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		Sam did not understand why she was here. She had just finished her university education and now she was back in school a week after her graduation. As far as she was concerned, she should have been done with school.

		However, this had been a request from her fiancé. Or, more accurately, it had been a request from her fiancé's family. It certainly made her wonder if her future in-laws did not think she was good enough for Reg. Her fiancé had apologized for the requirement, but apparently this was a requirement for all of the Ellison women. And as a future Ellison, that meant she too needed to attend Thatcher's Finishing School for Women.

		Not that Sam had any idea what she could learn from finishing school. She had tried looking up the school online, but there was a simple landing page with a list of prominent graduates. It seemed there were a lot of wealthy families who used the institution. However, the website gave her no idea what to expect.

		It was one thing to have such a basic website, but Sam could not find any other hint of the school online. There was not even an entry on any of the map apps. It was like the school did not physically exist.

		Except the school did exist. Reg paid for a car to take her out to the school, almost an hour outside of town. The moment the car pulled onto the long drive up to the school Sam gasped. The school was a huge manor house, with sweeping lawns and gardens surrounding the building. It made Sam think of a boarding school, which it was in a way. That or a sanitarium, which she did not want to imagine. Sam would be stuck here until she passed her exams, or whatever the equivalent was. She did not know.

		The car took Sam right up to the main door where two well dressed people were already waiting for her. There was an older man, wearing a sharp tailored suit, and a blonde woman with the biggest breasts Sam had ever seen, hidden beneath a red blazer and white blouse. She looked professional, despite her otherworldly proportions.

		Before Sam could even imagine opening the door to the car when it stopped, the driver hopped out and did that for her. It was a reminder that she was marrying up in the world. Sam came from a middle class family, but she was marrying into one of the wealthiest families in the state and it was commonplace for there to be servants who did simple tasks, like opening doors.

		Sam stepped out of the car, wearing far more casual clothing than the two people greeting her. It was summer, so she wore a simple yellow tank top and blue denim shorts, with an old pair of running shoes on her feet. Sam liked to stay in shape with lots of running. She had given up the hope of ever being fast, but she still enjoyed the act of running long distances. And she hoped there were some good places to run near the school, because she wanted to do everything she could to stay in shape. Her wedding dress fitting was to take place as soon as she finished her studies at the finishing school.

		"Welcome, Samantha," the man said. He had a deep voice that spoke to a primal part of Sam's brain. His was a voice that needed to be obeyed.

		"Yes, welcome," the woman said. Her voice was soft and sweet, almost melodious. Sam immediately thought of the stereotype of a phone sex operator.

		"Um, hi," Sam said, giving a little wave. "I prefer Sam, actually."

		Both the man and woman greeting her stared at her, blinking. Neither of them seemed to comprehend what she was saying. The silence was only broken as the driver retrieved Sam's suitcase from the trunk of the car.

		"We'll talk about that later," the woman said.

		"In the meantime, we need to introduce ourselves," the man added. "I am Headmaster Pemberly and this is Headmistress Pemberly. We're married, in case you couldn't figure that out. We like to greet all of our new students personally. However, you will not see much of me during your stay."

		"The Headmaster handles the difficult tasks, like the accounts. I am in charge of the curriculum and discipline."

		Sam swallowed hard, finding it hard to believe a finishing school for adults had a discipline problem. Were there many women in detention every day? Sam had never had a single reprimand in her life and she did not plan to get one here. She would complete whatever course of study was required of her so that she could marry Reg. She loved him and wanted to spend the rest of her life with him.

		"It's nice to meet you both," Sam said, trying to maintain a sense of calm and prove to the two people who now controlled her immediate destiny that she was a polite and capable woman. That was what she assumed the finishing school was all about.

		The Headmistress released a puff of air, making it sound like she was disappointed in Sam somehow. Not that the new student could understand.

		"Come inside and we will get you situated,” the Headmaster said. "A porter will take care of your bag."

		Sam looked over her shoulder to see the porter lifting her bag from the back of the car.

		"I can do it," Sam said.

		"Of course you can, dear," the Headmistress said. "But you won't. The first lesson you must learn is there are tasks for servants and there are tasks for you. If a servant can do the job, you won't. Understand?"

		Sam felt her cheeks flush red with embarrassment.

		"Yes, Headmistress," Sam said.

		"Good girl," the Headmistress said. "Now come on."

		Sam followed the Headmaster and Headmistress Pemberly into the manor house. She was shocked by how beautiful it was on the inside. It was like something from a history book. Even the floors seemed to be made of some kind of polished marble.

		They led Sam toward the west wing of the house. There were a set of offices there. The office they both brought her to had the words Headmistress over the door.

		"Sit," the Headmaster said, pointing to a chair in front of the desk. He then moved around the desk and sat behind it. The Headmistress stood at his shoulder, even though this was her office.

		Even as Sam took her seat, she could not help but feel a measure of disgust with the scene playing out in front of her. There was a level of patriarchy or misogyny at play that she could not get her head around. It was already weird to be attending a finishing school, but just seeing the way the Headmaster and the Headmistress interacted left her feeling strange and wanting nothing to do with the school. If this were not a requirement for the wedding to Reg to move forward, she would walk right out the door and never look back.

		"Let me be clear," the Headmaster said. "There are certain standards we demand of all of our students. And it's obvious that you have not been prepared for this moment, because you have arrived without the proper attire or manner of being. The greeting outside was simply shameful."

		Sam's mouth gaped open, unsure how to respond. How was she supposed to be dressed? How was she supposed to have greeted the heads of the school? Sam had no idea. All Reg did was hire the car to drive her out here. She had been given no warning about what to expect. She had yet to even meet Reg's family, so she could not compare the other women in the Ellison family to herself.

		"I don't understand, sir," Sam said. She had to push back. "I have always been a good student, but I need to know what is expected of me if I am going to be successful here."

		"Humph," the Headmaster grunted.

		"I believe what the Headmaster is trying to say is you have started on the wrong foot," Headmistress Pemberly interjected. "But where he sees failure, I see clay that can be molded. And we will mold you, dear. We will make sure that when you leave this place, you will be the perfect woman for your dear Reginald."

		"I understand, Headmistress," Sam said, not knowing how to refer to the woman before her. She really did not, at least not yet, but she would try. That was all she could do. It was how she had so much success in her previous academic pursuits. Sam was a smart enough woman where trying was all it took to find success. Unfortunately, this was unlike any endeavor she had ever undertaken before. It would take more than just trying to ever graduate from Thatcher's Finishing School for Women.

		"I hope that you do," the Headmaster said. "Because if you do not follow all directions given to you, you will discover your time here to be very difficult, if not impossible. Headmistress Pemberly does not suffer women who do not understand their place."

		Sam gulped, but she nodded along, not wanting to draw the ire of either of the Pemberlys again. She felt as if she was on thin ice already, and she had just arrived. The good and dutiful student inside Sam was going to try to do everything possible to remain a top student.

		"Diane, if you will take Samantha to her room and walk her through her class schedule and all other school rules, that would be much appreciated," the Headmaster said, using the Headmistress' first name. Sam had already figured repeating that name would not be allowed. There was a strictness here that was hard for Sam to accept, but she promised herself to do her best. She was doing all of this for Reg. She was doing this for the man she loved.

