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THE SPANKING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

 


 


 chapter ONE

 


 


I stared at the formidable looking woman in front of
me. Mrs. Ellen Hardy, headmistress of St Agnetha’s School for Girls
in Rainsworth, State of Virginia, was looking down at my
application form. She was flanked on one side by Leonard Page, the
school dean and on the other by Evelyn Harper, the deputy head.

“Miss Nolan, we have the highest of standards here
at St Agnetha’s, what makes you think you could keep to them?”

I wanted to say it was because I was desperate for a
job, I was two months behind with my rent and I had boxes full of
unpaid credit card bills, but as a twenty two year old newly
qualified English teacher, or should I say unemployed English
teacher, I tried to think of a suitable reply for the old
witch.

“I was brought up by very strict parents,” I
replied. “They insisted on the very highest of standards and I
fully agree that all girls should be treated the same way and
brought up to work hard and respect authority.”

Not bad, not bad at all. My Mom was a drunk who was
abandoned by my dad when I was thirteen. She was strict, sure, ‘if
you’re late home the front door will be locked and you can sleep in
the fucking woodshed.’ Real strict. But Jesus, I needed this job, I
needed it badly, I was on my beam ends, I would be out on the
street soon, homeless, or walking the street, reduced to the oldest
profession in the world. Give me the fucking job! I directed that
thought to the frosty faced headmistress.

“How do you feel about corporal punishment?” The
dean, Leonard Page asked me.

“Corporal punishment? Is that part of the school
policy?”

“It certainly is,” Ellen Hardy replied. “It is part
of our disciplinary procedure that corporal punishment will be
applied whenever girls misbehave or break the rules.”

 


I was astonished, it was like something out of the
last century. Or maybe the one before, but I was sure that corporal
punishment was a thing of the past. Obviously not in this
school.

“I’m all in favor,” I said earnestly. “Absolutely,
if a girl has misbehaved then she should be punished and corporal
punishment is the way to go. No question.”

“That’s excellent, so you are fully in agreement
with all of our rules?” the headmistress confirmed.

“Oh yes, totally.”

Okay, so it was a bit of an exaggeration. No, it was
more than that, it was a total fabrication, but what the hell? I
needed to pay my rent and if they wanted me to agree that the
occasional spanking was necessary, I would do it. I didn’t
especially envy the girls that would get whacked, but that was
their problem, not mine. At the end of the interview, they
confirmed that I could have the job as an English teacher, with a
probationary period of twelve months. I was over the moon, a job at
last, money. I thanked them all and walked out of the interview,
floating on air. I was due to start work the following Monday, so
instead of going straight back to my apartment I drove into town
and treated myself to a new dress using the last of my cash, that
would be another bill that would have to wait. It was quite a
short, sexy little number but if I wore it to work I felt that it
would give me the appropriate image as a stylish, modern teacher,
not one of these frumpy old cows that spend their whole life
haunting the corridors of grotty little schools, going nowhere.

 


On the Monday morning I reported for work, my short
hemline attracted a few glances, mostly admiring glances from male
teachers and more strained glances from some of the older women.
Well fuck them, Claire Nolan had arrived and she wasn’t going to
walk around looking like moldy old spinster. I had a brief chat
with the deputy headmistress, Evelyn Harper and she gave me my
schedule for the day. I had a quick look at it and saw that I was
going to be busy, end to end lessons all morning and all afternoon.
Two of the lessons were double periods, so I made a note to do
extra preparation. I went into the first class and my immediate
impression was how well behaved the girls were. There was none of
the rowdy behavior that I had encountered when I was on teaching
assignment while I was training, instead they were much more muted
and attentive throughout, I was impressed. At last, I was a real
teacher! I finished the lesson and went on to the next. According
to my schedule it was a double lesson, but at the end of the first
period the girls all got up and left and I sat looking at an empty
classroom and wondering what the hell to do. I wandered around the
school trying to find someone that I could ask for advice but there
was no one, so I went back to the staff room to do some preparation
for the afternoon. After twenty minutes, the headmistress, Ellen
Hardy, walked into the staff room, her face red with anger.

