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Spanking Machine Detention IV:

Rules Are Rules

“One more apple couldn’t hurt”, Andy thought to himself, not realizing how wrong he could be with such an innocent statement. The local farmers had been presenting their field to the students at the Academy and the auditorium had been filled with crates full of tasty apples that the students could freely taste. When Andy arrived back to the auditorium after the classes had finished for the day, he was delighted to see that one of the crates was still full of apples. He quickly picked a suitable apple from the bunch and stuck his teeth deep into the dark red apple. A sweet taste filled his mouth.

“What do you think you are doing, young man?” a strict voice instantly interrupted him. When Andy turned around, he could see Laura watching him with her arms folded and with an expression that he had already learned to recognize. While Laura was a pretty, slender, and young blonde who was generally considered a good teacher, she also had a reputation as one of the strictest teachers at the Preparatory Academy. She could send boys to Detention for the slightest misbehavior and then come over to watch their torment with a smile on her face. Andy would have wanted to see anyone but her standing behind him.

“Well, the apples were so good that I thought I’ll just have one more before I go”, he tried to explain.

“And did someone give you the permission to do that?” Laura enquired.

“I mean, they were free to take…” Andy muttered, scared to anger her.

“The ones for the students were, yes”, she explained. “But these ones are going to the teacher’s lounge. Did someone give you the permission to take them?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

“I didn’t know. The classic explanation of a boy who has been caught red-handed breaking the rules.” She studied him for a moment from behind her glasses with arms still folded. “You know what breaking rules means here, don’t you?”

Andy swallowed with a loud gulp. “Detention”, he said, almost whispering. He had never been to Detention, but he knew full well what Detention meant at the Academy. It wouldn’t be just sitting in silence staring at a dot on the wall, it would be painful and humiliating and the welts might stay on your behind for weeks.

Laura walked to the desk in front of the auditorium and took out a pink slip and a pen. “Exactly”, she stated and started writing. “You may report for Detention tomorrow morning before classes. Stealing, six strokes of the rattan cane, medium severity. I hope the apple was worth it.”

Andy looked at the half-eaten apple in silence, his cheeks blushing.

“Have you been to Detention before?” Laura enquired, handing the pink slip to the boy.

“No, miss”, he meekly answered.

“This will be fun then”, she said with a smile. “I might have to come by to see if you learn something.”

“Yes, miss”, he answered, being fully aware that he would want anyone but pretty and sadistic Laura supervising the Detention.

“Off you go then. I hope you sleep well; it will be more painful if you stay up all night.”

“Yes, miss”, Andy muttered and walked off with his apple. They both knew full well that he couldn’t get a single drop of sleep that night, thinking about the painful punishment that was awaiting him. When he took another bite of the apple, there was none of the sweet taste left.

Andy had been aware of the threat of Detention, but he had always thought that if he behaves well and follows the rules, he wouldn’t have to be the one who is tied to the Spanking Machine with pants around his ankles and his athletic behind fully visible. Up until that point it had felt like something that only happens to other people, but the pink slip in his pocket finally made the threat seem real. Andy rolled around in his bed for the whole night, wondering what kind of monstrosity the dreaded Spanking Machine would actually be. And rattan cane, how much would it really hurt? He had only been spanked by hand as a kid, but all the stories made rattan cane seem like a terrible implement that left painful welts on your bottom.

After a restless night, Andy arrived at the Academy at seven in the morning and immediately marched to the basement. A sturdy door was clearly marked as the Detention Room. Andy grasped his behind and took a deep breath before knocking on the door. After a moment a female voice called him to enter. Andy opened the door and was surprised that instead of Laura, she was greeted by Annie, a 30-year-old Physics teacher with short brunette hair, tight dress shirt and dark blue jeans. Instead of arriving straight to the punishment room, he arrived in a small lobby equipped only with a bench and a blackboard that had been filled with fifty lines of “Dropping grades result in burning behinds.” The next door was simply labeled “Spanking Machine” with a warning not to enter without permission. Andy gave his pink slip to Annie who gave it a quick look.

“Stealing? Laura’s being lenient with you if she’s only giving you six with medium severity for that. I wouldn’t mind seeing thieving boys get twenty with the cane for that. You should thank him.”