		The Headmistress picked up a file off the desk and then walked around to stand beside Sam. "Follow me."

		That was the only order Sam was given, but she knew to follow it. She rose from the chair and followed the Headmistress from the office. They headed toward the stairs, the dormitories being on an upper floor.

		"I will leave you with a map so that you can find your way around. You are expected to be on time to each of your lessons. I am sure you will make friends while you are here. Our girls often remain lifelong friends, which is always nice to see. We girls must support each other out there in the real world."

		Sam simply nodded along, never getting a moment to say anything. It was clear how she was supposed to remain silent. That seemed to be a big thing here. The pupils were supposed to speak infrequently, or so it seemed. Not that Sam had actually managed to meet any of the other students yet. She had no idea what to expect.

		"I know you brought your own suitcase, but all of your clothing will be provided by the school. We have strict dress codes and expect you to be properly attired at all times. Any deviation from the standard is forbidden and will result in severe punishment. And as you have not been prepared for this, I will have Miss Skoble meet with you to go over the basics. Should you fail to adopt the proper deportment, we will have to place you in the remedial courses, which I want to emphasize will not be enjoyable."

		Before Sam knew it, they were on the third floor in a long hallway filled with doors. She assumed they were dorm rooms. There was a part of Sam that wondered if she would be given a roommate. She had not had a roommate since her freshman year of college. And she had not lived in a dormitory situation since she was a sophomore. But she knew she would do what she had to before marrying Reg.

		The Headmistress stopped at a door and turned the knob. "This is your room. We have strict quiet hours beginning at nine in the evening. Miss Skoble will be around soon to catch you up to speed. Your room has an en-suite bathroom for your use. It has already been stocked with everything you will need. And your wardrobe already has all the clothing you will need while here. Your current clothes will need to be deposited in the laundry chute immediately. And don't be surprised if you get visits from other students. We do not have set terms, so students arrive when there is space available and leave when they have completed their training."

		Sam stepped into her room, finding it simply arranged. There was a bed, a vanity, a wardrobe, a small window that overlooked the manor grounds, and an open doorway that led into what was clearly the bathroom. The room was not large. Nor was there any indication that this room would be a place of studying. There was also an awful lot of pink. The walls were pink. The bedspread was pink. The vanity was pink, including the frame around the mirror.

		"This is your class schedule," the Headmistress said, placing the folder she brought with her on the corner of the bed. I'll let you look over it and Miss Skoble can answer any questions you have about it."

		"Thank you, Headmistress," Sam said. She still felt strange calling Mrs. Pemberly by her title at the school, but she was sure she would get used to it.

		"I'll close the door so that you can change your clothes in private." And just like that, the Headmistress left Sam alone.

		"What the fuck?" Sam whispered to herself. She was usually not someone who did much cursing, but given everything she was now facing, it seemed appropriate. She wondered if Reg even understood what this place was like. As a man, he had never needed to attend this school. However, Sam still had no idea what she was facing.

		Opening the wardrobe, Sam found herself looking at blouses and short plaid skirts hanging up. The bottom of the wardrobe was filled with shoes. Every single pair had high heels. Even the pair that was apparently there for exercise had heels higher than anything Sam owned.

		Her hand went to her face, shock seeping into her. The school uniform was a schoolgirl outfit. But when she pulled out one of the blouses to hold it up to her chest, she knew what the real trouble was. The blouse was cropped. No matter what she did, she would be wandering around in a slutty schoolgirl outfit.

		However, as much as Sam saw herself as a feminist, she was also a rules follower. She might not be happy about it, but she would wear the uniform. She would do whatever her teachers and the Headmistress told her to do.

		Sam pulled off her top and then slipped out of her shoes. She stood there wearing her bra and shorts for a moment. The blouses she had been provided with were of various colors. The one she picked up was white. But as soon as she moved to slip on the blouse, she realized it did not have any buttons. None of the blouses had buttons. They were all designed to be tied closed. And with no buttons, that meant she could not wear a bra.

		Sighing, Sam reached behind her and unclipped her bra. It was not like she had large enough breasts to need much support. Once the bra had joined her top on the bed, she slipped the blouse on and tied it off beneath her small breasts. Sam was glad for all that running, because she had a figure that made wearing such a top easier.

		Sam completed the outfit change by slipping her shorts down her legs and then pulling up one of the skirts from the wardrobe. The pink tartan skirt barely reached the tops of her thighs, making it extremely likely she would show off her panties if she bent over without thinking ahead. And then Sam finally slipped her feet into a pair of heels, never having been a fan of walking around barefoot. She preferred wearing high heels to wearing no shoes at all.

		Just as soon as Sam slipped her feet into the heels, shoes that fit her perfectly, there was a knock at the door. Or, more accurately, it sounded like someone was kicking the door. It made Sam jump, surprised with the force of the knock. Was someone mad at her? That did not seem possible. She had only met two people at the school so far, and it seemed unlikely that either the Headmaster or the Headmistress were knocking, especially so hard on the door.

		Knowing there was no sense in hiding, Sam stepped up to the door and turned the knob. It swung inward, with Sam standing partially behind the door as a shield, still not comfortable in her new school uniform.

		However, the moment Sam looked out the door, she was shocked by what she saw. There was a woman there, with long flowing blonde hair and lips that looked like they held a single purpose, that being wrapped around a cock. The woman's breasts were also massive, jutting off her chest and barely contained within her small blouse, tied off just like Sam's.

		But there was a significant difference in their uniforms. While Sam's blouse had short sleeves, this woman's blouse had no sleeves at all. She was completely without arms.

		"Hi, you're the new girl, aren't you?" the woman said, her voice high pitched and breathy. "I thought I heard the Headmistress up here showing someone around and here you are."

		Sam's mouth hung open in shock. She heard the woman's words, guessing she was a few years younger than Sam, but the way her body was built seemed unreal. It was hard to look away from the way the woman's arms were simply absent, even though everything else about her screamed slutty schoolgirl, complete with big, fake tits.

		"Um, yeah, I'm new," Sam finally said, realizing she could not keep staring forever.

		"I guess I'm the welcoming committee," the woman said. "I'm Keela and it's so nice to meet you."

		Sam's initial reaction was to hold out her hand to shake Keela's, but Keela had no hands. It was all very confusing.

		However, it was Keela who noticed the strangeness of the situation. She giggled before she spoke. "It's okay. This is how I greet people."

		Keela stepped forward and pressed her upper body against Sam's. It was awkward, but Keela did not have much of a choice. The movement could have been confused with a hug as well, but again, that was not something Keela could do.

		"I'm Sam," she said when Keela stepped back. "And yes, I'm new. I just finished my bachelor's degree, but before I can marry my fiancé, I was told I have to come here. It's all very confusing, but I want to marry Reg, so I'm doing what I have to do."

		"That's so great, Sammi," Keela said, purposely mispronouncing Sam's preferred name. "I just know we're going to be good friends. But everyone tells me I'm friendly with everyone, so maybe it's just me."

