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Chapter 1: The Knickers

The students clapped and a couple even wolf whistled. I had to admit it, Rebecca and Banana had totally nailed their presentation.

“Okay girls, you can sit down now.”

I looked behind at the digital clock on the wall.

14:36.

I squirmed. I still had nine more minutes of class time left and I was desperate for the toilet. I should definitely have not eaten in the canteen at lunchtime. Sure, the food was cheap, but the fish looked like it was hooked out of someone’s aquarium and the butternut squash had seen better days.

I sat on the lecturer’s stool and hoped the pressure on my ass might keep my rectum closed.

I addressed the class. “Well done to Rebecca and Banana for their presentation about Gee-Shok.”

Around half the students cheered as soon as I said the name.

“Is anyone going to see his concert next week?”

“The tickets sold out in six seconds!” Violet exclaimed, moving her fists in front of her eyes to mimic tears.

“Oh that’s so sad” I replied. But not as sad as me really needed the toilet, I thought.

“Okay class, let’s have an early break.”

I dashed to the classroom door as fast as I could run in my heels. The corridor was clear. I tottered down the corridor towards the washroom, praying that I wouldn’t topple over and bust my ankle. One health issue at a time was enough.

I entered the male washroom and pulled the first cubicle door open. Crouching over the squat toilet, I hitched up my skirt and pulled down my knickers. As I clutched my writhing stomach I resolved never to eat in the canteen again.

I looked at my watch. I’d just made it back to class on time. I walked to the lecturer’s podium and consulted my class list.

“Okay, who’s next? Let’s have Violet and Peaches.”

The two girls gathered their notes and trudged to the front of the classroom.

“Try not to read, hey girls?” I pleaded, but I knew they’d still read the majority of their presentation.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed somebody had drawn a penis on the blackboard.

“Oh come on.” I muttered, and walked over to clean the board.

I heard a lot of giggling. It was nothing new in this class, but I didn’t think they’d find a chalked spunking cock that funny.

“Okay, girls, you can start.”

Violet started reading out her speech about another Korean male idol I’d never heard of.

I looked at the students in the audience. Not many were looking at Violet or Peaches, but a fair number were looking at me.

Violet continued. “In 2015 he launched his own perfume.”

I walked to the blackboard and chalked ‘to launch’ in big letters. We’d discuss the meaning of that word later.

I heard more giggling. Violet had finished her piece and now Peaches was reading off her mobile phone screen. There didn’t seem to be anything funny about what she was saying.

I felt many pairs of eyes on me. I wondered if any faecal matter had splashed onto my skirt, legs or heels. I looked down, but I looked alright.

I walked behind the podium, from where I was less visible to the students sitting at their desks. I turned around to look at the rear of my legs and realised my skirt was tucked into my knickers.

I felt my face redden. I pulled my skirt out of knickers and brushed down the back.

Hiding my face with my clipboard, I turned to Violet. “Finished?”

“Yes.” She said and scooted back to her desk with her friend in tow.

“Any questions?” I asked the audience.

As usual there were just blank stares.

Somehow I got through the class. I wouldn’t see them for another week and by that time they’d all be talking about Gee-Shok’s visit to our city. Nobody would remember the weird crossdressing foreign teacher who had his plaid skirt tucked into his knickers.

I sent Candy a message asking her where the hell my suitcase was. I’d been working here for over a week now. Surely it didn’t take that long for an airline to locate a missing bag?

I arrived back in my room. My stomach was still sore and my usual ravenous appetite was gone. I went to the toilet again.

My phone started vibrating and dancing in little circles on my desk. I dashed out of the toilet with my panties around my ankles.

“Oh hey Candy. How are you?”

“I’m good. I heard your suitcase is in the administration building.”

I did a fist pump. “Oh that’s great. I had a bad time in class today. I don’t want to wear women’s clothes again.”

I heard laughing at the other end.

“Are we on speaker phone?” I asked.

Candy didn’t answer me. “I’ll bring your suitcase to your room. Will you be there?”

“Yes.” I said, and shuffled back to the bathroom.

Half an hour later I heard a rolling noise in the corridor.

I opened the door. “Oh hey Candy.” I said.

Behind her was my suitcase.

“Oh wow, they found it.”

Candy pushed the carrying handle back into the body of the case. “Yes it’s been here a few days.”
“Why didn’t anyone tell me?” I asked.
“Oh they don’t need to work much in there.”

I nodded. “I understand.”

Kurt had told me that a few years ago many of the administration staff got word that the university was moving to a new location in the city, so they bought up most of the plots of land in the new location. So the staff hardly ever came to work, and those that actually had to do stuff just paid students to do their menial tasks.

I clutched my stomach. “Look, I’m not feeling too good. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

“Okay.” Said Candy.

I wheeled my case into my room and dived back into my bathroom.


Chapter 2: Mass Hysteria Part 1

09:02 on Wednesday. Damn. I had a class at 10. I’d slept for well over twelve hours.

I prodded my stomach. The illness that had afflicted me yesterday seemed to be gone.

I remembered Candy had brought my suitcase round. I manhandled it onto the bed and unzipped the side.

It was like a time capsule from ten days ago. My stuff was jumbled up a bit, but it all seemed to be there.

I took out a pair of long blue chinos. They kind of felt boring after all the female outfits I’d been wearing the last few days. But yesterday’s wardrobe malfunction was so embarrassing, I thought I should knock the crossdressing on the head for a while.

I’d miss those sexy little miniskirts though.

I took a couple of white shirts out of the case, then rummaged around for my red and grey striped silk tie. This afternoon I would dress as a regular non-crossdressing professor. Maybe I’d even put a pen in my shirt lapel pocket and go for the nerd look. I’d also wear the sensible black office type shoes I’d packed too.

Remembering I’d promised myself never to eat in the canteen again, I grabbed brunch in Happy Burger. Maybe the food in there was so artificial even bugs wouldn’t grow in it.

Still slurping my large cola, I started making my way up the stairs in Teaching Building 1. I was in classroom 302. As I reached the second floor I noticed the students were a lot more lively than I’d have expected. I wondered if the canteen staff had put even more MSG in the breakfast congee than usual.

I walked into the classroom and saw that a handful of my students were already sat at their desks. They were sophomores and we were having a reading class. Thankfully they had a textbook so I could set them reading the assigned passages then go and have a sit down.

“Hey Professor, can I have your cup after you’ve finished with it?” A girl in the front row asked.

I looked at the almost empty cup and realised Gee-Shok’s picture was plastered all over it.

“Sure.”

“Okay class, begin reading passage one of unit two.”

I walked around the class to make sure everybody was on task.

“Flora, where’s your textbook?” I asked a shy girl with rounded glasses and a pen that looked like a female sex toy.

“Sorry Professor, I left in it my dormitory. I was so excited. About Gee-Shok.”

“Okay.” I nodded. “Today you should sit next to.” I looked around. “Oh, sit next to that boy there.”

Flora flushed and the male student looked even more embarrassed.

I sat down and waited for the students to read the passage about how chocolate was made. I cursed myself for not bringing some chocolate in to show them, as I found using real objects in class seemed to excite them a great deal.

Thinking about chocolate made me think about all the awesome goodies I’d brought from home. Now I’d now be able to eat my way through them now my suitcase had turned up.

My daydreaming was interrupted by shouting in the corridor. I stood up and made my way to the door. My students were still mostly trying to read the difficult passage, though several were now looking towards the doors at the front and rear of the classroom.

I opened the large blue door and peered out. I saw around a dozen female students standing around by the washrooms. Most of them were peering at their mobile phones.

A tall girl wearing white knee length socks and a pretty blue dress looked at me. “There he is!” She shouted, nudging the girl next to her firmly on the shoulder.

The students all looked along the dimly lit corridor. I ducked back into the classroom in a state of confusion.

