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Adam First slipped his pass key in the lock,
turned the handle. The door opened soundlessly. Eve Sorenson’s room
was a large, airy bedsitter, standard issue for the teachers at St.
Martha’s: each room contained a small kitchenette with a bar fridge
and microwave for snacks, a couch-and-chair living area and, in the
far corner, sleeping quarters with a single bed, night table and
dresser.

Adam First’s eyes swept the room. There were
clothes scattered everywhere: on the floor, on the chairs, even on
the top of the small kitchen table. The cups of Ms. Sorenson’s bra
covered the remnants of a half-eaten sandwich and the dregs of a
glass of milk. Perhaps his young teacher could use a few lessons in
basic housekeeping. Punctuated, of course, with the odd well-placed
spank on her bare bottom to remind her of the importance of
neatness.

But that lesson would have to wait. He had
another lesson to teach this morning. Also on her bare bottom. Ms.
Sorenson, as he had suspected, was still asleep in her bed when she
should have been standing in her classroom, dissecting the finer
points of Shakespeare’s Taming of the Shrew for her
students.

Sometime in the night she’d apparently kicked
off her blankets. They lay in a heap on the floor. Ms. Sorenson was
curled up on the bed, her blue polka-dot night dress rucked up over
the perfect pear of her alabaster bottom, a provocative if
convenient target for his wrath. He lifted his small leather strap
above his head.

SMACK!

“Ar-r-r—” Eve Sorenson let out an exclamation
of shock and anger as she sat bolt upright in bed, her right hand
reaching back to still the sting in her behind. But her instinctive
anger at having her rest disturbed morphed quickly into fear as Eve
Sorenson saw the principal standing over her holding that leather
strap in his hand. He had warned her. Not once. But twice already.
She just couldn’t seem to wake up in the mornings. She looked at
the clock on the night table. 9:15! Oh my God. She was sure she’d
set the alarm for 7:30; she must have reached over and switched it
off.

“School starts at 9 a.m. sharp,” he said
quietly but with an unmistakable edge in his voice. “I would
suggest you get up and get dressed.” She hesitated, still half
asleep and uncertain what she should do next. He didn’t wait for
her to decide. He grabbed her by the wrist, pulled her up to a
standing position and delivered another stinging cut to her
backside. “Now!” he said.

She backed away toward the dresser. He
watched her, folding his arms over his chest, waiting. While he had
already certainly seen more of her bare bottom than Eve Sorenson
cared to think about, he hadn’t seen her totally naked. She wasn’t
sure she wanted him to — at least not like this, not right now. But
it was also clear she had no choice. He wasn’t going anywhere and
the look in his eyes told her she’d better get moving or he might
just do the undressing and dressing himself. And if she forced him
to take matters into his own hands, she had a feeling she’d feel
those hands on her bottom. And not in any way she might like. She
slipped the night dress over her head.

Adam watched her awkward nakedness with what
he hoped was suitable principal-like dispassion. But his emotions
were anything but dispassionate as he admired Ms. Sorenson’s
voluptuous curves and dark valleys, the fleshy details of which he
had only imagined until now. He wished he could indulge the
thoughts that were racing through his mind.

But he couldn’t… Those were the rules.

Eve Sorenson dropped her night dress on the
floor, suddenly thought better of it — she knew Mr. First was a
stickler for neatness — turned and bent over to pick it up. In
doing so, she realized, she was putting on even more of a show.
What was he seeing, she wondered? What was he thinking? She quickly
folded the night dress and put it on the top of the dresser, then
opened the chest of drawers, grabbed a pair of red silk panties,
her garter belt, nylons and a black lacy bra.

She slipped into the bra, pulled her panties
up over her bottom. Adam watched with amused interest. He didn’t
bother to tell her she wouldn’t need the panties for long; she
would find that out for herself soon enough. After she finished
dressing — she’d slipped on a simple summery blue A-line mini dress
that came halfway down her thighs, discreetly but barely covering
the tops of her stockings — she looked at him expectantly. Now
what, she wondered?

She didn’t have to wait. He reached out with
his right hand and grabbed her by the left ear lobe, then pull her
close while he proceeded to deliver a volley of stinging spanks
over her dress.

“Now, Ms. Sorenson,” he said, releasing her,
“you and I are going to your classroom where we’re going to show
your students how I deal with irresponsible teachers.” He grabbed
her again by the earlobe and push-pulled her out of the room and
down the long hallway that led from the teachers’ residences
through the now empty dining hall, past the teachers’ lounge and on
to her classroom. Eve tried to hold back — she wanted like anything
to get away from the powerful hand guiding her inexorably toward
her fate— but it was useless.

Suddenly, they were in front of the door
leading into her classroom. As Adam opened it and propelled his
reluctant young teacher into the classroom ahead of him, the noisy
buzz of unsupervised, chattering students instantly stilled.
Everyone could read the look of fear and humiliation on Ms.
Sorenson’s face. The girls could read the look on the principal’s
face too; none of them wanted to be Ms. Sorenson at that very
moment.

“Class,” he addressed them. “Ms. Sorenson has
something she wants to say to you, don’t you Ms. Sorenson?”

“I’m — I’m very sorry I was late for class
this morning,” she said quickly. “Very sorry.”

“And you’re going to be a lot sorrier,” Adam
declared. “Bend across your desk. Now.”

Eve Sorenson wanted to die of shame. He was
going to spank her. In front of her own students. She
hesitated.

