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Spanking Machine Detention II: A Femdom Story

They always thought the wait was the worst part. At the Institute you had to sometimes wait for an hour until it was your turn. It wasn’t until then, when they all came to realize that the wait was in fact the easiest part.

Michael had climbed down to the basement already aware of all the stories. The dreaded Detention Room was the source of several weird rumours and stories. As is the case with all the best stories, they were all based on truth. The Detention Room was behind a large door, that had the instructions spelled out. Drop your trousers and underwear down, keep your hands behind your head and wait for your turn. Everyone knew that the orders were to be obeyed for even the slightest mistake would always result in extra punishment.

For Michael it was the first time, but he already knew that you wanted to follow the rules. The athletic boy removed his belt and dropped his jeans down to his ankles. In a moment of hesitation, he took a deep breath and ran his fingers through his blonde locks. One last look at the pink slip on his hand. “Tardiness. Report to Detention Room on Friday at 9 am. Level 3 Corporal Punishment. Rattan Cane.” Michael had no idea what Level 3 meant; in fact, he had never received corporal punishment before. His parents never spanked him, and he had never been paddled at school. But the Institute was a different kind of beast. Everyone knew the rattan cane would bite hard and leave painful welts. Being late for one class would immediately mean a trip to the Detention Room. It did not matter whether you were late for half an hour or for one minute, the rules were always the same and the punishment was always the same. Corporal punishment at Level 4 was designed to make sure that you never wanted to be late again.

Michael carefully pulled his white regulation underwear down to his ankles. He wanted to cover his genitals with his hands, but the rules were clear. When you were waiting in front of the Detention Room, your hands were always supposed to be behind your head. Michael assumed the position and hoped that no one would be walking through the hallway. Waiting for corporal punishment at that age was already humiliating and it was even more humiliating when you had to do it with your private parts in full sight of anyone who might walk by.

Michael soon realized why people said that the wait was the worst part. The bite of the sturdy rattan cane against tender flesh could be easily heard on the hallway. The first two or three strokes could be withstood, but the fourth one would always result in a scream. If the corporal punishment was given at Level 3, tears were almost always guaranteed. Even though Levels 1 and 2 were technically possible, the punishment for even the slightest infractions at the Institute was always handed out at least at Level 3. Michael winced, when the screams started. He knew that he would soon be in the same position. The strokes came at steady intervals, resulting in a terrible scream time after time.

When Julia walked through the hallway, Michael instinctively tried to avert his eyes. Julia was one of the youngest and most beautiful teachers. The thin and tall blonde was the subject of many fantasies, which made it all the more embarrassing when she handed out trips to the Detention Room or inspected your body while you were waiting for your punishment with your pants around your ankles.

Julia stopped before Michael as if to inspect his body.

“Well Michael, have you been a naughty boy?” she asked and smiled.

Michael was not sure if she was mocking him, but he knew that not answering the question could result in even more severe punishment.

“Yes, miss”, he meekly answered, looking at the ground.

“And what have you done?” she continued the query.

“I was late”, Michael answered.

Julia smiled and pinched his butt, which made Michael blush.

“While you knew full well that it would result in corporal punishment. And you know full well that corporal punishment in the Institute is painful and humiliating.”

Michael was not sure if that was something that he should be answering, but he once again thought that not answering might be the worse option.

“Yes, miss.”

Michael was still looking at the ground. Julia lifted his chin with her index finger to bring his face on the same level.

“And is this the first time you will be receiving corporal punishment?” Julia asked.

She seemed to be enjoying the questionary, which made Michael even more embarrassed.

“Yes, miss.”

She grasped his butt affectionately.

“Oh my, you poor boy. You know they will be strapping you down and the cane will bite into your flesh so hard that you will probably be crying. And what have you done to deserve this fate?”

He silently handed her the pink slip.

“Tardiness. Corporal punishment. Level 3”, she read out loud. “Level 3 will really have you screaming”, she said nonchalantly and smiled. Her casual way of looking forward to the torment made him even more nervous.