		"Do you want to come in and sit down?" Sam asked. "I can't imagine it's easy to stay standing like that all the time, especially without..."

		"Without arms?" Keela offered. "It's okay. I'm better off without them. Sometimes I still think they're there, like when I have an itch on my nose. You don't even notice how often you touch your face or use your hands when you really shouldn't. And even though I was given a servant to do things like that, I still kept using my hands so it was decided that they needed to come off."

		"Wait, what?" Sam said, shocked by Keela's statement. "You mean you voluntarily had your arms removed? There wasn't a deformity or accident that caused your condition?"

		Keela giggled. "Nope. You see, the women in my family practice what's called extreme leisure. The goal is to do almost nothing for ourselves. My assistant was napping, but I heard you arrive and wanted to say hi."

		Sam ignored the last bit and was stuck on the concept of extreme leisure. "Wait, so you are training yourself to do nothing for yourself, to be completely dependent on a servant or someone else?"

		Keela nodded her head and giggled. "That's right. When I finally graduate here, I'll get fitted with some prosthetic arms that will look real but will be completely useless. But that's not all. There are other procedures I'll have before I finish here. One will fix the focus of my eyes. Right now I can look from side to side and focus at any distance, but someday my eyes will be completely fixed, either open or closed, with no way to change what I'm seeing."

		"That's really extreme," Sam said. "No offense, but I couldn't do that. I wouldn't do that."

		"Oh, it's all right," Keela said. "I've always known it would be this way. In a few more months, I'll be more like a doll than a person, which is just how I want it to be. The only thing I'll probably miss is talking?"

		"Wait, why won't you be able to talk anymore?" Sam was seriously worried for her new friend. Keela was talking about significant body modifications, beyond what she had already done.

		"My vocal cords will be removed," Keela offered. "I'm such a chatterbox, it's for the best. Who would want a doll who can't ever shut up? I guess I have to get all my words out now before they get stuck in my head forever."

		Sam did not know what to say. She had never heard of extreme leisure before. Calling it that made it sound like it was dangerous, which it kind of was. Keela was completely helpless on her own. She had no arms, she could not do anything herself. And given the other surgical enhancements of her body, the breasts in particular, her balance could not have been very good. And she did all of this willingly.

		"Well, I suppose you can talk to me to get all those words out," Sam said, not knowing what else she could. The feminist in her thought this extreme leisure was just another way to control women, to turn them into objects, but Sam also believed that women should be able to control their destiny. If Keela wanted this for herself, who was Sam to argue against it, even if it all seemed so crazy.

		"See? I knew we'd be friends. And I bet you're going to be just perfect for your fiancé when you graduate. This school has, like, a 100 percent track record with making sure we girls leave here perfect for our men and the rest of the world."

		It suddenly hit Sam how she had no idea what was planned for her. There were classes she would need to attend. She knew that. There were going to be lessons, probably having to do with manners and how she held herself. Presumably they would teach her about how to interact with different sorts of people, from different classes. Growing up middle class, Sam had never really considered how to talk to rich people or those in lower classes. There were no such distinctions to her. She tried to treat everyone as an individual, but that was harder to do when there was specific etiquette to follow.

		But more than that, Sam was suddenly faced with the fact that part of her stay at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women might involve surgery. And if it did, she knew Reg would have had a hand in it. He knew. He knew what he was sending her into and he had not prepared her for it.

		A pulse of anger flowed through Sam. She tried to hide it from Keela, but the narrowing of her eyes gave her away.

		"What's the matter, Sammi? Is it something I said? There's a reason why I'll have my cords removed. I'm always getting myself into trouble. My mouth should really only have two purposes, eating and sucking cock."

		Sam's anger faded away from Keela's description. Was that really how she thought of herself? Although, from all that she had done already, it was obvious Keela saw herself as more of an object than an actual person. It was almost scary how she made the changes she had undergone and would undergo sound so reasonable. She had fully internalized her future, accepting it in a way Sam figured she never could. But the idea of being trapped in her own mind, without a way to communicate was more than she could take. If Reg had wanted that, she would have walked right out, running away, even dressed as she now was.

		"It's fine," Sam said, deciding it best to ignore Keela's insistence on calling her Sammi instead of Sam. "I was just realizing how much my fiancé knows what is going to happen to me. I've been in the dark all this time."

		"Oh, you poor girl," Keela said. "This place isn't for everyone, but you really have to be prepared for it." Keela stepped into the room again and pressed her chest against Sam's, doing her best to comfort the new student.

		However, Sam was not fully prepared for Keela's movements. Sam stepped backward, hitting the edge of the bed. But without arms, Keela had no way of stopping herself. Without Sam's body there to hold her up, she went teetering forward until she fell down onto the bed.

		"Uh oh," Keela called out just before she hit the mattress. Her one saving grace was that she had fallen on something soft. This was not her first fall, but it never got any easier.

		"Keela," Sam called out. "Are you okay?"

		"I'm fine," Keela said, panting as her legs flailed helplessly. With enough time, she could have found her way to her feet, but it would have taken time. She always had other people to help her, leaving her unaware how she needed to move her body to return to an upright state.

		"Here, let me help you," Sam reached out and pulled Keela by the shoulders until she was in an upright sitting position on the edge of the bed. But as she did so, the folder with Sam's class schedule in it fell to the floor.

		"Oopsie," Keela said. "Sorry about that. I'd say I'm clumsy, but that's just because, you know..."

		Sam sighed, overwhelmed by the whole situation. She wanted a chance to relax, but she was not in a position to kick Keela out. Sam bent down and picked up the folder, setting it down on the vanity so that it was out of the way.

		However, when Sam looked back at Keela, the strange woman's eyes were wide. This time it was her turn to ask a question.

		"What's wrong?" Sam asked.

		"What are you wearing?" Keela sounded scandalized, but Sam could not understand why.

		"Um, my uniform, I guess," Sam answered. She looked down at herself, seeing the white blouse and pink tartan skirt, plus the heels. They were a little awkward to move in, but Sam was making do.

		"No, under your uniform."

		"You mean my panties?" Sam asked, still confused.

		"Yes, those. They're against the school rules."

		Sam raised her eyebrows, shocked by this piece of news. No panties? It was one thing to wear such a short skirt, but to do so without panties was frightening. But hearing Keela say it struck a chord of truth. If she was supposed to wear panties, the school would have provided her with panties to wear. All of her other clothes had been removed or never delivered. Nothing that Sam had packed for her stay at the school had been given to her. She was completely dependent on the school for everything she needed.

		"I'm serious," Keela said, although it was hard to take anything she said seriously. "You need to take them off before anyone else finds out you are wearing them. If Miss Skoble or the Headmistress find out, you could be in big trouble. And if you need proof, I can show you. I can't remember the last time I wore underwear. Just the idea of it feels wrong."

		Keela shuddered as she made her point, causing her big tits on her chest to jiggle and shake.

		Sam sighed again, feeling worn down from all of this. She wanted to scream, but the fear of punishment was strong. And even though Sam was beginning to think she needed to escape the school, even if there was only an inkling of an idea in her head, her need to follow the rules still won out. Plus, there was her desire for Reg. She had not completely given up on the idea that he was clueless about what she faced here at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women.

