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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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Debs and Katie 

 
 
Deborah Morton sat down on one of the stone 

benches in the cloisters and lit a very crumpled fag 
that she had kept secreted in her blazer pocket for 
exactly this kind of situation. Debs was in no 
particular hurry to cut along to the Grand Masters 
office for the sole purpose of bending over the back 
of a chair for twelve strokes of the cane. 

She took a deep drag on the cigarette. Debs 
wasn’t really a smoker but it gave her the opportunity 
to gather her thoughts. As usual she was slightly 
bewildered by her own ridiculous behavior.  

With just five minutes of a mathematics lecture 
remaining Deborah had interrupted the proceedings 
by cracking wise. Ms Reed had shown Debs a yellow 
card and curtly warned her, “Another peep out of 
you, Morton and I’m sending you up. Do you 
understand me?” 

It would have been a simple matter for 
Deborah to nod her head and meekly reply, “Yes 
Ma’am,” and then quietly sit out the remaining few 
minutes of the lecture. Instead, inexplicably, Debs 
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Morton responded by rolling her eyes theatrically and 
drawling, “Yeah, rock on Ma’am, whatever,” in a most 
supercilious manner. 

Reed the Weeds eyes popped out on stalks. 
Veins on her forehead began to throb and it looked 
like she might possibly be suffering an aneurysm. Her 
face turned crimson. The Weed reached into the 
pocket of her jacket and extracted a red card. “Very 
well Morton, step up, step up this instant and inform 
the Grand Master that I want you thrashed. Soundly 
thrashed for gross insolence,” she screeched at the 
top of her lungs. 

 
Deborah took a long drag on the fag and blew 

smoke out through her nostrils. She ground the 
barely smoked cigarette out with the heel of her 
highly polished shoe. It was sheer lunacy. There had 
been absolutely no benefit to be gained from her 
ridiculous response to Ms Reed, it had been neither 
satisfying nor amusing and now she was up to her 
bumbags in the serious business of whops. It was all 
most disconcerting. 

 
Debs rolled her bumbags down to the tops of 

her thighs, hiked up her pleated black skirt then slid 
her upper torso across the varnished desk in the 
anteroom to Katie Becks office. She stretched out her 
arms until they dangled over the far side. She rested 
her chin on the tabletop and stared bleakly out of the 
window while she waited to be inspected. 

 
Katie Beck stared down at Deborah’s tight 

muscular buttocks. For once Deborah’s rear end 
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showed no telltale signs of recent activity involving 
canes, straps or slippers. 

“Straighten your clothing and step next door,” 
Katie instructed. “I hope he thrashes you so hard you 
won’t be able to sit down for a week,” she added 
nastily. She couldn’t help herself. Katie hated Deborah 
Morton with a passion. For seven long years Debs had 
treated her with nothing but disrespect and contempt. 

Katie could still remember their first encounter. 
Deborah had publicly rubbished a member of the 
Elite, who had responded by arranging for Debs to 
receive a thirty-six-spank dusting from the Senior Brat 
Draper. 

When Katie Beck had been appointed Red-shirt 
she had somehow convinced Ms Lawton to allow her 
to take on the additional responsibility of acting as 
the Senior Brat Draper. It was a role that she 
particularly relished.  

Katie had been over-joyed when she learned 
that she was going to get the opportunity to dust the 
bumbags of the newly incarcerated celebrity tennis 
player. However her celebration was short-lived. 

Katie had given it her best shot but when they 
were done Debs had hopped up and given Katie a 
long contemptuous and half-amused glare before 
going about her business. Katie had never forgiven 
Deborah for ruining her day. 

Over the years Katie had been given plenty of 
opportunity to get even. Debs Morton was amongst 
the most clobber challenged gals in the community. 
She ranked number three for being slippered for 
Overall Clobber Abuse, and number one for her 
specialty of ‘Collar and Tie Abuse’. Katie Beck had 
spent many a morning with Deborah bent over her 
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knee while she kick-started her circulation and 
roasted her rump with her leather-soled slippers. 
However, no matter how hard she tried or how much 
she put her arm into her endeavors Deborah made it 
her business to lay passively still and show only the 
minimum indication of any discomfort she might be 
experiencing. It was all most vexing to a whop junkie 
like Katie Beck. 

Now that Deborah held the prestigious position 
of Red-shirt and her bumbags were off-limits to the 
unit’s Matron Katie had to satisfy herself with making 
snide comments when Deborah had the misfortune to 
be sent up to the Grand Master’s office to be 
punished. 

 
Deborah pushed herself up from the desk. She 

reached under her skirt, rolled up her navy blue 
gossamer bumbags and straightened the tails of her 
blouse. She smoothed down her skirt and turned and 
looked in a mirror. In contrast to the eminently 
scruffy figure she had cut throughout most of her 
sentence she looked extremely spiffy in her tailored 
black hacking jacket, with five antique buttons down 
the front. Beneath the jacket she sported a red silk 
shirt with black braiding around the collar, and a 
neatly knotted black tie. She wore her lightly waved 
fair hair loose and it fell slightly past her shoulders. 
She wore just the faintest touch of make-up.  

She turned away from the mirror and stopping 
only to give Katie Beck a condescending glance she 
strode out of the room. 

“Get Morton! Get Morton!” muttered Katie 
under her breath as she watched Deborah step out 
onto the landing.  
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Whops on the Horizon 

 
 
Mr Humphries listened patiently while Deborah 

recounted the events that had led up to her ejection 
from the lecture room. They both knew that there 
were whops on the horizon but it was part of the 
ritual to allow the accused the opportunity to offer 
some semblance of a defense no matter how spurious 
and unlikely their arguments. Besides, Deborah 
Morton was a notoriously eloquent advocate and the 
Grand Master was always entertained by her skill at 
introducing uncertainty into the most hopeless 
proceedings. 

 
Years earlier Deborah had been forced to hone 

her skills of advocacy in the headquarters of the 
prefectorial body known as ‘the Posh’ at the 
Queensgate Academy, the austerely strict boarding 
school she had attended. The Dames at the academy 
considered themselves far too refined to actually 
administer punishment so they merely informed 
miscreants that they were being ‘Put on the Menu’. 
Gals on the menu were required to report to the Posh 
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HQ that evening where they would be allowed to 
present a defense of their actions before the Posh 
Council. 

It was a complex and ritualistic process 
whereby gals who felt that they were bang to rights 
could enter into plea bargains and plead guilty to 
lesser charges that attracted punishments more 
appealing than being thrashed with the ceremonial 
popping stick. Even gals that were guaranteed to be 
‘popped’ could negotiate a lesser number of strokes if 
they pleaded guilty and apologized for their sins.  

Deborah Morton would establish a school 
record for being ‘Put on the Menu’. She appeared 
before the Posh Council over three hundred times and 
established not only the school record, but also the 
All-time national record for being caned. However, 
perhaps her most impressive record was the number 
of times she would successfully defend herself and be 
completely exonerated; leaving the HQ without even 
incurring the most minor of punishments.  

Deborah practiced a policy of pleading not 
guilty to all charges brought against her. She would 
defiantly try to establish enough reasonable doubt 
with regard to her intentions in the matter to sway 
the required majority of the Posh to vote in her favor.  

It was a risky game and Debs understood that 
whenever she was unsuccessful she had no leeway 
for negotiation and would often receive the harshest 
punishments available to the prefectorial council. 

