
        
            
                
            
        

    








 

Transformed 

By Nan Gilbert and Carole Jean 

carolejeanppa@hotmail.com 

Illustrated by Juan Puyal 

Kindle Edition 

Copyright © 2015 by Carole Jean All Rights Reserved No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted  in  any  form  by  any  means  including photocopying,  recording,  or  any  other  electronic  or mechanical  methods,  or  by  any  information  storage  and retrieval system without the prior written permission of the publisher,  except  in  the  case  of  very  brief  quotations embodied  in  reviews  and  other  noncommercial  uses permitted by copyright law. 





- 1 - 



 



Prequel 

Nan  Gilbert  created  the  characters  of  Vernon,  an  eighteen  your  old  boy,  who  has been delivered to Mrs. Hartley the owner and headmistress of a boarding school. Miss Hartley has a nineteen-year-old daughter Angela, and a maid named Elise. 

Vernon and Angela get into some mischief and are spanked. They conspire to take their revenge on Elsie and their plan goes badly wrong. Vernon is subjected to petticoat punishment and Elsie is to become a maid. 

"Good morning Verna," said Mrs. Hartley, "I hope you slept well." 

"Yes thank you, M’m," mumbled Vernon, watching her ladling out thick porridge. He sat down and began to eat. 

"You look unhappy child," said Mrs. Hartley brightly. "Never mind, that will all pass when you settle down. The other girls are coming back soon. In fact,  a  few  of  them  will  be  here  tonight,  and  two  of  the  mistresses.  The others come tomorrow and the day after, then we can all be ready for the new term." 

Vernon  made  no  reply,  but went  on  eating his porridge. With  his tight corset, he found it difficult to get it down. At last his plate was empty, and he drank the milk by the side of his plate. 

"Finished?" asked Mrs. Hartley, looking up from her plate of bacon and eggs. She handed him a cardboard bound book. "Then here are the school rules. You may go into the garden and study them." 

Vernon opened the book, saw it was typewritten, and sticking it under his arm, made his way out to the garden. He sat down on a stone and began to  read.  Minutes  later,  a  gasp  of  pure  horror  burst  from  his  lips.  His  eyes bulged,  his  cheeks  crimsoned,  he  brought  his  hand  to  his  cheek.  What a horrible place he was in. 
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He  looked  wildly  round  for  escape,  but  there  was  none.  Only  the  tall fence, he saw across the lawn. In dull despair, he opened the book again, but this  time  his  glazed  eyes  did  not  read;  in  any  case,  he  could  scarcely understand  the  phrases  that  stared  at  him....  evacuatory  periods  .  .  . 

depilatory  treatment  .  .  .  His  emotions  got  the  better  of  him;  he  bent  his head to his arms and wept noisily. 

Vernon  could  not  remember  afterwards  how  long  he  remained  in  his horrified stupor. He sat in the garden, hands over his face, while slow tears coursed  down  his  cheeks  and  fell  to  the  grass  beneath  him.  From  time  to time  his  shoulders  quivered  in  a  shudder  of  utter  despondency,  as  he recalled some of the things he had read in the book of rules. He raised his head once, as the sound of a car horn impinged upon his ears, and looking across the lawn, saw two large private busses moving swiftly up the drive to the front door. But he had no interest in them, though he suspected they contained pupils returning from summer holiday; he was too wrapped up in his own misery to speculate what his school companions were really like. 

Unhappier ages dragged by, and at last the harsh clang of a bell broke the afternoon silence. That must be some sort of a summons, he thought; better answer  it.  I'm  in  enough  trouble  already,  without  adding  more.  He  pulled himself to his feet and dragged himself slowly in the direction of the house. 

Meanwhile, other people besides Vernon were having shocks. As Vernon settled down in the garden with his book of rules, Mrs. Hartley frowned and tapped her foot on the polished hall floor, as she glanced for the tenth time over a telegram that had just been brought her. At last, she marched to the bell, pushed and gave it a vicious jab. Presently, Elise appeared. 

"You rang, Madame?" 

"Certainly I rang. What do you think it was the fire alarm?" Mrs. Hartley crumpled up the telegram and flung it into the fire. "All my arrangements upset,"  she  complained,  "Just  because  an  idle,  good-for-nothing  girl  like Bessie happens to catch the measles. This means she'll be away for weeks and the routine will suffer." 

"Quite so, Madame," said Elise inwardly quaking. 

"There's only one thing to de: I must have another maid: I suggested that Angela would take Bessie's place for a little while. Now she'll have to do the job until Bessie comes back. You'd better bring her in." 
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Elise went out, returning in a few moments, followed by Angela, who at the sight of Mrs. Hartley's appearance, immediately began to examine her conscience for any peccadilloes she might have unwittingly committed. 

Mrs.  Hartley  brightened  a  little  at  sight  of  her.  "Better  than  I  thought," 

she  muttered  to  herself,  then  addressed  the  girl.  "Listen  to  me  Angela. 

Bessie will not be here for some weeks, so you will have to take her place." 

Angela  grimaced,  in  spite  of  her  training.  She  knew  what  a  dance  the women led poor Bessie. 

"Don't  you  dare  make  faces  at  me!"  Mrs.  Hartley  stormed. She  seemed different women, once she was back at her school. "Elise, take Angela away at once and instruct her in her new duties. Oh yes, and she might as well be properly dressed to begin with." 

"Very good, Madame," said Elise quietly, as her employer turned away. 

Angela stuck her tongue out at the retreating back. 

"Come along Angela," said Elise, not unkindly. "At any rate, while you're working  in  Bessie's  place,  you  won't  be  under  any  of  the  Mistresses.  Mrs. 

Hartley  doesn't  allow  any  corporal  punishment  except  for  the  pupils.  We shall have just time to fix you up before tea." 

Angela followed meekly up to the third floor and along a corridor into a small, barely furnished bedroom. The only respectable article of furniture was a huge wardrobe with a full-length mirror set in the front. 

"Get your clothes off Angela," said Elise briskly, "And let's see what we can do." 

This  was  hardly  to  Angela's  liking,  but  with  her  usual  stoicism,  she realized there was no help for it, and began to undress. Presently she stood nude before Elise, who examined her critically. 

"H'm,  figure  a  little  flat,  just  now.  However,  Bessie's  corset  will  soon alter that, I think." 

Elise rummaged in a drawer, and presently emerged triumphantly with a corset. 
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"Stand over here!" she directed, and Angela moved across the room. She knew well enough what was coming, and obediently put her wrists through the  straps  of  the  lacing  bar,  which  the  maid  let  down  in  a  corner.  Every bedroom in the house, including Mrs. Hartley's, was fitted with one of these contraptions.  Quickly  and  deftly  Angela  was  raised  onto  the  air,  and  Elise set to work. The corset was of black satin and very short indeed. This made it  easier  for  Elise  to  manipulate,  and  Angela  found  herself  being  very expertly  handled.  The  garment  was  clasped  round  her  waist,  and  Elise, moving to the back, began to tighten it with quick, strong jerks, which made the laces whistle through the holes. 

"Oh please! Not so tight," Angela pleaded. 

"Nonsense,  girl.'"  said  Elise  shortly,  "You  know  Madame  likes  your figure,  I'm  sure,  and  another  thing, I'm  determined  you're going  to do  me credit too." She continued to pull the corset in on Angela's already too-small waist.  When  the  laces  were  knotted,  Elise  stepped  back  and  admired  her handiwork.  Angela's  waist  was  firmly  constricted  by  the  corset,  which forced her back into a concave arch, throwing into magnificent prominence, her  soft  rounded  bottom.  In  consequence,  Angela's  chest  was  thrust outwards, and the corset was so rounded bottom. In consequence, Angela's chest  was  thrust  outwards,  and  the  corset  was  so  made  that  it  ended  in a padded  top  just  under  the  girl's  breasts,  which  it  pushed  upwards  until they stood out. 

Elise examined the result critically, "I think I ought to have put a bra on you."  she  said  reflectively,  and  nodded,  "That'll  improve  your  lines  still more, though they're fetching enough now.” A pair of sheer black silk hose were  next  produced,  and  Elise,  kneeling,  slipped  Angela's  foot  into  one  of them, then pulled it slowly over her ankle, calf and knee, taking care to keep the seems straight at the back. The top of the stocking was fastened at full tautness to the suspenders, long and narrow, which dangled at one side of the brief corset, and every suspicion of a wrinkle carefully smoothed out. 
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The other leg was similarly treated and Angela, perched at the tips of her toes, got a most delightful and sophisticated thrill out of the silky caress of the  tight  stockings,  while  the  gentle  tug  against  her  suspenders  gave  her a feeling  of  vague  but  deep  satisfaction.  Elise,  too,  was  pleased,  as  she stepped back to admire the two smooth, slender legs which broadened out at  the  thighs  into  the  soft,  attractive  curves,  so  elegantly  displayed immediately above. 

Satisfied  with her  work  so  far,  Elise  found  a  bra  and  fit  it  to the girl  – 

first  releasing  the  shoulder  straps  and  then  adjusting  their  length  and reattaching them over the bound girl’s shoulders. Next came a pair of stilt-heeled shoes; Elise of course, knew Angela’s size, and she had got the shoes a shade too small. The heels were perilously high, and sloped down to tiny round toes. Deftly, with a skill born of long practice, Elise edged them on to Angela's  feet,  so  gently,  that  Angela  did  not  realize  her  toes  were  being cramped  into  shoes  that  were  too  small.  Her  supple  young  figure  was molded  by  her  confining  corset  into  seductive  curves,  while  the  silk stockings  and  high  shoes,  gave  her  a  debutante’s  appearance.  In  this respect, she matched the absent Bessie's appearance exactly, and Elise was proud  of  the  transformation  she  was  effecting.  She  proceeded  to  the  next step.  Going  to  a  drawer,  she  took  from  it  a  pair  of  knickers.  These  again were  not  the  schoolgirl  type  one  would  have  expected,  but  something  far different.  She  stepped  back  to  the  side  of  the  still  dangling  Angela,  and bending down, eased the garment over the high-heeled shoes, and began to pull it up the slim legs. 

The  knickers  were  of  the  finest,  semi-transparent  white  lawn,  with a lower  edge  of  delicate,  creamy  lace,  and  an  elastic  waistband.  Elise  was proud of them, for she had made them herself to Mrs. Hartley's design. They were soft and dainty, and Elise was very careful not to tear the fine stuff as she eased it on its way into position. Up above the knees, the knickers went, ever the thighs, until the waistband reached the waist of the motionless girl. 

Elise  ran  her  hand  over  her  hips,  which  were  strongly  outlined  by  the flimsy material. Yes, everything was all right. 
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Chapter 1 

Angela was now ready to be taken down; but first Elise secured a frilled satin garter round each smooth, slender leg and tightened it in place. Then she slackened the rope, and Angela descended precariously to her feet. She wobbled a little, then got her balance and stood quietly waiting, perched up as though on stilts. A white linen slip was next put over her head and pulled down;  it  was  slightly  starched,  and  brought  an  attractive  rustle  of  sound. 