		"No, I believe you," Sam said, although she realized with Keela sitting with her legs pressed together, all she would need to do as proof of her lack of panties was to spread her legs.

		Instead, Sam reached up beneath her skirt and shimmied her hips as she pulled her panties down. She had to step out of her heels to get them all the way off, but that only took a moment and before she knew it, her panties had joined the rest of her clothes down the laundry chute. And it was only now that Sam realized she would probably not see any of those clothes again. They were not getting washed as she had hoped. They were getting thrown out with the trash.

		"That's much better," Keela said with a genuine smile on her face. "You'll be a proper Thatcher girl in no time."

		Sam did not know what to say. Her mind was awash in fears and concerns. Plus, everything was tinged with lingering anger over what Reg might or might not have known about this place. It was all so confusing. And the school was nothing like what she had expected for a finishing school. This place did not teach manners and etiquette for polite society. If Keela was any indication, it transformed students into someone else. Sam just did not know what that something else would mean for her.

		"Oh, there you are Keela," said a woman who could not have been more than a few years older than Sam. And like with all the women Sam had met at the school so far, this new woman also sported large breasts. That seemed to be a defining feature of the women here. "Your attendant was looking for you. I guess you wandered off without her knowing."

		"Hi, Miss Skoble," Keela said cheerfully. "I was just meeting the new student. Sammi seems really nice and she's going to be such a good girl. I just know it."

		Sam stood there connecting the dots. This was Miss Skoble. This was the woman who would help Sam fit in and acclimate to her class schedule.

		Before Miss Skoble introduced herself to Sam, she stepped back into the hallway and waved to someone out of sight. "Keela is in here."

		"Looks like it's time to go back to my room," Keela said to Sam. "It was nice meeting you. I just know we're going to be great friends."

		"It was nice meeting you, too," Sam said as a third woman stepped into view. She was not endowed like the others, and she wore a gray dress with white hems. Without a second thought, this other woman stepped into Sam's room and went straight to Keela.

		Keela just sat there as the woman attendant went to work. It was clear to Sam that Keela was used to this. She made no effort to help her attendant pull her up to standing. It was only once her legs were fully under her that she tried to actually bear her own weight. Then with the attendant's hand on her back, Keela walked out of Sam's room, not even looking back at Sam.

		"That was so weird," Sam muttered to herself, forgetting how now that Keela was gone, Miss Skoble was about to introduce herself.

		"Keela is a special student," Miss Skoble said. "She is what we call a long-term student, partly because of the extensive work that needs to be done to her body, but also because she has so much to learn. Even though she has been nurtured into this role, Keela needs a lot of time to get to her personal graduation point."

		"How long has she been here?"

		"Over two years, although part of that time has been off site for her more extensive operations. The arms require more skill than our surgeons could handle, but she certainly seems happier without them."

		"Yeah," Sam said, almost wistful. She did not want that for herself, but she had never imagined someone would prefer to have no arms, to see it as a positive. But Sam had never been faced with such extremes either. "She did seem happy."

		"Enough about Keela," Miss Skoble said, changing the subject. "Samantha, my name is Miss Skoble, as you probably already figured out. But I understand Keela called you Sammi. That is in your file as a possible nickname."

		"Actually, it's Sam." She wanted to start out with the correct name. It was bad enough that the Headmistress and now Keela insisted on other names. Samantha felt too stuffy and Sammi was a non-starter to begin with.

		"You're not going to like hearing this, but that won't be an option while you are here."

		"Wait, why?" Sam asked. "It's never been a problem before. And if this is Reg's doing, he's always called me Sam."

		Miss Skoble shrugged her shoulders. "We have to go by what we have on file. And unless you want to choose a nickname that has nothing to do with your actual name, you're stuck with us either calling you Samantha or Sammi. I know what Keela has already chosen to use for you."

		"Whatever," Sam said, shutting down her interest in playing along and instead finding a need to rebel, to take a stand. "This is all bullshit if you ask me. I only came here, because I thought I'd spend a few weeks learning about manners and etiquette for upper-class society, but instead I find out this is just a place for women to have their whole lives subverted. I mean Keela? She's being turned into a helpless doll. Who the fuck does that? I mean, it's one thing to get breast implants and lip filler and all of that, but she's willingly had her arms removed just because she kept scratching her fucking nose. This place is twisted."

		Miss Skoble chuckled. "You have no idea."

		"Then why? Why am I here? Why are you here? What if I decide this stupid shit with the slutty schoolgirl outfits is too much and makes me not want to marry Reg? That's why I'm here. He asked me to marry him and I said yes, but then his family sets up this visit here and now I realize I could be here for months."

		Sam paced around the room, turning back and forth, only able to take a few steps between turning around again. And each time she did, her short skirt rode up, proving she had done away with the panties as she was supposed to have.

		"I'm sorry, Miss Skoble. I just got here and already I'm upset. I didn't know it was going to be this bad."

		Even though Sam was angry and upset, she still felt the need to apologize. She still felt the need to follow the rules. That was how she had found success in school before. She just did what the teachers and professors said and she was rewarded for it. So even as she wanted to make a stand for herself, she still felt the need to apologize for it.

		"It's okay, Samantha. We have all been there. And you're right to be upset. Some of us have been here for years. I've been here since I was twenty-one, but I've learned to love it."

		"Why though?" Sam asked. "Why did you come here and why did you stay?"

		"We all have our reasons," Miss Skoble said. "I was not unlike you once, here because I planned to marry into a family that required me to come here for finishing school. But my fiancé had an accident. The wedding did not happen. But I actually discovered I liked it here. And when my training was complete, I asked to stay on, to help other women, like me and like yourself, find meaning in their future lives."

		"So you can make more Keelas?"

		"Keela is a different breed. And I wish she had not been so bold to introduce herself right away. I'm sure her attendant is punishing her now as we speak. A few spankings and she'll know better from now on."

		Sam did not want to think about that, to imagine the helpless Keela bent over her attendant's lap, getting spanked for simply being curious and kind. And to think all of that would be gone eventually. She would be completely shut away from society, unable to communicate. And she was actually looking forward to it. If there was anyone who had been brainwashed in this place, it had to be Keela.

		"But that's enough about Keela," Miss Skoble continued. "I'm here to talk about you and your schedule. Have you had a chance to look at your class schedule yet?"

		Sam stopped at her vanity and picked up the folder. "No, not yet."

		"Have a seat and I can walk you through it."

		Sam sat down at the vanity, still the dutiful student. Even now, when it felt like her future, her sense of self, hung in the balance, she still followed the rules. She still followed directions.

		Even though Miss Skoble was already aware of Sam's schedule, she still opened the folder to look at it. "You have a pretty simple schedule, but it will keep you busy. Even though the Ellisons have an extensive staff that take care of nearly everything in the household, you are still to learn cooking, baking, and cleaning skills. That will take up a large bulk of your time here. You also have a sex-education class. That is basically required for all students here. Thatcher girls never say no and they are always ready for whatever the men in their lives demand of them."

