

Miss Harrisons Methods

By Viola Lumi

Published by Viola Lumi

Copyright 2019 Viola Lumi

Miss Harrisons Methods

Corporal punishment had never been a big thing in my life. I was already on the last year of high school and I had only ever gotten some gentle slaps on my behind when I was a small kid. Sure, corporal punishment was technically allowed in our small country school, but we were good kids and treated the teachers with respect, so they did the same. Hell, we were basically adults anyway. I had only ever heard of one boy getting spanked and that was for joking about the chemistry teacher being a whore. Even the guy getting punished knew he deserved it. As far as I know he had to lean against the wall, and he got three strokes with the paddle on his jeans. That was it. The guy didn't disrespect the teachers again and the teachers never mentioned it again. They didn't have to, after that everyone realized what happens if you get so out of line that you call the teacher a whore. Some things you do, some things you don't, and you certainly never do that.

Of course, that all changed when the new teacher arrived. Well loved Mrs Rivers was suddenly replaced with a new young woman and it would be an understatement to say that things became very different under Miss Harrison. We could tell it the minute she walked in in her long black leather boots. The tight skirt didn't leave much to imagination and her long red hair was braided in a way that gave her the trademark strict look. She couldn't have been much older than thirty which made her the youngest teacher in school. Maybe she was worried about her authority or maybe she just loved being in power, but things certainly changed from the first minute. She ordered the whole classroom to stand on attention when she introduced herself. We looked at each other since we never stood in attention at our school but one look at her told us that you don't want to make her say it twice. We all got up and her glaze seemed to penetrate each and everyone of us one by one.

"As you may well know, Mrs Rivers will be out for the rest of the semester. My name is Hanna Harrison and I will be in charge of your English lessons for the rest of the year. You may call me Miss Harrison. I've graduated from The University of Texas and for the last three years I've worked in middle class schools in Alabama. I have my own methods and I can guarantee you that my methods will see you get results. If you're aiming for Ivy League universities, I will make sure that you can get that final step out of you. If you're lacking behind, I guarantee you that by the end of this year, you're at the level that students your age should be."

We were all listening in attention when she finally got to what we were all dreading.

"I don't know how you have done things here before but I'm a Southern girl and I'm a firm believer in corporal punishment. If you disturb the class, pass notes or talk to your friends, you are getting a punishment.  If your grades drop, you are getting a punishment. If you don't do your homework, you are getting a punishment. If I feel you aren't giving your everything, you are getting a punishment. If you lie, cheat or steal, you are getting a punishment. My job is to get everything out of you and give you the perfect tools to succeed in life and n my class I can guarantee that every method is used to achieve that."

Sarah was the first to say what we were all thinking. "Aren't we a bit old to get spanked like little kids?", she argued.

"And what is your name, miss?", Miss Harrison asked.

"Sarah."

"Would Sarah like to be the first one to get a punishment?"

Sarah gulped.

"N-no."

"No, Miss Harrison", she corrected.

"No, Miss Harrison. I'm sorry."

"Good. Then let me finish. No, you will not be spanked like little kids. Getting taps on the buttocks has never helped anyone achieve great things. You are almost adults and corporal punishment will be handed out accordingly."

I wasn't sure if she was joking when she pulled out a rattan cane and swished it through the air. The sound was terrifying, and the students were watching her with their eyes wide open. Surely, she wouldn't actually whip us with that?

"This is dragon rattan cane. 110 centimeters long and 10 millimeters in diameter. When used it creates sharp and vivid pain. Every stroke of the senior dragon will result in a deep red tramline that will make sitting down uncomfortable for days to come. I can guarantee you that you will not be spanked like little children. If I have to punish you, I will punish you in a way that suits your age and generates actual results. It will hurt, you might yell, and you might even cry but you will definitely aim to do better in the future. I don't enjoy punishing my students and I want all my students to do well. This is why I've created my own ways of punishment and this is why I only use the dragon rattan cane. I've found that this beauty really makes wonders even to the naughtiest student."

