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Author’s Note 

 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

places and incidents are either the product of the 
author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any 
resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, 
living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

Unit are works of adult fiction based upon the real-life 
fantasy games played by the author, R. Humphries 
and his wife, the inimitable Jojo.  
 

It is the author’s intent to create the Woody 
Back to School Unit as an imaginative world peopled 
with a believable cast and set in familiar surroundings 
within which the readers will become comfortable.  

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

combination of the phraseology derived from writing 
such as the British penny comics from the nineteen 
thirties, current language, slang and idioms, and the 
invented parlance known as Woody Jargon. 

 
As such references to ‘beating’, ‘thrashing’, and 

‘flogging’ have no context to the use or avocation of 
physical violence, with the exception of controlled 
corporal punishment, against the characters of the 
stories. 
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A Job Well Done 

 
 
Deborah Morton and Bernadette Summers 

exchanged glances. Bernadette rolled her eyes and 
grimaced slightly. The Deputy Red-shirt slowly began 
to reach into the inside pocket of her red blazer 
before Debs put up her hand to stop her. 

“It’s okay,” Debs said in a hushed tone, “I’ll 
take care of it.” The Red-shirt reached into her own 
black blazer, extracted a red card and held it up in 
the air. 

“Cassidy, Phase 4, step up,” she announced. 
“Step up for goofing.” 

There was an excited buzz in the hall as 
everybody present craned their necks to watch Cassie 
Cassy make her way towards the position of disgrace 
at the front of the assembly hall.  

“Silence! Silence in the hall!” called out Debs. 
“Red card for the next gal who gabs,” she trailed off 
rather lamely. Nobody was paying the least bit of 
attention to her. All eyes were on Cassie. 

 



Big Gals Don’t Cry 

 

For Cassandra Cassidy to have got herself 
booted out of assembly for the second time in the 
space of twenty-four hours did not come as any great 
surprise to the inmates of the Woody Back to School 
Unit. Cassie’s ambition to acquire the title of Annual 
Big BUTT, along with her determination to be the first 
inmate of the year to score a Bull, was common 
knowledge. With Michelle Morgan and Lisa Sutton 
snapping uncomfortably close to her bumbags Cassie 
had no choice but to go into full minxing mode. 

Cassie Cassy figured that getting booted out of 
assembly was a safe option that did not put any of 
her chum’s bumbags at risk. Sticking her foot out and 
tripping Ronnie Bond up right under the nose of the 
Red-shirt and her deputy guaranteed that Miss 
Cassandra Cassidy was about to achieve the first of 
her goals.  

 
For once Patty Hodge and the Wart didn’t 

bother to stop and offer Cassie an unsavory ration of 
tongue pie. Everybody at the Unit had expected that 
this would turn out to be Cassie’s big day. Somewhat 
churlishly Bernadette Summers Enterprises had closed 
the book on wagering on the future of Cassie’s 
bumbags telling her regular punters, “I’m a bookie 
not a charity, I’m not risking losing my blouse, my 
blazer and my bumbags on the actions of a deranged 
person.” 

Bernadette was not the first person to observe 
that Cassie Cassy might well have a few bats loose in 
the belfry. As best as anybody could tell the only two 
things that the beautiful blonde ditz took seriously 
were cooking and perfecting the fine art of extreme 
minxing.  
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She had succeeded in both with some aplomb. 
In an earlier incarnation she had attended Dartington 
Manor, the alma mater of both her mother and older 
sister and had followed in their footsteps of creating 
mischief and mayhem on a grand scale. Having 
established herself amongst the top ten most 
punished pupils in national history she left school at 
sixteen and opened the spectacular eatery “Cassie 
Cassy’s”. She became the only woman ever to be 
voted ‘Young European Chef of the Year’ in two 
consecutive years. At the age of nineteen her career 
was put on ice for seven years when she was 
dispatched to join her older sister Cathryn at the 
Woody Back to School Unit. She immediately 
resuscitated her career of extreme minxing and in her 
very first year at the unit she was spanked into the 
record books, breaking Jojo Heyworth’s record for 
being spanked in the lecture rooms. She also renewed 
her acquaintance with the cane when Ms Lawton 
inducted her into the exclusive Beaten Brat Society. 

Her performance on the Big BUTT was 
impressive and she became the first Phase 3 inmate 
ever to score a Bull and finished third on the Annual 
Hall of Shame only a dozen or so whops behind Jojo 
and Debs. Now as she neared the conclusion of the 
fourth phase of her social rehabilitation program she 
seemed destined to finally achieve her dream and 
take the title of Annual Big BUTT. 

 
The Grand Master suppressed a smile. The 

sight of Cassie waiting for him in the position of 
disgrace was not entirely unexpected. When he had 
post-processed the previous mornings caning he had 
annotated the punishment with the number forty-
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nine. It was not a question of whether Miss 
Cassandra Cassidy would score a bull just a matter of 
when.  

“Go and get yourself inspected,” said Mr 
Humphries. 

“Very good, Sir,” said Cassie cheerily, “I’ll see 
you in a few.” 

The Grand Master beckoned to Deborah. “Why 
don’t you accompany her and keep an eye on Katie. If 
Miss Beck starts acting the bollocks you have my full 
authority to put her over your knee and spank the 
piss out of her.” 

“Would be my pleasure,” grinned Debs, “come 
on Cass let’s get this show on the road.” 

 
Cassie slipped her arm through Deborah’s as 

they cut through the corridors. 
“Thanks for booting me out,” she said 

appreciatively. “Goofing in assembly just seemed the 
safest bet to get the job done.” 

“You’re very welcome sis, you probably did the 
right thing,” said Debs. “The first time I scored a bull 
it was a cinch. After all I was Public Enemy Number 
One and the Brass and the SS were lining up to get 
me flogged but last year was tough. After I scored 
the forty-ninth I had a ten day whop drought and I 
can tell you sister that it had been many years since 
my bumbags had gone ten days without someone or 
the other bending a cane across them. So 
congratulations on a job well done.” 

Cassie beamed with pride.  



2 

 
A Traditional Warm-up 

 
 
As was customary in these situations the Grand 

Master put Cassie Cassy over his knee, turned back 
her skirt, rolled down her bumbags and gave her a 
damn good spanking. 

Mr Humphries started out slowly, spanking 
alternate cheeks until she was good and red and then 
he blitzed her. Cassie wriggled and squirmed and 
gyrated during the flurry of spanks, her legs scissored 
and her fists pummeled the air. When the blitz was 
over she hung upside down panting while they took a 
momentary breather. Finally the Grand Master began 
to spank again, returning to the rhythmical left cheek, 
right cheek routine until he had completed the 
traditional half a gross of spanks that was deemed an 
appropriate number to warm a gal up sufficiently for 
a flogging. 

 
Deborah had discretely waited at the foot of 

the stairs while the spanking was in progress. When 
Cassie came out of the Grand Master’s study Debs 
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went back to the landing to continue her supervision 
of the preparation for the historic flogging. 

 
Katie Beck had been furious that the Grand 

Master had sent Deborah along to oversee the 
preparations for Cassie’s flogging. She almost busted 
a blood vessel when Debs calmly informed her that 
she had Mr Humphries permission, “to spank the piss 
out of you if you start acting the bollocks.” 

Cassie Cassy was notoriously clobber-
challenged and routinely wore her neckwear in a 
delinquent state. However, the top button of her crisp 
white blouse was fastened and neatly covered by the 
knot of her red and black striped tie. Her other items 
of clobber were equally pristine. With no overt signs 
of clobber abuse Katie considered that it would 
probably be unwise to subject Cassie to a full bib-
down, tie-back inspection, especially with Debs 
standing by and giving her the fish-eye. 

Even her inspection of Cassie’s rear end had 
been nothing more than cursory and Katie had been 
apoplectic when Debs had smashed the door of her 
own office in her face and advised Katie that she 
would personally oversee the nose and toes session 
Cassie would perform while she awaited the arrival of 
the Grand Master. 

 
With Debs watching her every move Katie was 

forced to allow Cassie to select her own pair of crisp 
white whopping bags from the inventory cupboard. 
Historically Katie had often taken the opportunity to 
use the selection process to introduce additional 
unpleasantness to the proceedings. She would 
routinely offer the gals several pairs of undersized 
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bags that they could barely get halfway up their 
thighs so they would be forced to return to the main 
office and ask for a larger size. Of course, Katie would 
take the opportunity to make unnecessarily snide 
observations. 

Once Cassie had changed into a snugly fitting 
pair of whopping bags Katie and Debs escorted her to 
the hall for the final stage of preparations. 

A vaulting horse with a suede saddle had been 
brought from the gymnasium and placed on the 
center of the stage. Cassie stood beside the 
apparatus so that its height could be adjusted. Once 
again Deborah’s presence caused Katie to have 
second thoughts about raising the saddle slightly too 
high for Cassie to be even vaguely comfortable.  

“You can go about your business now Katie,” 
said Debs dismissively. “I’ll take Cassie back when it’s 
time.” 

Katie scowled at Deborah but there was little 
she could do and she scurried away thinking evil 
thoughts. 

 
“So how was it?” Debs asked cheerfully. 
Cassie shrugged. “Well you know he’s got 

hands like house bricks but I definitely think warmers 
help. They definitely get you in the right frame of 
mind, by the time you get to the main event you are 
already in the game,” she responded. “You know me, 
I just put it up, keep it up, suck it up and move on, 
just like my mother taught me.” 

Cassie came from an impressive pedigree. 
During their enrollments at the prestigious Dartington 
Manor boarding school both her mother Caroline and 
her older sister Cathryn had been caned with 
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sufficient frequency to appear in the Ministry of 
Education top ten most caned pupils since records 
were first compiled way back in the 1850’s. Cassie 
continued the family tradition and the Cassidy clan 
now held the unique record of having three family 
members in that remarkable list. 

Debs smiled fondly at her ditzy chum. “I’m 
sure that you’ll be just fine, sweetie.” 

Cassie Cassy just beamed. 
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A Ceremonial Flogging 

 
 
At ten-twenty Katie summoned the inmates to 

the assembly hall. “Cassandra Cassidy, Phase 4, 
Ceremonial Bull Flogging. Repair to the hall. 
Mandatory six of the best for anybody caught poking, 
prodding, pushing or tripping.” 

 
 Once everybody was seated the Grand Master 

accompanied Cassie into the hall. She was dressed in 
her red and black striped blazer, a starched white 
blouse with her striped tie still neatly knotted, the 
form fitting white gym shorts and well-shone black 
sandals. She had pulled her mane of blonde hair back 
into a ponytail and wore just a hint of mascara and a 
light lip-gloss. She strode onto the stage with a 
confident swagger and was greeted to a standing 
ovation. 

In some less enlightened strata’s of society 
being congregated for the sole reason of witnessing a 
chum being flogged with a thirty-six inch length of 
whippy rattan might not be considered a cause for 
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celebration. However, the Woody Back to School Unit 
was no ordinary community and the inmates had 
been assembled to watch a historic moment.  

Cassie Cassy was already a member of a very 
exclusive club. She was one of only four inmates that 
had ever accumulated fifty punishments in a single 
year and now she was about to prove that the 
previous year’s performance was no fluke. She was 
about to confirm her status as a Woody legend. 

 
“Remove your blazer and bend over the 

horse,” said the Grand Master dispassionately.  
Cassie shrugged off her blazer and handed it to 

Debs. She turned around and in a fluid and graceful 
movement she bent forward at the waist and folded 
herself over the apparatus. 

The Grand Master also took off his suit jacket 
and handed it to Deborah. He unfastened the cuffs of 
his white shirt and turned them back to just below his 
elbows. Once Debs had hung the jackets up on a 
coat-stand she retrieved the cane from a hook on the 
wall. She handed it to the Grand Master and then left 
the stage. 

 
The cane that the Grand Master had selected 

was a 36-inch long, 10 millimeter thick instrument 
that had been crafted from Indonesian kooboo rattan. 
The rod had been fully saturated in a linseed oil 
compound that, as the oil cured, served to swell and 
reinforce all of the internal capillaries and fibers. The 
cane had been finished with fine grades of marine 
sealant and varnish that increased the outer surface 
strength. It was certainly a cane worthy of such a 
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prestigious occasion. Mr Humphries flexed it between 
his hands. 

Cassie Cassy took deep breaths. A year earlier 
she had garnered enormous respect when she had 
endured her first Bull Flogging with barely a wriggle 
or a squirm. She felt the cane tap down once, twice 
and then thrice. 

“You will not make a muff of yourself,” she told 
herself sternly. “It’s only whops!” 

 
The whop hardened inmates watched with 

seasoned eyes. The Grand Master was using a short 
backswing and a last moment flick of the wrist to 
complete the delivery. It almost looked nonchalant 
but nobody in the hall doubted that when the cane 
made contact across Cassie’s tautened whopping 
bags it was moving at Mach Two. 

 
Cassie Cassy flinched as the cane sliced across 

her thin white shorts. She stared down at the wooden 
floor of the stage and pursed her lips. In less than 
five minutes it would be all over and done with, she 
told herself, and then she would get on with her life, 
just like she had always done before. 

 
It had been slightly over a decade since Cassie 

had first been introduced to the cane by Patty Hodge 
after she had been enrolled at Dartington Manor, the 
alma mater of her mother Caroline and her sister Cat. 
At the time Cassie had little experience of corporal 
punishment aside from a couple of spankings and the 
occasional crack of a wooden ruler across her left 
hand when she was at prep school. Nonetheless both 
her mother and sister had assured her that six of the 
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best never hurt anybody and was much better than 
more tedious alternate punishments.  

Patty had given Cassie a damn good thrashing 
with one of her wye-tipped canes. Cassie 
acknowledged that it had certainly hurt but had not 
proven life-threatening and besides she had too many 
other things on her mind, such as writing her first 
cookbook, to be overly concerned about a sore arse. 

At the time Cassie’s older sister Cathryn had 
finally overtaken her mothers long standing record as 
the most caned gal in the history of the school. 
Discovering that neither pain nor punishment seemed 
to be much more than an inconvenience Cassie Cassy 
thought it might be a lark to take a run at Cat’s 
record and dedicated herself to a life of minxing.  

 
Cassie gripped the legs of the vaulting horse 

tightly and concentrated on remaining perfectly still. 
They were six strokes into the flogging and her 
backside was burning ferociously. However she was 
deep into the zone and was confident that she could 
absorb the pain.  

“It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” she repeated 
over and over in her head. 
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Watching the Proceedings 

 
 
Jojo watched the proceedings from the back of 

the hall. The Grand Master was flogging Cassie at a 
steady rate of three strokes a minute. The reports of 
the slender cane rebounding off the tightly stretched 
cotton whopping bags echoed around the hall. 
Despite Cassie’s impressively stoic performance Jojo 
knew better than anyone that no matter how whop-
hardened a gal became it was still tough duty up on 
the stage. Amongst the many records that Joanna 
Heyworth had acquired during her distinguished 
career on the Hall of Shame was for being the most 
frequently publicly flogged inmate in the history of 
the facility. A little less than four years earlier she had 
also been the first inmate at the unit to accumulate 
fifty punishments in a single year, an achievement 
that she would repeat for three consecutive years. 

When Cassie Cassy had first announced that 
she intended to pursue every record that Jojo had 
established Joanna had been a little miffed but it was 
hard to remain miffed with Cassie for very long and 
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Jojo watched her ditzy chums history-making 
performance with considerable pride. 

 
Michelle Morgan watched the proceedings with 

a sense of resignation. She was currently placed 
number two in the annual rankings and was only two 
punishments away from her own ceremonial flogging. 
For Michelle the past twelve months had been 
something of a roller coaster. She had been 
sentenced to seven years at the Woody Back to 
School Unit for violating her parole conditions from 
the Ripley Unit where she had served a three-year 
stretch.  

Michelle had not arrived at the unit sporting a 
virgin arse; in fact she was sporting smoking hot 
bumbags. At school she had been known as ‘Last 
Chance Morgan’ as she permanently teetered on the 
brink of expulsion. The Grand Dame of the prestigious 
boarding school Michelle attended branded her as ‘by 
far the naughtiest pupil I have encountered in four 
decades in this profession.’ According to top-secret 
records held by the Ministry of Education dating back 
over a century and a half Michelle ranks as the third 
most punished pupil in national history. 

After reviewing her file Mr Humphries 
concluded that entering Michelle into the conventional 
Brat-spanking program would be totally ineffective 
and immediately enrolled her into the Beaten Brat 
society. He also revised the Beaten Brat Charter and 
authorized the Brass and the Elite to cane her just as 
if she was a more senior member of the community. 

Michelle had certainly lived up to the Grand 
Masters expectations, embarking upon one of the 
most noteworthy campaigns of mischief and mayhem 
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ever witnessed at the unit. By the time the unit had 
broken for the spring furlough Bernadette Summers 
had reduced the odds on Michelle Morgan becoming 
the first Little Brat to score a Bull to a measly 2 to 1.  

Michelle sighed. She knew it was no longer a 
question of whether she would follow in Cassy’s 
footsteps and grace the stage for a ceremonial 
flogging it was just a matter of when.  

 
Lisa Sutton watched the proceedings rather 

morosely. Having acquired an unhealthy forty-seven 
punishments throughout the year she was currently 
positioned third on the Annual Big BUTT. In contrast 
with Cassie Lisa Sutton did not have any aspirations 
for Hall of Shame stardom. In fact, as she was fond 
of telling anybody who would listen, if she never had 
another rattan cane bent across her bumbags it 
would be none too soon. 