At first she had reasoned that the difference 
between the number of strokes that she could save 
by plea-bargaining was not a significant factor and if 
the choice was four strokes, three strokes or no 
strokes she was going to shoot for the cool arse 
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option every-time. However there were a number 
occasions that she was forced to question the wisdom 
of her strategy. During several appearances in front 
of the Posh she had been offered the option of 
pleading guilty and receiving six pops. As usual she 
had defiantly rejected these offers and when her 
arguments for the defense fell on stony ground she 
was sentenced to the maximum punishment available 
to the prefectorial body. The lethal dose of nine 
strokes delivered across the seat of her bumbags.   

 
“So this is how it went down, Sir,” began 

Deborah Morton. She was standing to attention 
several feet in front of the Grand Master’s desk with 
her shoulders back and her arms by her sides.  

 
Mr Humphries calmly observed Deborah’s 

performance. It was quite impressive. She spoke 
eloquently, providing a reasonable level of detail, and 
arguing with an earnest confidence that belied the 
fact that she was speaking unadulterated claptrap. 
She never once criticized Ms Reed, merely arguing 
that the whole incident had been a matter of 
misunderstanding and misinterpretation. She 
maintained that her initial interjection into the 
proceedings had been a harmless joke and hardly 
worthy of a yellow card, and that her subsequent use 
of the terms ‘rock on’ and ‘whatever’ were acceptable 
contemporary expressions and should not even be 
construed as impertinence, let alone gross insolence.  

 
“So this is how it is going to go down, Miss 

Morton,” said the Grand Master. “You are going to 
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remove your blazer and bend over the back of the 
chair.” 

Deborah was vaguely tempted to chuckle. It 
had all been so terribly polite. The Grand Master had 
allowed her to prattle on without interruption, even 
giving the impression that he might even be giving 
her earnest argument some consideration. However, 
once she had finished he had calmly stood up and 
walked around his desk. He took off his suit jacket 
and hung it on a coat stand. He rolled back the cuffs 
of his white shirt and loosened his tie. Wordlessly he 
had crossed the room and approached the tallboy. 
Deborah had pursed her lips. This was always an 
unnerving moment. Unlike Ms Lawton who had 
strictly favored the cane Mr Humphries was an 
unpredictable cove and kept a wide assortment of 
menacing instruments in the cupboard. He opened 
the doors to the tallboy and Debs was treated to a 
display of numerous straps, tawses, paddles and 
dozens of canes all neatly hanging from hooks. She 
felt an apprehensive shiver up her spine as he 
reached into the cupboard and she waited to see 
which instrument would emerge. 

 
Debs audibly groaned as the Grand Master 

extracted a cane that she recognized as being one of 
the most formidable in his collection; thirty-six inches 
of lethal Indonesian kooboo loontie rattan that he 
only used on very special occasions. Deborah Morton 
was in no doubt that the next few minutes of her life 
were going to prove to be extremely hot and very 
sweaty. 
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A Very Sound Beating 

 
 
Deborah slowly unfastened the five buttons 

down the front of her tailored silk and cashmere 
blazer. She shrugged it off and hung it across the 
back of the chair. She looked apprehensively over her 
shoulder at the Grand Master. He was flexing the long 
slender rod between his hands. Deborah felt goose 
bumps covering her bare legs and tried to stop her 
knees from knocking.  

“You may loosen your collar and cuffs Miss 
Morton,” the Grand Master informed her. “This is the 
fortieth time you have been punished this year so I 
feel compelled to warn you that I intend to beat you 
very soundly.” 

“Yes Sir, understood Sir,” muttered Deborah 
gloomily as she reached up and unfastened the top 
button of her red silk shirt. 

 
Deborah hung upside down over the back of 

the chair. The initial formalities had been completed. 
Her black pleated skirt had been turned back and her 
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bumbags lowered. She knew that she would be left in 
this somewhat ignominious pose for sixty seconds to 
allow her sufficient time for rumination and personal 
reflection before the next phase of her punishment 
commenced. 

 
Debs stared down at the cushioned seat of the 

straight-backed chair. It was at moments like this that 
she felt uncertain and somewhat bewildered. In 
recent months she had experienced something of a 
revelation. She had acknowledged the existence of 
her inner spankette and become aware of a strong 
masochistic tendency. However, although she had 
reconciled herself with this curious epiphany and 
embarked upon a lifestyle of recreational spanking 
with characteristic zeal she had considerably more 
difficulty reconciling herself with the notion that she 
had spent the past decade and a half getting herself 
in trouble purely to satisfy some dark desire to be 
punished. Debs still preferred her long-held theory 
that she was possessed by an intemperate alter ego, 
that she had semi-affectionately dubbed ‘the 
Imposter’. 

Nonetheless, in her current unfortunate 
position such considerations were largely immaterial. 
Regardless of her motivations she once again found 
herself in the familiar position of being bent in half 
across the straight-backed chair in front of the 
fireplace in the Principal’s office, with her skirt neatly 
turned back and her bumbags lowered while she 
waited to be caned. 

 
“Holy Buddha,” muttered Debs as the shaft of 

the cane etched a line of fire across the sweet spot of 
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her upturned derriere. There was no mistaking the 
majestic quality of the stroke. It had damn near lifted 
her heels clear out of her shoes. She puffed out her 
cheeks and let her breath out in a long slow 
exhalation. It occurred to her that Mr Humphries fully 
intended to deliver on his promise when he had 
informed her that she was going to be beaten very 
soundly.  

 
Debs did not question that she deserved to be 

soundly beaten. She was acutely aware that her 
disciplinary record during her year as a member of 
the Elite could, at best, be termed as less than stellar 
and, at worst, as borderline abysmal.  

Deborah’s rank and seniority offered her 
immunity from the majority of the more mundane 
punishments that had historically contributed the 
highest proportion of her annual accumulation of 
whops.  

In her role as Red-shirt she was no longer 
faced with the day-to-day specter of being chucked 
out of the assembly hall for succumbing to her acute 
compulsive-impulsive behavior syndrome and 
performing some reckless and often mindless act of 
anti-social agitation.  

The attentions of her devoted personal grubby, 
Lady Derby Huntington, ensured that Debs would 
never again be put over Katie Beck’s knee to be 
slippered for her historic tendency towards chronic 
clobber abuse.  

As Head of the Elite and Captain of the Red 
House Deborah could no longer be sent up to the 
library to be caned as a result of her predilection for 
rubbishing the pre’s, or to be beaten on routine 
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matters of House Business. Nor did she live under the 
potential nightly threat of being forced to bend over 
the end of the bed in order that the Dorm Raider 
could give her a crisp six on the silks for engaging in 
reckless acts of goofing, gabbing, larking or pranking 
after the lockdown siren had sounded. 

Under the circumstances for Deborah to have 
accumulated forty punishments during her period of 
tenure in the Elite was a quite astonishing 
achievement. 

 
The Grand Master took his time before he 

pulled his arm back and delivered another line of fire 
across the Red-shirt’s rear end. He watched 
impassively as Deborah’s upper body muscles 
tightened and her head snapped back in agitation. 
Her buttocks wriggled and twitched and squirmed and 
she rocked up and down on the balls of her feet. He 
stepped back and bided his time before it was 
necessary to deliver the next lethal swipe. 

 
“Holy Buddha,” mumbled Debs. “It’s only 

whops, it’s only whops, it’s only fucking whops!” and 
then her teeth started to chatter and her nerve 
endings began to jangle as another line of fire 
scorched across her naked flesh. 
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Extremely Hot and Very Sweaty 

 
 
After a decade and a half at being on the 

wrong end of the corporal punishment chain Deborah 
Morton believed that she could take anything that 
they could throw at her and then some, but there was 
no question that the kooboo loontie rod was pushing 
her to the very limit of her endurance. 

Debs wriggled and squirmed, she grunted and 
groaned and shook her head from side to side, she 
stamped her feet on the floor and her left leg 
persistently crooked backwards at the knee but 
nonetheless somehow she bravely managed to put it 
up and kept it up. 

