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I wasn't even supposed to be in this class. I just needed some electives to round out my graduation requirements before I could jettison my way out of this hell hole, and it just so happened to be the case that in order to do so I was going to have to take a gender studies course. Big deal.

So far my time at college had gone by eventfully, and now that my graduation date was looming more and more near I couldn't help but wonder how to feel about that fact. Part of me had some regret that I hadn't lived life more fully during college, and another part of me took solace in the mantra that no news is good news. Still though, as the months ticked away, I couldn't help but feel as if there was some puzzle piece to the tapestry that made up a full college experience that was missing, but I never seemed to be able to make much progress in actually figuring out what it was that seemed to be missing.

If I played my cards right, this could be my last semester. It would mean taking a metric fuckton of courses, but if that's what not having to pay the tuition fees for another semester were going to take, then I was down for it. It's not like I was spending my days doing much else, anyway.

I was an engineering major, and despite not being the bro-est bro on campus I had still managed to get myself a position in a small fraternity. This is sufficient to say that the prospect of spending upwards of 5 hours a week in a gender studies course wasn't exactly my idea of a good time. However, the course sign up registration page did not lie, and if I wanted to get my ass out of here, I needed those credits. I sighed.

"I'm sure that if I was able to make it through calc then I can make it through this. Might even be some babes there, who knows".

Once the semester actually started, I found myself so busy that I could scarcely move a muscle when I would eventually crawl into bed in the wee hours of the morning, only to have to rise again to repeat the process in a few hours. I was so busy with everything that I ended up skipping the first gender studies course. I figured that most of the first classes tend to be just reading the syllabus anyway. I took a quick look to make sure that there wasn't any sort of attendance policy in place, and when I saw that there wasn't I promptly went back to sleep without giving it a second thought.

This ended up repeating itself twice more. I know, I know, I'm not proud of it either. But I mean, cmon. It's a gender studies course that I practically have to take with a gun to my head. Okay, well not a gun, actually something worse. Student loans.

So, as I mentioned in my email to the professor, I wasn't able to attend her course until the fourth course, due to unforeseen circumstances.

It was a crisp and chilly fall day when I trudged myself across campus to finally make my way to the course. Usually before the semester I would find the time to visit all of the vacant classrooms that were around me so that I would already know where to go ahead of time. However today I had done myself no such favors, and despite the fact that I was a senior I was hardly indistinguishable with the average incoming freshman with the way that I was keeping myself tethered to the map on campus that I kept on my phone. It looked like my streak of being late was going to continue, although today I was at the very least going to be making it there, which still seemed to me to be a drastic improvement over my previous three efforts which, though noble, did not actually involve my physical presence inside the classroom walls. I would like to think that I was still there in spirit, though,

Walking into the classroom I felt something that hadn't gripped me in quite a number of years. That classic anxiety feeling that comes along with going to a course for the very first time. It wouldn't have been so bad if I was actually showing up on time, but with how things were going I already knew that I was going to be at least 12 minutes late, which meant walking into the middle of the course and drawing a bunch of attention to myself--even more so because I was going to be a completely new face in the classroom.

As I walked up the stairs and down the corridor on my way to the classroom, I felt a nagging sense that I should just skip again. I mean why not? I'm already walking. All that I would have to do is keep walking. Walk right the fuck past the door, out the building, and back to my comfy apartment. There was going to be another class in a few days, and I could just go to that one. I had already missed a couple, so what was one more on top of that? I bet that the professor wouldn't even manage to notice. I could tell her that I was just trying to be a good ally and not take up undue space in her classroom.

As you may have noticed, none of the excuses I could come up with were very good, which unfortunately I noticed as well. My excuses were so bad that I wasn't even able to convince myself, and that's really saying something because I really wanted to believe what I was peddling. However, the check that my mind was giving simply wasn't going to be able to be cashed by reality. I knew damn well that I had to go to class. After all, at the end of the day I was paying for the damn thing, I might as well actually attend at least some of the classes, right?

The door was now directly in front of me, and the desire that I had been feeling to walk away from the classroom seemed to grow exponentially with every step, like some sort of perfect magnetic repulsion. I did the same thing that I used to do back when I would find myself feeling nervous before every course. I took a deep breath, and focused on moving one foot at a time. First left, then right, and then left again. My mind went blank as I made my best effort to tune everything out. The internal chatter still went on, of course, but it became background noise. I knew that as long as I simply focused on moving one leg at a time, I would eventually find my ass where it needed to be, which was in a chair.