“It’s always such a shame to see a cute boy like you being put through an ordeal like that. I hope you will really learn something; I don’t think you end up into the Detention Room again. You know, if I have to mark you down for tardiness after this, I will instantly write it down as Level 4.”

“Yes, miss”, he muttered.

“I hope this will really do some good for you. Most boys at the Institute learn their lesson after the first time. In fact, I think I will come join your punishment as the supervisor. Would you like that?”

Michael was not sure what to say. He was embarrassed to even be standing in front of cute Julia with his pants around his ankles. Getting corporal punishment in front of her would be even worse. If it was actually painful enough to make a boy cry, it would be incredibly embarrassing if she was there watching. But saying no to a teacher’s question was a big no, she could instantly mark him up for even more severe punishment.

“Yes, miss”, he answered, like they were always taught to answer.

“That’s my Michael. I will make sure that they don’t let you out too easy”, she laughed. “You know, you are only punished to make sure that you learn your lesson. Will you learn your lesson?”

“Yes, miss”, he muttered.

She pinched her butt cheek again and smiled. “Good boy. I will go see if you can come in already.”

Even if the screams had stopped, no boys walked out of the Detention Room. After your punishment you were instantly walked down to the Room of Atonement. It was a room full of naked boys with scorched bottoms kneeling on blocks of wood with their hands over their heads. The position made it impossible to rub your burning behind, while your knees pressed against the stern wood, bringing you even more pain.

The supervisors would tour the Room of Atonement regularly, asking the boys if they had truly learned their lesson. If a boy was rubbing his behind or moving his knees, that would instantly mean another trip to the Detention Room. If you had to be punished again, it would always be at a more severe level. Sometimes it would be just higher level, sometimes it would also be more strokes. The punishments were completely on the hands of the teachers. The misdemeanour might be as small as possible, but if there was an acceptable reason, any boy could be sentenced to any punishment. The Institution knew stories of boys getting as much as 24 cane strokes at Level 5 for “being cheeky.” It was known as the prison punishment. There was no definition of what being cheeky consisted, but the purple welts would be visible for weeks.

Some teachers clearly enjoyed handing out punishments and some liked making them as hard as possible. Some teachers would also visit the Detention Room, looking at the punishments, mocking the students and sometimes handling even more punishment – sometimes for a reason, sometimes for purely made-up reasons. As a new student, Michael did not even realize that as a muscular former wing-back with a flowing blonde hair he was already picked out by several teachers. Many seemed to think that it was always most fun to torment the cutest boys. Absolute power brings out the absolute worst in some people.

While Julia was a good teacher and very beautiful in her trademark sundresses, she could also be mean and sadistic. Sometimes it’s simply the most enjoyable and fun human beings who are most into giving out corporal punishment and enjoying the humiliating and painful torment. Julia was friendly, beautiful and always smiling, but Michael would soon realize that she was also really into punishments.

Michael did not have to wait for long, until Julia came back.

“Well, looks like it’s your time”, she said and took a good hold of his ear. Michael winced.

“Let’s go, you naughty boy”, she said and almost laughed.

“Yes, miss”, he obeyed.

They first entered a large changing room with lockers. The punishment was always handed out nude, and every boy had a locker where their clothes would be stuck while they were punished. Michael was still keeping his hands behind his neck, as he was told.

“Undress”, he commanded. In the locker room her usually warm voice got a cold sound. “Everything, right now.”

Michael did as instruct. He removed his jeans and underwear before pulling out his socks. Last he removed his white dress shirt, button by button. Julia grasped the pile of clothes with two hands and stuck them hastily into the locker.

“56, remember the number”, she instructed. “I will be holding the key for you. Is it embarrassing to be nude like that?”

Michael was taken aback by the question, but he knew he should be answering. Obviously, he was embarrassed.

“Yes, miss”, he answered.

“Good, it is part of the punishment. Naughty young boys like you will not learn their lesson unless it is embarrassing and painful.”

Julia grabbed his ear again and twisted it.

“The punishments at the Institute are always painful.”