This in place, a very tight, sleeveless black taffeta frock followed. Elise had to tug it sharply to get it into place over Angela's front curves. As for those in  the  rear,  there  was  no  need,  for  the  frock  was  so  short  that  it  barely reached them, and stood out in sewn pleats all round her. Angela's hair was then dressed in simple style, and a huge black satin bow tied into it. On her hands  and  arms  tight  gloves  were  placed,  then  Elise  made  her  face  up, giving her brilliant carmine lips, with a touch of rouge inside each nostril. At last Angela was ready for her new role, and Elise felt sure her pupil would do her credit. 

"Now Angela," she said briskly, when she had made a final examination of  the  new  maid,  "You  must  have  seen  Bessie  about  the  corridors  many times, haven't you?" 

"Why  yes,  Elise  I  have,"  said  Angela  innocently;  but  her  eyes  were twinkling. 

"Well, then you must imitate her as much as you can, or Madame will not be pleased." 

"All right," said Angela meekly, but that glint in her eyes was still there. 

She had seen Bessie, and had passed remarks about her to other girls; for Bessie  fancied  herself  not  a  little;  she  swayed  and  undulated  like a mannequin  wherever  she  walked,  even  when  not  on  duty;  and  Angela's impish  spirit  prompted  her  to  take  what  fun  she  could  out  of  her predicament. 

She  took  the  tray  Elise  offered  her  and,  holding  it  before  her  in  the correct  manner,  minced  carefully  out  of  the  room.  She  purposely exaggerated  Bessie's  rolling  gait,  and  was  astonished  to  hear  Elise  cry  - 

"Well  done,  Angela,  that's  better  than  I  expected;  keep  that  up  now,  and Madame will be delighted." Angela wrinkled her nose, and then put on even more sway into her walk. Her skirts swung out on each side, her ample and exaggerated behind swayed and rolled under the tight frock, her hips rolled and swung, and she even gave a little kick with each step to make the frock edge swing up and the starched skirt appear from under it, not to mention the pink satin garters. 
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"You  can  take  Madame's  tea  in,  it's  ready!"  called  Elise  after  her,  and Angela,  trying  not  to  laugh, in  fact,  afraid to  laugh  on  account  of her tight corset, strutted downstairs towards the kitchen. 
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Chapter 2 

Vernon  slowly  and  with  dragging  footsteps  approached  the  main building. There was no one about, and he passed down to the main corridor until  arrested  by  the  sound  of  numerous  chattering  voices  coming  from a room on his left. The door was half open, and he hesitated a moment, then pushed it wider and entered. There were two long tables down the center of the  room,  and  a  shorter  one  at  the  head.  Vernon  stood  uncertainly  in  the doorway, looking about him. At the tables, sat a number of girls, each busy consuming piles of bread and butter and jam. Round the table nearest him were girls of about his own age; round the other the girls seemed younger. 

As he entered, the voices stopped, and a score or more pairs of eyes turned in  his  direction.  He  stopped  again,  embarrassed,  and  glanced  towards  the table at the end of the room. 
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Here were seated half a dozen older women, mostly severe looking and wearing steel pince-nez. One of them rose from her seat and strode down the room. 

"What's your name!" she snapped impatiently. 

"Vernon," he almost whispered. 

"Oh! You're a new one? Well, don't stand there like a dummy; here's an empty seat. Which room are you in d'you know?" 

“Twenty-two Miss, I think," he stammered. 

“You  think,  indeed!  Why  don't  you  make  sure?  See  you  don't  forget another time, or I'll have something to say to you!" 

She swung on her heel and said sharply – “Who's in number twenty-two, girls?" 

“Please Miss, I am," piped a girlish voice, and Vernon turned to see a girl who looked to be about his own age, with short dark hair tied back behind her ears with two pink ribbons, waving her arm. 

"You,  Molly?  -  All  right,  make  room  for  Vern-  Verna,  I  suppose  she meant, next to you!" 

The  girl  obediently  slid  along  the  polished  bench  making  room  for Vernon by her side. 

"What's your name, did you say?" Molly asked. 

"Vernon - at least it used to be Vernon," he said doubtfully. 

Molly  shook  her  head  decisively,  "Can't  possibly  be.  That's  a  boy's name!" 

"But -" Vernon began, and then a look of misery came over his face. 

"Oh! You're a boy, then," screamed Molly excitedly. "Goody!" 

“Why?" asked Vernon apprehensively. 

"Never mind," said his mysterious companion, "You'll see." 

She passed a cup of tea and a plate of thick bread and butter. "Here you are, dive in, you won't get much more tonight!" 
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Vernon to his surprise, found he was quite hungry, and waded into the bread  and  jam,  eating  quickly  as  he  saw  most  of  the  girls  had  finished. 

Presently a rapping sounded, and Vernon looked up towards the head of the table, to see one of the mistresses beating the table with a cane. At once all talking ceased, and the girls stood up. 
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"Right! Recreation room. Quick march!" called the mistress, and the girls turned towards the door in an orderly line and filed out. Vernon followed Molly, and the file walked along the main corridor, and turned into a large room,  with  a  table  in  the  center,  and  plenty  of  hard,  wooden  chairs scattered  about.  The  girls  rushed  for  the  chairs,  and  Vernon  found  Molly had secured two and was keeping a place by her side. She questioned him about himself, and he gave her moody answers; his mind only half on the conversation;  he  was  thinking  whatever  was  going  to  happen  in  this horrible school. 

"You'll be in Miss Dawson's class, like me," said the all-knowing Molly. 

"She's a beast; she flogs you for nothing almost." 

"D-do you mean they flog you here?" asked Vernon breathlessly. 

"Oh yes, of course. You'll see tomorrow, when school starts. It's not so bad when you get hardened." 

"H-h-have you been flogged, Molly?" he asked timidly. 

"Course I have, many times," Molly answered, with a trace of pride in her voice. "I've got hardened, you see," she added simply. She looked at his face, and read his feelings, for suddenly she took his hand and squeezed it. 

"Don't mind it!" she consoled him, "You might as well make the best of it. 

You can't get away, so you'll have to do like the rest of us." 

"And  do  all  the  girls  get  flogged,  and  not  mind?"  asked  Vernon miserably. 

He knew just what he felt about it; but he was a boy and as such, didn't want to embarrass himself in front of a lot of girls. 

"Oh  dear  no!"  said  Molly  with  a  snigger.  "Some  of  them  carry  on  and scream something awful; but it makes no difference: you don't get off any more  lightly,  so  the  best  thing  is  to  grit  your  teeth  and  think  it'll  soon  be over.' 

"Oh,  I  see,”  said  Vernon  doubtfully,  but  he  wondered  whether  he'd  be able to grit his teeth as Molly spoke so lightly of doing. 






Chapter 3 

Before he could ask any more, the door flew open and the same mistress popped her head round the room. 

"Come  along  girls,  time  for  E.R.  now.  The  proper  school  routine  will commence in the morning!" 
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Vernon  looked  round,  saw  the  girls  putting  their  books  away  and making for the door. Molly squeezed his hand again. 

"This is nasty," she whispered, "But it's like everything else here, you get used to it." 

They marched out of the room, and found a section of girls lining up in 
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the corridor. Vernon and Molly lined up with the others. The mistress was flicking her skirt with her cane as she counted heads. 

"That's right, all here!" she said at last. "Now the new girls will have to watch this E.R. for Evacuation Routine, as it really is, very carefully, for in the future, any mistakes will be punished. Attention!" she finished, raising her voice to a yell. 

The girls sprang to attention. 

"Right turn! Quick march!" was the next command, and the girls stepped briskly off in twos towards a closed door at the end of the corridor. They passed  thru,  and  along  a  stone-flagged  passage  into  a  large  apartment, divided into two sections by a partition down the center. The double file of girls separated, and one rank marched along each side of the room. 

Vernon  already  knew  by  the  distinctive  odor,  what  kind  of  an  place  it was,  but  he  was  intrigued  by  the  long  row  of  seats  which  he  saw  as  he followed  Molly.  At  last  she  stopped  and  turned  into  one  of  the  cubicles, leaving  Vernon  to  enter  the  one  next  to  hers.  Vernon  was  ready,  and immediately began to prepare. A sharp voice brought him up short. "Wait!" 

It barked. He stood there facing the seat, waiting. 

"Right, Miss!" piped a voice far away, signifying, Vernon supposed that the last girl had entered. 

"Skirts up!" barked the voice again, and Vernon heard the tiny rustle as of many skirts being moved; and he hastened to lift his. 

"Knickers  down!"  the  mistress  bawled,  and  Vernon  blushed  hotly  to think  that  he  had  been  included  in  that  command.  However,  he  followed orders and his panties slid slowly to his ankles. 

"On  the  seat,  down!"  came  the  staccato  voice  again,  and  Vernon,  still holding  his  skirt,  attempted  to  turn  round.  He  found,  however,  that  the receptacle was so placed that he could not sit with his back to the wall and perform the necessary task. So he sat facing the wall, still clutching his skirt. 

"Next  operation!"  came  the  same  voice.  "Evacuate!"  The  most unmistakable  sounds  came  to  Vernon's  ears,  and  he  obeyed  also.  There followed a rustle of paper, which he also used, though with little necessity. 

Then, with a series of further commands, the girls were recalled to their feet,  and  made  to  reclothe  themselves  and  step  from  the  cubicles.  The march  back  to the  recreation  room was  merely  a  reversal of  the  previous one. Vernon had now found out, the full meaning of E.R. 

His cheeks still burning, and even more redly now as the full realization of the routine burned itself into his mind, Vernon sat in a corner of the room 
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and refused to talk, even though Molly tried her hardest to draw him out; she, of course, being quite unconcerned over a procedure to which she had long-been  accustomed.  Vernon,  however,  was  not  left  to  brood.  A  bell clanged  outside,  and  Molly  jumped  up  from  her  seat  with  a  swirl  of  her skirt. 

"Come along Vernon, that's the bell for bedtime!" 

Vernon, at this remark, instinctively looked round him for some way of escape; but of course, there was none, and his heart contracted with misery. 

What  was  in  store  for  him  upstairs,  he  wondered,  as  his  dragging  feet carried him along in Molly's wake? It would be appalling, he was sure, still, as Molly had said, he could only make the best of it, and he would have to conquer his feelings and do as he was told. He followed her upstairs as she almost ran, and along the landing, into room 22. As he went, he saw other girls disappearing into the other rooms along the corridor; in number 21, next door to his, he heard two giggling voices. Molly darted into the room and seizing a sponge bag, grabbed a toothbrush. 

"Come on, Verna," she said, "Or we'll be late!" she darted out again into the corridor, and Vernon, stopping only to take a new toothbrush from an equally  gaily-patterned  bag,  followed  her  at  a  clumsy  trot;  he  was  not  so nimble  on  his  high-heels.  They  entered  a  bathroom  with  a  row  of  six washbasins  side  by  side,  four  of  which  were  already  occupied.  Vernon scrubbed his teeth, and watching the other girls, washed his hands and face, and  turned  to  a  towel  rail,  where  he  saw  a  towel  bearing  a  name embroidered  on  it  in  blue  thread,  "VERNA".  He  flushed  ashamedly  once again  at  the  first  sight  of  the  hated  girlish  name,  the  first  he  had  seen  it written or printed. 
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The girls were wiping their faces, and he followed suit, and then walked at Molly's heels back to the bedroom. She shut the door after them and flung herself on the bed. 