Lisa constantly preached a mantra of reform, 
even backing up her claims by wagering large 
numbers of squids with the Bounder that she wouldn’t 
even appear in the top five at the end of the year. 
Unfortunately Miss Sutton suffered from a particularly 
virulent strain of perennial naughtiness and her plans 
for reform were constantly dashed. With four weeks 
still remaining before summer furlough Lisa Sutton 
was beginning to suspect that she might also be 
taking a trip over the vaulting horse so that she could 
be flogged in front of the assembled inmates. Even 
the thought of it sent a chill up her spine. 
 

Nixdown Nixon watched the proceeding with a 
feeling of excitement. Under many circumstances she 
would have felt sympathetic towards any poor soul 



Big Gals Don’t Cry 

 

forced to grace the stage and spread-eagle 
themselves across a vaulting horse to be publicly 
whopped but this was a special occasion. Cassie had 
desired this moment so it was a time for celebration.  

Nix looked over at the Old Gals seated at the 
back of the hall. Penny Ann Evans was neatly dressed 
in a red and black striped blazer, white blouse, striped 
tie and a gymslip with ‘P’ embroidered on the front. 
Nixdown thought that she looked magnificent. 

Nixdown fully intended to celebrate Cassie’s 
achievement by having her own arse whipped later on 
that evening. She grinned at the delicious thought of 
it. 
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Loose Ties and Sloppy Clobber 

 
 
Cassie flinched as the cane set another cycle of 

sensations in motion. First the immediate skin-scorch 
upon contact, followed by the internal fire when the 
compressed nerves sprang back, and finally the deep 
under burn that would settle in and remain with her 
for hours, or even days. 

She shook her head and clenched and 
unclenched her fists as she processed the sensations. 
They were over halfway through now and her 
confidence was increasing. She felt certain she could 
reach the finishing line without making a muff of 
herself. 

 
The Grand Master was laying it on thick. He 

was fond of Cassie Cassy; nonetheless despite the 
ceremonial nature of the flogging it was still a well-
deserved punishment and needed to be delivered 
with the appropriate gravitas. There would be time 
for celebration later. 
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He pulled the cane back and sent another 
scorcher on its way. 

 
Cassie Cassy took stock and mentally prepared 

herself for the closer. She had got through eleven 
sizzling strokes with barely more than a twitch of her 
whopping bags. 

“Just one more,” she told herself. “Just one 
more,” and then she heard an ominous whistle from 
behind. 

 
The Grand Master felt that he had no 

alternative. The inmates were on their feet clapping 
and stomping and shouting accolades at Cassie Cassy 
as she curtsied and waved. He announced a loose tie, 
sloppy clobber and minimum whops amnesty for the 
remainder of the day.  

He instructed Bernadette Summers to open up 
her supply store and to deliver a case of bubbles to 
each of the landings.  

 
Cassie Cassy was still only in the fourth phase 

of her sentence and she slept downstairs in the 
communal dormitories, so Jojo Heyworth offered the 
use of her study on the Elite landing to serve as the 
center of operations for the celebrations. 

Once Cassie had been post-processed, had 
spent a few minutes stretched out across Rosemary’s 
lap having her bum anointed with soothing balms, 
and then changed out of her whopping bags she took 
up residence on the Elite landing. 
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Cassie’s sister Cathryn was the first to arrive to 
hug her and thrust a chilled glass of Dom Perignon 
into her sibling’s hand. 

“You’re really something aren’t you, Sis?” 
grinned Cat as she ruffled her younger sisters mane 
of thick blond hair.  

Cassie beamed. She adored her sister. 
Although they were as different as night and day in 
both looks and personalities they were as close as 
two peas in a pod. 

Cassie was one of the most beloved members 
of the community so Cat was just the first of a stream 
of well-wishers. Although she was generally 
acknowledged to be borderline barking she didn’t 
have a bad bone in her body and was always the first 
to offer a helping hand for anyone in difficulty. The 
inmates came out in force to offer their 
congratulations at her achievement. Jojo’s study soon 
resembled Grand Central Station. 

Michelle Morgan, Lady Derby Huntington and 
Frankie Reese bustled about requisitioning glasses 
and pouring drinks as the inmates pitched up to pay 
homage to Cassie. 

 
Kate Faulkner handed Deborah a glass flute 

filled with bubbly. She brushed some stray hairs from 
the shoulders of Deborah’s black blazer. “You look 
very smart,” she said. “You’re not going to take 
advantage of the sloppy clobber amnesty?” 

Debs blushed slightly and shook her head. 
“Yeah, who would have thought with my reputation 
for clobber abuse,” she told her chum. “But it would 
seem a tad disrespectful to abuse the Red-shirt 
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uniform just because it of an amnesty. Besides look at 
you,” she grinned at Kate. “Picture perfect as usual.”  

Kate Faulkner flushed a little. “I guess I’m kind 
of anal when it comes to clobber. It just doesn’t seem 
right to feel, well you know, disheveled. Besides, 
sloppy clobber isn’t compulsory is it?” 

Deborah laughed. “No of course not, if you ask 
me it’s just Mr Humphries’ way of giving Katie another 
dose of heartburn.” 

 
Katie glowered out of the window of her study 

with a puss the shade of thunder as she watched the 
inmates milling about the quadrangle. She had never 
seen such rampant clobber abuse. Everywhere she 
looked top buttons were unfastened, ties dangling, 
the tails of blouses were hanging out of waistbands, 
blazers were flapping open and socks were 
concertinaed around the inmates ankles.  

Katie turned away from the window and 
trudged wearily back to her desk. Sloppy clobber had 
been fully sanctioned and everybody seemed to be 
exploiting it to the full. The spectacle outside her 
window made her feel quite bilious but there was not 
a damn thing she could do about it. 
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Life on Planet Nixdown 

 
 
Nixdown offered Cassie her congratulations 

and then slipped her arm in Penny Ann’s. She saw no 
advantage in waiting around until later in the day 
before she satisfied her need for an endorphin jag. 
She grabbed a bottle of bubbles as she left the party 
and hustled her lover along the landing towards the 
stairwell. 

“Where are we going?” asked Penny Ann 
curiously. 

“The library,” said Nixdown. “The Grand Master 
has announced a minimum whops day so I doubt 
anybody will interrupt us.” 

Pen raised her eyebrows. “But you hate the 
library.” 

“All the better,” giggled Nix. “Now hurry up.” 
Penelope Ann just shook her head in 

bewilderment and stretched her legs. She had long 
given up trying to fully assimilate the complexities of 
life on Planet Nixdown. 
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Nixdown strode purposefully towards the far 
end of the library. She turned around and without 
being instructed she reached up and placed her hands 
on top of her head. Nix watched Penny Ann 
approaching and listened to the click and clack of her 
lover’s high heels on the wooden floor. 

Penelope Ann Evans was dressed in full clobber 
as a consequence of a recent unfortunate incident 
that had resulted in her being evicted from a lecture 
room and sent up to the Grand Masters office for the 
cane. In accordance with the Old Gal Whops and 
Clobber Charter she would be required to spend the 
seven days following her thrashing dressed in clobber. 

Nixdown thought that Pen looked ravishing. 
When Penny Ann had had agreed to enroll in the Old 
Gal program Nixdown had immediately summoned 
her clobber consultant and had her lover fitted out 
with garments made from the finest cloth’s. When 
Pen had taken delivery she had been shocked that 
her gymslips had been cut so short that they showed 
her stocking tops and barely covered her bumbags. 
Despite her initial self-consciousness Pen was forced 
to admit that the garments flowed beautifully and 
showed off her long, shapely legs to great effect. 

 
Even without the assistance of three-inch tall 

high-heeled shoes Penelope Ann Evans towered over 
Nixdown. Nicola Jane Nixon was forced to crane her 
neck upwards as she listened to Penny Ann scolding 
her. 

Several years earlier Pen had performed the 
role of Red-shirt at the unit. She had been schooled in 
the fine art of scolding by experts including Ms Susan 
Lawton and Patty Hodge and she had a huge 
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repertoire of scripts to draw upon. Despite being 
naturally softly spoken Penelope Ann had learned to 
deliver her scoldings in a clipped and authoritative 
manner.  

Nixdown stood quietly with her hands 
interlinked on the top of her head staring up at Penny 
Ann while her lover harangued her mercilessly. 

Suddenly and quite unexpectedly Penny raised 
her arm and pointed to the wall. “Go and stand in the 
corner,” she said abruptly, “I think that you should 
spend some private time considering what we have 
just talked about before we proceed.” 

For an instant Nixdown’s eyes flickered with a 
hint of anger and defiance. She had no desire to go 
and stand in the corner but under the rules of 
engagement she knew she had no choice. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” she grunted and morosely 
trudged across the room and installed herself in the 
corner with her hands on her head, glaring at the wall 
and muttering dark Nixdown hex’s under her breath. 

 
Penelope Ann left Nixdown smoldering in the 

corner for a good ten minutes before giving her the 
release command and instructing her to fetch a 
straight-backed chair and place it in front of the 
fireplace. 

Despite her ill humor at having been 
dispatched to reside in the time honored position of 
disgrace Nicola Jane experienced a growing buzz of 
excitement and exhilaration as she watched Pen 
remove her red and black striped blazer and loosen 
her collar and cuffs. 
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Penny Ann crossed to a tallboy and extracted a 
long straight-run cane. She swished it through the air 
and then pointed the tip at the chair. 

“Remove your blazer and bend over the chair,” 
Pen said curtly, “I intend to give you a twelve stroke 
running bender.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” grunted Nix as she unfastened 
the five buttons down the front of her immaculate red 
blazer and shrugged the garment off. She hung the 
jacket over the back of the chair and bent forward at 
the waist and reached down and gripped the lowest 
cross bar of the chair and waited to be caned. 
 

Nicola Jane Nixon heard the sound of Penelope 
Ann sprinting down the library and braced herself. 
She heard the whistle of the cane cutting through the 
air and then felt the surge of exquisite pain as it 
sliced across her naked nates. 

 
Penny Ann breathed a sigh of relief. She had 

been a tad nervous when Nixdown had suggested 
that they try a running bender, which was a 
notoriously difficult technique, however the first 
stroke had gone off swimmingly. She strode back to 
the chalk line she had drawn on the floor and took a 
deep breath before setting off for a second time. 
 



 

7 

 
Gobbing a Goddess 

 
 
Nixdown blinked her eyes and pursed her lips 

as the effects of the second stroke coursed through 
her central nervous system. She listened to Penny 
Ann striding back along the wooden floor and grinned 
to herself.  

 
The library was a curious venue for Nicola Jane 

to have selected for a recreational caning. The dark 
shadowy room in a lonely wing of the Woody complex 
represented everything that she despised about being 
formally punished. When she had started her 
sentence she had been incensed to learn that the 
most senior inmates at the unit had thrashing rights 
over her. It reminded her of the early dark days of 
her enrollment at boarding school. 

The first eleven years of Nixdown’s life had 
been idyllic and bohemian. Her father, a highly 
respected auteur, had homes all over Europe 
including a vast coastal estate where Nicola Jane had 
learned to ride. Nicholas Nixon was famed for his 



Big Gals Don’t Cry 

 

exotic parties and Nixdown grew up in a world 
inhabited by actors, artists and poets along with a 
sundry array of playboys, princes, pimps and paupers. 
Her stepmother Petronelle was an exotic French 
actress and model who took Nix on tours of the 
Parisian and Milanese haute couture salons, nurturing 
Nix’s enduring love of fashion. 

However at eleven years old the idyll suddenly 
came to a grinding halt when Nicola Jane was 
dispatched to boarding school. After the freedoms of 
her childhood Nicola Jane Nixon was not best suited 
to the rigors and austerity of her new environment. 

She had been astonished to learn that the four 
most senior pupils at the school were known as ‘The 
Goddesses’ and that they expected to be treated with 
extreme deference and respect. Nicola Jane was 
already blossoming into a cynical and belligerent 
individual and she had considerable difficulty 
complying with these requirements. 

Shortly after she had joined the school NJ was 
summoned to a private hearing in the chambers of 
the Head-Goddess where she was accused of 
‘Gobbing a Goddess’. Apparently she had passed one 
of the Goddesses in the quadrangle and unforgivably 
she had failed to stop and enquire whether the great 
lady was in need of any errands to be performed.  

She was informed that “Good evening 
Goddess, is there anything I can do to assist you?” 
was the expected form of address.  

The young lady in question had taken this as a 
personal slight and felt that she had been well and 
truly ‘gobbed’ as such behavior was so quaintly 
termed at the school. 
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Nixdown was informed that she would be 
thrashed and was forced to bend over the back of a 
sofa while the Head Goddess administered six strokes 
of the cane. Nixdown was furious and once she was 
allowed to return to the upright she promptly hacked 
her nemesis in the shins. As a result she was hauled 
back across the sofa and given six more strokes. It 
was the first of many such incidents and the 
foundation of Nixdown’s deep dislike and contempt 
for the authority of prefectorial bodies.  

It was a dislike that had extended throughout 
her incarceration at the Woody facility. Unfortunately 
due to her contrary nature Nixdown had frequently 
fallen foul of members of the Elite and had regularly 
touched her toes in front of the fireplace so that she 
could be whopped for ‘rubbishing’, which was the 
Woody equivalent of ‘Gobbing’. Occasionally Nixdown 
had felt obliged to retaliate by reverting to her shin 
hacking tactics which in turn had resulted in several 
public floggings. 

Nonetheless, despite these unsavory memories 
Nixdown felt a rush of adrenalin as she heard Penny 
Ann’s heels clip-clopping down the wooden floor. 

 
Penny Ann lowered her shoulder as she 

entered the approach and swept the cane through the 
air. She kept the shaft along a perfectly horizontal 
plane and then snapped her wrist at the last moment. 
The cane landed perfectly in the target area known as 
the sweet spot. Penny Ann nodded her head in 
satisfaction and strode back towards the starting line. 

 
During her period as Red-shirt Penelope Ann 

had been required to be certified in all forms of 
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corporal punishment available to the Elite. Although 
her primary instrument of discipline was the 
ceremonial Red-shirt hairbrush she had occasionally 
been called upon to assist in mass dorm beatings or 
matters related to Red House business where the 
cane was the favored instrument. After Pen had 
entered the Old Gal program Nixdown had insisted 
that she maintain her certification and training 
regime. 

 
Unlike many spankettes Nixdown did not 

subscribe to the famous Danish masochist Dagmar 
Rasmussen’s principle that she enjoyed the build-up 
and aftermath but didn’t care too much for the few 
minutes in the middle. Nixdown Nixon loved the bit in 
the middle.  

“Harder Ma’am,” she muttered breathlessly, 
“Harder!” 
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Certifiably Barking 

 
 
Penelope Ann Evans took a deep breath and 

stared down the library at the vividly red-striped rear 
end perched up over the back of the straight backed 
chair. She set off a slight trot, accelerating as she 
made her final approach. The cane slashed through 
the air with a whistle and landed with a loud thwack. 
It was a splendid strike to complete an almost 
perfectly delivered caning. Penny Ann sighed with 
relief. 

She placed the cane on a side table and 
leaving Nixdown head down, arse up across the back 
of the chair she went and collected the chilled bottle 
of champagne that they had brought from Cassie’s 
party. She went over and playfully rolled the cold 
bottle across Nixdown swollen weals. Nix purred and 
giggled and wiggled her bum. 

Penny Ann leaned down and rolled Nixdown’s 
bumbags back into place and folded down her skirt. 

“You may rise,” she said softly and waited for 
her lovers embrace. 
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Downstairs on the landings the inmates were 
lounging about, getting squiffy, and taking sloppy 
clobber day seriously. 

Cassie Cassy was showing no ill effects of her 
twelve stroke public flogging and after spending an 
hour receiving visitors and accepting their praises she 
went downstairs to kitchen.  Dotty Hammell and a 
volunteer crew were prepping steaks, burgers, chops, 
ribs and sausages for an afternoon barbeque outside 
in the grounds 

“So how was it?” asked Dotty. “Was it worth 
it?” 

“It was pretty fucking hot to tell you the truth,” 
giggled Cassie, “but it had to be done and it’s over 
with now so I just move on. Still, I’ve still got a long 
way to go before I catch up with Jojo’s record,” she 
trailed off thoughtfully. 

Dotty smiled indulgently. She often wondered 
how she would have fared if she had been dispatched 
to Woodys, a prospect which ten years earlier had 
seemed both extremely likely and extremely 
imminent. 

After working long hours in the kitchen’s Dotty 
had liked to let her hair down and was a regular on 
the Ladette party scene tripping the light fantastic 
with the likes of April Turner, Cat Cassidy, Melons and 
Lady Victoria Brompton. She was twice charged and 
found guilty of Misdemeanor Ladetting and warned 
that a further offence would mean that she would be 
sent directly to Woodys without passing go. 

By happenstance Dotty noticed a small ad in 
the papers looking for a catering manager at the 
Woody Back to School Unit and applied for the post. 
At first Ms Lawton had been reticent to employ 
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someone with Dotty’s dubious record but the chef 
greatly impressed her with detailed accounts of the 
methods she employed to maintain discipline in her 
kitchens. The Grand Dame put her concerns to one 
side and had immediately offered Dotty a full-time 
position. 

