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Chapter 1: Candy and Cindy

The baggage reclaim conveyor belt whirred around and around. I’d seen that black suitcase with the red strap fourteen times now.

It was not my suitcase.

No new bags had appeared for well over twenty minutes.

I yawned. I’d been on the flight for almost half a day. I was disoriented, I was aching all over and I was extremely hot from the overbearing humidity.

Where was my fucking suitcase?

This was not a good start to my teaching career.

I walked over to the enquiries desk. There was one girl on the desk. She was wearing a little black suit, yellow blouse and yellow tie and had the long black flowing hair Asian women were revered for the world over.

“Excuse me, do you speak English?” I asked.

She looked up from her mobile phone. “A little.”

“Oh good. My suitcase is missing. I flew in on the flight from London Heathrow.”

She took a slip of paper from a pile on the desk in front of her. “Okay, please fill in this form. We can forward your case to you.”

I looked at the paper. Name I could do. Luggage ID, it was on the sticker I’d stuck to my passport cover back in London.

Address. Uh. I wasn’t too sure of that.

I looked at the lady. “Sorry, I don’t know my address here. I’m starting work at the Asian Fashion College.”

She giggled a little, then put her delicate little hand in front of her mouth.

“Oh, I know that place. My friend went there.”

I was relieved. “So you know the address?”

“Yes.” She replied, reaching out to take the form from me. “I will send your bag there. Are you a new professor?”

“Yes.” I nodded. “I just started. Oh wait, I haven’t started yet. I’m still in the airport looking for my suitcase.”

She giggled again. “You’ll enjoy it there. Good luck!”

“Thank you.” I said, then headed to the Customs green channel. I didn’t have my suitcase, so there was definitely nothing to declare, short of being pissed off that my suitcase was probably living it up in Boston or Vancouver.

I hurried through the Customs channel, trying not to make eye contact with anyone in a uniform. Soon I was in the arrivals hall. The university said they would send somebody to collect me at the airport, then they would drive me to my apartment. I would be living in the university itself and could easily walk to classes.

I looked around. The airport wasn’t that big, but it was chaotic. A couple of rough looking guys asked me if I wanted a taxi. A few people were waving signs with names on, some in English, some in a script I didn’t even know was a language.

Then I spotted them. My guides. Two very pretty girls were holding up a huge banner with ‘Professor CC’ scribbled on it with a pink marker pen. They’d added a couple of hearts too, and maybe the X’s were meant to be kisses.

I heard them shout to each other in excitement. They both started jumping and waving. “Over here. Over here.”

I started walking in their direction. I was pleased that they were here to collect me and I wouldn’t face the worry of fake taxis and broken meters.

I headed straight for the girls. One was wearing a pink t shirt that said ‘Fucking Hot Bitch’ on the front and she was also wearing a black PVC miniskirt. The other was wearing what could have been a white body, and denim shorts that were probably illegal in 32 American states.

“Are you Mister, uh, Professor CC? We were sent to find you.”

“Yes. Yes I am.” I replied.

“Welcome to Asia.” Said the other girl. “This way, we have a car waiting. Can I take your bag?”

I put my hand on the shoulder strap of the rucksack that was slung around one of my shoulders. “It’s okay, it’s not heavy.”

The girl in the skirt looked round. “Where is your suitcase?”

“They lost it.”

“Oh, that’s so sad.” She replied, pulling a caricature of a sad face.

We walked out of the terminal and into the short stay car park.

We reached a large American saloon car. The driver was standing in the open driver’s door, smoking a cigarette and looking cool.

He opened the back door for me, and I slid into the roomy back seat, followed by the girl wearing the miniskirt. The other girl sat in the front and pulled down the sun visor to check her makeup in the mirror.

The driver pulled out of the car park and soon we were on the freeway. I looked out of the window, trying to stay awake. This city was much bigger than I thought.

I turned my gaze to inside the car. “You must tell me your names.”

The girl sitting next to me in the back answered first. “I’m Candy. My friend is Cindy.”

“Please to meet you girls. What are you studying?”

Cindy answered first, turning round to look at me. “I’m studying Fashion Business Management.”

Candy chipped in next. “And I’m studying Lingerie Science.”

Lingerie Science? I had to find out more about that. “You’re English is good. Both of you.”

“Thanks. We got the highest scores in the sophomore year. The other students aren’t so good as us.”

The car sped down the concrete freeway, the monotonous tone of the tyres on the concrete rocking me to sleep.

The deep orange sun was just going down and I had no idea what time it really was. The air was thick with humidity and no doubt a lot of PM 2.5’s.

I looked at Candy’s short skirt. As we travelled further along the bumpy road surface it was gradually riding further and further up her honey coloured thighs.

She looked at me and smiled. I wondered if she had caught me trying to peek at her knickers. She made no attempt to hitch her skirt down though.

I subtly sniffed my armpits. She did notice that.

“Are you okay?” She asked in a concerned tone.

“Uh, I need to put some new clothes on. But they’re all in my lost suitcase.”

“Oh, that’s terrible. You should have told us.”

She spoke to Cindy in a language I could not understand.

Cindy tapped something into her phone then turned round to face me. “It’s okay. I’ve told our friend to find some clothes for you to wear.”

“Thank you,” I replied. “Do you need to know my size?”

“No worries about that.” Cindy said, shaking her head. “We’re experts at sizing people.”

Candy reached out and touched my arm with her fingers. Her soft touch gave me an intense feeling of relaxation. “Is there anything else you lost in your suitcase?”

All I could think about was Candy’s soft touch and her honey coloured thighs and her sexy silver stilettos that seemed excessive for a quick round trip to the airport.

“Oh, I don’t have a toothbrush” I said. My brain was definitely disengaged right now.

Cindy laughed. “It’s okay, you can use mine!”


Chapter 2: My New Life

Candy and Cindy delivered me to my room. It was a small studio apartment in a building in the corner of the campus. I was pleased to see a huge widescreen TV as well as a nice double bed for lounging on and watching the TV.

I dumped by rucksack by the computer desk then crashed on the bed.

I was jet lagged, sweating from every pore, and there were weird noises I was not accustomed to.

Was I asleep or just dreaming?

I was applying for jobs. Ah, this one sounded interesting. Asian Fashion College needs English professor. Teaching hours around 16 hours a week. Paid vacations. Free apartment.

I sent off an email.

The next day I received a reply. We’d love to interview you, they said.

I turned on my video conferencing software. An Asian woman with long hair and huge red glasses started asking me questions.

“Have you got any teaching experience?” She asked.

“Uh, I did a month long teaching course in Spain.” I replied. “I did six hours of teaching practice.”

She nodded. “That’s okay, it’s more than most of our other hires have had.”

“Are you happy teaching girls? Most of our students are female.”

I nodded. “Yes that would be okay. How many students are there in a class?”

Her pupils looked up. “Most classes have from twenty five to forty nine students.”

This sounded good. I wondered what the catch was.

She leaned closer to her webcam. “Uh, are you okay with strong characters? Many of our other foreign experts have found our students are, uh, strong. Sorry I don’t know the English words.”

I heard a noise behind me. Was it my mom coming to check up on me?

It was Candy. She was still wearing her black PVC miniskirt, but had now taken off her t shirt and was just wearing a black lacy bra.

“Hey Mr Sissy, this fucking hot bitch bought you some clothes to wear.”

She threw a pile of clothes at me. I caught hold of a spandex catsuit.

“I can’t wear this.” I said. “Look, it’s crotchless.”

She laughed and music started playing.

I looked back at my computer screen but my computer had gone. I was looking at the window. I wondered why it was so light already. How could it be morning?

I felt my arms move. Was I still asleep? My dream was fading but the music was still playing.

Reaching over to the cabinet by the side of the bed, I felt around for my phone. I grasped it and flipped open the cover. It was 06:12. It was light already.

I could hear music. It definitely wasn’t my phone alarm. Maybe it was one of my neighbours in this building?

No, it was coming from outside.

I drew back the heavy curtains and looked out of the window of my third floor room.

Shit, I thought, stepping back in case somebody had seen my naked body.

Outside were dozens of students - mostly girls. They were dressed head to toe in camouflage clothing.

I realised that the freshmen students were doing their week’s military training. I’d heard about this from other foreigners’ experiences of teaching in Asia.

Walking over to my pile of abandoned clothes I picked up my boxer shorts and put them on. I returned to the window for a better look.

There must have been at least a hundred students assembled in the road outside. Some were sitting on the steps of the building opposite, drinking water or maybe tea from flasks. A few were checking their mobile phones. Most of the students were lined up in rows of eight girls.

Girls. So many girls. I couldn’t see many guys.

Ah, there was one.

No, it was a boyish looking girl with short, cropped hair.

Their uniforms looked too sexy for military use. They were wearing military green t shirts with khaki camouflage design cropped little jackets. They were also wearing either matching camouflage print shorts or skirts. Only a few of the girls were wearing skirts, so I assumed they had some sort of a leadership role.

All of the girls were wearing camouflage print canvas shoes. I didn’t think they were too sensible for wearing into battle, but I guessed they were better than heels.

A few tall men dressed entirely in white suits and wearing navy-style white hats were barking orders through megaphones. The music restarted and the girls started marching in time to it.

I closed the curtains again and went to look for something to eat. Fortunately I’d saved a cake from the flight. It was pretty crushed and the flavour wasn’t something I’d eaten before, but at least it was food. Securing a food source would be my top priority today, I thought, then flopped down on the bed.

I looked at my pile of clothes. I picked up my black t shirt and sniffed it. Ugh, it was awful. I threw it down on an armchair and walked over to my bathroom.

There was a washing machine in the corner of the bathroom. I had no washing powder, and the button labels were all in a language I couldn’t understand.