Michael was dragged by the ear into the Detention Room, which was smaller than he expected. There was a simple wooden desk and behind the desk was sitting Sanna, who always supervised the punishments. She was 30 years old and in charge of the physical education, but for most of the time she sat behind her desk watching and handling the punishments at the Detention Room. With her stylish brunette hair, sharp dark blazers, athletic chest and youthful looks, she was the fantasy of many boys at the Institution. She was well aware of that – it only made it more enjoyable to watch over the punishments of cocky and cheeky young athletes who tried hitting on her. They tried hitting on her, she hit them with a cane.

On the right, there was a room leading to the Room of Atonement. Only a slight sobbing could be heard – no one in the Institute wanted to be seen crying out loud, which is why the punishments were intended to achieve just that.

In the middle of the room was the Spanking Machine. Michael had heard all the stories, but yet the actual set-up in front of him was surprisingly large and menacing. The actual machine was a simple mechanical pole with an attached rattan cane that would swing exactly where it was instructed and exactly how hard it was instructed. The cane did not simply stop at the bottom, it would swing all the way through, creating even more pain and leaving an even nastier welt. The punished student was strapped into a large wooden frame in a kneeling position.

The legs were strapped far apart, the middle of the body was stretched over a leather seat and the hands were tied far forward to other wooden blocks. This created a position where the skin on the behind was stretched, which would lead into an even more painful punishment. At the same time the student could not move his body, which allowed for the whole painful punishment being given exactly as intended with steady intervals for the strokes. As an icing on the cake, the stretched legs made the genitals and the butthole fully visible which turned the punishment into an even more embarrassing ordeal. During the whole caning, you would be looking straight at the supervisors sitting behind their table.

Julia slapped Michael’s bare butt.

“Take a seat. It’s designed for naughty boys”, Julia instructed.

Michael kneeled on the wooden steps and put his body on the leather block. Sanna stood up and walked from her table to the punishment bench.

“And what has this naughty boy done?” she queried.

“Tardiness. Corporal punishment at Level 3”, Julia answered. They paid no attention to the blushing naked boy who was kneeling on the frame with his pale and toned behind in the air.

“Six strokes then. That should make him understand how to be on time in the future”, Sanna answered.

Sanna and Julia strapped Michael’s legs with sturdy leather straps. After that they tied his wrists and made sure to pull his body forward so that the skin on his behind would be fully stretched. Finally, they added one last leather belt that tied his waist tightly down against the bench. Michael tried to move his body, but he simply couldn’t. He was tied down; his ass was perfectly presented for the cane, and he could only hope for the best.

“Did the pink slip mention what sort of cane we should use?” Sanna enquired.

“No”, Julia smiled. It was like a gift for her. She inspected Michael’s stretched behind and ran her finger on the skin. “I think he deserves the Dragon Cane. Thickest and longest.”

Sanna’s brows raised.

“Thickest and longest Dragon Cane for tardiness? Is he a repeat offender?”

Julia kept fingering his behind.

“No. I just think he deserves it. I know the type; Michael only needs one good punishment to turn him into a well-behaved boy. But it has to be severe”, Julia instructed.

“As you wish. Six with the thickest and longest Dragon Cane. 20 second interval. That will let the pain sink in fully, but he will not become too comfortable during the punishment.”

Julia smiled.

“How does it sound, Michael? Do you think you deserve this?” she asked, still fondling the boy’s pale behind.

He knew there was only one answer.

“Yes, miss.”

“Good boy”, she said and slapped his behind. “We all hope you are learning something today.”

Sanna grabbed a scrunchie from her back pocket and tied Michael’s long hair into a bun.

“I don’t want your hair falling on your face during the punishment. I want to see if it really has an effect on you. I want to see if you really learn”, Sanna explained.

“Remember”, Julia continued. “You may scream, you may shriek, and you may cry, but you know that cursing is not permitted. If you curse, we will start all over from the beginning.”

Sanna adjusted the long Dragon Cane to the mechanical Spanking Machine. She moved the cane against Michael’s bottom and fit it to strike throughout the whole bottom but not against the hips.