The pair of girls sat nearest to the door looked up. “What’s happening?” One of them asked me.

“I don’t know.” I replied.

Then I heard an almost stampede like noise of heavy footed students rushing down the corridor. I walked briskly back to the podium. I was thankful that on this occasion I was dressed in my regular guy shoes, and not the stilettos like I’d been wearing for most of the week.

A couple of the girls bundled through the classroom door, then the two behind them who were dressed in sailor suit uniforms got wedged in the frame. They started clawing at each other as if there was a competition to be amongst the first to enter the classroom.

I looked at my class for clues as to what was going on. By now nobody was reading their books, but were now focussed on the antics of the girls who were gradually forcing their way into our class.

The girls stuck in the doorway had now freed themselves and two more girls had entered the classroom. Even more were craning through the door to see what was happening.

A short girl with a leather skirt and a white t shirt that said ‘Stuck Up Bitch’ started moving towards me. A wave of fear coursed through my body. The girl wasn’t tall, but I’d seen so many reports of school shootings, I wondered if something truly dire was about to happen.

I looked again at my class. A couple of students at the back had stood up but they didn’t appear as if they thought their personal safety was in jeopardy.

The short girl took another couple of steps forward. Then the taller girl in the blue dress reached out and grabbed hold of the other girl’s hair. She said something in her native language and yanked the girl backwards. She almost lost her footing and toppled backwards, but she managed to spin around despite the other girl still gripping her long hair.

I turned to my students who were nearest to me. “What did she say?”

My two female students looked at each other. “She said ‘I saw him first, whore’.”

I looked back at the duelling students. The shorter girl had somehow freed her hair from the clutches of the taller girl and was fighting back. Meanwhile the second pair of students had made it through the classroom door and were staring at me.

I picked my phone off the teacher’s podium and tapped out a desperate message to Candy:

Help I’m in building 1 room 302. 2 students r fighting over me!!!

One of the students nearest the door hoisted her sailor suit top over her head. The girl next to her unclipped her blue pleated skirt and it tumbled to the floor, spreading out like a beached jellyfish. She stepped out of her skirt and started moving towards me in just her top, her plain white knickers and blue knee length socks and shiny black moccasins.

Meanwhile the girl next to her had also lifted her top over her head and was now standing in her bra and skirt. She strode towards me, reaching behind her. “Can you sign my bra for me?” She asked me, an unclipped her bra.

I heard gasps of astonishment from my own students, and a woop-woop from one of the guys.

The girl without a skirt reached out and yanked the bra-less girl’s skirt with such force that she fell backwards, landing awkwardly and bouncing on her ass a couple of times. The the skirt-less girl took her knickers down and hooked them over her cute shiny platform heels. I took another pace backwards, completely at a loss as to what to do in this situation.

“Can you sign my panties please?” She asked me, holding them out in her delicate hands. I couldn’t fail to look and saw that her pussy was fairly overgrown with wiry black hairs. It was simultaneously unsettling and inviting.

Behind her, the topless girl had crawled over and was now gripping the other girl’s ankles. The knickerless girl leaned back and attempted to swat her away. Then they were brawling on the floor, holding out their intimate clothing items for me to sign.

I looked at my students. They were all frozen to their desks with a mixture of surprise and horror on their faces.

The girl with no panties had now got the better of the other girl and locked her arms around my waist. “I love you Gee. Please marry me. Don’t leave me.”

I staggered to the podium with the girl glued to me like a limpet. I had absolutely no idea what to do.

A few of my students giggled.

Suddenly there was a deafening alarm which I took to be the fire alarm.

“Class is over guys, get out of here.” I yelled at my class.

The students who had invaded the class seemed to be in a state of confusion caused by the alarm. The girl gripping my waist let go. Sensing my chance to escape, I slammed my laptop shut and stuffed everything into my rucksack. I picked up my phone. There was a message from Candy:

I’ve made u a diversion. Get outta there.


Chapter 3: The Firemen

I fled to the staircase. I started descending, then had a sudden idea. I had been assigned a desk in an office two floors above. I thought I should be safe there, since all of the students were fleeing downstairs and I very much doubted there was a real fire.

I climbed two floors and reached the office. Fortunately I’d thrown the key in my rucksack, never having thought about actually using the office.

I unlocked the door then stepped inside then relocked the door. The office was empty. I pulled down the blinds and put my rucksack onto the desk in my assigned cubicle.

Kurt and the other foreign teacher also had desks in the office. Kurt had a stashed a camp bed next to his desk, which I hoped he used to mid-afternoon naps and not as somewhere to fuck his students.

I took my laptop out of my rucksack and sat in my battered office chair. I opened up the lid and started researching my predicament.

I had a hunch that the students were suffering from some form of mass hysteria. I remembered that I’d seen it happen back in 2016 when I was living in the UK. Back then there was a fair bit of hysteria about clown sightings. To be fair though, there really were a lot of clowns lurking around.

The Internet said that mass hysteria was nothing new. There was evidence of outbreaks happening as far back as the Middle Ages. Further forward in time, there was a dancing plague in Strasbourg in 1518, and a strange case of hysteria in a school Mississippi in 1976. Many of the cases over the centuries seemed to adversely affect women, and several incidents had happened in nunneries or in all girl schools.

My phone started vibrating at almost the same instant the fire alarm stopped.

“Oh hey, Candy.”

“Are you alright Professor? Cindy told me some freshmen students heard rumours that Gee-Shok was in your building. Where are you now?”

“I’m in my office in Building 1.”

“Okay I suggest you stay there until 12. Then most of the students will be in the canteen. You could return to your dormitory. Do you need to go out again?”

I took my schedule out of my rucksack’s front pocket. “Yes, I have a 4 pm class.”

“Fuck.”

The phone went silent for a little while.

“I tell you what. The students appear to be triggered by men. So for your next class you should probably dress as a lady again. Have you got enough skirts and blouses left?”

I thought about what clothes I had in my room.

“Oh, and what class do you have?” She asked.

I glanced at my schedule again. “It’s the Lingerie Science freshmen. I’m in building two.”

I heard her sigh. “Do be careful, Gee-Shok is much more popular amongst the freshmen students. And building two is further away from your dormitory.”

“Yes I’m afraid so.” I confirmed.

“Look. We don’t have much time. I’ll send over two students to help you prepare.”

“Prepare?” I asked.

“Yes, we’re going to have to make you look super feminine.” She replied, then ended the call.

At a couple of minutes to twelve I slung my rucksack over my shoulder and left the office. The corridor was empty.

As I reached the front of the building I saw there was a commotion. A lot of girls were milling around in various states of undress.

I saw two students who were in one of my classes, but I didn’t know their names.

“What’s happening girls?” I asked them.

The longer hair girl had tears streaming down her face. “Gee-Shok is here. He’s filming his next music video. He’s dressed as a fireman.”

“Oh. Have you seen him?”

Both girls looked at each other with a quizzical look on their faces.

“Now don’t go listening to rumours girls.” I said.

The short haired girl started pouting and I knew I’d overstepped the mark. I started walking away before it got too emotional.

I stepped over some extended white hoses. I didn’t think there was a real fire, but the firefighters seemed to be taking things extremely seriously.

I went to pass between two fire trucks then stopped. Two tall students were tugging at a firefighter’s shirt, and a third was undoing his belt. He didn’t seem to be putting up much of a fight.

The student ripped the guy’s belt out of his trouser loops then threw it in my direction. I sidestepped it and it clattered onto the road between the two deflated hoses.

With expert hands the girl tugged the guys trousers down then slid his shorts over his hips. I stood motionless. The guy’s penis was freaking huge. Without a word, the student leaned in and swallowed the entire thing. The guy stayed silent and started thrusting his hips.

