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Becoming The Perfect

Student

part 2

By Nick Lorance

Tatiyana�s torment
The stop at the nurse�s office was merely to pick upa small bottle of multivitamins to take every eveningbefore bed, and instructions to go get a drink. Exceptfor a couple of women setting up for lunch, it wasempty when I came in. I got a glass of tea and satwaiting. I heard someone come up the steps outside,glanced back idly, then found myself doing a doubletake. The last time I had seen Tiger he had been justsome guy in drag with a serious bad attitude. The fig-ure that minced into the room was almost as big achange as using Quasimodo and Esmeralda as be-fore and after pictures.
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He was wearing some kind of heels that made himlook like a ballet dancer that kept the foot arched afull seven inches in nylon stockings. He was wearingwhat they call a pencil skirt, one of those tight skirtsfrom the Fifties where you have to take short stepsbecause it�s too tight to walk normally, and avermillion full blouse with a froth of lace at the throatand wrists. Cuffs held his hands at his sides, andthere was some kind of harness that covered hismouth and encircled his head. The nails on his fin-gers had been lengthened, shaped and were a lightgreen.
He saw me, and for a moment, I knew he wished toignore me, but the woman following him pushed him,directing him toward me. He minced toward me, hisass making smooth little circles as he approached.The woman with him pulled out a chair and Tiger re-luctantly took it. He sat, a look of resignation andsome discomfort on his face. I looked at what I couldsee of his face and realized that they must have donethat permanent makeup on him.
�Excuse, please,� the Oriental woman beside himsaid softly. �We must go to lunch early.�
�Early?� I asked.
�Yes,� the woman replied. �The punishment isstrict, and if we do not eat early, our dear Tatiyanamight never get to eat . . . food.� She moved behindwho I just had to call Tatiyana because there didn�tseem to be any �Tiger� remaining. There was a clickand the face harness came away. He opened hismouth, waiting until it was clear of his mouth, beforegiving a sigh of relief. That was when I saw what hadbeen in his mouth, a penis gag about an inch and ahalf long and about an inch around. A hose ran fromit to his collar and disappeared. The woman clippedthe end of the hose and pulled it off the small bayonetfitting.
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He noticed what I was looking at and blushed. TheOriental girl had gone to the serving line, and heleaned toward me. �Another week of this hell,� hewhispered. �Thank god that . . . thing is out of mymouth, even for a few minutes.�
�It doesn�t look so bad, except for the heels.� I com-mented.
He gave me a cold look. �Really. The worst part isthat, and the butt plug that goes with it.� He pointedat the harness.
�Hey, kids eat Blow-pops all the time.� I nudged itwith a finger. �That isn�t even that big.�
�Food soon,� the Oriental girl said. She lookeddown, and dimpled in a smile. �Does not seem bad,yes?�
�Not really.�
She looked at Tatiyana, and he gave a slow grin.�Perhaps, you see why just one cycle?� the girl asked.I shrugged. �I fix, you explain.� She lifted the har-ness, stepping behind me.
�Wait. A cycle?�
�No more than ten to fifteen minutes.� Tatiyanasaid softly.
I opened mymouth and the girl moved the harnessinto position. The small dildo slipped betweenmy lipsand I felt the harness being locked into position.�Now, we start,� the Oriental woman said, and sheheld up a control box and clicked it. I flinched as thedildo seemed to quiver in my mouth.
I reached back but there was a small padlock.Nothing I did could budge it, and as I gasped in fear, I
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felt the dildo seem to stretch and lengthen. No, notseemed to, but actually did lengthen! I looked atTatiyana who gave a slow evil laugh. �You probablydon�t know it but your tongue and lips move all thetime unless you concentrate on not allowing it. Thinkof that as some guy stuffing his dick in your mouthand just allowing your own struggles to get himhard.�
I could feel it extending a little further. Was it alsogetting larger? I concentrated on not fidgeting, notrunning my tongue across my teeth or pallet. Itseemed to work and I gave a sigh of relief, which Ifound was also a bad idea. I moaned as it slid acrossmy tongue stud and it lengthened.
�Ever hear of a hum job? That�s when a girl sucksyou off and hums. Every sound you make sends vi-brations through the dick. Oh, and don�t bite.� Hemust have seen something in my eyes as I consideredit. �You won�t like what happens when you do.� Hepaused, then squirmed on the chair as his food wasdelivered. The cuffs were unlocked and he took hisnapkin, flipping it to open it, then laid it on his lap.
�While that is being stimulated by your tongue andlips, the butt plug is rotating and vibrating againstmy prostate. Making me enjoy it too,� he moaned.
I found that I couldn�t listen to him talk because ittook concentration from stopping my mouth frommoving. Every time I tried to keep track of the conver-sation, I would slide my tongue, or flex my lips, andthat damn thing would get longer. I had a brief bit ofjoy as I saw Tatiyana lean forward and give anothermoan, but it was quenched by that damn dick grow-ing again. It had almost reached my throat.
�And your mouth is starting to water,� Tatiyanasaid in a conversational tone. �It�s automatic, likewhen you put a piece of hard candy in your mouth. Itacts like that is food, and automatically tries to lubri-

Page - 4



cate it to get it down.� I swallowed convulsively, and itlengthened again. Another half inch, and I�d be chok-ing! I frantically clawed at the harness again but itlengthened more as if I were pushing some guy awayfrom me and he was liking it a lot. Tatiyana moanedagain, then whispered. �Please do it! It�s agony feelingthat blasted thing rotating like some guy trying a newmove!�
There was a brief hum, then suddenly somethingshot into my mouth. I don�t know what it was, some-thing a bit acrid and sour, but it kept spurting until Iwas swallowing just to avoid suffocating. I don�t knowhow long it went on, but then the gag began to shrinkagain. There was a click, the Oriental girl stood, andbegan removing the harness.
Tatiyana looked at me as I stared back in horror.While he had been satisfied with my going throughthe agony, his joy was bleak. �Two weeks. 24/7 ex-cept for meals. That is repeating over and over.� Thenhe was silent. I had not watched him eat before, butsomething about it . . . He had a piece of meat on hisfork, and when he put it in his mouth, he closed histeeth over the fork, only then closing his lips to pullthe fork out.
�The Headmistress and Miss Sasha said I wasn�teating in a lady-like manner,� he said after swallow-ing. �So every time they see me eating like a guy, theyadd an extra day of that.� He motioned toward theharness. �That is how a week became two.�
Jennifer came in and waved as he came toward us.He stopped looking at my companions. �Ti-�
�Jennifer! You remember Tatiyana.� I put inquickly. God alone knows what torments we bothwould share this time.
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He nodded, repeating the name to himself. �MayI?� We all nodded, and he sat. �Those heels must bemurder.�
I picked up the harness. �Actually Tatiyana tellsme this is the worst part. Want to try?� Jenniferpicked it up, then nodded. I looked up and sawTatiyana looking back. We might never be friends,but at that moment, we were joined by the idea thatsomeone else was on the hot seat.
Classes were on for the rest of the day and on myschedule I saw swimming at the beach was requiredfor two hours on Sunday. I looked at my choices forswim gear and wanted to moan. I either had a bikinior a monokini. Jennifer was silent as he studied. I de-cided to buckle down just to avoid having femininetan lines. We dressed in our nightgowns; again wehad limited choices, baby dolls, chemises or teddies.I chose a baby doll just to avoid too many choices,and we took our vitamins before going to sleep.
I was walking down the hall to the milking room. Iopened the door, and Yolanda smiled, going to a chair.�Sit on my lap, Monique,� she ordered. I came over andsat on her lap crosswise. �No, dear. Take off your pant-ies first, and sit facing themirror.� I stood, noticing thatI was in my baby doll, but obediently pulled down mypanties.
She startedas she had before, andwewent into thesame litany.Then she paused. �You love being a prettygirl?�
�Oh yeth!� I moaned, silently begging her to go on.
�You even want someone to play with those prettylittle nipples, don�t you?�
I paused. Her fingers danced, and I almostscreamed at the sensation. �Answer me, Monique.�
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�Yeth. I want thomeone to playwith thoth pretty littlenippleth!�
She began again, playing me like a fiddle. Then thefingers of her other hand slid up, pinching my nipples.�Again. But they are your pretty little nipples,� Herhand was driving me insane. �Say it�
�I want thomeone to play with my pretty littlenippleth!�
�Again.�
�I want thomeone to play with my pretty littlenippleth!!�
I woke up, shaking my head. I still felt tired. Istretched, and began to get dressed.

Milking
A note was left for us to wear bras and panties in-stead of corsets for the rest of the week. Home Eco-nomics wasn�t that bad, I found it easy following asimple recipe. Then math, then science whereJennifer joined me again. Finally we headed for theoffice. When we arrived, both Yolanda and Sashawere there.
�Ah, girls, come in.� Sasha motioned. We steppedin, closing the door. �We had a new student assignedto the school, and she has been added to our milkingschedule. That means Miss Yolanda and I will milkone of you each so that Rosemary can get her turnalso during the gym period.� She stood, holding herhand out to me. �Come, Monique.�
I followed her into the same room as before. Sashamotioned toward a hanger. �I would like you to re-move your dress this time, please.�
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�My . . . my dress?�
�That�s right. Would you like me to unzip it foryou?�
�Uh . . . okay.�
I stepped out of the dress and positioned myselfbefore the three-way mirror. I was already hard andjutting up from my panties. Sasha came around thefront, looking at me. �Good.�
She came up behind me and put her arms aroundme, running her hands softly over my body, strokingmy stomach, thighs, arms, and cupping the cups ofmy bra, stealing beneath to tickle my nipples. Her in-toxicating perfume filled my nostrils.
�Mmmm!� she murmured into my ear. I trembled.Gently, she wrapped her hands around me.
�Do you like what you see, Monique?� she whis-pered.
�Yes . . .�
�What do you see?�
�I thee a pretty girl . . .� I whispered. I repeated it,stopping myself from lisping this time.
�Good. And what is she wearing?�
�A bra . . . panties . . .�
�Good. Very good . . .� Her hand began to moveslowly. �Your lingerie is so pretty. Do you like wearingpretty lingerie, Monique?�
�Yeth . . .�
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�Hmmm . . . You don�t sound like you really meanit.� Her hand stopped.
�Oh . . . oh yeth . . . Pleathe. I do. I love wearingpretty lingerie!� my hips beganmoving involuntarily.
�You love to wear pretty bras and panties, don�tyou?�
�Oh yeth,� I groaned, eyes half shut, head lollingback, �Oh yeth, I love wearing pretty brath andpantieth.�
�Don�t you wish you had on a garter belt andstockings?� Her hand began to move a little faster. Imoaned again, eyes closed as I visualized what shedescribed.
�Don�t close your eyes, Monique,� she said, �I wantyou to look at the pretty girl in the mirror . . .�
�Okay . . . I wath . . .was just seeing the stockings.�I opened my eyes again and focused on the reflection.She IS kind of pretty, I thought . . . I�M kind of pretty,I corrected myself. Lost in the sensation, I found thatthe thought didn�t bother me as much as the firsttime.
�Good girl,� Sasha breathed, �Good. Now, whatabout makeup? Do you think you would like to lookpretty in makeup?�
�Yeth!� I almost screamed, losing control, �Yeth!�
�And don�t you wish someone would play with yourpretty little nipples I froze. Her hands stopped.�Monique . . .�
I sighed mentally. I had to survive this, and I wasjust making it worse. �I with thomeone to play withmy pretty little nippleth.�
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�Again.�
�I with thomeone to play with my pretty littlenippleth!
�Again.�
�I with thomeone to play with my pretty littlenippleth!� Her hand began moving and I wanted toscream, I was so close!
Her other hand slid up, and began pinching mynipples. I had only thought of it, but now the actualfeeling ran through me like an avalanche my dickand nipples seemed to feed each other!
�Good. Now, one more time. Say everything again,and then you can come . . .�
�Ooooh, ooh Miss Thatha,� I gasped, �I . . . I lovebeing a pretty girl in pretty lingerie . . . I l-love wear-ing brath and pantieth. I would love to wear a garterbelt, and thtockings . . . and I know I would lookingpretty in makeup, and I with thomeone to play withmy pretty little nippleth!. . . Ungggh . . . UNGH!!! OhGod!�
I came, hips spasmed as more and more spurtsstruck the bowl. Her skilled hands pumpedme until Iwas utterly spent, and sagged in her arms, eyesclosed, mouth hanging open.
�Good,� she cooed, gently stroking my hair, kissingmy neck, �What a good girl . . .� She set down thebowl, handing me a tissue. �Now dab the tip of yourpretty little clittie.�
�My what?� I gasped as she squeezed. I cleaned offthe tip. She stepped back, picking up the dress, andholding it for me as I straightened my panties, thengot dressed.
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We stepped back into Sasha�s office. A few mo-ments later the other door opened, and Yolandabrought in Jennifer. He saw me, and blushed.
�Tomorrow, ladies. Go on to your gym class.� Weleft, running into another girl. �Ah, Rosemary, comein.� He grimaced, passing us.
Gym had changed too. After putting on leotardsand bodysuits, we joined the aerobics class, dancingto the music they played.
Again I had the dream, begging for someone to playwith my nipples as Yolanda manipulated me thistime.
So it went, Yolanda masturbated me the next day,Sasha the day after that, followed by Yolanda again;and each shared in my dreams as they had me beg-ging for stocking, garter belts, and tits.
On the Saturday at the end of my second full weekat the Academy, we showed up for our milking asusual. By now, our visits had acquired a familiar rou-tine, and we walked in expecting more of the same.
But we were due a surprise. Only Sasha was there.�Good day, girls. We have a scheduling problem, sowe will have to go to the next phase. Both of you comewith me.� She led us into the room Jennifer had al-ways been in. It was identical to the one I had beenin.
�Yes, now I�d like you to both remove your dressesand stand next to each other at the mirror.� Puzzled, Iunzipped Jennifer and she unzipped me and steppedout of them, standing side by side before the bigthree-way mirror. Of course I had seen Jennifer inhis lingerie every night and morning, So I scarcelynoticed it any more, but I found that there was some-
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thing titillating about seeing my friend in his under-wear in this setting. I felt myself begin to harden.
�Good,� Miss Sasha said, joining us, �Now,Jennifer. I would like YOU to milk Monique. I will ob-serve.�
�Yes, Miss Sasha!� Jennifer whispered.
�Wait,� I said, �You mean . . . you mean you�re go-ing to do . . . What Miss Sasha or Miss Yolanda does?�
She nodded, blushing.
�Come on, you two,� Miss Sasha interrupted, �Wehaven�t got all day.�
Jennifer moved behind me and put his armsaround me, snuggling up and smiling at my reflec-tion. To my surprise, I felt a tingling surge of excite-ment course through me. With trembling hands, Ipushed my panties down, and with almost no hesita-tion Jennifer reached down and took me in his hand.A shiver ran up my spine at that first touch.
Stunned, I just stood there, watching our reflec-tion.
�Monique?� Miss Sasha prompted, �You can startany time. Jennifer, don�t start until Monique speaksup.�
He surreptitiously flexed his fingers rhythmically,so little thrills of excitement continued to radiatefrom my groin. I moaned. It was different from theolder women. They obviously had a lot of experience.But he brought an innocence that struck a cord inme.
�Monique?� Miss Sasha said again.
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�Um . . . I love being a girl . . .� I began in a chokedvoice, and Jennifer began to move his hand immedi-ately, �Uh . . . I love wearing pretty dresses, and linge-rie . . . And I want thomeone to play with my pretty lit-tle nippleth . . .�
In spite of my confusion, I found myself falling intothe familiar pattern. I realized that having my room-mate perform the �milking� was making me more ex-cited and I was afraid I was going to spurt almost im-mediately. My legs shook and I was afraid I wouldcollapse. I could feel a hard lump in Jennifer�s pant-ies pressing into my ass cheeks, and I heard himmoan softly in my ear. That proved to be enough.
�I l-love wearing pretty b-b-brath and . . . Oh!Oooh!� My knees started to give out, and simulta-neously I came. Sasha was there, catching my seed. Igroaned loudly with each spurt as Jennifer�s handurged me to greater and greater heights of ecstasy. Atlast, I quieted down, and stood more surely. I turnedand smiled shyly at Jennifer, who grinned back, hishand still wrapped around my dick.
�Good,� Miss Sasha said after a few moments,�Now Monique, it�s your turn to milk Jennifer.�
I was laying in bed, looking at Jennifer. I wanted tosleep, but I kept thinking about what had happened atthe end. Miss Sasha had told us that if we felt our-selves slipping into bad habits, that we should milkeach other. I could still feel Jennifer�s dick in my hand,see the look on his face when he came.
I heard him shifting, and he rolled over, lookingacross the small space between our beds. Then hestood, walking over to kneel beside mine. Silently, hepulled back the covers, and I gasped as he took me inhand again. He was watching my face intently as hemanipulatedme to orgasm.He looked at the cum on hishands, and lifted it up to lick the cream from his fin-
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gers. Then, looking me straight in the eye, he leanedover, and kissed me.