The cane swished through the air again.

"My job is to make you better students and I take my job seriously. If I have to punish you, I will try to make sure I never have to do it again. Students who require punishment will stay behind after my class and get 12 strokes of the cane on their behind. If I have to punish the same student again, it will be 24 strokes. If I have to punish the same student for a third time, it will be 48 strokes. I've never had to punish the same student for a fourth time, and I hope I won't have to do with that you either. Do I?"

"No, Miss Harrison", we yelled in unison.

"Good, you may sit down. Let's begin." She hanged the cane on the wall right next to the blackboard so that we could see it at all times and remember her promises.

Her speech surely made an impact on us since we stayed in stunned silence for the whole lesson and my mind seemed to be pure fog. The only thing I had on my mind was her swishing cane and the impact it would have on my poor behind. I promised myself I would never have to experience Miss Harrisons methods and I'm sure most of the students gave themselves a similar promise. When the class was over, she took the cane in her hands again and made us thank her for the lesson. I haphazardly marked down my homework and hurried out of the classroom. After the lesson it was all anyone could talk about.

"Do you think she would actually use it? She could just be trying to scare us straight", Sarah wondered.

"Well, I don't intend to be the one to find out", I answered.

Little did I know, I would be the one to find out and getting on the wrong end of her cane wouldn't take me more than two lessons.

Next day everyone was on her class well ahead of time and when she finally came in, we all stood up and greeted her in unison. "Welcome, Miss Harrison", we yelled, hoping that she wouldn't find anything to complain about in our behavior. Within minutes I had realized what a huge mistake I had made.

"Has everyone done their homework? Chapter 14, I believe", she asked.

I gulped noticeably and I was noticeably terrified. I had been so shocked about her caning methods the day before that I had marked my homework wrong. I did the assignments of chapter 15, not chapter 14. I was in panic and I had no idea what to do. Do I just admit that I made a mistake? If I do, will I get whipped with her cane so that I can't sit down for days? I was worried about my buttocks I decided to just stay quiet. I was good in English and if she did ask me answers to the assignments of chapter 14, I could come up with the right answer on spot. Gladfully we went over the questions in a pleasant manner and not surprisingly most of the students were eager to please her by giving the right answers to her questions. I wrote down the answers in my book while we were going them over and I thought I was off the hook when I had filled my book with the right answers. Just when I thought I had survived, she glared at me like waiting for me to say something. But she was the first to speak.

"And you. What was your name again?"

"Nikita, Miss Harrison."

"And Nikita, why are you writing down your answers down now when these were supposed to be your homework?"

I knew I was in trouble. I was already imagining her stick dancing on my bottom and I had no idea what to do. When you have no idea what to do, you might as well be honest.

"I'm sorry, Miss Harrison. I was scared yesterday, and I accidentally marked down the wrong homework. I made the assignments of chapter 15. You can take a look, miss."

She walked right next to me and went over my book.

"I see. You should have said that instantly at the beginning of the class."

"I know, Miss Harrison. I'm sorry."

"I undestand. Let's continue with the lesson."

She walked right back to her desk and we continued the lesson like nothing had happened. Maybe she actually was a nice lady and all the talk about canings was just to make us behave. I had already forgotten about my mistaken homework when five minutes before the end of the class she called me to the front of the classroom.

"Nikita, would you come over here?", she asked me. I knew that obeying was my only option.

"Yes, Miss Harrison?"

"Would you be kind and straighten your hands in front of you with palms up", she urged.

I knew I was in deep trouble. She walked to the blackboard, took her intimidating cane from the nail and carefully positioned it on my open palms. I didn't know where to look. All or the students were looking at me. I wanted to run or dig down into the ground. I glanced at Sarah and she was grinning. Here we were, I was the one she was going to use as an example.

