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Witch Hill
College takes pride in its adherence to the old fashioned methods
of teaching. Its board of management uses this as a selling
point—old ways are best, and so forth—and there is certainly no
shortage of financially stable, traditional minded parents who view
the place as the ideal establishment to which to send their
daughters for further education.

Discipline is
the order of the day in Witch Hill. After all, a young lady of
eighteen or nineteen needs discipline in her life in order to
embrace the ways of the modern world and to ultimately achieve
success in life. However, when Mary first arrived at the college,
little did she expect that the discipline they referred to so
openly was akin to the regime of corporal discipline one might
expect to encounter in old English institutions up until the
mid-twentieth century: the discipline of the cane, strap, and
paddle. Ill-informed is ill prepared, but what could prepare a
hitherto sheltered rich girl for what awaited her on her very first
day in her new class?

 


“Good morning,
ladies. My name is Miss Havers, and I am your history teacher.”

“Good morning,
Miss Havers.” The returned greeting was somewhat muted, as might be
expected given the stern expression on the woman’s face.

“Good, if
slightly unenthusiastic,” said the teacher calmly. “Let us try that
again, shall we?”

“Good morning,
Miss Havers,” chorused the students, louder this time as the
impression that the woman might actually have a sense of humour
after all filtered in.

“That’s better.
Class participation is essential. It focusses the student on the
present and it prevents minds that still need filling from
wandering; good points, I am sure you all agree?”

“Yes, Miss
Havers.”

Oh my god,”
whispered Mary to the girl at the desk nearest her. “She’s all
business, isn’t she?”

“Indeed I am,”
snapped Miss Havers, catching the petite eighteen-year-old with a
withering stare. “I also have perfect hearing, as well as a dislike
for being interrupted when I am speaking. Is that clear? What is
your name, girl?”

Mary swallowed,
her cheeks reddening. “Bloom … Mary Bloom. Sorry, Miss.”

The teacher
nodded and seamlessly returned to addressing the class. “As well as
being your history teacher, I am also your form teacher. That
means, you are free to come to me with any questions or concerns
that may arise during your stay here. My door is always open … as
long as you knock first, of course. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss
Havers.”

Mary exhaled a
sigh of relief. The woman had said her piece, and now she had moved
on. As it should be. Still, she had never been spoken to in such a
direct and cutting manner before, even in her school days, and it
stung somewhat. She wasn’t a kid any more: she was a young lady
attending college. One would have thought that that would command
some level of adult respect?

Let it go,
Mary, she thought. Don’t dwell on it. No need to nurture needless
animosity over a handful of words.

“Also,”
continued Miss Havers, “as your form teacher it is my duty to see
to it that you achieve the best level of education you possibly
can. You are here to learn, to obtain first class grades, and to
eventually graduate with flying colours. There is no room in my
class for slackers. Good grades require effort and concentration.
Regular reviews take place, and bad grades will reflect poorly on
me as well as you. I will not allow that to happen, is that clear,
ladies?”

The response
this time was slightly nervous, but still loud. “Yes, Miss
Havers.

“Upon your
arrival here yesterday afternoon, you were all handed a book
outlining how the place operates. I presume you have all read
through it?”

“Yes,
Miss.”

“The book
includes a list of the college’s rules, and a clear warning that
those rules must be adhered to at all times, correct?

“Yes,
Miss.”

“You will have
noted that we operate a zero tolerance system here in relation to
rule-breaking, yes?”

“Yes, Miss
Havers.” This time, the tone of the response shifted from nervous
to fearful.

“Good. What the
book does not outline, however, are the punishments a young lady
might expect if found to be in breach of any of these rules. As
your form teacher, it is my duty to set things straight right from
the start. Miss Bloom, stand up, please.”

Mary thought
she had misheard. She looked around her as if seeking confirmation
from her fellow students, then returned her attention to the
teacher. Sorry? Sorry … err, Miss?”

“I said, stand
up. What is so complicated about that, Miss Bloom?”

Mary’s legs
felt weak as she reluctantly obeyed. She tossed back her
shoulder-length black hair in a subconscious effort to appear
confident, but the nervous look in her eyes belied the real truth:
she was petrified.

“You claim to
have read the college rules, Miss Bloom?”

“Y … yes,
Miss.”

“Including the
rule regarding talking in class?”

Mary blushed an
even deeper shade. She knew exactly what was coming. “I did, Miss,
but …”

“And you took
note of the zero tolerance stance on rule-breaking?”