 
This was not Deborah’s first encounter with 

this extraordinarily lethal cane. A month earlier her 
naughty gene had been operating in overdrive and 
was in danger of spiraling out of control. During a 
particularly intense forty-eight hour period Deborah 
was shown an impressive eight yellow cards and on 
consecutive days she had compounded her ills by 
earning herself red cards and being ejected from the 
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lecture rooms and dispatched to pay visits to the 
Grand Master’s office for punishment. 

On the first of these appointments the Mr 
Humphries had escorted the Red-shirt down to the 
Brat Chamber, put her over his knee and given her 
bumbags a good dusting with a two-tailed leather 
tawse to the astonishment of twelve gaping Brats. 

The following afternoon, when she somewhat 
shame-facedly made a second visitation, the Grand 
Master had introduced Deborah to the newest 
addition to his impressive artillery. 

As was customary on such occasions the Grand 
Master generously shared the provenance of the new 
cane with Debs. Mr Humphries explained that he had 
been requested to participate in the prototype testing 
of the new product by a New York based purveyor of 
such items who had a reputation for bringing the 
latest improvements in cane technology to the 
market.  

Deborah was not exactly over-joyed at being 
selected to act as the guinea pig in this experiment, 
and any vague hint of academic interest she might 
have had evaporated the moment that he handed her 
the rod to experience its weight, heft and flexibility. 
She had swished the cane through the air and had 
visibly paled as she recognized its potent force. 

“Holy shit,” she had muttered. 
“Yes indeed Miss Morton,” the Grand Master 

had concurred, “now please remove your blazer and 
bend over the back of the chair.” 

 
Deborah Morton had been at the wrong end of 

canes for the past decade and a half and was 
considered to be quite an expert pundit on the 
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subject. When she described the superbly crafted rod 
on her respected blog as ‘absolutely the hottest new 
entry into the cane market for years’ the international 
Whops and Clobber community had sat up and taken 
notice.  

 
The kooboo loontie cane was getting Deborah’s 

fullest attention. They were eleven strokes in and 
preparing for the closer. Debs reached up and rubbed 
her eyes and nose on the sleeve of her red blouse. 
She ran her fingers through her hair and momentarily 
rocked up and down on the balls of her feet. Finally 
she settled her heels back on the floor, wriggled her 
hips a little and then reached down and gripped the 
crossbar of the chair with white-knuckle 
determination. 

 
The Grand Master flexed the cane between his 

hands while he waited for Deborah to settle in. A 
really good caning was a partnership and both parties 
needed to be fully prepared at every stage of the 
punishment. 

“Are you ready?” Mr Humphries asked when he 
assessed that Debs was settled in, ready and waiting. 

“Yes sir,” she grunted. 
The Grand Master settled his feet, tapped the 

cane down gently to get his measure and then 
brought it back before whipping it downwards. 

The fact that Deborah did not bring the house 
down with her howls was a tribute to her remarkable 
courage and her extraordinary pain threshold. The 
slender rod had dissected the neat tramlines that had 
been etched across the narrow area of her rear end 
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known to the Woody Wags as the sweet spot. It was 
a perfect closer. 

 
 Debs face contorted in anguish, she threw her 

head back, her eyes squeezed shut, and her mouth 
opened wide as she emitted a silent howl. Her head 
sank back between her arms and her left foot 
stamped on the floor. 

“No! No! No!” she panted. 
The Grand Master stepped back and placed the 

cane on his desk. They both knew the form. He would 
leave Deborah bent over the chair with her throbbing 
arse on display for sixty seconds before covering her 
stripes with her bumbags and giving her the release 
command. After that it was up to her how long she 
chose to remain bent in half while she gathered 
herself.  

 
Deborah pushed herself up from the chair and 

reached up under her skirt to straighten her bumbags 
and her blouse tails. She stood with her back to the 
Grand Master while she fastened the cuffs of her 
blouse and then reached up and buttoned her collar 
and covered the top button with the knot of her tie. 
Finally she retrieved the black blazer and shrugged it 
on. She methodically fastened the buttons before she 
turned around to face the Grand Master. She arched 
an eyebrow. 

“Was that really necessary?” she enquired. 
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Bare-Arsed Contemplation 

 
 
Deborah gingerly lowered her rear end onto 

the wooden seat of the tall spanking stool. She 
reached over and took Cassie Cassy by the wrist and 
gently tugged her forward until her upper torso was 
leaning across her lap. 

“Are you ready?” Debs asked. 
“Yes Ma’am,” said Cassie and they began the 

rather inelegant process of hoisting Cassie upwards 
until she was over, up and dangling. 

 
Deborah had tottered out of the Grand 

Master’s study with smoke billowing out from under 
her skirt. Debs backside was in urgent need of 
emergency remedial attention and she set off pronto-
pronto in search of Rosemary Booker and more 
importantly her best chum’s mystical cooling balms. 
Debs was hurrying across the quadrangle with her 
hands stuffed deep into her blazer pockets and her 
mouth set in a grim line when the Duty Grubby 
intercepted her and informed the Red-shirt that 
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Cassie Cassy was waiting outside the library and was 
due for a dangling. 

“Oh good grief,” was all Deborah could think of 
to say. 

 
It only took an instant for Cassie Cassy to size 

up the situation. No matter how seasoned and whop-
hardened the inmates became there was no real way 
to disguise the fact that they were fresh from a 
thrashing. As they walked through the outer library 
Deborah’s stiff-legged gait was a dead giveaway. 
Even if Debs somewhat inelegant carriage wasn’t 
enough to give the game away it only took Cassie a 
quick glance at Deborah’s face to get the picture. 
Deborah’s full mouth was still set in a grim line and 
with the exception of the hot flush to her cheeks the 
color had drained out of Debs healthily tanned face. 
Deborah’s normally startlingly blue eyes seemed to 
have retreated into their sockets and smoldered like 
dark coals. 

 
Cassie Cassy stood to a stiff attention with her 

hands on her head facing Deborah. 
“Are you okay Ma’am?” she asked. “You look 

terribly pale.” 
Debs grunted. “Actually I have just been 

beaten fucking bandy,” she said tightly, “and I 
haven’t had any time to cool off. Mr Humphries used 
that new kooboo loontie cane of his and it’s a fucking 
killer.” 

Cassie nodded sympathetically. “Tell me about 
it. He used it on me during my last public flogging 
and you’re right, it’s a real killer. Perhaps I should 
come back later so that you can go and take of 
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business. I know I’m due for a bum burner, but it 
doesn’t really matter to me whether it’s now or later.” 

Debs gave the matter some silent thought and 
then reached into the pocket of her blazer and 
retrieved her smart-phone. She scrolled over to a new 
app that Nixdown Nixon had developed that allowed 
Debs to electronically review the reports submitted by 
her Elite staff to justify the issuance of black marks 
that were categorized under the rather nebulously 
defined offense known as ‘Rubbishing a Pre’.  

According to the records it had been Charlotte 
Barber who had issued Cassie with her fifth red card. 
Charlie was amongst Deborah’s most trusted aides 
and was as sound as a trout. If Charlotte felt that she 
had been royally rubbished then there was probably 
not much need for further investigation. 

“Do you wish to exercise your right to appeal?” 
asked Deborah routinely. 

Cassie shook her head firmly. “No Ma’am,” she 
said emphatically. 

“Then we shall proceed,” muttered Debs. 
 
Deborah pulled out the key that she wore on a 

chain around her neck. She opened a drawer in a 
side-table and extracted the long-handled, oval-
headed, wood-backed hairbrush that she would be 
employing during the impending operation. 

“Place the stool in front of the fireplace,” she 
instructed Cassie. 

