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Asking for a Spanking

I must have stood there for minutes. I had promised myself that I would do it, but deep down I knew I was making a mistake. I looked at her nameplate, then at her door and then at her nameplate again. "Jennifer Marsh, History Teacher." I took a final deep breath, knocked on her door and closed my eyes. I instantly felt regret and my first thought was to run away. But I could not run away. Not anymore. I had made my decision and I had to live with it.

"Come in", she finally called.

I opened my eyes and walked in. There was no backing out now.

Miss Marsh was a beautiful yet traditional woman. Her long blonde hair flowed well over her shoulders, her dresses were traditional, her earrings were always eloquent, and she wore little to no makeup. She did not have to. Her classroom would have felt bland and even boring if it were not for her tools hanging next to the blackboard to let students know what kind of class they were walking into. During those times, our high school still allowed corporal punishment and Miss Marsh was notorious for her methods. Despite only being 23 years old and one of the youngest teachers in the school, she was as eager as any to hand out severe spankings.

Maybe it was the novelty of it, maybe it was the chance to discipline boys who were at times only five years younger than her, but she never turned down a chance to hand out good and well-deserved punishments. She had already deserved a reputation as a stern discipliner and many older teachers took the option of sending misbehaving students to Miss Marsh for a much-needed correction.

The students were less delighted when getting sent to Miss Marsh for re-education. She had a reputation of not holding back and more often than not, students would walk out of her class with tears in their eyes. Her methods were always the same. Two rattan canes were always hanging on her wall. The smaller one for junior students and the heavier rattan for seniors like me.

Some students even believed that she enjoyed getting to hand out the severe punishments. This made her the perfect candidate. Despite it being one of the last days of my final year and despite going to the same school for three years, I had not once been spanked. I had never been spanked in my life. I was an honors student, always well behaved and basically a teachers's pet. Yet for some reason I was really fascinated by the possibility of getting a real punishment spanking.

I did not know what had got into my head, but I felt like I had to experience it, if just for once. I needed it. I realized how silly it was, but since school was already almost over, it was the only option. I decided to simply ask for it. What was the worst thing that could happen? She would say no, and I would never see her again? The reasoning felt waterproof.

"What is it that you want, young man?" she broke the silence.

I could not get my eyes out of the canes on her wall.

"Hi, Miss Marsh. This may sound a bit silly, but uhh... Since I am going to university soon and there are exams and all and I have been lacking a motivation a bit... I was hoping if you could maybe give me a punishment. A caning. You know... To motivate me a bit."

It sounded better in my head. The whole idea sounded better in my head.

"You are right, young man. That does sound silly. I do not hand out canings for motivation or for fun, you should get your girlfriend to do that. I only hand out canings when rules have been broken and the punishment has been well-deserved. Maybe you do not know it, but my canings are not playful taps. Canings hurt. They leave welts and bring tears and correct mischievous behavior. If you have not broken any rules, I really urge you to keep things that way", she said and smiled. "You may go now."

I did not know what to say. Mere seconds ago, I wanted to run away as fast as I could, but now I could not have been forced to do that.

"But I have broken the rules", I blurted out.

"And which rule have you broken, young man?" she asked.

"Uhh... Smoking. In the schoolyard. I smoked cigarettes in the schoolyard."

She looked at me carelessly.

"Did you now?"

"Yeah."

"I really hope you realize what you are doing. If we write down that you are going to get punished for smoking, you are getting punished for smoking. You are getting a real punishment and it is taken care of in my terms. It will not be motivation for university, and it will not be for anything else either. It will be a punishment, it will hurt, it will leave welts and it may bring out tears with the sole purpose of making sure that you do not break this schools' rules again. Now I am going to ask you again. Have you smoked cigarettes in the schoolyard?"

My words came out of my mouth before my brain could comprehend what I was actually agreeing to.

"Yes, miss", I admitted.

"Alright, then. Come here, stand in attention and put your hands over your head", she commanded before opening her drawer and taking out a pink slip.

