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My name is Blake, and I am a college instructor. I am 5 foot and 5 inches, weigh 120 lbs., have auburn hair and hazel eyes. And if you must know, my pubic hair is cut into a landing strip; labia clean and my breasts are 34 C.

When I received my master’s degree, I delayed my PhD because I thought I would get a job easily and save some money until I got accepted for my PhD candidacy. I got 3 offers. One from Alabama, teaching High School math for $44,600, but it was only for 1 year. One from Oklahoma, teaching High School Math for $41,100 and a class size of almost 50, and another from Alaska for $52,500. The Alaska job sounded good till I found out what the cost of living is there. So, I went back to college to search more job offers.

While scanning the offers on the school’s computer job board, I was approached by a woman. She asked me if I would mind teaching at an exclusive private college. While she said nothing about a salary, she said the position included an apartment, health coverage and 15 weeks of vacation per year. The school had two semesters, one in fall, for 16 weeks and other in spring, also for 16 weeks. School was closed for 15 weeks in the summer. Mid-fall break of a week, Christmas break of 3 weeks and Spring break of one week. 

This piqued my interest, so we went into a private room, and I had a job interview. She handed me an ordinary job application, and I filled it out. She asked about my education, grades, any reason for not leaving the area and relocating to another state. I answered all her questions. After 45 minutes, she said that she would be in touch in 2 days for more interviews, if my background passed.

I received a call from a Mrs. Sloan, asking me if I could be in Hinsdale, Il, in 3 days for a second round of interviews. I replied that I could be there. She told me the name of the hotel that they booked for me. It was about a 7 hour drive, so if I left at 6 AM I could be there by 3PM. Take my time and plan on 2 stops along the way.

On the day to travel I dressed in a dark blue skirt and a light blue top and my dark blue blazer, stockings and low heels. Also packed were 2 other outfits since I would be there 3 days. Figured on maybe 2 different interviews.

I arrived at the hotel and checked in. The clerk handed me an envelope. It was quite thick. In my room, I unpacked my suit case and sat down to open the envelope. The room phone rang, and it was Mrs. Sloan asking me to meet her in the hotel restaurant in 30 minutes. I agreed and she ended the call. I washed up and redid my make-up and headed for the restaurant.

Standing at the reception desk, I asked for Mrs. Sloan. The hostess led me to the back of the restaurant and to Mrs. Sloan. She stood, shook my hand and offered me a seat. She had ordered me a white wine. I took a nervous large sip. Mrs. Sloan noticed and told me to relax. This was just a ‘hello’ meeting and dinner between us. The interview would be tomorrow, and all information is in the package. 

We ordered dinner and she asked basic questions about me. I answered each question. This was feeling like an interview to me. We finished dinner and had a coffee. She picked up the bill. She told me to go through the envelope by color in ROY G BV sequence. She stood and said, ‘Good evening’ and left.

I returned to my room and grabbed a shower and got changed into shorts and t-shirt. Sat down and opened the envelope. Inside were 7 colored envelopes and one white envelope that said: ‘open first’. 

I opened the white envelope and in it were instructions: ‘Open the red and orange envelopes tonight only. Open the yellow and green envelopes after your morning interview.’

I took the red one and opened it. Inside were more forms to fill out, same as when I first met her. Basic stuff; name, address, phone, emergency contact. Other forms asked for clothing size, shoe size. I filled them all out. Yes, even the teachers wore the same outfits. Blue skirts, white shirts and blue blazers, black stockings and dark heels.

Next I opened the orange envelope. Inside were some pamphlets about the school. The school was a private academy for special college aged girls. All teachers and staff lived on the campus. Students lived 2 to a dorm room. Enrollment was as of 2024, 400 students in all. The property was over 1,000 acres. Conveniences included horseback riding, swimming in the indoor pool, spa, tennis courts, a track, softball, and a performing arts center.

Some questions were answered, and more questions arose. I went to sleep.

The next morning, I wore a red skirt and a pink top, with a white lace bra under it. 3 inch red heels and white stockings. The phone in my room rang, and Mrs. Sloan told me which room our next meeting would be. I entered the room and saw Mrs. Sloan and 2 other women there. 

They were introduced as Miss. Roberts and Miss Spaulding. Both were administrators at the school. We sat and once again covered my background for the third time. I wondered why? 

My question was answered by Mrs. Sloan. “We need to question you about yourself several times to make sure what you tell us is the truth. We demand, and require, that you tell us everything. We are a college of very special girls. Not what you think. They are all not geniuses, nor are they handicapped. They are normal girls that have been teased beyond belief through grade and high school. We bring them in as freshman after their bodies have developed. Have you ever heard of the term Hermaphrodite?” 

I sat there and answered in a question. “They are a female with a penis or a male with a vagina?”

Mrs. Sloan quickly inhaled out loud. “Well, there are two types, Pseudo or True hermaphrodite!”

“We only accept, Pseudo.” 

“But I...” I started again.

“Two different syndromes, Hyperplasia or Turner.” Mrs. Sloan quickly interjected. We accept only Hyperplasia with ambiguous genitalia, a masculinized clitoris with hypospadias, to be exact.” She again clarified. 

“You seem to know so much about intersexuality?” I asked with newfound wonder about what she was talking about and the nature of this entire sexual culture.

