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Spanking Machine Detention III:

Spanked Before an Audience

Just the walk to the Detention House felt like miles. In reality the trip wasn’t more than 200 yards, but it was a trip that no one wanted to make. For Johnny it was the first time he had to make the trip and for Johnny it was the first time in his life that he was going to receive a spanking. He didn’t know whether to blame himself or the rules that were ridiculously strict at the Institute. In his former schools a missing homework had never resulted in more than a stern lecture, but at the Institute it immediately meant corporal punishment at the dreaded Detention House.

“I know this is the first time you’ve missed your homework, but don’t think the rules don’t apply to you just because you’re new here”, Maria had told him in front of the whole class. “Report to the Detention Room after the classes on Friday. I’m going to supervise your detention myself”, she had said with a smile. Maria was one of the youngest and prettiest teachers at the Institute, which made it all the more humiliating to get tormented by her. The young and the pretty were always the worst. Many still remembered what it was like to receive painful and humiliating corporal punishment by the older male teachers at the Female Institutes. They felt the need to pay back and nowhere was it easier than at the Institute. Trips to the Detention House could be handed out for almost anything, some boys had been written down for disobedience just because they had looked at the teacher the wrong way.

For Johnny it was the first trip to the Detention House, but he knew the stories full well. At the Institute detentions didn’t consist of merely sitting in silence, they consisted of painful and humiliating corporal punishment that was known to result in terrified screams and flowing tears. Johnny had seen the results in the shower rooms. The spankings at the Institute didn’t consist of playful slaps. Many boys had deep purple welts and heavily swollen behinds that would show the results of painful corporal punishment for several weeks even for the slightest infractions. Johnny didn’t know what he was going to get, but with Maria supervising the punishment, it would almost certainly mean a thick strap or a bendy cane. Both were known to result in deep welts that would last for weeks, showing everyone what a naughty boy you had been.

Johnny entered the Detention House and was greeted by a small lobby. A steel door was guarding the Detention Room, but before you were called to enter there was time for atonement. Next to the door there was a row of washing boards and a sign labeled for Johnny with clear instructions on how to wait for your corporal punishment. You were ordered to drop your pants and underwear around your ankles before kneeling on a sharp steel washing board with your hands behind your head. No movement was allowed and the sign ordered you to keep your eyes forward in complete silence until you were called into the Detention Room. “Failure to obey the rules of the Detention House will result in extra punishment”, the sign stated.

Johnny looked around and conceived that he would be the only one getting punished today. He wasn’t sure whether it was a good thing or a bad thing. There would be no one to hear his screams or tell everyone that he had ended up crying which was always a good thing. On the other hand being the only one meant that the supervisors would be able to give you their full attention. If they were in the mood to torment a poor young boy and have him whipped until the tears were freely flowing, that might full well happen. He hadn’t been told what kind of punishment he would be receiving at the Detention House, but he knew what kind of machine would be in charge of the painful strokes. Everyone at the Institute was more than aware of the dreaded Spanking Machine.

Johnny opened his belt and allowed his jeans to fall down to his ankles. For a moment the athletic boy hesitated, running his hand through his thick brown hair that fell to his shoulders. Finally, he pulled down his underwear, quickly looking over his shoulder if anyone was watching. The room felt a lot colder with your pants around your ankles. Johnny grasped his behind one last time, before falling to his knees. He had a well-toned behind for a boy his age, and for a moment he wondered whether it would help taking the punishment. They will probably just beat me even harder because of it.

The boy placed the washing board on the ground and moved his knees on top of it. When he moved his hands on the top of his head, the knees pressed sharply against the shaped steel. He wanted to instantly move his position but by now it was too late. He didn’t know how the lobby of the Detention House was monitored, but everyone knew the stories of the boys who had received incredibly harsh beatings for the slightest movements. Johnny kept his eyes forward and hoped that the wait would be over soon. Everyone looked forward to the actual punishment until the first strike. At that point they realized that they would have rather kept kneeling.

The position got more uncomfortable by every passed minute. The wavy and hard steel pressing against your knees makes your knees burn, until the position becomes unbearable. But Johnny knew that he could not adjust his position because it would result in an even more painful punishment. He winced and hoped for the best, thinking how easy it would have been to just do your homework and hand it in in time.

It had felt like an hour despite only ten minutes passing when the door finally opened. Johnny wanted to turn his head, but his eyes were strictly aimed at the rules in front of him. Failure to obey the rules of the Detention House will result in extra punishment, the sign stated.

“How does it feel, Johnny?” the voice almost giggled. Johnny instantly realized that it was Maria, and the agonizing wait would be over.