"I want all of you to listen. Yesterday I went over my methods and I told you very specifically what would happen if rules were broken in my class. I was sure you were old enough to understand that I wasn't playing around. Yet young Nikita here decided to instantly obey the rules that I laid down. You made a mistake when writing down your homework. I don't like mistakes like that but I'm not evil. I can be harsh but I'm also fair and it's very rare that I feel the need to punish anyone for an honest mistake. But you Nikita, you decided not to tell me that you had made a mistake. You decided to pretend that you had done your homework. You decided to lie. Lying is unacceptable. I do not create liars in my class, and I do not tolerate lying in my classroom. I've told you what happens when you break rules in my classroom. Nikita, why don't you tell the class what happens when you break rules?"

I was on the verge of tears already and my real punishment hadn't even begun yet. I tried to look away from Sarah who was clearly enjoying the situation.

"...You get punished", I finally mumbled.

"Speak clearly, please. And how are rulebreakers punished in my classroom?"

"With the cane, Miss Harrison."

"With the cane. And how many strokes of the cane are you going to get now?"

"Twelve, Miss Harrison."

"Correct, twelve strokes. It will be as painful as anything you have ever experienced; you will scream, and you will cry but it's for your own good. I don't want you or anyone else ever breaking rules in my classroom by lying. Let this be a lesson to all of you. Class dismissed. Nikita, you stay like that."

Seconds felt like hours when I stood in front of the class with the cane on my palms with everyone looking at me as they went. Some were compassionate but others were openly smiling and smirking and enjoying the pain I was about to experience. Miss Harrison sat down to go over her books while I stood there in silence hoping that she would just get it over with. I'm not sure if she thought it was part of the punishment, but it sure felt like it when she went over her folders and papers for several minutes in silence while I stood there with a dragon cane in my hand. How much could it hurt? I had never experienced real corporal punishment and I had never even heard of anyone getting caned. Would it actually leave marks and make sitting down impossible for days? At the same time, I didn't want to find out and I was hoping to find out as soon as possible to just get it over with. Finally, she stacked her papers, carefully put everything down in her drawer and stood up.

"Let's get your punishment over with. Twelve strokes of the dragon cane. Have you ever been spanked before?"

"Not really, Miss Harrison."

"Hope this will the last time. I've found my methods are extremely efficient in turning naughty students into model citizens."

She grabbed the cane from my hands and swished it through the air. My knees were already shaky.

"Would you be so kind and lean against the blackboard and stick your bottom out. I want you to stay in the same position for the whole punishment. I don't want you moving, I don't want you jumping, and I certainly don't want you touching your bottom. You keep your hands on the blackboard for the whole duration of the punishment. If you can't follow these rules, we'll start over from the beginning. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Miss Harrison", I muttered and took my position against the blackboard. Even without the pain this was an embarrassing ordeal. I was almost an adult and here I was presenting my bottom for punishment like a little kid to a woman who was barely ten years my senior. And it would only get worse when she slightly tapped my bottom with her cane.

"This is going to be corporal punishment and when I punish, I do it in a serious and efficient way. I don't want you here after my class ever again, so we are going to do this in the right fashion from the beginning to make sure that you're learning a real lesson. When I must hand out corporal punishment, it's always on the bare bottom. I've found that's the only way you naughty young kids will really learn your lesson. Take those jeans off."

"Miss Harrison, I..."

"Don't make this worse for yourself. You're already getting 12 strokes for not doing your homework and lying about it. I can guarantee that's enough to not make you want to sit down for a while. Do you really want another 12 strokes for disobedience?"

"No, Miss Harrison."

"Then take off those jeans and fold them over my table right now."

I only wanted to get out of the situation and I certainly didn't want another 12 strokes from her fearsome cane, so I did as I was told. I unbuckled my belt, opened my buttons, took my jeans off and neatly laid it on her table.

"And your underwear."

"Miss Ha.." I started before quickly correcting myself. "Yes, Miss Harrison."

"Good. And against the wall you go."

Her cane swished through the air again. The sound felt worse and worse everytime I heard it. If it made a sound like that just swishing through the air, I could only imagine the damage it would do to my poor behind.

"Bend over. Stick your bottom out. And stay like that."