“Got to wait for Elise," she told him. He stood there, wondering what was going to happen next, and once more the color rose in his neck and face, as he saw the large double bed. The covers had been turned down, and there were two pillows visible, each edged with dainty lace, on each pillow was a neatly  folded,  flimsy  silk  nightdress.  His  face  grew  hotter.  Surely  Molly wouldn't  undress  here!  She  couldn't!  She  knew  he  was  a  boy  and  what about him? He looked about the room, seeking some dressing room, but in vein.  All  that  he  saw  that  was  unusual  was  the  lacing  bar  hanging  from a corner of the ceiling, with its soft straps and pulley and rope attached. 








Chapter 4 

Before  he  could  do  anything  more,  the  door  opened,  and  he  turned swiftly, a gleam of hope shooting thru him. It was Elise, looking pretty in her extreme short frock. 

"All  right  Miss  Molly?"  she  asked,  with  a  grin  at  Vernon's  scared countenance. 

"Yes,  all  right  Elise,"  said  Molly  confidently.  Elise  jerked  her  head  at Vernon.  "If there's any  trouble, call  for  Miss  Denise  and  Miss  Eunice  from No. 21. I'll tell them.” 

"All right," Molly acquiesced. “But I think she's going to be good, aren't you Verna?" She concluded teasingly, with a smile at the petrified boy. He made no reply, and Elise moved quickly out of the room, closing the door firmly behind her. 

As  soon  as  Elise  had  disappeared,  Molly  slid  off  the  bed.  "Come  on Verna,” she said briskly, "Make a start.'" 

"W-what do you mean?" asked Vernon, scared. 

"Oh  come  along,"  she  snorted,  "Don't  be  a  sap.  You've  read  the  rules, haven't you?" 

"Ye-e-es, but . . ." 

"Well then you must know that in all two-berth bedrooms, each of the occupants must undress the other." 

“Oh no! NO!" 
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"Oh Yes, YES” mimicked Molly, pirouetting gracefully round and making her short skirts fly out. "I hope you're not going to be tiresome," she added, stopping before him. 'That's what Elise meant, when she said in case of any trouble, I'd call Denise and Eunice. Perhaps I'd better do that now!" 

"Ah, no! I'll be good," said Vernon unhappily. 

"All right! Then come on and get going. I'm tired. You know it's the rule that the pupil who's been here the longest must be undressed first. But if you're shy, I'll break the rule tonight. Come here." 

Vernon still did not move, and Molly, exasperated, stepped behind him and began to unfasten his frock. 

"No.  Don't!"  shouted  Vernon,  in  an  agony  of  shyness  and  shame.  “I-ICan't let you!" 

"Oh,  very  well  then,”  said  Molly  sharply.  She  ran  across  the  room  and banged on the wall. "Denise! 

Eunice!" she yelled. There was a laugh, which sounded like the knell of doom in Vernon's ears, then the door opened and two girls rushed in. 

"Hello Molly," they chorused, "What's up?" 

Molly, a disgusted expression on her face, indicated Vernon, who shrank back. “He won't obey the rules,” 

she said. 

The two girls turned on Vernon, “So you won't eh!" asked one silkily. It was Denise, the bigger of the two. 

"Look  here,  Verna,  or  whatever  your  name  is,  now  you're  here,  you'll have to obey the rules. Any breach of rules upstairs means that all the girls on the landing are punished, and severely. Lucky for you it’s the first night of the term, and you're new here; otherwise . . ." 

Vernon  shrank  back  still  further  at  these  harsh  words.  A  tear  started from one eye. 

“Oh,  goodness,  a  crybaby!"  said  Eunice,  a  tall,  pretty,  well  developed blond. "What’s the matter?" 

"I  can't!  I  can't!"  sobbed  Vernon,  "I've  never  done  this  before.”  I  can’t take my clothes off in front of other people.” 
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Eunice  turned  to  Molly.  "Is  this  a  boy?"  she  demanded.  Molly  nodded. 

“That  accounts  for  it!"  She  turned  back  to  Vernon.  "Whatever  you  are, whether  a  girl,  a  boy  or  a  mermaid,  you've  simply  got  to  obey.  And  don't forget, whatever you are actually, you're a girl officially, so keep your head. 

Now  we'll  have  to  deal  with  you  ourselves.  I'll  take  you  and  Denise  can attend to Molly. Just watch how it’s done, and you'll knew next time!" 

Vernon, tears still rolling down his cheeks, nodded, and Eunice stepped behind and gripped his arms firmly. "All right Denise," she said. 

At these words, Molly, walking into the center of the room, stiffened to attention, and Denise approached Molly and began to undress her, working slowly, yet deftly, and placing her so that Vernon could see every detail of the  operation.  First  came  the  tight  frock,  exposing  a  well-rounded  figure, obviously restrained by a short, tight corset. Next came the silky and sheer slip  following  the  frock  across  the  back  of  a  chair.  Now  the  corset  was  in plain sight, and Vernon had his first view of a corseted girl. In spite of his feelings,  he  could  not  help  thinking  how  trim  her  waist  was  in  its  tight covering, and how pleasant to see her legs and frilled green knickers, which were very rounded and distended by Molly's generous curves. The curves flowed smoothly from the small of the back to the thighs and below, and she appeared  to  have  been  poured  into  her  knickers,  which  were  semi-transparent giving him an exciting view. 

Molly was standing with her back to Vernon, and Denise now bent and removed her high-heeled shoes, then reaching up, Denise then slid a finger inside the waistband at each side of the green drawers, and carefully, so as not to tear them, slid them down, exposing Molly's plump behind. Vernon hastily  closed  his  eyes,  blushing  at  the  sight,  but  in  a  moment  fascinated horror made him open them again and he saw the girl's bottom swell out and quiver gently on its release from captivity. Vernon looked round to see if  any  of  the  others  were  showing  any  emotion,  but  they  were  both engrossed  in  the  task  which  was  proceeding.  Denise  next  attended  to  the knot of Molly's corset, and soon, with no little effort, unlaced it and slid it from the well-built little figure leaving the well-formed girl standing on the carpet in her birthday suit. Molly expelled a greet sigh of comfort at feeling her waist once more unconstructed. 
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Chapter 5 

Vernon swallowed painfully. He'd never experienced anything like this before, and he writhed suddenly in Eunice's grasp, as he thought that soon he  would  be  in  the  same  condition  before  the  other  three.  Without  any embarrassment at all, Molly turned round as Denise reached over the bed to get  her  nightdress.  Vernon  stood  thunderstruck  at  the  sight  of  this  nude beauty. He'd never imagined anything like this. Why, he wasn't anything . . . 

his thoughts failed him at this point, and he could only stand and stare. He was  not  left long to  his  view,  for  Denise  quickly  shook  out  the  nightgown and slipped it oven Molly's head. Molly wriggled it down. 

Then she grinned frankly at Vernon, who still stood with Eunice's arms clasped on his shoulder. 

"There, you see?" she said, "Not a very hard job is it?" 

At the words, Vernon blushed, if possible, an even deeper crimson, and held the top and bottom of his dress to his body defensively. 

"Thank goodness, hair-dressing is suspended for the first night of term," 

Molly exclaimed as she climbed into bed and settled herself on one of the pillows. “After what I've gone through today," she sighed comically, and the other two laughed. 

Denise sat on the bed. "All right Eunice, go to it!" she said languidly. 

Eunice  turned  Vernon  round  and  looked  at  him.  "Any  nonsense  from you," she said sternly, "And you're in trouble!" 

Vernon looked at her pitifully, and then gasped as she suddenly swung him  round  and  began  to  unfasten  his  frock.  Despite  himself,  he  began  to kick  and  struggle,  and  as  Eunice's  hand  came  across  his  face,  he  dug  his teeth into her thumb. 

"OW!" yelled Eunice. "Come on and help!" 

Denise and Molly slipped quickly off the bed, and in a moment, Vernon found  himself  securely  and  carefully  gripped.  Denise  was  stronger  than Eunice,  and  she  held  him  easily  while  her  companion  finished  taking  off Vernon's frock and lifted his feet out of it. He continued to struggle, but it was wasted, for the girls controlled him easily enough. His slip came away. 

In an agony of apprehension he waited, while Denise's skillful fingers inser-ted  themselves  into  the  waistband  of  his  pantaloons,  and  with  a  quick, strong jerk, brought them down to his knees. 
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His efforts to escape became frantic. He managed to pull away but his high heels caught in the rug and he fell to the floor. The girls, panting, flung themselves on his squirming figure and finished pulling off his  pantaloons. 
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Vernon dressed now only in shoes, panties, corset, was half suffocated by the pressure of the sturdy bodies, and presently his struggles eased, and he  lay  quiet.  He  allowed  his  shoes  to  be  taken  off  though  not  without  a convulsive wriggle. 
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Denise took a seat on the bed to rest from her exertions and Molly joined Eunice, holding Vernon firmly. 

Then  they  stood  him  up  and  Molly  hooked  her  thumbs  under  the waistband of his panties. Vernon was weeping now with bitter frustration and humiliation. 

In a moment he stood there sobbing in his corset, which came nowhere near  concealing  any  essential  part.  Eunice  and  Denise  had  seen  similar scenes before, but Molly had not, and was frankly enjoying the sight. 
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Finally, to crown Vernon's misery, his corset was unlaced and twitched off him, and he was left shivering without a scrap of covering. 

This  ordeal  did  not  last  long,  however,  for  Eunice  put  the  hateful  and low-cut nightdress on him that was a companion to Molly's. 
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Then, picking him up in her arms, she popped him into bed beside Molly. 

"There!" she said, breathing heavily, "That's settled that!” 

"Thanks, Eunice," said Molly warmly. "Tell him what happens in future, if he doesn't obey." 

Eunice turned to Vernon, who lay with his hands over his face. 

"You'll  be  treated  the  same  way,"  she  told  him,  "But  in  addition  you'll have your hands secured behind you for the night, and the next day, you'll be reported for a flogging. So bear that in mind. I don't want all the corridor to get into trouble through you, and I'll see that we don't!” 

The  two  girls  turned  to  the  door,  "Night,  Molly,"  they  chorused,  and slipped out. 

Hardly  had  they  disappeared,  when  the  door  opened  and  Elise’s  head popped in again. Seeing the two occupants curled up in bed, she switched off  the  light,  murmured  "Good  night!"  and  closed  the  door  behind  her gently, as she went out. 








Chapter 6 

Left in  the  darkness,  Vernon  tried to curl  himself  up into the  smallest possible  space,  at  the  side  of  the  bed,  farthest  away  from  Molly.  She, however, in spite of her rather tough demeanor, had a warm heart, and she cuddled up beside Vernon, slipped her arms round him, and drew his head down  on  the  pillow  beside  hers.  Vernon  was  too  miserably  wretched  to object,  and  his  arms  crept  round  Molly's  warm  form,  and  a  few  minutes later, locked in each other's arms, they fell asleep. 