As she watched Cassie lug the heavy wooden 
spanking stool into position it occurred to Deborah 
that being seated on the stool and supporting Cassie’s 
weight across her lap was not going to offer much in 
the way of assistance in alleviating the extraordinary 
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discomfort that she was currently experiencing in her 
behind. 

A traditional dangling for rubbishing pre’s 
involved the recipient being head down, arse up 
across the Red-shirts lap for at least five minutes. 
Once over and up with her clothing rearranged the 
recipient would be left for sixty seconds to engage in 
some bare-arsed contemplation. The main event 
would be delivered at the rate of four spanks per 
minute, and the punishment would conclude with a 
further sixty seconds of hot-arse rumination before 
the inmate was finally allowed to dismount. 

During her illustrious career Deborah Morton 
had been dangled on over two-dozen occasions and 
could personally vouch for the virtues of the slow and 
juicy approach to a dangling.  

However, since taking on the responsibilities of 
Red-shirt Debs had also been called upon to dangle 
numerous inmates and now thoroughly understood 
dangling from the opposite end of the equation. 
Deborah felt quite certain that once she was perched 
up on the hard unyielding wooden seat of the 
spanking stool and was supporting Cassie’s 
deadweight across her lap considerable pressure and 
discomfort were going to be applied to her own 
already frazzled buttocks.  

It was clear to Deborah that she would be best 
served by employing an alternate strategy. 
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The Blitz Strategy 

 
 
Debs flinched as she finally managed to get 

Cassie maneuvered into the optimum position. She 
took the hem of the pleated skirt of Cassie’s gymslip 
and turned it back, then put her fingers in the elastic 
waistband of her bumbags and deftly rolled them 
down.  

Cassie Cassy’s arms and legs dangled down on 
either side of the tall stool. The protocols prohibited 
her from using the legs of the stool for support. Once 
she was over and up Cassie was completely reliant 
upon Debs to keep her tightly tucked into the crease 
of her lap and to prevent her from taking a tumble. 

Debs closed her eyes momentarily and willed 
herself to ignore the unpleasant sensations in her 
own backside. She placed the wooden head of the 
brush on the naked crown of Cassie’s upturned 
behind, brought her arm back and then without 
further ado she unleashed a salvo of red-hot spanks. 

 
It was all over in less than a minute. Debs arm 

pumped up and down, three cracks up and down the 
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right cheek, working top to bottom, followed by the 
same treatment to Cassie’s left buttock. Without 
stopping for a second’s breather Debs repeated the 
cycle. Twelve red-hot scalding spanks delivered one 
after another without respite. 

Cassie Cassy’s legs kicked, her head shook and 
she punched the air with her fists. Once they were 
done she just hung upside down panting with 
exhaustion. Deborah rolled Cassie’s bumbags over the 
throbbing orbs and flipped down her skirt. She put 
her arm under Cassie’s upper torso and helped her 
slither off her lap. As soon as Cassie was returned to 
the upright Debs Morton hopped down from the hard 
and unyielding stool. 

 
“Holy fucking moley, being blitzed sure can 

bring tears to a gal’s eyes,” panted Cassie as she 
pulled on her red and black striped blazer. “You know 
me Debs I’m not much given to howling but I was 
sorely tempted.” 

Debs fastened the top button of her blouse 
and shrugged on her own jacket. “Yeah rock on 
Cassie, the chance of anybody ever making you howl 
is pretty damn slight.” 

“Sometimes howling is good,” giggled Cassie. 
“I’ve got an American chum that I chat with on-line. 
She told me that her Ma used to put her over her 
knee and spank her with a hairbrush until she was 
good, red and howlin’. She says she was just like us 
and thought that only muffs howl and then suddenly 
the penny dropped and she realized that her Ma was 
not going to be satisfied until she heard some vocal 
activity.” 
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“Well you did just great,” said Debs. “I’m sorry 
that it had to go down like that but unfortunately 
sometimes needs must.” 

Cassie extracted her small Punishment Record 
Book from the breast pocket and handed it to Debs 
for post-processing. “It’s okay Ma’am,” she said, “you 
know me. Put it up, keep it up, suck it up, and then 
just keep on bopping.” 

Debs flipped through the well-thumbed pages, 
unscrewed the top of her fountain pen and began to 
enter the details. 

“How do you rate your chances of beating 
Jojo’s record?” Deborah asked Cassie. Cassandra 
Cassidy’s intention to finish the year by overturning 
Joanna Heyworth’s all-time record for accumulating 
the Most Punishments in a Single Year was widely 
known and was a constant cause of chatter on the 
goss-vine. 

“Fair to middling,” shrugged Cassie. “I just 
need to get whopped once every three or four days 
over the next month. I know that doesn’t sound so 
difficult but you know as well as I do what it’s like 
around here, it’s either a feast or a freakin’ famine.” 

 
The Bounder pored over her books. With four 

weeks remaining before the end of the year the 
inmates were proposing creative wagers regarding 
the final standings amongst the Bottoms Up Table of 
Troublemakers. The Bounder’s best chum and 
business partner, Lisa Sutton, was responsible for 
establishing the odds that she calculated using her 
complex statistical simulation models. However, 
Bernadette Summers was an old school bookie and 
still favored a small spiral-bound notepad and a short 
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stumpy pencil to make her own calculations before 
offering them out to her punters. 

Aside from the heavy betting that Cassie 
Cassy’s run at Jojo Heyworth’s record was attracting 
there were numerous other tantalizing betting 
possibilities on the current years Big BUTT activity. 
There were a slew of squids being put up regarding 
the timing that either Lisa Sutton or Michelle Morgan 
would receive their inevitable public floggings for 
each accumulating fifty punishments in a single year. 
Equally the questions of whether Deborah Morton 
would actually end the year as the first member of 
the Elite ever to be ranked in the top five, or whether 
Claire Brooks would become the first Old Gal to be 
included in the Annual Hall of Shame were also 
attracting shedloads of squids. 

These were the type of bets where the 
Bounder could either make out like a bandit or lose 
her blouse, her blazer and her bumbags. Despite 
being richer than Croesus as a result of the combined 
operations of Bernadette Summers Enterprises the 
Bounder could not tolerate the thought of the 
gambling arm of her business empire operating at a 
loss. The very notion brought her out in hives. 

The Bounder reached under her skirt and 
extracted several sheaves of bills from the waistband 
of her bumbags. She flicked through the larger 
denomination notes. Counting her lolly always served 
to settle her nerves and helped her to concentrate. 
She licked the tip of her pencil and started to revise 
some of Lisa’s proposed odds where she felt that her 
fortunes might be the most exposed. 
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Keeping out of trouble 

 
 
Mr Humphries and Major Susan Lawton of 

Military Intelligence were breaking bread with 
Christopher Brooks in the Grand Masters private 
dining room at the facility.  

As usual Cassie Cassy had surpassed herself by 
serving up a tray of sizzling lamb cutlets that she had 
marinated in red wine and orange juice and 
complimented with a side of spicy red pepper and 
mango chutney. She had selected a bottle of Bodega 
Catena Zapata 2005 Catena Alta Malbec from the 
unit’s extensive cellar to accompany the delicious 
luncheon.  

“How is the decommissioning proceeding?” the 
Prime Minister asked Major Lawton. 

“Mr Armanisuit is being cooperative but I must 
give him his due. He is a skilled negotiator and by the 
time we are finished he will most likely retain the 
majority of his assets and will never spend another 
cold night in chokey,” she reported. “Nonetheless 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe and Lord Rufus remain our 
real targets and I am willing to make some 
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compromises with Armanisuit if they guarantee that 
at the end of the day I can nail her tits to the mast 
and staple his balls to the floorboards.” 