From the outset it was clear where her 
sympathies lay. While she was at school she had 
occasionally been caned or slippered and later while 
working under the tutelage of the Teutonic chef 
Nicolas Knecht she was occasionally dragged over his 
knee and spanked for the misplacement of a green 
bean on a plate or failing to stir the soup to his exact 
instructions.  

Lately she and her chums from the liberal left 
had become fixtures at the Saturday Night Feasts and 
willingly participated in the after dinner spanking 
entertainment. Dotty Hammell had taken several trips 
onto the stage where she had been on the receiving 
end of various spankings. 

She did not profess to liking having her bottom 
whapped with sticks, rubber soled-plimsolls or kitchen 
utensils but she very much doubted that she would 
have let an occasional sore arse stop her from having 
as much fun as the mega-minx’s were clearly having. 

She reached over and hugged Cassie and 
wished her luck. 

 
“Whoa you look like the cat that got the 

cream,” smiled Debs. 
“Penny Ann just gave me a twelve stroke 

running bender up in the library,” giggled Nixdown, “it 
was absolutely sensational.” 
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“But you hate being punished in the library,” 
said Debs. 

“Of course I do silly,” chuckled Nix, “that’s 
what made it so exciting.” 

“Sometimes I think you are certifiably fucking 
barking,” laughed Debs. 

“Woof! Woof!” cackled Nix and winked at her 
chum. 
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A Damn Good Dusting 

 
 
“Awww man!!” groaned Lisa Sutton as 

Charlotte Barber thrust a red card in her face and 
instructing her to, “Step up, step up this instant for 
goofing.” 

In stark contrast to the previous morning when 
Cassie Cassy had looked positively ecstatic at being 
shown a red card, Lisa Sutton looked like she might 
faint. 

The Minxster had not even reached her seat in 
the assembly hall before she received the goofing 
ejection. For absolutely no reason, as she was 
entering the hall Lisa had reached out and flicked Ali 
Stone across the tip of her lug-hole. Charlie Barber 
who was monitoring the ingress to the hall was only 
three feet away and had no alternative other than to 
reach into her blazer pocket and pull out her card. 

 
Lisa’s early eviction meant that she would have 

to stand at the front of the hall for almost ten minutes 
under the scrutiny of over eighty pairs of eyes. There 
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was no disguising her discomfort and state of nervous 
agitation; she constantly shifted her weight from one 
foot to the other. Her hands alternated from being 
clenched in to fists by her sides to fidgeting nervously 
and drumming her fingertips against her blazer. Her 
cheeks were flushed slightly red and she kept her 
head lowered and her eyes averted from the seated 
inmates. She was a picture of despondency. 

 
Lisa Sutton had been dreading this moment for 

several weeks. A fortnight earlier she had attracted 
her fifth red card of the summer term leaving her just 
one card short of equaling Deborah Morton’s 
unenviable record of being booted out of the hall six 
times in a single term. 

After the Grand Master had bent Lisa over the 
back of a chair and given her a very stiff twelve-
stroke bare bender he had pre-warned her of the 
consequences if she should be foolish enough to 
equal Miss Morton’s lamentable performance. 

 
In and of itself goofing, gabbing, larking or 

pranking in the assembly hall was not a particularly 
heinous offense. However Ms Lawton had argued that 
it was not too much to ask for the inmates to sit 
quietly for ten minutes each morning. It was a 
tradition that dated back to her own days at the 
original Woody school where misbehaving in the hall 
resulted in a mandatory caning.  

Apparently Ms Lawton was something of an 
expert in this matter. In a verbal history that she 
dictated for inclusion in Deborah Morton’s magnum 
opus, ‘Waiting to be caned, a history of Woody’s’ she 
confessed, “I was routinely booted out two or three 
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times a term. That’s a hell of a lot of whops that 
could have been avoided if I had shown even a 
modicum of self-control.” 

Unfortunately self-control was not one of Lisa’s 
long suits.  

 
The Brass swept into the hall. As usual Patty 

Hodge and the Wart stopped to make snide and 
sarcastic comments but Lisa hardly heard them. Her 
heart was pounding against her crisp white blouse as 
she waited for the arrival of Mr Humphries.  

 
 The Grand Master patiently maneuvered Lisa 

into a full drape. She was bent like a bow with her 
head down and her arms and legs stretched out. He 
carefully turned the hem of Lisa’s navy blue pleated 
skirt back in neat folds and then cleared the tail of her 
white blouse out of the way. 

 
 Lisa kept her head down, her face hidden by 

her out-stretched arm. Her cheeks were burning with 
embarrassment at being publicly put over the Grand 
Masters knee. Her heart was racing as she felt her 
skirt being turned back and she was almost over-
whelmed with panic that any second he might 
actually roll down her bumbags. Then she felt his 
hand slapping down on the tautened navy blue 
material. 

 

Like all good spankings it started slowly. He 
worked his way up one buttock and back down the 
other. Meticulously warming her up until he knew that 
her backside would be beginning to glow and then he 
blitzed her. 
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Lisa knew it was coming she just couldn’t 
predict when it would start and when it would finish. 
Many learned aficionados have observed that it is the 
unpredictability of a spanking that differentiates it 
from other more regulated forms of corporal 
punishment. 

 
Once the blitz began Lisa was propelled into a 

different mental stratosphere. It no longer mattered 
that she was face down, arse up in front of a hundred 
pairs of gawking eyes. The only two people existing in 
her world were herself and the Grand Master and her 
upturned bum had become the center of her 
universe. She kicked and gyrated; she punched the 
air and shook her head in anguish. The bombardment 
never seemed to end; the spanks just kept raining 
down slapping her buttocks at random, hard, 
booming spanks one after the other, she wriggled and 
squirmed and writhed in the Grand Masters lap; and 
then as unexpectedly as it had begun the blitz was 
over. 

Lisa hung upside down, limp and panting while 
she was finished off. The final dozen spanks reverting 
to the rhythmical tempo of the early spanks. It didn’t 
matter much; Lisa Sutton knew that she had just 
been totally nailed by a damn good dusting. 
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Bend Over and Touch Them 

 
 
“Step up Morton,” snapped the Wart, “Bend 

over and touch them, I intend to give you six.” 
Deborah sighed. In her role as Captain of the 

Red House Deborah was required to visit the Wart’s 
Lair each evening to give her a progress report. 
Several times a week the Mistress of the House would 
invite Deborah to bend over and touch them; 
invitations that Deborah would politely refuse. They 
both knew that the Wart had no intention of caning 
Debs, any more than Debs had any intention of being 
caned; it was merely part of a tiresome ritual that 
appeared to give the Wart some misplaced sense of 
empowerment. 

However on this occasion, in the middle of a 
geography lecture Deborah knew that she had little 
choice but to comply. It was not a prospect she 
viewed with much enthusiasm. She never cared for 
being caned by Ms Wharton and the experience was 
not going to be greatly enhanced by the fact that 
barely thirty minutes had elapsed since she had last 
been required to bend over and touch them. She 
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peeled off her black blazer and stepped 
unenthusiastically into the aisle. 

 
Half an hour earlier, Angela Sills had played it 

by the book. She had given Deborah a verbal warning 
and then followed it up with a yellow card. Angela 
and Debs were tight, sharing a common love of 
Elizabethan sonnets. Nonetheless when Debs inserted 
another dose of unnecessary pith into the 
proceedings they both knew that it was time for Debs 
to bend over and touch them. 

When it came time to straighten up Debs was 
in absolutely no doubt that she had just been well 
and truly whopped. Despite their friendship both 
parties understood that there was no question of any 
slack being cut. Deborah needed to be whopped very 
soundly and the Dame in charge of English Literature 
was duty bound to deliver the goods. 

 
Deborah reached down and placed the tips of 

her fingers on the tips of her highly polished black 
shoes. She had an uncomfortable feeling that things 
were about to get very hot and sweaty. Before she 
had bent over the Wart had treated her to a stream 
of vitriolic that was harsh even by Ms Wharton’s 
standards. It had taken all Deborah’s willpower to 
stand with her hands by her sides and her shoulders 
back, staring straight in front of her while the Wart 
got in close and breathed her lunchtime tequila all 
over her. 

 
The Wart was psyched. At their daily meetings 

Deborah made very little attempt to hide her 
contempt and disdain behind the thin veil of 
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politeness she used in her dealings with the Mistress 
of the House.  

It had been deeply gratifying to get in 
Deborah’s face and now it was time to get down to 
business. She intended to give Deborah Morton a 
thrashing that she wouldn’t forget in a hurry. 

 
Deborah blinked. Over the past decade and a 

half Debs rear end had become a highly calibrated 
whopometer. She was in no doubt that the opener 
had been delivered with extreme prejudice. It had 
almost lifted her clear out of her shoes. It was the 
type of whop that could make a gal’s eyes water. 
Deborah gritted her teeth. It was going to take all her 
willpower and concentration to get her through the 
next few minutes without getting totally nailed. 

 
The Wart was grinning like a Cheshire cat. She 

was delighted to have got off to such a spectacular 
start. The cane had rebounded off Deborah’s 
tautened bumbags with an explosive crack that would 
almost certainly have been heard all the way down 
the corridor. She was quite certain that in the 
adjacent lecture rooms the other Dame’s were rolling 
their eyes and folding their arms across their chests 
while their lectures were interrupted by the 
unmistakable sound of whippy rattan rebounding off 
navy blue gossamer. 

 
Jojo, Nixdown and Rosemary watched the 

proceedings with considerable distaste. The licking 
that Deborah had received during the previous lecture 
had been a routine affair. Deborah had needed to be 
beaten and Angela Sills had prosecuted her duties 
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clinically and dispassionately. Both participants 
understood the rules of engagement and the matter 
would not be mentioned again in the future. 
However, watching the Wart doing her best to thrash 
the piss out of their chum was a truly obnoxious 
experience. The three chums kept their eyes fixed on 
the tips of Deborah’s fingers so that they could 
intervene if the Wart pulled any of her bogus jerking 
tricks and tried to introduce extra strokes into the 
proceedings. 

 
Debs Morton prided herself that she could take 

her whops with the best of them. She had over a 
decade and half’s experience to fall back on and she 
knew that she would have to draw on every minute of 
it. The second stroke was another cracker and 
reignited the sizzling stripes left from her earlier 
caning. The pain was excruciating. Somewhere 
behind her she could hear the Wart cackling and 
muttering under her breath, Debs did her best to 
ignore her but it was very distracting. Deborah 
concentrated on keeping her fingers glued to the end 
of her toes. She couldn’t allow the Wart to nail her; it 
would be unthinkable and she would never live it 
down. 
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Holy Smoking Bumbags 

 
 
 Deborah was not having a good time of it. Of 

all the many positions that the inmates received 
punishment bending over and touching their toes was 
universally considered the most difficult and taxing. 
The Wart was purposefully leaving extended periods 
between strokes and even though Debs was fitter 
than a butcher’s dog she was beginning to feel the 
strain of staying in the stiff legs together, arms 
straight position.  

The third, fourth and fifth strokes were 
incredibly potent and Debs only barely managed to 
keep her fingers on her toes. She was perspiring 
profusely as each new cycle of pain ricocheted around 
her body. The Wart’s constant cackling and muttering 
was beginning to give her the pip but she knew that 
she couldn’t become distracted while she waited for 
the closer. 

 
The Wart puffed herself up. She flexed the 

cane between her hands and then made two practice 
swishes before tapping the shaft down across 
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Deborah’s tautened bumbags. There was not a sound 
in the lecture room for several seconds, it was as if 
everybody had stopped breathing and then the Wart 
cocked her arm ready for delivery and with a wolfish 
smirk on her face swiped the cane downwards. 

 
“Holy smoking bumbags,” muttered Nixdown. 
“Oh good grief!” breathed Jojo. 
“You fucking be-yotch!” squealed Rosemary. 
“Holy fucking shit!” howled Deborah. She had 

leapt up and was bouncing up and down on the balls 
of her feet, her hands clutched to her buttocks.  

Whether by accident or intent the Wart had 
slashed the cane perfectly across the fleshy sulcus 
where Deborah’s buttocks met her thighs. To make 
matters worse Ms Wharton had not only landed a low 
rider but she miscalculated the trajectory of her swing 
so badly that she had accentuated the excruciating 
pain by extending her arm and allowing the tip of the 
cane to wraparound and strike Deborah’s hip. It was 
an appalling stroke. 

 
Jojo, Rosemary and Nixdown were out of their 

seats. Rosemary and Jojo rushed to hug and comfort 
Debs. Nixdown strode purposefully up to the 
GeoDame and hacked her sharply in the right shin. 
Robin Wharton howled and tried to grab the wounded 
area but Nixdown was too fast she hacked the Wart 
on the other shin causing the off-balance Dame to 
take an unceremonious tumble. 

 
“I’m okay, I’m okay,” panted Debs. “Baba 

O’Rielly that was sharp.” She hopped up and down a 
few times, pursing and popping her lips. “I can’t 
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fucking believe I let that be-yotch nail me,” she 
muttered. “She made me fucking howl!” 

“She didn’t nail you,” growled Nixdown. “She’s 
a dangerous and incompetent oaf, now what are we 
going to do with her?” 

 
The Wart was sitting up rubbing her shins and 

looking pitiful. “I’m going to have you flogged Nixon,” 
she muttered. “You mark my words you’ll be flogged 
within the hour.” 

Nixdown snorted. She leaned forward and took 
the Wart’s snooter between the knuckles of her right 
hand and tweaked it. “Shut up fool,” she growled and 
then turned to Debs. “How do you want to proceed?” 
she asked her chum. 

 
“Nixon hacked me in the fucking shins,” 

squealed the Wart. “She should be formally flunked 
and sent to chokey for criminal assault. The woman is 
a maniac.” 

The Grand Master leaned back in his chair and 
propped his feet up on his desk. “Deborah has 
indicated that she might be wiling to take the view 
that this appalling stroke was an accident. I am not 
so sure that she would continue to maintain that 
position if you decide to pursue a complaint against 
Miss Nixon. After all, they are very tight.” 

“This is outrageous,” fumed Robin Wharton. “I 
am a senior member of the Brass. I should not be 
expected to prosecute my duties under the threat of 
having my shins hacked.” 

“That is quite true, but it is also true that Miss 
Morton should not be expected to bend over and 
touch her toes without the reasonable expectation 
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that she will be beaten in a safe and efficient manner. 
I have reviewed the tape and it is clear that the last 
stroke did not meet those standards,” Mr Humphries 
said calmly. “So this is what I’m proposing.” 

 
“That degenerate Nixon gets away Scot-free 

for assaulting me and I get my thrashing rights 
rescinded for a week,” wailed the Wart. “It’s an 
outrage.” 

Katie Beck ordered another round of drinks 
and put them on Patty’s tab. She patted the Wart’s 
hand sympathetically. “Well a week isn’t too long,” 
she said sympathetically. “If he had insisted the tape 
was shown to a peer review panel I’m sure Dotty and 
her cronies would have lobbied for a lot longer 
suspension.” 

The Wart scowled. “It was an accidental miss-
hit,” she retorted. “Anybody who saw the tape would 
be able to see that.” 

Katie sipped her drink. “I took a quick gander 
at the tape,” she told Robin Wharton. “That was a 
truly appalling stroke. Personally I thought it was 
hilarious the way Morton was hopping about the room 
like a scalded cat, but I somehow doubt that would 
be the majority view.” 

“Grrrrrr!!!” growled the Wart and slammed 
down a large tequila. 
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A Brief Cool Arse Run 

 
 
 “Grrrrrr!!!” growled Claire Brooks as she pulled 

the black turtle neck sweater over her head and 
tossed it on the bed. Despondently she reached into 
her closet and pulled out a crisp white blouse with red 
piping around the collar. She buttoned it up the front 
and then extracted a navy blue gymslip with ‘C’ 
embroidered on the bib and pulled it over her head. 
She wrapped a blue sash around her waist and 
knotted it at her hip. Finally she selected a red and 
black striped tie from the rack and threaded it under 
the collar of her blouse. She knotted the tie into a 
perfect vee, fastened the top button of her blouse 
and then straightened the knot of the tie until the top 
button was perfectly covered. Finally she pushed the 
shaft of the tie down beneath the bib of her gymslip. 
Claire Brooks rolled her eyes at her reflection and let 
out a deep and heartfelt sigh. 

 
Just four hours earlier Claire had been giving 

herself some serious atta-gal’s. For the first time in 
over a month she had managed to get through seven 
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consecutive days without being required to point her 
bumbags skywards. As a result she was able to 
replace her punishment clobber with conventional 
civilian attire. 

“I told you that I could reform,” she had 
boasted at brekker to anybody who cared to listen. “I 
can feel a long cool arse run coming on.”  

 
Claire closed the door of her Old Gal apartment 

behind her and stretched her long legs as she set off 
in the direction of the Grand Master’s office. 

“I’ll kill you Victoria,” she muttered as she 
strode across the quadrangle, “I will string you up 
from a rafter by the waistband of your bumbags until 
you choke,” she fumed.  

 
Claire had been attending a lecture given by 

Pauline Gascoigne discussing the potential pitfalls and 
folly of placing the World’s leading economy in the 
hands of an internationally renowned duffer and all-
round loon such as Alan Greenspan. Although the 
subject matter was rather dry Pauline was a fine 
articulator and an interesting lecturer. Claire had been 
listening attentively. Sometime during the 
proceedings Pauline turned to write on a white board 
with her back to the audience. In a flash Lady Victoria 
Brompton had spun around in her seat, raised a 
peashooter to her lips and without any attempt at 
guile fired a dried pea at Claire, hitting her squarely 
between the eyes. Claire had been helpless to defend 
herself. Victoria Brompton winked at Claire and calmly 
turned around and was looking innocent and angelic 
when Pauline finally turned back to continue the 
lecture.      
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Claire was fuming. Clearly she could not allow 
such a blatant attack to go unpunished. Despite her 
ardent desire to reform Claire Brooks had a reputation 
to maintain. 