When Vernon woke, he lay for some time in silence, utterly at a less to know  where  he  was.  Then  the  sound  of  soft  breathing  came  to  his awakening  ears,  and  he  turned  his  head  slightly  on  the  snowy  pillow.  He was surprised, even shocked, to see a small head, with a tousled riot of dark curls, eyes closed in peaceful slumber. Suddenly it all came back to him, the last  night's  events,  and  Molly's  presence  beside  him  in  the  comfortable double  bed.  He  blushed  vividly  at  the  recollection,  and,  though  quite unnecessarily, hastily pulled down his silken, flimsy nightdress, which had ridden up to his waist during sleep. The slight movement caused Molly to stir and move her head uneasily, and Vernon, strangely moved by the sight of the girlish figure, slipped an arm about her soft neck and drew her head towards  him.  Molly  sighed  in  her  sleep,  and  nestled  her  head  on  his shoulder,  while  one  smooth  arm  crept  up  to  encircle  his  neck.  Thus  they 
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rested for a few minutes, while Molly slept on, and Vernon reflected on the strange school of which he was now a pupil. 

Suddenly,  from  the  corridor  outside,  came  a  harsh,  loud  clamor.  Molly lazily  opened  her  eyes,  saw  where  she  was  and  smiling  sleepily,  cuddled herself closer against him. 

"What's that?" asked Vernon, wonderingly. 

"Only  the  rising  bell,  Verna,"  murmured  Molly.  "We  needn't  get  out  of bed just yet; it's only to make sure all are awake." 

"Oh!" said Vernon, some of his former apprehension returning. 

“You haven't kissed me 'Good Morning'," Molly pointed out. 

Vernon was embarrassed. "Must I?" 

"Of course! All students who share rooms are expected to!" She pouted her  red  lips,  and  Vernon,  bending  his  head,  touched  her  lips  with  his.  A strange feeling came over him, partly stimulated by the warmth of the bed, the  nearness  of  Molly, 

and  the  faint  perfume 

of  her  hair,  which 

straggled into his eyes. 

He  suddenly  felt  an 

inexplicable longing to 

be  very  tender  with 

her,  to  hold  her  close 

and  kiss  her;  but  he 

was 

afraid. 

There 

were  inner  stirrings 

that  prompted him to, 

and yet a sort of dread 

held  him  back.  Before 

he  could  make  up  his 

mind, the door opened 

and  Elise,  already 

dressed  in  her  black 

frock,  with  white  lace 

apron and cap. 

“Come along girls!" 

she  called  brightly, 

"Out you pop!” 
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Molly immediately scrambled out of bed, and Vernon sat up, eyes wide wondering what was coming next. He was not left long in doubt. Molly went to a cupboard and from it took two enormous, fleecy towels, one of which she handed to Vernon. From the same place she took out two large sponge bags. 

“Now we're ready," she announced, smiling at him. She slid an arm thru his and led him out of the bedroom and along the corridor to the end, where there were two closed doors. She opened one and popped her head inside, withdrawing it at once amid a cloud of steam. 

“That's  no  good,”  she  said,  and  opened  the  second  door. This time  she turned and beckoned Vernon to follow her, and entering the room after her, he  saw  it  was  a  large  bathroom.  She  locked  the  door  behind  them,  and placed her towel on a stool. The bath was already full of water, from which small  wisps  of  steam  were  rising.  The  water  was  pale  green  in  color  and faintly scented. 

“Come  on  Verna,"  said  Molly  gaily,  “I'll  do  you  first!"  He  stood  still uncertainly, and Molly, impatient, snatched at his nightgown and tugged it upwards.  Vernon,  with  a  shriek,  clutched  it  to  him,  but  Molly,  who  was capable  of  holding  her  own 

in 

a 

rough-and-tumble, 

dragged  at  it  until  she  got  it 

over his head. 

"Get  into  the  tub,  silly!" 

she  told  him,  "And  don't  be 

long.  We  are  only  allowed 

ten minutes." 

Afraid  of  further  trouble, 

Vernon climbed over the side 

and  sat  down  in  the  warm 

water.  Molly  took  a  large 

sponge  and  piece  of  soap 

from the bag and, helped him 

to take his bath. Vernon was 

now  more  used  to  Molly's 

presence 

at 

intimate 

moments,  and  made  no 

protest  as  she  washed  him 

briskly. 
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“That'll  do,”  she  said  at  last,  "Step  out!"  Vernon  obeyed,  still  feeling foolish  at  his  undreamed  state;  Molly  had  at  least  the  covering  of  her nightie, he thought; but as a matter of fact, Molly showed very soon that her situation did not embarrass her at all. Meanwhile she took up a towel and began to rub Vernon's  back vigorously. Between them, they made a quick job of drying him, Vernon taking care to wipe down the parts that gave him his feeling of shame. Still, he was not to emerge unscathed from the ordeal; for  Molly  next  produced  from the  sponge  bags,  an  enormous  powder  puff and a flat bed of powder. 

"Step  over  to  the  wall,"  she  told  him,  and  he  went  without  demur.  He looked up and saw a rail running along the wall above his head. 

“Get hold of the rail," Molly said next. 

"Why,  what  for?"  he  asked,  though  a  slight  sinking  feeling had  already told him. 

"Never mind stupid! Hurry up and do as I say!" 

Vernon,  after  a  moment's  thought,  in  which  he  meditated  revolt, swallowed his anguish and obeyed. He reached up and grasped the rail with both hands. Molly began to powder him, beginning at his neck, and making the puff travel swiftly over his shoulders and back. Coming below the waist, the  puff  paused,  and  then  more  deliberately  traveled  over  his  smooth behind and down his thighs and legs. 

Molly was working steadily with an expert touch, and Vernon could tell she had done this sort of thing often before. 

"Now turn around!" she told him, and he did so. The powder puff went, upwards this time, reached his knees, then slowly, very slowly, up his legs, dusted  lightly,  but  with  studied  insistence  over  the  hanging  members, setting up a tickling that made Vernon writhe in embarrassment, and futile desire  to  scream  with  laughter.  But  he  was  still  ashamed,  and  something told him that if he laughed it would only stimulate Molly to further efforts, so  he bit his  lip,  and  sighed  thankfully,  when the  powder puff  swiftly  and lightly moved over his chest and shoulders. 

He  needed  no  order  to  reach  for  his  nightdress  again,  and  hurriedly slipped  it  on.  Molly  was  putting  the  puff  and  powder  down  on  the  stool. 

Then  she  turned  and  deliberately  raised  her  arms,  waiting,  Vernon  knew what he was expected to do, but stood there dumbly. 

"Vernon,  don't  be  such  an  ass,"  said  Molly  dangerously.  "Haven't  you learned yet that the rules have to be kept?" He hung his head. "Listen, I'll tell you this," Molly went on, "If we're late, they're be a row, and I'll have to tell 
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why.  If  I  do,  you'll  be  put  with  Eunice  and  Denise.  They  won't  stand  any nonsense like this, believe me." 

Vernon stood there while Molly spoke, and it suddenly came to him, that she  made  a  charming  picture,  with  her  arms  raised,  and  her  face  flushed with annoyance. Without a word, he took a step forward, raised her nightie and slid it over her head. 

"That's  better."  Motley  sighed  with  relief.  She  hopped  lightly  into  the tub, and held out her hands for soap and sponge. Vernon knelt by the side of the bath and began to wash her neck and slim white shoulders. 
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He derived a subtle and strange pleasure from the feel of her soft skin under his fingers. Molly was hurrying, fearful of being late, and in a very few moments, she had stepped out of the bath, seized a towel and was rubbing herself briskly. Vernon grabbed the other towel and helped her, passing his towel over her soft back and her rounded, white behind, feeling the plump shapeliness of it even through the folds of the towel. 

Vernon  was  learning  quickly,  for  when  Molly  stepped  to  the  wall  and grasped  the  rail,  he  was  ready  with  the  powder  puff  to  put  the  gossamer dust  on  her  white  skin.  He  was  making  his  first  attempt,  and  his  fingers were  clumsy  as  the  powder  puff  moved  slowly  and  jerkily  down  Molly's bare back. He left patches of powder here and there, and Molly's slim figure twitched  impatiently  sometimes,  but  at  last  he  was  finished,  and  Molly coolly turned around and offered her front to be done. Vernon now got his first real glimpse of an unadorned female figure, and at the sight, something stirred within him. Molly was not looking at him, and for a second or two he stared  at  her  breasts,  and  the  slender,  rounded  thighs  with  dawning admiration.  Then,  afraid  of  more  reproach,  he  dipped  his  puff  into  the powder  box  and  once  more  got  to  work.  He  could  not  have  analyzed  his sensations as he felt his hands moving over her; but was aware of a definite feeling of pleasure. 

Molly  had  been  patient  with  Vernon's  clumsy  handling  of  her,  but  she was more than anxious not to spoil the first day of the term by being late; she knew from past experience that Mrs. Hartley was fierce if the new term did not start exactly as it should; and when Vernon reached her neck with the powder puff, she jerked away from the will, grabbed her nightdress and hurried him back to their room. 








Chapter 7 

Here,  without  a  pause,  she  turned  him,  dragged  off  his  nightie,  and taking a silken pair of panties, these with ruffled waist and leg openings and a little bow in front, slipped them onto his legs and pulled them up. Vernon, who  had  picked  up  from  her  something  of  her  urgency,  made  no  protest, but helped her as best he could. 

"Over to the bed!" urged Molly, and Vernon ran across the room where Molly had him  take  hold  of  the  bedpost.  She  took  his corset  and  began to dress him. 
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On that first day, both of them rushed at their tasks, and didn’t do a good job of it; Molly gave up all ideas of comfort, sacrificing it for effect; and so long as they both looked all right, she was not anxious to take much notice of  the  fact  that  her  corset  was  not  fitted  properly  to  her  waist,  owing  to Vernon's clumsiness. 

She  hounded  Vernon  along  as  best  she  could,  and  they  had  barely finished dressing each other, when Elise bounced in again. 

"Ready?" she asked brusquely. 

"Yes, just!" answered Molly serenely. She had managed to get finished in time. 

Molly  stepped  across  to  the  small  dressing  table  and  sat  on  the  stool. 

Elise stepped up behind her. 

"Miss Verna," she said, "I want you to watch me closely, and see what I do. I shall do Miss Molly's hair for two weeks only, and after that you will be expected to do it for her. She will dress yours today." 

"All  right  Elise,"  said  Vernon,  who  could  think  of  nothing  else  to  say. 

There  were  certainly  some  funny  things  to  do  in  this  school,  he  thought. 

Bathing  his  roommate  was  queer  enough,  but  at  least  there  was  no  skill necessary; now he was going to have to be a blooming hairdresser as well. 