My timing being ever impeccable, I appeared to be barging in on some kind of student presentation. That's what I would have hoped at least, because the person who was in the front of the classroom and speaking looked scared half to death with stage fright, and the volume that she was able to muster from her voice could hardly be described as audible. In other words, if this was who I had to sit and learn from for the next however many weeks, I was screwed.

My eyes scanned the room. I had never actually been in this building before, it was on a wing of campus that I didn't really find myself trekking down too often. The sensation of being in a place that I thought of as familiar and known, but not recognizing my surroundings, was tripping me out a little bit more than I would have liked to admit.

I remembered that I had forgotten to tune out the internal chatter. Left. Right. Ass. Chair. Must. Find. Chair.

I was in a room full of chairs. Things were going pretty well, so far. I set my ass down, feeling quite pleased with myself. I had conquered my goal for the day, and by my calculation that meant that it was now time for me to go home and consume a beer and a pint of ice cream in such rapid succession that they merged to become a new culinary experience entirely. Unfortunately I still had the remainder of this bullshit ass class to sit through, and as if all of that wasn't enough the lady who is giving the talk is giving me a look like I just kicked her dog. I shoot her a glance as if to say "unbundle your panties, as if you've never shown up late to a class before".

The woman eventually gets through the rest of her talk and then sits down to a bunch of tepid applause. Despite what I would consider to be a moderetly honest attempt at figuring out what the fuck she was talking about, mostly because I was curious as to what I could expect for myself for the next four months, I was unable to follow a single thing she said. Whether or not she was speaking in gibberish or just words that sounded like gibberish remained unclear, however I found that when I stopped focusing on the linguistic content of what she spoke entirely and just enjoyed the sounds in a john cage sort of way that it was actually kind of nice. Her nerves made her voice crack every three or four words, but always in a manner where it was wholly unpredictable, and I found that the more that I focused on this the more amused that I became.

After the lady sat down, I heard a voice from behind me.

"You must be Jake."

I turned to see who it was that somehow already knew my name. I was greeted by the sight of whom I assumed to be the professor, although truth be told I hadn't actually figured out that she wasn't a student until she spoke to me. It didn't look that far-fetched for her to be a professor, but despite being in her mid twenties she had retained a sort of youthful glean in her eyes that made her appear timeless. That and the small frame of her demeanor stood in a direct contract with the way that she carried herself. Her voice had an air of confidence that was impossible not to take notice of, and she had a poise in her posture, even sitting in the always too small student chairs so that she could watch the student presentation with the rest of us hadn't managed to cramp her style. Her pants were tailored, and everything that she was wearing perfectly rode between being showing every possible curve and being completely by the book modest work attire. It was like a magic trick that she was able to play, her being able to get her tits to look that nice in a shirt that thick. Her hair was done up in a bun, and it was the kind of bun that you just knew didn't have so much as a single stray hair poking out to be found. In her ear was a pencil, which shared the space with the frame of her glasses, which were themselves pushed so far up her nose that it was a wonder that she was able to blink without her eyelids running into the spectacles.

I noticed that around her wrist she had several items of jewelry, but no rings on her finger. Score. Maybe I can get out of having to do homework by slinging some good dick. Something tells me that there's at least a couple people in this room who could really use it.

I realized that I had been so distracted with how attractive she was that I had neglected to actually answer her question, and so there was just an awkward silence hanging in the room as everyone sat and faced me, expecting some sort of response.

"Oh, uh, yeah. That's me." I said, realizing that my voice was coming out too high pitched, I lowered every word until my voice was at near batman levels of raspiness. This had the unintended effect of making me look like a total dumbass, I'm sure.

"You're late." Pencil lady says to me without changing her expression. What am I supposed to say back to that? Yeah I'm late. You think I don't know?

"Oh. uh, Sorry about that. Traffic, you know?"

Pencil lady raises her eyebrows at me even more. As it would appear, my specific brand of humor goes unappreciated here.  Looks like I'm in for an uphill battle.

"Yes. Must have been one hell of rush hour, given that you're a humble 142 hours late for your first class.