I walked back over to the bed and flopped down to check my phone.

There was a message from Candy.

Hi Professor,

I hope you had a good sheep.

Send me message when ur awake. I’ll send you some clothes. And a toothbrush. Later we can show you the canteen an stuff.

Candy xxx.


Chapter 3: The Fairy Delivery

I was dozing on the bed. Patriotic music was still drifting in the windows of my small apartment.

There was a knock on the door. I jumped off the bed and looked for my t shirt and trousers. My trousers were still sticky from the asshole sitting next to me on the flight who had managed to spill cola down my right leg.

“Just a minute.” I shouted, hopping over to the kitchen area with only one leg fully in my trousers.

I looked at the door and realised there was no peephole.

I unlocked the door, then remembered I hadn’t put any socks on. Oh well, I thought, I guess they’re more used to people walking round barefoot here.

There was a girl at the door. Another cute girl. Damn, this place had so many of them.

“Hi Mr Professor Sir, I’m Fairy.”

I was going to ask her where her wings were, but I thought she might not get the reference.

“Hi Fairy. How are you?” I said.

She stretched out her arms and offered me a large blue plastic carrier bag. “This is for you. It’s from Candy. She will come and collect you at 11 am and show you the canteen.”

I took the bag. It was quite heavy.

“Thank you. Have a nice day, Fairy.”

She giggled. “Every day is good here.”

With that she skipped off down the corridor. That reminded me that I had to go and explore the rest of this building. But first I would see what the giggly girl had brought me.

I went over to my bed and tipped the contents of the bag out on the ruffled bed sheets.

Out tumbled a big bottle of spring water, a white shirt, black shorts, a toothbrush and a tube of toothpaste in a flavour I would never consider suitable for brushing my teeth.

At least I had some temporary clothes, I thought.

That reminded me to check to see if there was any news of my suitcase. I hadn’t yet got a wifi password so I’d have to wait until Candy appeared.

I was feeling stale and sticky from the humidity and the fitful night’s sleep. I walked into the bathroom and took a long shower. I was eternally thankful that I’d packed a small bottle of hand wash in my hand luggage, so at least I could have a wash. I didn’t yet have a towel, so I used my old t shirt to dry myself off. At least I had some new clothes now so I wouldn’t need it for a day or two.

I brushed my teeth. Ugh, that was not the mint toothpaste I was used to. It tasted much more like the pink mouthwash stuff my dentist used to make me drink.

I walked over to the bed and picked up the white shirt. I saw that it was a short sleeved one. The material was quite nice, and it was definitely made of a shinier fabric than I’d ever worn. I put it on and was pleased that it fit so well over my arms. Maybe Candy and Cindy really were good at accurately sizing people they’d only just met.

The shirt was a little tight, but I guessed it might be a slim fit one. Besides, the people in this country were on the whole way thinner than they were back in the West.

I reached for the first button, but it felt wrong. The buttons were on the wrong side. I wondered if this was an unusual Asian design of shirt. I carried on doing up the buttons. It wasn’t exactly easy. After so many years of automatic shirt buttoning I had to actually think about what I was doing.

I walked over to the bathroom and took a look in the mirror. It looked okay but it definitely wasn’t as masculine as the shirts I usually wore.

I lifted up the plastic bag and caught sight of something stuck to the bottom. What else had they brought me?

Reaching into the bag I found that there was a cellophane packet that had become stuck to the bottom of the bag. I yanked it out.

It was a pair of white, sheer ankle high socks. They looked really girly. What was going on here?

I sat on the bed. I decided to put on the black shorts. As with the shirt, they too looked quite feminine. I wondered if it was just because I was in Asia now, or maybe the girls had designed these clothes themselves and had made them more girly than they should have. I seemed to remember the interviewer telling me there were a couple of Western male professors. Maybe the students just didn’t have enough male role models to design clothes for.

As I dragged the shorts over I realised I’d not noticed there were two small black fabric items underneath them.

I lifted up one of the items. It was a triangular shaped piece of something soft and shiny. I wondered if it was genuine silk. Yes - I realised it was a necktie. But it was way too small to be a regular guy’s tie.

And the other item? I suspected my brain was trying to hide the truth from me. It was small, it was made of lace and it was…

… a woman’s g-string!

I wondered what was going on here. Did Candy think I was a girl? I didn’t look like a girl. I’d sent a scan of my passport and a tonne of other documents to the university, so I was pretty sure the they knew I was male.

I sighed. What had I let myself in for, I thought.

I chuckled, and picked up the g-string. I stretched the waist band. They were quite big, I thought, and I was certain they’d fit me. Maybe Candy or Fairy hadn’t actually made a mistake, and these clothes really were intended for me.

I guessed I could still wear my boxers, I thought. Although wearing boxers under a pair of shorts, that would have been really weird.

I lay on my bed wearing the shirt that maybe was actually a blouse. I still had no mobile phone signal and I had forgotten to ask Fairy for the wifi password.

Looking over at the shorts, I wondered if I should try them on. There wouldn’t be any harm in just doing a quick test, would there?

I stood up and took them into the bathroom. The material felt like satin or something. It was smooth and quite shiny. This was not a guy material.

In the bathroom I set them on the side next to the wash basin.

Then I thought of something really crazy.

I couldn’t wear boxer shorts under the shorts. That would be absurd. Besides, the shorts weren’t that long. I thought my boxers might actually show through the leg holes.

Let’s just try something, I thought, and returned to the main room of the studio. I retrieved the g-string. I was sure these wouldn’t show when I wore them beneath the shorts. But should I put them on? Had Candy really thought I’d wear something so sexy, and so… so wrong?

Maybe I should get mad at her. Maybe I should get mad at this place. What kind of fucking job was this?

But then I thought about all the shitty jobs I’d had over the last few years. The boss who gave me no pay rise for two and a half years. The guy who wanted me to make an entire social media website with no budget and no staff. The alpha female I’d worked for who had stunning legs but was in fact a total bitch and control freak, and who had caused a whole legion of decent men and women to burn out and become living zombies.

I had to stay in this job at all costs. I had to prove to myself and everybody else that I was not a quitter.

Calmly I walked over to the bathroom, g-string panties in hand. I took off my boxers, then stepped into the panties.

I slid them carefully up my thighs. They were way more delicate than briefs or boxers or trunks.

Once up to my hips, I slowly worked my way into them. Much to my surprise, they were a good fit. Maybe, just maybe they were designed for men, I thought. But no, my balls weren’t resting in them too well. These were definitely women’s panties.

I hitched up the g-string. Ah, that was better. My balls were nestling in the thin lace and - wow - they were so sheer. I looked in the mirror. Yes, I could see pretty much everything.

Now the back piece of elastic wasn’t sitting well, so I hoisted it up so that it rode deep into my ass crack.

This g-string isn’t ever falling down, I thought to myself.

I looked in the mirror. I looked vaguely ridiculous. But at the same time I felt a rush of hormones surging through my body. My balls tightened around the sheer and gauzy lace. My cock started to grow and I realised it was poking out of the side of the loose fitting material.

Real women never had this problem, I thought to myself.

I picked the shorts off of the side.

Should I put these on too?

I’d heard of guys getting addicted to wearing panties, but that was all they seemed to like wearing. Maybe if I just put the panties on, but wore my old trousers?

Would that work?

I went back into the main room and retrieved my trousers. The belt flopped out of a couple of belt loops and there was a crack as the metal fastener hit the tiled floor of the kitchenette.

I didn’t think I could wear the trousers though. The coke was still sticky and they smelt of stale cabin air. I wanted to make a good impression. After all, I was in a real downward spiral after the chaos of the last two years. One quit job, two firings… I had to ensure this job did not get the better of me too.

I went back into the bathroom. I picked up the shorts and slid them up my legs.

The material was so smooth. I’d not worn anything like this before. Men’s clothing was supposed to be boring and utilitarian and, well, manly.

Candy had chosen well. The waist was a little tight, and I had to breathe in to allow me to fasten the button. The tightness of them pushing against my cock and balls was intensely erotic.

I felt something growing in my g-string panties. My cock was really enjoying this experience. New materials, forbidden clothing items. It was in some kind of personal taboo.

I looked in the mirror. I felt a wave of different emotions. I was, well, different. I looked ridiculous and yet vaguely hot. My legs did look good in the shorts.

I went back into the main room and looked at my phone.

Shit, it was 10:57. Candy would be coming to collect me in just three minutes.

Should I wear this, I wondered?

It was too late for me to decide anything, because just then there was a knock at the door.


Chapter 4: The Socks

I opened the door. It was Candy. Standing slightly behind her was another girl I’d not seen before. Candy was wearing a plain long white t shirt and a pair of blue cycling shorts that were barely longer than hotpants. Her trainers didn’t look like a regular Western brand. I wondered if they were cheap knock-offs.

I noticed she was wearing a pair of white ankle high socks, just like the pair she had given me to wear.

“Good morning Professor.” Candy said, looking me up and down. “Wow, the clothes fit you great. You look superb.”

I shook my head. “Superb? I’m not sure people can be superb.”

I looked at Candy’s companion. She was really attractive, slim and didn’t seem to be carrying an ounce of fat on her entire body. She was wearing some sort of elevated flip-flops that we didn’t have back home and a pair of yellow shorts that resembled the pair I was wearing. Her white t shirt said ‘YOUR PU$$Y’ on it. I didn’t want to comment on that in case she’d designed it herself.

Candy looked at the other girl. “This is is Sammy. She’s in my class.”

“Hi Sammy. I like your t shirt.”

Candy held up a bag. “I got you some more stuff. Oh, and your wifi password. Sammy?”

Sammy rummaged around in the left pocket of her shorts. She retrieved a torn out piece of exercise book paper. “Here it is.”