I did as instructed, part terrified and part eager to find out what was coming. She began writing and read the contents to me when she was done.

"Smoking in the school area. Six strokes with the senior rattan cane. Severe. Extra strokes only if necessary. Write your name here and sign it."

I signed. Six strokes did not sound too bad. It was exactly what I wanted.

She stood up, straightened her dress, and took the heavier rattan cane in her hands. When she swished it through the air, I was suddenly not so sure about my decision. The sound was loud, and the cane seemed surprisingly heavy when I considered that it would be landing on my behind six times in repetition.

"Alright. Step to your right and lean against the blackboard. Keep your butt in the air and do not move. You are going to get six strokes for smoking in the school area, do you undestand?"

"I undestand, Miss Marsh."

I moved to my position and she corrected my posture gently with her cane and motioned me to move my legs futher back without a word. Sticking my ass out in that position made my body surprisingly tense.

"Good. We may begin then."

The situation was just as exciting as I imagined it would be. Her stern lecturing words, having to submissively present my bottom and seeing the whippy cane swinging in her hands. My heart was racing wildly, and I could not wait for the first stroke.

The cane whished full force through the air and came rigidly down on my behind. The stroke took a second to settle in before I could feel the sharp biting pain that sent hot waves throughout my full body. I could not help but scream and my hands instantly moved to my bottom to cover my poor behind.

"Hands on the blackboard right now, young man! If you do not obey directions, I will have to add you extra strokes", she lectured. "You are being punished for a reason and I expect you to take your punishment as ordered. Is that clear?"

I took a deep breath.

"Yes, Miss Marsh", I admitted and moved my hands back to the blackboard.

"And what did I say about the position?" she urged.

I quietly tried to push my burning behind up in the air.

"I do not hear an answer, young man."

"To keep my bottom in the air, miss."

"Good."

The cane landed again, and it hurt just as bad as the first time. I had to grind my teeth together and push my hands with all my strength against the blackboard to keep myself in the position. I really wanted to move my hands back on my behind, but I certainly did not want to get a repeated stroke. The punishment hurt much more than I had imagined in my wildest dreams and after the second stroke I was not even sure if I was able to take four more. I certainly did not want to take four more.

"I hope this makes you think twice about smoking those cigarettes, young man. Well, are you going to smoke on the schoolyard again?" Miss Marsh asked.

"No, Miss. Please not so hard, it hurts way too much", I desperately pleaded.

"Young man, it is a spanking. It is intended to hurt. That is the whole purpose of a corporal punishment. How else would we get you naughty young boys to change your ways? Now keep that behind high in the air, you got four more to come and I do not want to repeat these, do you hear me?"

I was about to answer when the heavy cane swooshed through the air again and landed on my lower bottom, just where your butt connects to your thighs. This was by far the worst one yet. The burn was so intolerable that I could not control my body anymore. My eyes instantly closed from the pain, I screamed, and my eyes turned wet. With three more strokes to come, I was afraid that I would be weeping openly by the time the ordeal was over. The swings were so heavy that I had to really concentrate to keep my behind in the air without moving too much.

"That was the third one. This punishment seems to already be having an impact on you, young man. And how many strokes did we agree that you would get?" she asked again.

It felt like she was doing it on purpose. I had to use all my might to keep my breathing steady, to keep my position and do my best to block out the burning pain and having to answer her questions after every single stroke certainly did not help it. I did not want to talk so she made me talk.

"Six strokes, Miss Marsh."

The fourth stroke landed right on the middle of my buttocks. The pain instantly brought a tear to my eye, and I simply could not hold my position anymore. My hips moved forward, and I desperately tried to hug the blackboard. I was hoping it would be enough for her to give me a little break without adding an extra stroke. I certainly could not take an extra stroke.

It did not have the intended effect. Jennifer Marsh had experience in breaking young boys and that only worked as an invitation to instantly strike again on the exact same spot on the middle of my bottom. It felt like my ass had been cut in half, the pain was unbearable, and my body ceased to work like it should. I fell on my knees to the ground and weeped like a baby. I simply could not take it anymore. I wanted to experience a real punishment and now I had experienced it. It was too much for me and I could not take another stroke even if I wanted to. This was it and it was time to call it quits.