I've never been so scared as I was then the first stroke swished through the air and landed straight on my buttocs.

*crack*

I yelled something unintelligible and my hands instantly moved to cover my bottom from the next stroke. The burn was worse than anything I had ever experienced, and I could already feel a red tramline forming on both of my buttocks.

"And what do we say when we are being punished?"

"I-I don't know", I answered. My voice was already shaking, and I felt like crying.

"We say thank you."

"Thank you."

"Thank you, Miss Harrison."

"Thank you, Miss Harrison."

"Good. Since you already broke rules, we are going to start from the beginning again. I hope you've already learned how to follow the rules, stay in position and keep your hands on the blackboard. If you keep breaking the rules, I'm going to have to add 12 extra strokes."

"I'm sorry, Miss Harrison", I muttered. "It hurts so much it's hard to stay still."

"That's part of the punishment and that's part of the learning experience. But if you wish, we can keep starting from the beginning after every single stroke. I have all afternoon."

"I'm sorry, Miss. I try to stay still."

I took my position against the wall, pushed my ass out and tried to concentrate on keeping my position. The cane swished through the air again.

"AWWW. Thank you, Miss Harrison! I'm sorry, Miss Harrison!"

The pain was even worse than on the first stroke. I had to fight against my instincts and cover my butt with my hands and I did my best to stay still.

"Good. That's better. That was one."

By the third stroke it felt like my whole behind was on fire. The fourth stroke seemed to land on the exact same position as the first one and I let a terrible scream and pushed my body against the wall.

"T-thank you, Miss Harrison."

"What did we talk about staying in position, Nikita? Do you want me to start over again?"

"No, Miss Harrison. I'm sorry, Miss Harrison."

"Then get back into position. Stay still and stick that butt out."

I was terrified of the extra strokes, but the pain was too much. All my instincts said to get out of the way and cover my behind with my hands. I was shaking when I pushed my ass out again. Strokes five and six landed instantly within seconds and I yelled again. Tears formed in my eyes and I was weeping openly now. I couldn't even feel the single strokes anymore since my whole bottom was burning so badly. I tried my best to hold my position and stick my butt out like she ordered.

"In English schools corporal punishment traditionally consists of six strokes", she began. "I've found out that's not enough when you really want your students to make changes. You have only just began crying. You have only just began showing some respect and it just now feels like you're making an effort to follow my instructions. I feel the real punishment only begins when tears are flowing. That's when you're actually learning and that's when I feel you want to make an honest change to better. Keep pushing that butt out, we are only halfway through."

I was crying freely; my face was filled with tears and my nose was running but I didn't dare to wipe it with my hands. She had been very clear about keeping my hands in position, sticking my butt out and what would happen if I dared to disobey. She stroked my butt with her hand and I could feel there were clear lines all over my ass.

"Do you remember what I said yesterday about the way I handle corporal punishment, Nikita?"

"N-no, Miss Harrison."

"The first punishment is 12 strokes. I hope that will teach you the lesson you need, and you know how to behave in the future. If you keep missing your homework, if you keep lying and if you keep disobeying, you can be sure that you will end up here again. And the next time it will be 24 strokes. If even that doesn't teach you how to obey, the next time it will be 48 strokes. I will have to strap you down for that and then your ass won't turn red, it will turn purple. Do you want that or will you obey and follow my rules?"

"I will obey, Miss Harrison."

"I certainly hope so. I feel you're in some dire need of corporal punishment and I will keep an eye on you. The slightest mistake and you can be sure that my cane will dance on your buttocks again. Are you ready for the last six strokes?"

"Yes, Miss Harrison."

"I feel you need to learn some odebience. Why don't you ask for the next strokes. Remember to thank me after each one and remember to stay in position with your butt in the air. We don't want to add 12 strokes to your punishment right now."

I sniveled and tried to hold back my tears.

"May I get my strokes, Miss Harrison."

"You may."