“It’s painful, Miss”, he answered. All the boys at the Institute knew that the teachers had to be addressed immediately, politely and truthfully. Failure to do so would immediately result in a severe punishment. If they thought that you had lied, it meant that you had lied and any excuses would just result in an extended punishment at a more severe level.

“Good. It’s supposed to be”, Maria said with a smile on her face. “Boys like you won’t learn their lessons otherwise.”

Maria was young and beautiful. She wore tight dresses that emphasized her athletic shape. Her butt was toned, her legs were long, and her face was thin. The blonde pigtails made her look far younger than she really was. If it wasn’t for her position and her tendence for tormenting young boys, Johnny would have probably had a crush on her. Many of the students outright considered her a sadist, but you could never say a thing like that to her face.

“How long have you been kneeling here?” she asked.

Johnny pondered it for a moment.

“I don’t know, Miss”, he finally answered.

“Not long enough then. Keep your position and don’t move an inch, I will come and get you in half an hour. I have to get the arrangements for your punishment ready. You do know what happens if you move, right?

“Yes, Miss”, he meekly answered. He wasn’t sure if he could stay in the same position for another half an hour. The boy was already sure that his knees were on dark bruises that would be visible for days.

“Have you ever been spanked by the Machine before?” she enquired.

“I have never been spanked at all”, he answered.

“Oh my”, Maria giggled. “You’re in for a treat then. All the corporal punishment at the Institute is handled by a special Spanking Machine. It makes sure that all of you naughty boys get the exact punishment that you deserve. We have several implements and several levels for different infractions. I was thinking about giving you six strokes at level 3, but if you move and wiggle around before your punishment, it has to be more than that. If I have to give you extra punishment, you are getting 20 strokes at level 4 and extra strokes if you aren’t crying by then. So make your choice wisely, boy. I’m not sure if your cute little tushy can take that.”

Everyone at the Institute knew that corporal punishment was handed out by a Spanking Machine built just for the intent of punishing mischievous young boys. In theory it meant equality. Every stroke would hurt every boy just as much and it didn’t matter if you were the first or the fifth one to be spanked that day. The practice was very different. The supervisors had full authority over the amount of strokes and the implement that was used. The punishments varied hugely by the supervisor and some boys simply seemed to get harder punishments than others.

The Machine had five levels of severity. At Level 1 the spankings were light and suited for younger kids, at Level 5 the Machine could be used in adult prisons. While Level 3 was considered severe and painful, no one at the Institute used the lower settings. If the supervisor happened to feel like it, even Level 5 could be used for minor infractions like missed homework. Johnny knew that full well.

“Yes, Miss” he answered without full idea of what he was actually answering. It was usually an answer that wouldn’t get you into more trouble.

“Good boy”, she answered with a smile. “Half an hour. Don’t move.”

The minutes slowly began to feel like hours. Johnny kept his eyes at the wall with no clock in sight, which made him question how much time had actually passed. The pain in his knees started to turn into numbness, but keeping your position is hard when you’re completely numb. The boy kept praying that he would be called in for the actual punishment. When the door finally creaked open, it felt like his prayers had been answered.

“Johnny Dormand, get up and move in for your punishment”, Maria’s voice called. Johnny got up and rubbed his knees that were already bruised and swollen. Her eyes were locked in his crotch and the boy wondered whether he was allowed to cover his genitals with his hands. He didn’t, instead he slowly moved towards the Detention Room.

The room itself was overwhelming and could have been situated in a low-class prison. At the end of the room stood a small table where the supervisors looked over the punishment with several computers in front of them. In the middle of the room was the actual beauty, the electronic Spanking Machine. The punished boy was tied on a frame that stood next to a simple steel pod which could be connected to several different implements. The computer sent an order to the pod which would swing the implement on the bared behind of a punished boy. The moving pod could easily distribute the punishment over the whole behind – or just on specific parts if the supervisor so insisted. Having every stroke hit the same spot would easily lead into broken skin.

When Johnny turned his eyes towards his left, his heart immediately sunk. The wall was full of severe spanking implements, all meaner than the ones before. For simple punishments there was a thick leather tawse which was rarely used. For motivational purposes there was a large wooden paddle filled with holes to make it swing with less air resistance. Dropping grades or bad efforts on the football field could quickly mean ten swats with the paddle. The horse-loving teachers had also insisted on a swift dressage whip which would have never been used on horses in the same fashion it was used on the poor boys.

