

Spanked by the Young Nun

By Viola Lumi

Published by Viola Lumi

Copyright 2022 Viola Lumi

Spanked by the Young Nun

It felt like a mission to even locate the place. There was only a small red door at the end of the block, with the tiny sign next to it declaring “Catholic Institute”. I opened the door and was greeted by an empty hallway with one door next to me and several doors at the end of the hallway. I tried to look around for any sign of what to do, before I noticed the brief instructions next to the first door. “For detention services, please check in at the reception.” Detention services. That was for me.

I had no idea what the Catholic detention was like, but it was the only option I was given. My constant truancy and terrible grades were already resulting in an expulsion, and whatever detention here meant, it certainly could not be worse than an expulsion. I could still get through and graduate if I took part in the detention at the Catthe holic institute. I knew Catholic schools had a strict reputation, but it was a chance that I had to take – it was my only chance.

Whether they would make me stand in attention or recite the Bible or even kneel in the corner, I would do as instructed. If I could waive my expulsion away with a bit of detention and playing around with nuns, I would do anything. The deal felt almost too good to be true. In my head there was an idea of an angry old nun swinging her ruler around and hitting my palms, but that would certainly not be happening. Corporal punishment had already been banned years ago.

I knocked on the first door, and soon I was instructed in. The small office had none of the typical Catholic lush, it looked simple and cheap even for a public-school office. There were no bookshelves or plants, merely a big wooden table and a single empty chair standing before it. Behind the desk was sitting an old woman.

“And why are you here, young man?” she inquired.

“I’m here for the detention”, I answered.

“Ah, yes, the eight o’clock”, she noted, shuffling her papers. “This is your first time?”

“Yes.”

“Good, good. Let’s get the paperwork ready then. I have your papers and information here, we only need you to check that the information is right, and then you can sign that you are willing to take part in the procedure. It is all there in the papers, just sign on the line at the end.”

She handed me a huge pile of papers. Procedures, statute, code, terms. How many papers do you really need to sit down in detention? The paperwork nowadays is ridiculous.

“Just take your time, we have full two hours reserved for you”, she said and smiled.

I checked that they had my name right and quickly signed.

“Is that it?” I asked, handing the pile of papers back to her.

“Ah yes, that is all we needed”, she said and stamped my paper pile. “You may move to the detention room now. Room number three at the back of the hall. Wait in front of the door, and Sister Mary will be with you soon. Good luck.”

“Thank you”, I said and stood up. Everything about the episode seemed weird. Did I really have to sign a pile of papers just to sit down in detention and did I really need a nun to sit there with me? And did I really need luck for it?

I shrugged it off and walked out of the office. Catholics had always seemed a bit weird to me, and if this is how they wanted to do things, so be it. It would still beat getting expulsed.

When I got the long hallway, I finally saw another person. A young girl in a black dress was walking towards me from the detention rooms. I tried to greet her with a smile, but when I saw her face, I realized that she had been crying. She wiped her tears and turned her face away, embarrassed to look at me. Repentant Catholics really seemed to take their detention seriously.

At the end of the hallway, I was greeted with sturdy metal doors. “Detention Room 1”, “Detention Room 2” and finally “Detention Room 3”. Did the institute have anything but detentions? I began to wish I had actually looked into it when I stood before the door of my detention room. Standing before the huge metal door, I slowly began to think that maybe they wouldn’t just make me sit on a chair reciting the Bible.

During the next fifteen minutes, I waited in silence with not a single soul in the hallway. I already began to wonder if anyone was even coming, when a woman in a black gown with her hair covered walked towards me with a big pile of papers in her hands. She had a warm smile, piercing blue eyes and surprisingly young look, but she certainly seemed like a nun. Finally.

“Hi, I’m Sister Mary”, she greeted me with a big smile on her face. “Are you here for the eight o’clock detention?”

“Yes”, I answered.

“Yes, Sister Mary”, she quickly corrected.

When in Rome, I thought and played along. “Yes, Sister Mary.”

“That’s better”, she said while opening the locks of the big metallic door. “Welcome to the Detention Room.”