The cane stroke down and it seemed to be the worst blow yet. I tried my best to thank her and hold my position when the eight stroke landed instantly on the same spot. I was certain my screams could be heard in the hallway and I hugged the blackboard weeping.

"Th-Thank you, Miss Harrison. I-I'm sorry, Miss Harrison."

I certainly didn't want any more strokes and despite the burning mind-blowing pain I tried to push my butt in the air against all of my instincts.

"P-Please more, Miss Harrison."

The ninth and tenth strokes landed on my thighs, I screamed in pain and my right hand left the blackboard. I instantly realized my mistake and begged for forgiveness through tears.

"Please, Miss Harrison. I'm sorry, Miss Harrison. Thank you, Miss Harrison. Please no more strokes, I'll promise to stay in position."

"I'm harsh but I'm fair and I'm only thinking about your best, Nikita. I won't give you 12 more for that since you're clearly trying your best. But take your hand of the blackboard for one more time and you can be sure that you will stay there until I'm done with all 24 strokes."

"Thank you, Miss Harrison", I weeped in joy.

"I will not add 12 strokes, but you do have to learn to keep your hands in position. You're getting 2 strokes on your palm instead. Stand up and straighten your right arm."

I obeyed instantly and was almost weirded out by myseld when I asked her for the strokes without being urged to. The first stroke hurt but not as much as it hurts on your bottom. The second stroke made me wince and pull my hand out.

"Thank you, Miss Harrison", I said and moved back to the blackboard.

"Two more strokes left", she said with her hand running over my backside. "These ones will hurt so brace yourself, keep still and push your bottom out. You don't want any more strokes added at this point."

I didn't care about crying openly at this point, I just wanted for it to be over and I knew that obeying was the best way to make sure of that.

"Yes, Miss Harrison. May I have my strokes, Miss Harrison."

The dragon rattan landed with all force on my lower butt and I screamed in pain, trying my best to keep my hands still and my butt in the air. The final stroke landed on the same spot and I yelled "Thank you, Miss Harrison!" through my tears. I was weeping and shaking but it was finally over. My butt and thighs felt like they were on fire and I just wanted to rub myself, but I knew better than that. She was still there with a cane in her hand, so I made sure to keep my hands in position until told otherwise.

"Did you learn your lesson?", she asked.

"I did. Thank you, Miss Harrison."

"Do you want to end up being punished like that again?"

"No, Miss Harrison."

"Then I certainly hope you will behave during my classes in future. The next time it will be 24 strokes. I hope you understand that."

"I do, Miss Harrison."

"I feel disobedient students need a little time after punishment to reflect why you got punished like that, how you should change your behavior in the future and what will happen if you keep breaking the rules. Go into the corner, put your hands on the back of your head and stay there for the next thirty minutes. I want you to really think about your behavior. If you move your hands or rub your bottom, you can be sure you're getting the 24 strokes right now. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Miss Harrison. Thank you, Miss Harrison."

Her dragon cane had beaten my behind so badly that even walking to the corner hurt. I wiped my nose, put my hands on the back of my head, kept my eyes in the corner and tried not to think about the burning pain. I had got punished by Miss Harrison the second day she was with us; I could barely survive the first strokes and she would be with us for several months. I promised myself I would be on my best behavior since I was sure I couldn't take the 24 strokes that I would get if she was going to punish me again.

"Keep your eyes on the corner, I don't want to have to punish you again, Nikita."

"Yes, Miss Harrison."

Viola Lumi Bibliography

Femdom/Malesub

	Spanked by the Young Maid 
	Spanked by the Young Babysitter 
	Spanked by the Young Nun 
	Spare the Rod: A Witnessed Spanking 
	Miss Harrisons Methods Part II: The Double Caning 
	Strict Stepmother 
	Mistress Prime Minister 
	Asking for a Spanking 


Femsub

	Spanking Machine Detention 
	Severe Spanking for B- 
	A Day in the Life of a Naughty Girl: Spanked by Three Men 


OEBPS/image_rsrc5Y.jpg
VIOLA LUMI

[ HAHRISONS
METHODS






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