“Yes, Miss. I
…”

“No, Miss
Bloom. I’m afraid you didn’t. Do not lie to me. Come up here and
stand facing the class, girl.”

Mary’s head was
spinning. This was like a weird dream. What did this woman want? Oh
my god, this was so embarrassing; she was being made to feel like a
schoolgirl.

This was senior
college, not a school. She was eighteen years old, a young lady,
not a darn schoolgirl. Having said that, this college seemed to go
out of its way to disprove that reasoning. Those rules, for
example, were not like normal college rules. There were no lecture
halls; just classrooms with old-fashioned desks. Then, worst of
all, there was the strange uniform she had been handed upon her
arrival.

In all honesty,
it couldn’t really be classed as a uniform at all, but simply a
schoolgirl outfit. White blouse, short red plaid skirt, white
knee-length socks, and black high-heeled pumps? Seriously? What was
that all about?

She had tried
it on, finding it a bit odd—humorous even—at the time, but hadn’t
really given it much consideration because there were so many other
things to contend with. After all, she was new, and she needed to
set up her room, explore the building itself, and to meet her new
friends.

But now,
standing to the right of the teacher’s lectern, in front of all
those watching eyes, that outfit became the embodiment of
humiliation. She felt her cheeks burn with shame as she tugged on
the hem of the skirt, doing her best to cover as much thigh-flesh
as possible, but failing miserably. The darn thing was so short …
way too short in this day and age for the purpose it was
supposed to serve.

“Stop fidgeting
girl,” snapped Miss Havers. “Place your hands behind your neck and
look to the front.”

Mary couldn’t
believe what she was hearing. The urge to tell Havers to get
stuffed was almost overwhelming, but there was something in the
woman’s tone that instilled fear. This was ridiculous; I mean, what
was there to fear? She was an adult, for heaven sake: not a
kid.

Nonetheless,
Mary found herself obeying.

Swallowing, she
raised her arms and linked her fingers behind her neck as told. She
could feel a cold sweat breaking out on her forehead, as well as a
strange, tingling sensation in her lower tummy that confused her
somewhat.

Arousal? Surely
not? But it was hard to deny. She shivered, doing her best to push
the thoughts from her mind.

“Straighten up,
girl,” said the teacher. No slouching.”

Again, Mary
obeyed. Somehow it seemed easier to do so. Protest would probably
only make things worse.

The action,
coupled with the positioning of her hands, caused Mary’s soft
breasts to lift. They strained within her bra, pushing forward as
if presenting themselves to the girls before her.

“Spread your
feet apart, girl.”

Mary shuffled
to accommodate the demand, creating a distance of about eighteen
inches between each foot, which seemed to satisfy her supervisor.
For some reason now, she could feel the will to resist slipping
from her, as if she was slipping into some strange kind of
trance.

“Good,” said
the woman. “Remain thus. That will do while I address the
class.”

A gasp of shame
escaped Mary’s lips. How long would she be required to remain like
this, set on display before her new friends? Already she could feel
a tension in her back and neck, could feel the strain on her thighs
and calves, but she dared not move.

“Now, ladies,”
said Miss Havers. “As you are new here, it is naturally expected
that you should all be making special efforts to get to know how
your college operates. We do not provide handbooks for the fun of
it. A handbook is meant to be studied. It is not an ornament. It is
not meant to be placed in a drawer and forgotten about. It is meant
to be read, understood, and heeded. Clearly, one or two of you do
not seem to grasp that concept.”

A low murmur of
indignation filtered through the classroom, but Miss Havers
instantly cut it short.

“Silence!
Unless, of course, some of you wish to join Miss Bloom up
here?”

“No, Miss
Havers.”

“Well, at least
your knee jerk reactions tell me that most of you actually
have read the handbook, so I will let that little outburst
go this time. This one here in front of you, however, clearly has
not. Isn’t that correct, ladies?”

The tone of the
response was pretty muddled. To agree loudly would seem to say that
Mary deserved whatever was in store for her, whereas a muted
response might be seen as a protest.

The teacher
smiled. “Moving swiftly along, Miss Bloom must now be punished for
her transgression. That, after all, is what zero tolerance
means.”

Mary felt her
blood turn to ice. The words set her pulse racing, and she could
feel the perspiration beading on her skin. Simultaneously, the dull
sensations of arousal—an arousal which she could not
understand—intensified, and she bit her lip in
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