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Though the gym was crowded with college students, I shoved through the doors anyway. May as well because I'm here. 

"Oh, Professor Stockton, looking good," Ashley Wells said as she exited the building. Her body sheened with sweat, even in the crevices on her athletic top were mopped with sweat. I inhaled deeply wanting to catch her feminine scent. Just a whiff of wild honeysuckle and female sweat caused my shorts to pack a bulge. I smiled because that's what I need people to see. Since I'm at the gym, I'm wearing all the right things, jockeys, athletic shorts, muscle shirt. After shoving my bag in the lockers, I head to the free weights. I've been lifting every day for over four years now and have built up a nice physique. 

Lucy Henshaw beams a smile my way as her eyes travel over my body. Please come to me and sit close by so I can experience your pheromones. I send her a telepathic message as I lift my chin and grin. Having the attention of the opposite sex is not a problem. I've worked hard for my image, buffed, masculine, manly.  I keep hoping the extra testosterone I'm bound to be making will erase the secret fetishes I have. Even just the thought of my secret life and the blush steams hot across my face. I hurried and lifted the fifty pounds and start the set, hoping to mask the redness in my face before someone notices. It's a big problem. It's as if my secrets follow me and taunt me all day long. 

Lucy moved on without coming near. I'm both thankful and disappointed. I need for her to see me pump iron. I have a reputation to uphold that goes against my secret obsession. Rachel Evans waltzed out of the locker room wearing a pair of pink silk shorts. Her ass wiggles just right. My cock thumps at the thought of sliding into a pair of those and that shade of pink. I shake my head. Damn imagination. Damn daydreams. Why can't I desire to wear, oh, I don't know, dark blue or black? Something manly that screams I'm a man. I think I'll swing by Unmentionables after I'm done here. You know, I might need to pick up a pair of silk bottoms for my, ahem, girlfriend, who just happens to be my size. 

Three other guys are in here lifting weights. I peer at them. Nice looking guys, upper college students. They don't look like they have dirty little secrets. They probably have drawers full of jockeys and men's clothing. They probably don't even think about wearing something like pink silk shorts. Their biggest issues are passing the classes and boning the next girl. Damn, what I would give for that kind of reality.

After the weights, I hit the treadmill. It allows me time to think and workout and blank out without having to pay too much attention. It also builds leg muscles, you know, to make them look masculine. Lucy came back through with two of her girlfriends. They are walking and giggling and talking. I wish I was in the center of their circle. They pause at my machine.

"Ladies, how are you this evening?" I ask in my authoritative Professor voice.

"Fine Professor Ethan. How many miles?" Lucy asks as she nods at the treadmill. 

"Five today. I have errands to run, so can't stick around too long," I say.

"You sure are dedicated. I see you up here every time I come," Daisy Lawson says. 

Good. She noticed. "Use them or lose them," I say as I made a fist and bounce my biceps. The ladies swoon and giggle.

"Well, see ya around," Lucy says. They walk away, their little asses wiggling for my sake. I'd like to plant my face in the middle of that. 

I sigh heavily, down boy. My cock has a mind of its own. It's like I'm back in high school. Girls excited me then, but they do now more and for a slightly different reason. I don't care, I let my package shine, showing my virility. It just makes the girls squirm more in my presence.

I blow out a deep breath as I enter the locker room. Two guys are showering, and I glance at the bench to see a pair of grey jockeys and a pair of plaid boxers. After I come out of my sweaty gym clothes, I start the shower and join the guys. The banter is friendly and surface, nothing too heavy. 

"Damn, Professor Ethan, I think your muscles have muscles. Teresa keeps at me to build more bulk. Do you use steroids?" Jeff asks.

I chuckle. "No, these are homegrown. Took four years of dedication to the free weights. Can't take off from it. If you want the muscle bulk, you must work hard for it," I say as I finish my shower. Even the guys notice how manly I am. They want to be like me for their girlfriends.

The mall is crowded as it always is in the evenings. I skirt around the walkway to Unmentionables. The associate, Cherie, greets me immediately when I walk through the doors. "Hello, can I help you find something?"

I smile as my heart beats hard when I see all the feminine things hanging on racks, silks and satins, lace and soft, oh so soft fabrics. I'd like to jump into a pile of it naked. Ahem. "Yes, I'm looking for a pair of silk shorts for my girlfriend. She's a size 14," I say. The lie flows from my lips as if I really had a curvy girlfriend. I learned long ago what size I can wear in women's clothing. Before I bulked up I could squeeze into a size 12, but once I started weight training and bulked up I had to increase the size. 

"We have sleep shorts, in all colors. What colors does she like?" Cherie asks. Her shapely ass sways as she walks to the sleepwear section. My cock starts stiffening. I reach down for a quick adjustment before she turns her pretty eyes back to me.

"Oh, pink. She loves pink," I say. Yep, the lie continues. I'm a master at this. I can fake out anybody. My damn cock is hard, so hard it thumps when I see the all the silk shorts hanging on the racks. Cherie plucks a pair of light pink and a pair of dark pink shorts in size 14 and holds them over her arm.

"Which pink?" she asks.

Damn. "Both," I say. "I'll take both." Fuck. The hard on is a problem. I can barely walk because the tip rubs against my leg. You'd think I could have better control over it by now. After all, a twenty-eight-year-old male normally doesn't act like he's eighteen with a raging stiffy every time he's in the presence of a sexy woman. Or worse yet, in the middle of a women's lingerie store. I am hopeless, that's what I am. Shamefully hopeless.

I glance at the bag of women's silk shorts sitting next to me on the drive home. When did it come down to this? I blame Allison, my friend who is a year older than me from high school. She invited me to college one weekend and I stayed in her dorm with her. We weren't anything but good friends, so nothing happened, except I fell in love with women's clothing. She had a boyfriend and partied that night. She thrust her dorm key into my palm and told me to stay in her room while she went off with her boyfriend. I'll never forget it because that's the night that changed my life and turned me into someone that I'll never admit to being. 

I remembered opening Allison's drawers and going through her clothes. I stripped down naked, my cock harder than a brickbat, and shoving my feet through her baby blue lacy panties. They stretched over my body, but it was a close enough fit. I was skinnier back then and she was curvy. I about came right there when I walked around her room, wearing her panties. My cock rubbed against the soft thin fabric and I liked it. I really liked it. I rubbed one out right there while wearing her panties. They were soiled and stained with my massive amount of cum. That's when I learned about fine washables. She had a small bottle of detergent under her sink and I washed and rinsed the panties and hung them in the shower to dry, hoping they'd dry by morning.

I couldn't resist it. I plucked up another pair of her panties, a black lacy pair and slept in them. I loved the feeling of my cock bound in the soft lace. I woke up that next morning and rubbed out another all over the black lace, I simply couldn't resist. I was a bad boy for
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