		Sam swallowed hard, hearing all of this for the first time. It was a lot to take in. She was supposed to learn these skills, even though it seemed unlikely she would ever actually put them to use. But if she had to, she would become the perfect housewife for Reg.

		While in college together, Reg and Sam had discussed their future together. Reg had been rather quiet about it, now that she thought about it. It had been Sam who had done most of the talking. All of that talk about having a career, working to make the world a better place. Was all of that just her tilting at windmills? Had her future been dictated instead when she agreed to marry him?

		Instead, it seemed like Reg wanted a woman who was a fully capable housewife, but who had the body of a trophy wife. That was Sam's assessment considering how every woman she had met, beside Keela's attendant, all had massive breasts.

		Sam was not against breast implants, at least in theory. Having always been small, she had wondered what it would be like to have a more prominent bust. However, the idea of having surgery for that always seemed like too much. The risk was not worth the reward. But given everything Sam had seen so far, she could only guess that such surgery would be in her future, whether she wanted to or not.

		"I've had sex before," Sam admitted. "And I know all that stuff about birth control and the like. I'm not sure I need more sex-education."

		"Thatcher girls are prized for their knowledge of everything sexual," Miss Skoble countered. "And while you may view yourself as experienced, I can be relatively sure that you are not. There are whores who don't know as much about sex and the pleasures that can be provided to the male body that Thatcher girls come away from here knowing."

		Sam just sat there, stone faced. She did not know what to say to that. This was all so overwhelming for her.

		"After your sex-ed class, you will have your manners and etiquette class," Miss Skoble continued. "That will feel more like what you expected. However, I think you will find your etiquette class to be different from what you expected. You will learn about which fork to eat with in your cooking class. The etiquette class is to help instill proper deportment, a proper understanding of a woman and a wife in upper-class society. You will learn just how important your role is as a pleasure giver to your future husband, and how you are an intricate part of the male dominated world. And when you are done, here, I am guessing you will not only be ready to serve your future husband, Reginald, but be an active advocate for such a life, preserving the patriarchy that brought you here."

		"No," Sam said. "I can't. I won't. You can't make me. I'm an adult woman and I will not go through with this. I'm sure if I just talk to Reg, we'll figure this out."

		"Is that how it's going to be?" Miss Skoble asked. "Are you going to be difficult? Because we can send you to the remedial classes, starting right now."

		Sam's eyes went wide at the mention of remedial classes. She had no idea what they were, but as someone who was always at the top of her class, the idea of attending anything labeled remedial scared her. It felt as if it were against her nature. Anything remotely academic always came naturally to her. And it was that reason why she felt that this was all wrong. She feared the threat of remedial classes, but she also feared not being able to use her education in the future. If Reg wanted a housewife or a trophy wife, she was not the woman for him. If only he had been honest with her from the start, this whole thing could have been avoided.

		Before Reg told Sam about the finishing school and her need to attend before the wedding, she had planned to take a big internship at a top firm in the country. The goal was to turn that into a top-flight career. Everyone seemed to be impressed with Sam's abilities. It seemed natural for her to find success in the world of work. And all she had to do was follow the rules and do what she was told. It was not that different from school to her.

		Now, all of that was out the window. Sam faced a life very different from the one she had planned for herself. If she married Reg, it seemed like a career might be out of the question. Miss Skoble had said it herself. She would turn her back on her feminist ideals and adopt those of the patriarchy. Not that Sam could imagine herself doing such a thing. She could not imagine ever giving up the chance of a career or cheering on women as they turned themselves into conduits for male pleasure. She refused to believe she would ever do such a thing.

		"I really don't think remedial classes will be necessary," Sam said. Her fear of remedial classes pushed her to conform, at least for now. "I can hold myself in check. I'll stick it out and we'll see what happens."

		"I'll hold you to that," Miss Skoble said. "Otherwise, I suggest you rest. You've got a big day tomorrow. I'll make sure some food is brought to your room. Tomorrow you can join your new classmates in the mess hall. And if you don't shape up, we have some new tools courtesy of the Kaisha America Corporation to try out. I'm actually hoping you do give us a hard time, just so I can play a little. Have a good night."

		Without another word from Sam, Miss Skoble left the room, closing the door behind her. She first pulled out a key and locked the door. Sam would be getting no more surprise visitors. Keela had very nearly ruined everything. It was too early to introduce Sam to extreme leisure. Not that the Ellisons were interested in such matters. It was costly to have servants there to handle everything for a woman.

		However, Miss Skoble was not done there. She used the same key to open a panel on the wall beside the door. There were electronics behind the panel. All it took was a simple switch and everything was set.

		On the other side of the door, Sam got up from the chair at the vanity and let herself fall down onto the bed. She had to pull at her skirt to keep her modesty, although there was no one who could see her there. Or so she assumed. Given the older style of the manor, Sam had no idea the electronic upgrades that had been made. Students were always under observation, especially new students. It was a minor miracle that Keela had evaded detection before she had been.

		However, as Sam laid there, she missed the imperceptible hiss from hidden speakers. It was a special tone, devised by new corporate partners of the school, using technology to improve the results for students, decreasing their instructional time and helping ensure all students made progress toward eventual graduation.

		And as that hiss grew louder, Sam found her eyes dipping shut, her mind opening to new ideas and new revelations of what she wanted in life. The goal for Sam, without her knowing it, was she would feel much different toward the school and her participation in classes in the morning. And the first step was already going to plan.
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		It was Sammi who woke up the next morning, having virtually no recollection of what had happened to her after Miss Skoble left her room. She opened her eyes, having changed into a tiny nightgown before going to bed. The sleepwear was form fitting and just passed the curve of her ass. It was also low-cut enough to show off the little cleavage she had.

		"It's going to be a great day," Sammi said as she climbed out of bed and padded into her en-suite bathroom. Her brown hair looked a little frazzled from her deep sleep, but a shower and time spent in front of her vanity would do her some good. Then it would be off to breakfast.

		Sammi had a vague feeling she had not always been such an eager student. Or, more accurately, she had a feeling she had not always been eager to learn how to best please Reg. That was what this was all about. She wanted to be her best for her fiancé. She loved him unconditionally and she knew he felt the same way. But there was always room for improvement and that was what attending Thatcher's Finishing School for Women was all about. When she finished her time in school, she would be the perfect woman for him. That was all she wanted.

		But it went deeper than that. Sammi understood how she had not always wanted to be called Sammi or Samantha. She understood that she had once been a strong feminist and would stand up for what she believed in. It all seemed so silly to her now. She wanted to be feminine and stand up for the things Reg believed in.

		And so she turned her back on calling herself Sam. That had been drilled into her overnight, choosing to be sweet and feminine with a name like Sammi instead of the more opinionated and almost masculine Sam. Not that she had been masculine before, but her femininity had never been a defining characteristic for her before. Now it definitely was, even if she had no idea why.

		Sammi pulled off her nightgown and pushed into the laundry chute built into the wall. It was so nice not to have to worry about doing her own laundry. The school took care of all of that for her. That had been a big difference between now and her recently concluded college years. Earning her bachelors was not just about completing a course of study, but learning to be an adult. However, this finishing school was about preparing her for her future life with Reg. And that life did not require her to worry about activities and situations that most people had to worry about. Her job was to look pretty and please her future husband in any way he saw fit.