I wondered where the hell the other fire crew were. I heard a large moan, then I realised there was something going on in the cab above me. There was a bra slung over the half-wound down window, and I shuddered to think what was happening in the cab itself.

I arched my back and remembered just how heavy my rucksack was. I drew an intake of breath and started walking between the two fire trucks. The student kept deep throating the guy, oblivious to my approach. The other two girls were massaging his ripped torso and I felt a wholly inadequate specimen of a man. Maybe it was better if I put on a dress and did sissy stuff. I should leave the real men to get the girls and do men’s stuff like fight fires and service horny students.


Chapter 4: The Hospital

I returned to my room and boiled the kettle. I poured myself a large mug of green tea then flopped down on my armchair to read more of the Internet while trying not to think of the fireman’s huge cock.

It seemed that calming influences were often very useful in outbreaks of mass hysteria. But what could I use to calm the students down?

I poured another mug of green tea and had a think. I remembered there was a hospital on campus. I’d never been there but I knew where it was. I’d walked past it a couple of times because it was next to the dormitories and Business Street.

Wary of triggering any more hysteria, I decided I’d use Candy’s suggestion and dress in the female clothing she’d brought me after my suitcase went missing.

I laid out my plaid skirt and white blouse. I’d also wear my heels.

I walked around to my dressing area behind the big screen TV and rummaged through my other items of female attire. Ah, I’d definitely wear some white ankle socks. I then pulled out a black sports bra and hunted around for the matching g-string. They were both quite racy and lacy too. I hadn’t worn them so far as, I was conscious that the bra would be very visible beneath my blouse and as for the g-string, it barely contained my cock and balls. Still, they were the most feminine undies I had, so I carried them over and put them on the bed.

I sat on my bed and checked my phone. There were no updates. I got dressed, had a quick twirl in front of the bathroom mirror and left my room.

I walked to the end of the corridor. So far so good.

As I was wearing my heels, I chose to take the elevator to the ground floor.

I said ‘hi’ to the girl on the reception desk but she didn’t hear me. It looked like she was watching something on her mobile phone. I heard the same tune I’d been hearing all week.

Out in the car park I looked around but didn’t see anybody. I walked through the car park and then through the shortcut to the other car park. The campus seemed strangely quiet.

There were a couple of girls taking selfies on the bridge over the stream. They said ‘hi professor’, then went back to sorting through the various filters on their camera apps.

Finally I reached the hospital. There was nobody on the reception desk. I looked around the ground floor but the doors were all locked.

I climbed the staircase and had a look around upstairs. There were a few rooms with beds. I guessed these were where they looked after sick students. There were a couple of isolation rooms too.

I walked past the restrooms. I needed to pee soon, after drinking way too much green tea.

I took my mobile phone out of my skirt’s secret pocket and called Candy.

“Hi Professor.” She said. “Where are you?”

“I’m in the hospital.”

The line went silent.

“Are you there?” I asked.

“Oh, yes. Sorry Professor. You know there aren’t any nurses here now.”

“I gathered that. The place is empty.”

“Yes. A couple of weeks ago they all got their visas through and they went to work in America.”

“Oh really?”. I sat down on a bed in one of the empty rooms.

“Yes. They’re waiting for more nurses, but the same thing will happen again.”

I heard screaming at the other end of the phone.

“Are you alright?”

“Yes. Me and Cindy are hiding in our dormitory. There’s a rumour that Gee-Shok is eating at the Freshness Burger in Business Street.”

“Oh come on. Like he’s going to be eating in there.” I pulled my feet up over the end of the bed and crawled back to recline on the pillow. This place was actually a pretty good sanctuary, and I couldn’t hear any building work which was a miracle for this country.

“Listen, I thought it would be useful if the students could see some nurses. I mean, they might calm down as a result.”

“Good idea.” Candy replied.

I could hear noises. I realised they were coming from the ground floor.

“I’ll call you back.” I took off my heels and padded towards the door in my white ankle high socks.

I could hear a few female voices. They sounded pretty psyched up, and at least one of them was crying.

My phone vibrated. I answered it immediately.

“Oh, Professor. Are you okay?”

“Hi Candy, I’m alright. There are some students in the hospital, even though there’s no nurses here and the place is kind of closed.”

I heard more shouting. I went over to the window. Around a dozen girls were running towards the hospital. One was still in her bra and panties, and was trying to put her t-shirt on. She didn’t even have any shoes on.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Candy asked me.

I crouched down so they wouldn’t spot me.

“Professor, we’ve just heard a rumour that Gee-Shok is in the hospital. The girls are saying that to avoid detection he’s dressing in a plaid skirt and blouse.”

“Uh oh.”

I heard Candy talk to the other girls in her dormitory.

“Okay, we have a plan. You need to go to the top floor and there’s a door to the roof. You can lock it from the outside. From the roof there’s a fire escape. You can climb down that and then run back to your dormitory.”

“Okay but the students are everywhere. Won’t they search the roof?”
“We might be able to distract them. I’ll start a rumour that he’s been seen at the sports track limbering up for his concert.”

“Okay, thanks for you help.” I said, and put my phone back into my skirt’s secret pocket.

I opened the door and looked in the corridor. I could hear voices below. I padded down the corridor in my ankle highs and peered over the balcony. There were well over a dozen students gathered below. Mostly they were checking their mobile phones for something, but a couple were crying and incapable of much else.

I crept to the other end of the corridor, still holding my heels. I heard a shriek down below, followed by lots of shouting.

I increased my pace and turned the corner. I’d found the a staircase to the top floor.

I climbed the stairs, then climbed another set of stairs, and another. I found myself in a dark and dusty room full of junk. The floor didn’t look like it had been swept since the place was built. I peered down and spotted rat droppings. I grimaced and put my heels back on.

I gingerly made my way through the piles of old chairs and desks and rusting unidentified medical equipment. There was a wooden door at the end. I pushed it open and found myself on the roof. It was bare save for a few dead pot plants and a makeshift washing line made from some green nylon cord.

Looking around I spotted the top of the fire escape protruding from the opposite side of the roof. I made my way over there as quickly as I could.

I heard voices. Shouting. I looked around. Damn, I should have tried locking the door. A couple of girls dressed in white t shirts and baggy denim overalls stepped onto the roof.

I grabbed the aluminium frame of the fire escape and looked down. The ladder extended all the way to the bottom. Halfway down there was a platform, then more steps to hopefully safety.

The steps looked really grimy, but the girls were walking towards me and I had to get out of here. I started descending the ladder. My heels helped me keep my feet on the rungs.

I kept looking at the bricks of the building instead of focusing on the crazed girls above or the precipitous drop below.

I heard excited shouting from above, and some dust dropped past my head. I looked up. The students were peering over the ledge and pointing at me.

I redoubled my efforts to descend the ladder. I slipped on some moss, and my right heel went tumbling down and hit the aluminium platform below. I watched as it bounced slightly and then flopped over to one side. Mercifully it had stayed on the platform, and not fallen into the bushes surrounding the building.

I carried on descending. Something hit me on the head. I stopped, unable to see. I pulled it off my head. It was a black bra. I clutched hold of it and stuffed it into the waistband of my skirt.

“We love you Gee-Shok.” I heard from well above me.

I was only a couple of rungs from the platform so I risked looking up. One girl was now just wearing her overalls and the straps were just about covering her breasts. The other girl seemed to be in a similar state of undress. She still had her bra on, but maybe for not much longer.

Turning back to my predicament, I stuck a foot out to probe for the platform. I felt ground beneath me, and stepped off the ladder. I stooped down to retrieve my lost heel. I put it on and tottered over to the next ladder.

Peering down, my heart sunk. The bottom was sealed by a grill that appeared to have a padlock on it.