Cool, I thought. Maybe the first thing I’d do was to actually visit the university’s website and see what the hell I’d just signed up for.

I motioned for them to come in. I was racking my brains for the million and one things I wanted to ask them so I could get my new life here up and running.

“Uh, I need to know how to use the washing machine, and I need to buy food and know how to use the air conditioner and…”

Candy waved her hands. “Don’t worry, we’ll show you everything.”

She looked in the large cloth bag she was carrying over one shoulder. “First you need to make sure you take these.”

She handed me a small cardboard box. “Take two a day with food. They’re your anti-malarial pills.”

Malaria? I didn’t think this part of Asia had malaria. In my pre-move to the other side of the world meltdown I’d been to visit my doctor to make sure my inoculations were up to date. She’d looked at a map of the world on her computer app but it didn’t say malaria was a problem here.

Sammy reassured me. “Yes, our last foreign professor didn’t take his pills. He left.”

Candy looked at her phone. “We need to go to Business Street.”

“Business Street?” I asked her.

“Yes. It’s where the shops and restaurants are in our college. We need to take some photos of you. For your visa.”

I looked around the almost bare kitchenette. “Is there a supermarket there?”

“Yes. We’ll show you the canteen too. It’s almost time for lunch.”

Candy opened her bag again and rummaged around. “Here is your campus pass. You can also buy your lunch with it.”

I looked around my room. I had so few worldly goods now. “Is there any news about my suitcase? You know, from the airline?”

Candy shook her head. “We can check with the college office. But now they will be closed. It’s lunchtime soon.”

Sammy looked at Candy, then Candy turned to me. “Are you ready? We can go now.”

I looked down at my outfit. Was I really going out in this? Then I guessed I was probably one of so few foreigners here, people would already be staring at me. My wearing women’s clothes wasn’t going to make them stare with any more vigour.

Sammy said “Ready?”

I realised I was still barefoot. “Oh, my shoes.”

I looked around for the socks I’d been wearing on the plane.

They were on the TV stand.

I picked them up.

Candy noticed me with them. “Didn’t you get the socks I gave you? Oh, did I forget to include them?”

I glanced over at the bed.

Candy spotted them too. “Oh there they are!”

I started to put my own socks on.

“Are you sure you want to wear those? It’s very hot today. Your feet will go bad.”

I guessed she did have a point. Those socks like she was wearing were better suited to this climate.

I went over to the bed and took the white socks out of the packet. I slide one of the pair onto my left foot. It went over really smoothly. I pulled it up and smoothed it around my ankles.

It felt so light and sheer and… it felt just like I imagined pantyhose would feel. This was definitely wrong. But it was hot and humid here. Maybe I’d go outside and all the guys would be wearing them.

I put the other sock on.

Sammy leaned on Candy’s shoulder. “Ooo, they do look nice.” Then they exchanged a few words of a language I didn’t understand.

I found my trainers and put them on. I was surprised that they slid on so easily while I was wearing these new, more feminine socks.

“Ready?” Candy asked.

I looked around to make sure I hadn’t forgotten everything.

“The pills!” Candy shouted, just as I was leaving the room. “You should start taking them straight away. It’s mosquito peak of the year.”

I turned round then grabbed the box of pills from the kitchenette worktop.


Chapter 5: Kurt

Candy, Sammy and I walked down the corridor towards the elevator.

I felt a little strange walking along. The g-string was riding high in my ass crack, and the shorts felt a whole lot softer than any pair I’d worn before.

As we reached the elevator I remembered I hadn’t put the black tie on. Maybe that would have been a step too far though. The girls didn’t seemed to have noticed I wasn’t wearing it.

We travelled down in the elevator to the short distance to the ground floor. I realised I’d not explored any of my new environment.

The doors opened into a foyer. There was a desk and a girl behind it wearing a white blouse and a long red tie. She waved to me.

Candy turned to me. “If you have a problem with your apartment then this girl can help you. There’s usually somebody on duty here.”

I nodded. “That’s good to know. Can she speak English?”

Sammy giggled. “I think she can say ‘hello’.”

I nodded again. “Uh, well, not to worry.”

We walked outside and then through to the building that I could see from my studio apartment’s windows. There were still lots of girls dressed in their military attire, although they seemed to be breaking up and getting ready for lunch.

I was aware of so many pairs of eyes on me. I turned to Candy. She must have noticed too. “They’re wondering if you’re their new professor. Ah, the new students can be really naughty. That’s partly why they have to do a week’s military training before they start their studies here.”

Sammy turned and looked at me. “You’ll have to be really strict with them. Especially with the freshmen. Do you know your schedule yet?”

I shook my head.

Sammy took her phone out and briefly looked at her messages. “Don’t worry, everything’s last minute here. I don’t have my schedule either.”

Now we were walking through a car park filled with expensive looking foreign imported cars.

“Wow there are some nice cars here.”

Candy nodded, as if this subject was off limits.

I saw that another Western guy was approaching us, with a female student at his side.

I turned to Candy. “Another professor?”

Sammy giggled. “You’ll see.”

We got within talking distance of the foreign guy and the student.

“Ah, you must be the new foreigner.” Said the guy in a thick Australian accent. “I’m Kurt.”

Kurt held out his hand. “Pleased to meet you.” I said.

Kurt looked me up and down, like I was a piece of meat to be put on the barbie.

“I see the girls have started working on you already.”

Now he was eyeing up Candy. He definitely liked what he saw. The girl Kurt was walking with gave him a glare. “Oh, this is Eva. She wants some extra tuition.”

Kurt turned back to me. “See you around, sugar.”

With that he started walking towards the foreign staff apartment building.

We kept on walking until we were out of earshot of Kurt and Eva.

Candy and Sammy exchanged words in their language. Sammy giggled.

Candy explained. “That guy’s creepy. I’m glad he’s not my professor.”

She looked up to me. “I hope you’re my professor this semester.”

We walked past a couple of buildings, then past one of the girls’ dormitory buildings.

“I live here.” Sammy said, pointing up to one of the balconies with rails full of clothing hanging out to air.

I began to realise that there were girls everywhere. A few guys, but mostly girls. Hot girls too. Was it the jet lag? Was it the scorching midday sun or was it just the inescapable fact that this was a corner of the globe where pretty much all of the girls were astonishingly attractive?

Candy noticed my roving eyes. “Do you like girls? The other foreign professor does.”

Sammy giggled. “He’s disgusting.”

After the dormitory buildings came the street known as Business Street. There was a ramshackle old building that seemed to be the centre of activity.

“This is Business Street.” Candy said. “You can do your shopping here, or go to a restaurant. We’ll go upstairs and get some photos taken for your visa.”


Chapter 6: The Open Door

We got my photographs taken. It was all very efficient.

We started walking towards the canteen. Sammy took her small silver backpack off and took out an umbrella. She unfolded it and used it as a parasol. Many of the other female students were doing the same. I wiped my brow.

“Here’s the canteen. You can use your ID card to buy your meals. It’s really cheap.” Candy said.

She pointed to a kiosk in the distance. “You can put more money on your card there.”

We entered the canteen. It was noisy, full of students and there was a strong smell of unfamiliar food.

“Here, come, let’s choose some food.” Candy motioned for me to walk towards the serving hatches.

“Put your card on here to pay for your food.” She said, showing me exactly what to do.

“You can choose two meat or fish dishes and three vegetables. You also get a bowl of rice and there’s soup if you want it.”

“How do I…?” I asked her.

Candy took a metal tray and started ordering her food. “Oh, just point. They’re from the countryside, we don’t know their language either.”

We were sitting on one of the picnic style tables in the canteen. The breeze from the ceiling fans was really refreshing after being outside.

I had no idea what I was eating. There were some round white balls in a gravy. There was a whole small fish that looked like somebody had scooped it out of an aquarium with a net. And there were three types of vegetables, with carrots being the only ones I recognised.

It was food, but it wasn’t great. Maybe that’s why everyone here seemingly had figures to die for.

Candy and Sammy wolfed down their food like it was the first thing they’d eaten all week. Maybe it was.

Candy touched my arm. “Remember to take your pill.”

I nodded and poked my fish with a chopstick.

“Aren’t you hungry?”

“Uh, I prefer Western food.”

Sammy giggled. “There’s a Happy Burger outside the main gate. Oh, and there’s a Freshness Burger in Business Street.”

Candy laughed. “I wouldn’t eat in there.”

The girls ate most of their food. I was still playing with mine, although I had to admit the spicy carrots and noodles were pretty good.

We were done eating.

Candy looked at me. What was she staring at?

I looked down. Oh, I’d spilt a lot of noodle sauce on my shirt cum blouse.

“Oh.” I said.

Candy stood up and lifted her now empty food tray off the table. “I’ll bring you more clothes.”

I told Candy it was a good idea for me to start finding my way around the campus, so I walked back on my own.

It also allowed me the opportunity to stop off at the campus supermarket and stock up on stuff she might not approve of me eating.

I decided to walk up the stairs to my apartment. I wasn’t sure if I could trust the elevator, I mean what if it broke down and I had to phone for help and nobody spoke English?

I was sweating profusely by the time I reached my floor. I opened the door to the third floor and walked past the elevators.

I looked at my key to refresh my memory about what number my room was. Ah, 307.

I could hear noises. I turned the corner. Yes, noises. Sexy noises.

I walked past the rooms. 301 was closed. 302 was closed. 303’s door was open. The noises were coming from within.

I slowly walked past the door, fumbling with my keys. I couldn’t help but stare inside room 303.

Kurt was kneeling on the double bed. Eva was kneeling in front of him. Both were naked. Kurt was thrusting into Eva doggy style. She was pushing back, moaning and trying to put her hands on his firm buttocks.