Interlude
Logan walked through the security control room.He had expected something out of a Sci-Fi movie, orCrystal Palace in Cheyenne Mountain. Instead it washalf a dozen women watching about twenty screenseach. �All of our Guardians watch only twentyscreens each, and unless they have locked a screenon their monitors, those twenty change every fiveminutes or so. This assures that fresh eyes arewatching for problems.
�Alert camera 2011,� one of the women said. Asshe spoke, the feed from the camera was on the mainscreen in front of her. Two girls were standingscreaming at each other. The Guardian tapped a con-trol, input some numbers, then hit a red key on theside of the keyboard. Both girls collapsed twitching.A moment later a pair of women in security uniformsarrived to take the girls out.
�That was a bad one, but nothing to worry about.Both of them will be punished in a way that will as-sure they learn better. A case in point. Bring up mon-itor 71.�
A girl sat in class, a harness covering her face. Asthey watched, her eyes closed, and she shivered.Then she swallowed. �This is one of our more efficientways to break the girls. It looks simple. A penis gag,synchronized to a vibrating butt plug. There is also asmall pouch filled with sperm, and two hoses. Oneruns down to a nipple attached over the head of herpenis, and into the pouch. Another leads from thepouch to the gag.
�The gag is sensitive to any changes in the mouthof the wearer, and using a combination of hydraulics
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and springs, it expands from one inch diameter totwo, and lengthens from an inch and a half in lengthto almost five, long enough to fill the mouth. When itreaches full extension, which takes anywhere fromsix minutes to fifteen, it launches spurts of sperminto the wearer�s mouth, then shrinks back down toit�s at-rest configuration again.
�The butt plug is wired to read from the gag. Whenthe gag passes two inches in length, the plug beginsvibrating and massaging the girl�s prostate. Thismakes the punishment pleasurable, causing her toorgasm, which feeds into the pouch to later bespurted into her mouth.
�So what you have is a girl sucking cock every fewminutes and drinking the sperm 24 hours a day,seven days a week, with subliminal reinforcementand dream therapy convincing them they are enjoy-ing it every second.�
�That is a lotta come. What, about half a gallon aday?�
�Actually five and a quarter gallons per week pergirl being punished. But we have a village of over twohundred here, along with the entire staff to add to it.�The Headmistress smiled. �Every one of our teachersand staff were once students here, and are still func-tional at least for the sperm we need.�

Let the punishment fit the crime
I failed two more classes, and they removed mefrom science and English. They replaced it withdance and housekeeping. My corset seemed tochange shape and I had to have it adjusted in at thewaist, and out at my chest and hips. Less than aweek later, it was adjusted again. It was then that Inoticed my skin had gotten softer.
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Jennifer was starting to become a problem as Ipassed my first month in the school. Whenever hethought I was getting depressed, he�d drop to hisknees and begin masturbating me. I tried to stophim, but he seemed to feel that a good orgasm wouldcheer me up. One day he was working on me and Icame in a rush, shooting on his face. He seemed sur-prised and chagrined, but when he went into thebathroom to clean up, he was there a long time. Iwent to ask if he were all right, but was stunned tosee him scooping the come from his face, and suck-ing the fingers clean.
That was the last time I thought of Jennifer as �he�.
Maybe that caused it. I was frustrated that she hadgiven in, become the girl, and I was laying there look-ing at her sleeping face. We always cleaned all of theeyebrow pencil from our faces every night, and slackin sleep she looked like a partially finished doll�shead. I got up and went to the bathroom. As Iflushed, I looked at the medicine cabinets. I openedmine, where I had the silver grey eyebrow pencil. Ibent forward at the mirror, touching it to my browand stopped. As the Grinch said, I�d got a wonderfulawful idea. I opened the other medicine cabinet, andgot hers, which was deep brown.
I knelt by her bed, and began. I circled her eyes,then made lines back to look like glasses. Then Imade huge bushy Groucho Marx eyebrows. I had al-most finished the mustache when she started to stir.I finished, then nipped back into bed, rolling over asif today I had decided to sleep in. She yawned andstretched, then I heard her pad into the bathroom.She peed, flushed, then there was a long stunned si-lence.
�You bitth!� I rolled over, and she was standing atthe foot of the bed, glowering at me. With the drawingI had done she looked so funny that I began to laughhysterically. She sputtered, storming to the side of
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her bed where I�d dropped the pencils. �Letth theehow you like it!�
Then she landed on the bed, pinning my arms withher knees as she began to draw on me. I sputtered,trying to evade her hands, still laughing like a loon.She finally just threw them aside, and we both rolledtogether laughing. After cleaning up, we asked po-litely for new eyebrow pencils. From the humor in theGuardian�s voice, I knew we�d been watched.
We were back to corsets again, mine had been re-placed with a red Merry Widow that started below mynipples and ended high enough that if I didn�t wearpanties, I was exposed. We were looking in ourarmoire for clothes. I don�t think she looked at mewhile we were dressing, so we were surprised whenwe turned and discovered that both had chosen oneof the sailor girl school uniforms we both had. Minewas a deep blue with white trim, hers white withgreen trim. They had skirts that I considered almostfelony cute, just covering our packages as long as wedidn�t walk fast.
Our manic mood continued through breakfast. Ispiked her juice with Tabasco, and while I thought Ihad gotten away with it, I realized she�d spread somekind of salsa on my pancakes when I bit into them.She was laughing when I sputtered, and I took ahandful of eggs frommy plate and threw them at her.
She had just started to retaliate when the Guard-ian voice spoke.
�Jennifer, Monique, report to the hair salon.�
�I�m sorry, ma�am.� I looked up.
�We were just having some fun, ma�am. Sorry,�Jennifer said.
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�We know, girls but there are right ways to havefun. We�ll introduce you to one today. Get changedand go to the salon.� When we started to get dressed,we were told to wear the matching outfits from ourcloset, so now I was in the white and green, and shewas in the blue and white.
Rita looked up as we came in. �Hello girls. It will bejust a few minutes.� We sat waiting, then saw Rose-mary coming out of the back room. He had length-ened and colored nails, and was wearing those ex-tremely high heels. His hair had been done in whatlooked like the old B52s band girls.
I nodded at him, and he stopped, glaring. �Whatare you looking at?�
�I was just looking that direction, Rosemary.�
�Like hell!� He snarled. �You�re having fun watch-ing the bitbittheth make me wear thith thhit!�
�No, I was not.�
�Lying bitth!�
�Rosemary.� Rita had come out, and was standingwith her arms crossed. �Go on to your class.�
He turned, glaring at the woman. �Fuck you.�
Rita motioned, and Miyuki headed toward him.Rosemary backed away, but his fists were ready. Heswung, and Miyuki caught his wrist, rolling aside asher other hand caught his elbow, and he staggeredinto a wall with an audible slamming sound beforefalling on his back. The pint-sized woman steppedover, taking two of his fingers in one hand the rest inthe other, and pulled his fingers in opposite direc-tions .

Page - 18



Rosemary howled in agony as the girl just stoodthere.
Rita walked into the backroom. �You two follow us.Miyuki, I think we need to seal that foul mouth.�
Miyuki leaned forward, her face blank. �Get upand walk, or I will drag you,� she warned. It was hardfor Rosemary to roll over and stagger to her feet withher hand still pinned, but she succeeded, then stag-gered after the Oriental girl into the back. We fol-lowed, chastened by the display of artfully appliedforce.
There was a table with cuffs on one end for arms,and another pair anchored to the legs for the person�slegs. �Monique, handcuff her left hand, please,�Miyuki ordered.
I walked around, catching Rosemary�s flailing arm.�You let me the fuck go or I will fucking kill all of you,bitheth!� I fought her, finally locking the cuff. It had asliding bar that closed it firmly, but didn�t need a lockand key. She kept screaming as Miyuki locked downher right hand. As we were doing that Jennifer washelping to lock down one of Rosemary�s feet as Ritalocked the other. They stepped back, waving us to theside.
�This will teach you girls to watch your mouths,�Rita commented. She flipped up Rosemary�s skirt, re-vealing her panty-covered ass. Then she pulled themdown, revealing his dick. It was slightly larger thanmy own, and enclosed in a framework. Rita reacheddown as Rosemary continued screeching, unlockingthe frame and removing it. �Straight from a cock cageto sucking a dick for a week? My, you are a glutton forpunishment.�
She took what looked like a condom, sliding it overthe cock, then threaded a small tube that came out ofit into a small metallic pouch. Then she took a longer