He sighed miserably, and bent his eyes and mind to watching Elise. She was busy combing out the tangle of Molly's hair, and brushing it until it shone brilliantly.  Then  she  began  to  fix  metal  pins  and  grips  in  it,  fastening  the curls in place; she worked deftly and swiftly, and poor Vernon was soon in a daze, trying to follow her flying fingers. He would have given up, but for fear of the consequences, so he continued watching; then a bright thought struck him; he would ask Molly to help him to learn. 

Elise tied bright blue ribbons into the shining curls, gave a quick pat, and Molly was ready. Elise stepped back, glanced critically at the neat head, and nodded. 

"You all right, Miss Molly?" she asked kindly. 

"Oh yes, I can manage," said Molly confidently, and Elise went out. Molly motioned  Vernon  to  sit  down.  Immediately  Molly  took  up  the  brush  and comb, and began on his hair. It was rather a tangled mess, but Molly dealt with  it  firmly.  She  tugged  the  comb  through,  forcing  tears  into  Vernon's eyes,  more  than  once.  Then  she  brushed  and  dressed  it  until  it  fell  in graceful  curls  on  his  neck.  She  chose  a  green  ribbon  for  him,  and  fixed  it securely at the back of his head. 
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"There  you  are  Verna,"  she  said,  standing  away  with  her  head  at  an angle. "You look perfectly sweet." 

Vernon blushed hotly; it was the last thing he wanted to look. Perfectly sweet, indeed! A hot retort sprang to his lips; but before he could utter it, a loud clanging of the bell outside made him jump again, and Molly ran out holding her hand out for him to follow. 

"Call over, and breakfast!" she cried, as she ran, and Vernon, stumbling a little on his high heels, ran after her. 








Chapter 8 

Downstairs in the main corridor, Vernon saw that girls were appearing from everywhere, and lining up in long rows. Molly grabbed his hand and jerked him into line beside her. He looked round with interest. 

There  must  have  been  about  50  girls  ranged  in  four  lines  along  the passage,  standing  stiffly  to  attention  and  utterly  silent.  They  were  all uniformly  dressed;  ribbon  in  hair,  a  severe,  very  short  frock  of  dark  blue silk, under the hem of which peeped snowy white lace, the edging to their petticoats,  and high-heeled  shoes,  shiny  and  black.  The  dresses  were long sleeved and cut high at the neck, and were surmounted with a round collar. 

They  were  a  charming  group  of  girls,  from  sixteen  to  nineteen,  all perfectly disciplined. 

While  Vernon  had  been  looking  round  him,  other  girls  had  joined  the ranks, until at last the stragglers had finished coming, and there was silence. 

Then came a rustling of heavy garments, and a procession appeared round the bend of the passage. First came Mrs. Hartley, a stiff, unbending figure in rustling black taffeta. She walked briskly along, her head high, tapping her leg as she walked with a long thin cane. Following her came other women, two  by  two.  At  this  first  sight,  Vernon  was  confused  and  could  not distinguish one from another. In any case, it was very difficult, for they were dressed alike. Their hair was drawn back into a stiff and scraggy bun at the back  of  each head. Each wore  a  stiff  mannish  collar  and black  bowtie, the latter pinned to the flat bosom of stiff black bombazine. Their skirts reached past  their  knees,  and  beneath  them  were  black  tights  and  shoes.  Their hands  were  primly  folded  in  front,  and  their  noses  were  in  the  air.  There were eight of these women and two of them, as if their natural appearance was not sufficiently frightening, wore ferocious-looking glasses, one heavily horn-rimmed, and the other sarcastic-looking pince-nez. 
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Vernon was not happy about this collection; the only one he knew was Miss Dawson, who had been pointed out to him last night; and he saw with a faint satisfaction that her cold blue eyes were perhaps less fishy looking than the others. He found himself hoping fervently that, unattractive as she was, Miss Dawson would be taking full charge of his scholastic activities. 
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At  the  back  of  the  eight  harpies,  came  another  figure;  one  that  made Vernon's eyes almost pop out of his head at the contrast she made with the others. This was a girl, not more than twenty-five, and at least twenty years younger that the youngest of the other women. Instead of regulation dress, she wore an ultra-short blue skirt, over flesh-colored, tightly suspendered silk  stockings,  and  dainty  high-heeled  shoes,  which  clicked  merrily  as  she tripped along. She wore a white silk, sleeveless blouse, which gave a good view  of  a  pair  of  rounded  white  arms.  Her  throat  was  smooth  and  white above  the  neck  of  her  blouse.  Above  that,  her  perfectly  waved  blond  hair caught the light like a field of waving corn. She was obviously in the pink of perfect health, with sparkling blue eyes and full, red lips. She followed the extraordinary  procession  at  a  discreet  distance,  as  if  not  wishing  to  have any contact with it; and when the other eight had lined up in front of the pupils, she stood some little distance away from them. 
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The  row  of  mistresses,  for  that  is  what  Vernon  presumed  them  to  be, marched  along  the  passage,  dropping  into  single  file,  until  they  were opposite the rows of girls, then suddenly swung round to face them, staring over the girl's heads. A slight uneasy shiver passed thru the ranks of silent pupils as they came to a halt. 

Mrs. Hartley stood at the end of the row. 

"Good morning, girls!" she suddenly said. 

"Good  morning,  Madame,"  they  chanted  back,  in  perfect  unison  and monotone. 

"Good  morning,  girls,"  said  the  first  mistress.  And  again  the  girls repeated  the  salutation.  The  other  mistresses  followed  suit,  until  all  had been greeted. The last to speak was the girl in sports clothes, who, Vernon had correctly decided, was the sports mistress. 

"Good  morning  girls,"  she  said  quietly,  in  her  turn,  but  there  was warmth  in  her  tones,  that  had  been  absent  from  the  others.  And  equally there  was  no  mistaking  the  affection  in  the  girl's  voices  as  they  chorused back, "Good morning, Madame!” The sports mistress smiled. 

"As this is the first morning of the term, I will explain to the new girls, the procedure at this roll call," went on Mrs. Hartley. "Each girl's name will be called out, and she will answer to her name." 

One of the forbidding mistresses stepped from the rank, a small book in her hand. She began to read out the names in a harsh, deep voice. Eunice! 

Sylvia!  Janet!  Freda!  Dorothy!  And  each  girl  answered  meekly:  "Present, madam." 

Vernon was so nervous he was afraid of missing his turn, and when at last he heard his name, his answer came out in a high-pitched squeak. The mistress  looked  at  him  for  a  moment  over  the  top  of  her  pince-nez,  and Vernon quaked in his shoes. But the woman passed on without comment to the next name. At last the call was finished and the mistresses took up their stand,  one  at  each  end  of  each  row  of  girls.  They  began  to  pass  along  the rows, minutely examining each girl, from the top of the neat head to the tips of the high-heeled shoes. Woe betides the girl that was not spic and span. 

They moved along in silence, and once more Vernon trembled inwardly as he felt nemesis overtaking him. But Molly knew the ropes, and Vernon and she, at least would not get into trouble. 
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When the inspection was over, the mistresses formed up again, and Mrs. 

Hartley called out to them: "Anything to report Mesdames?" For a moment, none  of  them  spoke,  them  suddenly  Miss  Dawson  said:  "Yes  Madame, I have. It is Janet. She appears to have on soiled frock." 

"Very  well.  I  will  deal  with  her  in  the  hall  after  breakfast!"  said  Mrs. 

Hartley. "Anything else?" There was silence, and Mrs. Hartley clapped her hands. At once the ranks broke up, and the girls moved along the passage in chattering  groups  in  the  direction  of  the  dining  room.  There  was  a  group surrounding  one  girl,  and  Vernon  gathered  front  their  expression  of sympathy, that this was the unlucky Janet. 








Chapter 9 

Breakfast  consisted  of  milky  porridge,  bread  and  butter  and  jam,  and Vernon, who had a healthy appetite, soon disposed of his portion, and asked Molly,  who  was  sitting  next  to  him,  various  questions  about  their  lessons and  other  matters.  Molly  answered  him,  noticing  his  anxiety  with amusement. Soon one of the mistresses gave the signal to rise, and the girls filed out of the dining room and lined up in twos outside. When they were all silent and still, Mrs. Hartley appeared from her private dining room, and in her hand she carried a red ribbon. 

"Janet, step out.'" she ordered, and Vernon watched interestingly while a plump girl of about 16 or 17, one of the younger girls, took two paces from the front rank and stood still, arms by her sides. Mrs. Hartley walked up to her and unfastened the blue ribbon in her hair. This, she put in her pocket, and in its place, she fastened the bright red ribbon, that was the badge of these  about  to  be  punished.  Then  Mrs.  Hartley  turned  to  another  of  the mistresses who was waiting. 

"All right, carry on with the evacuation routine." 

Here  Vernon  was  on  familiar  ground,  and  he  felt  he  was  getting  more into the life of the school as he marched along with the others towards the conveniences. The routine was carried out in the same way as the previous evening. Vernon had learned that this was done twice a day, and at no other times.  If  a  girl  wished  to  go  during  the  day,  she  could  do  so,  but  was invariably punished for it. He made up his mind to avoid punishment as far as possible, though he was curious to see, if he was allowed, what happened to the luckless Janet. 

When  they  had  marched  back  to  the  school  building,  the  rank  turned into a large room with a stage at one end, and rows of seats in tiered rows, 
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filling the  body  of  the  hall.  In  silence  the girls took their places,  while  the mistresses  filed  onto  the  stage through  a  door  at the  back,  and took  their seats.  Last  of  all,  Mrs.  Hartley  bustled  into  her  place  and  stood  before a desk. 

"Sit down girls," she ordered, and there was a rustling sound as the girls sat. "Now you know," the headmistress went on, "We always read out the school  rules  at the commencement  of the term.  So  far,  the  new  girls  have been more or less in the dark. After this reading, they will be expected to know the rules, and obey them. Miss Abbott, please." 

The  severest  of  the  mistresses,  in  the  pince-nez,  stepped  forward, holding  another  small  book,  and  in  the  same  penetrating  voice  began  to drone out the rules. Vernon, who had partly studied them on the previous afternoon,  was 

not  so  taken 

aback  as  some 

of  the  other 

new  girls,  but 

the  repetition 

of 

some 

of 

them 

caused 

him  to  blush 

furiously,  and 

squirm  in  his 

sent.  Some  of 

the  other  girls, 

he 

noticed, 

were  doing  the 

same,  and  he 

picked 

these 

out  as  new 

girls, too. 
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Presently it was over, and Mrs. Hartley was on her feet again. "Now I will assign you to your classes," she said. She took up a list and began to read, and  Vernon  at  last  heard  his  name  called  out.  He  found,  as  Molly  had predicted,  that  he  was  in  Miss  Dawson's  class,  and  so  was  she.  When  the class list was complete, Mrs. 

Hartley put the paper down and looked severely round the room. 

“Now girls, we come to something serious. You know how often I have told  you  that  on  the  first  day  of  the  term  everything  is  to  be  absolutely correctly done, I insist upon it, and there is no one here who does not know that. Yet, I fear there is one who has defied me. Janet! Stand up!" 