“Understood,” said the Prime Minister. “They 
must remain our priority.” 

“The Grand Master and I also spoke with Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe yesterday,” Susan Lawton 
continued. “Sarah informed us that her father might 
be willing to offer some assistance in the prosecution 
of his wife. He is a shadowy and secretive cove and 
apparently he is not best pleased with Melissa’s 
shenanigans and would have no objection if she was 
to spend the remainder of her sorry existence cooling 
her bumbags in chokey. As you know the family’s 
fortunes have not always been acquired in the most 
conventional of theaters and Montague Smythe’s 
associates and business partners are less than 
delighted to be exposed to the risks of any nosy 
investigators digging into the more nefarious activities 
of the Forsham-Smythe Corporation.” 

The Prime Minister smiled. “Glad to see that 
there is still no honor amongst politicians, pirates and 
thieves. You must proceed as you see fit Major 
Lawton. Sadly, however, I suspect that any new 
evidence, no matter how damning or irrefutable, will 
delay my proposals for the future of the Back to 
School Units.” He turned to the Grand Master. “I’m 
sorry sir but I very much doubt that I can get the 
abolition bill approved before the upcoming furlough 
and sadly it looks like your fiancé won’t receive her 
full pardon until after you’re married.” 
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Claire Brooks was face down across the lap of 
Lady Victoria Brompton having six vivid stripes on her 
backside treated with cooling balms. 

“I’m sorry to bother you Miss Brooks,” said the 
Duty Grubby, “but your Pops is in the Grand Master’s 
dining room and he wants to know whether you 
would be available to join him for a glass of port.” 

“Grrrrrrrr!!!” growled Claire. “I can’t believe it. 
Pops timing always sucks. He always seems to turn 
up at the unit exactly around the time I’ve just been 
swished.” She groaned. “Thank you,” she said to the 
grubby. “Tell him I’d be delighted to accept his 
invitation and will be along to join him in a few 
minutes.” 

 
Claire Brooks stretched her long legs as she 

strode across the quadrangle. Tall and feline she cut 
an impressive figure in her high heels and 
immaculately tailored clobber. She looked neither 
right nor left as she moved, ignoring any salutations 
from her chums and keeping her features fixed into a 
mask of rapt concentration. She pushed open a heavy 
back door that led into a corridor, which ran behind 
the kitchens and the cafeteria, taking a short cut to 
the private room where she would meet with her 
father. 

 
Claire leaned over and hugged her father. 

“Hello Pops, I saw you on TV yesterday, very 
impressive,” she smiled. 

The Prime Minister stood up and hugged his 
daughter affectionately. “Thank you my dear, and 
how about you? Keeping out of trouble I hope?” 
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“Hmmm,” muttered Claire and pointed at a 
bottle at the far side of the table. “Is that the port I 
heard mentioned?” 

 
If the Prime Minister considered it a tad queer 

that his daughter was attired in full Woody clobber he 
chose not to comment. He also gave no indication 
that he noticed that Claire had assumed a rather 
peculiar pose of leaning forward across the table, 
supporting her weight on her folded arms on the 
tabletop and her rear end clearly raised from the seat 
of her chair. 

His question regarding whether Claire had 
been keeping out of trouble had been largely 
rhetorical. The Prime Minister was keenly aware that 
keeping out of trouble had never been his daughter’s 
long suit. 
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A Moment of Folly 

 
 
Patricia Hodge’s hand snaked out at lightning 

speed. Before Claire Brooks had an opportunity to 
take evasive action Patty had seized her by the knot 
of her red and black striped tie, yanked her clean out 
of her seat and dragged her across the lid of the desk 
as if she was reeling in a fish. 

Patty pushed her face in close and hostile. 
“You think you’re funny Brooks? I’ll show you what’s 
funny,” she snarled. “Remove your blazer and step 
up. I intend to cut your bumbags to tatters. That 
should be good for a few giggles.” 

Momentarily Patty retained her hold on Claire’s 
tie pulling her forward until they were peeper to 
peeper. Claire’s eyeballs were bulging as she gasped 
for breath. Finally Patty released her prey and jabbed 
her in the breastplate with one of her long lacquered 
fingernails. “Step up,” she chortled gaily. “Step up 
immediately. This is going to be fucking hilarious.”  

 
Claire Brooks was not a nervous cove by 

nature. In fact she enjoyed a reputation for her ability 
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to remain cool, calm and collected under even the 
most testing of conditions. However, as her chums 
watched her slithering her upper torso across the 
polished top of the desk at the front of the room 
there was no mistaking the look of apprehension on 
Claire’s face as she waited to be thrashed. 

 
Claire Brooks had good reason to be 

apprehensive. During the month’s that had ensued 
since the bizarre ‘horsing and birching’ episode Claire 
had done her level best to avoid any interaction with 
Patty. She elected to attend only the absolute 
minimum number of lectures required by her degree 
course that were scheduled to be conducted by Ms 
Hodge. On the few occasions she was compelled to 
attend Patty’s lectures she always took a front row 
seat and sat demurely and attentively, doggedly 
determined to avoid an altercation with Patty Hodge’s 
lethal wye-tipped cane. 

 
Patricia Hodge obsessed about Claire. Ever 

since Patty had suffered the humiliation of being 
hauled across Katie Becks back and publicly flogged 
after her unsuccessful attempt to horse and birch 
Claire she had been waiting for an opportunity to 
wreak havoc inside Claire’s bumbags. It had been a 
frustrating mission. Claire was enrolled in the Old Gal 
program and their paths rarely crossed. Even when 
Claire was required to attend her lectures Patricia 
Hodge knew that she had to be extremely cautious. 
Katie had informed her that in the wake of the 
horsing affair the Grand Master had suspected that 
Patty would attempt to reap her revenge with 
extreme prejudice. He had instructed his head of 
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security, former police sergeant Ellen Millar to monitor 
those specific lectures and inform him immediately if 
Patty tried to score herself some bogus whops. 

For the first time in months’ Claire had finally 
let down her guard and recklessly dropped an eff-
bomb into the proceedings. Patty was on her in a 
flash and was all over her like badly cut clobber.   

 
Patty took her time with her preparations. She 

carefully folded back Claire’s skirt and turned back the 
hem of her white blouse. Once she had Claire teed up 
to her satisfaction Patty removed her own jacket and 
hung it on a coat-stand. She rolled up the sleeves of 
her turquoise silk blouse and selected a cane from her 
collection. 

 
Although she was quite a rangy woman Claire 

was forced to raise herself up on the balls of her feet 
so that she could reach over the full depth of the 
desktop and dangle her arms over the far side. Patty 
liked to position her victims in a manner that they 
were facing out into the lecture room so that the 
observers could witness every nuance of anguish on 
their faces. 

Claire could feel a line of perspiration forming 
on her brow as she waited to be caned. 

 
Patty Hodge took her time. She felt sublimely 

calm and confident. Before bending Claire over the 
desk Patty had taken the precaution of phoning Ellen 
Millar and confirming that Claire’s potty-mouthed 
behavior had been captured on video. Ellen Millar 
gloomily acknowledged that the camera’s had caught 
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Claire bang to rights and that she would not be 
intervening on the Old Gal’s behalf. 

Claire’s moment of folly could not have been 
more opportune for Patty. Earlier in the day, at a 
meeting of the Brass, Mr Humphries had informed 
them that he would be out of pocket for most of the 
day and had encouraged the Dame’s to deal with 
disciplinary matters locally wherever possible. Patty 
felt that she was perfectly within her rights to instruct 
Claire to bend over the front desk. 

 
Patty Hodge flexed the wicked wye-tipped cane 

between her hands and stepped in and tapped the tip 
down across Claire’s tautened bumbags. 

