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         I brace myself when I hear the car. However, I can’t help but jump when I see the black and white police car with two men in uniforms. One of them holds my upper arm firmly as I'm guided out to the car. Then I'm behind bars again, locked in between the car doors without handles. I hope they don't know what kind of community service I'm sentenced to. The news made a big fuss over the sex education proposal – besides, they're driving me to a college. Yes, I think they suspect it.


“You are lucky,” one of them says. “Your college is so far away that no one knows you. If they don’t remember your face from the papers, mind you. You’re a celebrity.”

         

“It’s not the face they’ll remember,” says the other one.


They know! I’m almost foaming with rage, sitting behind the bars that separate me from the front seats. We pull by the side entrance of the college.

         

“You are going to meet up here in room 27,” one of them says. He gives me the warning that everyone who’s sentenced to community service gets. It’s wasted on me – after all, I’m the one who approved the bill.

         

“Those who you serve have you at their full disposal. You have to obey any orders you get from them immediately, even if you feel violated. Protests, disobedience, or slow reactions will be reported and lead to extra punishment. Do you understand?”


I mumble a yes. My knees are shaking a little. I feel out of breath. He guides me in with a firm grip around my arm.


The classroom is old fashioned. The tutor's desk is raised up a little from the rest. The class consists of 14 young men. They’re all 19-years old. They look at me with examining glances, revealing that they know they’ll soon see more of me. A big object is standing behind the desk. It is covered with a sheet. I stand there, pushing my legs together and want to sink through the floor. 


The policeman is talking to the tutor, who is in her fifties. She’s wearing a dark dress and glasses, with a tight belt around her waist. Her dark hair is pulled up in a strict knot on her neck.

         

“This is the woman who’s to serve you. Do you want us to pick her up around eleven?”


Thank God. At least they let me stay anonymous. The tutor nods. The policeman leaves. She doesn’t even look in my direction, she just starts talking to the students. I remember the poster on the wall from my own sex education for more than twenty years ago. It showed a vagina and a uterus cut in half, seen from the side. It also had a picture of a pussy that looked like a boat. A tingling sensation ran through me.


“Today and for some time ahead we get to use a live model,” she says. "We are going to use her to study the typical female body features, and of course, her genitals. It is important that you know more about a woman's body, genitals, and sexual reactions than what you see in porn!"


         

“Would you please get undressed,” she says to me.


I stand there frozen, and I know that my mouth is open. Her words keep running through my head: study her genitals… Oh God!

         

“Get undressed!” She repeats. She sounds more commanding now, almost sharp in her voice.


I obey this time, quickly, and almost in a panic. I don’t get any extra punishment, oh no! I pull off my clothes in a hurry, and they land on the floor in one big pile. Then I stand there naked in front of them. Instinctively, I place one arm of my breasts and another hand in front of my fully shaven pussy.

         

“Take up your clothes and hang them up,” she scolded me. “We don’t want any mess in the classroom.”


Some of the boys start laughing. I try to stand sideways to them as I pick up the clothes from the floor. I put them on a chair by the door. I am horribly aware of my breasts swaying from side to side. Then I simply stand there again in the same position as before. The tutor strictly removes my hand.

         

“Keep your arms to your side. It’s too late for you to pretend you’re shy. Can everyone see okay?”


What a question! I am standing here in front of them with my newly shaven pussy, feeling their eyes burn against my skin. I obediently keep my hands along my side. She's put me in my place and shown who's the boss. It does something to me. My cheeks are burning, and my whole body feels hot.


         

“The typical outer features of a female body are all about distribution of fat,” she says. "As you can see, her hips and thighs are round, even though she is in good physical shape."


I stand there with my eyes turned down. She places her hand on me as she talks. New sensations run through me for each touch.

         

“The most prominent features are the breasts.” She places a hand under them and carefully prods them, so they start to sway. I force myself to keep still. She grabs my shoulders and makes me turn around. “A female’s behind is usually rounder and plumper compared to men.”


She places her hand under one of my buttocks and moves it about. My whole ass starts to wobble. I let out a little hiss between the teeth but manage to restrain myself. As long as I keep myself under control, I at least have a shred of dignity left. Without any fuss, she turns me around again.
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