"Yes well, after the first 130 hours or so they kind of all start blending together, if I'm being honest."

This did manage to get some semblance of tepid laughter from the classroom, but it was hardly enough of a response to be able to ameliorate the awkward strength that was currently permeating the air. I felt very much like crawling right out of my own skin at that moment in time, and probably would have done just that if not for the milkd inconvenience that it was physically possible for me to be able to do so.

"I don't suppose that you have your presentation prepared for today." Pencil lady says to me.

"Of course I do." I say, bullshitting.

She gives me a very unimpressed eyebrow and beckons for me to tell the class about my project.

"Uh, most certainly. I'd be ecstatic to do so, in fact I was hoping you'd ask. The only issue is that I just so happen to have quite severe stage fright, you soo, the kind that makes memory recall very difficult. I'm sure I'll be able to find a way to rise above my trials and tribulations for the greater good of this course, but before I do so I'd simply need the smallest of reminders on what the subject matter of the project was supposed to be. Just so that I'm orientated facing the right direction, you see. Thank you so much for understanding." I say all of this in one breath and a saccharine smile. After four years at university I had prided myself in being able to talk myself out of just about any bad academic situation, and if there was one thing that I could be sure of it would be that I really didn't want that skill to fail me now!

There was the sound of somebody bubble gum popping.

"Most certainly. The assignment was to go out and find something that belongs to a different gender category, and engage in it in a new way, and then to report back to the class on how that made you feel."

I breathed a sigh of relief. I was now certain that I would be able to bullshit my way out of this situation easy peasy lemon squeezy.

"Sounds great, I can't wait to tell you all about the time that I wore shoulder pads. It was a very strange time, you see, Macklemore's thrift store had just come out and--"

"That wasn't the whole assignment. Half of the grade comes from the presentation in which the person is expected to talk with the object present as a part of their presentation. No object, no grade."

The smile spilled away from my face, so that I was just staring dumbly. I attempted without success at looking down at the outfit that I had happened to be wearing that day to see if there was anything that I could as some sort of token of gender expression. However, unfortunately it was no cigar. My outfit was the normal white T shirt and jeans that had formed the bulk of my clothing choices for most of my undergraduate experience.

"So, funny story about that. You see, I have this dog, and this dog has a lot of internalized oppression--"

"You don't mean to tell me that you don;t have an object with you?" Penvil lady says to me, with a slight tsk tsk tsk following her question that is much more of a statement.

"Well, in a manner of speaking, I suppose if somebody wanted to take that particular perspective, they could probably state a reasonable case for their position--

"Looks like you better find something, and quick. We've had several days already to get through the presentation, and I haven't been keeping track of how many we have left. It's entirely possible that you're the last one."

"Um, anybody have like, a hair tie or something?" I asked around to nobody in particular. It didn't appear that the class was even the least bit sympathetic to me, and thus I was not showered in hair bands as I would have hoped.

I turned to the pencil lady prof and shrugged, as if to say "I mean hey, you can't say that I didn't try, am I right?"

The look that she returned this gesture with told me in no uncertain terms that she did not share my assessment.

"I think you're going to have to dig just a little deeper than hair ties there, bucko, '' the professor said to me. I couldn't decide if there was something hot or not about being called bucko by a professor at an institution of higher learning. All I'm saying is that it qualified as one of the more unexpected half chubs of the day.

"Would you happen to have any guidance? I'm sure that there's, um, just so much that I like to learn. and stuff."

"You know, as a matter of fact, I think that I just so happen to have just the thing you need." Pencil lady said to me as she stood up and walked towards me. She was taller when standing than she might have first appeared when sitting, and this effect was exacerbated by the fact that she had on heels that didn't fit into any reasonable conception of business casual.

By this point, considering that my rusty trusty bullshit skills didn't seem to be providing me the perfect escape from responsibility, I was all ears for any easy suggestions on things that I could do to pull a presentation out of my ass on the spot for everybody. I could already feel a bit forming in my stomach at the idea of having to stay and do another semester of college after everybody else had already graduated, of having to sit idly by while everyone else got to walk along in the graduation ceremony.

