her arms rested below her ample bosom, pressing it up.

Smiling, Ollie stood from his chair and placed the textbook on the desk. He bent low as he placed it and tried to angle his ass towards his teacher. Dr. Hardy stood on his side of the desk and could not see the display easily. Ollie’s terrible attempt at seduction wasted, he blushed and sat back down the chair.

Dr. Hardy grinned and shook her head, “Are you going to start sometime soon.” The sides of her head were shaved tight against her scalp, but she wore it about two inches long on top and gelled up and at an angle to the side.

Ollie bit his lip and stared up at his teacher as timidly as he could. He performed his best impression of a girl from the porn that he watched and stepped towards the professor. His ankle rolled on the high heels, sending him forward into Dr. Hardy. Ollie’s face smashed into the woman’s breasts and his leg pressed into a firm cock between her legs. Ollie gasped and stared up at Dr. Hardy with wide eyes.

Dr. Hardy gripped Ollie by the shoulder and helped him back to his feet. She eyed Ollie with an odd tilt to her gaze and said, “You don’t have to be nervous. Here, you can lay out your materials on my desk or even pull out notes. I’m surprised that you came by yourself. This would be daunting without help.”

“Thanks,” Ollie said, trying to calm his nerves. He expected Dr. Hardy to come onto him, but she made no move or advance. Ollie stared at her groin, trying to discern if he actually felt a cock down there between the professor’s legs.

“Look, I can fail your teammates and give you a pass. Let’s just go over the material together for a minute.” Dr. Hardy unbuttoned her sleeves and walked around Ollie’s chair to stand behind the student. Ollie followed the teacher with his eyes as far as he could, but when Dr. Hardy stood directly behind him, doubt and worry flashed in his mind. Could he pull this off? What if the teacher wanted to have sex? Wasn’t that his plan all along?

Firm fingers pressed into the flesh on Ollie’s shoulders. The knots in his neck softened with the forceful rubbing up and down his neck and along with his shoulder blades. “Wow, you’re tense. Is everything OK?” Dr. Hardy asked as she rubbed against the tension. Ollie felt his mind drifting. He wanted Dr. Hardy to fuck him. He did not care if she were a futanari or not. He wanted this woman to explore his vagina.

“Olive?” Dr. Hardy asked, cutting off Ollie’s thoughts. Her hands drifted from his back to the tops of his breasts as she massaged his shoulders.

“Huh?” Ollie shrugged, turning in the chair. Firm hands held him in place and a twist of his neck forced him to face forward. Ollie gripped his legs. The shoulder massage quickly turned into the professor rubbing his cleavage spilling from the light pink crop top shirt.

Warm breath danced across Ollie’s ear and Dr. Hardy placed her lips against his earlobe, whispering, “I want you to relax. You’re so tense.” She rubbed up and down Ollie’s neck and then kneaded into the tops of his breasts before massaging his neck again. Ollie lay his head back against the chair and let out a soft groan of pleasure. A stray hand rubbed down his chest into the light pink blouse. Dr. Hardy gripped his left breasts and explored below the pink bra, feeling for his nipple. 

“Tense?” Ollie asked, opening his eyes. The professor's hand gripped his nipple in between her fingers and she pinched. Ollie let out a loud peep. This was supposed to be blackmail, but what if Ollie wanted to fuck her too?

“Let me work out the tension in your body,” the professor demanded staring down at the gender-swapped Ollie.

“OK,” Ollie stammered, trying to decide if he wanted this or not. The forceful pinching melted his insides. Ollie rose from the chair and faced his teacher leaning into her. Dr. Hardy’s dick firm in her pants pressed against Ollie’s groin. Ollie stared up at his teacher and brushed the curled hair back over his ear out of his left eye.

Dr. Hardy leaned down and pressed her lips against Ollie’s. Their breath intertwined and their tongues fought a battle, each defending their mouth pressing the other out without letting either gain ground. Ollie gasped and lost his ability to stand. He crumbled in Dr. Hardy’s embrace and kiss, and the taller woman gripped him under the shoulder and lifted him in the air. Ollie wrapped his legs around Dr. Hardy’s waist to hold himself up.

“This won’t get you a grade,” the professor said placing Ollie on her desk.

Ollie reached down and unzipped his professor’s pants. “I don’t want a grade. I want your dick in me.” He pressed aside the boxer briefs and freed the massive dick from confinement. It was slightly smaller than Heidi’s cock, but this one was uncircumcised and the unfamiliar sight excited Ollie. Dr. Hardy leaned her head forward until their foreheads touched. She watched the student grip his dick and rub it up and down. Ollie lifted the white skirt until his pink panties were visible. He held her cock in his hands and rubbed up and down.

A hand lifted Ollie’s face to stare up at the professor. The line of the palm rode along the ridge of Ollie’s chin. Dr. Hardy pressed her lips into a passionate kiss. Ollie lost focus on his hands over her cock and shivered. Dr. Hardy placed her left hand on her dick and together they masturbated her cock while kissing. Ollie lost focus on the world, but a single thought crept up in his mind. He wanted to do this with Janey. Best friends turning into lovers over the course of a lifetime. Ollie felt attracted to Dr. Hardy and felt that his pussy call out for the cock in his hands. Dr. Hardy grunted, holding back a guttural growl of pleasure.

Ollie’s heart was firmly set on his best friend. The thought sent shivers down his spine and Ollie arched his back, pulling out of the kiss as cum shot from her dick, covering his hands in the sticky liquid. Dr. Hardy flexed her abdomen and groaned. Ollie continued to pump the professor’s cock until the professor shot her load of cum into Ollie’s hand.