“Yes, miss”, Andy meekly agreed.

“Have you been here before?”

“No, miss.”

“You can start by undressing. Everything off, when you enter the punishment room, I don’t want to see you wearing even socks. Before you enter, I want you to grab a piece of chalk, kneel on the bench and fill the blackboard with the words ‘Boys who steal deserve painful punishments.’ Fifty times should be enough. I will come and get you in thirty minutes, so you had better get to work. If I come back and find that you have been slacking, you are getting an extra stroke for every missing line. You will also be getting an extra stroke for every misspelling. I’ve had lazy boys who want to protest and just as a word of advice, it’s not a pretty sight. You don’t want to be in the position where you regret your decision after the first stroke, just to realize that there’s forty-nine left.”

Andy took off his dress shirt button by button, revealing a toned upper body. The jeans and socks soon followed, dropping to the floor. Only the removal of underwear and completely revealing himself before Annie made the boy hesitant.

“Don’t be shy”, the teacher urged. “In thirty minutes, you will be crying and wriggling in pain in front of me with your bare butt pointed towards the sky and at that point being undressed will be the least of your worries. And if I must add extra strokes to your punishment, you will be wishing that you followed orders, removed your clothes as fast as possible and filled the blackboard in a proper fashion like an obedient little boy, won’t you?”

“Yes, miss”, Andy said with a sound of defeat in his voice. His underwear dropped to his ankles. The boy couldn’t help it, but the shamefulness of the situation and his anxiety towards the upcoming punishment had almost given him an erection. Andy blushed when he handed his clothes over to Annie.

“Don’t worry, the machine will take care of that sooner than you realize”, she calmly stated. “If you behave during your punishment, you will get your clothes back after the caning. If you still want to wear tight jeans after that. Now get to work, you have twenty-nine minutes left.”

Andy looked at the blackboard that was already full of text, looking for an eraser.

“Miss, how do I…”

“You’re a smart boy, you will find a way. You have a tongue, don’t you?” Annie said with a laugh and opened the door to the punishment room. “’Boys who steal deserve painful punishments.’ Remember, extra stroke for every missing line.” The door behind her closed with a heavy thud, and the boy already felt like crying.

Andy knelt on the bench and quickly realized that the wood was covered with sharp decorations, as if intended to make even this part of the punishment as painful as possible. He spat on his hand and quickly began to rub the blackboard clean. His palms were quickly covered in chalky mush, but the board barely got any cleaner. Andy tried to spit and rub as hard as he could but removing a single line of text seemed to take half a minute. For a moment the boy seriously pondered if just licking the board clean would be faster, but he ended up just resorting to shoddy cleaning work on the last lines, thinking that he could write his own lines on smaller surface.

When he finally got the piece of chalk in his hand, his hands were already aching from the erasing and his knees were filled with burning red bruises from the bench. Yet the boy got obediently into work, filling the blackboard with a line after line of ‘Boys who steal deserve painful punishments.’ While he still didn’t consider his apple incident stealing, the ordeal certainly helped him realize that what was about to come next would surely be painful. He tried to look around, but of course there wasn’t a clock in the room. He didn’t want to leave twenty lines undone – even if you had never been caned you knew that twenty extra strokes would lead to deep and painful welts that would be there for weeks. Yet shoddy work might lead to misspellings which would again mean a painful extra stroke. The boy was threading on a thin and painful line.

After filling the board with exactly fifty properly numbered lines of ‘Boys who steal deserve painful punishments’, Andy thought that he still has time to inspect his work. Just when he started to erase a line that could maybe be misinterpreted as a typo, the door creaked open.

“Time’s up, drop the chalk”, Annie ordered.

The naked and embarrassed boy dropped the piece of chalk, realizing that going back to inspect his work had already earned him at least one extra stroke of the rattan cane. While Annie inspected his work and Andy tried to rub his burning knees, the door to the entrance creaked open. Andy’s heart sank the moment he realized that cute, young, and strict Laura was standing in front of him, with her long blonde hair flowing over her slender figure.