I surveyed my other options. I could jump although I was at least fifteen foot off the ground. Or I could ascend and face the hysterical girls, or…

I sent Candy a message:

Stuck on middle of fire escape. Wot can I do?

A white item of clothing which I took to be a bra flew past me and landed in the bushes.

“Marry me Gee-Shok!”

I waved my hand at the girls. “I’m not Gee-Shok. I’m a Professor here.”

“We love you Professor Gee-Shok.” Came a chorus of replies.

More girls stuck their heads over the parapet.

I saw a girl throw a pair of panties at me. I reached out and caught them. I folded them and stuffed them into my secret pocket along with my phone.

I stood on the platform for maybe ten minutes. I really needed to pee. A couple more pairs of panties rained down on me. My secret pocket was full, so I stuffed them into the waistband of my skirt.

A few students had gathered in the roadway between the hospital and the much taller student dormitory building. They were laughing and pointing to me. I tried to stay on the far side of the platform, fearful that they could look up my skirt.

I couldn’t wait any longer. I crouched down, pulled my g-string aside and my penis flopped out. I released my bladder and shuddered with relief. A long stream of warm liquid poured out of me and through the gaps in the aluminium platform. I tried to reduce the flow, but the sound of droplets of pee landing on the leaves of the bushes below was all too obvious.

More students pointed at me. I shuffled my legs in an effort to hide my penis from them. I looked over and realised a couple had mobile phones pointed to me. I was horrified at the thought that they might be videoing me.

I heard the students in the roadway shout and wave their arms. I looked up, following their gaze. One of the students on the roof had clambered over the parapet and was now starting to climb down the ladder.

Her left shoe slipped off and clattered down the rungs.

“Be careful!” I shouted.

Now she was just wearing one shoe, two blue knee length socks and a stripy pair of panties. I presumed her bra was one of them that had been thrown at me a few minutes before.

I went over to hold the ladder. I was terrible at physics, and I had no idea if trying to catch her would result in one or both of us dying.

She was sobbing in a mixture of fright and emotional overload. She turned her head. “Gee you’re the boy for meeeee.”

“Stay where you are.” I shouted.

I looked down in the roadway. A couple of girls had covered their eyes.

I heard a siren in the distance. I thought it could be a fire truck. I was right. A small firetruck pulled up into the roadway, scattering the student bystanders.

A guy got out of the cab and started barking instructions to his crew.

The number of bystanders started to swell.

Four firemen pulled a ladder off the roof of the truck. The pushed it up against the wall and one started climbing. I recognised him as the one who had been deep throated by the unknown student.

He grinned at me then motioned for me to stand up straight. He walked towards me then casually lifted me in the air and threw me over his shoulders in a fireman’s lift.

The students below gasped in awe. He trudged towards the ladder then casually started climbing down, with me spread across his shoulders. I reached down and pushed my skirt over my knickers. I heard laughing and also cries of amazement, interspersed by sobs from the girl still halfway down the other ladder.

As soon as we reached the ground he crouched down and I clambered off his broad shoulders. He waited a second and I wondered if that was my cue to kiss him on the cheek. Then he climbed the ladder, shouting something to the sobbing girl.

“Wow, what happened?” Somebody asked and I saw that it was Candy. A few other students surrounded me.

“Are you okay?”

I looked down and realised there were splashes of pee all over my socks.

“Uh, yeah. Sorry, I had groupie problems.”

Candy nodded. “I’ll take you back to your room. Later some students will come round and help you look more convincingly female. Then you won’t get bothered by these crazy sasaeng fans.”


Chapter 5: Nurse Sissy

I heard wheels in the corridor, then voices. A couple of seconds later there was a gentle knock at my door. I rushed over to open it.

Two absolutely gorgeous female students were outside. I remembered their names. How could I not? The slightly taller girl was called Tallulah and her friend was Tamara. I was pretty sure they were in Candy’s Lingerie Science sophomore class.

They both had very long hair and were wearing pink vinyl nurses uniforms with red buttons and wide red belts in the same material. Both were wearing white pantyhose and black shiny platform heels that gave them an extra five or maybe even six inches in height. One of the students was clutching the handle of a shiny silver suitcase.

“Wow girls.” I said. “Come on in.”

Tamara wheeled the suitcase in and set it down on the floor of my kitchenette. As she knelt down I gazed at her legs and caught a sight of her bare upper thigh. I realised she was wearing thigh-highs.

Both girls looked around. “This room is so much bigger than our dormitory!” Sulked Tamara.

Tallulah calmly strutted over to the window, without worrying at all about privacy. “Okay it seems safe here, so we can get to work.”

I gazed at her chiselled calf muscles until the moment she turned around.

Still in the kitchenette, Tamara opened the case and pulled out pink nurse’s uniform just like the ones the girls were wearing.

“This is for you.” She said, rummaging around in the case.

“Oh, here’s some white thigh-high stockings too. We couldn’t find any white pantyhose. Usually the girls here wear cream colours in winter.”

Tallulah looked down at her shoes then walked back to her friend. “Cream and pink and red. Ugh. That would never work.”

Tamara did some more rummaging and proudly held up a large pair of black platform peephole sandals. “These are for you too. We’re lucky one of the Shoe Science senior’s a total hoarder and so we still have loads of this stuff.”

Tallulah looked in the pocket of her vinyl dress then hooked out a piece of jewellery. “I found you an anklet. It’ll bring you good luck.”

“Thanks ladies.” I said, looking down at my boring blue trousers. “As you can see, I stopped wearing girlie outfits. But look what happened when I did!”

They looked at each other. Tamara gave me more confirmation of the issues. “We know. We heard they’ve had to suspend food takeout deliveries to the school because some of the freshmen thought the drivers were Gee-Shok.”

Tallulah giggled. “That’s funny but also so sad.”

Tamara chimed in. “So sad!”. She took some more items out of the case. I saw she unpacked several sets of white plastic slippers and some toiletries.

She tossed a pair of the slippers to Tallulah. She caught one of them but the other one landed on my bed. Tallulah lost her balance and toppled over onto my bed.

Tamara laughed her head off. “It’s a good job we’re not in Professor Kurt’s room again.”

Tallulah rolled over and kicked off her sling-back heels. I looked towards her crotch and caught a glimpse of her white panties.

“Do you like my panties?” She asked me.

Did she really say that, I thought to myself.

Tallulah sat up and pushed the slippers onto her stockinged feet.

I looked over and Tamara was dismounting from her platform heels.

Tallulah stood up and sidled over to me. She rolled her index finger along my chin. “Now we must get to work. It’s not safe for you to go outside until you’re completely a girl.”

I gulped.

She looked down at my crotch. “Don’t worry, we won’t chop that off.”

Tamara giggled. “Do you remember when Kurt made us do a talk about that guy who got his thing cut off by his wife?”

Tallulah put an arm around my shoulder and ushered me towards the kitchenette. Tamara picked up the clear plastic toiletries case, then pointed to my legs. “He’d better lose those.”

Tallulah looked down. “Oh, you’ll need to take your trousers off.”

“Really?”

“Yes of course. How can we shave your legs while you’re still wearing them, silly?”

Thoughts started spinning around my head, but at that moment Tallulah reached for my belt and undid my buckle. I leaned over slightly and caught a delicious whiff of her honeysuckle shampoo.

Tallulah slid my belt out of the loops and it clattered to the floor. Then she undid the fastener and slowly lowered my fly zip.

I looked down. Her legs looked so smooth in the shiny stockings and I caught a delicious glimpse of her firm cleavage. Her bra was less padded than most of the other students. I realised she could be a lot more busty than I thought.

My trousers slid down my legs and Tallulah naturally looked straight at my crotch. “Oooo I like your panties.” She said, then glided her fingers down the grey marl material.

“Uh, they’re called briefs. Men’s panties are called briefs.”

She put her other hand in front of her mouth. “Oh, silly me, I always forget that word.”