There  was  silence,  then  the  shuffle  of  feet,  and  Janet,  a  bright  crimson ribbon in her hair, reluctantly stood. 

"Well Janet, what have you to say?" 

"Oh, Madame, please don't punish me. Please let me off, it’s the first day, and I did so want to do well, especially today. Please, Madame, I assure you it won't happen again." 

“Then  you  admit 

your  guilt,  child!"  said 

Mrs. Hartley sternly. 

"Yes,  Madame,"  said 

Janet, head drooping. 

"Come  up  here  and 

let  all  see  your  shame," 

was  the  next  order,  and 

Janet ascended the steps 

that  led  to  a  corner  of 

the  stage.  Mrs.  Hartley 

grasped  her  arm,  and 

turned her round to face 

the  audience.  On  her 

blue frock was a narrow 

black  smudge,  starting 

at  the  waist  and  ending 

almost at the hen of her 

skirt. 

“Have 

you 

any 

excuse  for  this?"  sternly 

asked Mrs. Hartley. 
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“Well, Madame I-" began the wretched Janet. 

“Speak up, and let them all hear!" 

“Very well, Madame. I was brushing my shoes this morning, and while the brush was covered with polish, I let it slip and it soiled my dress." 

“And a disgraceful thing to do, too! Why did you not brush your shoes last night, according to the rules?" 

"If you please, Madame, I couldn't find my brush." 

"Oh indeed! And why not?" 

Janet  flushed  and  was  silent.  In  truth,  one  of  her  friends  had  playfully hidden the brush, but Janet wouldn't tattle. 

"So you won't answer eh?" said Mrs. Hartley grimly. "Very well, then you must be punished, and severely, for your fault." 

She turned and gestured. Immediately two of the mistresses went to a corner of the stage and brought forward a ‘horse’. The two women brought it  to  the  front  of  the  stage  and  stood  it  lengthwise  to  the  gaping  girls. 

A muted whisper of apprehension, mingled with relief, went round the hall, but many sympathetic glances were cast on Janet, standing forlornly at the side of the stage. 

When at last the horse was fixed to Mrs. Hartley's satisfaction, she called sharply,  "Miss  Joy,  please!"  and  the  young  sport's  mistress  came  forward. 

She  it  was  who  would  arrange  the  victim.  She  gave  Janet  a  little  smile  of commiseration  as  she  approached,  and  taking  her  by  the  hand,  led her  to the horse. She stood her at one end, with her back to the girls; and putting a hand on Janet's neck, bent her forward over the wooden contraption. This movement  brought  up  the  hem  of  her  frock  and  exposed  a  pair  of  the regulation  white  drawers,  edged  with  lace,  and  covering  what  even  to Vernon's  inexperienced  eyes,  seemed  an  unusually  large  and  shapely behind. 

As she bent over for execution, Janet began to appeal again. "Oh, don't do it to me! Please let me off this time! I swear I didn't mean it!" She began to sob. Mrs. Hartley took no notice; but merely swished her cane through the air. Miss Joy, by this time, had removed her hand from Janet's neck, and was busy fixing her to the horse. First, she tied an ankle with a silken cord, to one of the rear legs, making sure that Janet could not move her foot. Then she bent and took Janet's other ankle in her hand, and pulling it well aside, stretched it until it met the other leg of the horse, thus causing her to raise her behind in the air. The second ankle was similarly tied. Janet still sobbed and cried, in dire dread of her punishment that had not yet begun. 
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Next,  Miss  Joy  went  to  the  front,  and  seizing  Janet's  head,  secured  her neck with a broad silk bandage to two rings in the top surface of the trestle, so that she could not move her head. To finish her off, Miss Joy pulled her left  arm  down the  front  leg,  adjusted  the  movable  ring  by  sliding it  down until it came exactly against the waist when Janet's arm was at full length, and  tied  the  wrist  to  it,  following  this  with  the  other  arm,  treated  in  the same  manner,  She  stepped  back  and  left  Janet  spread-eagled  and  utterly helpless on the horse. 
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A shiver of apprehension ran through the tense audience of girls, as they watched these grim preparations, and they became still tenser as  Miss Joy stepped forward, holding a large bunch of canes. Mrs. 

Hartley  slid  across  to  her  and  took  a  cane,  and  swished  it  tentatively through  the  air,  each  sweep  evoking  a  loud  Whoooosh!  as  it  swung.  A second cane was tried, and Mrs. Hartley made her selection. Then she stood beside  the  unhappy  Janet,  who  was  frantically  squirming  as  much  as  her position allowed. Mrs. Hartley went behind her and deliberately turned up the hem of her short frock. A large, rotund expanse of white lingerie thus became  visible,  and  the  woman  looked  at  it  pleasantly;  the  girls  were  all trembling with apprehension for Janet's sake. 

Mrs. Hartley, having selected her cane and tested its resilience, took up her stance at one side of Janet, and faced the girls. 

"Now girls!" she began with her familiar phrase, "I want you all to take careful note of what happens to a disobedient pupil. You have had lenience during  the  holidays,  and  some  of  you  may  have  forgotten  what  discipline means.  Evidently  Janet  has.  So  let  this  be  a  warning."  A  hushed  murmur passed swiftly over the rows of girls, and as swiftly died out. Mrs. Hartley turned to her victim. 

She now faced the girl, cane raised to shoulder height. After flexing her arm,  she  leant  forward,  and  brought  down  the  supple  cane  -  "Swish! 

Thwack!"  The  two  sounds  followed  one  another  closely.  At  once  came  a sharp  scream.  "Ooooooohhhhh!  Aaeaahhhhh!  Eeeeee!"  sobbed  Janet, contracting  her  behind.  Mrs.  Hartley  paused,  arm  upraised.  In  a  moment, a thin red weal appeared, showing plainly through the taut white drawers. 

Miss  Joy,  in  a  hushed  voice  counted  aloud  -  "One!"  Mrs.  Hartley  delivered her second stroke. 

"Oh! OH!” cried Janet, "Oh do please stop. I swear I won't do it again!" 

"Two! said Miss Joy, and then "Three!" as the third stroke whistled to its destination  and  a  third  parallel  weal  appeared.  Janet  was  wriggling convulsively, but Miss Joy had tied her scientifically. "Four!" she said. 

Mrs. Hartley's arm raised a fifth time, paused, and the cane descended with its inexorable sweep. Janet was sobbing brokenly now, and her behind, with  five  weals  showing  plainly,  only  twitched  convulsively.  Janet  braced herself as well as she could for the sixth stroke. A swish, and down it came. 

Thwack! 

“Ooeooggghhh!”  Janet  groaned.  This  was  worse  than  ever.  She'd  been thrashed before; very few of the girls survived a month without a whacking. 

But somehow, during the holidays, she'd forgotten how painful it could be. 
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Mrs.  Hartley  paused  a  moment.  The  first  part  of  the  punishment  was over. Now the second part was to begin. Once more she gestured with her cane. Miss Joy stepped forward, and with gentle hands, began to unfasten the  waistband  of  Janet's  white  lawn  knickers.  The  ribbon  was  loosed  and Miss  Joy  peeled  the  garment  slowly  over  the  round  cheeks,  plump  and white before, but now an angry red, but still plump and shapely. 

Mrs.  Hartley  waited  in  silence while  Miss  Joy  carried  out her  duty,  and  at 
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last  Janet's  behind  was  fully  exposed.  She  bent  forward  and  saw,  with satisfaction, that her old skill had not gone from her. Now for the finishing off  of  the  punishment,  she would try  an  experiment.  Janet  was  just  at the right stage. She lifted her strong arm to full height, bent forward again, and delivered  her  seventh  blow.  The  cane  fell  like  a  flesh,  but  instead  of following through with the stoke, she raised her arm sharply again, as soon as she felt the cane make contact with the tender flesh. She had calculated that the  stroke  would  sting  like  a  serpent,  and  listened  for the  result. She got it. An anguished howl broke from Janet's lips. "Aaaaahhhhh! Oooohhhh! 

You  brute!”  Janet  jerked  madly,  almost  strangling  herself  in  her  efforts  to release herself. 

Miss Joy looked at Mrs. Hartley reproachfully 

. "Seven!" she intoned. 

Mrs.  Hartley  was  pleased.  Her  experiment  was  a  success.  She  had  the means to make some of the bad ones really smart. Some of the girls had got so  used  to  being  thrashed,  that  they  had  grown  almost  indifferent  to  the rod. This would show them something. So satisfied was she that she did not carry  out  the  punishment  to  the  bitter  end.  Her  next  five  strokes  were lighter,  and  Janet  realized  it  thankfully.  In  silence,  the  beating  drew  to  its end, and at a nod from the headmistress, Miss Joy ran to unfasten Janet and led her off the stage, to apply remedies to the ill-treated, tender skin. Mrs. 

Hartley,  panting  slightly  from  her  exertions,  handed  the  cane  to  Miss Dawson, and turned to the girls. 

"Classrooms, quickly!" she snapped, and the scared girls jumped to obey her. 
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Chapter 10 

Whether Miss Dawson was more humane than the other mistresses, or whether she was more lenient than usual on the first day of the term, would be hard to determine. However, Vernon found, to his relief, that neither he, nor  any  of  the  girls  in  the  class  get  into  trouble  that  morning.  The forbidding  trestle,  standing  on  the  teacher's  dais  beside  Miss  Dawson's desk,  had  no  occupant,  Vernon  found  the  lesson  fairly  easy,  and  he  could follow  it  well,  and  answered  his  questions  without  much  difficulty.  But some of the other girls were not so agile, and had Miss Dawson liked, she could have punished several girls for stupidity. She contented herself with a severe  warning,  a  reminder  to  be  more  careful  in  the  future.  Vernon  was rather sorry to be let out of school at one o'clock. Things were more likely to happen to him in the open, he felt, than in a classroom. At one, the girls went  to  the  washrooms  and  tidied  themselves  for  lunch,  which  was  at quarter past. 

Vernon,  in  spite  of  his  uneasiness,  enjoyed  lunch,  and  as  soon  as  they had filed out of the dining room, turned to Molly with a contented feeling. 

"What do we do now?" 

"It’s too soon in the term for games," she replied, “so I expect we shall go for a walk.” This prospect pleased Vernon. 

He followed Molly to the dressing room; it was the first time he had been there,  and  it  was  with  some  surprise  that  he  found  a  peg  there  with  his name  on  it,  and  hung  on  the  peg,  an  overcoat  and  hat.  He  did  not  look closely at these at first, being interested in the room with its large mirrors all around the walls. Then suddenly he realized just what he had seen, and turned  to  the  peg  again.  All  round  him  the  girls  were  chattering  as  they donned  their  hats  and  coats,  but  Vernon's  eyes  filled  with  misery  as  he considered  the  hat  and  coat  on  his  peg.  He'd  forgotten  about  his  girlish attire since everyone else dressed the same; but now, this must mean they were leaving the school for their walk. People would see him! All his horror and revulsion returned. He took the neat felt hat from the peg and jammed it  on  his  head.  It  was  a  girl's  hat;  anyone  could  see  that.  It  was  dark  blue with a wide brim and a dark and light blue striped ribbon running round it. 