She pulled back her arm and let rip with a 
scorcher. 
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A Thrashing and a Trashing 

 
 
Claire Brooks’s chums watched with 

considerable distaste. Patty was thrashing Claire with 
undisguised glee and the kind of zeal that was more 
normally reserved for beating a carpet. 

Claire Brooks was as tough as nails but every 
time the cane exploded off her bumbags her beautiful 
face contorted into a ghastly grimace. Her fingers 
splayed and closed, her fists pumped the air. Patty 
had her primed, Claire was up on tiptoes and spread 
right across the desk, she would be defenseless to 
protect herself even if she had tried. Claire Brooks 
had no choice but to suck it up. 

 
Patty left almost a full minute between strokes, 

savouring every moment of Claire’s misery. She knew 
that there was a strong possibility that this would be 
her last opportunity to beat the bejaysus out of Claire 
and she intended to enjoy every second of the 
experience. 
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Claire’s heart was beating uncomfortably. She 
had been sprawled across the top of the desk for 
nearly seven full minutes. Patty was playing mind 
games with her. They were five strokes in and waiting 
for the closer. Patty left Claire to sweat; occasionally 
she would swish her cane through the air causing 
Claire to convulse in anticipation. 

 
Patty Hodge set her feet and took several deep 

breaths. Although the inmates universally loathed her 
nobody questioned her ability with a cane. She had 
honed her skills when she had served as the 
tyrannical Red-shirt of the original Woody School, 
thrashing the bottoms of such Woody luminaries as 
Claire’s own mother Christine, Deborah Morton’s ma, 
Penny, and most frequently the backside of the young 
Susan Lawton. Since those heady days she had 
thrashed literally thousands of unfortunate bottoms. 
Patty Hodge liked to pride herself that she had never 
wasted a stroke. 

 
It was a quite extraordinary finish. A stroke 

delivered with awesome pace and precision, slicing 
diagonally across the existing welts to produce a 
perfect five bar gate.  

As Claire would ruefully recall later in the day, 
“she damn near beat me out of my bumbags with the 
closer!” 

 
Claire Brooks climbed up onto the seat of a 

chair and reached up and placed her hands on top of 
her head. Despite the ignominy of this pose Claire 
was quite relieved that she was not required to lower 



35 
 

 

her swollen rear end onto a hard wooden seat for the 
remainder of the lecture. 

Patty had followed the thrashing with a verbal 
trashing during the post-processing of the 
punishment. Patricia Hodge was almost as expert with 
her barbed tongue as she was with her lethal cane. 
Claire had been forced to stand to a strict attention, 
with smoke billowing out from below her skirt while 
Patty berated her in a most disagreeable manner. She 
was exhausted by the time she was forced to climb 
up on the chair. 

 
“What a fawkin’ be-yotch,” scowled Lady 

Victoria Brompton as she folded Claire over her 
knees. “You should have seen the look on her face 
when she stepped in for the closer, the be-yotch was 
fawkin’ salivating.” 

“She fuck near cut me in half,” groaned Claire.  
Lady Vix rolled down Claire’s bumbags and 

inspected the damage. “Well at least they all landed 
in the sweet spot,” she reported as she reached into a 
pot of cooling balm and began to run her fingers 
along the weals. “You’re gonna be sore for a while 
but no lasting damage.” 

Claire grunted. With over twenty years 
experience of being whopped under her bumbags she 
was confident her chum’s assessment was correct. 
She would let Vix finish her ministrations of the 
stripes and then she would go and try and walk them 
off.  

 
“I’m sorry to bother you Miss Brooks,” said the 

Duty Grubby as she poked her head around the door 
of Claire’s study, “but your Pops is in the Grand 
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Master’s dining room and he wants to know whether 
you would be available to join him for a glass of port.” 

“Grrrrrrrr!!!” growled Claire. “I can’t believe it. 
Pops timing always sucks. He always seems to turn 
up at the unit exactly around the time I’ve just been 
swished.” She groaned. “Thank you,” she said to the 
Grubby. “Tell him I’d be delighted to accept his 
invitation and will be along to join him in a few 
minutes.” 
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Communing with the Wart 

 
 
“I’m informed that you were beaten earlier 

today,” said the Wart imperiously. 
Deborah sighed. “Yes Ma’am, unfortunately for 

me your intelligence is correct,” she said patiently. 
“Perhaps I should tell you to bend over and 

touch them and give you six for bringing the Red 
House into disrepute,” said the Wart nastily. 

“Perhaps you should Ma’am,” Deborah replied 
calmly, “but we both know you won’t so shall we get 
down to business?” 

Debs had suspected that the interview with the 
Mistress of the Red House was going to prove 
tiresome. Deborah’s dual role of Red-shirt and 
Captain of the Red House meant that she was obliged 
to repair to the Wart’s Lair each evening. Ostensibly 
these meetings were to discuss matters related to 
House Business. However, Ms Wharton had little time 
for such trivial concerns and frequently used the 
interviews as a forum to lambast Deborah in a most 
disagreeable manner.  
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For the most part Debs had grown politically 
savvy at diverting the conversation and managing to 
extract herself gracefully from the proceedings 
without engaging in too much formal debate as to 
whether it was time for her to bend over and touch 
them. However, on the occasions that Deborah had 
recently fallen foul of the authorities and had been 
punished she had a rather more difficult time 
extricating herself from the Lair. 

“So how was it?” chortled the Wart. “I heard a 
rumour that he used one of those kooboo loontie 
jobbies on you. I bet you won’t be sitting down 
comfortably for the next twenty-four hours.”  

“It was a private matter between me and the 
Grand Master Ma’am, which I believe is now closed,” 
said Deborah who was trying to remain as polite as 
possible. “Now if you are not interested in hearing my 
report I would respectfully request permission to cut 
along. I have other duties to perform.” 

The Wart narrowed her eyes. “You will cut 
along when I decide that you are good and ready to 
cut along,” she snapped. “You are the Captain of the 
House and are supposed to set an example to your 
peers and subordinates. Your disciplinary record is 
deplorable and your complete lack of respect for your 
position is reprehensible. I consider it a travesty of 
justice that a disreputable individual like you should 
be entrusted with any form of responsibility let alone 
to act as the Captain of my house.” 

Debs did her best not to sound annoyed. “I 
have tendered my resignation on many occasions 
Ma’am and you have always refused to accept.” 

“I don’t want your resignation Morton, I want 
your arse,” screamed the Wart. “I want you stood 
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down, stripped of office and then formally beaten in 
front of the House.” 

“We both know what you want Ma’am,” said 
Debs beginning to sound slightly belligerent. “So 
either convene a House Council hearing and charge 
me or let’s be done with this charade and let me cut 
along.” 

The two women stood silent for a few 
moments, glaring at each other. Debs did her best to 
keep her features fixed and to disguise the contempt 
and loathing she felt for the Wart. They both knew 
that the Wart’s threats were just hollow words and 
that she had no intention of exercising her ultimate 
right as the Mistress of the House and convening a 
hearing.  

“I don’t like you Morton,” the Wart snarled 
finally. “Now stop stinking up my apartment and get 
out of my sight.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” nodded Deborah. “It was a 
pleasure as usual.” She turned heel and strode 
towards the door. Momentarily she wondered 
whether the tone of her last remark might provoke 
the Wart to call her back and tell her to bend over 
and touch them for insolence. However all she heard 
was the chink of ice being put in a glass. No doubt 
the Wart was about to start to tuck into the tequila’s. 

Deborah sighed as she closed the door behind 
her. Her daily meetings with the Wart were one of the 
more disagreeable aspects of her job. 