She traced a line around my stiffening cock with her index finger. “You’re so much bigger than my last boyfriend.”

“Oh really?” I gulped. “Is he a student?”

“Oh no, he’s a drug dealer.”

“Oh” I said in genuine surprise. I wondered if she had gotten her words mixed up again.

Tamara cantered over and grasped her friend’s arm. “Come up, we have to get started. No more talking about bad boys.”

I turned to Tamara. “How about bad professors?”.

She laughed. “You’re a good professor.”

Both girls took hold of me and bundled me over to the bathroom. Tamara bent down and picked up a pair of white plastic slippers. “Here put these on. We don’t want your feet going rotting.”

I shuffled into the bathroom. Tamara squeezed past me and took the little orange and white plastic stool I used to put magazines on when I was reading on the toilet. She put the stool in the centre of the shower cubicle.

Tallulah pointed to the stool. “Sit on there.”

Tamara stood behind the stool and took the shower head off of the wall. I sat on the stool feeling really self conscious about the bulge in my briefs and not a little unsettled about what might happen next.

Tamara ran the shower, feeling the water with her hand. After a few seconds she ran the water down my left leg, taking care not to get my briefs wet.

She turned off the shower and put the shower head back onto its wall mount. Then she reached into the toiletries bag and took out a bottle of lotion. She squirted a dollop of golden liquid into her hand then started massaging it over my feet, working her way round my ankle and slowly up to my knee.

Tallulah entered the shower room. “Oh it’s a bit small in here.” She said.

I looked up and caught another tantalising glimpse of her white panties. This time she stayed where she was and let me have a long, lingering stare.

“I’ll do his other leg.” Tallulah said, and reached for the shower head. Then she repeated the washing and lathering that Tamara had started a few minutes earlier.

I wiped the sweat from my brow. Tamara took out a pink dual bladed razor from the bag and slipped off the plastic guard. Then she slowly began shaving the hairs from my feet and toes.

“Just a minute.” Tallulah said, and went into my kitchenette. She came back clutching my waste bin. She took out the blue bin liner then filled the waste bin with water from the bathroom sink.

“We can use this.” She said, plonking it down between my legs.

Tamara plunged her razor into the waste bin and shook it off. “Good idea.” She said.

Both girls continued shaving my legs, working their way towards my knees. Soon my lower legs were completely clean shaven.

“Here, have a feel.” Tamara said, guiding my hand to feel my leg.

“Oh it’s so smooth.” I said. “I thought only girl’s legs could be that smooth.” This was a revelation.

Tallulah motioned for me to stand up, then she began lathering up my upper legs.

Tamara wiped her brow, then started unbuttoning her pink dress. “It’s hot work.” She said, taking off her dress and hanging it over the glass shower wall.

I started at her crisp white thong nestling between her smooth rounded buttocks.

She turned and smiled, then picked up the razor and began shaving the back of my leg.

I felt the razor nip me, and I tensed my thigh. She gripped my thigh with her delicate hands, giving it a squeeze. “Oooo, your legs are so strong.”

Tallulah laughed. “Strong Mr Professor.”

I looked at Tallulah. Creamy white foam was dribbling down the front of her shiny dress. I wished it was my cum.

“Aren’t you hot?” I asked her.

She mopped her brow, but made no attempt to remove her dress.

I looked down at Tamara’s delicious cleavage. Her shiny white bra looked as if it had minimal padding and I guessed that she really was busty. Most of the students were small breasted but she was likely a D cup at minimum. She caught me smiling and I smiled back. Her white stockings were now almost nude as they were so damp.

I rubbed my fingers down the leg Tallulah had been working on. “Very nice job.” I remarked, wondering why I hadn’t experimented with shaving my legs before.

Tamara put her fingers inside my briefs. “Should we shave here too?”

Tallulah laughed. “Maybe some other time. Now we’ve got to get him ready for class.”

I felt bitterly disappointed, but at the same time I guessed there might be an even more awesome experience with these beauticians in future.

I sat in the armchair letting my legs dry. The girls had fitted me up with a shoulder length blonde wig and done their best to apply some make up to make me look more convincing.

Tamara held up a hand mirror to my face. I instinctively put my hands up to prod my cheeks. “Wow, I look… I mean… Oh, I don’t know what to say.”

“Now for some long fingernails.” Tamara said, taking a few packs of false nails out of the suitcase. She held up a few for me to look at. “What colour? Pink, red, blue or silver?”

“Uh, pink.” I said, thinking it would remind me of their nurse outfits.

“Okay” she said and crouched next to me. “Here, hold out your hand.”

Tallulah walked over and took up position on the opposite side of me. “I’ll do this hand.”

The girls put a dot of glue on each of my finger nails then glued the false nails in place.

“Will I still be able to use my computer?” I asked them.

“Oh yes.” Tallulah replied.

Both girls stood up and stretched their legs. Tamara seemed to be in no hurry to put her nurse uniform back on.

Tamara walked over to the suitcase. “Finally, we’d better dress you up.”

She lifted a bra out of the suitcase. “This one has a lot of padding, so you’ll look super real.”

I looked at Tamara’s chest.

“Those are real.” She giggled. She walked up to me with the bra, and motioned for me to remove my t-shirt. Then she hooked the bra through my arms and walked behind me to fasten the chest strap.

“There, that looks great.” She said, pushing the front together to give me more of an impression of cleavage.

Tallulah walked over with a pink nurse’s outfit and a matching hat. “Here, put these on.”

I started putting the dress on. The material made a delicious swooshing noise as I put my arms through the sleeves and adjusted it into place.

“It’s a tight fit.” I said as I did the top button up.

Tamara laughed. “It’s intentional. Here, let me fit your hat for you.” She said, popping the matching pink vinyl nurse’s hat on my head and fastening it in place with a hair grip.

Tallulah waved a couple of white shiny thigh-high stockings in my direction. “You’re almost done. Better sit down to put these on.”

I sat as each girl rolled a thigh-high stocking over my feet then carefully hitched them up my legs.

Tallulah looked at her phone. “Oh, we have a class soon. As do you of course. We’d better be going.”

“Okay, well thanks for dressing me up. I feel amazing.” I said, looking for where they’d left the last piece of my outfit - my black shoes.

I spotted the anklet on the desk, so I remembered to put that on too. I wondered if it would be right to wear it over my stockings. Did girls do that?

Tamara closed the suitcase and put her shoes on.

“Your dress?” Tallulah asked her, pointing to her bare midriff.

Tamara giggled. “Oh I nearly walked out of her in my panties.”

I waved the girls goodbye. “Have a good afternoon.”

“You too.” They said in unison.


Chapter 6: Mass Hysteria Part 2

I picked up my rucksack and made my way down the corridor to the elevator.

As I stepped into the elevator I gasped when I saw myself in the mirrored walls. I looked amazing. Sure, my face was a giveaway, but my legs - wow. I mean I’d been wearing a skirt off and on for the last week but having completely smooth legs and silky white stockings on made a huge difference.

I glanced at my huge manly rucksack. As the elevator doors opened I noticed Kurt was in the lobby, trying to talk to the girl on reception. He was chattering away at her, even though the girl’s English vocabulary only amounted to ‘hello’ and ‘goodbye’.

“Hey Kurt.” I called out.

He turned and his eyes widened. “Strewth, you’re all dolled up this afternoon.”

He looked me up and down and for once was completely speechless.

I pointed to his tie. “As are you. What’s with the suit?”

He waved a quick goodbye to the receptionist and picked up his worn leather satchel. “Let’s walk and talk. Where you off to?”

“Oh, I’ve got the Lingerie Scientists in building two.”

“My favourite class mate. But fuck that long walk over to that building. I’ll walk with you as far as the admin building.”

We walked down the steps out of our building and across the car park.