On the more severe end there were several leather straps and rattan canes. The meaner straps could have been used in prisons, the thicker canes were capable of breaking the skin. At the far end there was an African sjambok, a heavy leather whip made from the hide of a rhino. Used by the riot police in South Africa, it was not intended to be used on the behinds of naughty schoolboys who had forgot their homework. One lash was enough to leave a deep welt that would stay on the bottom for several weeks. At the Institute it was generally used for runaways and repeat offenders.

“Like what you see?” Maria questioned the boy.

“No, Miss”, he truthfully answered.

“You shouldn’t. Everything on that wall will hurt and leave painful welts. That’s the purpose, they’re designed to make you obey the rules in the future. For today, I think you will receive six strokes from the lighter canes. I’m being lenient since it’s your first time, you should really thank me.”

“Thank you, Miss”, Johnny muttered.

“You may take your place. Body on the frame, legs against the poles, hands and head on the pillory. I will have to strap you down; the cane would have you struggling otherwise.”

The punished boy had to put his body on a wooden frame covered with a leather padding. Even though Johnny was tall for his age, moving the hands and head on the pillory stock required stretching and getting on tip-toes. This was intentional, for stretched skin on the behind would make the blows hurt more while being on tip-toes made it impossible to contract your behind. The legs had to be far apart, which helped in making the position more humiliating. Johnny quickly realized that not only was his bottom on full view, everyone looking from behind would also see his butthole and genitals.

Maria fastened the leather straps on his ankles before closing his head and hands in the pillory. The pillory was closed with a simple lock. Johnny tried moving his body, but to no avail. His whole body was in position and he could not do anything but wait for the inevitable strokes. For the final touch, Maria fastened his waist with another leather belt. She fastened it tight, which made him involuntarily push his bottom out even more. Maria moved behind the table, turning her attention to the computers.

Everything was put down on a simple form. The implement used, the level of the punishment, the number of strokes and the movement of the implement were all required. You could include strokes on the thighs, or you could give all strokes on the sweet spot on the lower buttocks. The supervisor might inform the punished boy of the instructions given, but usually they were left as a painful surprise. Finally, you could put down whether tears were required. Even this was automatized. A screen below the pillory stock would recognize whether tears were freely flowing on it. Merely wet eyes would not be enough.

“Six strokes, smoked junior cane…”

Maria’s thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door.

“Come in”, Maria called.

The door creaked open and in came Julia, one of the older teachers.

“Have you begun yet?” she inquired.

“Not yet, I was just about the start”, Maria answered.

“Great. Listen, I have first-year teacher students here getting accustomed to the Institute and I was wondering whether they could come in and watch. Some of them have never seen a Spanking Machine in action before.”

“Of course”, Maria said with a smile. “Come in, girls.”

Johnny was struggling against the restraints, desperately trying to see who were coming to watch him. Yet his limbs simply wouldn’t move, and the locked pillory stock made turning his head impossible. If he could have moved, he would have blushed. The two 20-year-old students in matching uniforms were trying not to giggle at the sight of his bare behind high in the air, ready to receive painful and humiliating punishment. Getting punished in front of the teachers was already humiliating, getting punished in front of cute female students merely only two years older than you was enough to make a teenage boy die of embarrassment.

“I was hoping you could give the girls a real show. They would really like to see what the Machine is actually capable of”, Julia said. “Have you verified the sentence yet?”

Johnny looked at Maria in the eyes, not liking what he saw. The mischievous smile couldn’t be a good sign.

“I was just writing it down. I was thinking of being lenient since it’s his first time, but if it is for educational purposes, I’m sure Johnny here would love to help us. Wouldn’t you, Johnny?”

The boy knew instantly that it was a question without a right answer. If he agreed, he would be getting a much harsher punishment than the one promised. If he disagreed, they would write him down for insubordination which would result in a much harsher punishment than the one promised.

“Yes, miss”, he muttered knowing full well what it would mean.

“Good boy. We’re all hoping that this will mean that you will always be on time with your homework in the future and we will never have to see you in this room again. Six strokes with the sjambok, strokes covering the whole behind. If we do not have tears after six strokes, we will continue until we do”, Maria said with a smile. “We rarely hand out punishments this harsh, but you girls have the right to see how the Machine really works.”

“Thank you”, the girls giggled in a choir. One was inspecting the heavy sjambok; the other was more interested in Johnny’s stretched behind and the fully visible butthole. She had to restrain herself to not give him a good slap on the buttocks.

“That’s a severe punishment”, Julia said with a hint of uncertainty in her voice. “Are you sure he can take it?”

“He’s a healthy 18-year-old boy with athletic achievements. It will only do good for him, at that age they deserve a bit harsher punishment”, Maria answered. “Am I right, Johnny?”