Page - 19

RELUCTANT PRESS



hose, running her hand up under the dress. Miyukiwho stood at the head of the table inserted the bayo-net pin at the back of a gag harness into the tube.
�Now I know you�re probably going to love this,�Rita commented as she lifted the butt plug into sight.It was like the penis gag, about three inches long witha neck near the base. She held it where Rosemarycould see it.
�Keep your fucking handth off me, bitth!� hescreamed, trying to struggle. Rita lubed up her fin-ger, and Rosemary shrieked as it was slid up his ass.
�Oh stop acting like it�s painful. You�ve crappedbigger things than my finger, or this.� She waggledthe plug as she used two lubricated fingers, movingthem in a turning motion to spread the lubricantaround. Then she removed the fingers as she pouredmore lube over three of them and inserted them.
�If I were a vindictive �bitch� as you keep calling me,I would have stuck that in your mouth first.� Miyukiheld up the harness. �Picture me sliding this in asyour mouth fills, and this starts vibrating and rotat-ing. Better, yet, let�s be vindictive.�
Rosemary started to shout, and Miyuki slappedthe harness on, buckling it as Rosemary screamed. Ihad a horrible realization. When Tatiyana had beenat lunch, this had been what she was going through.
I jumped as the butt plug flexed, lengthened, thenbegan rolling in a circle. Then Rosemary gasped, andcoughed. The plug was spinning almost like a propel-ler. �You should have waited. We could have warnedyou what happened if you bit down.� The plug gavewhat I could only characterize as an exhausted sighand fell limp. Rosemary was still coughing, and gaveanother muffled shriek as the plug was jammed intohis ass.
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Rita pulled up Rosemary�s panties, slapping himlightly on the butt. �We�ll give you time to get used tothis while we take care of the others.� She flipped theskirt back down. �But in return for your demerits,you get to go to the nurse and have a little work done.When you leave her office, you�re going to have a pairof tits and by the end of the week, a cute little buttonnose.
�Monique, stand there. Jennifer, in the chair.� Af-ter what we had witnessed, neither of us eventhought of resisting. Jennifer sat, and Miyuki stoodin front of her.
�Open your mouth. We are going to replace yourtongue stud for a while.� Jennifer opened her mouthand Miyuki fig-leafed the action as she worked.�Closed, please.� She motioned, and Jennifer stood. Itook the chair. �Open.�
I sat and opened my mouth at her request. Shereached in, and seconds later there was a length ofgold chain attached to a ring in my tongue stud.When I closed my mouth, it dangled from my lips,reaching down just below my lips. �Monique, call it.�She held up a coin.
�Headth.� She flipped it, then motioned for me tostand to the left of Jennifer.
Rita came over to us. �Please stand close together,�she instructed, motioning with her hands, �and leanin so that you are cheek to cheek.�
We complied. I felt Jennifer�s cheek next to mine.
Rita reached up and grasped the ends of thechains. There was a small click and I felt a pull on mytongue. A second later, I realized that she had con-nected our tongue chains together with a lockingclip. My eyes widened in surprise. But she wasn�t
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done. She locked a strap around my right wrist andJennifer�s left, than another at the elbow, and againat the armpit so that we were bound together as tightas Siamese twins. Miyuki used a small bottle of liquidto anoint my own lips, and another to do the same forJennifer.
�This exercise,� Rita announced, �is calledtongue-chaining. It encourages caring and intimacybetween partners. You will be required to staychained together until tomorrow morning. Betweennow and then you are both excused classes, so Iwould suggest you spend it in the library.� She heldup a longer chain, about a foot long. �For traveling tothe library and the cafeteria. I will warn you now thatthere will be someone to lock it on and remove it. Ifyou try to use it at any other time, we�ll take it awayand you�ll have to work out on your own how to movetogether, to accommodate each other, how to taketurns allowing your partner to retract her tongue inorder to give it a rest, and to prevent it getting too dry.And please be careful when moving around! Bear inmind that if one of you stumbles, the result could be .. . unpleasant.� She unlocked the chains setting thetravel chain in place.
I was stunned. Suddenly finding myself connectedto Jennifer by our tongues was shocking, to say theleast. Jennifer, on the other hand, seemed muchmore relaxed. She smiled at me, her eye only inchesfrom mine.
�Thith ith pretty thtrange, huh?� she lisped, andgiggled.
I didn�t know what to say . . . or even if I couldspeak. But I wasn�t allowed any time to ponder ourpredicament.
�Go on, girls.� We hesitated, then rotated in place,and walked out.
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It was hell crossing the quad. People would stopus, ask us stupid questions, and we�d do our lispingbest to answer. We both sighed in relief when wereached the library. A smiling security guard re-moved the travel chain, then, cheek to cheek, wefound books to use for our studies, and sat as closeas we could to use them.
We spent hours studying. Every instant we felt theothers cheek against our own. Then I tasted some-thing. Miyuki had used some kind of lip gloss on me,and another on Jennifer. Both of us had been handedthe tubes when we left. I was concentrating, pullingmy tongue back when I suddenly got a surge of choc-olate and mint. I pulled the tube out, I had chocolateon my lips, and from the taste she had gotten mint.
Whenever the loose part of chain was drawn intoour mouths, we would taste the lip gloss mixture. Wecouldn�t avoid it, either of us at one time or anotherwould pull our tongues back to make sure they weremoist, and often enough we found ourselves with ourlips touching. We studied, or at least tried to.
Finally it was lunch time, which caused even moreproblems. Picture having a three-inch chain at-tached to your tongue, and that attached to anotherchain the same length in someone else�s mouth.Whatever you picked ended up in their mouths asthey swallowed and vice versa. Drinking was compli-cated because the other had to extend their tongueas you sipped your whatever. We finally finished andreturned to the library.
It was nerve wracking. One moment, I would betrying to figure the recipe for a cake, then I wouldtaste chocolate and peppermint. I�d look up, to seeJennifer looking back at me.
Dinner again was hell, then we returned to ourroom. Again the travel chain was gone. We sat side byside as we studied.

Page - 23

RELUCTANT PRESS



�What are we to do when it�th time for bed?� Iasked. We may have been practicing, but extra chaindidn�t help.
�I don�t know. Prethumably thomeone will come tohelp uth theparate long enough to change, thhower,and get ready for bed,� she replied.
That was our wish, but it was not to be. Half anhour before bed, the Guardian instructed us to getready for bed. A Security guard arrived to unlock ourarms, but did nothing more as we undressed eachother beyond locking them back before we bathed. Iwasn�t sure how to take it. Jennifer had to wash myfront and back as I did her.
It was frustrating. Jennifer was a girl in every wayexcept for one small thing, but she acted like one as Iwashed her back, rubbing her front against me. Wefinished bathing, and both chose teddies since theycould be put on without sliding over our heads.Jennifer was already hard, but I ignored it as shehelped me slide the spaghetti straps up on one side.
Then to bed. Since we were still attached, we hadto sleep in the same bed. We spent an hour finding acomfortable spot before either of us could sleep. Thatmeant we were on our sides facing each other withthe free arms under or between us.
I awoke, a hand on my hardness. Jennifer wasright there, inches from my face. �I�m thorry,� shewhispered, her bound hand driving me to distrac-tion. �I wath laying here, tho close, and I had to do it.Pleathe, Monique, play with me,� she gasped as shemanipulated me.
I was in the throes of arousal, and my hand felther. �Yeth, play with it, pleathe.� Then she kissedme.
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I gave in, playing with her, her unbound handdropping to my nipple. I gasped as she pinched it,Then she cupped the flesh beneath it. She was play-ing with my chest as if I had tits!
Her hand became more demanding, and I felt my-self close. �Pleathe, Jennifer, thtop!�
�No.� She licked my lips. �I�m tho excited. Come forme.� She kissed me again, her tongue playing withmy own as her hand sped up.
I gasped, coming, and she purred in delight as herown followed mine, sliming our hands. I gasped asshe bent the joined arms, bringing them up betweenus, and she began licking them clean. �I enjoyed thetathte of you tho much, I had to have more.�
�Jennifer-� She kissed me again, and I struggled asshe transferred some of the come into my mouth.
She moved back, then she looked at my face, andwas stricken. �I�m thorry, Monique, I�m really thorry.�Then she began to sob.
I lay there for two hours as she begged me to for-give her. I wasn�t in the mood.
At my request, I was moved into another room.

New Roommate and decisions
My new roommate was Rebecca; a girl who hadbeen there a month longer than I had, who was a ge-nius at secretary skills. Unlike most of us, Rebeccahad obvious tits. The housekeeping duties weren�tstrenuous, I was taken to the upper floors of thebuilding and had to clean several rooms; dusting,sweeping, vacuuming, bathrooms, mopping andwaxing the floors and furniture. They had also addedmassage.
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Within two months I was able to finish a full floorof classrooms and bathrooms in a day, and was get-ting better.
Dance was free form, and I was supposed to try tomatch professionals from films I watched. I was be-comingmore limber, and was soon able to do a split.
Miss Sasha called me into her office. �We have aproblem, Monique.� She told me. �You have behavedand do not deserve further punishment but we arenot teaching you enough about cleaning here. Weneed to speed up your training but until you have lostsome demerits, we cannot have you dressing inmen�s clothing.
�What we need to do is change your dress stan-dard, but the only way we can do so is have you learnabout stockings, makeup, and heels.�
�I�d rather not, ma�am.�
Sasha sighed. �Let�s face it, Monique, you haveproven to be a lackluster student, and the only skillswe still have to work with are housekeeping andcooking. However while you are letter perfect in a setpiece environment, you need to be in an immersedworkplace environment instead. Actually cookingmeals and cleaning when other people might be inthe way, such as cleaning an office while the boss isworking, or making a dinner where you have peoplewalking through or raiding the refrigerator. For thatyou would be going to the Administration building orthe boys� barracks.
�To do those places, you have to be in a maid�s uni-form, which as you know from watching the othergirls getting ready in the morning, means stockings,makeup and heels. In fact it is easier to teach you todress completely as a woman, so that is what will bedone.�
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�I understand that.� And as much as I hated it, Idid. I had seen others who were a few months aheadof me going off to the boys� barracks and Admin intheir maid�s uniforms, and pitied them. Especiallywhen they would also go to meals on their off shiftsdressed to the nines. �It�s just . . . Miss Sasha, I mayhave been walking around dressed as a girl for thelast three and a half months, but that doesn�t mean Iliked it. I�d rather get back into boy�s clothes.�
�Once we have gotten those skills under your belt,the Headmistress can relieve some of the demeritsand have you back in boy�s clothes in no time.� Shesighed. �It�s not like your grades have given us manyother options.�
�All right,� I agreed reluctantly. �What do I do?�
�Your other classes are suspended for the nextweek. You will take special classes to prepare youstarting tomorrow morning. You also have to go tothe Hair Salon and have your nails done.�
�Ma�am?�
�You can�t very well look the part with those nails.It isn�t punishment, it�s required for this next step.�
�Yes ma�am.� I left the office, and headed to G11,my new room. Rebecca was in class, so I was alone. Ihated the only option I had, to becomemore like a girlto prove my worth. I knew I was a bad student, and Ihad expended so much effort in not trying in the pastthat it had caught up with me as Mom had alwayssaid. I wished I were home so she could tell me shetold me so; I�d rather work in a McDonald�s than ac-cept the option I had been given!
I went to lunch and saw Rebecca there. She wavedto me as I picked up my lunch. The school dieticianhad suggested salads with plenty of Jell-o, which I
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hated, but it was an order. I picked up a cup of teaand joined her. I told her what had been agreed to,and Rebecca looked surprised.
�I have been assigned the same but for an officeenvironment. Stockings, make up, and heels.� Shetook a bite of her burger, watching me look at it inhunger. �Want some?�
�I�m not supposed to,� I told her grumpily. She setit down, cutting it in half, then cut a wedge as if itwere a pie.
�I don�t think this much will hurt.�
�You�re a lifesaver.�
�You mean I have a hole in my stomach and haveless than ten calories?�
I laughed in surprise. I took the wedge and ate it inthree bites, then went back to my salad.
�You know, you can have meat sliced up on top ofthat.�
�I can? I�ve never been much for salads.�
�Just ask the Guardian, or ask the girls on theserving line to add some bacon or sliced chicken nexttime.�
�Thanks, I will.�
At the Salon Miyuki did a full manicure, then usedextensions to make my nails about an inch long. Sheused a Peach color for them, then explained how toclean the varnish off and reapply the color before giv-ing me a bag with three different colors of polish, andremover.
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I spent the rest of the day studying, then dinner.The only downer was seeing Jennifer watching me inthe library with sad eyes until I went back to myroom.
Then showers and going to bed. My vanilla min-gled with Rebecca�s peach scrub making it almostlike a pie in smell as I went to sleep.
The next day I was to leave my corset off, and dressin what I thought was my most attractive outfit. I fi-nally chose a blue summer weight dress. Rebeccadressed in one of the female business suits in herarmoire, and we headed down to breakfast together.We ate, then went to the Orientation room. A bru-nette in her early thirties was at a desk when wecame in. There were three chairs with three dressersand three make up tables, and we sat and waited. Afew moments later, Rosemary came in. I hadn�t seenhim since the hair salon, and I was shocked. He nowhad obvious breasts and the bone structure of hisface had been made softer somehow. He now lookedlike a woman! He glowered at us, taking the last seat.
�You are three minutes late, Rosemary. Punctual-ity is important,� the woman said without even look-ing up. Then she closed the laptop she had beenworking on. �My name is Miss Lacy. I am going to beteaching the orientation class for this week. This willteach you what you need to do to succeed.
�If it helps, think of this as an acting role. As muchas the British had fun with men dressing up inwoman�s clothing, look instead at all of the men whodress and pay attention to their makeup, and areable to walk through a crowded room, drawing eyesbecause they are attractive as women.� She stood,walking around the desk. Like Rebecca, she waswearing a business suit, thought her bolero jacketwas hanging on her chair.
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�This is a total immersion class, and you will dressattractively at all times except free time. It is donethis way because just throwing on clothes like a slov-enly little boy is a habit you must break. A womandoesn�t think that way.�
�I�ve seen enough women that do,� Rosemarysnarled.
�But howmany of them have important jobs, Rose-mary?� Lacy asked. �Grunge is fine, if you intend tomope through life whining about how unfair it is, asyou have all been doing in the past. But here youlearn to make an excellent first impression. To con-vince someone hiring you that you are by far the bestcandidate.
�Look at yourselves, ladies," she paused andlooked each of us in the eyes. �You were all told todress in your most attractive outfit. Yet of all of you,only Rebecca seems to have been paying attention.�You...� She pointed at me � I know you have muchmore attractive things in your selection.� Sherounded on Rosemary. �You�re all eighteen, yet youdon�t know even one percent of what all girls your ageshould know. You also lack certain physical attrib-utes of your genetic equivalents. We�ll fix that, begin-ning with the basics. I�ll teach you how to dress fromthe skin out, how to walk, how to sit, and how tostand. We are going to cram years of learning intothis week, and I will succeed, or you will be pun-ished.�
She paced slowly along the edge of the dais switch-ing her gaze from face to face. If anyone had beenwatching, they would have seen her smile widenedevery time she glanced at Rosemary.
�I�ll teach you how to eat, how to put on lingerie,how to choose the right clothing for any occasion,how to apply makeup, plus many other things. If itbecomes necessary, other instructors will take over
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to teach you more advanced topics. When we�re donewith you, there will be no holes in your knowledge. Infact, your genetic contemporaries will have every rea-son to be jealous of your looks and your expertise incertain areas. Now,� she stopped and faced them. �Doyou have any questions before we begin?�
�Yes. Where�s the exit from this hellhole?� askedRosemary.
�Right here, sweetie. If there are any pressing mat-ters down there, please take care of them now,� Lacypointed towards the entrance.
�You know what I mean!� Rosemary glowered ather. �Let�s end this farce. If you think any of us willput on any of these things,� she nodded to thedresser behind her with frown, �you�re out of yourfucking mind. Makeup? Just grow up, lady! Let us goNOW.� He stood up. �Or there�ll be trouble!�
Lacy walked up to Rosemary slowly and stopped afoot from the boy. Rosemary looked up at her, tensingvisibly. Their eyes remained locked for several sec-onds. I didn�t know what I should do. SupportingRosemary seemed like the right thing, but I didn�twant to draw attention to myself as I had seen it getugly when Rosemary pushed before, and could seefor myself how bad it could be just by looking at hernow. I decided to wait and see how things would playout.
Lacy merely shook her head. �Rosemary, howmany times have we been through this with you?You�ll be able to leave when you�re ready. And you�llbe ready,� her expression hardened, �when we decideso. It would be wise of you, to keep your temper on ashort leash, if you don�t want your stay here to be-come significantly less comfortable. Or be kept on avery short leash, literally, in the future. Now, sitdown.�
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When Rosemary clenched his hands into fists, Iwas sure he would hit her. Instead he slowly satdown, his face still defiant.
�Good girl,� the smile was back on Lacy�s face.�One more thing. Swear one more time in my class,and you�ll be wearing a nice big penis gag twice thesize you�ve sucked on before between those naughtylips for the rest of the day right after you go up a cupsize. Have I made myself clear, sweetie?�
Rosemary�s knuckles whitened. He looked at thefloor, but kept silent.
�Answer me, Rosemary.�
�Yes,� he hissed through clenched teeth.
�Good.� Lacy stepped back onto the dais and ad-dressed us all. �Are there any other questions?�
We were silent.
�Now, we are all going to start over from the skinout. I want you to undress,� she smiled at Rosemaryand I, �and select the sexiest pair of panties from thedressers behind you.�
Rosemary looked about to explode. �I told you I�mnot wearing any of these clothes!� He stood up andleaned forward a little. �I�m a man! Men don�t wearpanties!�
The smile evaporated from Lacy�s face.
�A man? If you need reality check, there�s a bigmirror behind you and that is a woman I see. Now,undress and put on your panties.� Rosemary justglared at us, and neither of us wanted to be the firstto be screamed at, so we just sat there.
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�A mutiny?� A faint smile returned to Lacy�s lips.�Well girls, have it your way then. Rosemary isspending her third week in a cock cage, and spenttwo sucking a dildo 24/7. Whichever of you twowants to endure the same starting in less than thirtyseconds, merely say so.�
Rebecca and I stood and began taking off ourclothes. Rebecca stopped at her underwear at a wordfrom Lacy, since she seemed to have picked nice un-derwear. Rosemary was even faster but didn�t evenstand until both of us had started. He didn�t botherwith the buttons, just ripping the blouse open, send-ing buttons flying around. I paused as he turned to-ward the dresser. His cock was in a cage, but was itsmaller than I remembered? And while I had slightlyoversized nipples he had a full-sized pair were nowquite a bit larger.
�Why, I think you�ve just beaten our record, Rose-mary,� Lacy smirked. �But if you damage one morepiece of clothing, there will be punishment.�
I was hung up on which was more sexy. Finally Ichose a crimson set with little flower patterns in scar-let and stepped into the panties. I was sure I wouldn�tfit into them; they seemed to be way too small. Ipulled them up my legs cringing inwardly, wishingthey were made of sandpaper so at least they wouldbe uncomfortable. The translucent material felt likenylon on my skin, stirring up pleasant and very dis-turbing sensations everywhere it touched.
I pulled the panties up and to my surprise and dis-may, they stretched to accommodate my hips.
The lustrous, nylon-covered flesh with the littleroses was frighteningly alien and awe-inspiring atthe same time. There was a slight budge I took care ofby tucking.
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I glanced at Rosemary. He too had finished puttingon his panties. His hands hovered over the waist-band as if readying to pull the garment down. Despitemy best intentions, I experienced a rush of arousallooking at Rosemary�s pantied hips.
�Very nice, Rebecca. You�ve been paying attention,I see.� Rebecca lifted her head for a moment but re-mained silent.
�Are your panties comfortable, girls?� Lacy asked,stepping onto the dais.
�Mine are too small,� complained Rosemary.
�Mine too,� I agreed.
�Panties are supposed to fit your body closely, toaccentuate your feminine charms. As women, you�llhave to learn to give up convenience in order to lookpretty and enticing. However, there are also certainadvantages to female wardrobe. I�ll bet the pantiesfeel very nice on your skin, don�t they?� She beamedat us. �However that little reminder of your true sexcan interfere. When in doubt, we use a gaff.� Sheopened her center desk drawer, pulling out three flatforms. �Pull your panties down to your knees, slidethose little Willies in the slot provided, press it firmlyto your body, and pull your panties back up.�
Rosemary ignored her, opening the drawers andstarted scanning their contents. The revulsion on hisface intensified every time he picked something up.Finally, he closed the drawer and returned to hisseat.
�These will do,� he pouted quietly.
�It was not a request, Rosemary.� She walked over,pulling Rosemary�s panties down. A moment laterthe cock cage was in her hand. �Put it on now, Rose-