 
When she had arrived at the lecture room Lady 

Victoria Brompton was already dressed in punishment 
clobber. Twenty-four hours earlier she had felt 
compelled to respond to an unprovoked water pistol 
attack by Claire. Unfortunately her retaliatory action 
had been observed by Reed the Weed and she had 
been sent upstairs to spend some quality time bent 
over the back of a chair in the Grand Master’s study.  

Although Victoria bore Claire no malice for her 
part in the previous days unfortunate episode she felt 
duty bound to respond and had arrived at the lecture 
room loaded for bear. When Pauline Gascoigne had 
turned her back Lady Victoria had seen an ideal 
opportunity for payback. 

 
Claire reached down into her biker boot and 

palmed a small water filled derringer that she had 
secreted prior to her arrival at the lecture. She 
feigned concentration while she assessed the risk of 
taking a shot at Victoria. As usual Victoria had her jet-
black hair pulled back into a ponytail and tied back 
with a bright red ribbon that matched her lipstick. Her 
neck was quite exposed and Claire knew that a well-
aimed squirt would cause the ice-cold water to drip 
down into Victoria’s blouse causing her considerable 
discomfort. 

It was several minutes before Pauline turned 
away again and Claire seized the opportunity. 
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Victoria Brompton could sense Claire getting 
ready to make her move. Vix had also extracted a 
water pistol from her satchel and had it hidden in her 
lap. She snatched it up and span around just as Claire 
drew a bean on her, sending her chair clattering to 
the floor. Both gals let loose simultaneously. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” muttered Pauline 
Gascoigne as she too span around when she heard 
the chair crashing to the ground. She reached into 
her jacket pocket and extracted her red card.  

 
At the top of the landing outside the door to 

the Grand Master's study Lady Victoria was standing 
with her hands on her head and her nose pressed to 
the wall. 

 
Claire ignored her and went over to the open 

door of Katie Beck’s office. 
“I need to be inspected,” she said grumpily. 
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Poor Katie 

 
 
 Katie Beck was not having a good morning. 

She had spent far too long in the saloon bar of the 
Bunch of Grapes, scarfing down tequila and listening 
to the Wart kvetch. Consequently she had awoken 
with a monstrous hangover. While she washed down 
Ibuprofen with Kahlua laced java she checked her 
emails from the laundry contractor. She was delighted 
to see that the notoriously clobber-challenged Bee 
Lee had handed yet another blouse featuring a 
missing button in for laundry and was scheduled for a 
slippering. 

Generally kick starting the Scruff’s circulation 
first thing in the morning counted amongst Katie’s 
greatest pleasures. However it turned out to be a 
lack-lustre affair. The sound of the leather-soled 
slipper rebounding off Belinda’s naked nates only 
compounded the throbbing in Katie’s head and the 
pressure of Bee’s weight across her lap made her feel 
quite bilious. Her performance was so under-
whelming that once she was released Bee Lee even 
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asked Katie if she was feeling okay or whether she 
should summons a saw-bones.  

Matters were not helped when former Police 
Sergeant Ellen Millar knocked on her door and 
informed Katie that Plod was on their way to question 
her about her fiscal arrangements with her latest 
beau. 

A few months earlier Katie had been seduced 
by a handsome playboy who claimed to be a Baronet. 
Katie rather fancied herself as Baroness Beck and had 
been happy to hang out on his yacht and had even 
spent a weekend at his family pile in 
Buckinghamshire. According to Ellen the low-life 
lothario was nothing more than a bunco artist who 
specialized in availing of vacated properties that had 
been seized by the authorities from drug-peddlers, 
thieves and other con-men before they went under 
the hammer at auction. Ellen also advised Katie that 
the nearest her lover had ever come to the 
aristocracy was watching re-runs of Royal weddings 
on syndicated TV. Once Ellen had left Katie went into 
the bathroom and chucked up her cookies. 

 
The arrival of Lady Victoria Brompton 

demanding to be inspected did nothing for Katie’s 
health or general demeanor. She had been leaning 
back in her reclining chair with her feet on her desk 
and her eyes closed when Victoria strode into the 
room. Vix had unceremoniously slapped Katie’s shoes 
off the desktop sending her seat into a spin and 
almost causing Katie to take a tumble. 

“I need to be inspected,” Lady Vix had 
informed her in a most pugnacious and aggressive 
manner. 
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It had taken several seconds for Katie to bring 
her swivel-chair under control and to unsteadily get to 
her feet. 

Lady Victoria was standing with her hands on 
her hips glaring at Katie across the desk. It sent a 
shiver up Katie’s spine. 

Katie Beck was a bully and as mean as a snake 
but truth be known under her imperious veneer she 
was a sniveling coward and she was terrified of Lady 
Victoria. Several times in the past they had become 
engaged in heated altercations regarding Katie’s 
penchant for bullying, on each occasion these matters 
had been settled by Victoria biffing Katie on her 
sniffer. 

“Perhaps I could ask you step into the 
anteroom, Lady Brompton?” said Katie politely. “I’ll  
be in to inspect you immediately.”  

“You’d better be,” snapped Victoria. “If you 
leave me in there bare arse naked any longer than 
absolutely necessary I’ll come out and fawkin’ nut 
you,” retorted the potty-mouthed aristocrat. 

 
Katie only gave Claire’s clobber the most 

cursory of reviews. Claire Brooks was a clotheshorse 
and held the unique record of being the only inmate 
in the history of the unit never to have been slippered 
for clobber abuse. 

On one occasion, acting upon Patty Hodge’s 
instructions, Katie had tried to rectify this situation 
and had summoned Claire to her office to be 
slippered on bogus busted-button charges. She had 
hardly got Claire over her knee before it all went 
pear-shaped. Before she could land even a single slap 
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of the slipper the Grand Master had burst in and 
halted the proceedings. 

Intrigued by the unusual charge Mr Humphries 
had called the owner of the laundry contractor that 
Katie utilized. The man had been quick to admit that 
some months earlier Katie had threatened to 
terminate their lucrative contract if they didn’t find 
significantly greater quantities of clobber abuse 
amongst the garments handed in for laundry each 
evening. The contractors had agreed to start busting 
buttons on blouses to maintain the contract. Each 
week Katie would provide them with a list of which 
blouses should be targeted. To avoid suspicion she 
was circumspect and made sure that all the buttons 
being busted were from blouses of inmates from the 
top quartile of clobber abusers and as a result her 
spank rate had increased by a very satisfactory thirty 
per-cent.  

Katie was delighted with the arrangement until 
Patty poked her nose in and instructed her to bust the 
Brooks buttons. As a consequence of Patty’s 
interference Katie was publicly slippered in front of 
the assembled unit, placed on full-clobber probation 
and placed under the direct supervision of her hated 
enemy Cathryn Cassidy. It had been a miserable time 
for Katie so she felt that it might not be prudent to 
subject the Prime Ministers daughter to an 
unwarranted bib-down, tie-back clobber inspection. 

“Why don’t you step into the anteroom, Miss 
Brooks, I’ll be in to inspect you immediately,” she told 
Claire. 
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“You Just Reformed My Arse!”  

 
 
 Mr Humphries suppressed a grin as he 

unrolled the shaft of the Reform School Strap. There 
was no question that the complexions of the two Old 
Gals had instantaneously paled as he had produced 
the awesome strap from his tallboy. 

“Remove your blazer and bend over the desk, 
Lady Brompton,” he said politely.  

Victoria’s eyes flickered in Claire’s direction. 
Claire threw her a supportive glance. “Good luck,” she 
mouthed. Claire’s displeasure with Victoria for getting 
her into this mess had instantly evaporated the 
moment that Mr Humphries had informed them that 
they would be thrashed with the dreaded strap. The 
two chums were immediately re-bonded as comrades-
in-arms with just one common foe confronting them; 
the fearsome Reform School Strap. 

 
Claire wished that she could take her hands off 

her head and cover her ears. The  sound of the 
leather strap blistering Victoria’s butt was deafening. 
Vix was stretched out across the desk, up on the balls 
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of her feet, bumbags around her ankles, skirt back, 
bottom bared, chest flat across the desk and her arms 
dangling over the far side. The strap pounded down 
unrelentingly, it was all over in moments. The strap 
was perfectly designed for the blitz approach, the 
thick shaft able to lay waste to vast areas of buttock 
flesh in a single strike. 

“Reduce the most recalcitrant criminal to tears 
in seconds,” boasted the accompanying literature. In 
the supporting testimonies to the effectiveness of the 
strap a biker-chick from Alabama recalled that while 
she was a guest of the local state penitentiary she 
was “regularly taken to the punishment room and 
manacled across a wooden flogging bench. They left 
me there for half an hour with my arse bared to think 
about my sins before the chaplain came and prayed 
for me. Finally I heard the footsteps of the Warden. I 
was determined not to let him know he was hurting 
me but within seconds I was howlin’ and blubbin’. A 
few weeks later I was released. I left my Hell’s 
Angel’s charter and have started having my tattoo’s 
removed. I can personally vouch for the qualities of 
the Reform School Strap.” 

 
Apparently British aristocrats are made of 

sterner stuff than Alabama biker-chicks because Lady 
Victoria neither howled nor blubbed; nonetheless 
when she finally reverted to the vertical she did 
appear a tad confused and unsteady on her pins. 

Unenthusiastically Claire Brooks took her hands 
off the top of her head and reached down and 
unfastened the top button of her red and black 
striped blazer before shrugging it off. After hanging 
the jacket up she walked across the desk, bent 
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forward at the waist and slithered her upper torso 
across the varnished surface. She felt the pleated 
skirt of her gymslip being turned back and then her 
bumbags slowly being rolled down to the tops of her 
thighs. She gritted her teeth and braced herself. 

 
The sound of the long leather strap colliding 

with her bare behind exploded in her ears and the 
pain instantly imploded across both buttocks. Claire 
Brooks was convinced that she had not been braced 
across the heavy oak desk the heft of the strap would 
have lifted her clean off her feet and blasted her out 
through the window off the office. However, she 
barely had a moment to collect herself before the 
bombardment continued. 

 
The Grand Master’s arm windmilled as he 

lashed the long shaft of the strap across Claire’s 
defenseless rear end.  

When he had first received the strap as a gift 
from a San Francisco purveyor of such items Mr 
Humphries had experimented with a variety of 
techniques and pacing. His fiancé Jojo, who knew 
about such matters, had endorsed his conclusion that 
the blitz technique was the most effective.  

 
Claire lay sprawled across the desk panting. 

Her head was spinning and her minuscule bum felt 
that it had swollen up to the size of two watermelons. 
Her right leg crooked backwards at the knee and then 
stamped back down on the floor in agitation. She 
shook her head and tried to regain some semblance 
of composure. She felt her bumbags being rolled back 
into place and her skirt being rearranged but she was 
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not ready to push herself up from her prone position 
across the desk. 

 
Once they had completed the formal post-

processing the Grand Master handed the two gals a 
glass of bubbles each.  

“I heard rumors that you were embarking upon 
a reform campaign?” Mr Humphries asked Claire 
cheerily. 

Claire flushed slightly. “Well I think that you 
just reformed my arse quite adequately thank you 
Sir,” Claire groaned.  

“Bottoms up to that,” giggled Victoria and she 
chugged down her drink. 
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Saturday Night Spanking 

 
 
 On Saturday evening the Usual Suspects 

repaired to the Great Hall to chow down on a Greek-
style feast prepared by Cassie Cassy, Dotty Hammell 
and a team of volunteers. When the guests arrived at 
the hall they were greeted with trays of mezedes 
including Zucchini Keftedes with feta and dill; Grape 
leaves with bulgur and oregano; Octopus with gigante 
beans; and plates of feta cheese and olives, all 
accompanied by shot glasses filled with ice-cold ouzo. 

 
Over the past two years the guest list for the 

Saturday Night Feasts had slowly expanded and the 
hall was swarming with a mixture of the top-ranking 
mega-minxes, Old Gals, guests such as Spanky Botts, 
Christy Cranfield and the Butcher twins, and several 
members of the Brass, who were all neatly turned out 
in clobber. 

The Liberal Left of the Brass was well-
represented and it spoke volumes about the evolution 
of the unit that Ms Lawton, the former Grand Dame, 
stood dressed in a crisp white blouse and a gymslip 
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with an ‘S’ embroidered on the bib, talking animatedly 
to Debs Morton, who just two years earlier had been 
her personal bête noir.  

By contrast Patty Hodge and her goons from 
the Radical Right preferred to spend their evenings 
bitching and moaning in the saloon bar of the Bunch 
of Grapes, scrounging drinks from the local lothario’s. 

 
After enjoying the finger food and aperitifs the 

guests repaired to the long table that had been laid 
out with white linen, crystal glasses and tableware on 
loan from Victoria’s fathers castle.  

For an entre Cassie Cassy and her team had 
prepared slow roasted lamb kleftiko prepared in the 
traditional manner and served over crushed potatoes 
infused with rosemary oils. The succulent meat was 
washed down with a delightful O’Leary Walker 2009 
Adelaide Hills Pinot Noir. 

The fine repast was completed with a 
splendidly sweet baklava accompanied by a dry 
vintage port. 

The guests rolled their eyes at each other. 
Even the gals who were engaged in the strictest of 
dietary regimes had scarfed down copious quantities 
of food and drink. They knew only too well that now 
that the food was finished and the tables were 
cleared they would be allowed thirty minutes to digest 
the feast before the evenings after dinner 
entertainment commenced. 

 
The gals bustled around the rest rooms 

touching up their make-up, straightening their 
clobber, and brushing their hair. The was an air of 
cheery resignation amongst them although the 
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majority of them were secretly hoping that they 
would not complete the evening head down and arse 
up on the stage. 

 
Mr Humphries sat at the head of the table and 

called for order. “You know the form ladies,” he told 
the guests, “remove the three cards from the 
envelopes you were handed upon arrival and place 
them face down on the table. Pick up the top card 
only and do not share it with anyone. As usual I shall 
show three cards. The person with the matching 
black card will deliver the spanking; the matching red 
will be spanked. The third card will dictate the scope 
of the spanking.” 

The inmates extracted the small white 
envelopes from the breast pockets of their blazers. 
They placed the cards face downwards and picked up 
the top cards. They exchanged glances and mouthed 
good luck at each other. 

The Grand Master turned over the first card. 
 
The first bout of the evening matched Suzy 

Scott up against Melanie Withers. Melons had 
breathed a hearty sigh of relief when the third card 
had let her off with a mere twelve spank dusting with 
her bumbags retained. It was the most favorable card 
in the Grand Master’s deck. 

“Ooh you lucky be-yotch,” squealed the gals 
good-naturedly. A twelve spank dusting was 
considered as good as a get out of jail free card. 

Nonetheless despite her diminutive appearance 
Suzy was a black belt in several martial arts and her 
muscles were honed to perfection. By the time they 
had completed the brief but brisk encounter and 
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Melanie White was returned to the upright Melons 
was quite flushed and clearly relieved that the hand 
spanking had not been of the more prolonged variety. 

 
The next recipient was not quite as fortunate. 

The cards dictated that Bernadette Summers folded 
herself over the back of a straight-backed chair so 
that she could have her bare bottom warmed with a 
leather two-tailed tawse wielded by Cat Cassidy. In 
keeping with the recreational spirit of the after dinner 
spankings Cat did not lash the Bounder overly 
strenuously. Nonetheless, six strokes of a leather 
tawse slapping across naked flesh were more than 
enough to make a gal catch her breath.  

On occasions Bernadette could be a surly cove 
but she sportingly hugged Cat when they were done 
and they left the stage arm-in-arm ready to watch the 
final bout of the evening.  
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Saturday Night Revenge 

 
 
“Oh shit,” muttered Rosemary Booker as she 

pushed her chair back from the table. Further down 
the room Patsy Butcher was also rising to her feet. 
“The man’s a fucking card-sharp,” Rosemary 
continued to mutter as she trudged towards the 
stage. 

 
As illustrated by Cat Cassidy’s treatment of the 

Bounder the nature of the Saturday night spankings 
were relatively playful in comparison to the 
punishment thrashings the inmates were subjected to 
during their every day life. For the whop-hardened 
veterans that attended the feasts the spankings rarely 
registered much more than middling warm on their 
well-calibrated rear ends. However, on occasions a 
gal might get a little carried away and things could 
get a tad more heated. 

On the previous Saturday evening the cards 
had dictated that Rosemary was paired up with Patsy. 
In accordance to the determinations of Lady Luck 
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Rosie was scheduled to deliver the spanking with a 
wood-backed hairbrush. It was the first time that the 
two gals had appeared on stage together in the 
setting of a Saturday Night Feast. However, it was by 
no means the first time that they had been embroiled 
in matters of corporal punishment. 

 
Three years earlier Patsy Butcher had served 

as Captain of the Red House during the austere era of 
Operation Scorched Arse. The Wart, the Mistress of 
the Red House, had used OSA as an excuse to have 
members of her house beaten on matters related to 
‘House Business’ at an unprecedented rate. 