“There. Six strokes, 20 second interval, the fiercest cane we have. Shall we sit down and enjoy the show, Julia?”

“Absolutely. Do you think he will cry?” Julia asked.

“By the fourth stroke,” Sanna explained. “They always do.”

Michael tried adjusting his position, but it was to no avail. He simply could not move his body, and he was completely at the mercy of the young women, who second by second made it more and more clear that they enjoy the idea of punishing him. His eyes were set on the two women behind the table.  He looked at Julia, who sent him a flying kiss. Sanna laughed and turned on the Spanking Machine.

“I think you should thank us for each stroke”, Julia said. “For we are really helping you here.

“A simple ‘thank you, I promise I will not be late again’ will suffice after each stroke”, Sanna continued.

“Do you agree?” Julia asked. Her smile made it clear how he enjoyed tormenting the boy.

“…Yes, miss”, Michael finally said.

The cane swooshed through the air and bit harshly into Michael’s bottom. The boy struggled with his straps, but would not yell. He knew they wanted him to scream, and he would not give them the pleasure. The cane immediately left a harsh mark on his behind and Michael took a deep breath.

“And what did we agree on?” Julia questioned the struggling boy.

“Thank you, I promise I will not be late again.”

“Good boy”, Sanna said. The girls both laughed.

The machine whirred and moved the cane lower, so it would not hit the exact same spot. After exactly 20 seconds, the harsh Dragon Cane landed full force on Michael’s bottom again. The boy let out on audible gasp. The cane was like an electric shock, and he could feel the deep pain on his whole body.

“See? Tears by the fourth stroke”, Sanna said.

Julia laughed.

“If we have to ask again, we will start all over from the beginning. You know what to say, Michael”, Julia continued.

Michael grinded his teeth.

“Thank you, I promise I will not be late again”, he finally said.

Immediately the cane bit on his behind again.

“Fuck…”, Michael could barely mutter.

The women looked at each other and giggled.

“Oh my. I am pretty sure we made the rules clear. Would you please stop the Spanking Machine, Sanna?”

“Of course.”

“Unfortunately cursing was specifically not allowed, Michael. I am afraid we must start all over from the beginning. Just crying, no cursing”, Julia explained with a hint of joy in her voice. “From the beginning. Six strokes, Level 5.”

Sanna looked at her curiously.

“Level 5, are you sure? That’s the level of prison punishments.”

“Level 5. He has deserved it and he can take it. Can’t you, Michael?”

Michael sighed.

“Yes, miss”, he meekly answered.

“See. I told you”, Julia laughed.

“You must really enjoy punishing this boy. Alright, six strokes at Level 5. Do you think he can keep his mouth shut?”

Julia giggled and lifted her black miniskirt. She pulled down her black underwear and turned it into a ball.

“This will help him”, she informed. Julia stood up and walked over to Michael. “Oh my, deep welts on your bottom already. And you really had to insist on getting a new punishment at Level 5. You know, that will leave welts for months.”

Julia stuck her underwear into the boy’s mouth. He could feel something warm and wet on his tongue.

“Don’t worry, you don’t have to say anything at this point. Just concentrate on the pain”, Julia said. Michael bit down on the soft underwear. “And don’t drop it. I think you know that we will start all over from the beginning then.”

Julia looked at the boy.

“Do you understand?”

Michael bit down on the underwear and nodded.

“Good boy. I think you are really learning a lesson today.”

The cane came down full force. Level 5 meant agonizing pain and an immediate purple welt on the behind. Michael bit down and closed his eyes, but the women could see in what pain he was.

“Do you think he is learning his lesson?” Julia enquired.

“Oh, I very much think so. Level 5 will make sure that he both learns and remembers the lesson for weeks to come”, Sanna answered.

The cane came down again, and Michael struggled violently with his straps. The pain was so excruciating that he did everything he could to move, but he was fully strapped in, behind in the air and ready for the next welt. He wanted to ask for a break, he wanted to plead and beg and ask for mercy, but the underwear in his mouth made it impossible. He could only stay still and wait for the next painful stroke.