The next thing that happened managed to truly surprise me., although everybody else who was present in the classroom that day simply seemed to act as if everything that was going on was totally normal. The professor, having already stood up, reached down to her waist and grabbed something that was underneath her dress, and started shimmying it down her hips. Lower, lower, and lower still she moved her hands until she was bent all the down, her hands at her ankles. The dress that she was wearing already did little to obscure her cleavage when she was in a regular standing position, and so her being bent so far over that she was practically upside down happened to have the little side benefit of getting to see her spill out of her shirt. Maybe this course wasn't going to be so bad after all. Even the professor, whose name I should really check up on in the syllabus so that I can stop calling her pencil lady, seems pretty cool. I've definitely never come across a professor before who gives off a vibe in the same way that she does. I wasn't used to professors being so openly aggressive with people, especially not students that they were just meeting for the first time. I had to say, even though there was a small part that felt like maybe I should be more annoyed on principle, for the most part I just respected her take no shit attitude.

Now that her hands were all of the way around her ankles, I saw for the first time what she was doing. I suppose that in retrospect it was really quite bosu what was going on, however it seemed to unbelievable that I pushed the simplest conclusion to the outskirts of my mind. I mean, surely there was no way that this college professor was seriously taking off her thong in front of everybody right now. Right?

Right?

Apparently not, because that is exactly what she did. Her hair bobbed as she stood back up with gusto, the frilly black lace fabric swaying in her hands. Other people seemed a bit surprised, but nobody who was present in the room seemed to be even one tenth as surprised as I was about the whole thing. Was this really just some kind of regular occurrence here? What had I missed out on by not showing up to the first few classes?

I said nothing as she walked towards me. Any ability I had to play a cutesy shtick was totally nullified by the immense amount of surprise that I was feeling. I mean really, you walk into a hostile classroom with a teacher in a discipline that you don't know anything about, and within a few minutes of sitting down for what you think is going to be a totally normal class, the professor just stands up out of nowhere and takes off her thong for everybody to see. What would you do? I froze.

Her figure continued to grow in size and she grew closer to me, or at the very least that's what it appeared like to me. With every step that she took in my direction it was as if she managed to make herself more and more able to loom over me, until she finally arrived at where I was in the classroom. SItting down had the unintended side effect of making me feel fantastically short, and the fact that the professor that I was currently talking to appear to be nothing short of amazon in stature, I can't really say that I was in any sort of position to have to be able to contend with any perceived disadvantages.

Now, even though I had most certainly been able to take note of the fact that the pencil lady had just taken off her panties in front of the entirety of the class, I still had absolutely no idea why. In fact, I'm quite sure that if you placed a gun to my head and told me that you have every intention in the world of shooting me if I didn't provide you with at least one plausible theory as to why this teacher was approaching, thong in hand, I'm sure that I would remain completely mute right up until the point of execution.

However, I didn't have to worry about being left in this worrisome state of uncertainty for very long, as it was only a matter of short seconds that had passed before I found my answer. Or should I say, the answer found me in the form of the teacher thrusting her thong clans forward so that the little tag on the underside of her T strap could have been read by my naked eye as if this was some kind of perverted eye exam.

"This is for you." Pencil lady said to me. Her face was placid and totally unreadable, even though the context told me that she had to have been fucking with me. I mean, that would have been the only reasonable explanation for what was going on. This had to be like some form of elaborate game show in which at any moment in time a slightly washed up actor would pop out from behind the bushes and let me know where the hidden cameras were and how I'd won a new camaro or something. I peered around. While being in the room full of chairs made me feel good when I was person who was looking for chairs, now that I was a person in a room full of chairs who was looking for houseplants that were hiding washed up celebrities the room no longer seemed quite as boundless in its ability to provide me with what I needed.

"You.., you want me to do what with that thong, exactly?" I asked the professor. Maybe this was all a part of some weird hippy dippy art thing that she does over at this side of campus or something. Idk. I'm sure that there had to have been some kind of reasonable explanation for what was going on, other than the obvious reason as to why somebody might be handing somebody else an item of clothing.

"It's for you. To wear." She says to me, giving me an icy stare that is more removed from any sense of conviviality, even compared to our short and intense encounters so far.

"And what if I refuse? Maybe I don't want to sit in class and have to wear ass floss for the greater good of my education?"

She gave me a devious smile.

"Certainly. That's no problem at all. You're more than welcome to take  a zero for the project. Unfortunately, you may or may not have taken note of the fact that the period of time in which courses could be dropped without it affecting your grade expired yesterday. So, as long as you're prepared to fail the course, then I'm more than prepared to fail you right back."