Page - 35

RELUCTANT PRESS



mary.� I was having trouble getting it on. My dick wasas limp as pasta, and I had to thread it in. Rebeccawas done first, with me second, and we waited almostthree minutes before Rosemary was done.
�Rosemary. We need to move on.�
My panties stretched even more around my buttand hips as I sat down, caressing my skin sensu-ously. The edge of the hole in the gaff tugged gentlyon the tip of my penis, making it brush against thesilky lining of its hideout. It didn�t help my concen-tration a bit.
Lacy walked over to me. �Show me your nails,Monique.� I extended my hands, and she nodded,smiling. �You chose the wrong color panties consid-ering your nail polish. You were given other colors?�
�Yes. Red, peach and yellow.�
�Next time, choose underwear that matches orhighlights your nail color.� She returned to the centerof the room.
�Next will be stockings. I�m going to show you ashort recording now." Lacy pointed towards thewide-screen TV that lowered from the ceiling.
The screen lit up after a moment, showing a red-headed woman wearing only panties facing the cam-era, on a white, featureless background. She cast ashadow so you could see the floor; the walls however,were invisible. Her face was totally free of makeup ex-cept for drawn-in eyebrows.
The picture faded out, then in. The camera stillshowed the same girl, in the same pose, with one dif-ference; she now wore white knee socks.
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In the next scene, the socks were replaced withsheer black pantyhose. After the camera had finishedpanning, Lacy asked us for our impressions again. Iwas starting to suspect where this was heading.
My suspicions were shortly confirmed. The nextscene showed the girl wearing a black garter belt andblack, sheer stockings with seams. As the camerapanned, the source of light followed it, causing thenylon to shimmer enchantingly on the girl�s long legs.
�That�s why women wear stockings, ladies.� Lacymade the video pause and panned her sight acrossour faces. �They make our legs appeal to most men,and even some women will find them irresistible.They shimmer enchantingly when we walk, theyswish subtly when our legs brush against each other,they set us aglow with sexual mystery.� She pausedagain to look at us. �I�m sure each of you looking at asexy girl in a short skirt has wondered at one time oranother what she had on her legs: stockings orpantyhose? You hoped her skirt would ride up to un-cover the mystery.� she smiled at us expectantly.�And if she�s wearing stockings and a garter belt, ithits every sexual trigger. Am I right?�
Nobody answered. I glanced to the sides to findRebecca and Rosemary looking sideways, avoidingLacy�s gaze.
�Good. Now that you know why, girls, you need tolearn how. Our lovely Nancy will demonstrate how toput on a garter belt and stockings. Watch carefully.�
Nancy! That did ring a bell. The Headmistress� sec-retary!
The screen came back to life showing the samewhite background, except this time there was a whitestool beside the girl. Nancy stood with her left armloosely at her side, right hand resting on her hip,smiling tentatively. Now I had no doubts; I was look-
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ing at the woman I had seen getting screwed over thedesk my first day. I had no idea why I hadn�t recog-nized her before. I�d been probably paying too littleattention to her face, concentrating on the spectacu-lar porno scene instead. In a way, she looked like acompletely different person than the girl laying onthe desk and sitting behind her own after. Was it be-cause she was almost naked? Maybe, I thought. Butthere was something else.
Nancy�s voice broke my musings. �Hi,� she smileda tentative, shy smile at the camera, �my name�sNancy. I�ll . . .� She glanced somewhere to the right, atsomething or someone located outside the camera�sfield of view. Whatever she saw made her bite herlower lip and look at the floor. When she lifted herhead again, her smile was fuller, almost a grin, al-though it definitely lacked confidence. There was alsoa barely visible blush covering her cheeks.
�I�ll show you how to put on stockings. We beginwith a garter belt that matches the panties you�rewearing.� She lifted her hand showing a black garterbelt to the camera.
Lacy explained how to put it on as Nancy modeledbehind her. �If you�ve never put one on, the easiestapproach is to lock the belt over your tummy andthen turn it around into the correct position.� Nancywrapped the belt around her waist and brought theends towards each other over her navel. She quicklylocked the belt and slid it around her waist.
�After you�ve had some practice, you�ll find it fasterto lock the belt behind your back. Like this.� Onscreen Nancy took off the belt and deftly locked it be-hind her back. It looked like Nancy must�ve had a lotof practice with garter belts.
�Now that the belt is on, we need make sure thatthe garters have appropriate length. They have slid-ers, which allow you to adjust their length. First, let�s
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make sure that the back garters are a little longerthan the ones in front.� Nancy turned facing awayfrom the camera and started adjusting the back gar-ters. When she finished, they were around two incheslonger than the front ones.
The picture froze and Lacy watched us. �Well, la-dies, pick out your garter belts.� Of course there wasone that matched the color of my panties.
�Good. Now take a closer look at your belts.�
They all looked identical except for color. Flimsybands of lace, embroidered with a pattern matchingthat on the panties. The belts� bottoms had four wide,gentle protrusions with garters attached to theirpeaks.
�Garter belts have eyes and hooks with several po-sitions,� Lacy continued . �You should choose theright one for you to make sure the belt fits yourwaists. Make it too loose and you�ll find it very un-comfortable; it may even slide down when you sit.And this,� she grinned, �would be very embarrassing,don�t you think?�
To me, the prospect of putting the thing on wasembarrassing enough. In addition, Lacy�s technicallecture was making me uneasy. She seemed to bepurposefully ignoring the fact that she was talking tomen, making it obvious at every occasion that to herwe were �girls� or �ladies�, for whom wearing lingerieshould be a perfectly natural thing.
�On the other hand, make it too tight, and it�ll ruinthe look. The belt will stretch too much and contract,ending up looking like a piece of rope. And it�s thelook we�re after with lingerie, isn�t it?�
�Why are you telling us all of this?� Rosemary saidwith a disgusted grimace. �We�re men! We won�t
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spend an hour everyday in front of a mirror just todress up!�
�Are you sure with your demerits and punish-ments, Rosemary?
�Now take a look at the garters. They have slidersyou will use to adjust their length like Nancy hasdemonstrated. The clasps at their ends attach to thetops of stockings to hold them up on your legs. In thebeginning you may find it somewhat difficult to at-tach them, especially the ones on the back. But asthey say, practice makes perfect,� her smile widened,�and you�ll get a lot of practice this next week.�
�Now, ladies, do you have any questions?�
Nobody answered.
�Great. Now, I want you to adjust the garters.Make the back ones an inch or so longer then thefront ones.�
It took me a few tries to get the length I thoughtwould be appropriate, and after a minute or so I wasdone. So was Rebecca. Rosemary fumbled with hisgarters for another few minutes looking very un-happy.
�Good,� Lacy raised her hands motioning us tostand up. �Now put on your belts, ladies. Lock themover your bellies, then twist around the way Nancywas doing it.�
I found three sets of eyes on my belt and chose themiddle one. The elastic fabric stretched around mywaist constricting my skin gently. �Too tight,� Iquickly decided and switched to the loosest position.
�Splendid, sweetie.� Lacy sent a hearty smile to-wards Rebecca and turned to me. �A notch tighter,
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Monique, or you�ll lose it and won�t even notice whenit�s gone. �You too, Rosemary. And don�t worry, itwon�t bite you."
A moment later Lacy nodded approvingly towardseach of us in turn and told us to sit down. I couldn�thelp flinching at the delicate tickling of the loose gar-ters. It felt as if four feathers brushed against myskin every time I made even a tiniest movement. Itseemed my plan to pretend cooperation was payingoff. Sort of, at least. I was sure I was the least viable�girl� in the group.
�OK, now that I have the garter belt on, I�ll showyou how to put on the stockings,� Nancy continuedher demonstration. Nancy picked up a black stockingoff the floor and sat down on the stool.
�These are plain hose,� she raised the stocking upand stretched it. �There�s no reinforced heel, no em-bellishments such as pattern, and no seam on it.Stockings like this are the easiest to put on, all youhave to do is roll them in your hands, and then unrollthem onto your legs.�
Her fingers started a dexterous dance on the blackgossamer, pulling it gradually up and gathering intoa narrow halo suspended between her hands.
She bent down, slid her foot into the stocking, andstarted unrolling it up her calf.
Nancy arrived at the top of her thigh shortly aftershe�d finished her explanations. She picked up thefront garter and pulled it down towards the stock-ing�s top.
�It�s best to clip the front garters while you�re sit-ting.� She lifted the top with her left hand and at-tached the garter�s clasp with the other.
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�At this point the front garters should have someslack,� she put her finger underneath one and lifted itup demonstrating. �When you�re sitting, the backgarters should keep the stockings taut on your legs.�
�OK, let�s go through it one more time,� Nancypicked up the second stocking.
I wondered about Nancy. How did she end uphere? Betrayed like me? For that matter, what aboutRosemary and Rebecca? Nancy�s tense gestures, andshy, forced smiles, ruled out the possibility she washere voluntarily. So they took in real girls too?
In some way Nancy�s behavior reminded me ofJennifer at the start. She displayed the same mixtureof arousal and embarrassment. The steadily deepen-ing redness on her cheeks, glazed over eyes, anderect nipples left no doubt about the state of her li-bido. Everything else was indicating that the nudeperformance wasn�t making her happy, but arousingher at the same time. The video must have been shotsome time ago. I�d met her only a few months ago,definitely after the performance. Still self-conscious,still shy.
Back on the screen, Nancy lifted her leg and beganunrolling the second stocking. �Now comes the hardpart,� announced Nancy getting up. �The back gar-ters. Before you get some practice, you�ll find attach-ing them quite tricky. The best approach for begin-ners is to raise your leg,� she put her foot on the stool,�and reach down around your thigh, like this. Thisway, you will also know if the garters� length is right.If you can�t reach the stocking�s top with the clasp,you�ll need to lengthen the garters.�
I blinked several times. Were her breasts slightlybigger now, or was I imagining things?
�The back garters should press into your buttocksjust a bit,� she said turning her back to the camera.
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Lacy suddenly spoke. �You will find that watchingsomeone put on stockings is an erotic event to watch.Is something wrong, Rosemary? Don�t believe me?Well, get friendly with your roommate tonight if youneed first hand evidence."
�I don�t get friendly with guys,� he snarled back.
�Of course you don�t, sweetie,� Lacy smirked.�Now, where were we? You see, when a man seeswhat a woman is wearing on the outside, he imagineswhat she might wear beneath them. A woman wearssuch things to satisfy herself with being beautiful re-gardless of how staid or strict her outer wear is. Silk,satin, velvet, and many other fabrics used in femaleclothing will feel very pleasant on your skin. Actually,you�ll find the sensations of lingerie and other femi-nine garments touching your skin to be more thanvery pleasant. They will be mildly arousing. Do youhave any questions so far? Good. Now put on yourstockings, ladies.�
I sighed and turned to my dresser. There theywere; sheer, nude stockings neatly laid out in thedrawer above the panties, with colored ones also be-neath them. I picked up the nude ones without acomplaint from Lacy, laid one on the seat beside myhip, and examined the other. �Play along, play along,play along . . .� I repeated the mantra inwardly.
It seemed to be a plain hose, as Nancy called them,with nothing fancy on it. The top was made of similar,slippery material as the hose, only thicker and nearlyopaque. I noticed the only red pair in the drawer hadseams. I separated the top with my fingertips and ro-tated the hose until its heel was pointing at mycrotch. It seemed way too short and tight to fit overmy leg, however I know regular knit socks stretch, sothere could be no doubt the hose would turn out tobe a perfect fit as well.
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The next part made me curse silently severaltimes. I tried mimicking the deft movements ofNancy�s fingers, but my fingernails kept getting in theway, pushing the thin, silky fabric in directions I did-n�t intend. I had to do it practically in slow motion.When I finally had the hose gathered between myhands, I cursed again. To my right, Rebecca had thefirst stocking halfway up her leg and Rosemary wasmore or less at the same stage as I was, looking verypissed.
�With this color, these should be practically invisi-ble once I put it on,� I consoled myself, resting myheel on the seat. I pointed my toes down and slid thestocking onto my foot, slowly, stretching the nylon asNancy had shown, I began pulling it up my leg, WhenI finally reached the base of my thigh, I picked up theleft front garter and examined it, trying to figure outhow the clasp worked.
I slid the bottom part of the clasp back from themetal clip, then tried to thread the rubber button un-derneath the stocking�s top but my nails got in theway again, forcing me to arc my fingers so the balls ofthem held the clips. Once the metal clip had securelytrapped the button, I examined my handiwork. Thegarter held the stocking securely and it had the nec-essary slack. The second stocking ended up on myleg much faster than its twin had.
Like hell invisible, I thought grimly. The stockingsgave my legs a mildly tanned tint which could passfor natural. Could, that is, if my legs weren�t practi-cally shining under the florescent lights. When I�dheld the stockings up, nothing indicated they�d endup looking like this. Now it seemed that merelystretching the fabric made thousands of invisiblemirrors materialize all over my legs, giving them aglossy, slippery gleam.
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Rebecca had already finished and Rosemary waspulling on his second stocking, muttering somethingunder his breath. Most likely cursing.