The door opened with a creak and presented a small, harsh and almost empty room. In the middle of the concrete room there was a sturdy wooden frame.  That was the only decoration. I looked at the frame, while Sister Mary riffled her papers.

“Skipping school, plummeting grades, threat of expulsion… I see. Well, you have come to the right place, young man. I am glad that we will be spending some together and hopefully this will do lots of good for you. You may now drop your pants”, she declared.

My heart skipped a beat. Surely, I did not hear right.

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me, young man. The answer I want to hear is not ‘excuse me’, but ‘yes, Sister Mary’. Now drop your pants, you are not making this any easier for yourself.”

I had to wonder what the hell I had got myself into. She kept staring at me with a stern look, waiting for me to drop my pants. Was I really supposed to get nude in front of her?

“You have agreed to the detention at Catholic Institute, you have agreed to our rules, and we have your signed forms right here. You did read the consent form, did you not?” she questioned me.

I really wished I had read it.

“Uhh, I did not really think…”, I mumbled.

“Well, let us go over the procedure one more time. You have signed yourself into the Catholic Institutes detention procedure. This means that you will be assigned a detention room with the supervising sister, in your case that will be me. During your detention you will drop your pants around your ankles, and you will follow directions without protests. Whenever I tell you to do something, you will say ‘yes, Sister Mary’ and you will obey. Do you understand?”

I did not like it, but this was still my only chance to get around the inevitable expulsion. Having a cute nun ordering me around with my pants around my ankles and ogling my privates damn sure felt weird, but I had ran out of options.

“Yes, Sister Mary”, I repeated after her like a well-trained little sheep.

“Good. And now you may drop down your pants.”

I sighed and opened my belt. I hesitated for a moment and looked at Sister Mary, who gave me an approving nod. I dropped my jeans down.

“And your underwear”, she urged.

Somehow, I already knew she was going to say just that.

“Yes, Sister Mary”, I said with a sarcastic grin on my face. What else could I do. My underwear dropped down and only my palms were left to cover my genitals from her gaze. Suddenly the room started to feel cold.

“Good. At the Catholic Institute, corporal punishment is always handed out on bare bottoms. We feel that is the only way disobedient young men like you will really learn their lesson”, she continued.

I gulped loudly.

“Corporal punishment?” I questioned.

“Well, that is why we are here, young man. You will have to be given your punishment so that you will not be expelled, and you can graduate from your school, this is how it works”, she compassionately explained. She really said it like she was helping me out here.

“But that’s illegal!” I helplessly cried, my underwear already around my ankles and my bare behind completely visible for all to see.

“In public schools, yes”, she explained. “But this is a private institute, and we have your written permission to handle your case with some well needed corporal punishment in private detention.”

I stood there stunned.

“Don’t worry, if you want to back out, it is still possible. But I am afraid that would mean expulsion for you”, she continued. “You may kneel down on the first wooden step before you. I will give you fifteen minutes to think. If you still want to go through with this, we will take care of your punishment. You will be given a fair punishment, no more or no less than you deserve and need to grow as a person. What do you say?”

I did not need much time to think it over.

“Yes, Sister Mary”, I uttered.

I knelt on the coarse wood before the frame, and suddenly it was very clear to me what the frame was used for. She inspected my body while I kneeled there with everything visible.

“And your hands behind your head. Do not dare to move your position”, she urged with a smile on her face.

“Yes, Sister Mary.”

She gently slapped my behind before walking out of the room. The door creaked again, and soon I was left alone, pants around my ankles, kneeling in front of a spanking bench. Was she actually going to spank me? The whole idea seemed more ridiculous than embarrassing.

If I could get out of expulsion by getting a spanking from a hot nun, then so be it, I thought. With my knees grinding into the step of the wooden frame, I obediently waited for Sister Mary. In a position like that, fifteen minutes can feel like a surprisingly long time.

After what felt like an eternity, finally the door creaked again. As soon as it had opened, the heavy metal door jammed shut again.

“Well, have you made your decision, young man?” she questioned.

“I will take the corporal punishment”, I answered

“That is what I thought. You may bend over the punishment frame, and I will strap you down with a belt.”

“Is that really nec… Yes, Sister Mary”, I answered and lowered my body over the wooden frame.