Patsy Butcher had not been the Wart’s choice 
as captain of her house. When Patty Hodge had been 
thwarted in her efforts to have Yvonne Godfrey 
elected as Red-shirt she had instructed the Wart to 
install Godders as the most powerful member of the 
Red House. The Wart was delighted with the idea and 
looked forward to a year of watching Yvonne wreak 
havoc amongst the bumbags of her sub-ordinates. 
She was shocked when Ms Lawton used her power of 
veto to nix her nomination and was extremely 
aggrieved when the Grand Dame informed her that 
she also intended to reject any suggestion that other 
members of the Secret Society of Serial Spankers 
such as Mitch the Bitch, Spanker Spage or Ivan the 
Terrible should fulfill the position. The Wart was left 
with two candidates to choose from, Cathryn Cassidy 
and Patsy. The prospect of interacting with Cat on a 
daily basis made the Wart feel quite bilious so Patsy 
was selected by default.  

Although Patsy Butcher was too shy and 
reserved to scale the giddy heights required to be 
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truly branded as a mega-minx she was best chums 
with Cat Cassidy and Melons and was decidedly minx-
friendly. The Wart used this as an excuse to routinely 
insist that she should be present to witness the 
numerous thrashings that she ordered on the pretext 
that she was monitoring Patsy’s performance and 
discouraging her from the temptation to cut her 
chums some slack by pulling the strokes.  

 
As a fully paid up member of the group of 

inmates that Ms Lawton had branded the ‘Dirty 
Dozen’ and had nominated as hostiles to be treated 
with zero tolerance Rosemary Booker’s bumbags had 
a large target painted on each cheek. She regularly 
found herself touching her toes in front of the 
fireplace in the library so that Patsy could beat her as 
a result of bogus charges dreamed up by the Wart. 

At the time Rosemary enjoyed a much-envied 
reputation for her apparent insouciance to the effects 
of having rattan canes rebounding from her bumbags. 
So when she tottered out from the library, huffing 
and puffing and ruefully declaring Patsy to be the 
hottest whopper to emerge from the Elite for several 
years, her words sent chills up the spines of the other 
members of the Red House. 

 
Patsy was one of the most beloved members 

of the community and nobody blamed her for 
establishing a new record for delivering ‘House 
Beatings’. Throughout the year of Operation Scorched 
Arse Rosemary Booker was beaten half a dozen times 
on routine house business. Midway through the 
Summer she was found guilty of bringing the Red 
House into disrepute and subjected to a humiliating 
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full-collar walkthrough followed by a twelve stroke 
running bender delivered before the assembled 
house. 

 
Rosemary Booker was a gentle soul and 

considered to be the Earth Mother of the Woody 
community. She certainly did not bear Patsy any 
malice for the scorching’s that she had received. 
Nonetheless, when she found herself in the position 
of having Patsy head down, arse up across her lap 
she had experienced a serious rush of adrenalin. The 
long-handled, oval-headed, wood-backed hairbrush 
was soon rebounding off Patsy’s tautened bumbags 
with considerably more gusto than was normally 
expected at the Saturday night feasts. 

 
Patsy was a sport about it of course; even 

graciously hugging Rosemary after the spanking was 
done. What nobody other than Rosemary heard was 
Patsy’s whispered prediction. “Don’t worry sis,” she 
had leaned down and whispered in Rosemary’s ear, 
“what goes around comes around.” 
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Nailed on Saturday Night 

 
  
By any standards Patsy Butcher was a 

magnificent creature. Seated up on the tall spanking 
stool she looked like an Amazonian high priestess. 
She stood six feet tall in her high heels and wore her 
dreadlocks in beaded braids that reached down past 
her waist. Her crisp white blouse looked as if it had 
been sprayed directly onto her body and the material 
clung to the contours of her voluptuous upper torso. 

Her left arm was curled around Rosemary’s 
waist, pulling her tightly into the crease of her lap. In 
her left hand she was wielding the exact same 
hairbrush that Rosemary had used to such great 
effect seven days earlier. 

 
Rosemary Booker was bent like a bow over 

Patsy’s lap, her arms and legs dangling on either side 
unable to reach the floor. The curvaceous rump that 
had once earned her the title of ‘Rear of the Year’ 
presented an enticing target. Rosemary’s best chum, 
Debs Morton, had dubbed Rosemary’s exquisite 
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backside to be the eighth wonder of the world. Patsy 
slapped the hairbrush down with an explosive crack. 

 
“Holy smoking bumbags,” several of the guests 

exclaimed. 
It was extremely evident that Rosemary was 

not having a good time of it. Her legs were kicking 
and her fists pounding the air as the brush landed on 
alternate cheeks with extreme prejudice. 

Patsy’s beautiful face was fixed in an 
expression of rapt concentration. The muscles in her 
arms visibly rippled beneath the sleeves of her blouse 
as her arm pumped up and down. The sound of wood 
colliding with navy blue gossamer filled the hall. 

The guests around the table watched with 
wide-eyed awe. Payback is notoriously a bitch and 
Rosemary was clearly getting paid back in spades. 

 
Patsy raised her right hand to shoulder height 

and brought the brush up for the twelfth and final 
time. Rosemary’s body convulsed at the moment of 
impact. It was a consummate end to a consummate 
spanking. Very slowly the guests rose to their feet 
and burst into a round of spontaneous applause. 

 
Patsy helped Rosemary to dismount. Rosemary 

looked vaguely squiffy, her legs wobbled and her face 
was flushed. Even by Rosemary’s clobber-challenged 
standards she looked disheveled. Somewhere during 
the spanking she had lost a shoe and her hairband. 
Her tie was unfastened almost to her navel and one 
wing of her blouse collar was standing straight 
upwards. Patsy slid off the tall stool and put her arms 
on Rosemary’s shoulders to steady her. 



67 
 

 

“Take your time sis,” she said gently, “deep 
breath’s, you’ll be fine in a few seconds.” 

Rosemary glared at Patsy but didn’t speak. She 
was to busy concentrating on regaining her sea legs. 
She shuffled across the stage and picked up her 
blazer and without even a glance in Patsy’s direction 
she trudged off the stage. 

 
Deborah put Rosemary over her knee in the 

bathroom. She rolled down her best chums bumbags 
and patted the scalding flesh with a wet flannel. 
Rosemary grunted as the icy water contacted her 
swollen flesh. She took a long drag on her fag and 
blew smoke out of her nostrils. 

“I can’t believe that you gave her a fucking 
standing ovation,” Rosemary grumbled. “That was not 
terribly sporting. I mean I know that she kind of owed 
me one but that was a bit too full-on for my liking. 
That be-yotch might even spank harder than you or 
Victoria.” 

“She certainly laid it on thick,” said Deborah 
sympathetically. “I didn’t think she had it in her. I 
guess still waters run deep or something like that.” 

The door to the bathroom opened and Patsy 
came inside brandishing a tray of champagne glasses.  

“A peace offering,” she said somewhat 
sheepishly, “I think we’re kind of even now.”  

Despite being spread out across Deborah’s lap 
Rosemary accepted a flute of icy bubbles and glugged 
it down thirstily. She thrust her hand out for a refill 
and instructed Patsy to find her an ashtray. 

In some strata’s of society conducting 
conversations, drinking champagne and sucking down 
fags while bent over your chums knee with your 
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bumbags around your ankles maybe considered to be 
a tad queer. However, at Woodys it was perfectly 
normal and when several of the guests came into the 
bathroom they barely raised an eyebrow other than 
to stop and comment on the remarkable hue of 
Rosemary’s swollen flesh. 

 
Once Debs had finished tending to Rosemary’s 

rear end she hurried excitedly back into the main hall. 
Even though she had not been selected to participate 
in the after dinner hi-jinx, for Debs Morton the night 
was still young. 
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Spanking Roulette 

 
 
“No! No! No!” Debs squealed, “I was only 

joking! A triple dangling? That’s crazy talk!” 
As was customary following the Saturday night 

feasts, Deborah had repaired to the library with her 
good chums Spanky Botts, Christy Cranfield and Lady 
Derby Huntington to indulge in some recreational 
spanking.  

Earlier in the day Spanky had been telling Debs 
about a recent charitable event that she had hosted 
at Café Woodys where the members had engaged in 
a game of spanking roulette. The rules had been 
simple enough, every number of the wheel had been 
assigned a specific punishment and any guest who 
wished to participate merely span the wheel and let 
Madame Fortune dictate which of the upstairs 
discipline salons that they would visit. 

Debs had studied the list of punishments. “You 
should have assigned a triple dangling to number 
thirty-six,” she had chuckled. 
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Spanky had brought her roulette wheel to the 
library. Spanky, Christy and Lady Derby had taken it 
in turns to spin the wheel to discover how Deborah 
would punish them.  

Spanky took a trip across Deborah’s knee for a 
twelve-stroke spanking with the lethal leather ping-
pong paddle. Christy Cranfield spent some quality 
time bent over the back of a sofa while Debs gave her 
a flurry of nine whacks with the reform school strap, 
and Derby went head down, arse up for a larruping 
with the two-tailed tawse. 

Generally the Saturday evening revelries ended 
with Debs being escorted back to the Elite landing 
where she would change into her red and black 
striped jimjams and bend over the end of her bed. 
Christy Cranfield would then proceed to give Deborah 
six on the silks with a rattan cane to conclude the 
night’s festivities. However, Debs decided that on this 
particular evening she would take her chances with 
the wheel of fortune. 

The silver ball clattered around until finally 
finding a secure spot in the number thirty-six slot. 
Spanky handed Deborah the appropriate punishment 
card. Debs eyes nearly popped out of her head.  

 
Deborah unfastened the five buttons down the 

front of her black blazer and hung it up. She 
unfastened the cuffs of her red shirt and loosened her 
collar and tie. She watched Christy hop up onto the 
spanking stool and went and stood beside her. With 
considerable trepidation Debs tip-toed up and leaned 
forward, slithering her chest across Christy’s lap and 
waited to be hoisted over and up. The height of the 
spanking stool made being maneuvered into the time-



71 
 

 

honored position an inelegant and ungainly process 
but with Christy’s assistance Deborah’s feet soon left 
the floor and she hung upside down across her chums 
lap in the rather disquieting pose known to the 
Woody Wags as being dangled.  

Once she was over and up Deborah couldn’t 
reach the floor on either side. She knew from 
experience that once they got going and she was 
wriggling and jiggling she would be completely reliant 
on Christy to keep a tight hold on her and stopping 
her from taking a tumble. She pursed her lips and 
stared down at the wooden floor while Christy slowly 
folded back the hem of her pleated black skirt. She 
felt her chum’s fingers in the elastic waistband of her 
bumbags and her bottom being bared. 

She ran her tongue along her lips. Deborah 
could sense Spanky and Derby somewhere in the 
shadows but they were out of her line of vision. She 
pursed and unpursed her lips. Her mind was racing. 
She had been in this position more times than she 
cared to remember. Finally over and up with her 
bottom bared and nothing left to think about than the 
impending pain that was about to ignite in her rear 
end. She knew the script, Christy would leave her in 
this somewhat ignominious state for at least sixty 
seconds before she would begin to spank. Deborah 
stared into the flickering fire burning in the hearth. 
Sixty seconds could seem like an inordinately long 
time when bent like a bow with arms and legs 
dangling and your bare butt on display. 

Finally she felt the once familiar wooden 
hairbrush being circled over her right buttock.  

“I have to be certifiably barking,” she told 
herself. She could hardly believe that having just 
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witnessed the after-effects of Rosemary’s recent 
encounter with a wood-backed hairbrush that she had 
conceded to the dictates of the many gods and 
goddesses of hazard and allowed herself to be 
subjected to a dreaded triple dangling. She closed her 
eyes and prayed to Buddha. 

 
Deborah blinked as the oval headed, wood-

backed hairbrush collided with the naked flesh of her 
right buttock with a resounding crack. In fairness to 
Christy she was not putting her arm into it with quite 
the vigor that she might have demonstrated during a 
punishment dangling or even with the ruthlessness 
that Patsy had shown not just an hour earlier. 
Nonetheless, even with an abbreviated backswing an 
unyielding hairbrush slapping down on naked flesh 
was extremely effective. 

By the time they were twelve spanks in Debs 
was beginning to perspire profusely and her backside 
was already a bright scarlet. 
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Spanked Until She Squeaked 

 
 
Due to the extended number of spanks that 

were scheduled Christy was smacking Deborah’s arse 
at a relatively brisk pace of six spanks a minute. After 
the second dozen spanks Debs was beginning to 
wriggle and squirm quite gymnastically and was 
emitting low heart-felt groans as each spank landed. 

After twenty-four spanks had ricocheted off 
Deborah’s naked nates they took a short breather. 
Christy pulled Deborah in tightly and gently pushed 
her red shirt a little further up her back. 

Deborah stared down at the floor. Her backside 
was burning ferociously. She knew that in a short 
while, when they were finished and her mind stopped 
processing the sensation as pain the effects of the 
spanking would be truly delicious, but the prospect of 
another twelve spanks was almost too ghastly to 
contemplate. 

She ran her fingers through her hair, and then 
rubbed her eyes with clenched fists. She felt the 
brush circling her right cheek again and she slumped 
forward, her head down and her arms outstretched. 
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She sensed Christy pulling her arm back and priming 
herself. Deborah braced herself. 

 
 “No! No! No!” squealed Debs as she kicked 

her legs in agitation. “That smarts too much!” 
Christy Cranfield put her left arm around 

Deborah’s waist and tucked her tightly in to the 
crease of her lap. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” said Christy. “Just 
six more and we’re done.” She rubbed the face of the 
oval headed, wood backed hairbrush over the scarlet 
swollen flesh and then pulled her arm back and 
brought it down swiping. 

Debs jerked and gyrated, kicked her legs and 
punched the air with her fists as the brush slapped 
down. 

“Holy Moley,” she howled. Her backside was 
burning so furiously she didn’t know whether to laugh 
or cry. 

 
“Oh! Oh! Oh!” gasped Debs. She was jogging 

on the spot, rubbing the seat of her bumbags 
furiously. “Holy shit Christy you spanked me until I 
fucking squeaked.” 

Lady Derby hurried over and offered Debs a 
glass of icy bubbles. “That was awesome Ma’am,” 
gushed Derby. “You looked fantastic!” 

Deborah gaped at her grubby. She slowed 
down and stopped jogging; just raising each leg in 
turn and bending them back at the knee. She quit 
rubbing with her right hand and reached over for a 
flute of bubbles. 

“I looked fantastic?” she asked slowly. 
Derby nodded earnestly. “You were awe-

inspiring, Ma’am.” Debs just shook her head in 
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bewilderment. She had long harbored a suspicion that 
if the aristocrat was not serving time at the Woody 
Back to School Unit that she might well be cooling her 
heels in a loony bin. 

Deborah gulped down the glass of champagne 
and scrounged a fag from her grubby. She took a 
deep drag and blew smoke out of her nostrils. 

“Awwwww man!” she groaned, “That was not 
fucking funny. Not fucking funny in the least bit.” 

Christy reached over and hugged her. “I tried 
to keep the temperature down a bit but once that 
brush had made you good and red then it was all 
bound to go downhill in a heartbeat.” 

“I’m telling you I was very close to being good, 
red and howling,” said Debs emphatically. “One more 
spank and I think I would have brought the house 
down.” She reached back and rubbed again. “Jeez my 
bum is so swollen I can feel the seams of my 
bumbags straining.” 

Lady Derby poured Debs another glass of 
bubbles. “Would you like me to cut along and turn 
your bed down, Ma’am?” she asked. “Perhaps I 
should knock on Miss Booker’s door and get some of 
that new peppermint balm she’s been working on. It 
kind of tingles when it’s being applied but it really 
cools you down.” 

Deborah smiled. “Thanks Derby that won’t be 
necessary. I’m sure Rosie is on-line showing off her 
well-spanked bum to the Silver Fox. I’ll be okay. I’ll 
cool down naturally. It’s more fun that way. Now why 
don’t we all turn in? I, for one, am completely cream 
crackered.” 
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Debs stared at her bottom in the bathroom 
mirror; it was the color of a Caribbean sunset; with 
some slight purple bruising that was inevitable from 
an extended session with a hard unyielding hairbrush. 
She ran her fingers lightly across the swelling, 
although the flesh was sore and tender she no longer 
registered it as pain. The memory of hanging upside 
down, helpless and defenseless across Christy’s lap 
played over and over in her head in a perpetual loop. 
She pulled up her jimjams and padded back into her 
small living room. She picked up the glass of bubbles 
that she had brought from the library and was about 
to go to the bedroom when there was a tap on the 
door. It was Christy. 

“Derby’s gone down to the dorm and Spanky’s 
popped over to see Cat Cassidy so I thought I would 
stop by and check-up on you,” she told Debs. 

Deborah smiled. “Oh wow,” she laughed, “That 
gives me such a feeling of déjà vu. Remember back 
at Queensgate how you’d damn near beat me out of 
my bumbags and then sneak up to my study to 
comfort me?” 

Christy Cranfield popped a bottle of bubbly she 
had secured from the Bounder on her way up to the 
landing and poured herself a glass. 

“Yes I remember,” she told Debs. “Those were 
definitely strange days, being forced to heat you up 
and then desperately trying to cool you down.” 