I tried attaching the back garters following Nancy�sinstructions, however it was a struggle with all oddsset against me. Either the clasp or the slippery stock-ing�s top kept slipping from between my fingers everytime I was trying to clip the damn thing on. Again mylong fingernails kept hindering my efforts. I finallygot the right garter attached sighing loudly. �Now Iknow what made pantyhose so popular,� I hissed,not realizing I was thinking aloud. I turned my atten-tion to the remaining garter, ignoring Lacy�s quietgiggle.
Rosemary finished five or so minutes after me,looking totally spent.
�Good. Follow me, girls.� She led us towards themirrored wall in the back of the room. �Now take agood look at yourselves in the mirror and tell me whatyou think. You first, Monique.�
I stopped three feet from the mirror. Everythingwas in order as far as I could tell. No creases, the gar-ters were taut, the belt seemed to sit securely on myhips. The left stocking�s top was a fraction of an inchlower than the right, however it was barely visible. Ilooked at her questioningly. �Check all sides,Monique.�
I turned, presenting my left side to the mirror. Thestocking top was slightly slanted, running down-wards as it encircled my thigh towards the back. Onback, the left garter was half an inch longer than theright one. Also the right one wasn�t running straightdown, it angled slightly towards my ass. To me itlookedmore than acceptable. �They�re fine, I guess?�
�Fine? You call them fine? I wouldn�t call that fineat all,� Lacy pointed at my legs. �Your left stocking�s
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top is skewed. The left back garter is longer than theright. The right one is slanted. A decent first try per-haps, Monique, but not nearly good enough. Go backto your bench, take off your stockings and put themback on, please. I�m sure you�ll do better this time.�
�Uhm . . . can�t I just adjust the garters?�
�No, sweetie, I want you to start from scratch. As Isaid,� her smile widened, �practice makes perfect.Now hurry off.�
I sighed and set off towards the seat. Being treatedlike an adolescent girl should have made me angry,however all I felt was shame and mild arousal. I wasprancing in sexy underwear in front of three women,two of whom used to be guys, taking tips in femalefashions from a stranger, and following themmeekly.This was getting more surreal with each passinghour.
An hour or so later Lacy was finally happy with us.I had made six round trips to the mirror. My third at-tempt was perfect according to her, however she hadme repeat it again and again because �practicemakes perfect.�
Rebecca accompanied me on one or two of mytrips. She even managed one or two shy, almost apol-ogetic, smiles. A thoroughly aggravated Rosemarymanaged to occupy ninety-nine per cent of Lacy�s at-tention. She stayed by him like a shadow, observingand giving detailed directions. At one point, shehiked up her skirt and had Rosemary bring his face afew inches from her butt, and demonstrated in slowmotion how to clasp a back garter. I couldn�t help afaint grin.
As Rosemary made her final �god alone knows howmany times� trip to the mirror, Lacy turned to look atus. �One more thing, ladies, before we proceed. Youcan�t sit like men. No matter how sexy or smart your
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clothing is, sitting slumped, with your crotch on dis-play like a male couch potato will ruin the image weare creating. I�m sure you haven�t spent the last hourgetting your stockings perfect just to let that happen.We are trying to look better than the genetic womenout there, not like guys in drag. So, bring your feetand knees together, please.�
I sighed inwardly and complied. �Lovely. Nowstraighten your backs and push your chests forward,please.�
�Oh, come on . . .� complained Rosemary.
�Anything wrong, Rosemary?� Lacy asked lightly,as if she had expected it.
�Uhm . . . what�s the point here? It�s not that thosetwo have more than boy-boobs to show off.�
I looked down at my prominently displayed chest.My chest was swollen, true, but I had fried eggs, notreal tits. Boy-boobs.
�Monique, chest forward, please!� I straightenedmy back. �Now either rest your palms on your upperthighs or fold your hands in your laps.�
I chose the latter and glanced at the others.Rebecca�s palms were neatly resting upon her stock-ings� tops. Rosemary kept her hands folded in herlap, so that only her left middle finger was stickingout from beneath her right hand, pointing straightup. If Lacy noticed, she chose to ignore the puerileshow of defiance.
Lacy grinned widely as she slowly swept her gazeacross us. �Now look at yourselves. It�s been lessthan three hours and you all lookmore feminine thanmost of the girls you used to date. And the day is farfrom over yet.� Her smile became even wider. �From
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now on you sit in a proper lady-like manner at alltimes, or you will be punished. I don�t want to seeslumped backs, and neither do the Guardians. And ifI ever want see the gussets of your panties, I�ll let youknow. You will keep your legs together. Is that clear?�
Three yeses sounded, each with different degreesof acceptance.
�Splendid. Now back to your sexy stockings, girls.If your female partners wore any at all, I�m sure theyusually put their panties on over the garters. Womendo that for two reasons. Firstly, for convenience. It�smuch quicker to just pull the panties down when youhave to use the toilet than having to unclasp yourgarters to take them off, and then attach them back.Secondly, it speeds up access to the privates whensome man wants to have his way with you.� shewinked, �but that won�t be your concern for quite awhile yet. This convenience comes with a very seriousflaw, however. It ruins the look. Garters pressed un-der panties look simply ugly,� she twisted her face.�And because it�s the look we�re after with exquisitelingerie, you�ll always be wearing your panties underyour garters. Besides, it�ll create an abundance of oc-casions for you to practice attaching them. Any ques-tions?�
�None? Fine. The next part should provoke some, Iexpect,� she paused for a short moment and contin-ued with wicked smile.
�We�ve covered why we wear stockings and how wewear them. Now we�ll cover when we wear them. Andthis part is the simplest. Every minute of every day.�
She paused and looked at each of us in turn.
�You wake up and put on your stockings.�
�You leave for your classes in stockings.�
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�You eat in stockings.�
�You use the toilet in stockings.�
�You only take them off to shower, for gym class,and to go to bed.�
Lacy paused again panning her sight across ourstunned faces.
�To put it simply, you may take your stockings offfor only four reasons; to shower or bathe before bed,when you are going to the beach, at gym class, andwhen painting your toenails. The remaining parts ofevery day and night you spend in them. From nowon, they become a fixture in your lives. Your ques-tions, please?�
I looked down at my legs. Even now, when I satstill, I could feel the stockings� unmistakable touchon my flesh. Their gently restricting grip was present,making it impossible to push it to the back of mymind and ignore. When I moved my legs, walked, orjust brushed them against something, they were ca-ressing my skin, slick, taut texture shifting, stretch-ing, and contracting over my flesh like a sensuousmassage; not enough to make me hard, but certainlyenough to sustain a mild arousal and draw my atten-tion to my legs.
�It�s a joke, right? You�re just having a good timehumiliating us, aren�t you?� accused Rosemary.
�Do I look like I�m joking, Rosemary?� There wasno smile on Lacy�s face this time; she looked deadlyserious.
�You can�t make us do that! I won�t stay day andnight in these . . . things.� She pointed at her legsmaking disgusted face. �They . . . itch!�
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�Oh yes, Rosemary.� purred. �They itch so good,don�t they?� A smile slid back onto Lacy�s lips. �Any-way, I�m afraid you have no say in this matter. Eitheryou behave, or we�ll make you. It�s as simple as that,really.�
�But these stockings are a pain to put on. Can�t wewear ones without garters?� asked Rebecca.
�Yes, you can, however only in your dorms. You�llfind a few pairs of hold-ups in your dressers. Justdon�t forget that whenever you�re out of your rooms,garters and appropriate stockings are obligatory.�
�Why make rules you can�t enforce?� I asked.
�Come on, Monique,� Rosemary chipped in. �Theyhave this place bugged all the way to the roof. I�ll betthat every time you take a leak at least three camerasspy on you from every corner. There�s probably one inthe toilet bowl too.�
�We haven�t gone that far, Rosemary. Now back toyour question Monique," looked at me. �We do spotchecks throughout the day, sweetie.�
�Err . . . what? . . . how? . . .�
�We use a pattern recognition program on ourcomputers that detect the scintilla of your stockings.All the data the cameras gather is fed into our com-puter systems and checked against a set of rules thatapply to you specifically and is reset for any changeswe require of you. From this moment on, if the pro-gram detects no stockings on your legs, it will waitexactly five minutes before checking your shower. Ifyou are not in it, it�ll trigger an alarm. After the waterstops running you have half an hour to start puttingstocking back on. That�s more than enough time totowel and pamper yourselves, and put on pantiesand a garment with garters. If you dillydally - an
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alarm. Sitting on the bed with your blankets overyour legs? An alarm. Similar algorithms are used tomonitor all of the rules you are required to follow.Pretty simple, isn�t it?�
There was a long moment of silence while the newssank in. I suddenly became very conscious of thecameras surrounding us again, even if I couldn�t seethem. Bullshit, impossible, I thought. However themore I thought about it, the more sense it made con-sidering things that had triggered a Guardian inter-vention before.
The solution Lacy described was ideal: an auto-mated system constantly monitoring what youshould be doing and saying, reacting only when nec-essary. Computer systems didn�t sleep, ask forraises, or shirk their jobs, which cut back sharply onhow many guardians they would need to monitor theschool.
�So,� Rosemary broke the silence, �if I take themoff now and wait five minutes, what happens? TheGuardian zaps me?�
�No, Rosemary. All that will happen is that we�ll benotified that you�ve breached the rules. Then, we�llreact appropriately. And as you already know fromprevious experience these last weeks, we prefer amore . . . hands-on approach to discipline here,� shefinished, flashing her teeth in a feral smile.
�So if we don�t do what you say, you just spankus?�
�First of all, sit properly, Rosemary, please. Youtoo, Monique.� I hadn�t even noticed that my kneeshad parted, my shoulders begun to stoop, and myarms were now folded over my belly. I corrected mypose wondering with grim amusement how I lookedsitting the way Lacy wanted. If mom saw me sitting
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like �a good girl�, wearing panties and stockings, she�dsurely laugh her ass off.
�Good. Now, you have all been punished for minorinfringements. Failure to adhere to the dress codefrom this point on is not minor. We treat breaches ofthe dress code extremely,� she put a lot of emphasison the word, �seriously, and punishments are appro-priately serious. You might want to check your com-puters for the list of punishable offenses, girls, if youhaven�t done it yet.
�If you request access from the Guardians, theywill allow you to see what punishments will be be-stowed. Even you, Rosemary, cock cage, suckingharness and locked heels have just touched thefringes of the punishments that are in store for you. �Ididn�t know� will not be a valid excuse."
I made a mental note to look through the schooldatabase as soon as I got a chance. I definitelywanted to avoid having a penis gag in my mouth24/7. The other punishments they considered morestrict would no doubt be even more painful and hu-miliating.
What I was thinking must have shown on myface."Easy there, Monique. There�s no need to beparanoid. I said the data is processed by a computersystem before it notifies a Guardian. It�s a machine. Itdoesn�t judge, it doesn�t smirk, it has no opinionabout you at all. All it does is crunch numbers. If youbehave, it ignores you. If you don�t, it sends us a mes-sage. There�s no need to look over your shoulder, no-body is peeping on you at every moment. Do us all afavor, I mean all of you, and just be at ease.
�As for punishment, so far you merely have demer-its, except for Rosemary. There is no reason for us toorder the next step after what Rosemary had alreadyendured if it is the first real punishment you are get-ting."
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�If you expect us to believe any of it, you�re out ofyour mind.�
�Which part do you find so hard to believe, Rose-mary?�
�All of them. Just come on! If you don�t keep tabson us, what�s to stop me from just walking out thefront door? You wanna tell me you don�t use thosefancy widgets of yours to watch us? That�s just utterbu . . . nonsense! If you aren�t doing that, what�s tostop us?�
�That�s quite enough, Rosemary. We don�t keeptabs on you because we don�t have to. If we don�twant you to be somewhere, the restraint device inyour neck will stop you. If a door will open, you�re freeto pass through. Go exploring tonight and see foryourself. You want to run? Please, be my guest, in-dulge our security gals. Poor things are bored todeath most of the time, I�m sure they�ll be very grate-ful for some action.
�Just before you do, make sure you have some ac-tual plan beyond running as fast as you can. Think.Where will you run to? Front door? Have you seenany? Where will you hide? Under your bed? In a stor-age closet? Under a table in cafeteria? Now thinkagain, Rosemary. Is there any need to track your ev-ery step? You�re a smart girl, I�m certain you�ll reachthe right conclusion. Now about watching you. AGuardian on duty watch will probably watch youspecifically for only eight to fifteen minutes everyweekday. Do you think that at the end of a day theywant more? Don�t flatter yourself, young lady. We�dall rather kick back and relax than watch you paintyour nails or try dresses on."
�Now, we are finished with this topic for the rest ofour time together. I believe I have told you more thanenough. Sleep on it, think it over. If you have any-thing else to ask about later today or tomorrow, we�ll
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talk. After lunch, we will resume our lessons. Youmay put on the clothes you brought. Since youshredded your blouse, Rosemary, choose one fromthe armoire behind your dresser. Try to pick some-thing that doesn�t make you look like a BrittneySpears video, unless your chosen occupation is slut.After lunch, meet back here.�

Heels
I was ecstatic to discover that I could have a saladwith meat in it, but devastated to find that a tacosalad was not on the list. I bargained until I was al-lowed a sort of wannabe taco salad; a bowl full ofsalad greens with about three tablespoons of meat,the same of re fried beans, some sour cream and ahandful of corn chips. It was the first taco salad I hadeaten in months.
Heaven.
We returned to the Orientation room. Where Lacywas already waiting. Rosemary was late again.
�Punctuality is important Rosemary. If you are lateagain, we will be punishing you. We need to proceedwith our lessons, so let�s be about it."
She cleared her throat and walked to the side ofthe screen. �I think Nancy has something interestingto show you, ladies,� she said with a cryptic smile.�Enjoy.�
Nancy carefully slid her left foot into high-heeledpumps. Then, she slowly lifted her right foot andslipped it into the other pump. Her knees wobbledslightly as she did that, but she didn�t lose her bal-ance even for a moment. She brought her feet to-gether and looked down. After a short while she be-gan walking.
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The camera followed as she walked. Her steps hadbecome shorter, almost the mincing step I remem-bered from Tatiyana. Her feet now looked elegant.Her ankles seemed to slim. The muscles in her calvesflexed gently under the glinting sheath of black ny-lon. Her buttocks appeared even firmer now and ro-tated in a way to make a man stare at her full ass.The black garters crossing them expanded andshrank in turns, cutting deeply into the marvelouslyundulating marble flesh. Her hips swayed seduc-tively. It was so intense I thought it was over toosoon. I could watch those legs for an hour and would-n�t have gotten bored. I sighed and looked at Lacy,wondering what her smirk meant for us this time, ex-cept for the obvious, of course.
�Isn�t she something?� Lacy asked without tryingto hide the admiration in her voice. �I still find it hardto believe that less than a year ago she dressed asbadly as you did when you arrived. Lucky for her westumbled onto her and collected her. Who knows,maybe you�ll even surpass her.�
�You gotta be fucking joking!� snorted Rosemary.�Forget it! You�ll never see me wiggling my ass likethat!�
Lacy stifled a laugh. �Oh, I�m sure I will see it,Rosemary. By the time we�re done with you, you�ll bedoing more things than just wiggling your ass.� Shelooked at us. �Well, girls, back to the matters athand. We�ve got a problem of understanding here,and we�re going to approach it in the same mannerwe addressed the last one. Beginning with the �why�.�
�A problem? What problem?� asked Rosemary.
�The problem is that we can�t have you runningaround barefoot. We can�t let you wear flat-soledshoes or tennis shoes either. Actually, it�s so bad, ithurts the eyes. Luckily for you, we have a simple so-lution. I�m sure you can guess what it is, Rosemary.�
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Lacy paused, peering at Rosemary sternly.
�What?�
�Your hands are crossed beneath your breasts,Rosemary.�
Rosemary rolled her eyes and nestled her hands inher lap.
�Well, why do women wear high heels? Simply be-cause they make our legs look so damn irresistible.You�ve just witnessed what high heels did to Nancy�slegs. They�ll have the same effect on yours. They�llsculpt the muscles into eye catching relief. They�llgive your butt that firm and toned shape you see onlingerie models.
�Heels affect how you walk, your steps will becomeshorter, more careful. Your hips will seduce andtempt without you even thinking about it. High heelswill make men and some women lust after you evenbefore they see your face and body above the waist.How many sounds are there that could be called un-deniably erotic when you hear them? Ask a hundredpeople the question and ninety-nine of them will in-clude the clicking of stiletto heels."
�Take it from someone who knows. You�ll be find-ing new reasons to wear high heels each time you�llsee your reflection. From this day onward, you�llstand a few inches taller in the world.�
Lacy paused and scanned their faces.
�Reach under your benches, please, and pick upyour heels.�
I squatted down and looked under my bench, try-ing to ignore the sensation of garters sliding againstmy buttocks. A pair of light red three-inch stiletto
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pumps stood on the floor, their thin straps invitinglyopen.
�Ladies. May I have your attention, please? Thesame rules that apply when you�re sitting, applywhen you�re squatting. Or kneeling, Rebecca. Unlessyou want me to get some very naughty ideas as towhat you offer. Knees and feet together, please.�
I closed my legs and picked up the shoes.
�Sit down, please, and take a good look at them.Sexy, aren�t they? Go on, put them on, please.�
I glanced around and considered my options. Highheels or resistance? On the other hand, my submis-siveness, even if only faked, had been unsettling memore and more. I had meekly put on panties monthsago, and stockings just hours ago. Their caresseshad been gnawing at the remnants of my masculinityfor the last few hours. I could understand whyJennifer had gone over. I was feeling more delicateand weaker, softer and more fragile every moment.Beyond any doubt high heels would add a fair shareto those sensations. The notion of tossing them atLacy�s feet carried a beguiling promise of regainingwhat remained of my soul.
Something thudded against the floor to my right.Rosemary had thrown her pumps at Lacy.
�You wear them!�
Rosemary unclasped her garters and started to rolldown her stockings unhurriedly. Lacy watched her insilence with a curious expression on her face.
�Stuff your stupid speeches down along withthese,� she added, throwing the stockings and garterbelt in her direction. �I hope you choke on them.�
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Rosemary�s panties were next to land on the dais.
�Now give me something normal to wear.�
Lacy smiled. �You have to the count of ten to putyour panties and stockings back on, Rosemary.�
�One,� said Rosemary with a derisive smirk.
�Two.�
�You think I�m afraid of you?�
Lacy grinned. �You should be. Five, Ten!�
Rosemary began to panic. �Fine! I�ll put everythingback on!�
�You had your chance to behave, Rosemary. Nowwe�ll make you.�
Two women in Guardian security uniforms camein. They weren�t large Amazon-style women. In fact,both were only a few inches taller than I. They lookedover the scene, then looked to Lacy for instructions.The woman smiled. �I think the horse for her.�
Rosemary backed away and I grabbed Rebecca,pulling her aside. Like the fight between Miyuki andRosemary a few months earlier, it was over tooquickly. Rosemary threw a wild punch and thewoman merely caught his hand, driving it toward thefloor, flipping him over. The other stepped in, her footon Rosemary�s throat.
�I know none of you has seen this, so I will ex-plain.� Lacy touched a button on her desk and a dooropened on a mechanical monster. It looked like a mo-torcycle frame with some kind of handles at one endand foot treadles at the other. The two womendragged Rosemary to the seat on the cycle part, shov-
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ing her face down and slipped a strap around herwaist, tightening it down. Her hands were insertedinto gloves attached to the handlebars, and her feetinto the treadles on each side.
�The controls for the device are all in the control ofthe victim. One hand controls the forward arm�s ad-vance and swivel, the other the speed of the vibratorportion. One foot controls the advance and swivel ofthe rear arm, the other the vibration. However thevictim does not know which control is which withouttrial and error. As an example, both hands havegrips, but are they set to stop if you squeeze them? Ordo they go into overdrive?� She tightened anotherstrap, this one holding Rosemary�s upper body downtight.
She stood, walking to the front of the �horse�. Sheadjusted the arm of the framework down until it waseven with Rosemary�s mouth. She reached down,and came up with a dildo eight inches long. She at-tached it to the arm, then smiled. �Open up, Rose-mary.�
He tightened his lips, and she smiled. �Gwen?�
The woman standing to his left closed her fingersover his nose, pinching it tight. For a long time, it wasinteresting. Rosemary�s face grew blue as he tried tohold his breath. When he opened his lips longenough to suck in a breath, the woman merelyclapped her hand over his mouth as well. A few mo-ments later Rosemary collapsed from suffocation.Lacy threaded the dildo into his mouth, running itforward a couple of inches before locking it down.
She then went to the rear arm. Another dildo, thisone fifteen inches long and an inch and a half aroundwas lubricated, then inserted into his ass againabout two inches before being locked down. Then thewomen stood back to await Rosemary�s revival.
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Rosemary came awake with a start, and screamed,though the penis stifled it. Lacy moved her stool towhere Rosemary could see her.
�You were warned, Rosemary. So let�s see what funyou will have this time, eh?� she asked with a chirpyvoice. �The forward armature has a restricted move-ment area. It will extend only two inches before yourgag reflex kicks in; after all, we don�t wish you to suf-focate, even accidentally. It will also withdraw onlyuntil you are sucking two inches, so you cannot pullfree of it. Every time it advances and withdraws. acounter will be activated. Every fifteen strokes it willfill your mouth with semen, wherever it is on itsstroke, so I suggest you swallow quickly.
�The one in your ass will run forward and back foras much as thirteen inches, more dick than JohnHolmes. It also has a counter, but it depends on howmuch of that length has been rammed into you; any-where from ten to thirty strokes. Then it will alsoanoint your ass with semen to make it�s passage eas-ier.� She smiled at Rosemary�s scream of outrage.�The controls, both by hand and by foot, will deter-mine how much you take, both front and back. So dobe careful which you adjust. This punishment willlast for a minimum of one hour. You can have eachend dump thirty loads if you are not careful, or onlyfive if you work it out quickly.� She patted Rose-mary�s cheek. �Do enjoy it.� Lacy hit a button. Theforward armature slid forward an inch, while the rearslid forward six inches, making Rosemary screamagain.
Lacy stood away �OK, the show�s over, ladies. Whyaren�t you wearing your heels yet?�
I snapped out of my stupor and placed the shoesbetween my feet. I had forgotten all about them as Iwatched Rosemary�s punishment begin. My right footslid inside the pump effortlessly, gliding on the slip-pery nylon covering the sole of my foot. I stooped and
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reached for the strap. After a brief struggle and sev-eral inward curses again at my fingernails, I man-aged to get it fastened. I had to acknowledge that itdid indeed look very sexy encircling my slender ny-lon-clad ankle. I put on the other shoe and checkedon Rebecca.
Rebecca, with a concerned frown, was shufflingher feet in the new shoes. She kept twisting them tothe sides, lifting her toes or heels off the floor, appar-ently finding the experience of having the high heelson awkward.
�Everything alright, sweetie?� Lacy asked with anamused timbre.
�No . . . these shoes are too high and . . . uncom-fortable. There�s no way I�ll ever be able to walk inthem,� she pointed down helplessly. �I�m sure I�mgonna fall down the moment I get up . . .�
Lacy merely smiled. �Can you swim, Rebecca?�
�What . . .? Yes . . .�
�Can you ride a bicycle?�
�Yes . . .�
�You must�ve learned to do them at some point,no? Well, let me assure you, any of those is muchmore difficult to learn than walking in stilettos. Ifound it out first hand as I�ve worn nothing but highheels since I turned nineteen. Besides, your heels areonly three inches high, just perfect for first-timers.You�ll be fine, sweetie, don�t worry.�
�But . . .�
�No buts, Rebecca. How about you, Monique?Comfy?�
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�I�ll probably manage,� I replied.
�Good. Well, ladies, the �how� isn�t that big a prob-lem this time, was it? Like I said, you�ll have no prob-lems learning to walk in heels. Mastering them is an-other matter, but let�s not get ahead of ourselves.Step by step, as they say. And that is covered in the�when�.�
Lacy paused and looked at us, making sure shehad our attention.
�Stockings and high heels are inseparable asNancy demonstrated, like Siamese twins. From nowon, we�ll ensure they spend a lot of quality time to-gether on your legs. The rules are simple, girls. Youwear stilettos all the time, with the same exceptions.One is during a shower or bath, the second when youpaint your toes, going to and from the beach, and thelast one is bedtime. So, what�s the first thing you puton after waking up? What�s the last thing you take offbefore going to bed? What�s the next thing you put onafter stockings following a shower or bath? Well, la-dies, all three questions have the same answer youcan easily guess.�
�Err . . . you mean we can�t even take off theseshoes in our rooms?� I asked.