“Good, you are learning”, she said with a hint of joy in her voice.

She laid a thick leather belt over my waist, ran it under the wooden frame and tightened it so hard that I involuntarily had to raise my ass in the air.

“And now your hands. We do not want you touching your behind during the punishment. Grasp the legs of the bench”, Sister Mary said.

I did as I was told. Soon there were leather straps around my waist and around my wrists. My ankles followed and I soon was reduced completely immobile with my bare buttocks high in the air. A moment of silence was broken by a swishing noise.

“Truancy, bad grades, and willingness to atone for your sins. I believe ten with the heavy rattan cane should do for now”, she calmly stated.

“Cane?!” I screamed. No one had told me anything about that before I was strapped down on the bench. Unless it was all in the damn papers.

“That is how we handle corporal punishment in the Catholic Institute. That is what we have your signed consent for. Now what are you supposed to say?”

“Yes, Sister Mary”, I sighed.

I did not have any time to brace myself. Instantly I felt burning pain on my behind and I was forced to gasp for air. Instead of going away, the pain just seemed to move, and soon my whole body was trembling.

“Please not so hard, it hurts so much”, I tried to protest. I did not think I could take nine more like that.

“Good, that just means that it is working. Corporal punishment is supposed to hurt, how else would you learn anything?” she smugly stated. “After we are done here, you will think twice about skipping school and you will think twice about studying for your tests. No more failing grades, young man, do you understand?”

I tried to catch my breath. The intense pain just did not go away.

“Yes, Sister Mary”, I muttered obediently.

“I really hope so. For your sake”, she said.

The cane swooshed through the air again and landed with a heavy lash. I screamed. I tried to move, but I was so tightly bound that my wrists would not move an inch. My behind was on fire, but there was nothing I could do about it. I took a deep breath, and at the same time I felt the cane on my behind again. A harsh lash on the tender spot on my lower buttocks was enough to make my eyes wet. I was grinding my teeth together, trying not to scream and cry, but it was easy to notice in how much discomfort I was.

“Does it hurt, young man?” she inquired. Her voice was tender, but mischievous and her strokes seemed to get harder and harder. It was as if she enjoyed punishing and mocking me. Tied down on the frame with nothing to cover my striped bottom, I could only play along and hope that it would be over soon, and I could steady my breath before the next stroke.

“It hurts so much, please not so fast”, I tried to plead.

The heaviest stroke yet landed right on the middle of my ass. I wrenched and screamed, but I could not get myself to move. I tried to get my bottom out of the way of the cane, but the leather straps kept my buttocks high in the air, no matter how hard she lashed. Tears came into my eyes. We were not even halfway through yet.

“Please not so fast, Sister Mary”, she corrected. “You may plead, but in this room, I decide how fast and how hard you are going to get it. And I give it exactly as hard and fast as you have deserved it. Your job is only to think about what kind of behaviour has led you here, and what you can do to change it. Now how are you going to change your behaviour?”

I took a deep breath.

“I will not skip school, Sister Mary.”

The cane landed right on my thighs, burning even deeper than on my behind. It felt like a severe electric shock going through my whole body. Before I realized it, I was weeping and crying uncontrollably.

“Looks like that is going to leave a mark”, Sister Mary laughed. “And what else?”

Having to answer her questions added to the punishment. I could hardly breath, the pain was becoming unbearable, and my eyes were full of tears. Yet whenever I tried to close my eyes and block the pain away, her questions brought me back to the real world.

“I will…”, I managed to start, trying desperately to catch my breath.

“I will study.”

Heavy lash on my lower buttocks made the pain so unbearable, that I did not even manage to scream anymore. I just snivelled and cried. After six strokes, I was not sure if this was easier than getting expelled. I was certain that I would not be able to sit down for days to come.

She ran her fingers over my behind.

“Very nice stripes”, she inspected. “I hope you will remember this lesson, when you sit down in the coming days. That was six strokes.”

“That is what naughty schoolboys are generally given. You have been naughty, but you are not a little schoolboy anymore, are you?”

“No, Sister Mary”, I snivelled through my tears.

“That is why you are going to get four more. Let this be a lesson to you, no more misbehaving”, she lectured.