Deborah raised her glass and toasted her 
chum. “I’ve learned a lot from you Miss Christy 
Cranfield.” 
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Booted Out of Brekker 

 
 
“Miss Morton, I’m terribly sorry to bother you 

at this early hour,” said the Duty Grubby, “but Heidi 
Alexander was booted out of brekker. She’s is outside 
the library waiting to be beaten.” 

Debs sighed. She had been thoroughly 
enjoying a Sunday morning lie-in and reveling in 
some post hot arse euphoria when Lady Derby had 
come into the bedroom and informed her that the 
Duty Grubby was waiting in the living room. 

“What does my schedule look like?” Debs 
asked Derby.  

“Well apart from routine duties you’re pretty 
open until your luncheon appointment. I’ve already 
made arrangements with Miss Summers for her to 
stand in for you as Red-shirt this afternoon and 
evening,” Derby responded. 

Debs turned to the Duty Grubby. “Please be so 
kind and inform Miss Alexander that she can leave the 
landing for the time being. Tell her to report back 
immediately after morning assembly and I’ll deal with 
her then.” 



Big Gals Don’t Cry 

 

Debs padded into the bathroom and rolled 
down the trews of her red and black striped silk 
jimjams. She let out a whistle. Overnight several 
areas of her bum had turned various shades of black 
and blue. Debs was generally blessed with a quite 
remarkable recovery rate but it was quite difficult to 
recover from the effects of thirty-six spanks with an 
unyielding wood backed hairbrush. She remembered 
that after the infamous episode when Lady Victoria 
had given her the first ever triple dangling in front of 
the assembled Elite, that she had been bruised for 
days after. Nonetheless when she pressed her fingers 
against the marked areas it was not particularly 
painful or sensitive. She rolled up her jimjam trews 
and went back into the living room to pour another 
cup of java. 

 
“You were booted out of brekker? That’s got to 

be a first,” laughed Debs. “How in the name of 
Dickens did you manage that?” 

“Well I kind tripped the Lash up and her cereal 
went up in the air,” shrugged Heidi. “I didn’t notice 
that Missy Goldbhum was right behind me. She didn’t 
have any choice other than to red card me. Shall I 
bend over and touch them?” 

Deborah sighed. Missy was a trusted member 
of her Elite and not given to issuing gratuitous red 
cards and if she judged that Heidi deserved a 
swishing Deborah was not inclined to investigate the 
incident any further. She nodded. 

“Yes Miss Alexander, I think you should 
remove your blazer and bend over and touch them.” 

 



79 
 

 

Without another word the two young women 
went about their preparations for the beating. Debs 
unfastened the five buttons down the front of her 
black blazer, shrugged it off and hung it on the coat 
stand. Heidi slipped off her red and black striped 
blazer and hung it next to Deborah’s jacket. Heidi 
waited while Debs rolled back her cuffs and loosened 
her tie. When Debs reached over and retrieved her 
cane Heidi turned around to face the fireplace and 
bent forward at the waist. 

 
Deborah turned back the hem of Heidi’s skirt 

and moved the tails of her white blouse out of the 
way. Heidi Alexander was a tall and rangy individual 
and did not have much in the way of a bum. When 
Ms Lawton had pronounced woman as being born 
broad of beam and perfectly designed for six of the 
best she had not been talking about Miss Alexander. 
Nonetheless, despite the lack of excess flesh on her 
butt Dens knew that Heidi Alexander could take a 
licking with the best of them. 

Although Heidi strongly denied that she 
enjoyed being punished she was highly competitive 
on the whops circuit and had been engaged in a 
fierce whop-off with her best chum Linda Ash that 
dated back to their schooldays.  

Deborah greatly admired the blue-eyed blond. 
She had been required to cane Heidi on several 
occasions. Heidi always bent over and touched them 
without question or complaint, took her licking with 
barely a wriggle or a squirm, put on her blazer, 
generally complimented and thanked Debs for her 
good work, and then went about her business. Very 
low maintenance. 
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Debs tapped the cane down three times and 
then brought her arm back and sliced the whippy 
stick across Heidi’s tautened bumbags. Heidi’s 
buttocks twitched and her shoulders tensed 
momentarily but she maintained position perfectly. 

 
As usual Deborah beat Heidi with precision 

accuracy and control. She delivered the strokes at 
twenty second intervals landing them perfectly in the 
safety of the sweet spot. She shifted position slightly 
before delivering the closer and then landed a 
perfectly weighted stroke that cut diagonally across 
the existing stripes to form a five-bar gate. 

 
“Awesome Ma’am. I didn’t think it was possible 

but you just seem to get hotter every time you beat 
me,” said Heidi as they closed the door of the library 
and stepped out onto the landing. “I’ll be feeling 
those for a good few hours I’ll be bound. The closer 
was a killer, definitely ten out of ten for finishing.”  

Debs slipped her arm into Heidi’s, “I’m so 
sorry, sweetie, I know it must hurt terribly so why 
don’t we cut along to my study and see if I can’t cool 
you down a little.”  
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The Finishing Touches 

 
 
Deborah hung upside down over Ms Lawton’s 

lap, panting, while the former Grand Dame rolled her 
bumbags back into place and turned down her skirt. 

 
Ms Lawton had generously invited Debs to 

lunch with her at Monets to celebrate the 
confirmation Deborah had received that on the day of 
her release she would receive an advance royalty 
cheque for a hundred thousand squids against 
potential sales of her magnum opus, ‘Waiting to be 
caned, a history of Woodys’. 

Debs had been given dispensation by ‘Team 
Morton’ to share a delightful bottle of Dom Perignon 
2000 to wash down the plump Arcachon oysters that 
the proprietor, Oliver, had flown in from Bordeaux 
each day. 

Ms Lawton reached over and patted Debs on 
the hand, “It will be a huge seller,” Ms Lawton told 
her. 

“I can’t imagine that anybody is likely to be 
much interested in parting with their hard earned 
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squids if I get my arse spanked on the first day of 
Wimbledon,” said Debs dubiously.  

“Deborah, you are not going to get your arse 
spanked at Wimbledon,” Ms Lawton said sternly. “I 
talked with Jane Lummell the other day, she says that 
she has never seen you fitter or hitting the ball so 
well. Considering that a few years ago you were one 
of the best players in the world that’s quite a 
compliment.” 

“It wasn’t a few years ago it was seven years 
ago,” interjected Debs. 

“Deborah if you continue to be petulant you 
will not have to wait until Wimbledon to have your 
bottom spanked,” laughed Susan Lawton. “I could 
take care of that just as soon as we get back to the 
facility.” 

Debs thought for a moment and then she 
grinned. “Is that a promise?” she asked. 

 
Despite her elegant and refined appearance 

Susan Lawton was extremely fit and very strong. At 
school she had been an athletic cove, playing on the 
hockey and lacrosse teams at county level. During her 
years in Military Intelligence she had always passed 
her physicals with flying colors and even when she 
had retired from active duty to administrate the 
Woody Back to School Unit she had kept in shape. 

Her hands rebounded off Deborah’s flaming 
buttocks with extreme prejudice. Deborah writhed 
and kicked and wriggled. Her head shook from side to 
side in agitation. She had hardly caught her breath 
from the first blitz attack before Susan Lawton had 
launched a second prolonged assault on her poor 
beleaguered bum.  
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“Now Deborah, let’s get you back in to position 
properly so that we can finish you off,” said Ms 
Lawton authoritatively.  

“But I am finished Ma’am, honest I am,” wailed 
Debs plaintively and tried to push herself up from Ms 
Lawton’s knees but the former Grand Dame had a 
strong grip around her waist and pulled her tightly 
back into the crease of her lap. 

“Nonsense Deborah, now let’s have your arms 
and legs stretched out properly and your head well 
down,” snorted Ms Lawton, “and then I can proceed.” 

Deborah grunted unenthusiastically. Her 
bottom was already blazing and the idea of being 
‘finished off’ was extremely unappealing. Very slowly 
she stretched her legs back until they were straight 
out and only the tips of her shoes were touching the 
floor. She stretched out her arms and lowered her 
head between the crisply starched sleeves of her 
white blouse. She stared bleakly down at the polished 
wood floor of Ms Lawton’s apartment and waited for 
her to apply the finishing touches to her handiwork. 

 
For Deborah these last few moments were the 

very essence of being spanked. They were through 
with the heart of the spanking and the heat of the 
battle was over. The kicking and squirming and 
writhing were done with. As Deborah felt herself 
being pulled tightly into the crease of Ms Lawton’s lap 
she knew that she was absolutely and thoroughly 
subjugated and that she was defenseless to resist. All 
that remained was for Ms Lawton to finish her off. 

 
In contrast to the recent blitz attack the last 

twelve spanks were delivered very slowly and with 
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great deliberation. Susan spanked alternate buttocks, 
making sure that every centimeter of Deborah’s red 
and swollen rear end was revisited one last time. 
Debs shoulders jerked and her toes tapped on the 
floor upon the arrival of each spank. 
 

Ms Lawton straightened Deborah’s tie and then 
helped her on with her blazer.  

“So how was it?” she asked. 
“Golly Ma’am it was just like old times,” 

Deborah grinned ruefully. “I’ll never forget the first 
time you put me over your knee and how you 
elevated my concept of being spanked to a whole 
new level.” 

“That was a long time ago,” responded Ms 
Lawton. 

“Yes Ma’am, but I still remember it as if it was 
yesterday,” chuckled Debs. 
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A Lesson in Spanking 

 
 
“Yes Morton, how can I help you?” Ms Lawton 

had asked when Deborah had tapped on the door of 
her office. 

Deborah was twenty-one at the time and had 
only been an inmate of the Unit for a little over two 
months. It was most unusual for Little Brats to pay 
visits to the Grand Dame’s study, especially during 
lecture hours. 

“Ms Reed sent me up for another dusting,” 
Deborah responded. 

Ms Lawton raised an enquiring eyebrow. 
“Another dusting?” she asked. 

Deborah’s face reddened slightly. “Yes ma’am, 
Ms Reed already dusted me once but it wasn’t terribly 
successful,” she explained. 

“In what way was it not successful?” asked the 
Grand Dame. 

“Well it didn’t actually hurt very much and I 
told her so,” said Debs, “which in hindsight was 
probably not such a good idea.” 
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Ms Lawton frowned. Generally the Dames took 
care of their own dustings and even in extreme cases 
they would normally dispatch a Little Brat up to the 
library for an extended spanking from the Senior Brat 
Draper. In the four years that the unit had been open 
not a single Brat had been sent up to the Grand 
Dame’s office in the need of a dusting.   

She pulled out her smart-phone and called Ms 
Reed. They conferred for several minutes and then 
Ms Lawton snapped her phone closed. 

 
Deborah had been caught unawares. When Ms 

Lawton slowly span her chair around back to face her 
the Grand Dame appeared quite benign and mellow, 
then in an instant she had leaned forward across her 
desk and fixed Debs with a gimlet gaze. Susan 
Lawton then proceeded to dispense an extremely 
unsavory ration of tongue pie. Deborah was 
absolutely gob-smacked. Over the years, during her 
rather delinquent career, she had received more than 
her fair share of scoldings but she had never heard 
eloquence and verbosity on quite this scale. The 
Grand Dame barely raised her voice but by the time 
she was finished Deborah felt as if she had been 
mauled by a mountain lion. It had been thoroughly 
disagreeable. 

 
Deborah had felt almost relieved when it finally 

came time to stretch her body out into a full drape 
across the Grand Dames lap and to escape from any 
further lambasting. However her relief was short lived 
and came to an abrupt halt when she felt Ms Lawton’s 
fingers in the elastic waistband of her bumbags and 
them being unceremoniously yanked downwards. 
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“Hey,” she squealed and desperately tried to 
reach back to retrieve them.  

Since arriving had the unit Deborah had been 
required to participate in several training spankings, 
her buns had already been warmed half a dozen 
times in the lecture rooms, and on two occasions she  
had been sent up to the library for extended thirty-six 
spank dustings from Katie Beck. During all these 
previous spankings she had at least been extended 
the dignity of her bumbags remaining firmly in-situ. 
Ms Lawton slapped Deborah’s hand out of the way 
and tucked her tightly into the crease of her lap. 

 
They did not start immediately and Deborah 

hung upside down with her bottom bared feeling 
helpless and vulnerable as she waited to be spanked. 
As usual Ms Lawton started slowly and rhythmically 
working Debs right buttock and then her left, 
reddening her up from the tops of her thighs to the 
crown of her upturned arse. Six, twelve, eighteen, 
twenty-four good crisp spanks, and then it began. It 
was like nothing Deborah had ever experienced 
before. A thirty-six spank blitz attack. Spanks raining 
down from all directions, completely bewildering her. 
Deborah stamped her feet, kicked her legs, she shook 
her head wildly and pummeled the air with her fists. 

Then it was over. Thirty-six spanks delivered in 
the space of barely a minute. Deborah’s backside was 
the color of a Caribbean sunset. She was panting at 
the shock of it all. 

“Now Miss Morton let’s get you back into 
position so we can finish you off,” said Ms Lawton in 
her quiet voice. 
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Deborah felt tears welling up in her eyes. She 
didn’t want to be finished off, as far as she was 
concerned she was already more than adequately 
finished. She tried to say something but all that came 
out of her mouth was a gurgle. She buried her face in 
her hands and prayed to any deities, wizards or 
thaumaturgists that might be listening. 

 
Deborah’s face was flushed and her mouth 

hung a little open as she watched Ms Lawton calmly 
adding the spanking to her Punishment Record Book. 
Deborah was absolutely exhausted but the Grand 
Dame now seemed perfectly calm and did not appear 
the least bit troubled by her recent exertions.  

“I hope that was a lesson for you Miss 
Morton,” said Ms Lawton as she handed back the prb. 
“Now cut along sharpish and I hope I don’t see you 
here again any time soon. If I do I can assure you 
that I shall certainly feel obliged to give you 
something to really think about.” 
 

Deborah had tottered out of the study, 
wriggling and squirming. She could not believe that a 
hand spanking could hurt so much. Certainly her 
earlier dustings had been quite uncomfortable, and 
there was no question that Katie could spank up a 
storm, but nothing matched up to being spanked on 
the bare bottom for the very first time. 

Over the subsequent years Deborah would 
take numerous further trips over Ms Lawton’s lap but 
nothing would ever truly compare to the devastation 
she had experienced when she had learned her very 
first lesson in the fine art of spanking.  
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Irrevocably Entwined 

 
 
Jojo lay head down, arse up across the Grand 

Masters knees while he warmed her naked nates with 
a two-tailed leather tawse. It was the type of long 
leisurely spanking that Mr Humphries considered 
appropriate on a Sunday afternoon that followed an 
enjoyable morning walk across the Downs and a long, 
leisurely lunch at a local inn.  

 
During the walk and lunch Jojo had been 

particularly animated and excited. She had spent the 
previous afternoon ensconced in the offices of the 
architects that they had contracted to design the new 
house that they would live in once that they were 
married. 

Jojo had selected a two-acre plot in the 
grounds of the facility to build the house. The 
spacious property would feature a three-hundred-
and-sixty degree balcony which would offer them an 
uninterrupted view across the Downs to the south 
and to the north they would look out at the façade of 
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the impressive building that Gertrude Lawrence and 
her sister Emily had selected to house the original 
Woody School that had opened its doors in 1851. 

The Lawrence Sisters father had been a 
wealthy merchant banker and he had arranged 
financing for Gertie’s venture. She had secured a 
lease on the 115-acre estate that had been the home 
of a disgraced financier who had specialized in 
sponsoring pirate ships that were dispatched to 
pillage in the Caribbean and the Orient before he was 
dispatched to spend his remaining days languishing in 
chokey.  

The main house with its four wings, bell tower, 
sweeping colonnaded entry stairways, cloisters and 
quadrangle was considered to be one of the most 
exquisite architectural designs of its era. 

Over the next century and a half the Woody 
School would constantly upgrade the walled 
compound, adding stables, tennis courts, hockey 
pitches, and several ornamental gardens and 
orchards. 

The school was considered one of the most 
prestigious in the nation with a stupendous reputation 
for academics, sports and the arts. It also had a 
reputation for its austere disciplinary regime. Some of 
the most influential females of their generations 
recalled in their memoirs that they had regularly had 
their buns burned while they spent time at the school. 

Despite it’s harsh disciplinary regime the school 
was a resounding success and generation after 
generation of pupils would enroll their daughters in 
their alma mater to become Woody Gals. 
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However, the sheer size and magnificence of 
the main building and the opulence of the 
surrounding gardens meant annual tuition fees were 
amongst the highest in the country and it was a 
tribute to the perseverance and tenacity of the many 
Grand Dames that would follow Gertrude that the 
school remained open for over a hundred and fifty 
years. Eventually it was not just the cost of 
maintenance that would cause Woodys to finally close 
its doors, but the abolition of corporal punishment 
that would bring it to its knees. 

The compound had remained unoccupied for 
several years until Major Susan Lawton was offered 
the position of Grand Dame of the first facility to 
house Extreme Ladettes. Ms Lawton made it a 
condition precedent of her appointment that the 
government secured the property of her alma mater. 

 
The majority of polls commissioned by the new 

government had indicated that the Great Unwashed 
continued to favor maintaining an institution where 
the more excitable elements of the Ladette movement 
could be sent for some much needed time out and a 
good dose of Woody discipline. 

Therefore, regardless of the findings of the 
government investigation into the nefarious affairs of 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe and the corruption 
surrounding the Back to School Unit program the 
Prime Minister had announced that the Woody unit 
would continue to be operated as a correctional 
facility, albeit on a scaled back model. 