She topped all of this off with a wink. I felt the hairs stand up on the nape of my neck. I knew that, unlike me, she wasn't bullshitting. I didn't know what the date was where we could still drop classes, obviously I hadn't bothered to check, however what she was saying made perfect sense. This was, of course, the last thing that I wanted to be true as it let me know in no uncertain terms that I had even less power in this situation than I Thought that I did-- I didn't think that I had very much at all to begin with.

Looks like I was going to wear a thong today. I suppose it wasn't the most degrading thing that I had ever done in my life. I mean, I did make it through the hazing "hell" week, after all. Surely if I could do that then I would have no prob;lems at all dealing with a moderate wedgie for a few hours. What was the worst that could happen?

"I'd be delighted to wear your thong. Thanks so much." I said, flashing my fakest smile at her. I figured that if I was going to play the part, then I might as well lean all of the way into it.

"Great. Why don't you stand up for me, then?" Pencil processor asked me. I did exactly what she asked me, pretty much the nanosecond that she had asked me to. I'm not entirely sure what it was that came over me, it was just like as soon as anything resembling a command came out of her mouth, there I was, ready to jump before even asking how high,

She undid my belt expertly with one hand, and handled the button to my jeans with the same deftness. I don't know where this lady learned to take off pants, all that I could tell is that one moment I was wearing pants, and then the next moment I was not. I was in the unfortunate position of still sporting a half chub from the conversation that I had just a few moments prior with the professor. At the time I didn't really think anything of the fact that I was getting hard, since I could just slip my cock up to fit between my stomach and my belt and everybody would be none the wiser. However reasonable that seemed to be at the time, the fact of the matter was that my jeans on the floor were doing little to obscure my member. I could feel everybody's eyes boring into me.

I hadn't really had proper time to be able to take inventory of all of the various people in the class. I went to a large state school, but still, it wasn;t as if it was uncommon to run into people that you knew when you started taking a new class. Did I have to worry about the prospect of somebody who I knew from real life seeing me? I tried my best to look around and get a scan of the faces but I knew that it was all going to be of no use. If it did end up being the case that there was somebody present in the class whom I knew from my regular life, then I was just going to have to cross that bridge when I came to it.

My boxers came down next, which really shouldn't have surprised me nearly as much as it did. I hadn't had any experiences being naked in front of a large group of girls before, certainly nothing like this, and so the prospect of suddenly finding myself in such a compromised position with such a large audience of attractive women produced so many different emotions inside of me that it was difficult to know which ones to trust. Should I be enraged? or horny? embarrassed? Lucky? All of the emotions seemed to be equally true in their own way, and I found that I was helpless at being able to simply pick one emotion and stick to it. Instead it was as if there would be bright flashes of each and every one, consecutively, that would flush over me.

The professor certainly wasn;t the least bit shy about touching my cock as she slid the boxers down. The boxers that I was wearing that day weren't particularly tight, but she seemed to be more than happy to take that as an opportunity to draw her hands tightly against my cocks, making sure to stroke my as she moved the fabric down around my knees.

And just like that, I was naked from the waist down in front of a room full of complete and total strangers. I don't know what exactly I was expecting when I showed up for my first gender studies course, but I'm quite positive that I could have never imagined anything like this.

Without missing so much as a beat, she lifted up one of my feet just a few inches from the floor and placed the lefhole from her thong around my calf. Repeating the motion on my other side, she moved back up my body, taking just as much time on the way down as she did on the way up, and once again taking the situation as an oppurtiinut to stroke my cockvigrousrly as she pretended to adjust the thong and make sure that everything was fitting okay.

It's probably worth mentioning that I probably had 60 pounds on the professor, easy. In other words, when it came to panty sizes, I don't think that I was on the same planet as she was. This observation was, I'm sure, not lost at all on the professor. Even though she probably wouldn't never actually admit it to me openly, I could just from the smile on her face that she was loving every moment of this, and watching my discomfort at having to wear women's panties that were at least two sizes too small was definitely a part of the joy that she was feeling as she watched my squirm.  The entire class sat with a smile on their face as they watched me  struggle with the challenge that had been chosen for me by the mysterious professor. The more that I tried to push the thoughts to the back of my mind, the more apparent they became. I tried not to dwell on the fact that I was going to have to spend the next several months in this very same room, in the same company that I could now hear giggling from all around me. I had had a feeling that the last semester of my college experience was going to drag on, but I couldn't have possibly imagined that it would be like this.