I stared at Eve’s body. She the honey colour I lusted after. She was smooth, hairless and was in peak physical perfection.

Kurt too, I had to admit was in great shape. I didn’t know if he was a gym fiend or if fucking his students was his workout.

Beads of sweat were rolling down his forehead. This wasn’t great weather to be fucking, much less doing anything really. I was sweating buckets from just standing in the corridor.

My carrier bag of high calorie snacks rustled in the breeze. Kurt looked over at the door.

Shit, he’s spotted me, I thought.

I sheepishly looked away and fumbled some more with my keys, but not before I noticed Kurt winking at me.

It seemed to spur him on because Eva started screaming with delight. “Oh you big man. Big strong man. Fuck me more.”

I walked as quickly as I could to my room. I managed to open my door and get inside my sanctuary from the madness that was this place.

Closing the door, I was relieved that I couldn’t hear too much noise from two doors away.

I put my bag on the kitchenette worktop, kicked off my shoes and went to lie down on the bed.

I rested for a while. Maybe I even fell asleep.

Many things were going through my mind. Was it right for Kurt to fuck his student like that? Was it a regular thing? And why was he so brazen to leave the door open.

I realised I hadn’t heard many footsteps in the corridor and wondered if we were the only two residents on the third floor, or maybe the entire building.

I reached over and picked up my phone.

There was a message from the admin department. They’d attached a document with my schedule.

There wasn’t much English in the document. I turned my phone several ways and zoomed in and out.

From what I could tell I had my first class tomorrow from 8 am to 9:40 am. It looked like I had a free afternoon, then two lessons the following morning and one in the afternoon.

That seemed a pretty busy schedule, although if I understood things correctly I didn’t have any classes the day after that.

I walked over to my desk and opened my laptop. Kurt’s chiselled buttocks were still etched in my mind, but I had to get on with lesson planning. The students were depending on me.


Chapter 7: The First Class

It was 07:30 am. I’d made a cup of green tea and ate some potato chips. I remembered to take my anti-malarial pill too.

After my makeshift breakfast, I left my apartment and started walking towards the classroom.

I decided to wear the shorts and one of the new blouses. I put on the g-string again, but only because I didn’t really have any other options. The leg holes of the shorts were quite wide, but I didn’t think any of the students would be able to see my g-string panties. Well I guessed I’d be standing for most of the lesson anyway, so I should be safe.

Damn, where was my fucking suitcase? On a beach in Cancun? I had to call the airline. But now I had a class, so everything else was on hold.

It wasn’t too hard to find the teaching building. I just followed a long stream of girls holding umbrellas above their pretty heads.

This morning I was in teaching Building 1, which was convenient as it was close to my apartment. I seemed to be well ahead of schedule. The next time I had an 8 am class I resolved to set my alarm a little later.

In the main lobby of the building I walked towards the elevators. They were thronged by girls holding umbrellas and book bags. I decided to take the stairs instead. Maybe I could do with the exercise anyway.

I started hauling my rucksack filled with a heavy laptop and books up the many flights of stairs to my classroom.

I got the second flight of stairs and stopped to wipe my brow.

“Good morning, Professor.” Called a couple of girls dressed in blouses and miniskirts as they walked by. They giggled and carried trudging up the stairs towards their classroom. I caught a glimpse of the taller girl’s pink panties as she rounded the corner to go up the next flight of stairs. I felt a surge of hormones course through my system. This job had definite benefits.

I looked down. Damn, I’d have to be careful. These shorts were a little tight around my crotch. They weren’t designed for humans with a bulge down there. I wondered if I would get in trouble for having an erection in class?

At last I reached my floor. I tried looking for classroom 404. I chuckled to myself at the irony of not being able to find that particular classroom.

No - I was okay. I found it. A couple of girls walked in there ahead of me. There were only about six or seven students in the room.

The classroom was bigger than the room I’d done my training in. On that course we usually only had ten or twelve students. Today I was expected to keep 36 students entertained for almost two hours.

I walked down the aisle of desks. I reached the lecture podium and pulled out my laptop and started setting up.

Candy told me I should put my ID card into the console, then the overhead projector and speakers would work.

Students started filing into class and sat with their friends. This was a sophomore class, so they’d been here a year already and knew the drill. A guy walked in. That seemed to be a rarity in this college.

I wasn’t sure what these students were studying. I didn’t even know what I was supposed to be teaching. There didn’t seem to be a syllabus as such. I just put a few ‘getting to know you’ type activities together and a few slides I’d found of online clothes shopping fails. I thought they might like that. At least I could test them on their clothing terminology. After all it was what they were studying here.

“Good morning everyone.” I said in my loudest voice that wasn’t shouting.

There were a few ‘good mornings’ back.

“What are you all studying?”

Nobody answered, but there was a bit of whispering.

I tried again. “What are you all studying?”

Again, no answers. I wondered if this gig was going to be as easy as I thought.

I walked closer to the row of three girls at the front.

“What are you all studying?” I asked them, hoping for an answer.

At last a student opened her mouth and words came out.

“Sir, we’re studying Lingerie Science.”

“Ah, that’s good.” Despite all the problems with this job so far, maybe I’d been given a dream class.

Maybe they could make me some new lacy little g-strings to wear.

I shook my head. I shouldn’t have such thoughts of wearing female clothing. As soon as my suitcase arrived, it was back to shirts and trousers and boxers and regular socks.

“Sir, are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine. I’m still tired from jet lag. I only got here a couple of days ago.”

I remembered that Candy was studying Lingerie Science, but I didn’t see her.

“Has anyone seen Candy?”

Nobody replied. The university had told me that attendance was important, and I should take it into account when calculating their final grades.

I told the students to fold some paper and make some name plaques to stick on the desk in front of them. I thought that would keep them occupied while I counted heads.

One - two - three…

Yes, only one student was missing. I assumed it was Candy.

I walked around the classroom to check on the name plaque making progress. They seemed really enthusiastic about the task, although they weren’t exactly hurrying. I wondered if this lack of haste was why the Bachelor’s degrees here were four years instead of the three years like at home.

A student sitting on her own turned to face me. “Sir, Candy asked for leave. She has to help with a photo shoot this afternoon.”

“Oh, okay.” I said, looking at her name plaque. “Jocelyn.” She’d decorated her name plaque with a few hearts and some pink glitter.

Finally the name plaques were completed and I made them do a few teamwork exercises I’d copied from a book of games I’d brought with me. They seemed to love the games, even if they didn’t seem to be using much English. This was something I’d have to read about when I got back to my room.

I walked up and down the classroom, making sure the students were actually doing something meaningful, and not playing games or shopping online or swiping through guys on dating apps.

A girl in one of the aisle seats looked towards me. “Sir, what does this word mean?”

She showed me a textbook that looked as if it was from her English Literature class.

“Fornicate?” I asked. Oh this was a little awkward. “It’s when two people, usually a man and a woman, ah, they…”

“Fucking?” asked the girl sat next to her. “Is it fucking?”

“Er, yes uh… Dandelion. That’s what it means.”

I tried to cover my face with my clipboard. I was sure I was blushing, and way more than I usually did. What was wrong with me? Jet lag or culture shock or early onset of mid-life crisis?

Dandelion looked up to me like a puppy looks at his owner. “I like your socks. I have the same ones.” She stuck out a perfectly tanned leg to show me her white ankle sock sticking out of her shiny black moccasins. Moccasins. Maybe that was a word I should teach them.

I sighed. The socks looked far better on her than they did on my pale and hairy legs. Maybe I should shave them?

“Mr Professor Sir… Mr Professor…?”

A girl on the other side of the aisle shook me out of my wildly crazy thoughts.

“Yes, what is is, er…” I looked at her beautifully crafted name plaque. “Cinnamon?”

I wondered where they’d got their English names from. Cinnamon was kind of a cute name though, and so was the girl.

“Sir, can I use the washroom?”

“Certainly.” I said, waving her in the direction of the door.

She scooted off down the aisle, trying to hold her legs together as if last night’s noodles were more E.coli than hot sauce.

Her friend Cassie didn’t look too well either. I thought I’d better not get too close to them in case they had contracted the norovirus or something similar. I had few clothes as it was, without me shitting in my pants.

It was over. I had survived my first class. I was engulfed with a feeling of relief, of growing confidence and at the same time I felt pretty emotional. Could I cry here? No - I’d better wait until I got back into my room.

The students filed out of class, no doubt eager to go to the canteen for lunch.

I unplugged my laptop from the room’s HDMI cable and started putting my stuff back into my rucksack.

Two girls came over to me. One had big round glasses that matched her round face. The other was taller with an almost porcelain like oval face. She had a t shirt on that aptly said ‘Asian Doll’.

“Hi Professor, thank you for you class. It was very interesting.”

“Thank you, girls. What are your names again?”

“I’m Crystal, and this is Vicky.”

“Pleased to meet you both.” I said, zipping up the main compartment of my rucksack.

“Uh, we’re having a photo shoot this afternoon. Do you want to watch?” She said, nudging her friend.

The other girl continued. “We might need help with our English. We’re supposed to shoot a video too.”


Chapter 8: The Second Outfit

It was 7 pm. I was in my room making the finishing touches to my second and third lessons. There was a knock at the door.

I opened the door and saw that it was another girl. She thrust a bag into my arms. “Here, these are from Candy. Bye” Then she skipped off down the corridor. Maybe she’d heard about Kurt’s exploits, and didn’t want to dwell anywhere near his lair.

I closed the door. I felt a strange anticipation at what was in the bag.

I tipped the contents onto my bed. This time there were two blouses. I’d stopped all pretences of these being shirts. They were most definitely blouses.

They may have been blouses but they were comfortable and they looked good on me. And now I’d have something to wear for my hectic schedule tomorrow.