The clandestine body known as the System 
that had been formed by the previous administration 
had already been dismantled and the Dark Agents 
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had been taken to silos in Croatia and the Ukraine for 
decommissioning. In the future Ladettes would be 
tried in the conventional courts that would have the 
power to sentence them to up to thirty-nine weeks of 
detention and discipline at the Woody facility.  

Mr Humphries had agreed to renew his 
contract as Grand Master at the unit. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy and Miss Spanky Botts were 

also in negotiations with the government to sub-lease 
the facility and turn it into the Woody Resort where 
Woodettes could sign-up to come and chill-out with 
their chums and have their bums regularly warmed.  

Jojo had already signed a lucrative contract to 
stay on at the facility as a Resident Minx. She and 
Nixdown would also lease office space sited on the 
compound where they would reopen their multi-
media studio that had been closed down due to their 
inconvenient incarcerations. 

Regardless of the findings of the government 
review boards Jojo knew that her destiny would 
remain irrevocably entwined with the Woody facility 
and she set about designing her new residence with 
typical enthusiasm. 

 
Jojo wriggled and squirmed in her fiancés lap 

as her backside warmed up deliciously. 
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A Rescue Plan 

 
 
Nixdown climbed up onto Penny Ann’s lap, 

threw her arms around her and smothered her with 
kisses. Nicola Jane had a spent a glorious afternoon 
taking a number of trips across the laps of Pen and 
Miss Suzy Scott for a variety of spankings. 

The three chums had started the afternoon 
with a leisurely ride, stopping at various discrete 
copses where Nixdown would have the seat of her 
skin-tight jodhpurs warmed with the shaft of a riding 
crop. Nixdown could think of no better way to enjoy a 
Sunday afternoon. 

 
“Oh shit,” said Suzy Scott. She had just been 

preparing to leave Nix and Pen to their own private 
devices when her smartphone had buzzed. On the 
other end was former Police Sergeant Ellen Millar who 
acted as Head of Security at the facility. “Let me put 
you on the speaker,” Suzy told Ellen. 

Ellen Millar quickly explained the situation. “Oh 
shit,” chorused Nixdown and Penelope Ann. 
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Bernadette Summers stared down at the 
notification that had appeared on the screen of her 
smart-phone. She groaned.  

The Bounder had spent the afternoon standing 
in for Debs as Red-shirt while Deborah was lunching 
and otherwise engaged with Ms Lawton. It had been 
an uneventful afternoon and Sunday evenings were 
traditionally quiet around the campus with most 
inmates either watching the goggle box in the 
common rooms or putting finishing touches to their 
assignments in preparation for the week of lectures 
ahead of them. Bernadette had been hoping to 
perform callover and then return to her study to kick-
back and watch a movie until it was time to hand the 
facility over into the care of the Dorm Raider. 

She speed-dialed Suzy Scott. 
“We have a situation,” said Suzy. “Heidi 

Alexander just called in. She missed the six o’clock 
bus and then couldn’t find a taxi. She’s still ten 
minutes out and is going to miss curfew. She knows 
that she’s due for a whopping but she was pretty 
shaken up when I told her that Patty is standing in for 
Ms Reed as Duty Mistress. I don’t know whether you 
saw the note saying Ms Reed is feeling unwell and 
indisposed for the rest of the day.” 

“Oh shit,” muttered the Bounder. 
“I expect that you know that Deborah already 

whopped Heidi today after she was booted out of 
brekker, so she’s probably still sizzling,” said Suzy. 

“Yeah, I was upstairs in Debs study when she 
was trying to cool Heidi down,” confirmed Bernadette. 
“Poor H’s arse was pretty fucking raw.” 

“If Patty has been banging down the gin and 
tonic’s all afternoon gawd know what shape she’ll be 
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in. I really wouldn’t fancy being in Heidi’s bumbags,” 
continued Suzy, “so I was wondering if there wasn’t 
any way that we couldn’t cut her some slack.” 

“What are you thinking?” asked the Bounder. 
“Ellen could log her back onto campus at five 

thirty or something and I can let her in through the 
gate in the orchard,” said Suzy. “Of course she’ll miss 
callover but we can mark her as being upstairs 
waiting to be caned and I guess after callover is 
finished you can go to the library and beat her.” 

The Bounder wrinkled her brow. “We would 
need some dodgy paperwork,” she pointed out, 
“which means that we will have to involve someone 
else.” 

“I know,” agreed Suzy. “I have Nixdown with 
me. She has already filled out an application for Heidi 
to be beaten on the grounds of unruly behavior and 
disobedience.” 

“Alright,” sighed the Bounder, “but you know 
that if Patty ever gets a sniff of this she’ll string us all 
up by our bumbags.” 

“Don’t worry about Patty,” said Suzy. “She’ll 
get a report from Ellen in a few minutes that the 
facility is under lockdown and everybody is present 
and correct. Even Patty is not going to spend hours 
snooping back through the afternoon tapes to match 
them against the town passes.” 

“I fucking hope not,” growled the Bounder, “I 
have no desire to have Patty Hodge cutting my 
bumbags to tatters with one of her wye-tipped canes, 
thank you very much.” 

“You are a diamond, sis,” said Suzy 
appreciatively. 
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“Well just don’t be spreading that around,” 
chuckled the Bounder. “I have a reputation to 
maintain.” 

 
“You don’t have to do this for me Ma’am,” said 

Heidi earnestly. “We can just fess up and let Patty get 
her jollies thrashing the piss out of me. It’ll be ugly 
but I’ll live. I just don’t want to drag all of you into my 
mess.” 

Bernadette scowled. “Alexander, I told you to 
remove your blazer and bend over. If you do not do 
as instructed I shall be forced to take you upstairs to 
the Grand Master’s office and file an application to 
have you publicly flogged for gross disobedience.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Heidi and reached up and 
unfastened the top button of her red and black-
striped blazer. 
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Uncharted Territory  

 
 
Bernadette loosened her black tie and rolled 

back the cuffs of her red blouse. Unhurriedly she 
retrieved the ashplant from the side table and walked 
over towards the fireplace. 

For the second time that day Heidi Alexander’s 
long rangy body was bent in half as she reached 
down to touch her toes. 

Bernadette Summers set her feet at a slight 
angle and kept her shoulders in a straight line. She 
pulled her arm back and unleashed a hot one.  

 
Despite her preferred occupations of smoking, 

drinking and gambling Bernadette Summers was a 
naturally athletic cove with effortless eye-ball 
coordination. These attributes contributed to her all-
round excellence with a cane. Her naturally fluid 
swing and her precision at making contact with the 
target area had earned her an enviable reputation as 
a disciplinarian. Although Heidi had dodged the bullet 
of suffering a visit to Patty Hodge’s chambers and all 
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the drama and odium that would surround a savage 
beating Heidi Alexander was definitely feeling the 
consequences of her tardy timekeeping. The Bounder 
may have cut her some slack but she certainly wasn’t 
letting her off Scot-free. 

 
Heidi Alexander was beginning to perspire 

slightly. They were three strokes into her second 
caning of the day and she was about to enter 
personally uncharted territory.  

Heidi had started her sentence sporting one of 
the most well-seasoned and whop-hardened rear 
ends in national history. At boarding school she had 
spent seven years engaged in an epic whop-off 
against her best chum Linda Ash that had resulted in 
Heidi earning herself a place amongst the top ten 
most caned gals since records had started to be 
maintained by the Ministry of Education way back in 
the eighteen-fifties. Nonetheless the maximum 
number of strokes that the school had allowed was 
the conventional six and it as not until earlier in the 
year when she received her first public flogging at the 
Woody unit that she experienced nine strokes. Heidi 
Alexander had been extremely impressed by the 
exponential effects of the three additional swipes. 

Heidi gritted her teeth and steadied her 
nerves. She heard the ominous whistle of the 
ashplant cutting through the air and then another 
excruciating stripe of heat laid siege to her nerve 
endings. 

 
Bernadette took a tight grip on the cane and 

concentrated. It still occasionally astonished the 
Bounder to find herself operating at the business end 
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of the cane. The self-styled Bad Gal loved to boast 
that during her illustrious career she had been caned 
in Cairo, slippered in Singapore and whacked in 
Washington. She had proudly framed a letter from an 
exasperated Grand Dame written to her father, the 
notorious fraudster, Joe Summers. The Grand Dame 
had described his daughter as discourteous, 
disreputable, slovenly, slothful, and a thorough 
disgrace to the school uniform. The letter went on to 
inform her father that Bernadette had been expelled 
following the discovery of a stash of Poitín that she 
had somehow managed to secure from a male 
admirer from Donegal. Bernadette had been caned in 
front of the school before she was escorted to the 
gates and turfed out on her sore and swollen arse. 

Bernadette had been genuinely astonished 
when Debs Morton had approached her and asked 
her to consider accepting the role of Deputy Red-
shirt. At first she had thought that it was a wind up 
and had seriously considered poking Deborah in the 
eye with a sharpened fingernail. However, the Woody 
illuminati including Jojo, Cat Cassidy and Lady Victoria 
Brompton had persuaded Bernadette that Deborah 
was deadly serious. Twenty-four hours later 
Bernadette Summers had found herself bending over 
a beam in the gymnasium and being ‘Beaten into the 
Elite’. 

Bernadette cocked her arm and let loose with a 
juicy closer. 

Heidi’s body tautened with shock. Somehow 
she bravely managed to keep her fingers glued to her 
toes, but her breath was coming in large pants. 

Bernadette pursed her lips sympathetically. 
“You are free to rise in your own time,” she said in a 
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low voice and turned away and placed the ashplant 
on a side table.  

 
Heidi Alexander walked very slowly, with a 

stiff-legged gait as she went to the coat stand to 
retrieve her blazer. She felt certain that smoke was 
billowing out in her wake from beneath the pleated 
skirt of her gymslip. 

She pulled on her jacket and fastened the top 
button before reaching into her breast pocket and 
pulling out her Punishment Record Book. She handed 
it to Bernadette. 

“Jeez Ma’am,” she hissed, “We all know that 
when we bend over in front of Miss Morton she’s 
going to damn near beat us out of our bumbags 
without even trying, but Ma’am you are not far behind 
her in the whops department. That was beyond hot, 
that was damn near sizzling.”  
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Debs Morton Kind of Nuts 

 
 
“Holy Moley! No! No! No!” squealed Debs as 

she jumped up and down frantically rubbing the seat 
of her red and black striped pajamas. “I’m fucking 
sizzling,” she wailed. “My jimjams are on fire!” 

Christy Cranfield put the cane down on the 
coffee table and went over and retrieved the bottle of 
bubbly she had brought up to Debs study. She poured 
two glasses and took a sip from one and settled the 
other on a side counter. 

“I’ll leave this over here for you,” she smiled. 
“You can drink it when you have finished making a 
fool of yourself dancing around like a refugee from 
the home for the bewildered.” 

“Sheesh Christy, I must be going nuts,” panted 
Debs. “This weekend has just been too intense. My 
arse is grass. I can’t imagine what will happen if I 
lose control tomorrow during lectures and the 
Imposter comes out to play.” 

“Going nuts Debs? I’ve known you for fifteen 
years and I’ve always thought that you were nuts, 
just not nuts like everybody else,” laughed Christy. 
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Debs slowed her jumping up and down to a 
slow jerking of her knees but it was several seconds 
before she could bring herself to pry her hands from 
her red-hot rear end. 

“Just my luck,” she muttered, “I’m not even 
classified as normal nuts.” 

“You are beautiful nuts, sister,” said Christy 
reaching out to hug her old chum. “You are just 
indefinably Debs Morton kind of nuts.” 

 
After leaving Ms Lawton’s apartment Debs had 

returned to her study on the Elite landing. As usual 
Lady Derby Huntington and Detective Inspector Kate 
Faulkner were bustling about the joint dusting and 
straightening. Very politely Deborah requested them 
to cut along so that she could have some personal 
time. 

Once Derby and Kate finally left Debs locked 
the door behind them and went and stood in the 
corner of the living room facing the wall with her 
hands on her head and her neck craned slightly 
forward so that the tip of her nose was touching the 
paintwork for therapeutic purposes. 

Following the spanking session Deborah had 
spent a convivial afternoon in Ms Lawton’s private 
quarters gabbing about whops. They had shared a 
second bottle of bubbles while they chatted. Debs 
was not a big imbiber and as she stared at the 
painted wall of her study it occurred to her that she 
was marginally squiffy. 

She closed her eyes and relived the previous 
nights triple dangling and the long, hot and sweaty 
trip she had recently taken across Ms Lawton’s knees 
in her head. The memory was scintillating and she felt 
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a jag of adrenalin that was almost overwhelming. 
Finally she lowered her arms and reached into her 
blazer pocket. She pulled out her smart-phone and 
called Christy Cranfield. 

 
Debs fastened the buttons up the front of the 

jacket of her red and black striped silk pajamas with 
trembling fingers. She stared at herself in the 
bathroom mirror. She took a deep breath, plucked up 
her courage and padded barefoot back into the 
bedroom. 

Christy Cranfield was waiting in the bedroom. 
She was dressed in an ankle length red and black 
striped Posh coat over a short navy blue pleated skirt, 
white blouse and neatly knotted striped tie. She was 
wearing high heels and black leather gloves. She had 
pulled her waist length hair back into a long braid. 
She had a lethal looking cane flexed between her 
hands.  

“You know the form Morton,” she said in a 
crisp voice, “fetch a pillow and bend over the end of 
the bed. I intend to beat you soundly.” 

Deborah felt a shiver up her spine. With the 
possible exception of Ms Lawton Deborah had never 
encountered another woman who so perfectly 
personified the role of martinet and disciplinarian as 
Christy Cranfield. Even in a recreational theater she 
was the embodiment of power and authority. 
Wordlessly Deborah picked up the pillow and did as 
she was instructed. 

 
Deborah felt the familiar butterflies in her 

tummy and ran the tip of her tongue across her dry 
lips. She could hear Christy behind her, making her 
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preparations. Debs knew that Christy would be 
hanging her long coat on the hook on the back of the 
door, loosening her collar and tie and turning back 
the cuffs of her crisp white blouse. She heard the 
click of heels on the floor and suspected Christy was 
recovering the cane and would soon be ready to 
begin. Deborah closed her eyes and tried to prepare 
herself mentally. Debs had convinced herself that her 
backside was adequately recovered from her earlier 
spanking and the previous nights dangling but she 
was also aware that the remaining residual effects 
were bound to accentuate the sear of the cane. It 
made her feel nervous in a most exquisite manner. 

She felt the cane gently tapping down once, 
twice and then thrice. Debs Morton clenched her 
teeth and squeezed her eyes tightly shut. 
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Christy Cranfield Kind of Nuts 

 
 
Initially, when Deborah had called her Christy 

Cranfield had been somewhat reticent about cutting 
along sharpish to give her chum a recreational six on 
the silks. Nonetheless she soon recognized from the 
earnest, breathless tone in Deborah’s voice that her 
chum was deep in the heart of an adrenalin high that 
desperately needed fueling. Christy had found herself 
in that same situation many times before in her own 
life so she went over and extracted her Posh coat 
from the bedroom closet. 

 
Christy had unfastened the buttons at the cuffs 

of her crisply starched white blouse leaving them 
hanging loose over the wrists of her black leather 
gloves. She flexed the cane between her hands then 
swished it idly through the air, acclimatizing herself to 
its heft, weight and flexibility. The rod was a recent 
gift from a purveyor based in New Hampshire. It had 
a 32-inch long shaft seated into a nylon handle 
covered in red and black leather that matched the 
stripes of Deborah’s silk jimjams.     
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Christy planted her feet and brought her arm 
back slightly. She whipped the cane through the air 
finishing with a perfectly timed flick of the wrist and 
slashed the long stick down across the defenseless 
rotundities.  

Deborah’s shoulders convulsed and her 
buttocks twitched. One leg crooked back at the knee 
and then stamped down on the floor in agitation. 

Christy waited thirty seconds before bringing 
her arm back and whipping the cane down for a 
second time. 

 
Debs clenched her fists tightly as the pain 

coursed through her. She slowly opened her eyes and 
stared towards the headboard of her bed, her arms 
were stretched out ahead of her, her fists unclenched 
and splayed with fingers out-stretched. It was 
amazing that being struck on the bottom with a cane 
could make her fingers feel like they were on fire. She 
shook her head and felt giddy. She wondered 
whether she was slowly slipping into a permanent 
state of delirium. 

 
Christy Cranfield was perfectly comfortable at 

either end of a cane and dispassionately slashed the 
cane up and down. After every impact Debs wriggled 
and squirmed on the bed, her breath coming in long 
strangled pants, but miraculously after twenty-five 
seconds had elapsed she somehow collected herself 
and became still. Christy rather fancied that Debs 
even pushed her buttocks a little higher to offer her 
the best target. 
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The room was eerily silent as the protagonists 
made their own mental preparations for the beating 
to reach its crescendo. 

 
Deborah squeezed her eyes tightly shut as the 

effects of the fifth stroke jingled and jangled around 
her central nervous system. She counted backwards. 
‘Five, Four, Three, Two, One!’ and then she boldly 
thrust her buttocks upwards.  

 
Christy tightened her grip on the cane and took 

a deep breath. ‘Five, Four, Three, Two, One!’ she 
counted and then cocked her arm back and let loose. 