“Miss Nolan, what on earth are you doing? Why aren’t
you in your class?”

“I was in my class, Mrs. Hardy. It was scheduled as
a double lesson, but there seems to be a mistake and the girls all
left after the first period,” I replied.

“Rubbish, your schedule is quite clear, you should
have gone straight to your next class. Show me the schedule!”

 


I handed the piece of paper to her and she examined
it minutely.

“There you are,” she said, pointing with her finger.
“It’s quite clear, a double lesson, the first part is in the
classroom that you went to and the second part in the project room
which is on the second floor.”

I took the schedule back from her and looked at it.
My God, on second reading she was right. If I had read it properly,
it would have been obvious to me.

“I see,” I said. “Mrs. Hardy, I’m awfully sorry,
I’ve obviously made a mistake, it won’t happen again.”

“This won’t do, it won’t do at all. You’d better
come to my office, follow me,” she snapped, walking out of the
room. I followed her like a naughty schoolgirl, obviously she was
going to read me the riot act. I mentally shrugged, it was a simple
mistake on my first morning. It could have happened to anyone. We
reached her office and I went in. She looked at me sternly.

“Right, you know what the school policy is on
breaking the rules, our procedure requires that this kind of
infraction is dealt with by corporal punishment. As it is your
first offence, I will just give you six strokes of the cane, but be
careful not to let it happen again, we have a sliding scale of
punishments and it will get a lot worse.”

 


Now hang on, lady, I wanted to say to her. What the
fuck are you talking about? But this was my first morning in my
first job, a job I couldn’t afford to lose, so let’s sort this out
nicely, Claire.

“Mrs. Hardy, I don’t think you understand. I am a
teacher, albeit a very junior one. The rules on corporal punishment
are of course for the girls, not the teachers, so look, I’m sorry
but let’s not talk about the cane, there is no way I could agree to
that.”

She picked a manual from her desk, opened it at a
page and showed it to me.

“This is the manual you were given when you came for
interview, yes?”

I nodded.

“Right, here it is, page twenty six, read the part
about probationary teachers.”

She thrust the book at me and I read it. There it
was, first year teachers were subject to the same discipline as the
girls. Oh, Jesus.”

“That is what you agreed to when you took the job,”
she said. “Do I understand that you wish to renege on your
contract?”

What is it those computer people say? RTFM. Read the
fucking manual. I had fallen straight into the trap. But I was
stuck in this particular trap, there was no way out, except for
bankruptcy.

“Very well, if those are the rules, I’ll agree to
it,” I said meekly.

“Good. What size skirt do you wear, about an 8 or a
10?”

A skirt, what the hell?

“An eight.”

“Just one moment.” She went to cupboard and rummaged
for a few moments and appeared with a short, bright yellow
skirt.

“Here you are, change into this and report here this
afternoon at three o clock for your caning.”

I looked at the colorful garment. “But why do I have
to wear this?”

“All of the girls have to, it’s to mark out who has
been bad so that everyone knows, it is a badge of shame.”

“And you expect me to wear this until this
afternoon?” I gasped.

“Yes, of course, it’s all in the rule book you were
given. You can use my office bathroom to change, hurry up, I
haven’t got all day.”

 


Five minutes later I emerged from her office into
the corridor wearing the bright yellow skirt, my face burning
bright red with embarrassment. I sat in a corner of the staff room
waiting for my next lesson period, several people came in and out
and looked pointedly at my skirt. Then it was time to go to the
lesson and I walked to the classroom. I could hear giggles as I
went past groups of girls, then I found my room and went in. The
girls were sat waiting, they looked at me in disbelief and then the
room erupted in a storm of laughing and giggling.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/23568
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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