Now that I had made my way to my seat, the professor finally turned her attention away from me, even if only for a moment.

"So, now that we've gotten that little bit of housekeeping out of the way, does anybody else here today still have a presentation prepared?"

Even though I obviously hadn't given a presentation, I opted to keep my hand down since I had nothing prepared. There was a moment of awkward silence in which I wondered if I was going to have to get in front of the entire class like this, but thankfully just as I was resolving myself to such a fate, out of the corner of my eye I saw a hand shoot up. I turned my head eagerly to see who had raised their hand.

It was a goth lady who didn't appear to be so much as a single centimeter over 4 feet. What she lacked in stature she made up for in ambience, as her black make up adorning her face coupled with the uniformity of the gothic aesthetic in her dress made her appear as formidable as somebody who was twice her height. Her face sported long black hair that stretched all the way down to the uncomfortable undersized chairs that seemed to be omnipresent in every college classroom on earth.

"Oh samantha! how could I have possibly forgotten" I heard the professor say. I was amazed at how the professor was so easily capable of switching up her presentation on a dime like that. In a matter of mere seconds, she had gone from being foreboding and commanding when she was talking to me, to being sweet as summer pie now that she was addressing the goth lady, samantha.

"I can't wait to see what you have in store for us. Would you like to present it now?" The professor said,

"Most certainly, miss frizzle." Samantha said.

Rizzle. Well, I guess at the very least now I knew what to call the professor. I guess that nobody can tell me that I didn't learn a single thing today, other than the increasingly peculiar sensation of wearing a thong that was two sizes too small.

Samantha popped up from her chair and practically gallivanted to the front of the room. The vibe of the class changed so fast that I could hardly believe it. Whereas just a few moments before the class had been more or less unified in its mockery of me, now those very same people listened with eager silence. It was a night and day difference, and I would be lying if I said that the difference in reception compared between me and Samantha didn't irk me quite a bit. I mean, I get that I had missed a couple classes, and maybe it was more obvious than it should have been that I didn't really take the class or the field that it belonged to particularly seriously,but still, this hardly seemed to be a proportional response.

I gritted my teeth and tried to console myself that I was only going to have to endure a few more months of this. Once I was out of college, I was quite sure that all of this would make one hell of a funny story. All that I needed to do was actually manage to make it that far and I was sure that I would be fine. It sounded so easy when I would say it to myself in my head, but as soon as I opened my eyes and the actual classroom flooded back into my vision, the entire thing seemed incredibly daunting once more.

I figured that, at the very least, if I was able to focus on samantha's presentation than that might serve to help distract me from my current predicament. And i mean really, even if it was kind of a bullshit class, how bad could listening to one single presentation really be? It wasn't like I had been made to sit through all of the presentations given by each and every individual person in the room.

"So Samantha, tell me, what object did you decide to wear in order to enjoy some form of gender experimentation?"

"I'm so glad you asked! Well, I figured that this assignment was the perfect opportunity for me to be able to try out something that I had also been positively teeming with curiosity. I guess I just needed the right little push in the right direction to actually take the plunge, but now that I did I don't think that I could possibly be any happier with how things played out!"

The entire class appeared to be eating out of the palm of Samantha's hand, they were exercising a sort of eager obedience and voracious curiosity that i had never come across before in my time as a college student. I wasn't sure if the class was always this attentive when it came to the class, or if I had just managed to stumble in on a particularly weird day. Regardless, The one thing that was totally clear was that everybody wanted to know what Samantha was going to say next. People were practically sitting on the edge of their seats. And I have to admit, some of their enthusiasm proved to be contagious, as I found myself included in on the suspense. Whatever it was that she had decided to wear that day, it clearly isn't visible. I mean, her outfit might be just a tad on the androgynous side, but there was nothing that she was wearing that seemed to partciularly stick out as far as a gender presentaiton or aestetic was concered. I wondered if she was performing the inverse of my situation, and was wearing dudes underwear instead of whatever it was that she normally wore. I thought back to a previous girlfriend of mine, and how she had a habit of always managing to steal my boxers out of my drawers, claiming that mens boxers were far more comfortable than any of her chick panties. I would never have thought such a banal occurence to be worthy of academic inquiry, but who was I to judge?