With tears freely flowing from my eyes I pleaded to Miss Marsh.

"I am sorry Miss Marsh; I simply can not take it anymore. Please stop, this was a stupid idea. I lied about the cigarettes. I just wanted to experience a caning and now I have experienced it. I simply can not take it; the pain is unbearable. My whole body is burning. Can I please go?" I tried to convince her while weeping in the ground.

She smiled and caressed my hair.

"Young man, I thought I said that I do not do punishments like that. I only do real punishments for real infractions. You have signed the punishment form and it is my job and duty to give you the deserved punishment. What kind of teacher would be I be if I just let every naughty boy stop the punishment the moment they decide that it hurts too much? It is a spanking, it is supposed to hurt. And your tears are a proof that you are learning a real lesson. But it is not over yet, we agreed on six strokes and you are going to get six strokes", she lectured.

"Actually, you are going to get one more for breaking position. I told you to stay in position and stand still. We are going to continue from 5, now get yourself up, put your hands against the blackboard and push your butt out. Two more for cigarettes, that is what we agreed on."

The worst pain had subsided, but my buttocks were still in terrible pain. I slowly got myself up, wiped my tears away, took a deep breath and hoped that it would be over quickly. I was sure that I would not be sitting down tomorrow, but the worst would be over after two more strokes.

I moved my hands on the blackboard and moved my hips out. Even moving my behind hurt at this point.

"I want you to keep that position, young man. I do not want to add any more extra strokes for moving, but I will if I have to. Do you understand?" she questioned.

"Yes, Miss Marsh", I meekly agreed.

The cane swooshed through the air and the terrible pain instantly set in again. I grinded my teeth together and did my best not to move too much. My right hand came up as a reflex, but it did not seem to bother her since the final stroke landed on my behind almost instantly after the one before it. I screamed and began to cry freely again, with my whole body pushed against the blackboard. The pain was terrible, but at least now it was over.

"Well, that was for smoking in the schoolyard. I hope you have learned your lesson, young man. Do you intend to smoke here again?"

I sniveled and tried to weep my tears away.

"I really did not even smoke", I pleaded.

"That brings us to the next topic. I am not sure if you understand it, but you have just admitted to lying to me. Lying is a serious offense in this school. Young man, put your hands behind your head when I am lecturing you."

I meekly moved my hands as instructed. I could see where she was going, and my spirit was already broken.

"I think you have already realized how I punish mischievous young boys. I am afraid we have to really teach you a lesson, I do not tolerate lying in my classroom."

She tooked out another pink slip and began writing with a tender and careful hand.

"Lying. Six strokes with the senior rattan cane. Severe. Extra strokes only if necessary. Bare bottom. Write your name here and sign it."

I gasped and felt like fainting. I did not know the school even allowed spankings on the bare bottom. Did they? How could I manage to take six strokes without pants when the first six strokes were already way too much for me. At this point I certainly knew how it felt to get a real punishment and the thought made me want to cry even harder.

"Bare bottom? Please miss, surely...", I desperately tried to plead.

There was no pleading with her.

"You are not in a position to negotiate your punishment, young man. Sign here and take your pants down or I am going to add extra strokes right now."

She certainly had a way of persuading naughty boys. I signed.

"And the pants. Come on, we do not have all day", she urged.

I opened my belt and pulled my jeans to my ankles. Half an hour before the idea of having to drop my pants before a young and beautiful female teacher would have felt embarrassing, yet exciting. Now I was only thinking about the inevitable pain, the cracks of the cane and avoiding extra strokes.

"Underwear too. I said bare bottom, did I not?"

"Yes, Miss Marsh", I agreed while pulling my underwear around my ankles before covering my genitals with my hands.

"I thought we already went over this. Hands above your head. Do you really want extra strokes?"

"No, Miss Marsh."