“Admin building? What are you doing in there? I thought you told me they spent most of the week playing golf or getting pampered at the spa.”

Kurt laughed. “Yeah they do. Listen, that sheila I was banging last week. You know the one with long dark hair?”

I chuckled. “Just about all our students have long dark hair.”

“Well it turns out she’s the Dean’s daughter.”

My mouth widened. “Oh fuck.”

“So daddy’s princess keeps sending me titty photos. Very nice they are too. But then daddy finds her phone and he’s like ‘I’m gonna smash your fucking face in’.”

I gasped.

We reached the sports ground and Kurt turned into it so I could use the shortcut to the classrooms.

He looked at his watch. “It’s okay, I’ll walk with you to the teaching building. I got another half an hour yet. No use sitting around getting nervous, eh?”

I nodded. Some girls dressed in gym t shirts and little red shorts were limbering up by the long jump sand.

“Eyes right.” Kurt chuckled as we continued walking.

“So anyway,” he continued, “I have a few connections of my own. I managed to get him to call off his heavies in return for committing to a disciplinary. After all the guy admitted to that when he searched her phone he found dozens of dick pics, and they weren’t all of my wang.”

He stopped to wipe the sweat from his brow. “Uh, when it’s over I’ll wait for you in Happy Burger.”

“Yeah, my class ends at 5:40. I’ll gladly join you for a burger. I got the shits yesterday from eating in the canteen.”

“Ah fuck that place. I usually get my food delivered.” He pulled open his satchel and thrust it in my face. “I got some tinnies for later. I’ve had a lot of bad food here, but I’ve never had a beer disappoint me.”

We passed a couple of girls who were sitting on the side of a planter. One girl was sobbing her eyes out and the other was consoling her.

Kurt shot them a look. “There’s a lot of angst this week. My morning class seemed to be on the edge of hysteria. I gave up and showed them a TV show. Thank fuck the fire alarm went off and I could knock off for an extended lunch break.”

“You noticed? I had a nightmare in my class. In fact that’s why I’m wearing a skirt.”

“Oh really? I thought you were just a big sissy.”

He looked at my expression. “Uh, no offence mate.”

“Yeah it looks like there’s a bit of mass hysteria going on.”

“Like with the clowns?”

“Yeah, but the girls are seeing Korean idols everywhere. I’d be careful if I were you.”

“No worries. I don’t think I look anything like a sissy KPop idol.”

He looked at my shiny white stockings. “You on the other hand…”

We reached Building 2. I motioned to the doorway. “This is my stop. Good luck with the hearing, and I’ll go find you at Happy Burger once it’s over.”

“Yeah, thanks mate. Hopefully I’ll be okay. You’ve got to be a real nut job to get fired from this place. Maybe they’ll just punish me and make me wear a dress or something.”

I laughed.

I walked in the classroom and noticed that around half the students were already there.

Almost everybody looked up from their mobile phones. I started preparing for the lesson like usual, but it was obvious that my new outfit was causing a stir.

More students filed in, with everyone without exception stopping in the tracks and giving me a huge look.

Brian and Brianna appeared in the doorway. They looked alike and sat together, but I didn’t know if they were boyfriend and girlfriend, brother and sister or maybe semi-identical twins.

Brian gasped. “Wow, great outfit Professor!”. At last a student had actually spoken up about my outfit.

“Why thank you Brian. You’re looking pretty dapper yourself.”

“Dapper?” He asked before Brianna pulled his arm and shuffled him off to their usual position three rows back by the window.

The bell sounded. I felt up above my head and checked that my nurse’s hat was on straight.

“Okay class, what am I dressed as?”

There were a few mumblings. “A nurse.” Someone shouted out.

“Yes that’s correct. And where do nurses work?”

“In a university?”

“I mean usually.”

“In the hospital.”

“And why am I dressed as a nurse today?”

Blank stares.

“Because we have mass hysteria on campus.” I turned around and wrote ‘mass hysteria’ on the board.

“Does anyone know what this phrase means?”

I turned around and realised Brian and Brianna were half out of their seats craning to get a view of something going on outside.

More students stood up to see what they were missing. Then the students from the wall side of the room started leaving their seats.

“What’s happening?” I asked, walking towards the window.

I peered out. Many students were running away from our building and towards the sports ground.

A girl in the middle of my classroom let out a scream. “It’s Gee-Shok! He’s in our school!”

A few of the students near the window rushed over and they crowded around her phone.

“Hey guys, Gee-Shok’s not here, it’s mass hysteria.” I shouted, trying to calm them down.

The girl with the phone looked at me. “Yes, he’s not here in our classroom. He’s near the administration building.” With that around a third of the class picked up their bags and fled the classroom in a stampede of teenage hormones.

“Uh guys.” I pleaded with them but I could do nothing to stem the flow of students out of the classroom. A few students stayed but they sat at their desks and fiddled with their mobile phones.

Brian and Brianna kept looking out of the window. “Look!” Brianna cried, “over there.” She pointed to towards the main gate.

Someone was being chased by around three dozen girls. Some were crying their eyes out, and were barely keeping up with the others. The crowd kept running towards our building.

“Oh, that’s Professor Kurt they’re chasing.” I said. “Oh no, I just remembered he’s wearing his suit. Maybe they think he’s Gee-Shok.”

I slid the window back. “Hey Kurt, I’m up here!”

Kurt looked up. “Cheers sport.” He called out, giving me a thumbs up.

I walked over to the lecture podium, hitched myself up on the stool and crossed my legs. It was tiring standing around in heels. The breeze from the window felt so good as it gently fanned my upper thighs.

“Uh, if you want to stay, you can.” I said. A few students nodded. I pushed the back of my dress down. It was so short that I was largely sitting on the stool in my panties. I wondered if Brian kept peeping in my direction to see if he could see my panties. Maybe tonight he’d dream about Brianna wearing a nurse’s outfit just like mine. Or maybe he was more into guys and might even dream about Professor Sissy.

Nobody else seemed to be in an imminent mood to leave the class. I stood up and smoothed my dress down. “Take out some paper and write an essay about how clothes can make us feel calm.”


Chapter 7: Is There a Doctor on Campus?

I rotated my ankles then dismounted from the stool. I had the urge to run my fingers down my shiny pink nurse’s dress, but was aware that a few of the students were now watching my every move.

“Has everybody finished?” I asked them.

I walked towards the two sporty looking girls sat at the front of the class. “Don’t you like Gee-Shok then?”

They shook their heads. “He’s too girly. He wears make up and his skin is too smooth.”

I walked to the side of the aisle. The girl closest to me was leaning forwards, writing her name on her essay. Her black canvas running shorts that had such a high leg cut I could see a fair amount of her tanned ass.

“Thank you.” I said, taking her essay from her.

“Oh, we think you’re cute. That outfit really suits you. Where did you get it?”

“Some students made it last year I think.” I replied.

“Oh, I might use that material to make the clothes for my end of semester project. I want to make running lingerie.”

“Running lingerie? What for wearing under sports clothes?”

“No, for wearing while running. It would sell really well in Russia, and in our richer coastal cities.”

“Okay, that sounds like an interesting idea.” I said.

She gave me a gigantic smile. “I’ll be sure to make you an outfit in your size.”

“Okay class you can go. Be sure to say hi to Gee-Shok if you see him.”

The students collected their belongings and began filing out of class. “Will you wear your nurse clothes again?” Brian asked me.

“I don’t know.” I replied. “I had hoped it would help calm the place down, but it doesn’t seem to have worked.”

I strolled through the grove of Osmanthus trees, the gentle breeze blowing around my stockinged legs and up my skirt. I could see why women liked wearing skirts.