		However, as Sammi quickly showered, her mind wandered to what she remembered from yesterday. There had been Keela. Sammi still thought the whole scenario with her was bizarre, but she no longer recoiled in the same way as before. Sammi was even a little jealous of Keela's enhanced breasts. They had been so big and round, made to look even bigger against her thinner frame, without arms to add to her silhouette. And even more important was how much Keela seemed to enjoy herself. She really was an optimist about it all. That was something Sammi decided to try to replicate. Whatever this school threw at her, she would take with a smile, trying to enjoy it as much as possible.

		After her shower, Sammi dressed in her school uniform. The tiny blouse tied off below her small breasts felt far more natural than it had originally. The short skirt, sans panties, did, too. And the accompanying high heels, even though they were taller than anything she had worn before, still felt good on her feet, at least for now.

		But Sammi was not done yet. She was not ready to go to breakfast yet. She needed to make her hair and makeup presentable. Sammi's hair was brown and shoulder length. She normally wore it down or in a ponytail. Today, however, she opted for pigtails. It just felt natural to go along with her schoolgirl uniform. And the light dusting of makeup, highlighted her feminine features. The pink lipstick was more bold, but that was only because Sammi felt the need to make up for her otherwise thin lips. Keela did not need to wear bold lipstick, because she already had big, pouty lips.

		Just as Sammi finished putting on her lipstick, a knock came at the door. Unlike yesterday when it sounded like someone was trying to break in, the knock was far more reserved.

		"Just a moment," Sammi called out as she gave her reflection in the mirror one last look. She wanted to look perfect for her first day of classes. She wanted to make a good impression. Her dutiful nature once again on full display.

		When Sammi opened the door, she expected to see Miss Skoble or even the Headmistress. Instead, she found herself looking into the smiling faces of two fellow students. The first had tits like every other woman Sammi had met since she arrived. They were big, although not so big they risked making the woman fall over.

		The other woman, on the other hand, was almost as flat as Sammi was. It was actually a relief to see a woman who did not have an insanely deep valley of cleavage on display.

		"Hi, you must be Sammi, the new girl." It was the woman with the tits who spoke. It was really the only way to tell the two women apart. They were both blonde and wore the same style of schoolgirl uniform as Sammi did. There were slight variations in color, but not in style.

		"Yes, that's me," Sammi said.

		"I'm Penny," the woman with the tits said.

		"And I'm Maddi."

		"We wanted to know if you wanted to eat breakfast with us," Penny said. "We both remember what it was like to be new once."

		Sammi smiled, grateful for Penny and Maddi showing her kindness like this. Some schools were known for being cliquish, but so far, Thatcher's Finishing School for Women was filled with the nicest people Sammi could remember meeting. Everyone had been kind to her.

		"I'd love that," Sammi said, still smiling. "Thanks."

		She followed Penny and Maddi down the hallway toward the stairs. They went down two flights of stairs before they ended up in the mess hall. It was a large room with long wooden tables and benches. Students, all dressed like Sammi and her new friends, milled about. Some ate. Others chatted. It all seemed like such a happy place. Sammi really did feel lucky to be among such nice people.

		"I was the last new girl," Maddi said. "I've been here for about a month so far. So if you ever have any questions, feel free to ask."

		"Or me," Penny said. "I've been here far longer. I got my tits last month, just before Maddi arrived."

		"She's close to graduation," Maddi explained. "For most girls, the tits are the last thing we get before we can graduate."

		"But they never tell us when that is until we have our last exam."

		"Last exam?" Sammi asked. She did not like the sound of that. After all the hard work she had put in to earn her college degree, she was not looking forward to more tests.

		"You'll see soon enough," Penny said. "Miss Skoble suggested we show you the ropes, since we have the same class schedules right now."

		"We get to hang out, like all the time," Maddi added. "Isn't that great? I just know we're going to be such good friends, even on the outside."

		Sammi found herself nodding her head, listening to the two students talk about their lives. Maddi was like Sammi. She was engaged and she needed to complete her education here before the wedding could take place. Penny, on the other hand, was already married. She and her husband, Garret, had eloped, but once his family found out what they had done, they insisted Penny attend finishing school.

		"It's hard being away from Garret," Penny said, "but I know it will be worth it in the end. I can't wait to see him for my graduation."

		Sammi found herself reminiscing fondly about Reg. Her earlier disgust and anger was forgotten. Her new attitude helped her see her time at finishing school as an opportunity. Reg was going to make sure she was the perfect wife for him, both a housewife in a pinch and a trophy wife. She would be completely dependent on him and his whims, but he would take care of her as she took care of him, giving him everything she had, including her body.

		When breakfast was over, the three new friends walked together to the home economics class. It was strange to call it economics, because no actual economics was used. Instead, it was a class that taught students how to cook, bake, and clean.

		"Welcome, Sammi," the teacher said with a smile as they walked into the classroom. It actually looked more like a massive kitchen, with multiple ovens and cooktops. Each student had their own work space. No sharing would be required. "I'm Miss Irwin."

		"Hello, Miss Irwin," Sammi said dutifully. "It's a pleasure to be here."

		"Penny, show Sammi to a spot so we can begin today's lesson."

		"Yes, Miss Irwin," Penny said, equally as dutiful.

		As soon as the three women had chosen workstations near each other, Miss Irwin began class. "Today we will be baking a cake from scratch. For those who need it, recipe cards are available. For the rest of you, you may begin."

		Sammi had never been much of a cook or a baker. She definitely needed a recipe for almost everything she cooked. And that was perfectly fine. This was not a class to teach people how to become amazing chefs. It was simply a class to teach the skill of cooking, baking, and cleaning, with directions if needed. It was to make sure that should any of the women in the class needed to bake a cake, they had the tools necessary to do it.

		Throughout the class, Sammi idly chatted with her new friends. There was no need for complete silence. Sammi did realize that this was not a class that Keela would need to take. Her extreme leisure would prevent her from doing anything like this. But Sammi found a certain simplicity in her task as she created the cake batter from scratch, according to the recipe card she had gotten from Miss Irwin.

		And along the way, Sammi learned more about her new friends. Penny had been Ivy League educated, but she professed to remember nothing from that time. Anything before she met Garret was a complete blank to her. As it turned out, Penny was a couple years older than Sammi, but it was not obvious by looking at her. Whatever the beauty surgeons had done, they had done good work.

		But the idea of not remembering her past was almost enough for Sammi to comment. It was a scary thought, to become a blank slate. Yet, despite all of that, Penny seemed happy. She seemed eager to finally graduate. She was close, although no one ever knew how long it would take. Keela had been there longer than Penny and they knew Keela would be there after Penny left.

		Maddi remained more quiet about her past. Sammi wanted to know more about her friend, but she also did not want to pry if it was unwelcome. Sammi understood that it might be better to be in the dark than to upset Maddi for some reason. All that mattered was how all three women were working their way toward being their perfect selves.