She inspected the naked and embarrassed boy from head to toe with a smile. There was something about the strict young teacher that got Andy’s penis moving again. He tried to cover himself with his hands, but to no avail.

“Hands over your head”, Laura instantly commanded. “Looks like you’re really enjoying your punishment. Well, that is going to change soon. Turn around.”

Andy did as instruct. He turned around to face Annie, who seemed to enjoy the show almost as much as Laura.

“What a cute behind”, Laura inspected. “I think I might have to stick around for the punishment. Will be almost a shame to see that butt covered in thick and painful welts. Almost.”

“It’s his first time”, Annie said with a hint of compassion in his voice. “But you don’t mind screams and tears, do you Laura?”

“Not when there’s a good reason for them. He was caught stealing red-handed. Some screams and tears could probably teach him an important lesson.”

“You may go and tie Andy to the machine”, Laura stated. “I’ll go over the blackboard and inform if you must add any extra strokes. ‘Boys who steal deserve painful punishments.’ I like it. I hope Andy will also keep that in mind from now on.”

“Come”, Annie ordered. Andy kept his hands over his head and stepped into the room that was simply labeled “Spanking Machine”.

While the horror stories had made the machine seem like a huge industrial beast, Andy was surprised to find himself in a small and even crude room. The only sign of the machine was a sturdy steel pole with a rotating metal lever that was connected to a laptop sitting on a small table through a set of wires. Next to the pole stood a simple wooden block in the shape of a half-circle. The adjustable wooden block had one leather strap tied to it while on the ground stood four metal rings, one in every corner of the block. The metal rings had pieces of rope tied onto them.

For a split-second Andy thought that it didn’t look too bad before he turned his eyes to the wall full of mean punishment implements. A thick leather strap was ready for slackers with dropping grades, a heavy wooden paddle full of holes was used for missing homework. The holes didn’t just lessen the air resistance, they also helped to drill deep welts on the buttocks of misbehaving boys.

For the cheaters and stealers there were a wide variety of different canes from the smaller junior canes to the sturdier senior dragons that were most commonly used. The most feared implement was the sturdy, but flexible Delrin cane that produced a harsher sting and deeper pain than the usual canes. It was reserved for students who required enhanced punishment, usually only handed out for repeated offenders or gross misdemeanors. While some students seemed to enjoy several trips to the Detention Room, the Delrin cane usually left a lasting impression that quickly made the Detention Room something to be feared again.

All corporal punishment at the Academy was handed out through the machine. It meant that even when several boys had to be punished in a row, six strokes at medium level would always hurt just as much and always leave just the same impression. There was no room for leniency and crying or begging would not change the punishment that you had deserved by your actions. The machine also allowed the more fragile female teachers to hand out more severe punishments than they could lash out by themselves. Some called the Spanking Machine the greatest equalizer since .45 Colt.

“Please straddle the seat, Andy”, Annie instructed. While some institutes with a Spanking Machine employed the classic barrel where you bend over or a traditional frame in the shape of an X, the Preparatory Academy employed a position that was considered both more humiliating and more efficient.

Andy did as commanded and put his legs on both sides of the box, straddling it like a horse.

“And now bend over”, the commands continued. When Andy lowered his upper body on the box, Annie adjusted the humiliating seat to bring his upper body down to the ground, while his behind was still high in the air. The position made the misbehaving boy’s butthole fully visible, while also stretching the skin on his ass, making every stroke hurt as much as possible.

Annie tightened the leather strap around Andy’s waist, making sure that his toned butt was going to stay in position during the punishment and nicely presented for the painful lashes of the cane, no matter how much the boy cried and struggled. Annie finished the job by tying the boy’s wrists and ankles by tight knots into the metal rings. Andy quickly realized that he was completely immobile, and he could only wait for the worst and hope that it would be over soon.

Annie took his place behind the desk and opened the laptop.

“Let’s see… Andy Conrad. Six strokes of the rattan cane on bare buttocks for stealing. Medium severity. I just have a few questions for you.”

Andy sighed. Questions at this point probably didn’t mean that they had made a mistake and they were going to set him free.

“As far as I understand, you stole an apple and were caught red-handed. Am I right?”

“Yes, miss.”