“Yes, miss”, the boy answered.

“Julia, would you kindly attach the sjambok to the Machine and show the girls how it’s done.”

“Of course.”

Attaching an implement to the pole was a simple job. All the implements had a special handle that could be locked into the pole in one swift motion. After that you adjusted the pole so that the end of the implement would strike at the end of the bottom which would leave a straight welt across the whole behind.

“You may begin, Maria”, Julia instructed. The girls were looking at him with curious faces. They had witnessed their brothers getting spanked with a switch or a hairbrush, but the sjambok was a different kind of tool. Johnny was about to get whipped like a horse thief.

“Are you ready, Johnny?” Maria inquired. Johnny took a deep breath and agreed. “Six strokes. 20 second interval. Until tears.”

20 second interval was carefully chosen. It was enough to let the pain sink in after every stroke and allowing for the punished boy to get anxious before the next stroke. Yet it was fast enough to not let the pain subside for a single moment. Agony was promised for every moment throughout the ordeal.

The machine whirred, allowing the pole to rotate around for 360 degrees, the sjambok gaining momentum before lashing against the poor boy’s bottom. The heavy whip struck full force on Johnny’s bare buttocks. For a split second the boy was surprised by the lack of pain. Then the Detention Room was filled with a scream. Johnny desperately grasped for air.

“Please, no. I can’t take it. Please”, he pleaded. The girls looked at his behind with mesmerized faces. A thick purple welt had already formed right down the middle of the boy’s toned butt.

“This will give you a good idea of the Machine’s possibilities”, Maria instructed the girls with a pleasant voice like Johnny wasn’t there at all. “The pleading and begging might make a lenient teacher have empathy and use less force on the subsequent strokes if the punishment was given out manually. That would of course be very unfair towards the boys who happen to get every single stroke at full strength. The Machine isn’t capable of leeway or mercy. It gives no attention to begging. The punishment has been finalized on the computer and the punished boy will get exactly the punishment that he has fully well deserved. This makes every punishment fair and just.”

The machine whirred again, and the sjambok landed with full force mere millimeters below the last mark. After the first stroke Johnny thought the pain couldn’t get worse. How wrong he could have been. The lash of the sjambok felt like a branding iron against your bare skin. Johnny screamed and struggled, but the punishment would not stop for any reason until tears were freely flowing.

While the girls had initially reacted with similar curiosity, two strokes were enough to bring out their differences. One wanted to turn her eyes away or console the poor boy, while the other enjoyed the sight more than she thought she would. Something about the severe strokes and painful screams made her insides tingle in a pleasant way.

“When do they usually cry?” she asked, not wanting the punishment to stop after merely six strokes.

“I’d be surprised if he can last until the sixth stroke. Some are already crying after the first stroke”, Maria lectured.

“Oh”, the girl said with disappointment in her voice.

The third lash landed slightly below the second one with a powerful thud. By now the boy had stopped pleading and begging, barely having enough force to scream. Every lash felt worse than the one before, merely adding a new level to the already agonizing pain.

Maria could see one of the girls looking at the struggling boy with affection in her young eyes.

“You may hold his hands if you wish, girls”, she said. They both took up the offer. One giving him a caressing touch, the other giggling while she grasped his shaking hand.

“Does it hurt?” she asked in a mocking tone. “You naughty, naughty boy”.

“Answer the girl, Johnny”, Maria immediately instructed. “I know it’s painful, but you have to remember your manners.”

“It hurts, mi-“ he managed to say when the sjambok tore onto his bottom again. The whip hit his lower buttocks, instantly turning his whole body into a trembling mess. If Johnny was capable or thinking straight, he would have been worried of peeing himself. The harsh strokes of the whip were enough to make you completely lose control of your body.

It was clear he didn’t want to talk. They made him talk for that specific reason.

“Well, Johnny”, Maria inquired. “Will you have problems with your homework in the future?”

The boy gasped for air. He felt like he was losing the sensation on his bottom until the fifth harsh lash immediately brought it back again for a painful second that felt like minutes.

“No!” he screamed through the pain, making Maria and the girl clearly more inclined to sadism laugh.

His eyes were now full of water, and he sought for comfort from the warm hands of the girls.

“There, there”, the naughty girl said while weeping his eyes dry with her finger. “No need to scream.”

“Please don’t touch his eyes”, Maria calmly stated with no intention of actually interfering. “We need to know when the tears are flowing.”

“Oops”, the girl giggled. “Sorry”, she whispered into Johnny’s ear.