I decided to sit for a while at the curved bench beneath a shrubby tree I didn’t yet know the name of. Stretching my legs, I ran my fingers down my stockings, careful not to snag them on one of my new false finger nails. Being a girl isn’t so bad, I thought to myself. Although it was hardly conducive to finding a girlfriend. Maybe I’d be better going back to my male clothes and lifting weights like Kurt did.

A couple of students walked past, arm in arm. Thankfully not everybody seemed totally consumed by the Gee-Shok hysteria.

The girl’s blue pleated skirt billowed up as they passed me, and I caught a tantalising glimpse of her pink panties. Most of the good girls here seemed to like sensible panties, but there were plenty of tearaways too, like Tamara and Tallulah for example.

The calm afternoon was interrupted by the buzzing of my phone. I pulled it out of my rucksack front pocket and flipped the cover open.

It was a message from Kurt:

Hey m8, you still a nurse? I’ve got a medical emergency in my room.

I slung my rucksack over my shoulder and made my way back to our accommodation block.

I exited the elevator at the third floor and trotted down the corridor towards Kurt’s room as fast as I could in my new heels.

I pushed open the door to 303. Kurt was naked and on all fours on the centre of his bed. I scanned the room and counted at least six, no eight female students in various states of undress.

A girl wearing a black pleated skirt and not much else pushed past me and sprinted down the corridor barefoot towards the emergency exit stairs.

“Huh?” I said, not at all sure what to say.

“Oh hey you came.” Said Kurt as soon as he saw me. He craned his neck round to look at the rear of his body.

“Look we’re in a spot of bother here.”

I noticed a tall girl wearing some sort of bondage harness was turning towards me, quite close to Kurt’s ass. There seemed to be some sort of appendage pointing out of where her dick would be if she was a guy.

“Uh, what’s going on here?” I asked.

Two girls sprawled on either side of him on the bed looked over to me.

“Oh hi Professor.” One of them called out to me.

I recognised her as one of my freshmen students, though I didn’t know her name.

Kurt craned his neck further behind him. “Uh, we were having a party.”

“A groupie party?” I asked.

“Yeah, kind of. Look if they think I’m Gee-Shok then I’d better act in character, don’t you think.”

The girl in the bondage gear was peering towards Kurt’s asshole.

“Anyway, they got a bit, uh, carried away with me and it broke off.”

“Broke off?”

The bondage gear girl looked at her crotch.

“Oh no.” I said, tentatively walking towards the bed.

“You mean the end of that…” I pointed to the bondage girl’s crotch. “Is now stuck in your ass?”

He nodded. “Ouch. I’d better stop moving.”

My student on the nearside of the bed sat up and started gathering up her clothes. I knelt down and looked at Kurt’s ass. Ugh, this was not why I became a professor, or even a fake nurse.

“Well, aren’t you going to do an examination?”

I stood up and flexed my knee. “Sorry, cramp.”

I walked over so I could see Kurt’s face instead of his hairy ass and limp dick.

“That’s a strange expression.” I said.

He grimaced even more. “Yeah you’d make this face if you had the end of a strap-on tickling your prostate.”

“Okay, I’ll take a look. But we might need to send you to a real hospital.”

I returned to his rear. The girl with the rest of the strap-on was starting to have a panic attack.

I put my hand on her arm. “Don’t worry, it’s not your fault.”

A tear rolled down her cheek and dropped onto her perky B cup breast. “But he told me to push harder.”

I peered at his ass crack. I wasn’t even sure where his asshole was. I mean, I wasn’t really into that part of people, especially dudes.

“Uh, I didn’t think you were into this stuff. I mean, it’s bit gay isn’t it?” I gripped my teeth and put my hands on his ass cheeks.

Kurt shivered. “You could have warmed your hands up first, mate.”

I took my hands off his ass and stuffed them in my panties. That would teach him, I thought. Then I realised I was now foolishly touching my own cock and balls after touching his ass.

The girl with the strap-on leant so close to me I could smell her apricot bodywash.

“What’s your name, by the way?” I asked her.

“Kennedy.” She said.

“Pleased to meet you Kennedy.” I said. “Although I wished it was under better circumstances.”

There was a knock at the door, and I peered over. Tallulah and Tamara were at the door, dressed in their nurses outfits.

“We heard there was a problem.” They said in unison.

“Yeah, you could say that.” I replied, pointing to Kurt’s ass.

“Great, more fake nurses.” Kurt moaned.

I stared at the two students for longer than was strictly polite. There were so many awesome girls here, but they were well on their way to becoming my own teacher’s pets.

Tamara reached into her glittery handbag and pulled out a pair of white latex gloves.

“Do you want to do this?” She asked me.

I grimaced. “I guess I’d better. I mean I don’t want you to have to touch, uh…”

“Are any of you nurses gonna do something?” Kurt called out, then he let out a gasp. “Uh, touch of gas.” He cried.

I looked at Kurt’s ass, then at the two students. I guess they’d admire me for doing this.

“I’ll do it.” I said, reaching out for the latex gloves.

“You’re so brave!” Tallulah exclaimed, clapping her hands.

I walked over to Kurt, stretching the latex gloves over my hands. I’d had to wear them frequently in the laboratory while I was studying chemistry, but I’d never have imagined I’d someday be doing a weird experiment with some guy’s asshole.

I knelt down and the girls walked closer. I looked at them and saw they had a kind of look of morbid fascination on their faces.

“What if he dies?” Tallulah asked.

Tamara walked over to the kitchenette. “Do you need this?” She asked, holding up a fork.

I shook my head. “I think that might do more damage to his insides.”

“What about this then?” She held up Kurt’s barbecue tongs.

Tallulah giggled, then put her curled up hand in front of her mouth. She craned in for a better look at Kurt’s ass.

I pointed to the tube of lube on the cabinet beside the bed. “Fetch me that if you like.”

Tamara tottered over in her platform heels and bent over the cabinet. If anything else, I thought Kurt would appreciate the upskirt view of Tamara’s peachy behind.

I spread the lube over my gloved hands. Then I took a deep breath and plunged my middle finger into Kurt’s asshole.


Chapter 8: The Sports Centre

I put my thumbs inside my white thigh-high stockings and smoothed out the lace tops. Then I slipped on the black platform heels Tallulah and Tamara had brought me.

At last it was the weekend. I thought I’d go to Happy Burger for a well earned Saturday lunchtime triple cheeseburger.

I picked up my keys and trotted into the bathroom to check myself in the mirror. This nurse outfit was awesome. I wasn’t sure if I’d really need to wear it today, given there were no classes and the idol was apparently yesterday’s news. Kurt was still in the hospital, recovering from his accident and my pitiful attempt to retrieve the object from his rectum. I guessed it was some karma for all the tiny little assholes he’d plugged his own cock into while working here.

I left Happy Burger bloated and content. I looked at my cup. Gee-Shok was holding a spicy chicken burger and grinning like a guy who’d just pocketed a million US dollars for a couple of days work.

Today’s weather was perfect and I fancied strolling the long way back to my room. The mild breeze felt so good swirling around my stockinged legs and up my dress. I had to admit I’d hardly had any itchy crotch symptoms since wearing skirts.

I peered around and craned my neck to see if I could see my ass. I wondered if I could get away wearing a g-string beneath this dress. I guessed not. I mean my ass wasn’t bad but Tamara’s was unreal.

There weren’t many students around. I guessed the perfect blue sky was keeping them inside their dormitories. The girls were extremely fearful of the sun and vied with each other to see who could have the most porcelain doll-like skin.

I stopped by a couple of large bushes and took a selfie. This outfit was awesome and I wondered how long I could get away wearing it for. I made a mental note to check the Internet and see how long the 2016 clown panic lasted for. Maybe on Monday things would be back to normal and a male foreign professor crossdressing as a slutty nurse would be grounds for another disciplinary.