After exactly 20 seconds, the cane came down again, biting tenderly into his lower buttocks. Michael wanted to scream, but he could not. The burning pain on his behind made the tears fall down his cheeks.

“See? I said he would cry”, Sanna exclaimed as if it was a victory.

“Could you stop for a moment? I want to see his bottom”, Julia interrupted.

“Of course.”

Julia stood up from the bench and walked over to Michael. He winced when she ran her finger over his beaten bottom.

“Does it hurt?” she asked. “Of course it does, it’s designed to do exactly that. No tardiness, no cursing, do you understand, you naughty boy?”

Julia slapped his swollen bottom and giggled. Michael could only struggle and mumble for the answer.

“I don’t think you do understand, you naughty boy”, Julia exclaimed. “Sanna, set the rest of the strokes on the same spot.”

Sanna hesitated.

”Are you sure? That will…”

“I know.”

“Alright. Level 5, three more strokes, all on the same spot. Lower buttocks?”

“Yes. The sweet spot.”

Julia looked at Michael, who kept biting down on the underwear.

“Brace yourself, boy. This is going to hurt.”

“You really enjoy this, don’t you?” Sanna asked.

“Mmmh”, was Julia’s answer.

The harsh Dragon Cane came down on the same spot again, which made Michael’s whole body tremble. The deep pain made his stomach convulse and the tramline on his bottom kept turning darker and darker. Michael was sure that he could not take the next two strokes without completely losing the control of his body.

“Is it hard, Michael?” Julia asked. “I think I forgot to say, but if the caning makes you pee, you have to clean it. And then we will start all over from the beginning. Do you understand?”

Before Michael could even think what he would answer, the cane came down again. He would have shrieked, if the moist panties weren’t stuck in his mouth. By now, the tears were flowing freely. Michael had stopped feeling the humiliation – there was only the deep and excruciating pain.

Sanna grabbed Julia’s thigh.

“See? He’s crying again. It must be very painful. Should we show him mercy?”

Julia smiled.

“No. I think he deserves it. Actually, I think he’s going to end up in this room for many more times. And since we know he can take it at Level 5, he will always take it at Level 5. Whether it’s tardiness, cursing, late homework or just being cheeky, he will be dragged here, stripped nude and given it with the Dragon Cane at Level 5. And I will be supervising it.”

“You must really hate him”, Sanna thought.

“No. I really like him; I would not do this otherwise.”

The Dragon Cane came down on the same spot for the last time. Michael convulsed and his vision turned grey. In his World there was only pain, but now it was over. For a while.

He bit down on the underwear and cried openly. When the pain gets too intense, there’s no shame in crying. It’s all you can do.

“Shall we get him out?” Sanna asked.

“Let’s enjoy the moment for a while”, Julia answered. The women smiled while Michael was still crying openly. His lower buttocks had turned so deep purple that the next stroke would have probably broken the skin.

After five minutes, the women opened his shackles and removed the panties from his mouth.

“And what do we say now?” Julia teased him.

Michael was sobbing and rubbing his bottom.

“Thank you,” he muttered.

“Good boy. You know, you still have the Room of Atonement left. You have to kneel on a wooden block for six hours. If you can’t do it, you will be caned again and then you can try again. Isn’t it terrible?”

Michael nodded.

“I know. You can come to my office and kneel on a steel grater for… Let’s say two hours. Then you can just stay in the corner for the other four hours. How does that sound?”

Michael didn’t say anything. Being beaten, humiliated and stripped in front of a cute girls turns some men mute.

“Or we can repeat the spanking. Would that be better?”

“No, miss”, Michael finally answered.

“I know. Let’s go, I will lead you by the ear. Is that okay?”

“Yes, miss.”

Julia slapped his behind and Michael winced.

“Good boy. Just cry, take this as a lesson. The grated will be painful but I don’t want to bring you back to the Detention Room. Actually, I think if you misbehave, I will just handle it myself. Would tha be better?”

Michael looked at the ground. He grasped at his burning bottom and felt the swollen skin.

“Yes, miss”, he muttered.
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