 
Deborah groaned. She reached into her blazer 

pocket and extracted her red card. “Step up Sutton, 
step up for goofing,” she announced.  
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Deborah felt like a heel as she watched Lisa 
Sutton trudge up to the front of the assembly hall and 
take up the position of disgrace beside the front 
doors. 

Debs was acutely aware that she had just 
triggered a chain of events that were going to 
conclude painfully for the hapless Minxster. It was 
another element of her job that she found 
disagreeable. 
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The Hapless Miss Sutton 

 
 
Every pair of eyes in the assembly hall was 

focused on the neatly starched white gym shorts that 
clung like a second skin to the contours of Lisa 
Sutton’s upturned rear end. 

There was absolute silence in the hall as the 
Grand Master approached the vaulting horse with a 
thirty-six inch long super cane grasped in his right 
hand. The inmates of the Woody Back to School Unit 
exchanged sympathetic glances. 

The somber atmosphere in the room was in 
stark contrast with the festive feeling that had 
percolated amongst the same audience when they 
had attended a similar ceremony at the facility just 
ten days earlier. On that occasion it had been Cassie 
Cassy bent over the horse waiting to be flogged. Miss 
Cassandra Cassidy made no secret of her desire for 
super-stardom on the Bottoms Up Table of 
Troublemakers and her Public Flogging for 
accumulating fifty punishments in a single year was 
heralded as a great achievement and a cause for 
celebration. 
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Lisa, on the other hand, let it be known to 
anyone who would listen that she had no such 
aspirations. In the aftermath of her frequent canings 
she was notorious for her pronouncements regarding 
her immediate intentions to embark upon a reform 
campaign with renewed and greater rigor.  

 
In many ways Lisa Sutton was an unlikely 

candidate for being bent over a vaulting horse waiting 
to receive her second ceremonial Bull Flogging.  

Gifted with a Mensa scale IQ she had received 
scholarships to some of the most prestigious schools 
and academies in Europe. None of the schools she 
attended practiced corporal punishment and her 
reports from the period were so dominated by her 
academic prowess that they make scant mention of 
her considerable behavioral flaws.  

Privately, Lisa often joked that one of the 
reasons that she possessed such remarkable mental 
recall of complex facts and figures was that she spent 
a significant amount of her early learning and 
education standing facing various walls in the corners 
of classrooms. 

After graduating from school Lisa attended 
Camford where she read Physics. Many of her tutors 
and peers in the world of academia predicted that 
Lisa might one day be rewarded with a Nobel Prize. 

Lisa’s father, Johnny, was an international 
playboy and his daughter had inherited his love of 
fine wine and good food. At university she quickly 
gained a reputation for her bacchanalian tendencies. 
The timing of her more bawdy adventures could not 
have been less fortuitous. The anti Extreme Ladetting 
movement was at its zenith, the Great Unwashed 
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were baying for celebrity bumbags to be thrown in 
the joint and the Right Honorable Melissa Forsham-
Smythe was at the height of her power.  

Unbeknownst to Lisa her father had become 
embroiled in a social contretemps with Melissa, who 
believed that Johnny had purposefully snubbed her by 
failing to invite her for cocktails and canapés on board 
his yacht when it was anchored in the harbor of a 
Caribbean island that she happened to be visiting.  

Being a malicious cove by nature Melissa 
arranged for a sizeable bounty to be attached to the 
bumbags of the unsuspecting Lisa and put her Dark 
Agents to work.  

Generally the Dark Agents of the covert 
government agency known only as the System tended 
to steer clear of university campuses where some of 
their more dubious practices might have come under 
scrutiny. However, the bounty negotiated by Melissa 
was too juicy to ignore and they began to sneak 
around the hallowed hallways of Camford keeping 
Lisa under close observation. 

In short order the hapless student was twice 
arrested while she was out on the plots and enjoying 
a beverage or two. On each occasion she was 
charged with Misdemeanor Ladetting. Fearing a third 
strike and a mandatory trip to Woodys, she accepted 
the advice of expensive and learned counsel and 
agreed to serve a two-year sentence at the less 
austere Radcliffe Back to School Unit. 

Melissa was furious. The bounties paid for 
Misdemeanor Ladetting convictions were a mere 
fraction of the full value she had negotiated with the 
System for sending Lisa’s bumbags to the Woody 
Back to School Unit. Despite her enormous wealth 
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Melissa was tight with a penny and believed she had 
been cheated out of her rightful fees. She was a 
resourceful woman and was not one to give up 
without a fight. 

She enlisted the help of Miss Antonia Hayter, 
the Grand Dame of Radcliffe, and promised her a 
percentage of the bounty if she could produce some 
dirt on Lisa and get her case reopened.  

 
Away from the temptations of Camford Lisa 

settled into an uncontroversial existence and spent 
the majority of her time in her room working on 
documenting her theories on the mathematical 
relationships between the etheric and astral planes 
and the physical realm.  

She had a reputation for being warm, friendly, 
cheerful and generous in offering assistance to other 
inmates pursuing academic research. 

Melissa and her goons constantly badgered 
Miss Hayter for reports on Lisa’s behavior and were 
apoplectic when the Grand Dame informed them that 
there was little of consequence to report.  

As Lisa neared the end of her sentence Melissa 
became increasingly antsy and suspected that the 
outstanding portion of the bounty was in danger of 
going south in a heartbeat. 

She increased the pressure on the Grand Dame 
to bring her Lisa’s bumbags on a platter; even upping 
Miss Hayter’s share of the bounty by several 
percentage points. 
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Hold Out Your Hand, Miss Sutton 

 
 
A few weeks before she was due to be 

released Lisa was summoned to the Grand Dame’s 
study. The invitation was highly irregular as the Grand 
Dame was a slothful sort by nature and generally 
acted as little more than a figurehead at the Unit. Lisa 
was astonished to be accused of writing fraudulent 
applications to universities on behalf of other inmates 
in return to healthy slices of wedge. 

Lisa was outraged at the accusation and 
strongly denied any wrongdoing. During the interview 
Lisa acknowledged that she checked applications for 
grammar and made suggestions over the contents 
but assured the Grand Dame that she most certainly 
had not acted fraudulently or received financial 
compensation for her services. When the interview 
concluded Lisa felt certain that she had adequately 
made her case and that the ridiculous matter was 
closed. 

On the following morning, she was astonished 
when she was once again summoned to meet with 
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Miss Hayter. This second meeting took place in the 
facility’s library, where the charges were repeated. 
Once again Lisa vehemently denied any wrongdoing. 

“Very well Miss Sutton, hold out your left 
hand,” retorted the Grand Dame and produced a 
crook-handled cane. 

Lisa had gaped at the Grand Dame. Unlike the 
Woody Unit Radcliffe did not practice a policy of 
corporal punishment and Lisa had never heard of an 
inmate being caned. 

“Are you fucking barking?” she had snorted. 
“You can’t hit me with that.” 

“Either you hold out your hand voluntarily, 
young lady, or I shall summon the Deputy Grand 
Dame to force your arm out,” threatened the Grand 
Dame. 

Lisa stared at the Grand Dame incredulously. 
“This is illegal, it’s fucking assault,” she spluttered. 

“One last chance Miss Sutton, hold out your 
hand or else I shall summon assistance,” snapped 
Miss Hayter. 

Lisa glared at the Grand Dame. She considered 
the possibility of having it on her toes but she knew 
that the compound was secured and she would be 
hunted down. It occurred to her that she would be 
postponing the inevitable. With gritted teeth Lisa 
thrust her left hand out slightly. 

Antonia Hayter used the tip of the cane to 
raise Lisa’s hand until it was held out midway 
between waist and shoulder height. 