“What about my test? I need to pass this class,” Ollie said, staring up at the panting Dr. Hardy.

The professor glared down at her student, “I don’t fuck students for grades.” She pressed Ollie onto his back on the table and lifted his legs into the air, doubling them forward.

“What is this then?” Ollie asked gripping his ankles in each hand pulling his ass up.

“This is a pleasure. We can talk extra credit and business afterward,” Dr. Hardy ran a finger around Ollie’s asshole. It was moist with the cum from their masturbation make out. Dr. Hardy pressed her dick against the asshole. Ollie winced, preparing for penetration from the massive cock, but a finger delved deep into his cavity. The finger was soft and covered in their cum lubricant. When Ollie’s breathing returned to normal, Dr. Hardy pressed her dick into the hole. The tip entered first, and she worked back-and-forth inch by inch until Ollie’s ass took the entirety of his massive dick.

The pain faded quickly and shifted to pleasure. Ollie expected it to be regular sex, but anal was a pleasant surprise. Ollie gasped and let go of his ankles. His hands rubbed up and down along his chest over the pink blouse. Pleasure coursed through his body as the professor rammed her cock into him. Ollie’s head bobbed against the desk until it fell off the other side. Dr. Hardy placed a hand on his thighs and pulled Ollie back across the desk to her. Ollie’s pussy twitched with pleasure. Dr. Hardy worked her cock back and forth into Ollie’s ass and reached down with her left hand and rubbed up and down his clitoris.

Dr. Hardy unbuttoned her blue shirt, pulling it from his chest, revealing her breasts and soft gray bra. Her tits bounced as she rammed her cock into his ass. Ollie stared at the woman, hungry for him. He wanted her cum inside his ass. Ollie began taking off his clothes, but Dr. Hardy stopped him by placing a hand over Ollie’s labia and rubbing gently as she fucked him. Ollie’s hand drifted down to hers and together they rubbed his clitoris. Ollie’s fingers tangled with hers.

“I like you dressed,” they held hands a moment. Echoing sounds of flesh slapping flesh filled their ears and Ollie panted, moaning in pleasure. Dr. Hardy delved into Ollie’s pussy with her index finger while holding his hand with her pinky finger.

Ollie felt beautiful dressed like this. He felt needed and wanted. Dr. Hardy slapped his ass cheeks twice. The red outline of her fingers forming on the soft pale flesh. Pleasure grew and coursed through Ollie’s body. Cum squirted from his pussy, shooting past his fingers and spraying onto Dr. Hardy’s abdomen.

Dr. Hardy grinned, staring down at the student. The pumping cock ramped up the speed and pressure slamming into Ollie’s ass. The professor’s breasts bounced against her bra and she reached around behind her back and unclasped it. Her tits spilled free from confinement. Ollie gasped, trying to rub his clitoris, but he needed the cock to ram him harder. Ollie gripped the desk with both hands and forced his ass against each thrust of the cock.

Ollie’s breasts spilled from the light pink blouse, bouncing wildly as the professor rammed him harder and harder. Milk dripped from his nipples. He wanted to massage more of the liquid from his breasts, but Dr. Hardy ramped up the pace and he needed to brace himself against the fierce thrusting.

Dr. Hardy groaned and leaned her head back. Their movement stopped and Ollie could feel the soft throb of the cock in his ass. The professor shot her first load of cum into the student and began pumping slowly as she shot a second, third, and fourth stream of cum. The futanari teacher bent forward, kissing Ollie’s breasts and sucking the sweet milk from his tits.

Breathing normalized and Ollie lowered his legs until they dangled over the edge of the desk. Dr. Hardy pulled her dick out of the student and grinned down at the mess of cum and milk his desk.

“What about my grade?” Ollie asked, concerned that he would get kicked off the football team.

Dr. Hardy picked up her blue shirt from the ground and slipped his arms into it. Blue eyes stared down at Ollie. The pink lace bra pressed down under his large breasts. His nipples dripping milk freely onto the desk. Ollie’s white skirt rumpled up revealing the pink lace panties and cum stained ass. “Fuck I want a picture of you just like this,” the professor held her hands up making a rectangle out of her fingers with Ollie in the center of the frame. “If you can prepare your presentation for next week and come by on your own. I’ll let you have another attempt at this.”

“Thank you,” Ollie sat up on the desk and felt beautiful. He wondered what it would be like to stay a woman forever.

“Bring your notes and have everything you need at hand. It will be an open book for you,” Dr. Hardy offered a hand to Ollie and pulled him to his feet off the table. Ollie stumbled, still shaky on the high heels.

“Is there anything else I need?” he asked adjusting the bra tucking his breasts back into the pink lace.

“Cute skimpy clothes again. Maybe a camera. It wouldn’t hurt your evaluation,” a grin split the beautiful professor’s face. “I have another appointment soon so you need to go. I’ll schedule you a longer period for our next meeting.” Dr. Hardy flipped open a leather day planner and scribbled a quick note.

Ollie looked forward to their next meeting, but his mind drifted back to Janey. He needed to confess his feelings for his best friend. If the two could commit themselves to a relationship what would Ollie do about Heidi or Dr. Hardy now? Questions bounced around his skull as he waved goodbye, “Uh thanks for….” He paused, trying to think of the right words, and blushed.

Dr. Hardy wiped the cum from her cock with a towel and said, “No. Thank you. Fuck, I needed that today.”

“I’ll see you soon,” Ollie said, opening the door. He ran down the halls and out of the building as fast as he could. Ollie never wanted to be a man again, but what would that do to his football career? Concerns for another day. He needed to talk to his best friend. Janey needed to know about all of this. How will she take it? How would this affect their relationship?
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