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  My heels clicked loudly along the empty corridor; my short plaid skirt bounced against my pert cheeks and upper thighs. The College Principal had requested I see her in her office; but why after everyone else had gone home?




  Was I due to be disciplined for something? I was sure my grades were doing fine. Was it the last essay I’d handed in? Then a thought came to me and I felt a chill in my exposed mid-riff. Did she know my secret? The one I kept hidden deep in my black cotton panties?
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  My heels clicked loudly on the hard floor and echoed along the empty corridor. It felt strange being here without other girls walking and talking along it. A chill crept up my legs and into my short skirt. Not for the first time I cursed the strict dress-code. The only loop-hole was that you had to wear black shoes. So my short plaid (pale pink and black) skirt bounced nicely against my cheeks and upper thighs because I was wearing my current favourite black (of course) shoes - micro-suede platform heels. I loved them. Goosebumps spread over my exposed mid-riff. I wished I’d thought to have worn a cardigan to cover my skimpy short-sleeved plaid top. I held on to my bag I’d slung over one shoulder, gripping it nervously. I turned a corner and saw my destination – the administration offices. There was light spilling into the corridor from a door window. It was the one I was meant to go to. I clicked up to it feeling apprehensive at what was going to happen.




  I peered through the window into an empty office. To the right was a black leather chair and a desk with a computer screen and keyboard. A brown leather bag sat next to some folders a lamp. To the left was a comfy settee and chairs around a low coffee table. There was also a strange looking table pushed back into a corner. Was anyone in there? I nervously knocked on the door. Maybe if no-one answered I could leave.




  My breath caught in my throat as a door behind the desk in the far corner opened and she walked out. She reached back and turned the light off behind her. Miss Trehane was the Principal of the college I was at. Earlier in the day I’d found a message left in my locker that I was to meet her in her office at this time. I’d often admired her from afar, her long blond hair, perfect feminine body, the ease she had at looking gorgeous. Many a time I’d practiced doing my make-up like she did. She looked over at me through the glass and my heart skipped a beat as she smiled at seeing me. She was wearing a short-sleeved knee-length burnt-orange dress with black buttons down one side, with a thin black belt around her waist. It gently hugged her figure and she looked fabulous. Her heels matched the colour perfectly (staff weren’t bound by the dress-code) and I saw the sheen of sheer dark tights. I felt a comforting tightness hiding under my skirt, deep in my black cotton panties.




  She walked smoothly to the door and opened it.




  “Sarah. Thank you for coming. Please come in.” She opened the door further and I self-consciously walked in, nervously gripping my bag straps with both hands. She was wearing some gorgeous flowery scent. I made a mental note to try and find out what it was. There was also a background smell of coffee from a machine next to the door she’d come out of.




  “I love your shoes, Sarah.”




  “Thank you, Miss,” I nervously said. Then, “Um, er Miss?”




  “Yes, Sarah?”




  “Am I in trouble?” I’d been very careful with my grades and was sure I was keeping up academically. I wondered why she’d requested me to be here. I lost myself in her blue eyes as she looked at me.
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