		Sammi was more open about everything. She held nothing back. She spoke about Reg of course. He was her world. And she shared how much she wanted to become his feminine ideal. She wanted to become perfect for him. That was why she agreed to come to finishing school. Even if that had not been her reasoning yesterday, she saw no issue with any of it.

		Unfortunately, Sammi's cake did not come out quite as she had hoped. Penny's was perfect and at least Maddi's tasted good. They did not eat the entirety of their cakes, but they each sampled each other's creation with a single bite. Everyone agreed how Sammi's cake needed work.

		"Don't worry, Sammi," Miss Irwin said. "You'll get the hang of it soon enough. Everyone struggles at first."

		"Thanks, Miss Irwin," Sammi said, her initial dejection replaced with a small smile.

		After their morning class, the trio went to lunch together. While they ate, they continued sharing about their lives and goals. All three of them wanted to be the perfect women for their men.

		But as they ate, Sammi spotted Keela. The armless girl was there with her attendant, being fed. Sammi waved, but then remembered Keela could not wave back. All Keela was able to do was nod her head ever so slightly between bites that were spoon fed into her mouth.

		"I met Keela yesterday," Sammi said. "She's kind of weird, isn't she?"

		"No more than any of the rest of us," Penny said authoritatively. "Every girl who passes through these halls is expected to live a life of some kind of leisure. Keels just takes it to an extreme, but there's nothing wrong with that."

		"I suppose you're right," Sammi said. "And I hate to gossip about her. She seemed really nice when she visited me yesterday. But apparently she escaped from her attendant. She fell on my bed and I had to help her sit up."

		The other two girls giggled.

		"She's always getting herself into trouble," Maddi said. "I'm sure we've all picked Keela up a time or two. I've only done it once, but I haven't been here that long."

		If Sammi questioned how the school was organized, with students coming and going outside of any set schedule, she would have to admit how difficult it would be for her right now without the leadership Penny showed her. It was important to have a guide. But Thatcher's Finishing School for Women was not a cookie cutter establishment. It did not turn out identical women. While there were some similarities, like a lot of blonde hair and big, fake boobs, each student graduated on their own timeline. Sammi had no idea how long she would be there for, but she was willing to do whatever it took to be complete for Reg. To be perfect.

		As lunch came to a close, the trio left the mess hall for the sex education classroom. Sammi was not sure of what to expect, but the moment they reached the classroom, Penny squealed.

		"Garret. You're here."

		Standing just outside the classroom was a man. Other than the Headmaster, Sammi knew all the employees were women. And as Penny jumped into her husband's arms, the teacher stepped out of the classroom to address the commotion.

		"Yes, girls, it's graduation day for Penny," the teacher said. "Now everyone get inside so we can begin class."

		But when Sammi walked by her, the teacher reached out and placed a hand on Sammi's shoulder. "Welcome dear. My name is Miss Conrad. With Penny graduating, today will not be a normal class, but it will still be good to see what you have to look forward to."

		"Thank you, Miss Conrad," Sammi said before she continued into the classroom and took a seat at a desk, sitting next to Maddi.

		Even though the classroom was filled with desks for all the students, it was not a regular classroom. There was a stage up front with a bed on it, positioned for all to see. Unlike every other sex education class Sammi had experienced, this one apparently came with demonstrations.

		Just the idea of watching people have sex was enough to turn Sammi on. She felt heat building in her core. It was not something that was unfamiliar, but it also was not so common as this. Sammi had no idea how all the food served to the girls was drugged with aphrodisiacs. She had only eaten a handful of meals, so the effects were less, but her classmates were soaking in sexual hormones, leaving them more turned on than ever. And this was a daily occurrence for all of them. Sammi was just getting the first tastes of it.

		Miss Conrad stepped up to the front of the room and cleared her throat. Like Miss Skoble, Miss Conrad was a busty blonde. Her proportions were unreal compared to what Sammi knew of women in the outside. Here, big tits were normal. And already that normality was getting to her. Sammi looked down at her own meager chest, wishing she had bigger boobs. At least Maddi was equally as small. It gave Sammi a small sense of solidarity.

		"Good afternoon, girls," Miss Conrad said once the room fell silent. "Today is a special day. One of our own is graduating. And you know that means. Our friend, Penny, or Penelope Watson as she is known on the outside world, is set to leave us. But not before she shows us and her husband what she has learned in our class."

		Sammi's face turned red at the realization that she was about to watch her friend have sex. And yet, despite the blushing embarrassment, Sammi's pussy responded in kind, almost gushing at the thought, wishing it could be her up on stage, sucking and fucking like a pro, with Reg there with her.

		Just thinking about Reg distracted Sammi. She ached for him, more than she ever had before. It could be months before she saw him again. And while those months would be important, it would still be hard to go so long without him.

		But thinking about Reg only highlighted how happy she was for Penny. They had only been friends for half a day, but it already felt like a lifetime. She had learned so much from Penny and they were both going through the same thing. They were both on similar journeys. They were comrades in femininity.

		"Penny, you can bring Mr. Watson in now," the teacher called out.

		Penny appeared a moment later, practically dragging Garret into the room. She was so eager to show him what she had learned. And from the way Penny's lipstick was smudged, along with the mark next to Garret's lips, it was obvious how they had just been making out moments earlier.

		Miss Conrad stepped aside and let Penny take center stage.

		"I'm so glad you could be here today," Penny said to her husband. Even though there was an audience of like-minded students, Penny acted as if she was all alone with her man. In her mind, the outside world did not matter. It was just her and Garret. That was all that mattered to her now. "I've missed you so much."

		"I've missed you, too," Garret said. His voice was rich and deep. He was so sexy. At least Sammi thought so. In her mind, Reg still won out, but it was close. All men of wealth and power were sexy to her now.

		"And I want to show you what I've learned," Penny said. "May I?"

		Garret nodded and Penny sank gracefully to her knees in front of him. She reached out with long nails and licked her plump lips as she freed her husband's cock. It sprang free, almost hitting Penny in the nose. Garret was turned on, too.

		Sammi gasped when she saw it. It was like nothing she had ever seen before. Penny was obviously an experienced woman, having had sex with Garret before. It was easy to see how much Penny loved sex. And it was easy to see how much Garret wanted his wife. Even with an audience, she showed such power and confidence. His cock was hard and ready.

		And then Penny opened her lips and leaned forward, taking her husband into her mouth. She moaned as her tongue ran along the underside of his shaft. Penny looked as if she was in heaven for just taking her husband's cock into her mouth.

		"Such a good, slutty wife," Garret groaned as Penny went to work. She had learned so much in her classes with Miss Conrad. She had perfected her blowjob technique, doing more than Sammi could even imagine. It was all so hot, seeing Penny work so hard to please the man she loved.

		Sammi glanced toward Maddi and saw her friend gently fingering herself. Sammi then looked around the room to see all the girls doing it. Their hands were pushed up under the short hem of their skirts, their pussies and clits so easily accessible.

		"It's okay, Sammi," Miss Conrad cooed in the new student's ear. Sammi jumped, not having heard the teacher approach from behind. "Using your fingers in this class is encouraged. Rub away. But we have one rule in this class. We don't give ourselves orgasms. Touch, but don't cum."