“And did you return the stolen apple?”

“Well, no. I had already taken a bite and Laura immediately gave me detention. She didn’t ask for the apple back.”

“It’s not her responsibility to ask for stolen goods back, young man. In article 52 of our rulebook, it’s clearly stated that leniency is only shown if the guilty boy shows remorse and returns the stolen goods. If the stolen goods aren’t returned in orderly fashion, the punishment must be given at an enhanced level.”

“No, no! You can’t do that”, Andy tried to plead his case. No matter how hard he tried to pull his wrists, he couldn’t move an inch.

“I’m sorry, but the rules are rules. Now do you want an extra stroke for resisting punishment or do you agree with the sentence?”

Andy quickly realized that he had run out of options a long time ago.

“I agree, miss. Sorry, miss”, he said, wholly humbled.

“And how old are you, Andy?”

“Eighteen, I turned last month.”

“Well, aren’t you in luck then. Enhanced punishment is only given to boys who are at least eighteen years old. So instead of six strokes with the rattan cane with medium severity, I’m forced to give you six strokes of the Delrin cane with full severity. I don’t really like giving enhanced punishment to people who are getting corporal punishment for the first time, but the rules are rules. Hopefully you will really learn from this and keep it in mind in the future. The Delrin cane at full severity will make you scream from the first stroke and the pain will seem impossible to bear. It’s designed that way. Enhanced punishment is for naughty boys who really need help in changing their ways.”

Andy felt defeated and ashamed. It didn’t feel right that for simply taking one apple he was tied naked in the most humiliating position possible to be whipped with the severe Delrin cane that was intended for people who didn’t learn from the simple rattan. He had never been punished at the Academy before, and now he was getting the most severe punishment. He felt like things just kept getting worse and worse for him despite no actions of his own.

The door creaked open again, and Laura marched in with a smile on her face.

“My, my. How cute do you look in that position, Andy. Skin stretched, the naughty parts fully visible and completely immobile. That is the position for naughty boys. Is it shameful?”

“Yes, miss.”

“It’s intended to be. Shame and pain are two parts of the same coin, and naughty boys need both to learn. Six strokes, was it?” Laura inquired.

“Yes, miss.”

“You can add three more for misspellings, Annie. Nine strokes of the rattan cane.”

“Nine strokes of the Delrin cane”, Annie corrected. “We have to give him enhanced punishment since he didn’t return the stolen goods.”

Laura giggled. “I didn’t even realize, but you are completely correct. Nine strokes of the Delrin cane with full severity. I think he might have to be gagged. Well, rules are rules”, Laura said and slapped Andy’s bottom with her hand.

“Would you be so kind that you could attach the Delrin cane to the machine and see that it is hitting the right spot, Laura?”

“Of course”, she said, already fondling the smooth Delrin with her fingers.

For such a painful tool, the Spanking Machine was surprisingly simple. You simply attached the desired tool into the machine’s metal grip and adjusted the machine so that the tip of the cane landed right at the edge of the victim’s buttocks. While the paddles would stop at the bottom before going back to the same position, the cane would whirl 360 degrees for more intense pain.

The punishment would start from the top of your behind and with every stroke, the machine would move into a lower position so that the victim’s whole behind could be covered in painful red stripes. After six strokes the machine would move the cane back to the top position so if you had earned yourself more than six strokes, the cane would be hitting right on top of the earlier welts. As the common punishment was six strokes, this would make any extra strokes even more painful. If you were stupid enough to disregard the blackboard and earn yourself fifty extra strokes, the cane would be hitting on top of old welts time after time again, often breaking the skin.

Laura quickly adjusted the Delrin cane into position before giving Andy’s behind one final grasp that stretched his butthole and made the boy wince. She sat down behind the desk and looked at the punishment instructions that had been filled on the computer.

“Nine strokes of the Delrin cane, full severity. Strokes will be given at 20 second intervals to let every stroke sink in. The punished student has permission to scream and cry. Cursing will result in the punishment starting over from the beginning. Extensive pleading will be considered resisting punishment and result in an extra stroke. Student has the right to be gagged during the punishment. If a gag has to be applied after the punishment has begun, an extra stroke will be added. The sentence is to be carried out in full in one go. The punishment will not cease unless a gag is applied or the punished student faints. After the fainted student has revived, the punishment is immediately continued.”