�No, you can�t, sweetie. You�ll be spending everywaking hour, excluding what I have already said, instilettos.�
�Can we wear lower heels?� asked Rebecca. �Theseare too high.�
�I thought we had that covered, Rebecca. No lowerheels. In your wardrobes, you�ll find shoes with threeheel heights: three, four, and five inches. You maywear three-inch stilettos until the middle of the week;it�s more than enough to get you started. After that,
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they�ll be gone. From Wednesday on, you�ll have towear four or five-inch heels. The heel height will beyour choice. But, if I see you wearing three-inchersall the time, we�ll set up some rules to ensure you�llget the taste of the higher heels as well. Of course, ifyou wish you may start wearing the higher shoesanytime you want, there�s no need to wait untilWednesday.�
�Five inches? That�s . . . impossible . . .�
�Oh, it�s very possible, sweetie. You�ve seen girlsbeing punished with seven-inch heels every day. Re-member Nancy�s last video? Did that look impossibleto you?�
�But . . . she�s . . .�
�She�s what, Rebecca? She put on her first pair ofhigh heels only a year ago. And now? She prancesaround in five-inch stilettos as if she�d been born inthem. Trust me, honey, I�m a very effective teacher.Now, any other questions, girls?�
�What exactly will happen to us if we don�t com-ply?� I asked.
�After seeing what happened to Rosemary, that is astupid question, Monique.� Lacy watched me for along time. �There is much worse that can happen toyou. We�ll find a way to make you comply, even if wehave to surgically shorten your Achilles tendons so itis painful to walk without them. As to the details,well, you�ve recently witnessed some of our methodsof taming disobedient young ladies,� she flashed acheerful smile towards me, �and it�s only the tip of aniceberg. If you want to find out what others are, bemy guest. Actually, I�ll give you a very personal sneakpeek if you fail to sit properly again today.�
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I found myself straightening up, thrusting out mychest and returning my hands to my lap.
�Good. I want you both to stand up. Slowly,please.� I used the back of the chair to help myselfstand, and held out my hand to help Rebecca whowas tottering.
�You now know how to sit properly, girls. Similarrules apply when standing or walking. Feet andknees together, backs straight, chests thrusting for-ward. Come on, ladies.�
We didn�t fall. Neither of us had ever had highheels on our feet before. We both had to hold on toour desks standing up.
�Very good! Just like that. Now what do we do withthose arms, hmm? You can keep them at your sideslike you have them now. Just make sure your palmstouch your thighs. Yes, like that. You may also foldthem over your bellies, slightly below the navel. Nointerlocking fingers, Monique, one palm covers theother . . . like that. The last option is to fold you palmsbehind your backs. For now, we�ll stick to these threeoptions.
�And one more thing. I don�t want to see your armscrossed over your chests. Ever. Is that clear?"
I couldn�t decide what to do with my hands. Fi-nally, I decided that keeping arms at my sides wouldmake me appear less docile.
Lacey touched a button, and mirrors slid down oneach end of the room. �Now, I want you to walk to themirrors and back several times, ladies, just to get youacquainted with your new shoes. First you can notmake full strides like you are used to, you will over-balance and fall. The ball of your feet should landfirst, not heel, then toe like you are used to. Now, only
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half a normal stride, begin. Remember, slowly andcarefully, tiny steps. Go on, please.�
Rebecca looked very unsteady during the severalfirst steps. She spread her arms slightly for balanceand minced carefully towards the mirrors, looking ather feet. I found the experience of walking in stilettosalarming on several levels. If I tried for a normalstride, I found myself balancing on a mere quarter ofa square inch forward as I lifted the opposite heel,making it like balancing on a tightrope without walk-ing one first. Also, the taut layer of nylon clinging tothe soles of my feet continuously brushed against thesoft leather lining the insides of my heels. The sensu-ous tickling, even if unwelcome, was undeniablypleasant. In addition, I couldn�t shake the feelingthat the stockings made my feet slide forward andback a bit with each step, unlike regular shoes andsocks. Despite the straps holding the stilettos se-curely on my feet, I instinctively took dainty cautioussteps, mindful of each one. �I won�t be running inthese,� I thought.
If I took my eyes off the floor and looked into themirror, I had one more reason to worry. Though mywalk still lacked the feminine gracefulness ofNancy�s, there was nothing even remotely masculinein my body language. My lingerie and stockingsshimmered and swished as I progressed across theclassroom. My hips swayed while my ankles wobbledslightly with every step. My arms swung back andforth elegantly, while my palms brushed against mynylon clad thighs. Every now and then I found myhands lifting to delicately tuck a loose strand of hairbehind my ear. It would be impossible to convinceanyone that less than four months ago I had been aman.
So it went, both of us stumbling along in heels forthe remainder of the hour. Lacey stopped us, thentook us back to the room where Rosemary had beenpunished. From his moans as we approached, we
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knew he had tried and failed to control the move-ments and vibrations of the armatures. The one inhis ass was buried to the hilt, the one in his mouthonly an inch from the same, and both were whirringlike mad. Lacey touched a control and both sighed toa stop. We could hear Rosemary�s broken sobs.
Lacey knelt, touching Rosemary�s hip. He flinchedfrom the touch. �We can get much worse than this,Rosemary. Now, are you willing to learn?� He tried tonod, but the movement of his head caused the gag togo that extra inch, causing him to scream.
Lacey gentled him down like a horse until he laythere, quivering, but quiescent. �Now I will removethe appliances. But I will warn you now, the nexttime it will be all night.� Rosemary sobbed as thedildo was removed from his ass, almost sagging in re-lief when it pulled free with a rush of sperm. Heflinched as a buttplug was inserted. �to keep the messdown�. Then the gag was removed, and the brokenhearted sobbing reached a crescendo. finally re-moved the waist strap, leaving him sobbing on thebench. �Go in the other room, pick up your clothing,sweetheart, and put everything back on." Lacey�svoice dropped to a cold tone. �Now.�
Rosemary staggered erect, then his head bowed,he headed toward where his clothes, flung in defi-ance, still lay, picking up panties, stockings, andshoes along the way. Rebecca and I stood there si-lently as he was again dressed in lingerie and stock-ings beneath his clothes as we were, looking down incompliance.
�The others are a bit ahead of you, but the rest oftoday is learning to walk. So let�s be about it, ladies.�
She led us down the hall from what had been ourclassroom to a door marked �Gymnasium�. The spa-cious gym was at least large enough for a basketballcourt. Unlike a basketball court, however, there were
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no markings on the floor. It was pitch black, reflect-ing light like polished vinyl. The entrance was locatedon the longer wall, near a corner. A silvery horizontalpole emerged from the wall near the door and encir-cled the gym roughly three feet above the floor. Itlooked like a support of some kind. Another identicalsupport encircled the gym a foot higher. Aside fromthe railing, hangers, and several closed compart-ments on their right, the walls were featureless. An-other eight steel pipes were mounted vertically be-tween the floor and ceiling along the far wall. As inthe classroom, the far wall was completely coveredwith mirrors.
Lacey opened one of the compartments and re-trieved several items. �Welcome to your first regularclass, ladies. This,� she swept her hand around, �isone of our gyms. We�ll be coming here quite fre-quently to practice various physical activities likedancing or walking.�
�Dancing?� I looked at the vertical pipes with wideeyes. In these heels she�s gotta be fucking joking . . .
�Today, as I�ve already told you, you�ll be learninghow to walk in high heels here. There are three waysto walk in high heels. Funny, casual, and sexy.Funny, you already know, it requires no practice.We�ll skip casual and concentrate on the sexy way towalk.�
She handed each of us a small item resembling aquestion mark made of cream-colored plastic. �Theseare earphones, ladies. Now, put them on, please.�
I looked at the earphone suspiciously. It resembledearpieces I�d seen in movies about Secret Serviceagents for security work. I carefully wrapped it overmy ear and pushed the ear bud into position. Thenshe handed us pairs of glasses. �These will markwhere your steps should fall. They are like the sys-tems used on the US Advanced Infantry Weapon
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where it would instead show where you are aimed.� Isnorted, putting on the hornrimmed glasses.
Lacey pressed something on the remote she heldand a set of footprints appeared on the floor ahead ofme. She started towards us and motioned for us tofollow. �Stay on the flashing path, and maintain thestride marked.� The footprints were only outlines; anuneven triangle and a small dot. I stepped forward,and received a buzzing sound.
�Don�t worry yet. Rosemary, you�ll be on the right.Monique, in the middle. Rebecca, on the left. Now,stand inside your prints, girls.�
When I aligned my pumps with the print on thefloor, a quiet, high-pitched bell tone sound camefrom my earpiece. She pressed something on her re-mote again, and the line of blue footprints rushedfrom where we stood towards the opposite mirroredwall. The trail turned back just in front of the steelpipes, then returned towards where we stood forminga tight loop.
�Well, girls, it should be pretty clear by now whatyou�re supposed to do. Go on, please, make one fullwalk around.�
Rosemary started first, Rebecca and I shortly afterher. After the first several steps, it became obviousthat I was doing something wrong. I tried to align mysteps with the blue footprints, but was missing everysingle one. Each time my foot touched the floor, thefootprint I was supposed to step into changed color tored and that low, disapproving buzzing note soundedin my earpiece.
Shortening my pace helped somewhat, I was ableto hit one print out of five or six. The problem wasthat the footprints for both feet were located tooclosely to the line of my walking direction, andshorter than my usual stride. If I managed to hit a
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target with my right foot, my left foot always ended uptoo far ahead. This resulted in another unpleasant�buzz� from my earphone. Attempting to score two ormore prints in succession required keeping both legsvery close together. The sensations brought on by mynylon-clad limbs brushing against each other didn�thelp my concentration at all. It also produced a swingin my hips that I could not control. After stumblingthrough two times, I gave up trying to control it andcontinued walking the way I was used to.
Judging by the colors of the my trail, I wasn�t doingparticularly badly. We all finished our rounds atabout the same time.
�Well, girls, a decent first try,� announced . �Youall achieved about ten percent accuracy. That�s whatmost newbies make on their first attempt. The goodnews is that it can only get better from now on. Now,what can you change in the way you walk to scorebetter, hmm? Any ideas?�
�I think . . .� I begun uncertainly, �that if the trailsfor both feet were farther apart, we�d all have donemuch better.�
�True, but there�s a reason for them being close to-gether, Monique, and as you gain experience we�llbring them even closer. Besides, that�s not what Iasked. I want to know what can be changed about theway you,� there was a lot of emphasis on �you�, �walk,not how to make it easier for you. Anyone?�
�Uh . . . swing our hips some more?� askedRebecca.
�Bingo!� Lacey grinned. �That�s one of the two mostimportant things you�ll be working on. However, thatswing can�t be forced; it has to be the result of theway you walk. Try to force it, and you will end uplooking silly instead of sexy. That leads to the secondimportant thing you must remember about how to
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walk that line,� she pointed at the trails, �properly.You have to walk slower. I noticed you all shortenedyour strides to follow the trail. That was half of whatneeded to be done. The other half was to walk slower,and none of you slowed down enough.
�These two ingredients are the most important,but there are also lots of details that you�ll have to ab-sorb. We�ll be covering them as you practice. Now,you may think that walking the way you�ll be re-quired to is unnatural. Well, of course it is. For anywoman, especially one wearing high heels, it�s per-fectly normal. In time, it will become second naturefor you. To place your entire foot down every step, toswing your hips. The feminine grace and charm youwill learn here, will show in your walk regardless ofwhether you�ll be walking from your couch to thekitchen to pick up a glass of water, to hurry for aclass, or even to run.�
�Feminine grace,� I thought. I was a boy forced todress as a girl! Did I want feminine grace? I fought itout in my own head as she directed us back toSquare One. I suddenly pictured myself where Rose-mary had been; fifteen inches of dick shoved up myass, four in my mouth, all dependent on me figuringout how to find equilibrium. Could I do as well asRosemary, shoved into hell with seconds of warning?
I quailed at the very thought.
Lacey operated her remote and all my loop turnedback to blue. Once everyone was back in the startingposition, she motioned for us to start.
�Ninety minutes, ladies. I want to see improve-ments when that time is over.�
I tried walking slower this time. It helped, but onlya little. I was still missing six of ten footprints. Rose-mary and Rebecca weren�t much more successful.Lacey stopped us after our third round.
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�You�re getting better, that�s good. Now, you won�tget any better than that unless you let your legsbrush together. Stockings don�t bite, do they? Go on,but this time keep your feet closer.�
It helped, at least with turning more footprintsblue. my concentration was failing under the con-stant assault of unwelcome sensations, but appar-ently keeping one�s mind sharp wasn�t required towalk properly in high heels.
Lacey took a place at the middle of the gym and ob-served our endeavors diligently. I followed the glow-ing trail looking down at my feet, too immersed in thelittle game of turning footsteps blue, to realize that Iwas doing exactly what demanded of me. With eachround, I left more and more of the trail glowing blue.My now slow, measured stride made the sway of myhips manageable. After some time I stopped payingmuch attention to the extra points I had achieved.Twenty or so minutes later she stopped us again.
�Good. Very, very good. You�re all over seventy per-cent. Now, to get above eighty, girls, you need to alteryour steps a little. You put too much weight on yourheels. I know that�s the way you�re used to walking,but it won�t work with high-heeled shoes too well.You�ll have to change it. You have to walk on the ballsof your feet. Watch me, please. When you place yourfoot down, your toes should touch the floor first, al-most immediately followed by your stiletto. After yourfoot is on the ground, you transfer your weight ontothe ball of your feet and take the next step. Like this.�
She walked a short distance very slowly demon-strating, every step illuminated by our glasses.�Don�t step down with your whole foot; it will makeyou look stiff. Look.� She indeed looked stiff now, allthe grace was gone from her walk. �Now try it, please.Ignore the trail for the time being.� It was awkward,reminding me of walking on my tiptoes. Except thistime, I didn�t have to worry about keeping my heels
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up; stilettos did it for me. Lacey followed, observingour feet.
�Good, you�re almost there, girls. Now, try not tobend your knees that much. Watch me.� After an-other short demonstration, she motioned us to tryagain. It still felt awkward.
�Excellent. Now, please, return to your trails andcontinue walking like this. You�ll notice improvementin no time.�
For the first few rounds, it still felt very strange. Ihad to walk even slower and consciously control mylegs and feet. If I stopped paying attention even for amoment, I was slipping back to my usual manner ofwalking. Our tormentor was cruising among us allthe time watching and giving directions. �Heel first,Rosemary.� �Legs closer, Monique.� �You bend yourknees too much, Rebecca.� And so on.
As time and rounds went by, I started getting usedto the new way of walking. It still required consciouseffort, but I was able to walk a bit faster and madepractically no mistakes. With each round the num-ber of warnings coming from my earpiece decreased.After half an hour or so, only the sharp clicking of thethree pairs of stilettos could be heard in the gym.Lacey kept quiet, which most likely meant that every-one was doing well. Soon she stopped us again.
�Splendid, ladies! You�re all achieving almost per-fect scores on each round. Excellent. Now, for onelast change. You can�t walk looking constantly atyour feet. Straighten your backs, push your chestsforward, and keep your arms at your sides. If youneed to look down, do so, but no more than a glance.Try to walk looking ahead from now on. Go on,please.�
Judging by the ratio of signals, I was back down toaround fifty percent on my next round. Now I had to
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pay attention to my feet and legs, be aware of my pos-ture, and resist the urge to look down at the sametime. It didn�t help. To make things even more diffi-cult, Rosemary and Rebecca were providing evenmore distractions.
�Shit, do I look like that from behind too?� I won-dered. Rebecca was now a short distance ahead ofme, on my left, walking in the same direction. Theway she moved and looked was mesmerizing, eventhough it was nowhere near the grace of Nancy. Thestilettos made her legs look stunning. The nylonshimmered on her calves and thighs as she walked,her hips swayed slowly. From time to time, shespread her hands to the sides for balance in a girlishmanner, keeping her elbows at her sides. A long se-ries of consecutive �blips� made me turn back to myown pacing.
On my right, another distracting view awaited.Rosemary was walking in my direction, twenty or sofeet ahead. Our eyes met as we passed each other.Rosemary almost instantaneously closed them, thenlooked ahead. His cheeks were still flushing deeply. Icouldn�t resist glancing over my shoulder after him.My eyes strayed towards his bottom, where the skirthid his ass that I had seen being penetrated.
�Monique, watch your steps, girl!�
Damn it, I have to stop thinking about this or I�ll findout first hand how it feels. After making a turn, I re-sisted the temptation to look at the others and peeredstraight ahead. my reflection in the distant mirrorwas only slightly distracting, but definitely disturb-ing.
Looking at my reflection still felt like watching astranger. The feminine hourglass figure, sexy lus-trous legs, silky hair bobbing up and down didn�t be-long to me. If not for the constant influx of alien sen-sations, I would have found it very easy convincing
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myself that I was looking at someone else. A beauti-ful, timid woman walking somewhat uncertainly, butwith budding feminine smoothness and elegance.
When Lacey stopped us, I was sure we�d be givensome new directions to follow. To my surprise, theclass was over.
�Well done, ladies,� said with a warm smile.�You�re improving. At this rate, you�ll be walking likerunway models by the end of the month. Any pains inyour feet?�
Now, that she mentioned it, I become aware of painin my calves. I nodded.
�My ankles hurt.� said Rebecca.
�You�ll have to endure it for a few weeks I�m afraid.As your muscles and joints get accustomed tohigh-heeled shoes, the pain will gradually disappear.Believe it or not, but in time you�ll find it awkward towalk without stilettos on. For now, every time yourfeet hurt, take a look into a mirror. I�m one hundredpercent sure that what you�ll see will convince youthat some minor discomforts are worth the look highheels will give your legs.�
I groaned silently. Awkward without high heels?Insane!
�That�s almost all for today, girls. However before Ilet you go, there are a few important things we needto talk about. Please, follow me.�
Once we returned to the classroom, Lacey had usput our dresses back on, a stand in front of the mir-rors.
�The last thing you�ll learn today, girls, is how tocurtsy. Please pinch your skirts with your right
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hands a bit above the hem. Good. Now pull them hemup so that the lower part of the stocking�s top is ex-posed.�
More embarrassment. I sighed and complied.
�That�s not what I had in mind, Rosemary. I wantto see a glimpse of your stocking�s top, not your en-tire panties. Monique, a little higher, please. That�s it.Now lower your hems, please, and make sure yourskirts look presentable, girls. Good. Practice it a fewtimes. I want you to be able to lift your hems to thecorrect height without looking into the mirrors.�
That was probably the easiest thing I got to prac-tice today. Nevertheless, very embarrassing. Liftingmy hem the way Lacey wanted showed not only mystocking tops, but also a garter and a bit of my crotchif I wasn�t careful. By now, I felt relatively at easearound the girls, however if I was forced to do that infront of somebody I�d never met, I would probablyburn to a crisp with shame.
�Excellent. Now, turn towards me, please. Let�s trythe whole thing. You curtsy like this.�
She shifted her right foot slightly backwards andlifted her heel so that only her toes touched the floor.Then she moved her left hand slightly away from herbody, and bobbed down bending her knees a little.
�Try it a few times, please.�
After several attempts and a few corrections, shedecided we were good.
�Now curtsy again, but this time flash your stock-ing tops, please.�
We had to repeat this several times before she de-cided that we had it covered.
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�Lovely, girls. That�s how proper ladies curtsy. Bycurtsying, you show your respect towards the personyou�re addressing. From now on, anytime you say�thank you� or �good day� to anyone, you�ll have tocurtsy. Whenever in doubt if you should curtsy, youcurtsy, ladies. Is that clear?�
Great. If flashing my garters is a sign of respect, Iwonder what flashing one�s tits is supposed to meanaround here. But I was terrified that if I asked, theywould have an answer.
�Now. Please, sit down, girls. It been a long firstday for you and you are progressing well.� Laceylooked at us, smiling.
I was tired. My legs hurt, and my back was stiff.Taking a long hot shower would be a blessing. I couldsee the relief on the faces of the others.
�Now, after dinner, you are to review the clothingin your armoire, especially your lingerie. The com-puter has a listing of what was issued to you underthe file lingerie. There�s a section that explains eachpiece; what type they are, what they�re made of, andhow to wear them. If I tell you to change into a pair ofFrench cut satin panties, I want you to be able to pickthem from the selection in this room tomorrow. Thesame goes for selecting a chenille blouse or full silkskirt. If you find cramming boring, you might try in-volving your roommates as your lingerie models. Whoknows where that will lead?� She grinned impishly.
�Second, starting this evening, you will polish yournails. The choice of color is yours, just make sure itmatches your lipstick and clothing. Should you needany help, there�s a crash course on painting nails onyour computer. We are not going to expect you tolearn the different ways you can polish them. Again,you may also ask your roommates for help. A simplecolor is sufficient until later in the week. As of todayyou will keep your nails perfectly polished at all
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times. Tomorrow morning I want to see you withpainted nails. All twenty of them."
I blushed realizing I would have to paint my nailsin front of Rebecca; a physical admission of my ownsubmissiveness!
�You will also choose something flattering and at-tractive for tomorrow�s class. If any of you come toclass dressed as either of you two were,� she lookedat me, then at Rosemary. �We will punish you. Wantanother hour on the horse?� Both of us shook ourheads.
�Now, let�s make a brief refresher of what you�velearned today. Monique. When should you wearstockings, sweetie?�
�Uh . . . at all times except for the shower, gymclass, or at the beach.�
�Good. You should also take them off this eveningwhen you�ll be putting nail polish on your toenails.You�ll find it very difficult otherwise. When do wewear high heels, Rebecca?�
�Always, except for bed, and situations in whichwe�re allowed to take off stockings.�
�Excellent!� she smiled at the girl with approval.�Rosemary, what size heels should you wear tomor-row?�
�I should be trying for longer heels, but three-inchis still acceptable.� he replied dully.
�Yes. Of course after the ballet heels you werewearing for two weeks, this should be a snap. In yourcase, I expect five-inch heels tomorrow.
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�There�s also a fourth garment you�ll be required towear from now on, ladies. A nightie. You�ll always putone on before going to bed. Go through your ward-robes tonight. You�ll find camisoles, baby dolls andteddies in every shape and color you could think of.Something will surely catch your eye. I suggest youconsult your roommates if ever in doubt.
�Tomorrow we will be expanding your repertoire ofskills you should have learned as a young woman.There will be four hours every day of practicing walk-ing, and soon you will find that even running can bedone in heels if you learn how. That is all for today.
To be concluded in part 3�
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