“Don’t make me repeat myself, young lady,” he
said, addressing her more like an errant school girl than a mature
teacher. Something in his voice shook her out of her stupor. She
bent across her desk, her upturned bottom facing a classroom full
of her own students, hoping against hope the principal would leave
her at least some small shred of dignity.

He didn’t. Adam First reached down and
flipped up the hem of her minidress exposing the tops of her
nylons, her garter belt and panties. She tried to push down her
bottom, make it somehow less prominent but he was having none of
it. He slipped his hand between her legs and held her pubis as he
lifted her into the position he wanted.

Adam First could feel the dampness of the
gusset between her legs, her excitement. She was getting off on
this! Well, he would give her time to get the full effect, he
thought. He slipped his fingers inside the waistband of her panties
and slowly dragged them down to just below the top of her
stockings. Then he reached into his suit pocket for the safety pins
he kept with him for just such occasions and proceeded to pin the
hem of her dress high above her waist. That would keep her bare
bottom on prominent display even after she stood up. This added
humiliation, he knew, often served as more of a punishment than the
spanking itself.

He didn’t spank his young teacher right away
either. Instead, he left her there, ignominiously bent across the
desk, dress pinned up, panties pulled down, her bottom on display
while he went silently to the blackboard behind the teacher’s desk
and wrote at the top of the board in a careful script: “Naughty
teachers get their bare bottoms spanked.”

“Ms. Sorenson, come here,” he ordered. She
stood up and hurried over to where he was standing, acutely aware
of the show she continued to put on for the students, who were
sitting in numbed, watchful silence in their seats. “You will copy
out the sentence on the blackboard one hundred times — and think
about what it says, and what those words will mean for you — while
I deal with some other unpleasantness that is necessary as a result
of your behaviour today.” So saying, he placed the piece of chalk
in her hand, grabbed her by the shoulders and turned her to face
the blackboard. Reaching down, he gave her bared bottom a hard
smack. “Get on with it,” he said gruffly. “Number each one. And
start up high so you’ll have room for one hundred lines.”

Eve Sorenson had to stand on her tiptoes and
then stretch to reach the spot under which he had written the
sentence. She only hoped he wouldn’t punish her for poor penmanship
too.

 “Now,
young ladies,” First said, turning his attention to the class in
front of him. “I believe we have a few things to discuss. While Ms.
Sorenson is primarily responsible for the lack of discipline and
learning in this classroom this morning — and she will be suitably
punished for it — that doesn’t excuse any of you for taking
advantage of the situation. I could very easily punish all of you
but, in the interests of getting on with the far too long delayed
business at hand — which should be Mr. Shakespeare — I am only
going to single out the ringleaders for a spanking this morning.
Cassandra, Ellen. Up to the front.”

As the two miscreants made their reluctant
way up to the front of the classroom, the other girls looked at
each other in stunned disbelief. How did he know? How could he?
Once again, their principal had uncannily — and correctly — singled
out the chief culprits of this morning’s student shenanigans in Ms.
Sorenson’s classroom, even though he hadn’t been present to see
what had taken place.

Adam noted their surprise with a quiet
satisfaction. There were things they didn’t need to know; it was
enough that they knew that he knew. Not that he knew it all either.
Not by a long shot.

Before he became Saint Martha’s principal
last year, Adam First had been a professional football player whose
career was cut short by injuries. Soon after he retired, another
former player, now a security guard, approached him. How would he
like to put his teacher’s degree — the one he’d earned almost
incidentally while focusing his all attention on college football —
to good use? The guy knew a guy who knew a guy who was looking…

Adam had never intended, never even
considered, a career as a teacher. But he was at loose ends about
what to do after a football career that was over too soon. He went
to the interview. Davis Redman, a retired television executive who
was the Chair of the Board at Saint Martha’s Collegiate Academy,
seemed to know all about him. And not just his football stats. He
had the transcript of Adam’s marks from teacher’s college — they
were better than Adam remembered. Most surprising, and most
intriguing, Davis Redman also knew he’d frequented a website called
spankedteachers.com.

It turned out, in a bizarre way, to be a
qualification for the job. The job was as principal of Saint
Martha’s, a school for wayward young women aged 18 to 21. The
students were all children of wealth who’d failed so badly in the
conventional education system they couldn’t get into even bad
colleges, their parents’ money and influence notwithstanding. Saint
Martha’s, an exclusive private school located on a remote island in
the South Pacific, offered them their last chance to rehabilitate
themselves. The students studied conventional academic subjects but
they learned their most important lessons through unconventional
means. Those means included corporal punishment. Which is why the
students at Saint Martha’s Academy College quickly learned to refer
to the institution they attended as SMAC School. Because that’s
what happened.

The students — who were, in fact, all legally
adults though they were financially supported by their parents —
had had to agree to corporal punishment as one of the requirements
for admission. Not that most of the young ladies — pampered and
used to getting their own way — understood what they were letting
themselves in for by signing those permission papers. Until it was
too late.

Adam First hadn’t understood it all either.
He still didn’t. Not all of it. He knew there was more to the
school than the school, of course. There had to be.

Davis Redman had confided that every room in
the college, including classrooms, dormitories, his principal’s
office, the teachers’ lounge, even each teacher’s bedsitting room,
was outfitted with multiple hidden HD cameras and microphones, and
all of them connected via private satellite back to the school
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