I did my best to brace myself for another stroke on my bottom, when the cane landed on my upper thighs again. I yanked and I tugged, and I screamed, but there was nothing I could do. I just had to take the deep and throbbing pain that made me feel like my behind was being branded with a hot iron. I was almost ready to promise anything to get out of the situation, but I knew that pleading would not help. So, I cried.

She gently tapped my beaten behind with her sturdy cane.

“Well, young man. Are you learning anything?” the nun urged.

“Yes, Sister Mary”, I sobbed.

“Good. Three more strokes left. These will be the most painful ones and the most educational ones. I want you to think of these strokes whenever you think of skipping school. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sister Mary”, I sighed again.

“And I want you to thank me after every stroke. Even if you do not understand it, I am helping you greatly here. Now let us continue.”

The cane landed again. My behind was on fire all around, and by that point I could barely tell where the individual strokes were landing. There was simply severe and overwhelming pain, which had taken over my whole body. I was shaking, but I could not even struggle anymore. I cried and tried to gather the strength to thank her, as she had instructed.

“Well, young man?” she urged, while I was still trying to breath and get myself together after the last stroke.

“Thank you… Sister Mary”, I finally managed to utter.

The cane landed harshly again, and my whole body was convulsing. My eyes were filled with tears and my nose was running heavily, but I could not move my tied hands even to dry my face. The pain did not subside, but there was no strength left in me to fight it anymore. Thank God, there was only one stroke left. Then it would be over, and I would not be expelled.

“Thank you, Sister Mary”, I was croaking. I could barely get a sound out of my throat.

“You are welcome, young man. I hope this has been an educational experience, and you have learned something today. That is our mission at the Catholic Institute. To teach, and to turn disobedient and mischievous young boys into obedient gentlemen. It is well known that nothing helps in that like a good, sturdy rattan cane. Don’t you agree?” she said with joy in her voice. Then she raised her cane once again high in the air.

The cane landed on my ass with full force, tearing through the already tender and beaten skin. I gasped for air, while my tears were falling to the cold concrete floor. There was not a thing in my head aside from the throbbing pain. I was not glad that it ended, I simply sniffled and hoped that the pain would go away soon. It would not – not for several days.

“Did you have something to say, or do we need another stroke?” she questioned.

I groaned and mumbled. I wanted to touch my bruised behind, but I could still not move my arms or my legs or my body.

“Thank you, Sister Mary”, I finally managed to utter.

She came next to me and ran her fingers through my hair, as if to comfort me.

“Good boy”, she said. “Does it hurt?”

“Yes, Sister Mary”, I answered. My nose was still running, and my eyes were filled with tears. Nothing had ever hurt so bad.

“Good. That is how we know that it is working. Whenever you sit down in the days to come, you will be thinking about this room and the reasons why you ended up in here. This might just have been the best thing that could have happened to you.”

“There is still an hour left in your detention”, she mentioned offhandedly. “I will let you stay there and think about your behaviour. I know it hurts and I know it is uncomfortable, but that is the best way for young and misbehaving men to learn.”

She slapped my ass with an open hand, and I winced.

“And do not forget that we will meet again next week.”

My eyes widened.

“What do you mean, Sister Mary?” I enquired.

“Oh, you did not read the contract. Well, there are still three more sessions left in your detention procedure. Surely you did not think that you could get out of expulsion with a one simple spanking?” she almost laughed.

I was stunned. If I was not strapped down to a frame, I would have collapsed to the floor.

“Similar session once a week for the next three weeks, that was the agreement”, she said while inspecting my behind.

“Your welts will not have time to heal completely, so the next session will be a bit more painful. And then the next session will be a bit more painful than that. It all helps in the learning experience. I hope you do not want to stop now after the first session is already almost over.”

“No, Sister Mary”, I sighed.

“Great. I will let you ponder your behaviour in silence for the next hour, and then I will come and let you out. It is always good to have some time to think about your actions. That is when we grow as human beings”, she rejoiced. “See you in an hour!”

I tried to move my hands, but to no avail. I would be spending the next hour with my face full of snot and tears, and my behind beaten on harsh and painful welts. The only thing I could think of was having to experience the same thing three more times after that.
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