I reached the sports centre and noticed there were four large black limousines and a truck parked outside. I decided to walk over to investigate. A couple of wide dudes in suits and sunglasses were leaning on a car, smoking and talking about goodness knows what.

I skirted around the cars, trying to deaden the sound of my heels clomping on the tarmac. The guys were looking at a mobile phone. They still hadn’t seen me.

I spotted two more guys guarding the entrance. They were more alert and I’d definitely not slip past them, especially not in this outfit. Part of me thought I’d be better off just walking by, but no, I wanted to know what was going on. I hitched up my thigh-high stockings and took a deep intake of breath. I was a confident medical professional and I had business in the sports centre.

I strode over to the entrance, making sure my heels made as much noise as possible on the tarmac. As I reached the overhang of the building, the two guys shuffled closer to each other, blocking my path.

I only spoke one or two words of their language, so I wasn’t going to be able to sweet talk my way past them. I thought back to the girls in my room. What would Tallulah do?

I sidled up to the shorter of the two guys, although that was a misnomer given they were both taller than me, even though I had platform heels on.

His eyes looked my body up and down. I put my hand on his arm and ran by fingers up and down the soft material of his suit. I put my other hand on the bottom button of my dress and teased at it.

The other guy’s expression softened. I winked at him and he grinned. I grabbed the first guy’s other arm and guided his hand towards my ass. He gripped it and gave my ass a firm squeeze.

I pointed to my girlie wristwatch then pointed to the internal staircase of the sports centre.

He said a few words to the other guy who then nodded. The guy let go of my ass and gave me a playful pat. I straightened out my dress and started walking towards the staircase. Now I would see what was going on…

The sports centre was gloomy and devoid of people. I’d never been in there before so I wasn’t sure where I was going. I peered down into empty squash courts and the empty badminton hall. I walked past a cafe. All of the wooden stools were piled on the tables.

I turned a corridor and saw lights and heard voices. A couple more big heavy guys were guarding a doorway, and some geekier guys were taking stuff out of silver padded boxes.

A couple of girls ran past me giggling, both dressed in white t shirts and skintight red nylon bloomers. I walked towards the door. The heavy guys looked me up and down, then moved aside to let two more very pretty girls dressed in gym outfits leave the room.

The guys guarding the door didn’t look nearly so hostile as the guys outside. They nodded to me then let me enter the room.

I found myself in a gymnasium about the size of a tennis court. There was a lot of gym equipment including a row of exercise bikes and a number of bench presses. I wondered if Kurt came in here a lot, as it was definitely his kind of place and not mine.

There was a lot of activity going on, so I edged towards the walls and tried to look as inconspicuous as it was possible to look like in a pink vinyl nurse’s uniform.

I could see at least two dozen girls dressed in gym outfits. Even by the standards of this college, the girls were very pretty.

I looked over to the far corner. There were a few reflectors and a very large camera. I’d seen student fashion shoots before. They were very common in this university. But this was something different. The camera crew looked much older, and they definitely weren’t students.

Then I saw him, with a towel around his shoulders and spiked up hair. I looked at my Happy Burger cup and looked back at him. There was no mistaking him.

Gee-Shok was actually here, filming in our gym!

A girl came to stand close to me and stretched her leg out, resting it against the wall. She pushed it higher and higher so that her foot was level with her head.

“What’s happening?” I asked her.

“Oh Hi Professor. We’re filming. For Gee-Shok.”

“Oh really? How long’s he been here?”

“Several days. It’s been a huge secret. Only a few of us seniors knew about it, and we had to sign secret documents. I mean, if anyone of us leaked the story out…”

I looked at my cup. “Do you think he would sign it for me?”

The girl laughed and pulled up her top to show me her bra.

“Look, he signed this for me.”

She pulled out the front of her nylon bloomers. My heart started racing as I caught a glimpse of her frilly white panties. She pointed towards her crotch. “I wanted him to sign my panties too, but his boss said he wasn’t allowed to do that.”

Another girl walked over to us. She gave me a smile and I admired her glinting braces. “Hello Professor. I like your outfit. I wish we had some nurses in our college.”

She ran her fingers down the shiny front of my dress, then played with the hem. I forgot all about Gee-Shok and focused on the commotion that was going on in my panties.

She pulled a sad expression. “Last week I got sick and had to go to the hospital downtown. I vomited on the bus three times and completely ruined my friend’s dress.”

I reached down and clutched her hand. It was small and soft and my cock was trying to break free of the waistline of my panties.

“Maybe the university will get some money from this filming and be able to hire some nurses?” I suggested.

The girl let go of my hand and started stretching her leg out, seeing if she could hoist it above her head.

I looked down and got a delicious sight of her ass, her panties clearly outlined against the thin shiny material of her bloomers.

“Why is he filming here anyway?” I asked her.

“Oh he’s too famous in Korea. He can’t go anywhere without being surrounded by crazy sasaeng fans.”

She pushed her back down and I was worried she might snap in two.

She turned her head towards me and now looked like a doll who had fallen awkwardly from a hi-rise building. “One time he was staying at a hotel and a crazy sasaeng got into his hotel room and pulled down his bedsheets then pulled down his shorts and started sucking his, uh, his thing.”

I laughed. “Oh really? Did that happen or was that just your dream last night.”

She pouted. “It’s true! And another time a sasaeng broke into his girlfriend’s house and put a dead white rabbit in her bed.”

I looked over to Gee-Shok. I thought about approaching him but he was flanked by two of the largest guys I had ever seen. They were even giving me the eye, even though I was on the opposite side of the room.

I gave the girl with braces my cup. “Hey, see if you can get him to sign this for me, will you?”

With that, I hitched up my thigh-high stockings and walked purposefully towards the door. Nurse Sissy was leaving the building.
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The Gradual Feminization of Professor Sissy

The mostly female students of The Asian Fashion College love designing and wearing sexy outfits. They’ll attempt to feminize anyone who dares enter the university’s gates. When a cute new foreign professor arrives from England, they have him firmly in their sights. This is an erotic series for guys (and girls) who love crossdressing or are curious about what it would be like to put on a pair of panties, a skirt and some killer heels.

My eyes kept wandering over to where I’d left the plaid skirt on the computer’s desk.

I couldn’t… Could I? Should I?

I guessed there was no harm in trying it on.

And panties too - I’d try the pair of panties Candy had delivered to me.

I flicked the white lace that was attached to the waistband and ran all the way round the panties. They were so pretty.

Why weren’t guys’ briefs ever this awesome?
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His First Time in a Bikini

David’s fantasy is to buy a bikini and sunbathe on a public beach. So he hires a personal shopper to guide him through the process of choosing a hot little number that will get him noticed. Then it’s off to the beauty salon to transform himself into his inner blonde. When he eventually acts out his fantasy, things get really wild…

The water felt so good that I started wading further out. When there seemed to be a lull in the waves I ducked down and immersed myself up to my chest.

I looked down. My bikini tops were now saturated.

I turned and saw a couple of ladies were paddling on the shoreline. They were between me and my towel. Did they realise I was a guy?

I wondered what I should do. I stood frozen to the spot.

They made my decision for me. They started wading out, playfully splashing each other. One girl was wearing a white one piece swimsuit. I wondered if it was as sheer as mine was. The other was wearing a red two piece with a really high leg and a twisting halter top.

The ladies kept on bobbing up and down in the surf. Now I knew they were heading straight for me.

Browse my entire collection of crossdressing and feminization books here: https://amazon.com/author/cccollette


About the Author

I’m CC Collette. I write steamy tales of feminization, crossdressing, voyeurism and exhibitionism.

Mostly I write about Asia and Asian girls, because once you go Asian, you’ll never go back.

Check out my Amazon author page for a list of my other titles. You can also email me at cc@thecczone.com or visit theCCzone.com where you can find story trivia and more.
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