Now that the entire class was practically bursting with curiosity, Samantha opted to give one last pause to let the suspense build before she pulled out the object from under her skirt.

My jaw dropped as my eyes went wide, and for perhaps the first time since I had stepped foot into this classroom, I wasn't the only person present who happened to have had that reaction.

Between her legs was a purple dildo. It was almost comically large, complete with veins that I'm assuming came as part of the mold that the silicone was originally poured into. I had never actually seen a dildo up close and in person before, and I found the sight to be an equal mixture of comical and unnerving. I mean really, I get that we were all college students and that we're all adults, but surely there was some kind of limit somewhere on basic decency that would have precluded somebody attending class with a half obscured purple shlong between their legs? That's what I would have thought prior to today, at least, though it appeared that I was swiftly becoming disabused of that notion.

Looking closer, I could now see that she had a black harness that was holding the purple cock in place, though since the harness was black along with the rest of her outfit, it was practically invisible. THis has the effect, which I very much doubt was accidental, of her really having a nine inch purple clock growing right the fuck out of her. As she giggled with joy upon displaying her object for the entire class the dildo bounced up and down.

"Oh interesting! My, you sure know how to pick them, don't you? That thing looks like it must weigh ten pounds, easy!" The professor said, Once again, I tried to suppress the indignant string of her warm and saccharine presentation to Samantha in contrast with her icey and domineering tone whenever she had been speaking with me. It shouldn't have bothered me, given that I knew that I didn't really give a shit what anybody in this room together anyway, least of all the professor, and yet still I couldn't help but notice the pang of inequitable treatment at the disapirity.

"Thanks Riz! I'll admit, it cost quite  a pretty penny, but at the end of the day I'm quite confident that it was totally worth it. The ladies at the toy store were so helpful too! they made sure that I had found the exact perfect model, and that it fit the harness and that the harness fit me and so on. I was a bit nervous about it, I'd never bought a toy in person before, but it was such an empowering experience!"

The entire class seemed to cook with joy at Samantha's proclamation. As for why it was that this random group of people were so jazzed at the idea of some random goth chick buying a purple cock, I could not tell you. I was quite sure that I didn't care, even though there was a part of me that knew that the energy of the class was starting to rub off on me. This observation was on the long list of observations that I was actively working to push out of my mind, which I had to say I was able to achieve with only limited success. It was like I was playing a game of mental whack-a-mole with myself. In one moment, the sensation of the thong that was still lodged between my ass cheeks would suddenly surge to the forefront of my mind. As soon as I was able to forget about that, the thought that this experience was going to have to be relived again and again, as many times as the class met before my last semester as school finally concluded, popped into my brain. As soon as I was able to stop focusing so much on that, the notion that the way that I was treated in this class seemed different in every possible way from how the professor treated everybody else would occur to me. And then finally, there was the thought that I wanted to acknowledge least of all, and therefore worked the most to shut out of my mind; the thought that this class actually seemed kind of nice and wholesome. That is, it seemed nice and wholesome just so long as you were anybody but me.

I thought back to the many tepid student presentations that I had given, and how the whole thing had always seemed to be such a formality. It was painfully obvious that nobody cared. I didn't care about the presentation, the students I was presenting to certainly didn't care. and if whatever professor had assigned us the presentation in the first place had actually managed to stay awake during the entirety of the class then that alone could have been considered something of a minor victory.

The vibe in Professor Frizzle's class was as different from that as somebody could possibly be. Instead of tepid disinterest, it seemed like all of the girls sitting in the class chairs seemed to have a genuine interest in whatever was going on. The way that people were listening to Samantha, it was like they were paying more attention to what she was saying than anybody had paid attention to me for the entirety of my time as a university student.

I knew that there was simply no chance in hell that I could allow myself to be jealous of a freaking women's studies class, and yet the more I tried to push the thought away, the more that it ended up coming back with a vengeance.

