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  College Girl




  




  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.




  “At the moment I’m not sure, Sarah.”




  This wasn’t much of an answer. My confused look must have been obvious as to forestall further questions she said, “Sit with me.” I followed her, the soft dress material stretching over her pert cheeks, to the comfy chairs and settee.




  As I got closer to the chairs I saw that the small weird-looking table was a desk like those ones shown in pictures of Victorian schoolrooms – with a hinged top, space for books inside and holes for inkwells. What a strange thing to have in a modern office.




  She smoothed the dress material under her and sat on the settee, crossing her legs. Her tights made a sexy shushing noise, and she smiled up at me patting the space beside her. I walked over and sat down, conscious at how close I was to her. I unsuccessfully smoothed my short plaid skirt under me and crossed my legs, the white knee-length socks rubbing against each other. I unslung my bag and put it on the table.




  She swept her straight blond hair away from her face. She looked at me and saw my nervousness.




  “Don’t worry, Sarah,” she said calmly. “You grades are fine; it’s just something else I wanted to talk to you about.”




  This was even more puzzling until I realised what she might be talking about. A sudden cold feeling hit my stomach. Did she know?




  My sudden look of fear caused her to laugh softly and she reached over and patted me on the knee. Her hand felt hot.




  “I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about, Sarah.”




  “Miss!” I said plaintively, wanting an answer.




  “At this college we try and make our pupils into well-rounded people, ready to face the world. And, although your grades are fine, it’s been noticed that you’ve not been going to any of the get-togethers we’ve organised with the boys college.”




  There was an obvious reason for this but I wasn’t going to let her know about my secret if she didn’t already know.




  She got up and had to walk sideways in front of me to squeeze past the coffee table. Her dress material stretched into lines across her thighs, at about my head height. “Excuse me,” she said.




  “Miss,” I whispered in reply. The tightness increased in my panties.




  “Would you like a coffee, Sarah?”




  If I said no would this meeting end sooner rather than later?




  “Cream, sugar?”




  Too late. I resignedly said, “Please.”




  She went into the coffee machine and I heard the clink of crockery. She went back to her desk with two cups and set one on her desk, indicating with her head for me to come and get it. She sipped from the one she was holding.




  I got up and walked over to her. She perched on the desk corner, the toe of one shoe touching the floor. I picked up the cup and took a sip. It was hot and was different to the type I normally drank. Without any warning she reached under my skirt and grabbed my panties. I cried out in surprise. She’d discovered my secret.




  I stood still, rigid with horror at being found out. She let go of my chastity cage and calmly walked to the door and locked it. I tried desperately to think of something to say but my mind was blank.




  “We need to talk, Sarah.” She calmly said.




  She walked back to me and placed her right arm across my shoulders while with her left hand retrieved the coffee cup from my numb hands and placed it back on her desk. She guided me back to the settee and sat next to me, not having removed her arm from my shoulders.




  “W...What’s going to happen to me?” I managed to force out in a whisper, too scared to look directly at her.




  “Why are you doing this, Sarah?”




  There was nothing I could do; I had to tell her everything. I told her about realisation that I didn’t fit in with my previous life, the yearning to wear female clothes, the feelings I had when I was wearing dresses and skirts and feminine blouses. The decision to restart my life as a female.




  I don’t know when I started crying but I found a tissue in my hand and wiped the tears from my eyes and blew my runny nose with it.




  “How did you get accepted at this college?”




  Through sobs I replied, “My aunt knows about me. She’s is on the Board of Governors and got me in.”




  I glanced up and saw her nodding her head as if I’d said something that suddenly made sense to her.




  “Hormones?” she indicated my breasts, barely held by a lacy black bra under the skimpy plaid top. I could probably soon dispense with the additional silicone breasts forms.




  I nodded.




  “Let me see…” she nodded, indicating my crotch. She knew all about me now so I lifted my short plaid skirt, pulled my black cotton panties down, and then the smallest tightest control panties I could find to show her the padlocked clear plastic cage my cock was held in. It was the smallest I’d been able to buy.




  “Why?”




  “It’s so I don’t give away that I was male,” I said quietly.




  “Where’s the key?”




  I nodded towards my bag on the table. She reached over and unzipped it. Her hand went in and brought out the key. It was attached to a metal clasp that was, in turn, attached to a leather strap within the bag so it couldn’t fall out. For some reason she unhooked it and walked back to the desk. What was going on? She unzipped her bag on the desk and put it inside.




  Looking up she smiled at me. “I think I have a solution for you, Sarah.”




  “What?”




  Without a word her hand went back into her bag and brought her mobile out. She turned it on and tapped out a text with her thumbs. After she’d sent it she looked at me with a look of realisation on her face. “So each get-together we organised with the boys college you called in sick, but you were fine?”




  “Yes,” I admitted. I knew what was going to happen now. As well as the dress code this girls-only college had a strict code of conduct. The get-togethers were mandatory, unless, of course, you were ill.




  “Better get the punishment over with, Sarah,” she said sternly.




  “Miss,” I acknowledged.




  She walked past me to the Victorian-style desk and pulled it so it was away from the walls. “Come here, Sarah.” I got up and walked to her wondering what was going to happen.




  She lifted the table lid releasing a faint strange musty smell.




  “Panties down, Sarah.”




  “Miss.”




  I pulled my black cotton ones down and left them on the tops of my shoes.




  “Both pairs,” she ordered sternly.




  “Miss.”




  I pulled my control panties down letting my chastity cage swing free between my legs.




  “Come closer, Sarah.”




  I shuffled closer trying not to get my panties dirty, wondering what on earth she was planning on doing.




  “Place your cage there,” she indicated the desk. I lifted my skirt (what there was of it) and bent my knees so I could place cage where she said. It lay on the edge of the drawer part of the desk. She then lowered the lid onto it. I was trapped, held by my cage.




  “Miss!” I said nervously.




  She tapped my shoes with hers indicating I should straighten my legs. I held on to the sides of the desk and carefully moved my panty-covered shoes backwards until I was resting on my toes.




  She reached up and gripped my shoulder-length ponytail and forced me down on top of the desk. I gasped at the coldness of it against my bare mid-riff.




  There was no escape. My weight was holding the lid down which trapped my cage. Was it strong enough to withstand the pressure? Would I be accidentally made into a girl?




  I heard some movements behind me. I glanced round to see she was sliding the thin black leather belt from around her waist.




  “How many, Sarah?”




  I knew the rules – I’d studied them extensively with my aunt before deciding to enrol.




  “Six, miss.” This was for the first misdemeanour.




  “Six, Sarah, although I think it should be more for the previous get-togethers you’ve missed.”




  She was quiet for a worrying length of time. I waited on her decision, my legs behind me, cage trapped by the desk lid, cheeks waiting to be punished. Would it leave a mark?




  I felt my skirt being lifted up then swish and crack of sound; pain erupted in my cheeks, I gasped out, my heart hammering, I gripped the table harder.




  The pain died to a throb. I knew there would be more. Swish I cried out again; tears pricked at my eyes. She let the pain die down again and then swish, the sound of the leather hitting my painful cheeks was drowned by my cry of pain.
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