He pulled the elastic under his chin savagely, anyhow, and reached for the coat.  He  crammed  himself  into  it,  and  saw  under  the  coat,  a  neat  little cupboard set into the wall. Opening this through curiosity, he found a small pair  of  dark  blue  suede  gloves,  with  three  buttons.  Girl's  gloves!  He  told himself wretchedly. Would he never escape from this beastly place? How he hated  it!  He  yanked  on  the  gloves,  almost  splitting  the  material  in  his impatience.  Then,  without  bothering  to  look  in  the  mirror,  he  marched towards the door. 
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Molly was busy tucking her front curls under her neat little hat, or she would have seen the disheveled Vernon leaving the dressing room, but she did  not.  As  he  emerged  from  the  door,  he  heard  a  feminine  gasp,  and looking up, saw Miss Joy gazing at him in horror. 

"Goodness,  child!  Whatever  are  you  doing?"  she  ejaculated.  "What a fright you look!" Then a stern expression crossed her sunny countenance. 

"You're doing it on purpose!" 

The accusation brought Vernon hurriedly to his senses, and he blanched at the thought of his crime. 
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"Please miss- I mean, Madam, I'm not! It’s . . . well, you see I'm not used to it." 

"Oh I see," said the kind-hearted Miss Joy, "All right, come on, we'll see what we can do." She refixed his hat at the becoming angle prescribed by the rules, pulled his coat neatly round him and pulled up and buttoned his gloves. Vernon was conscious of a dumb gratitude. 

"Thank  you  Miss-  Madame,"  he  said,  almost  shyly,  when  she  had finished. Perhaps it was the faint perfume that clung to her that had made this difference. 

"That’s all right girl!" said Miss Joy kindly. "What's your name?" 

"Vern- " Vernon began. 

Miss Joy nodded, "I'll remember." she said, and swung on her heel and departed.  Vernon  watched  her  swing  along,  her  delicious  figure  trim  and alluring in its light blue worsted suit, her dainty legs flashing in their sheer hose.  He  felt  that  there  was  one  mistress  he  could  trust.  He  turned  away with a sigh, to meet Molly as she trotted out of the room. 

"Oh,  I  was  coming  to  give  you  a  hand,"  she  said  with  a  meaning  look. 

“But I see you don't need it. My, what a lovely girl you are! Verna!" she went on  impulsively,  and  indeed  Vernon,  with  his  short  hair  covered  by  his bonnet, neat hat and little coat, and charming rounded legs and haunches, looked like a little fairy. But he was a boy, and didn't like to be called a girl. 

He  blushed  furiously  and  turned  away,  and  Molly  looked  after  him  with a little  catch  in her heart.  She  had  grown  fond  of  Vernon,  even  in  the  few hours they had known each other. She mustn’t start offending him. 

Presently a crocodile of girls, tripping lightly along on their high heels, could  be  seen  on  the  high  road.  Vernon,  outwardly  calm,  was  burning inside. His old embarrassment had come back. This time it was something different.  He  had  got  over  it  in  the  school.  But  here  were  outsiders.  They would  be  sure  to  notice  him;  everyone  could  see  that  he  was  a  boy;  and a boy masquerading in girl's clothing. 

What would that boy over there think of him, he wondered. But the little boy was to busy making rude noises at the leading file of girls to notice the shrinking,  rather  pretty  girl  who  hung  her  head  as  she  walked  by.  Molly, who was beside him, dimly understood something of his misery, and tried to  comfort  him  in  her  own  way.  Vernon,  plodding  drearily  along,  felt  a warm, tightly gloved little hand steal into his. He squeezed it gratefully and raised his head to see an anxious little smile on Molly's face. Vernon's face cleared  up  in  sympathy.  Here,  he  had  a  good  friend,  he  thought,  giving another squeeze, which Molly instantly returned. 
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After that, the walk became more interesting, for Molly prattled away to him,  telling  him  about  the  country  and  the  people  in  it,  the  birds  and animals. By the time they turned for home, Vernon was quite calm. 

As they turned into the school gates, a small sports car, in which a young man  almost  lay  on  his  back  to  drive,  raced  up  the  road,  and  breaking sharply, skidded to a halt outside the gates, waiting for the long line to get inside before turning up the drive. At the end of the line came Miss Joy, and as she gave the occupant of the car a cool, impersonal glance from her blue eyes,  that  nonchalant  young  men  sat  up  suddenly  and  whistled.  His  eyes were on the trim figure proceeding up the drive at the rear of her charges. 

He lit a cigarette and presently started the car again, and drove, this time sedately, up the drive, stopping before the front door. 








Chapter 11 

While Vernon was getting used to the school routine, there was another person who was also being introduced to new duties. Angela, of course, She had  spent  her  first  night  as  Mrs.  Hartley's  personal  maid,  and  had  the stimulating;  but  not  thankful  task,  of  assisting  that  lady  to  bed,  and  of getting  her  out  of  the  very  stiff  and  heavily  boned  corset  which  Mrs.  H. 

considered necessary for the preservation of her figure. Angela had slept in a  maid's  bedroom  that  affected  by  the  absent  Bessie,  and  had  been intrigued  by  the  missing  one's  personal  possessions.  Dainty  brassieres, lipstick,  powder,  and  so  on,  were  all  examined  before  Angela  retired,  and she had an itching to try them on; she determined to do so soon. The next morning, she dressed in the maid's blue morning uniform, and attended to Mrs. Hartley's wants, as though she actually were a maid. She was deft, and pretty too, and Mrs. Hartley already felt that Bessie was not much of a loss. 

Angela  lunched  with  the  other  servants,  and  afterwards  served  Mrs. 

Hartley in her private dining room. As she was taking away the last set of plates, Mrs. Hartley stopped her. 

“Wait  a  moment,  Angela,"  she  said,  "I  want  to  tell  you  something.  My nephew, who is on leave from the Air Force, is coming for a short stay; he will arrive this afternoon. Naturally, he will not mix with the school life, but will  stay  in  the  private  quarters.  I  want  you  to  look  your  best,  because I want him to be well treated while he is here, and I know how young men appreciate  an  attractive  young  woman,  be  she  maid  or  what  not.  I  am assigning  you  to  serve  him  while  he  is  here;  you  will  attend  to  his  meals, 
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and  whatever  he  wishes  you  to  do;  naturally  I  shall  not  be  able  to  spare a great deal of time from school routine, Do you understand?" 

“Certainly, Madame," said Angela quietly. 

“Very  well,  that's  settled.  Now  you'd  better  go  and  change;  you'll  find a new uniform in your room; and Elise can help you to get ready." 
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Angela  was  pleasantly  flattered  by  this  sudden  change;  her  heart  beat perhaps a shade faster, for a girl has romantic thoughts, and if this nephew of  Madame's  turned  out  to  be  a  handsome  pilot,  well,  there  were  worse places to be than in his service. Angela sighed happily and ran off upstairs to  her  room.  She  heard  Elise  moving  about  in  her  room  next  door,  and called to her from the passage. 

"Elise, Madame says you're to help me to dress," she said excitedly, and went on to tell Elise of Mrs. 

Hartley's orders. 

"Aren't  you  the  lucky  one?"  said  Elise admiringly,  "We'll  have  to  make you really attractive." 

The two girls went into Angela's room, where Angela quickly undressed completely, and, with Elise in attendance, went to the bathroom and took a long and perfumed bath. Then Elise powdered her all over and, slipping on a dressing gown, led her back to the bedroom. 

There she selected a pair of the daintiest white lace knickers and helped Angela into them. "Huh - h'm!" said Elise significantly.  "Seems like Master Nephew's investigations are going to be pretty thorough, if he gets this far!" 

Angela blushed prettily and Elise put a very short, close-fitting corset on her. She had to struggle to get the clasps to meet in spite of the girl's trim figure. 

Then came a pair of gossamer stockings, and white patent high heels of the same color. Elise threaded the corset's garters through the panties and hooked them to the stockings, which then clung ceaselessly to Angela's legs. 

Elise's strong wrists then made a final pull on the corset laces and tied them snugly into place. 

It was strange that Angela, who had complained about being pulled in to tightly,  did  not  murmur  this  time,  although  her  waist  was  being  made  an inch smaller than before. 

A short black satin slip came next, very low cut, barely covering the top of the corset, which had been made with a brassiere top as to lift and cradle Angela's breasts. 

Then came the frock, which was a travesty of a maid's. It was of sheer black velvet, cut exactly to Angela's pulled in figure, so it fit like a glove. It had  a  very  low,  square  neck,  which  provided  a  lovely  foil  for  Angela' 

a dazzlingly white skin. Tiny puffed sleeves enhanced its charm, which was also emphasized by its extreme brevity so that when Angela twirled in front of her mirror she saw a generous glimpse of garters and silken undies. 
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Then came the frock, which was a travesty of a maid's. It was of sheer black velvet, cut exactly to Angela's pulled in figure, so it fit like a glove. It had  a  very  low,  square  neck,  which  provided  a  lovely  foil  for  Angela'  a dazzlingly  white  skin.  Tiny  puffed  sleeves  enhanced  its  charm,  which  was also emphasized by its extreme brevity so that when Angela twirled in front of her mirror she saw a generous glimpse of garters and silken undies. 

Angela  was  being  transformed  from  a  demure  young  lady  to  a  pert, saucy Miss. When the frock hung to their joint satisfaction, Elise dressed her curls into a dizzy, catchy style. Dainty pearl earrings went into her ears, and Angela  was  ready  to  kill.  There  remained  only  her  cap  and  apron,  the former,  a  ridiculous  little  white  square  on  top  of  her  head,  the  other  a dainty  trifle  of  lace  tied  round  and  emphasizing  the  slenderness  of  her waist. 

By four o'clock Angela was ready, a toothsome morsel, waiting only for the sound of the doorbell. At last she heard a car stop on the gravel outside the  front  door,  and  going  to  a  mirror,  gave  a  last  pat  to  her  hair  and smoothed  down  her 

dress. The next instant, 

a forceful peal sounded 

from  the  electric  front 

door  bell  and  Angela 

tripped  daintily  across 

the  hall  and  threw  it 

open. 

Immediately 

she 

wanted  to  scream  for 

joy;  this  young  man 

was  more  handsome 

than  in  her  wildest 

dreams  He  was  tall, 

slim but well built, with 

broad  shoulders  and 

large  hands.  He  had 

tousled,  curly  heir  and 

twinkling  blue  eyes,  lit 

now  by  a  mischievous 

smile that lurked on his 

lips.  Then  she  saw 

those  eyes  widen  as 

they  caught  sight  of 

her,  and  she  could  not 
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prevent herself from smiling at him. 



“Erp - good afternoon, Susie," he said breezily, when he had recovered himself. “Is aunty in?" 

“Who would that be, sir?" she asked provocatively. 

“Why,  the  owner  of  the  joint,  of  course,  Susie-  or  is  it  Susie?"-  he stopped. 