I briefly thought back to how different everything would be for me if I hadn't signed up for this class. If I had possessed the forethought to be able to have signed up for classes at the first opportunity instead of procrastinating until the absolute last minute was upon me. If I had actually managed to have planned my time appropriately, then I wouldn;t been left in the unenviable situation of this class being my one and only hope for actually being able to graduate on time. Perhaps that is what made me the most annoyed about the whole situation. As much as it felt like all of this had simply happened to me, as if I was just some sort of inert block of wood, static in a dynamic environment. And while that would certainly have made for one extremely convenient reality, the fact of the matter was that the reason that I was here in the first place was my fault to begin with. That stung just about as much as the warm saccharine tone that I would hear professor rizzle use when she was addressing the rest of the class.

I knew that, since I had already made the mess that I was currently in, it wouldn't do me any good to sit and dwell on it. Once more I tried to remind myself that if I was able to just make it through the rest of the semester, then I would never have to find myself doing anything like this ever again for as long as I lived. Surely I would be able to make it through a couple of months of this. I mean hey, people have been able to make it through way worse than this. I was sure that if I was just able to find the right perspective, the right framing, then surely the path that I had inadvertently laid out of myself wouldn't seem quite so drab and awful. However, regardless of whatever it was that I told myself, the emotions stayed the same.

I was jolted out of my thoughts as I heard the professor speak once more.

"And so tell me Samantha, I'm simply dying to know, did you end up getting a chance to use the dildo yet?"

I could tell by the energy in the classroom alone that Professor Rizzle was clearly not the only person who had this question on her mind. The already quite attentive and eager class leaned forward even more, clearly desperate to know if Samatha had gotten any action since she had made the apparently giant leap of buying a gigantic purple dick and wearing it around for a week as if it was the latest fashion trend.

Big deal, I thought to myself. I've sported a penis every single day of my life, and yet i;ve never had a group of people act like that made me some kind of hero. What made this samantha lady any different?

"Sadly no." Samantha said, her tone just a tad downtrodden. " I tried, and I definitely got approached quite a lot whenever I would wear it out in public, but if I'm being honest none of the dudes who approached me were really that appealing. I've always wanted to try pegging. I guess that's just how the world is sometimes. Back when I had dudes around me who very vocally wanted me to fuck them in the ass, I didn't have th enessacary quipment to actually made that happen. Now that i have this bad boy" she said as she slapped the large purple dildo resting between her legs, causing it to shoot down and back up as if it was some kind of very phallic dildo. "I don't have any cute guys to butt fuck. Such is life."

I couldn't believe that any of this was happening. Surreal didn't even seem to cover it.  I thought that I might come across some wacky shit in my time in a women's studies class, but there was no way that I could have even begun to suspect what my day was actually going to be like when I showed up. I aws no prude when it came to sex, bu hearing about dudes being fucked in the ass was just about as far down on the list of things that I enjoyed hearing about as it could possibly go.

"I know that exact feeling! Can you believe that I didn't peg a guy until I was already 30?" I heard Professor Rizzle say. Even though I suppose that a college professor making such an admission to a group of her students should have surprised me, I think that by this point I was pretty much numb to anything new surprising me. By this point, I felt more like I was just clinging on for the ride by my fingertips, and if I managed to still be hanging on by the end of the semester then I was quite sure that this would qualify as some kind of small miracle.

"Wow, really? A vixen like you?" Samatha responded.

"Oh, stop", Professor Rizzle said. For the first time since I had walked into the classroom that morning, I saw professor rizzle blush ever so slightly. I suppose that it was nice knowing that underneath her icey exterior that she seemed to put on whenever she found herself speaking with me, that there was indeed a regular human with some semblance of a sense of shame in there somewhere.

"Well, pegging wasn't quite so common back in the day, you see. So whenever the chance eventually arose, you know that I had to jump on it. So to speak.

All of the ladies in class giggled at this, though the giggle that they elicited was different in every way from the laughter that I had heard at my expense.

"I just want to be you when I grow up, Professor Rizzle" Samantha said with a little wink. "I'd do anything to peg a guy."

"Well, I think that we might have a volunteer in our midst."

I didn't know what it was that she could be referring to. I looked around the class only to see a plethora of faces, all of which were looking at me.

They couldn't possibly mean me, could they?

Rizzle pointed a finger at me.

"Why don't you step to the front of class? I think it's high time that we had a little demonstration, wouldn't you say?"

To be continued.
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