The other girl caressed Johnny’s beautiful brown hair when the African whip landed on his ass for the sixth time. The Machine had moved the whip to strike the upper parts of his buttocks, completely filling his behind with deep purple welts.

The boy was shaking completely without control, barely able to scream from the burning pain that seemed to take control of his whole body. Every lash felt like an electric shock that you could feel from your toes to your hair. His eyes were full of tears again, yet not a single teardrop was willing to fall on the screen below his eyes.

“That’s six”, Maria declared. “You took it well. Maybe too well since we can not see tears yet. As much as I would like to let you go, the Machine will continue until we can see some tears falling on the floor. That way we can be sure that you have truly learned your lesson.”

“Please…” the boy managed to mutter before the Machine whirred again. Having completed the full round of six strokes all over Johnny’s butt, the Machine moved the sjambok back on the middle of behind, striking the seventh lash right over the first dark welt. The searing pain immediately turned the boy into a blubbering mess, opening the flood gates. His body was convulsing while the tears fell onto the screen like raindrops.

“Punishment completed”, the female voice on the computer declared. The girls took turns whispering into his ears.

“That was brave”, one of them soothed him while fondling his hair.

“Was that fun, you naughty boy?” the other mocked him.

Johnny took a deep breath before answering meekly.

“No”, he managed to mutter, still fearing that they might turn the machine back on if he didn’t obey.

When usually the pain subsides quickly after the last stroke, the deep welts of the sjambok tearing straight into the muscle will burn for days. The mischievous girl was quick to inspect the welts on Johnny’s swollen behind.

“Oh my, how purple it is”, she examined. “That must be might painful, I bet naughty boys like him really learn their lesson from a punishment like that. May I touch it?”

“Go ahead,” Maria answered with a smile. “You’re here to learn, aren’t you.”

The girl grasped his bottom with full force from the most swollen part, knowing full well that it would make the boy gasp in pain again. “My, my”, she giggled while patting his behind for a couple of times for good measure.

Johnny was completely powerless. He didn’t have the strength to even fight against the restrains. While the girl’s mockery was embarrassing, he could barely comprehend anything but the heavy and swollen bruises covering his whole behind. When he could finally lift his head up and see something from the tears, he could see the nicer girl whispering something to Maria while writing down a note.

“Alright, girls. I hope you enjoyed the show, we should go now so that we have still time to see the barracks”, Julia finally declared.

“Thank you for showing us this”, the malicious girl declared with joy in her voice. “This was really educational”, she said, putting emphasis on the word really.

“Thank you”, the sweeter girl said, giving a final gaze at the note that she had written. Soon the heavy door shut, leaving Johnny and Maria alone in the Detention Room.

Maria kept the boy chained down, standing up to inspect the damage on his behind.

“Well, what do you say after your punishment?” she inquired.

Johnny wept quietly.

“Are you going to answer, or do we have to continue?” she asked again.

“Thank you, miss”, he finally managed to whisper.

“Good boy”, she answered. “I hope you really learned your lesson and I don’t have to see you here again. I was thinking about a more lenient punishment, but since you can take six from the sjambok without crying, I might have to use that again if you end up here again.”

The thought alone was enough to bring tears into Johnny’s face again. He was certain that the welts from this punishment alone would stay on his behind for weeks to come.

“The girls really seemed to like you, Johnny”, Maria continued. “One of them even left her phone number for you.”

Johnny tried to smile through the tears. Her gentle touch had made the severe punishment just a little bit easier to withstand.

“Unfortunately, we both know that that would be against the regulations of the Institute”, she said and ripped the note into several pieces. “You will have time for girls after you get out from here. For now, you should be concentrating on learning the rules of the Institute so that you don’t end up here again. You know I’m watching your every more now.”

Maria slapped his swollen behind with her hand. The boy continued weeping without reaction.

“Since the Detention Room won’t be used for other punishments today, I can let you stay there for a little while and reflect on your actions. I want you to really think about how you should behave so that you don’t end up here again. If I have to see you in here because of the homework again, it will be ten strokes with the sjambok. All on the lower buttocks. Do you understand?”

“Yes”, Johnny muttered.

“Louder. Do you understand?”

“Yes!”, he tried to shout, his tearful voice cracking.

“Good. I’ll come and let you out in an hour. I’ll shut the lights so it will be easier for you to really think about your behavior”, Maria finished.

The door creaked, the switch clicked and with a heavy thud of the door, Johnny was left alone in complete darkness with a swollen and burning behind begging for a soothing touch. The silence was only broken by his tears slowly dripping on the floor.
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