Miss Roberts stood and walked over to the window and spoke to me. “Blake, these girls have been bullied, beat-up, spit on, all because they were born different. What we need is someone who can be a teacher first, friend to them second. Can you be that to them?” 

“Well, to tell the truth, I have never met a hermaphrodite Pseudo or otherwise, before. What would I say to them to comfort them?” I asked. 

“Since you will not be starting till next year, if we hire you, you will go back to school and learn about them. We have a program set up for new instructors. It will be given right here on campus.”

Miss Spaulding spoke next. “What if I said that there were 3 hermaphrodites, Pseudo of course, in the room right now? Would you be upset, scared, want to run for the door?”

“Why would I do that? The young women that you speak of are people! Persons with feelings that have been hurt, needs as any young woman has, wants to be accepted as they are. Just because they were born with something extra is not their fault! It was the fault of the family’s, whose kids teased and bullied them.”

All 3 women nodded together. “Blake, this afternoon we will have a package ready for you. We think you will fit in. When you return to your room, please read the next 2 envelopes, the Yellow and Green ones.”

I sat on my bed and opened the Yellow envelope. In it were pictures of hermaphrodites. Some of them had small appendages and others had large ones. Most had what she guessed were ‘C’ cup breast. A few had ‘A’ cups. One had really large breast and a very large organ. Looking at the pictures got me horny!

I looked at all the pictures several times, and then I remembered the Green envelope. I opened it and saw pictures of hermaphrodites having sex. They were fucking, sucking both the organ and the pussy. One picture showed a unique 69 position with their organs in their partner’s vagina at the same time. 

This was too much for me, I needed to cum and cum hard. I rubbed my clit and my cunt. I found out I could take 3 fingers in me. I fucked harder and harder. I had my orgasm, just not the one I wanted. I fell asleep and had vivid dreams of having sex as a hermaphrodite...

...as a hermaphrodite I was working with my lover, my body became a treasure of joy for the feeling of my body underneath his; giving me pleasure I could never have given myself. We clung together and moved in a smooth, undulating rhythm, climbing our lust like a team. As he churned his penis deep within my newly awoken vagina, I bucked and ground against his every thrust, gyrating my own sex against his coarse, clinging curls. I matched him in his mounting joy, riding his passion with him as a devoted partner, waiting to accept his culminating ejaculation as a woman.

I felt him tense and groan, then his discharge as a pulsing jet deep within me. The sensation and the realization that came with it pushed me over the edge. As he was still enjoying his climax I ground against him tightly and triggered my own release. I came, and as usual when I came, I gushed forth my own ejaculation. 

In a series of quick, gentle spurts my thick, viscose fluid erupted from my urethra and into his persistent pubes, slowly dribbling down over his testicles. Simultaneous bliss, the moment was truly ours ... or so I would have thought...

The phone in my room woke me from my bizarre dream. It was Mrs. Sloan. 

“Blake, please meet us at the pool in an hour. We will talk there. It is a beautiful day, so we should enjoy it!”

The call ended and I went to get ready. My suit was a one piece, but it did allow me to get tanned through it. I showered and went to the pool area. I found the 3 women sitting at a table, all looking at me. I felt self-conscious. Their look was like hungry lioness’, and I was their dinner. A tingle went through my body. I walked over and they poured me a glass of iced tea. The taste was very good!

Mrs. Sloan spoke first. “Blake, how were the Yellow and Green envelopes?” 

I sputtered and answered, “I found both erotic. Especially the Green one!” 

Miss Roberts and Miss Spaulding smiled as they nodded their heads while looking at me. Mrs. Sloan spoke “Blake we would like to offer you the job. One last thing we must do to finalize your application. Meet us for dinner at 7 PM in the restaurant. Dress to impress us.” 

With that the 3 women left and were gone. 

I finished my tea and went back to my room. I looked at my outfits and none were really ‘dress to impress’. I called to front desk and asked for a taxi to a mall. Front desk said it will be done for me in 30 minutes. 

I got dressed and went down to lobby. Taxi ride was about 15 minutes, and I entered the mall. I found the store I was looking for and headed there.

I entered the store and found the top I was looking for and the perfect bra. Now for a skirt. I saw some but they were just off of what I wanted. Then I spotted it! A long skirt with a front panel and high cut on both sides. No panties could be worn with this skirt. I bought them and went back to my hotel. 
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Chapter Two
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I showered and shaved my legs and pussy. I was so horny I masturbated in the shower. I sat and did my make-up and my hair. I was pleased with the results. I donned my bra and shirt. When I looked in the mirror, I could see my nipples through both. I took out my blazer and put on my skirt. I looked at myself as I sat. If I was not careful the panel would move to either side and I would be exposed. I liked it! I put on my blazer and headed to the restaurant.

I told the desk that I was meeting someone there and was escorted to their table. A high back booth with a long table cloth. I sat and ordered a white wine. We had a normal conversation as we waited to order our meals. The waitress came over and took our orders. Mrs. Sloan whispered to me that we would chat once the meal arrived, as we would be left alone. 

Once we were served, Miss Spaulding spoke, “Blake, please remove your blazer.” 

Not a request, more of a demand. I undid the button holding my blazer closed and removed it. Miss Spaulding smiled at me. The other 2 nodded their heads. As we finished our meals, Mrs. Sloan waved over our server and asked for after dinner drinks. The drinks arrived and Mrs. Sloan proposed a toast. “To our hopefully new employee, Blake. Cheers!” We drank and laughed together.
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