There was something new in the bag… something plaid.

I wondered if it was another pair of shorts. I lifted them off the bed, but there were no leg holes. This time Candy had sent me a plaid red and white checked miniskirt!

What was she thinking? I wasn’t a girl… was I?

I was hungry. Hungry and confused. But mostly hungry. I tossed the skirt on my bed and went off in search of Happy Burger.

Sammy was right, Happy Burger really was outside the main gate. I had a quick walk up and down the street, but Happy Burger seemed to be the only place worth eating at. Most of the other places looked like I’d end up with the shits like poor Cinnamon.

I pushed through Happy Burger’s welcoming green and yellow double doors and headed towards the counter.

I looked up at the signage above the counter. They did cheese burgers, double cheeseburgers and chicken burgers. The usual stuff. They did a triple cheeseburger. That looked interesting - I’d never had one of those before.

I ordered a triple cheeseburger, French fries and a cola. I was trying to cut down on the cola but I couldn’t imagine life without cheeseburgers or French fries.

My order went through. I assumed the cute girl on the till was one of the students doing a part time job. Maybe all of the restaurant staff were students - they were certainly a lot younger than the average burger flipper was back home.

I pushed the button on the plastic straw dispenser. At least using plastic straws wasn’t illegal here yet, I thought.

The restaurant seemed very busy and a steady stream of customers were coming in and out. They seemed to head to the food collection point without ordering anything in the restaurant itself. I guessed they were all using mobile ordering apps.

A girl with short bobbed hair and a grey and green uniform was distributing the food orders to the customers as they came in. I was admiring her shiny black high heels and black knee length sheer socks. She turned to face me.

She was actually a guy!

I looked away in a state of confusion. A guy was wearing a pair of heels? And a skirt? Was this the standard uniform for burger staff at Happy Burger?

I looked over the counter towards the kitchen. No - the burger making guy was wearing trainers and a pair of long trousers.

Girlie guy looked at me and held out a hand as if to inspect my ticket.

Ah, my order was ready.

I took the tray and went to look for a seat. Luckily most customers seemed to be taking the food back to eat outside, so I found a seat on the ground floor where I could gaze and stare at heels wearing guy.

I stuffed a handful of bendy French fries into my mouth. Not bad I thought. I’d definitely eat here more often. It was better than the shit in the canteen, even if it did cost nearly ten times as much.

I ate some more French fries. This time I remembered to pop one of the anti-malarial pills into my mouth. I wondered if they would help. There sure were a lot of mosquitoes here. I wondered if I should get some long socks to go with my shorts, like some of the students wore.

I looked at the burger server guy again. His legs were great. The knee length socks looked good on him. And his thighs were so smooth. Did he shave them? I thought about ordering more food, just so I could walk up close to him and inspect him for leg hairs.


Chapter 9: The Photoshoot and the Rain

Crystal and Vicky told me the photo shoot would be at 4 pm. The location was by the outdoor sunken theatre adjacent to the river.

It wasn’t too far from my apartment, so I slowly strolled over to see what was going on.

I thought I’d better teach them the correct meaning of the word ‘river’. What I was walking alongside was more like a slow moving stream, with the occasional dead fish and stagnant areas of what looked like oil.

Soon I reached the sunken theatre and saw around a dozen students milling around. There were a couple of cameras on tripods, some lighting rigs and a couple of really big silver reflectors.

I spotted Crystal and Vicky. Crystal was wearing a light meter around her neck. Vicky was holding a circular reflector that was several times wider than she was.

I shielded my eyes as sunlight bounced off the reflector.

“Uh, sorry, Professor.” Vicky said, and lay the reflector on the ground.

“How’s it going?” I asked. “What are you shooting?”

Vicky looked around. I followed her gaze. They’d set up a red gazebo where the models could change. A couple of students were holding large beach towels around the models. I caught a glimpse of a tall girl’s pert breasts and it made me want to find a girl of my own.

She looked at me again. “It’s our summer project.”

I was still thinking about the magnificent breasts I’d just seen. “A summer project?”

“Yes, the university likes us to keep working over the summer. So we don’t forget our studies.”

“That’s good. I mean it’s good you don’t forget about what you’re learning.” I said, wiping my brow.

“This year we had to design lingerie on the theme of military supremacy.”

“Oh really? That’s an interesting brief.”

Her brow lowered. “Brief? Briefs? Oh panties?”

I laughed. “We have so much to learn in class.”

A model emerged from the gazebo. She was wearing a slinky halter top in camouflage print and matching French knickers. She tottered around on her silver platform heels, towering over the girls holding the towels.

Vicky turned to me, then started walking towards the model. “They’ll need me for this shoot. Talk to you later.”

I took another look at the model. I recognised her from my morning class, but I didn’t yet know her name.

I walked closer to the camera crew. They wanted to the model to recline against a large well weathered stone statue of a water carrying nymph, of the type that people back home often used to decorate their fish ponds.

The model saw me and smiled, but she didn’t speak to me. Her elaborate metallic makeup made her look a world away from this morning’s classroom.

I heard a rumble of thunder in the distance. Nobody seemed too worried about it. I made a mental note to buy an umbrella.

Without any prompting, the model adopted a series of different poses. The girl behind the camera snapped away. Coy, pouting, confident, femme fatale, foxy lady, the model cycled through every conceivable pose. She turned away from me and I caught a tantalising glimpse of side boob. I looked down her smooth, honey coloured body. The French knickers had a very high leg and I could see a good amount of her perfectly rounded ass.

Vicky adjusted the reflector to highlight the model’s chest.

I looked over to the gazebo. Another model was emerging from the makeshift screen of towels.

I did a double take and a surge of hormones flowed through my body. She was wearing a metallic crop top with conical breasts and stiffened shoulder pads. A couple of gold tassells hung down from above the left breast, as if they were medals. The top was sexy as hell but the panties were what really caught my eye. They were in the same shiny silver material, but the front was laced together, with the black laces going all the way down to the bottom. There was quite a gap and already I could see that these panties left little to the imagination.

The model strode over in her vertiginous silver platform heels to where the other model was posing. She turned away from me and I realised the panties had a thong-style back.

The girl behind the camera was changing memory cards. I looked at the model. Her face was extravagantly made up, with smears of gold shimmering makeup looking like war paint. She saw me looking at her and smiled. “Hi Professor.” She mouthed.

I realised it was Candy. She looked so different that I hardly recognised her!

I waved, and she went back to preparing for the photo shoot.

I couldn’t help but gaze down at her crotch. It was obvious that she had shaved down there.

Damn, if only she’d wear that outfit for class. But we’d probably have to lock the classroom doors to keep Kurt out.

Vicky put the reflector down to rest her arms. I walked closer to her. “Wow, these outfits are really sexy. What are they for?”

“Oh, they’re mainly for the Russian market. The Russian summer is short and the ladies like to make the most of it.”

“They wear this stuff outside?” I asked, completely taken by surprise.

A girl I didn’t know went over to adjust Candy’s makeup. She adjusted the panties and I wondered if Candy had been showing a little more than she ought to have been.

Crystal walked over to the two girls and held up the light meter. She looked up at the clouds and frowned. I heard her call out something to the other girls, and there was a renewed sense of urgency.

The two models started posing. Candy now had her back to me and I gazed at her smooth, pert ass. She moved her legs apart and I could see her thong stretching through her ass, the tight material not leaving much to the imagination.

Candy was really bent over now. I wondered if she knew what a commotion she was causing in my own panties. I wondered if anybody would notice. These shorts I was wearing were a little tight.

Was Candy an exhibitionist like Kurt? Did she get off from knowing that everybody was looking at her most private of parts?

She turned her neck and looked straight at me. My natural instinct was to look away but I couldn’t. Her ass was so perfect, her legs too smooth and I wanted her so badly.

Vicky raised the reflector and cut off my view of Candy.

I looked around to see what else was happening. Four other models were emerging from the makeshift changing rooms. They were wearing various items of white and blue lingerie from what appeared to be a co-ordinated collection. All of the items had a nautical twist, with one girl wearing a crop top with a sailor-suit type flap of material covering her shoulders. Another girl was wearing stockings and suspenders with little gold anchors pinned to her suspender clasps.

One of the models was really busty and her breasts were barely contained by the shiny white strapless bustier she was wearing. I looked up from gazing at her chest and she smiled at me. I wondered how I could possibly teach this class again after having seen them wearing such sexy outfits.

The girls moved over to the shooting area.

Candy and the other girl were finished. Candy came trotting over to me. “Do you like my outfit?” She asked. “I designed it myself.”

I tried desperately to avoid looking down and seeing if I could see her pussy lips between the black laces holding her panties together. “Uh, yeah, it’s really nice.”

“The other girls weren’t brave enough to wear these panties.”

I was imagining inviting her back to my room for hot lesbian sex. We’d suck each other’s breasts and finger each others’ pussies.

Except I wasn’t a girl… yet. I was confused, save for the amount I desired Candy.

It started spitting with rain. A couple of students threw huge plastic sheets over the camera equipment.

There was an unearthly roar, and a strong gust of wind blew the gazebo over. The towel holding girls scattered. A couple of models screamed. One girl was topless and another was completely nude.

There was a flash of lightning that couldn’t have been more than a kilometre away from where we stood.

There were a few more drops of rain and then the heavens opened.

Candy shrieked and ran off in the direction of the canteen. All of the other models followed her lead, running as best they could in their heels. The two who had been changing were clutching towels, trying not to reveal everything as they fled.

The busty naval model couldn’t run in her stilettos so she slipped them off and carried them, running barefoot to catch up with the others. Her pert ass wobbled deliciously as she did so.

Shit I was soaked already. I’d never experienced rain like this before. I had to get out of this rain!