I moved my hands over my head, and she sat there smiling, inspecting every inch of my body. I was crying while she had her eyes locked on my penis. How was I ever so stupid that I willingly agreed to an ordeal like this.

"Turn around", she ordered.

I did as commanded and presented my welted red bottom to her.

"My, oh my. We really did do a number on your behind. It sure looks like you have not been punished enough before, since your behind is so bruised already. I have not seen tramlines this deep in a while. And you still have six more to come. I can assure you that you will not be sitting down in a couple of weeks after this lesson. I hope you are really learning your lesson from this, young man."

"I am, Miss Marsh."

"Now then, back to position. Let us get this over with."

"But, Miss Marsh... It hurts so much that I simply can not keep the position", I tried one more desperate plead.

She inspected my bottom and ran her fingers over my burning welts.

"Hmm. I am harsh, but I am also fair. Since this is the first time I have had to cane you, I am going to give you two options. The first option is continuing like we just did. I am only going to give you four strokes if you manage to keep still for the whole punishment and not move one bit. If you do move, I am going to tie you from your wrists over a desk with a leather belt and give you the full six strokes, starting from the beginning. The other option is that I am going to tie you from your wrists over a desk with a leather belt right now and you are getting the full six strokes. Your decision."

That was harsh, but fair. I was certain that I could not take four strokes on my bare behind like that, without moving. So, I really only had one option.

"The desk. Please, Miss Marsh."

"Alright, then. Please bend over that desk with your butt in the air", she pointed at the desk in front of me.

I did as instructed, and she opened her drawer to pull out a leather belt. I certainly was not the first student who she had to tie up like this.

She tied my wrists together with the belt, tightened it up and tied the loose end down to a metal bar between the legs of the desk. I could not move my hands or my body, and I could only wait for the worst with my butt in the air.

"Six strokes for lying. On the bare behind. I hope this is what you were asking for", she declared, as if she was mocking me.

The first stroke came down with full force on the middle of my bottom. I could not help but scream. I tried to move my hands but to no awail. I could do nothing but wait for the next painful stroke.

It came fast, and my vision went blur from the overbearing pain. I began crying again. Struggling was futile, my involuntarily movements were instantly blocked by the tightened belt.

"Good, cry away. That is a sign that you are learning. No lying, do you understand?" she toyed with me.

Just as I was answering, she swung again. I screamed, but my screams were cut short with another stroke that landed on my thighs. Every stroke hurt, but by that point, the pain was a constant emotion. You can not get used to the pain, but you do your best by blocking out the outside world. By that point, my ass was on fire and I could barely hear her words, when she commented on my behind turning purple.

The fith stroke came down hard and fast. I could barely tell the strokes apart at that point. I was desperately crying and trying to get my mind out of the punishment, but I believe that was the stroke that finally broke the skin on the middle of my bottom.

"This is what naughty boys get when they lie. They get hard spankings that tear their butts apart. I have found that nothing makes a mischievous boy behave better than the threat of a severe caning. It really does teach you a lesson, does it not? I really hope you are not going to lie again. If you do that, I am always willing to repeat this lesson. Do you undestand?"

I weeped quietly. My hands struggled a bit with the leather belt, but I knew my efforts were futile. Just get it over with.

The heavy cane swooshed and landed again on my torn backside. I convulsed but could barely feel a thing. There was pain, but the pain had been there for the whole time. I cried freely, but I did not even have the strength to scream anymore.

She put her cane back on the nail next to her blackboard, before sitting down on her chair. She looked at me while I weeped away quietly.

"I hope you enjoyed your lesson, young man. You wanted to experience a punishment and you certainly did. I hope this was worth it. Based on the state of your bottom and your freely flowing tears, I believe that this really did good for you and you will probably think about your actions for a second time in the future. I will not be leaving my classroom for half an hour. You may stay there and think about your actions with your pants around your ankles for that time. If I have visitors, we can show them what happens to naughty young boys when they lie. How do you like that?"

I cried. I cried with no will to say anything or fight back.

"That's what I thought", she smiled. "Good boy."
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