		Sammi did not move as she continued to watch the blowjob taking place in front of her. Penny's hollowed cheeks made it all so much hotter, especially when she forced her lips all the way to the base of Garret's cock. The bulge in the graduating student's throat was both scary and hot at the same time.

		When Sammi did not move her fingers to her hot sex, Miss Conrad stepped in. She grabbed Sammi's hand and guided it beneath her skirt.

		I soft moan escaped Sammi's lips when she felt the wetness there. Her pussy was dripping. She had never been so turned on as she was right now. And it was only a few minutes into her first sex-ed class. But it was not the class itself that was having this effect on her. It was seeing Penny performing the blowjob that got her going. This was a girl she knew. This was someone she respected. And while a blowjob felt like a debasement before, now it felt different. It felt hot.

		Even though Sammi was not thinking about her uniform anymore, what with all the students dressed in the same way, if she had been thinking about it, she would have had a better understanding of why so little of her body was covered. Sammi was hot. She felt hot. Her body was hot. Her mind felt hot. And the cool air in the classroom only siphoned away a small part of that heat. But it was helpful nonetheless.

		"So fucking good," Garret groaned as he enjoyed his wife's ministrations. He ran his hands through her hair, giving her bits of guidance along the way. It had been so long since she had last had his actual cock inside of her, it took her a moment to remember what he liked most.

		Penny had exclusively used dildos modeled after her husband's cock. Sammi would get the same thing, with dildos modeled after Reg's cock. All the attached girls got that. But fake cocks were poor replacements for the real thing. The simulation could not fully make up for a lack of real cock for so long.

		However, Penny was ready to graduate. She had learned everything the school could teach her. She might not have been the kind of woman who would run a Fortune 500 company or even serve as a secretary without making mistakes, but she could adapt to the real thing when she was finally present with it.

		And even though Penny could receive no direct pleasure from sucking her husband's cock, she still performed with an eagerness that even Sammi found impressive. Penny received pleasure from knowing she was giving pleasure. It was as simple as that.

		But it was not enough to just give her husband a blowjob. The graduation ceremony was more than that. It required Penny to show off all of her skills. So just when Garret was on the edge, moments away from filling her mouth, Penny pulled back, leaving him groaning with desire.

		Garret gasped as Penny rose to her feet, keeping a hand on his still hard cock. She wanted to keep him hard. She needed to keep him ready so he could fuck her properly. She needed him to fuck her so she could graduate.

		With Penny back on her feet, she used her free hand to slowly unbutton Garret's shirt. He simply stood there, letting his wife do all the work. This was what she had been training for. This was part of her new purpose. Penny might have been a powerful and capable woman at one point, but now she was his wife, designed to look pretty and give him every pleasure he can imagine.

		Sammi was amazed at Penny's abilities. She was able to keep her husband hard, right on the edge, while also removing his clothing. And once his clothing had been deposited on the edge of the bed, her own soon followed.

		Penny pulled at the knot below her tits, freeing the twin globes on her chest for her husband. This was the first time he had seen them in person, having only been given a chance to see them via photograph and video before this.

		Garret reached up with both hands to grab hold of his wife's tits as she shrugged off her blouse. And as he played with her body, she slid her skirt down over her ass, stepping out of it and leaving it on the floor. And all the while, her husband played with her big tits.

		Sammi watched as Garret led Penny onto the bed. This was his time to shine. She had demonstrated her mouth and throat abilities. Now it was his turn to fuck his wife, to pierce her with his hard cock, slamming into her and treating her like the piece of meat she had willingly turned herself into.

		And as Sammi watched, she needed less and less of Miss Conrad's encouraging movements. She took over for herself, rubbing her pussy, circling her clit, with her nimble fingers. This was not enough to make her cum, but as her arousal continued to build, she got closer and closer to the edge. But it was an edge she would treat as an impenetrable barrier. She would not cum, even if her body was calling out to her, demanding relief. Sammi followed directions. Not even the events of the night before could erase her rule following desires completely.

		Not that they needed to either. The program that had helped turn Sam into Sammi used those rule-following tendencies against her. It was so much easier when she accepted all of this, hoping to make herself better.

		Even though Garret was interested in his wife's tits, he guided her onto the bed, putting her on her hands and knees. He wanted to fuck her like a bitch in heat. And Penny wanted it however he wanted it. She would do anything for him. Anything to become his perfect wife.

		Garret slammed his cock into his willing wife. Penny gasped and squealed as pleasure flooded her body. Her arms collapsed beneath her, but that only made it all the hotter. Her pussy was perfectly presented to her husband. And he used it as was his right. He pounded Penny from behind, enjoying every moment of fucking his wife. This was what he had always wanted. And now he had a perfectly docile wife, eager to do exactly what he wanted.

		And it did not hurt that she now had the body of a porn star. Penny was her husband's personal porn star. It was all she wanted to be for him. This was how she would serve her purpose. Her big tits were for him. Her small waist was for him. Her long, blonde hair was for him. It was all for him. She was for him. And Penny could not imagine a better life for herself. She had trained for this moment.

		After the expert blowjob, Garret could not last for much longer. He roared as he came, grabbing Penny by the hips and unleashing a torrent of hot, white cum into her body.

		But it was not just Garret that came. Penny came, too. She screamed out in orgasmic ecstasy as pleasure flooded her body in a cascade, wave after wave flowing through her. Penny's eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her mind all but shut down.

		When Penny came back to reality, she felt her husband's softening cock slide out of her pussy. She would have been perfectly willing to go another round. Or multiple rounds. Even after what felt like cumming her brains out, she was ready to do it again. And under normal circumstances, that was what would happen.

		However, this was not just sex. This was Penny's graduation from Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. This was her final test. And Penny had passed with flying colors.

		She had given up significant thoughts and responsibilities to become her husband's personal bimbo, a hot piece of ass who was best used for sex and personal pleasure. And Penny wanted nothing more than that. She loved Garret and wanted to serve him forever.

		But as Penny still laid there, looking up at her husband who had already moved off the bed, it was the joy of the class that hit her. There was a rush for the stage. All of Penny's now former classmates pushed forward, eager to congratulate the new graduate. And Sammi was right there, happy for her friend. They had only known each other for a few hours, but it felt like years.

		And as the still nude Penny was surrounded by her classmates, Sammi began to dream of a moment like this for herself. This had been the perfect first day. Not only had she made terrific friends, but she had been able to see what it would take to finally graduate. She now saw the end result. And while her own time at the school would no doubt be different from Penny's, she knew the end result would be the same. Sammi wanted to get fucked by Reg in front of everyone. It would show that she was ready. That she was his perfect future wife. That she was his bimbo. And it would cement their relationship forevermore.

		For Penny, this was the end of her journey at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. But for Sammi, this was just the beginning. She understood what was required of her now. And knowing how her time at the school would end meant she could work harder to reach it. She wanted to be reunited with Reg. She wanted to be his plaything. She wanted to be his trophy. She wanted to be his bimbo. And soon enough, she would be. Sammi would guarantee it.
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