I did a mental calculation. I was pretty sure that my dormitory building was closer than the canteen.

I started jogging, and then running as fast as I could without risking damaging my calf muscles like I had a few years ago when I was running for a train.


Chapter 10: The Mini

I reached the foyer of my apartment building. I brushed the water off my head. My eyes were stinging. I wondered if the rain was acid rain, but then figured out the rain must have washed sweat into my eyes. I managed to climb the stairs back to my apartment’s floor, leaving a trail of drips all the way.

I rested my soggy shoes vertically against the wall outside my apartment, in the hope that they might dry quicker that way. They were meant to be specialist walking shoes, meant for walking holidays to Scotland. But they were completely saturated.

Candy had warned me not to wear damp clothes. She said I’d get ‘dick-rot’, whatever the hell that was. I thought back to Kurt’s tight buttocks pumping that girl full of cum. Kurt’s penis was far more likely to get dick-rot that mine was.

I stripped off my shorts and the blouse, then I rubbed myself dry using my new towel bought from the Business Street supermarket.

Another blouse ruined, I thought. I could let it dry, but in this humid climate it would take a while. Now it had rained so heavily the humidity would stay high for a while.

I put the wet clothes on the clothes dryer and sat on the bed. I picked up my phone and sent Candy a message…

Hi Candy,

My shoes got ruined in the rain. Do you have any I can wear?

Professor CC xxx

I sent the message without checking it. Oops, I maybe shouldn’t have put the kisses on. What was I thinking. Was it something that could get me disciplined? Or did you only get in trouble if you did something like putting your dick in a student’s vagina, like Kurt did?

What could I wear? I couldn’t wear my shorts. They were saturated. I’d still not washed my regular guy pants.

I looked at my regular guy trousers laying on the floor where I’d left them. To be honest I didn’t know if I wanted to wear them again. The shorts felt so… so feminine.

I shook my head. What was happening to me?

I lay naked on the bed for an indeterminable amount of time.

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

I took the skirt and the panties into the bathroom.

I put the skirt and panties on the lid of the top loading washing machine. I still needed to buy laundry powder. But what was the use of doing loads of washing when I couldn’t get it dry? Besides, did I really want to wear my trousers again? They were so boring and I couldn’t show off my legs.

I lifted up the panties again. This time they were bigger than the g-string. They had a full back and the front was a little wider. They were white as well, although there was a cute little blue bow attached to the front, just where the top of the fly would be if they were briefs.

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

I scrunched up the panties and held them to my face. The material - what was it? Was it polyester? It felt so light and delicate and smooth. Why didn’t guys’ briefs ever get made from this material?

I bent over and slid the panties up my legs. They breezed over my knees and easily slid up my thighs. I hitched them up into place, then I reached in and adjusted my balls so that they rested nicely in place.

They looked great in the mirror. My bulge was obvious, but not quite as obvious as when I was wearing the g-string. These panties were heavenly, I thought. Maybe I’d sleep in them tonight.

I took the skirt off the washing machine and stepped into it. The material felt soft but it wasn’t quite as interesting as the material the panties were made from.

I slid the skirt up my legs. When it got to my hips I really had to pull it over them as it was quite a tight fit.

I had to suck my belly in while I hooked the brass fastener into place.

There, I was all done. I looked in the mirror. The skirt looked great. Really great. It was a little tight but I noticed there were no belt loops like all my guy trousers always had. It didn’t matter though because the skirt was a perfect fit and it wasn’t going to fall down during class.

During class? Should I wear the skirt to class?

I looked in the mirror again. What the fuck was I doing?

I fiddled with the brass fastener. I must get this thing off, I thought. Then I looked again at the mirror again. I had a slight tummy bulge where the waistband of the skirt pushed against my belly. That looked kind of cool. And I liked the pleats. It was so pretty.

I did a twirl. How fast could I move before the skirt billowed up and my panties showed? How could I tell, anyway? And how blustery could the weather get before skirts were a strict no-no?

I put two hands on the washing machine and hoisted myself up on the lid.

I kicked the bathroom door closed and looked at myself in the mirror. Now I could get a better idea of what I would look like when I was sitting in the skirt.

The back of the skirt had billowed up as I’d hoisted myself onto the machine. My knickers were touching the cool glass lid. Not a good start. I lifted up my butt cheeks and brushed the material under my ass. That was better, and definitely more ladylike.

I opened my legs. The material sunk between my thighs. I was relieved. I didn’t think anybody would be able to see my knickers while I was sitting down. No, the biggest enemy of this skirt was going to be wind.

I felt the material again. The pleating was pretty nice. But maybe I’d need something for windier days. Something like a… what were they called?

Pencil skirts!

I needed a pencil skirt.

It was nice sitting on this washing machine. Maybe I’d sit here more and think about stuff. But it sure was humid in this room, especially with the door closed. I wondered why they had put the bathroom on the inside? It just became a massive humidity trap.

I jumped off the washing machine. The skirt billowed like a miniature parachute. That felt good. I look one last look in the mirror. I wondered if I should accessorise it with a belt? I didn’t need one, but it might look kind of neat.

I walked out of the stuffy bathroom and towards the apartment windows. I was still wearing the skirt and panties. I wanted to wear them for a while.

I looked out the window. Somebody was coming out of the other building and heading for our building. I briefly hid but it was okay, they didn’t seem to notice me.

It was Kurt. Walking a couple of paces behind him was a female student. She was wearing a white polo shirt, a short white pleated skirt and white trainers. Maybe he was going to work his way through the student tennis club.

I watched as he crossed the car park between the other building and our building. He was gesticulating with his hands. He was showing her the size of something. Maybe he was talking about his cock, or his balls or his ego.

I closed the curtains and looked back into my room. Kurt was a nightmare, but I had my own issues to deal with.


Chapter 11: The Ruined Feet

It was my nightmare day. I had three lessons today. That was almost six hours in the classroom.

I stuffed some food into my rucksack then slid my computer in. I hoped I had enough food and battery power to get through the morning’s two classes.

I saw the anti-malarial pills on the kitchenette worktop, so I stuffed those in my bag too.

Now to the big question - what should I wear? The airline assured me that my suitcase was en route. But it wouldn’t help me this morning as I had less than twenty minutes to get to class.

I decided to wear my remaining dry blouse and my black shorts. The shorts were still damp, but they’d have to do.

I put on the white ankle socks. Luckily they were just about dry.

Oh, what the hell, I thought, and put on the little clip-on black tie that came with the original blouse. I looked in the mirror. Wow, it was kind of cute. I definitely looked more professional too.

I hoisted my backpack over my shoulder and opened my front door, quickly stepping through to avoid letting any more mosquitoes in.

I reached for my trainers which were thankfully still outside my door. They were still saturated. I had no other choice, so I put them on and squelched my way to the classroom.

The first class was on the fifth floor so I had to mountaineer up an unholy number of stairs. A couple of cute girls said hello to me but I didn’t recognise them as my students from yesterday.

This morning I was teaching the freshmen. I wasn’t sure what subject they were majoring in, though I suspected it was Lingerie Science again.

When I got to the classroom, most of the students were already there, most still wearing their military training outfits.

After yesterday’s class I knew the drill. I got them to write their English names on name plaques. We played a few speaking activities. I seemed to be mastering this new career.

The second class was much the same as the first class. These students were Fashion Design sophomores. This time we were doing writing. I was fortunate that I’d brought an essay writing book with me. That made for a quiet class, but on the downside I’d have 36 essays to grade before their next class.

I set them an essay task then sat down on the lecture podium’s stool. I made occasional forays round the room to check they were actually writing and not wasting time on their phones.

On my third foray around the room I stopped to look at the work of the only three guys in the class. I thought I recognised the guy in the middle. Yes, it was the guy from Happy Burger. The heels guy.

I hadn’t noticed him at first. He was wearing an unremarkable t shirt, but then I realised he was actually wearing a skirt. He was also wearing the same heels I’d seen him wearing in the burger place.

I looked at his name plaque. His English name was Spartan. I’d definitely remember that.

My attention turned to two girls who were talking to each other in the row in front of the boys. “Remember to talk in English, ladies.” I reminded them.

I showed them my timetable on my phone. “What class do I have after lunch?”

They looked and translated my timetable for me. “It’s Shoe Science freshmen, Sir.”

“Okay, thank you.”

Shoes seemed to be the theme for today.

Thinking about footwear made me retreat to the lecture podium and sit back down on the stool. My own feet were really starting to feel uncomfortable. I couldn’t wait to get back to my apartment. I let the students leave six minutes early. I resolved never to make a habit of that, but I had to sort my feet out.


Chapter 12: The Skirt and Heels

I remembered I had a lesson after lunch. I didn’t have too much of a turnaround time, so I decided to walk to the canteen and grab some quick noodles. The canteen food wasn’t great, but it was cheap and saved me from having to scratch around looking for something edible.

I arrived back to my apartment just before 12:30 pm. I noticed there was a rectangular box sitting outside my door.

I opened my door, picked up the box and put it on the kitchenette worktop. I wanted to see what was inside, but I had a more pressing issue.

My feet felt terrible. I flipped my walking shoes off and peeled off the soggy ankle socks.

Ugh, my feet looked like they’d been soaking in a bath for half a day. They were all puffy and white and red and looked really foul. I went into the bathroom and hosed them off with the shower.

What a mess!

My crotch didn’t feel too good either. I peeled off the damp shorts and the panties. My crotch didn’t look too much better than my feet.

I’d have to take drastic action.

I padded barefoot back into the kitchenette and took the box off the worktop. I walked over to one of the armchairs in the room and sat down, flopping my feet over the arm so they might actually dry off in the air.

I opened the box. Inside was a note from Candy.

Dear Professor,

I got u these shoes.