“Would you like to be gagged?” Annie inquired.

“No, miss.”

“Do you understand and accept your punishment?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Laura, you may start the machine.”

One click on the computer was enough to fill the room with screams. Laura pressed the start button and the cane automatically moved into the starting position that allowed for the cane to swing 180 degrees before hitting full force against the bare skin on a humbled boy’s behind.

While Andy waited for the first stroke with his body tense, the teachers took a more casual approach. Laura leaned back and lifted her right leg on the table, giving Andy a view towards her crotch.

“You know, this the first time I’m supervising an enhanced punishment”, Laura said. “I hope it’s worth all the hype.”

“You won’t be disappointed”, Annie immediately said. “I believe we’ll be seeing tears by the second stroke.”

Without a warning, the Delrin cane lashed against Andy’s behind with full severity. For a split second the boy thought that it wasn’t as bad as expected. Then the sharp sting made him scream. He tried to calm himself down by grabbing the metal rings that he had been tied to by ropes, thinking that it would make it easier not to cry. Then the painful burn set in. Within seconds, his ass was decorated by a deep red stripe with a bluish end where the tip of the Delrin cane had struck.

“Yeah, tears by the second stroke seems like a quite realistic estimation”, Laura laughed.

“They’ve all cried by the fifth stroke. I feel the enhanced corporal punishment might be a bit too much for schoolboys, even if they’re at the Academy by their own decision. But rules are rules. I don’t make them and it’s my job to follow them.”

“Don’t blame yourself, Annie. He’s in this position due to his own actions and he’s getting no more than what he deserves.”

The machine moved the Delrin cane back into starting position and you could hear the wheels moving when the cane was lowered into another position, ready to strike another clean welt right below the last one.

The cane lashed again. Many of the boys think after the first stroke that at least it can’t get any worse, yet every stroke seems to hurt even more than the last one. Andy felt like his whole body was burning and he had to really fight back against the tears. He felt humiliated, but the pain was simply too much to not make his eyes watery.

“Please…”, Andy tried to beg. “It hurts too much; I can’t take this.”

Laura let out a girlish giggle.

“Don’t be silly, Andy. It’s supposed to hurt. That’s how spankings work. It hurts, you’re humiliated, you’re going to cry and then you’re going to reflect on your actions. Then you are going to apologize and thank us for your punishment which has made you a better citizen. In the future when you wonder whether you should be stealing or not, you only have to think back to your time in this room to know the answer. It’s really proven to be quite effective.”

“I am sorry”, Andy pleaded.

“Of course, you are”, Laura stated. “But you will be even more sorry.”

When the cane hit with full force right on the middle of Andy’s behind, the boy couldn’t fight back against tears anymore. The stroke felt like an electric shock that made his whole body convulse almost without control. No matter how much he was ashamed of crying in front of the cute female teachers, the tears began flowing freely. Andy tried to wipe his eyes, only to realize that his limbs were tightly tied and moving was impossible.

“Tears by the third stroke, impressive”, Laura said with a voice full of fascination. She moved her hand on her crotch.

“And we still have six strokes left”, Annie answered. “Well, at least six. I hope the boy is learning something from this.”

“Are you learning something, Andy?” Laura enquired, her hand slowly moving around her crotch.

Before the boy could answer, the cane lashed again, leaving a fourth deep tramline. Andy shrieked without control from the pain and struggled against his chains, but to no avail. The Delrin cane felt like your bottom was being pressed with hot irons and every subsequent stroke made the burn deeper and more unsettling. The tearful eyes had already begun to resemble waterfalls.

Laura moaned quietly while enjoying the sight. Annie looked at her companion with a smile that was at the same time questioning and understanding. It didn’t really matter if a teacher enjoyed the punishments as long as every punishment was handed out for a reason and according to the rules. With the machine, the strokes were always handed out at the pre-set force and a sadistic teacher couldn’t influence the pain that was being handed out. For further control, all punishments and all strokes were automatically saved into a database.