“No, Sir, Angela," said the girl demurely. 

"Angela!-  pretty  name-"  he  mused, "Suits  you too," he  added,  grinning. 

"Just tell Mrs. Hartley I'm here, her favorite nephew," he added. 

“Yes, sir, won't you come in?” 

"That  I  most  certainly  will,"  he  agreed  heartily.  It  may  not  have  been coincidence  that  as  he  passed  Angela,  who  held  open  the  door,  his  finger and thumb should have pinched her left leg, very gently. Angela started, and moved  away  slightly. But the  nephew had  apparently  noticed  nothing,  for he walked into the hall and looked about him. 

Angela, confused, left him in the hall and went to Mrs. Hartley's sitting room. 

"Mr.- I don't know his name, Madam, but he says he's your nephew- he's here!" 

“Then  show  him  in  at  once,”  ordered  Mrs.  Hartley.  Angela  returned  to the hall. 

“Will  you  come  this  way  Sir?"  The  nephew  followed  her,  and  as  she threw  opens  the  door  of  the  sitting  room,  she  was  conscious  of  a  gentle, playful slap on her generous bottom. It made no sound, and only the two of them  knew  it.  Angela  immediately  thought  of  it  as  a  bond  between  them, and hurriedly went upstairs to put on more lipstick. 

Meanwhile  the  nephew  and  Mrs.  Hartley  had  greeted  each  other affectionately. 

"Well Geoff," said the lady, "So you've come to stay. In spite of the last time." 

Geoff nodded, "Yes Aunt, I thought I'd give you another chance. And by Jove, it’s different. Last time I came, I saw nothing but sour-faced old hags." 

His face split in a vast grin. "This time, Oh Boy! Say who was the cutie I met coming in at the gate?" 

"Cutie?" asked Mrs. Hartley, "I don't understand!" 
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"Sure! She was taking the girls out for a walk or something." 

"Oh! That would be Miss Joy. She's our sports mistress." 

"Some sport, I'll lay odds! Say, how do I meet her?" 

"What! Already?" she laughed, and then said indulgently. "All right Geoff, I  know  how  hard  you  work  when  you're  on  duty;  you're  entitled  to  play hard off duty. What would you like to do? You know the mistresses are all crazy to meet a real pilot." 

"Pooh! That acidulated lot! Later, perhaps. But my present ambition is to have dinner with that little trick of a Miss Joy." 

"Do you mean that?" 

"Sure  I  do.  Not  that  I  don't  want  your  company,  Aunty,"  he  went  on giving her arm a squeeze, "But . . . well . . . you know how it is?" 

“Come along with me, we'll find her!" Mrs. Hartley led him onto the hall, and towards the mistresses' 

sitting  room.  Here  they  found  a  cheerful  fire  and  several  of  the mistresses  sitting  bolt  upright  round  a  tea  table.  Miss  Joy  was  absent.  At their coming, the spinsters got into a great flutter, offering tea, cakes, a seat by the fire, and half a dozen other things. 

“Sorry we can't stop," smiled Mrs. Hartley, "I'd better let Geoff meet all the staff, or some of them will be jealous," and she laughed at the chorus of sniffs that greeted this remark, and turned and led Geoff out again. 

"We'll try her own sitting room," she told him, and led the way upstairs, and knocked on the door of a room on the first floor. 

"Come  in!"  said  a  cheerful  voice  and  Geoff  entered  to  find  himself looking into the same blue eyes. 

"This is my nephew, Geoff," said Mrs. Hartley, "He's come to stay at the school for a bit. He's an Air Pilot, and needs some rest, when he gets leave." 

"Oh,  indeed,"  said  Miss  Joy  gently,  offering  a  small,  cool  hand,  which Geoff engulfed in his massive paw. 

They  chatted  on  for  a  while,  then  suddenly,  Mrs.  Hartley  said,  "Oh  do excuse me, I forget to give Angela some orders," she said briskly. "No, don't disturb  yourselves,"  She  trotted  out.  Her  excuse  was  genuine.  She  really wanted to order a little dinner for two in her own sitting room. 

Meanwhile Geoff had gotten straight off the mark. 

"Miss Joy!" he said, "I wonder if you'd like to dine with me tonight." 
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Joy  smiled,  "It  would  be  nice,  but  it’s  impossible,"  she  said diplomatically, "I have to dine with the others." 
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“Not if I ask Aunty," he said confidently. 

"Well,  I  don't  know,"  began  Joy  doubtfully.  She  was  thinking  of  what Charles  would  say.  Then  suddenly  she  made  up  her  mind.  After  all,  this Geoff  was  only  a  boy,  nineteen  she  would  say.  For  another  thing,  these pilots were entitled to all the recreation they could get, and if Geoff's idea was dining with her, then why not? Besides, she thought inconsequentially, Charles had been rather horrid these holidays. She made up her mind. 

"All right, Mr. – Geoff! I'd like to dine with you." 

"And you'll wear something nice?" he asked eagerly. "You know, its not often we see a pretty woman all dressed up." 

She laughed pleasantly, "All right." 

And  so  it  came  about  that,  at  seven  thirty  that  evening,  Geoff  was standing in front of the fire in Mrs. 

Hartley's  room, 

looking  at  the  cozy 

table  for  two,  and 

wishing  Joy  would 

hurry  up.  A  light 

step  sounded,  the 

door  opened,  and 

suddenly,  there  she 

was. 

Geoff  caught  his 

breath 

at 

her 

loveliness,  and  she 

heard the sound and 

smiled.  She  wore  a 

white, 

pure-white 

ermine 

evening 

wrap,  folded  well 

over  her  slender 

figure, 

which, 

however,  it  did  not 

hide.  From  the  hem 

of  the  wrap  peeped 

the dull black velvet 

of  an  evening  gown, 

barely  brushing  the 

tops  of  her  knees. 

Her hair framed her 
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head softly and round it was a gleaming gold fillet, above which showed the broad strands of golden plaits of rich hair. 



She  advanced  into  the  room,  and  held  out  her  hand.  He  grasped  it tenderly. 

"Gosh,  you  look  swell!  Miss  Joy,"  the  youth  blurted,  his  natural aggressiveness for once disappeared. "Come and have a cocktail!" They had two,  and  then  Angela  appeared  to  announce  the  first  course.  Angela  was badly  shaken  at  the  sight of  the  lovely Miss  Joy talking  and  laughing with her  own  hero.  Then  she  brightened,  as  she  realized  .she  would  have  far more opportunities to see him. For one thing, she has orders to take up his breakfast tomorrow morning. And so on. 

When Angela announced the grapefruit, Joy moved gracefully away from the  fire,  and  raising  her  hands,  unfastened  the  clasp  of  her  cloak.  Geoff stepped forward and took it as it slid off her shoulders. Again he gasped, for as the cloak slid down, he saw - first the dazzling white shoulders, then her back; and his eyes almost dropped out, when he saw that her lovely back was completely bare to the waist. His fascinated eyes could scarcely be torn from  the  sight,  but she  had  reached  the  table,  and he hurriedly put  down the wrap and seated her. 

Then he went round and sat down opposite. From the front, she looked even more startling. 

Joy  had  decided  that  if  she  was  doing  a  thing,  she  might  as  well  do  it properly. If she was going to dream to please this young man, there was no use in half measures. So she wore a frock that had been strictly condemned by  a  horrified  Charles.  The  corsage  was  cut  very  low  indeed,  the  deep neckline coming down actually between her soft breasts, and exposing the fascinating  valley  between  the  two  gentle  mounds.  When  she'd  been  out with  Charles,  she'd  worn  a  red  rose  at  her  breast,  but  tonight,  she  didn't even wear that. She smiled now at the effect her dress had on Geoff. She was a  knockout,  and  she  knew  it.  She  began  serenely,  smilingly  to  eat  her grapefruit. 

But  alas!  Fate  had  it  in  for  poor  Joy.  Charles,  her  stalwart  fiancée,  or boyfriend, was not feeling too good that night. He realized that he'd treated Joy pretty rottenly of late, and decided this would be a good time to see her and apologize. Now Mrs. Hartley very much approved of Charles, and had often lent the couple her sitting room, to murmur their sweet nothings to each other. So when Charles rang the front door bell and Angela opened it to him, what could be more natural than for him to say: 
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"Tell Miss Joy, I'll be waiting in the usual place!" And Angela, suddenly tumbling  to  it,  and  with  a  little  prick  of  malicious  satisfaction,  merely murmured,  "Very  good,  Sir!"  She  did  not  know,  as  Bessie  did,  where  the usual  place  was,  and  she was  just  going  to interrupt the tête-à-tête in the sitting  room,  when  she  was  astonished  to  see  the  young  man  walk  firmly across the hall, open the door of the same room, and coolly walk in. A bull-like roar emerging from the closed door a second later, told her it was no place to linger, and with an amused chuckle she fled to her own room. 
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Meanwhile,  inside  the  room,  the  air  became  a  little  clearer,  after  the torrent of language that flowed from two pairs of lips. 

"What the - what does this mean, Joy?" shouted Charles, when he could speak coherently. 

"Why nothing, Charles dear," said Joy coolly. She was the calmest of the three, yet she was quaking inside. 

“She's merely entertaining me," said Geoff, protesting. 

"So I see," said Charles grimly. "Joy, come out of here at once! Go up to your  sitting  room.'"  And  Joy  with  a  thrill  knew  she  was  up  against  it.  She rose from her seat and went, picking up her cloak on the way. 








Chapter 12 

Unconscious of the stirring scenes that were taking place in the staff part of the house, the children were making their way to bed. Vernon and Molly had  just  brushed  their  teeth  in  the  bathroom,  and  had  returned  to  their bedroom. 

“You’re not going to be awkward tonight, are you Verna?” asked Molly. 

“I don’t want the Eunice or Denise in here again.” 

“All right,” Vernon acquiesced, and went up to where she stood waiting. 

He still felt some moments of uneasiness, but Molly was gentle with what she had to do. 

Once  he  was  in  his  nightgown,  he  began  to  remove  her  frock,  and uttered many a weary sigh, before he folded it safely away in the wardrobe. 

Her corset was a simple matter. He squatted before her and removed her shoes. Vernon's fingers trembled as he lowered her petticoat down her soft thighs. 

Then came her panties. To gain time, he smoothed them down carefully with his hands, and was suddenly aware of a deep, clear look from Molly’s blue  eyes.  There  seemed  to  be  tenderness  in  the  glance,  and  he  found himself again with the urge to draw her to him and kiss her. Then he slowly drew  them  off,  folded  them  and  placed  them  in  their  place.  At  last,  he nerved himself to unclasp her bra and remove it from her lovely mounds. 

She stood there waiting, while he slipped on her nightie. 

In  a  few  moments,  they  lay  once  more,  side  by  side,  their  arms  about each other. 
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This time, it was Vernon who turned up Molly's face to kiss her. 

The End 
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Here are two pencil drawings that Juan did of Vernon's first night at school: 
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Here are three drawings that BJ modified: 
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Check out my other Kindle books and visit my web page – 

www.petticoatpunishmentart.com 
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