Enjoy them :)

Candy xxx

I picked up one of the shoes, which was encased in translucent tissue paper.

I took off the paper. The shoe was a stiletto, with maybe a four inch heel. The shoes were made from a shiny plastic material. I ran my finger over them. They were smooth and looked sleek and amazing.

I took the ball of tissue paper out of the toes section. They had a peephole design and I guessed you’d be able to see the wearer’s big toe. This looked a really good design to wear when it was hot and humid.

I unwrapped the other shoe.

They looked so big.

I wondered if I should wear them. I guessed there was no harm in trying them on in the privacy of my own room. I mean, I had to check that they actually fit me.

I put the shoes on the carpet. They wobbled on their heels as I put them down. How could I ever hope to walk in such shoes? Not that I would do much walking with them on. I mean, to actually wear them to class would be crazy.

I laughed. I did actually have the shoe scientists in just over an hour. Maybe I should set an example and wear some seriously impressive shoes to their first English class. I mean one of my sophomore students had worn stilettos to class, and nobody laughed at him. Would it be any different if I wore a pair?

I felt flushed. I shook my head. What was happening to me?

I stood up and slid my feet into the shoes. I wobbled, and reached out to the wall to steady myself.

It was a strange feeling being elevated four inches off the ground. I could suddenly see a lot more things. Maybe if I was as tall as Kurt then I’d get more girls, too.

I started to walk towards the kitchenette. I swayed a bit, so I paused while I steadied myself. I reached the kitchenette. I walked around a bit on the tiled floor. The shoes made a sexy sounding dull thump. I wondered if anybody lived below me. Maybe some guy would be lying in bed fantasising about a hot lady upstairs with heels and red lipstick and a pussy desperate for hungry cock.

I stood next to the worktop and bent my right knee. I felt all round my ankle. The shoes were a great fit. Candy was a genius at sizing. The shoes were good quality as well. I didn’t think I’d have to wear plasters on my heels like some women did when they were breaking in new heels.

I walked all the way over to the window. I stood in the window, naked except for my new heels. I could see the office workers in the building opposite, and it gave me a huge thrill to know that they could stare over at any second and see my semi-erect penis. Maybe they’d never seen a Western cock before. Maybe one or two hadn’t seen a cock at all.

I practised walking a little more, then flopped on the bed still wearing the heels. I just didn’t want to take them off. I took a couple of photos of my legs stretched out in front of me. The shoes looked fantastic. But my legs… I had to do something about that leg hair.

Just then I remembered I was working again - I’d forgotten all about the time.

I looked at my phone. I had just twenty minutes to get to class.

I should have had a shower and done all kinds of stuff, but I had gotten carried away parading round like a cheap hooker. A hooker with a cock. Fuck, what was wrong with me?

I took off the heels and dashed into the bathroom. I pasted some roll-on deodorant under my armpits.

I put on a white blouse followed by another pair of panties Candy had sent over. These were the black version of the white ones. They had a little blue bow on them and looked so damned cute.

I reached over for my shorts. Should I wear them? The panties had chaffed me a little and I didn’t know if my skin could take much more of wearing damp clothes. No, I needed some air down there…

Should I?

Dare I?

I walked over and picked up the plaid skirt.

I wore a skirt I’d get a lot of much needed ventilation down there, I thought.

But what would the students think? Would they laugh me out of class?

They didn’t laugh at Spartan. Maybe they wouldn’t laugh at me. Even if they did, maybe I could just give them all zero grades. I had power now. I was a Professor. I was…

Professor Sissy?

Was this a good transformation I was undergoing? I definitely felt different. Maybe if I was even more feminine then guys like Kurt would hit on me and I… I…

I was definitely going mad in this place. But the self-psychotherapy would have to stop because I was short of time and I had to get to class.

I slid on another pair of white ankle socks. I grabbed the heels and my rucksack and headed out the door.

Outside my door I slipped on the heels. I was strong, I was confident and these heels were going to empower me to new levels of greatness.

I strode down the corridor like a colossus, enjoying the tapping sound every time the heels hit the tiled floor.

I was amazed at how well I could walk in the heels. They were definitely well designed and they fit perfectly.

I looked at my phone. I could afford a few seconds to wait for the elevator. These heels were definitely not for walking down stairs in.

While I was descending to the ground floor I looked in the mirrored walls. Damn, I looked pretty hot. My face seemed more rounded and more feminine too. The skirt looked awesome. I loved how the waistband gave me a little bit of a belly bulge. I always found that alluring when I saw a woman with a little bit of chubbiness down there.

I had a quick look at my heels. They looked awesome, but I’d have to do something about my hairy legs.

I made my way out of the building. There weren’t any people in the car park. I made my way across the tarmac to the other building. I’d use the short cut to walk to my classroom building. This afternoon I was in room 404 of Building 1, the same room where I’d begun my teaching career in this strangest of places.

I walked through another car park and headed towards the main road to the teaching buildings. There was a steady stream of students, mostly girls, making their way to their classes. Although many were holding umbrellas to shade themselves from the heat of the early afternoon sun, they would definitely see me. How would they react?

I joined the procession of students. I was definitely getting a lot more stares than usual.

The two girls behind me were giggling and talking in a language I didn’t understand. Was this an outfit too far?

I looked at my phone. I’d have to press on or I’d be late for class.

I knew my way round the campus a little better now. I used a less popular entrance to Building 1. I still felt more eyes on me than usual. What the heck was I doing?

I reached room 404. There were just over half a dozen students occupying seats.

I strode down the aisle towards the lecture podium, trying to feel as confident as possible. My shoes made a really loud clip, clop sound as I walked past rows of mostly empty desks.

The students turned and stared at me. Their silence both reassured and terrified me in equal measure.

I realised the students who had come early had snagged all the best seats directly under the whirring ceiling fans. I made a mental note to be careful while walking past them. I didn’t want a strong breeze from lifting up my skirt.

The students were mostly playing on their mobile phones, but a couple of girls in the front row were still staring at me. One had silky long black hair that tumbled all the way down her back. Her friend had a round face and short, bobbed hair. She was wearing a super cute cosplay style dress. Her legs were stretched out in front of her beneath the desk. I saw she was wearing frillier versions of my white ankle socks and she had on the cutest pair of shiny red sandals.

I summoned up the courage to go over and talk to them. “Hi guys.”

“Hi Professor.”

“What are you studying?” I asked.

The girl with flowing long hair and blood red lipstick answered. “We’re studying Shoe Science, Miss.”

The girl in the cosplay dress giggled and poked her friend in the arm. “Uh, Sir. Professor Sir.” The long haired girl corrected herself.

I was as confused about my gender and identity as they were.

The long haired girl leaned over her desk. “I like your shoes Professor.”

“Thank you.” I replied. My cheeks were flushing.

More students filed in. There was more chatter than usual.

I went up to the blackboard to clean off some shit the previous lecturer had left. Even with my heels on I had to reach high up.

A student, maybe one of the guys, wolf-whistled. I assume I was the target. I turned round. Did my panties show as my skirt rode up while I was cleaning the board?

I blushed, then retreated to the relative safety of the podium. I’d had an idea. I created a new presentation slide, then typed in some text:

For Next Class

We’ll have a shoe show and tell.

Wear some awesome shoes to class.

Be prepared to tell us about them for 1-2 minutes.

E.g. what you like about them, why you bought them, how they make you feel when you wear them.

Prize for best presentation.

I started the class in the usual way, getting them to make name plaques, then put them on their desks. I learnt the two girls in the front row were called Violet and Peaches. Peaches had drawn some anime characters on her name plaque. Violet had made a much more utilitarian plaque. I saw that she was wearing a black pair of sports shorts with orange built-in cycling shorts that deliciously peaked out from the high cut sides. I wondered if she had encountered Kurt, because she was definitely his type.

After the name plaque task and a bit of introductions I got them working on a group task. I was going to risk walking around the desks, to see what sort of looks I got.

As I walked around, I listened in on their conversations.

“Talk in English.” I had to keep reminding them, but it was proving a fruitless task.

I reached the back of the class. There were four guys in this class. I was surprised to see any, but then I remembered that many of the world famous shoe designers were men.

One of the guys, who I took to be the alpha, looked me up and down. “Nice dress.” He said. Maybe he wanted to say a whole lot more but didn’t know the English. He chattered away to his peers.

Another guy translated. “He wants to know what’s under your skirt.”

I felt my cheeks go crimson. I put my clipboard up and rested it under my nose. “Why, panties of course.”

A couple of girls in the row in front of the guys giggled. “We think you’re cute.” Said one of them, gripping the sleeve of her cardigan and putting it up against her mouth.

I walked towards the safety of the podium. I would perch on the stool and wait for them to finish their group activities. It had been a little tough wearing this outfit, but I didn’t think it was as bad as it could have been.

Towards the end of the second class period I showed them their homework assignment. “Okay, next week we’ll have a shoes show and tell. You’ve seen my shoes, next week let’s see yours.”

A girl in the second row put her hand up. “Sir, can we talk about any type of shoes?”

“Yes, any type. Heels are good. I mean they’re more interesting to talk about. People usually wear heels for a special occasion, so you could talk about that.”

“Okay.” She said and started talking to her friend.

Class was finished and the students filed out. One of the guys came up to me. He was one of the less confident ones, and didn’t speak before.

“Mr Professor, I like your style.”

“Thank you. Actually my airline lost all my male clothes and a student gave me these.”

He paused, as if he was reluctant to speak.

He lowered his head. “Mr Professor, could I wear some heels to class next week? Sometimes I wear them in my dormitory, but I’m too shy to wear them outside.”

“Sure.” I said. “Maybe I’ll wear mine again too.”

“Thank you.” He said, and a huge smile broke across his face. He walked out of the classroom with a new air of confidence.