The fifth stroke began to move closer towards the sensitive parts on the lower bottom, which made the lashes hurt even more. Andy cried out in pain, his whole body convulsing, his stomach cramping and his butthole contracting. At this point the boy could barely tell which part of his behind had been hit, the pain was overwhelming and could be felt all over the body. Andy felt like he was close to losing control of his body. Andy wanted to speak, but he found himself grasping for air.

“Please…”, he finally managed to mutter through tears. “You have to stop it; I can’t take it.”

“That’s what they all say”, Annie remarked. “Yet they all take it. That’s why you’re tied down. That’s why we have the machine. No matter how much you plead, the machine will give you the deserved punishment with strokes at steady intervals. We know it hurts; it’s supposed to.”

“Do you remember what was said about extensive pleading?” Laura continued. “Ask for us to stop one more time and you’re getting an extra stroke. How would you feel about an extra stroke?”

Andy whimpered, while the machine whirred and moved the thick Delrin cane into position for the sixth stroke that was always aimed right at the connection between buttocks and thighs where the skin is at its most sensitive.

When a human spanker might feel her arm getting tired at this point, the machine landed again with full force on the exact intended spot. Andy screamed, cried, and convulsed under the sharp and burning pain that felt like knives were stuck into his behind. The sixth stroke was enough for him to lose control of his bladder and pee under himself a little. The deep pain had made him forget about the embarrassment a long time ago. After six strokes, his ass was covered in dark welts from top to bottom. While the latest tramline was still deep red, the first strokes had already taken a purple color.

“This was your punishment for stealing”, Annie explained. “But you have three more to come for your mistakes on the blackboard. I hope these strokes will really teach you something about meticulousness and following orders.”

Laura kept running her index finger over her crotch.

“The next three strokes will be given on top of the first welts”, Laura continued. “These are the ones that usually really drive the point home. Remember to stay still and keep your butt in the air”, she said with a smirk. “These ones are going to hurt.”

The machine slowly moved the cane back up into the initial starting position. With one swift lash the cane landed right on top of the first welt with the same severe force. Andy trembled and convulsed, but tears wouldn’t come out anymore. He felt himself urinating again, completely against his wishes. The pain had become too much for his body to work correctly.

“Please, I’m begging you”, he insisted. “You have to stop it, I can’t take it, I’m peeing.”

“I’m sorry, we aren’t allowed to stop the punishment just because you are peeing. Rules are rules”, Annie explained. “It happens when naughty boys have to be punished through severe means. Some might pee and some might ejaculate when the pain makes you lose control. It’s part of the punishment. We have rags that you can use to clean it afterwards.”

Laura’s breath was getting heavier, and she seemed to be in her own world. Finally, she moved her hand from her crotch with a heavy sigh.

“What did I just say, Andy?” Laura questioned. “Extensive pleading is not tolerated. I have to add you one extra stroke, that’s in the rules. From a professional standpoint, I really have to question your decisions. You struggle so much with the cane that you’re peeing and yet you insist on an extra stroke. Sometimes I really don’t understand boys.”

Adding an extra stroke only required one click. The punishment would continue in the usual fashion and with pre-set intervals even if strokes were added.

The cane came down on tender and beaten skin again with a powerful stroke. While every stroke was exactly as severe as the one before it, Andy felt the searing pain getting more powerful and harder to take with every stroke.

“Fuc-“, he cried without a thought, barely in control of his body or his words.

“Did he just say what I think he said?” Laura turned to ask from her coworker.

“I’m not quite sure. It certainly seemed like he was about to say it”, Annie answered.

“Andy, you know that if you curse, we have to start the punishment all over from the beginning. The rules are rules”, Laura explained with a smile to the trembling and sweating boy. “Did you curse?”

“No, miss. Please…”, the beaten boy tried to plead.

“If we have to ask you again, we are starting the punishment from beginning. Would it be nice to get nine new strokes on top of your old welts, just as hard as the last ones? Would you like to be gagged for the final stroke?”

“Yes, miss”, the boy mumbled, not even sure what he was agreeing to.

“Say please”, Laura insisted with a laugh.

“Please…”

Laura paused the machine.

“Could you apply the gag, Annie?”