 
Deborah managed to push herself up from the 

bed and grab at her buttocks in one fluid movement. 
“Holy Moley! No! No! No!” she squealed as she 

jumped up and down frantically rubbing the seat of 
her red and black striped pajamas. “I’m fucking 
sizzling,” she wailed. “My jimjams are on fire!” 

 
Christy sipped her champagne and watched 

Debs hopping about the room and rubbing her 
scalded bum. In a formal theater Deborah’s overt 
display of distress would have been unthinkable and 
the cause of considerable derision amongst her peers, 
but in the recreational arena hopping and rubbing 
was considered perfectly acceptable behavior. 

 
“Nuts, nuts, I’m fucking nuts,” Deborah 

muttered over and over as she sipped her 
champagne. She shuffled over to her desk and began 
to rummage around in a drawer looking for a stray 



Big Gals Don’t Cry 

 

fag. “That cane is a killer,” she grumbled, “where the 
fuck did you get it?” 

“New Hampshire,” drawled Christy. 
“New Hampshire? Who the fuck imports canes 

from New Hampshire?” asked Debs somewhat 
grumpily. “Isn’t there laws against that kind of thing?” 

“It was a gift,” smiled Christy. “They want to 
get on the approved suppliers list for the Woody Café. 
Is it really that good?” 

Debs nodded. “It really is that good!” she said 
emphatically. 

Christy smiled and put her glass down on the 
mantelpiece. She shrugged off her Posh coat, 
loosened her long braid and shook out her mane of 
hair. 

“Then I guess you won’t mind giving me six 
before bed so I can send the supplier a testimonial,” 
she said coolly and then turned around and bent 
down and touched her toes. 
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Big Gals Don’t Cry  

 
 
“No! No! No!” groaned Lisa Sutton as she 

pushed her chair back and rose to her feet. She 
reached up to unfasten the top button of her red and 
black striped blazer and felt quite bilious. 

Within fifteen minutes of arriving at the first 
lecture of the week the hapless Minxster had 
managed to accumulate an official verbal warning and 
a yellow card from Miss Pauline Gascoigne. Then, 
barely twenty minutes into the proceedings Pauline 
had snatched up her cane and pointed it at Lisa. 

“Remove your blazer and bend over your desk, 
Miss Sutton,” Pauline had snapped. “I will tolerate 
most things in my lecture rooms but I cannot allow 
serial potty-mouthing to go unpunished. I’m sorry to 
have to inform you but I intend to absolutely cream 
you.” 

The blood had immediately drained from Lisa 
Sutton’s cheeks. 

 
Lisa Sutton had learned the fine art of potty-

mouthing from her father, the flamboyant 
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international playboy, Johnny Sutton. At eighteen 
Johnny had inherited a pharmaceutical empire that he 
had immediately dismantled and sold off for billions. 
He would never work a day in his life. He gained a 
reputation as a Romeo and married one of the great 
beauties of the day. They welcomed the birth of Lisa 
but shortly afterwards it occurred to Johnny that his 
new wife was certifiably barking. He arranged for 
their mansion to be fully staffed with the necessary 
nurses and attendants and took to the high seas on 
the world’s fourth largest yacht.  

Lisa was mainly brought up by a series of au-
pairs and nanny’s, but her father doted on her and 
liked to fly her to the yacht where she would be 
allowed to sit up late and listen to the bawdy yarns of 
Johnny’s sea-faring mates. Effing and blinding 
became second nature to Lisa. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne shrugged off her double-

breasted jacket and hung it up on a coat-stand in the 
corner of the lecture room. She rolled back the cuffs 
of her silk blouse and picked the cane up from the 
front desk. She looked over towards Lisa. 

Lisa had taken off her blazer and hung it 
across the back of her chair. She was leaning slightly 
forward across her desk balancing her weight on the 
palms of her hands. She was still semi-upright and 
was watching Pauline as she made her preparations. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne was fond of Lisa and had 

nothing in principle against potty-mouthing in the 
appropriate social theaters. Nonetheless, the rules, 
regulations and protocols regarding decorum in the 
lecture rooms were well-specified. Pauline had shown 
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considerable tolerance in giving Lisa the initial 
preliminary cautions. Unfortunately when Lisa had 
recklessly refused to observe the warning signs 
Pauline was left with no other choice but to absolutely 
cream her. 

 
Lisa was up on the balls of her feet, heels off 

the floor, reaching over the desk and gripping the 
legs as far down as she could reach. Pauline had 
turned her pleated skirt back in neat folds and moved 
the tails of her blouse out of the target area. Her 
tautened navy blue gossamer bumbags were straining 
at the seams. Lisa Sutton was perfectly teed up and 
ready to be absolutely creamed. 

 
All along the corridor lectures stuttered to a 

halt as the first explosive crack of the cane 
rebounding off the Minxster’s bumbags echoed 
through the hallway.   

Lisa’s backside wriggled and jiggled as she 
struggled to absorb the effects. She stamped her foot 
on the ground as the first wave of pain jangled 
around the furthest extremities of her central nervous 
system. She let out a low whistle. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne stepped back and waited. 

Even after a career of almost twenty years of bottom-
beating she was still always relieved when the first 
stroke went off cleanly. She felt comfortable that she 
was in her familiar rhythm and that all Miss Sutton 
was about to experience was a few minutes of 
extreme discomfort. 

She waited thirty seconds and then stepped in 
and sliced the cane down sharply. Lisa’s body arched 
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and her legs crooked. Pauline Gascoigne knew that 
she had just served another straight ace. 

 
Unlike some of her contemporaries Lisa Sutton 

had not yet achieved a state of spiritual resignation to 
having her poor beleaguered bum being beaten with 
whippy rattan canes. Nonetheless despite the 
excruciating pain associated with being absolutely 
creamed by one of the World’s most respected and 
consummate disciplinarians she was determined not 
to make a muff of herself. 

“Big Gals Don’t Cry,” she muttered 
despondently as a third stripe sliced across her navy 
blues, “Big Gals Don’t Cry!” 

 
Lisa tottered to the front of the room; her 

pretty face was contorted into a ghastly grimace as 
she handed her punishment record book over so that 
the creaming could be post-processed. She watched 
gloomily as Pauline neatly entered forty-nine into the 
first column. With over a month still remaining before 
the unit broke up for furlough Lisa acknowledged that 
she was edging inexorably closer towards the second 
ceremonial Bull Flogging of her career.  
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Probably Prudent 

 
 
Within thirty minutes of Lisa Sutton bending 

over a desk in the lecture room to receive her forty-
ninth punishment of the year Michelle Morgan rapped 
her knuckles on the door of Katie Beck’s office. 

“I’m here to be inspected,” she informed the 
unit’s matron. 

 
“Are you fucking barking?” squealed Lisa. “First 

and foremost Bounder I can assure you that I am in 
no hurry to be publicly flogged. In fact I am going to 
do my utmost to avoid ever being caned again, and 
secondly I am not exactly enthusiastic about being 
hung from the rafters by my bumbags when our 
punters begin to suspect that we’ve rigged the book 
or fixed the odds.” 

Bernadette hooded her eyes and snorted. 
“Why don’t you remember what Lady Vix always 
says? A public flogging is still only fucking whops, just 
whops in front of a few more people,” she growled. 
“Why don’t you just take one for the team?” 
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Lisa rolled her eyes and left Bernadette 
muttering darkly into her gin. 

 
“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!” gasped Michelle 

Morgan. “That tawse is sharp!” 
Michelle lay across Lady Derby Huntington’s lap 

having her swollen nates soothed with a mystical 
balm kindly provided by Rosemary Booker. 

“Wow, a chance for a public flogging,” 
enthused Lady Derby. “How cool is that? I am totally 
jealous!” 

Michelle rolled her eyes. She had known Her 
Ladyship for almost a year now and sat front row and 
center amongst the group that considered the 
aristocrat to be stark raving bonkers. Nonetheless, 
she loved Derby like a sister and was grateful to her 
for tending to the raw red weals that had resulted 
from her trip across the Grand Masters knee for a 
good old-fashioned lashing with a two-tailed leather 
tawse. She kept her opinions to herself. 

 
All the gab and goss in the recreation area and 

the common rooms revolved around the 
unprecedented situation of having two gals 
simultaneously teetering precariously on the precipice 
of receiving a ceremonial Bull Flogging.  

Despite her momentary snit at Lisa the 
Bounder had quickly recovered and was soon rubbing 
her bumbags with glee. The inmates were laying 
siege to her study offering creative wagers on the 
outcome of the future of Lisa and Michelle’s bumbags. 
It occurred to the Bounder that far from being in 
danger of losing her blouse, her blazer and her 
bumbags she would most likely make out like a 
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bandit. This was exactly the type of outcome that put 
a broad grin on the mush of Miss Bernadette 
Summers, bookie extraordinaire. 

 
“How does it feel to be a folk-hero?” Jojo 

asked her grubby. 
Michelle blushed slightly. “It’s crazy. Have you 

seen the spread of bets Bernadette is offering? By all 
accounts the next time a cane touches either me or 
Lisa’s bottom somebody’s going to become a 
squillionaire!” 

Jojo giggled. “I’m surprised that the Bounder 
hasn’t approached you and offered to cut you in for a 
slice of the action if you were to choose to help her 
out a little.” 

Michelle grinned. “Well, she kinda sounded me 
out but I told her no deal. It’s too risky. I’m quite 
certain that the gals would string me up by my 
bumbags if they thought I was involved in some 
dodgy endeavor with the Bounder.” 

“Probably prudent,” nodded Jojo sagely. 
 
Prudent had never been one of Deborah 

Morton’s long suits. She groaned despondently as she 
leaned forward and bent over the piano stool at the 
front of the music room. 

 
“I understand that you rather fancy six Miss 

Morton,” Tatyana Kerimov had said quite calmly as 
she poked Deborah in the chest with her tall wooden 
staff. 

Deborah tried to respond that she very much 
did not fancy six but Tatyana had moved the tip of 
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the staff upwards and was tapping her under the chin 
making it difficult to do much more that gurgle. 

Deborah peered imploringly into the hood of 
Tatyana’s cloak. After her hectic weekend of 
recreational spanking she most certainly did not fancy 
bending over a piano stool so that she could be 
beaten with a violin bow. However, she sensed that 
fluttering her eyelashes would probably be of no 
avail. When the Maestra lowered the staff and turned 
and limped back towards the front of the room Debs 
dismally rose to her feet and began to unfasten the 
buttons down the front of her black blazer. 

 
 



30 

 
A Run of Rum Fortune 

 
 
Deborah stretched out and lowered her head 

between her arms; her hair cascading down and 
sweeping the floor. She felt her black pleated skirt 
being turned back and tried to gather herself and 
settle in.  

When she had bent over the end of the bed 
the previous evening and waited to be caned by 
Christy Debs had been overwhelmed by a sense of 
nervous trepidation that had bordered on the 
exquisite. Bent like a bow over the piano stool she 
was feeling a similar sense of nervous trepidation but 
the sensation was not in the least bit exquisite; in fact 
she felt quite bilious. 

 
Debs knew the form; she would be left bent 

and prone for a full sixty seconds before her thrashing 
began. Ample time to rue and regret yet another 
moment of foolishness that had left her in the 
unfortunate position of finding herself with her arse 
higher than her head. 
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When she had awoken in the morning she had 
steadfastly vowed to herself that no matter how 
strong the urge she would resist the tempting 
overtures of the Imposter and control her acute 
predisposition towards reckless acts of compulsive 
impulsive behavior.  

Throughout the morning she had been a 
paragon of virtue, politely putting her hand up during 
lectures and waiting to be addressed before demurely 
offering her comments or observations into the 
proceedings. 

She had lunched with Nixdown and had 
regaled her chum with tales of her weekend 
adventures. “It was really, really intense,” she told 
Nicola Jane, “so I positively must give my arse a rest 
for a few days. I’ll just have to keep my head down 
and my bumbags out of the firing line.” 

“Probably prudent,” agreed Nix. 
 
Maestra Kerimov showed Deborah a yellow 

card. “Have you anything else to add Miss Morton?” 
she asked. 

In an ill-conceived display of imprudent and 
petulant defiance Deborah screwed up her nose and 
stuck out her tongue. Moments later she was 
stretched out head down, arse up across a piano stool 
with her straining bumbags on display. 

 
Deborah hung upside down across the piano 

stool that had been placed on the slightly raised dais 
at the front of the room. Her sense of apprehension 
and tension mounted as the seconds slowly ticked 
away. She was acutely aware that her weekend 
activities had left her bum in a rather unsuitable 



119 
 

 

condition for absorbing the quality of swishing that 
she strongly suspected she was about to receive. 

Since arriving at the unit to take up the role of 
Dame in Charge of Musical Studies Tatyana Kerimov 
had earned herself a reputation as a no-nonsense 
straight-shooter. She used corporal punishment 
sparingly but when she did feel inclined to snatch up 
her violin bow she had proven herself more than 
capable of whopping up a storm. 

Unfortunately for Deborah her long run of rum 
fortune in the music room had continued under the 
Tatyana regime and this was the third time that the 
former KGB operative had felt compelled to instruct 
the Red-shirt to stretch out across the stool. Even 
thinking about the two previous encounters sent a 
shiver up Deborah’s spine and brought her out in a 
cold sweat. 

Deborah felt like a timebomb as the seconds 
ticked away. Without needing the benefit of a 
timepiece Debs instinctively knew that they were 
approaching the final ten-seconds of the waiting 
period. She sensed Tatyana shifting position. She 
shuddered inwardly. It was as if Maestro Kerimov had 
leaned over and put a match to the fuse. 

Debs felt the muscles inside her bumbags 
twitching as she sensed Tatyana’s arm pulling back. 
She squeezed her eyes tight and pursed her lips in 
trepidation and then heard the ominous whistle of the 
bow slicing through the air. 

 
Deborah’s shoulders jerked. Her face contorted 

into a silent howl. Her eyes burned between her 
closed lids. The pace and quality of the opening salvo 
did not bode well for her immediate future. She 
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gritted her teeth and dug into her reserve. She knew 
that she was in a very tight spot, but she’d been in 
tight spots before. “It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” 
she repeated over and over in her head and then 
another landmine detonated inside her bumbags. 

 
Rosemary, Jojo and Nixdown exchanged 

sympathetic glances. Deborah’s run of rum fortune in 
the music room was clearly continuing. The sound of 
the violin bow rebounding off their chum’s bumbags 
resounded around the room. 

 
Deborah jerked and wriggled and squirmed. 

She was reeling and rocking, kicking and punching as 
every strike landed perfectly across the sweet spot of 
her upturned arse. It was teeth-chattering, nerve-
jangling, eye-watering stuff. The type of beating that 
legends are made of. It took all Deborah’s years of 
experience and personal grit to keep from throwing 
her head back and howling. 

 
“That probably wasn’t very prudent.” Nixdown 

observed as she put Debs over her knee and tended 
to the throbbing stripes on her squirming buttocks. 

“Smart arse,” muttered Deborah darkly. 
“Smarting arse,” giggled Nix and ran the tip of 

a balm-covered finger along the stripes. 
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Concrete Bumbags 

 
 
“Seven long years!” thundered Christopher 

Brooks from the podium of the Houses of Parliament. 
“That is how long my eldest daughter spent 
incarcerated in the notorious Woody Back to School 
Unit at the behest of a conniving, manipulative and 
most importantly unelected billionairess. Today a 
committee led by Major Susan Lawton of Military 
Intelligence is prepared to provide this House 
unequivocal evidence that Melissa Forsham-Smythe 
and her Dark Agents of the System received millions 
of squids from the governments of my predecessors’ 
to divert attention from their fiscal malpractices by 
imprisoning over two hundred young women on the 
remarkable charge of Extreme Ladetting.” 

  
All around the unit the Woody Gals whooped 

and clapped and stamped their feet as the Prime 
Minister demanded that an all-party committee 
immediately review the evidence prepared by Ms 
Lawton and urged a complete overhaul of the 
Ladetting laws. 
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“I am not advocating the total dissolution of 
these facilities. Nobody will deny that many of these 
young women deserved a brief time-out from their 
rather reckless life-styles. It is no secret that my wife 
and I are pro-spanking advocates and we both 
believe that there is no problem that can’t be solved 
by a sore bottom. Therefore, in the event that the 
committee agrees with Major Lawton’s 
recommendations the Woody Back to School Unit will 
continue to operate albeit that the sentences of the 
inmates will be significantly reduced.” 

 
“Will he win?” asked Jojo. 
“Nothing is certain, but I think so,” said the 

Grand Master. “The case against Melissa is irrefutable. 
Apparently Armanisuit doesn’t feel that he is cut out 
for striped pyjamas and is singing like a canary.” 

“What will happen to her?” asked Jojo.  
“It will certainly be complicated and very 

unseemly. She will argue that she was a government 
employee and was merely operating upon their 
instructions,” chuckled Mr Humphries. “However, I 
very much doubt that there will be many cabinet 
ministers lining up to fall on their swords to protect 
her. If I was a betting man I’d say that she will go 
down like a pair of concrete bumbags.” 

“Well that’s something I suppose,” said Jojo, 
“but until Prime Minister Brooks can force all this 
through I suppose it’s just business as usual around 
here?” 

“Unfortunately we’ve no choice. If I instruct 
the Brass to put their foot on the brakes anarchy will 
prevail and mischief and mayhem will abound,” 
chuckled the Grand Master, “and we can’t have that.”  
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