I too had a new air of confidence in my stride. I didn’t care how much noise my heels made as I walked down the corridor. Another professor saw me, one of the local women. She looked so surprised to see me but then managed a ‘good afternoon’ as she went on her way to no doubt think about what the heck she had just seen.


Chapter 13: The Long Socks

Sammy had also told me the university’s coffee shop sold pizza. I stopped off on the way back to my room and ordered a ‘Veggy Delicious’.

A few of the coffee shop customers stared at me but I smiled and tried to act naturally. Wearing a skirt and heels hadn’t been as disastrous as it might have turned out.

I felt elated and clip clopped my way back to my room, rucksack on my back and pizza in my left hand.

When I got to the fourth floor of my apartment building I thought for a minute. Maybe I should warm the pizza up. I turned right and headed to the communal kitchen. I’d seen a couple of ovens in there and I guessed they’d be easy to see.

I heard voices.

I walked down the short walk to the kitchen. I was still getting used to the noise my heels made when I walked on tiled surfaces. It felt so empowering.

I stopped when I got to the door of the kitchen. Kurt was standing on the far side, by the window. His jeans were round his ankles. A pretty student with luscious long hair and a flowery dress was sucking his monstrously long dick.

He saw me. “Well what do we have here? Another sheila’s come to join our little party?”

The girl hesitated, but he stroked her hair. “It’s okay sweetie, carry on.”

I looked down at my shoes, suddenly feeling embarrassed and all coy. “Uh, I just came in to warm my pizza up.”

Kurt motioned to the ovens. “Sure, go ahead. I’d sure like a slice of pizza if you can’t manage it all. I’ll give you a tinnie if you want one. Uh, you do drink beer don’t you and not girlie spritzers or some shit?”

I walked into the kitchen and looked at the oven. Fortunately the knobs and dials had English on them. I guessed this particular model was destined for the export market.

There was a dividing wall between the ovens and where Kurt and his latest girlfriend were. I couldn’t see them but I could still hear slurping sounds and frequent moans of contentment from Kurt.

He never seemed to tire of fucking. I just wondered what the students got out of it. Were they even his own students? Did he bump their grades up based on how well they sucked his dick?

The oven’s orange light still hadn’t gone out yet. I put the pizza box on the side and walked back to my room. I caught a glimpse of Kurt and his girl. Now her dress was off and she was just in her bra and panties. Kurt was rubbing her shoulders and she was sucking his dick like it was going out of fashion. I wondered how she’d learnt how to do that like a pro.

In my room I took off my heels and rubbed my ankles. Maybe Candy could suggest a more comfortable style of shoes for me to wear, like sandals or those cork wedges I saw a few of the students wearing.

Ugh, what was I turning into? I was going mad. I’d been here less than a week and I had become Professor Sissy. The name seemed to be sticking.

I sat on my bed and peeled off my ankle socks. They were a little damp on the soles but not half as sweaty as they were when I was wearing my trainers.

I made a mental note to check my trainers when I went back into the kitchen.

Thinking of the kitchen made me realise I should probably put something on my feet when I went back. I’d seen a few roaches in the corridor and who knows what else was lurking.

What could I wear? I wanted to rest my ankles.

I looked over to the long black woollen socks Candy had given me. I still hadn’t tried them on.

I walked over to where I’d left them on the TV table, then went back and sat on the bed. I slid one of the socks over my left foot then pulled them up my legs. I adjusted the thick tops so the sock fit snuggly on my upper thigh.

Tops? Was that the right word? I thought about looking at some websites to find the proper terms for the various parts of different items of clothing. The students definitely needed to know the correct terminology. I didn’t know if they’d be able to remember any of it though. Most of them didn’t seem to know the word ‘sleeves’.

I put the other one sock on, then stood up and looked down. Damn, they looked great. There was definitely something intensely erotic about wearing long socks and leaving the upper thigh exposed. I wondered if that was why so many Japanese anime and manga characters wore them.

I walked over to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. The socks looked so cool, especially when worn with a short skirt. Maybe this could become my signature look.

The socks were a bit scratchy though. Maybe they’d be better if I shaved my legs.

What was I thinking? That would be very weird, but the thought just wouldn’t leave my head.

I realised I’d been completely sidetracked. I needed to get back to the kitchen and put the pizza in the oven. Maybe Kurt had already cooked and eaten it, then found himself another short time love partner.

As I padded down the corridor in my new thigh-high socks I realised they were making my legs very warm. Maybe these were just for winter, and I should find thinner ones better suited to this time of year.

The girl was now sitting on Kurt’s knee, feeling his face stubble with her small hand. He had one hand inside her left bra, and another gripped a can of imported beer.

I wondered if he’d ever be able to get these socks round his thick muscular thighs.

Ugh, I shouldn’t think of Kurt’s thighs, but there was no doubt the guy was attractive. He was rugged, he was confident and, well, he was a jerk but didn’t ladies love a jerk? I mean they might say they wanted a dad-type but deep down they fantasised about the cad who would fuck their brains out then not call them for three days.

Kurt saw me enter. “Nice socks.” He said, somewhat sarcastically.

Kurt’s girl looked at me. “They’re cute.” She turned to Kurt. “Can you order me some? Oh, and I like the skirt she’s wearing.”

“Okay sweetie.” Kurt said, picking up her mobile phone for her. “Here, take a picture of Professor Sissy over there and then we can use your app to search for that outfit on the shopping site.”

The girl sat up, took her phone and trotted over in her bare feet to where I was standing. “Can we take your photo? I want to find that skirt and socks.”

She looked so cute in her polka dot bra and panties. How could I refuse?

Then I noticed there were a couple of globules pearly white liquid resting in her fringe. Should I tell her?

I decided to keep quite. It wasn’t my problem.

I wanted to look cute for the camera. I decided to lean on the kitchen worktop with one hand and give a V sign pose with my other hand, just as I saw the students do all the time around campus.

I posed and Kurt’s girl took a couple of photos. She showed me the photos she’d taken.

I pointed to my head in the photo. “Uh, do I really need those bunny ears?”

“Bunny?”

“Er, rabbit’s ears.” I elaborated, putting my hands on my head and moving my fingers up and down.

She laughed. “Oh, rabbit ears.”

The girl went back to Kurt’s side, massaging his shoulders and making him feel like the big alpha beast that he was.

I cooked my pizza, then went back to my room. I removed my blouse before eating the greasy slices. It was good foresight because a huge blob of cheese fell off one of the slices and an oily mess dribbled down by chest. I scooped up the cheese then brushed the oil off my chest with a tissue.

Huh, I thought, I didn’t remember having such flabby breasts before. I mean they weren’t even an A cup but they were definitely more noticeable than they had been in the past. I wondered if all the stories about soy products being feminizing were true.

The pizza was gone in a matter of minutes. I walked over to the kitchenette and stuck the box in the trash, then went to look at myself in the bathroom. The skirt looked awesome with the thigh-high socks. This could definitely be my new classroom outfit. But wait…

I went back into the kitchenette and retrieved my heels. I bent down and put them on. Now I was taller in the mirror. I looked great. I loved the expanse of bare thigh between the top of my socks and the hem of my skirt.

One thing needed to change though… tomorrow I was going to buy a razor and do something about those leg hairs.

TBC
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The Crossdressing Detective

Volume 1: The Case of the Prolific Panty Thief

This is an erotic story for guys who love crossdressing, have a clothes fetish or are just curious about what it’s like to put on a pair of panties or more. Expect lots of fumbling and bumbling as our hero(ine) attempts to solve this puzzling case by crossdressing and going undercover in the lingerie section of an upscale Tokyo department store.

“I adjusted my neck scarf and ensured the flower was directly over my left shoulder. I’d been undercover a few times, but this shop girl uniform was the best outfit yet. A tight little black dress, red belt, opaque pantyhose and my choice of shoes. Today I was wearing my favourite black sissy platform heels. I was looking smoking hot, and I knew it.

I noticed a young guy in his mid-20’s giving me the eye. He would start at my shoes, then move his gaze upwards until he got to my dress. I guessed he was a leg man. A shy one too. Every time I looked in his direction he looked away and went back to slurping his noodles.

I shuffled my feet on the railing below the counter. I’m not really into guys - but I just love the attention.”

Read The Case of the Prolific Panty Thief now on Amazon

The Crossdressing Detective

Volume 2: The Case of the Chaotic Beauty Pageant

This is an erotic story for guys who love crossdressing, have a clothes fetish or are just curious about what it’s like to put on a little black dress or more. Expect lots of tiaras and tantrums as our hero(ine) steps up at the last minute and takes the place of a contestant at the Miss Asian Fashion Queen beauty pageant held in tropical Thailand.

The two contestants walked past a small crowd of onlookers. A middle aged Western couple looked at each other in surprise. I wasn’t sure why. Then I saw it for myself. Miss Korea was wearing a thong!

I gasped. “Is that even allowed? I mean, look at what I’m wearing. Then she waltzes in and steals my thunder, and my screen time too.”

Ruka whistled, then threw her pineapple stick on the ground for somebody else to pick up. “That girl’s got balls!”

If I was a proper girl, I think this is when I would have had a tantrum.

Ruka put an arm round me. “Don’t worry, doll. They’ll edit it into a story. Slutty girl battles against demure covered up girl in the swimwear round. Now that’s some good TV!”

Read The Case of the Chaotic Beauty Pageant now on Amazon.

The Crossdressing Detective

Volume 3: Straight to Video

This is an erotic story for guys who love crossdressing, have a clothes fetish or are just curious about what it’s like to put on a pair of heels or more. Our hero(ine) is asked to direct a retro style adult movie. Will it be a huge hit or go straight to video?

Coming soon to Amazon
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