Annie opened the drawer and got out a simple ball gag made of rubber. The gag had simple rubber straps that could be tied on the back of your head to make sure that the gag is going to stay in place no matter how much you twist, tremble or bite. Annie got up from her seat and moved over to the punished boy who welcomed the small break from the strokes. He bit obediently into the gag and allowed Annie to lock the gag into place.

She ran her finger on the trembling boy’s back and couldn’t help but look what kind of marks the punishment had left. Andy’s toned behind was by now full of thick purple welts. Had the punishment been started over from the beginning, the skin just might have been broken.

“My, my. This naughty boy won’t be sitting down for a while. And there’s still some strokes left. One more from the blackboard. And one extra for insisting on the gag. Laura, would you add him an extra stroke and restart the machine?”

“That would be my pleasure”, Laura answered.

The boy tried to scream and shout, but the gag turned his voice into an unintelligible mumble.

“What do you think he’s trying to say?” Annie queried.

“Well, we can ask him after the punishment. Surely, he’s not protesting the extra stroke, we told him before the punishment clearly what would happen if he insisted on the gag. The rules are rules.”

“The rules are rules”, Annie agreed.

With one click the machine was in motion again. The machine lowered the dreaded Delrin cane one step slower, bringing the next stroke down on the middle of the boy’s behind again. The small break from the punishment didn’t make the next stroke any easier to take. The burning pain made Andy tense every muscle in his body and the room was filled with muffled screams.

“I love it when they insist on extra strokes”, Laura said with a smirk. “It makes me think that he really considers this a learning experience that is going to help him behave in the future. I only gave him six strokes, but he wanted to get eleven just to make him really remember the lesson.”

“Oh, he’s going to remember this lesson every time he sits down for a while.”

“Remember, Andy. No more stealing.”

The boy’s mumbled answer quickly turned into mumbled screams when the cane lashed on his purple and swollen bottom again. Ten strokes of enhanced punishment with the Delrin cane were enough to give a naughty boy crimson welts that would take weeks to disappear. The searing pain made the boy convulse again without control, but the tears simply wouldn’t come out anymore. After the last and eleventh stroke landed like a fierce whip on the lower buttocks, the Spanking Machine shut itself down automatically and the naughty boy was left to tremble and reflect on his actions.

Laura took a closer look at the screen with a flabbergasted look.

“The computer says that the punishment was moved to the section of finished punishments, but it looks he still has several detentions left for stealing?”

“That’s how enhanced punishment works”, Annie explained. “It’s always repeated weekly for a month to really drive the point home, so Andy here will be visiting this room again the next week and then the week after that and then the week after that. The welts won’t have time to heal, so the repeated punishments will be handed on a bruised behind.”

“That’s terrible”, Laura giggled. “I didn’t realize.”

“I didn’t come up with it. The rules are rules. But it certainly seems to work, I don’t think I’ve ever seen a boy get enhanced punishment for a second time. And I bet you, Andy will think twice about stealing again after his month is over.”

The terrified boy tried to scream, but his gag made sure that his protests couldn’t be heard.

“I’ll get the rag, so that he can clean after himself”, Annie said. “Would you untie him?”

Laura moved over to the boy and stopped to admire his beaten ass that was covered in dark welts. She couldn’t help but grasp the thickest bruises, making the boy wince.

“This every week, for a month straight”, she whispered into his ear while untying him. “I might have to come every week just to make sure that you really are learning your lesson.”

When Andy got up, he instantly grasped his whipped behind that still seemed to be on fire. When he tried to remove his gag, Annie interrupted him by sticking an already half-wet rag into his hands.

“Clean. And make sure you do good work if you don’t want to get tied back to the machine again”, Annie insisted.

Andy got onto his knees and started rubbing the wet floor. Arriving at the detention room he had promised himself not to cry, but now it felt good to be able to produce some tears again.

“Looks like he will be late from his class”, Laura estimated. “I don’t think he will have time to dress here.”

“He can dress and remove his gag during class, we have other students already waiting for their punishments. Would you be kind and escort him to his class after he’s done cleaning?”

“I’d love nothing more”, Laura said with a smile.
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