“Don’t move, I intend to give you three 
strokes,” the Grand Dame snapped. She tapped the 
cane down to get her measure. Lisa licked her lips 
nervously. Her mind was racing. She had absolutely 
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no point of reference. She watched bleakly as the 
cane rose and sliced down with a whistle. 

“Holy shit!” squealed Lisa. She snatched back 
her hand and squeezed it under her armpit as she 
hopped up and down on the spot. “You crazy fucking 
be-yotch,” she yelled. “That fucking hurt.” 

“Of course it hurt Miss Sutton, it is supposed to 
hurt,” shrieked the Grand Dame angrily, “now cease 
those ridiculous noises and hold out your hand so we 
can proceed.” 

Lisa gaped at the Grand Dame. 
“I shall count to three Miss Sutton and then I 

shall call for assistance,” continued Miss Hayter. “One, 
two.” 

Lisa felt an overwhelming sense of anger and 
indignation boil up inside her. She thrust out her 
hand. “Go ahead be-yotch, do your worst,” she 
muttered. She stared defiantly into the Grand Dame’s 
eyes and set her lips in a grim line. 

Twice more the cane cut through the air and 
sliced across the fleshy part of Lisa’s left palm leaving 
thick red weals. Despite the excruciating agony Lisa 
defiantly continued to stare directly into the Grand 
Dames eyes and refused to blub or howl. 

“Satisfied now?” she managed to splutter out 
in a disparaging tone. 

“No Miss Sutton, I am far from satisfied. You 
will return to your room immediately and write me a 
letter admitting your gross and contemptible 
misconduct,” snarled the Grand Dame nastily. “If I do 
not receive satisfaction before tomorrow mornings 
brekker we shall return here and you will be caned 
again. Now cut along sharpish.” 
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Lisa was apoplectic and returned to her room 
but instead of a letter of apology and admittance she 
fired off an email to her Court Appointed Guardian 
demanding that the Grand Dame be charged with 
assault. Her Guardian promised that he would visit 
the unit forthwith. 

Lisa spent the next four hours alternating 
between blowing on her sore hand and holding it 
under cold running water. She could not believe that 
anything could be more painful than three strokes of 
the cane across the palm of the hand.  

Finally she got word that her Court Appointed 
Guardian had arrived and was waiting for her in an 
interview room. She strode purposefully into the room 
intent on making her case but to her astonishment 
she found herself grabbed from behind and 
handcuffed. She was driven to an underground silo of 
the System where she was charged with ‘Bringing the 
System into Disrepute’. She was tried in camera and 
denied counsel. Her defense was judged to be wholly 
without merit. 

By nightfall Lisa Sutton was being fitted for 
clobber and being prepared to spend the next five 
years at the Woody Back to School Unit. 
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Bend Over Your Bed Miss Sutton 

 
 
“Change into you jimjams and bend over the 

end of your bed, Sutton, I intend to give you six,” Liz 
Wilding had informed Lisa. 

Lisa Sutton had only arrived at the unit twenty-
four hours earlier and her head was still spinning from 
reading the voluminous book of rules, regulations and 
protocols that would dictate every waking moment of 
her new life. She had not yet grasped the austerity of 
life at the unit when she ambled back to the 
dormitory five minutes after the lockdown bell had 
been sounded and lights had been turned out. 

“You’re going to cane me?” spluttered Lisa. 
“Yes Sutton, you are late for lockdown and I 

intend to beat you soundly,” snapped the Dorm 
Raider. “Now get into your jimjams and bend over 
sharpish.” 

 
“Jeepers Miss Wilding, three strokes across the 

palm of your left hand hardly prepares you for six hot 
ones across the seat of thin pajamas,” lamented Lisa 
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the following morning when she reported to 
Elizabeth’s study for her late-night thrashing to be 
post-processed in her virgin Punishment Record Book. 

“I would study the protocols very carefully if I 
were you,” advised Liz, not in the least bit unkindly, “I 
don’t know what it is, Miss Sutton, but there is 
something about you that tells me that if you are not 
very careful you’re going to be up to your lugs in 
whops in no time flat.” 

 
At first Elizabeth’s prediction proved only 

partially accurate. Lisa’s academic gifts aligned well 
with the unit’s extensive education program, she was 
a moderate but enthusiastic athlete, and she enjoyed 
working as a set designer for the unit’s musical and 
theatrical productions. She was considered to be a 
quiet, considerate and caring cove. 

Nonetheless her habit of opening mouth and 
wagging her jaw before engaging brain, and a natural 
predisposition towards potty mouthing earned her a 
healthy tally of canings. Despite her constant 
declarations of her intentions to reform she 
established a reputation as a solid if unspectacular 
minx. 

“I may be a naughty gal, but I’m not a bad 
gal,” was her mantra.  

 
However, a grave error of judgment would 

send Lisa spiraling out of the ranks of mid-level 
minxdom to the giddy heights of mega-minxdom and 
Big BUTT superstardom. 

Lisa had gone to town on an afternoon 
excursion release to take care of some trust fund 
business. She had got distracted when a local lothario 
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had invited her for a drink and had consequently 
missed the last bus to get her back to the unit before 
curfew. She had hailed a cab but it had got stuck in 
traffic and by the time she approached the gates she 
was inexorably facing the prospect of six of the best 
from the Duty Dame for cutting curfew. However as 
luck would have it when she arrived she saw that the 
Late Gate Monitor was engaged in a heated debate 
with another curfew delinquent inmate who appeared 
to be trying to plead a case to avoid having to bend 
over for six hot ones. 

Lisa crept around the perimeter seeking out an 
alternate means of ingress. She spotted a user-
friendly tree and managed to climb up and scramble 
over the wall. By the time she arrived back in the 
common room she was giving herself serious atta-
gals for escaping six of the best.  

Her self-satisfied smugness at dodging a bullet 
was short-lived. She had barely entered the room 
before Ms Lawton barreled down on her from behind, 
slammed Lisa down across the arm of a sofa, yanked 
up her skirt and gave her six scalding strokes of the 
cane that were still spoken of in hushed tones by the 
witnesses.  

Lisa’s howls soon turned to gurgles as Ms 
Lawton threw her cane to one side, yanked Lisa to 
her feet by the scruff of her neck, pulled her arm up 
behind her in a policeman’s lock and hustled her out 
of the room. Upstairs in the Grand Dame’s office Ms 
Lawton had put Lisa over her knee, dragged down 
her bumbags, and spanked her until her teeth 
chattered. 

Once they were finished Ms Lawton finally 
explained her uncustomary ire. When Lisa had 
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clambered over the wall and made her escape she 
had unwittingly trampled across Ms Lawton’s seedling 
garden, essentially ruining the whole year’s plantings. 

Susan Lawton prided herself on her even-
handedness and judicious behavior. Nonetheless, she 
coldly branded Lisa as the unit’s Public Enemy 
Number One and declared her as a Hostile Target. 
The Brass and the Elite were instructed to lay siege to 
her bumbags with zero-tolerance and extreme 
prejudice. 

 
It was the beginning of a long, hot and 

sensational summer. For two consecutive years Jojo 
Heyworth had stayed ahead of her opposition at the 
pinnacle of the Bottoms Up Table of Troublemakers 
and been crowned as the Annual Big BUTT. By the 
time Lisa was branded as Public Enemy Number One 
Jojo was going whop for whop with the likes of Debs 
Morton, Cat Cassidy, Lady Victoria Brompton, and 
Claire Brooks and was strongly tipped to both retain 
her title as the Annual Big BUTT for the third 
consecutive year and to spectacularly become the 
first gal to be punished fifty times in a single year. 

Although Jojo did duly become the first gal to 
be flogged in front of the assembled unit for 
accumulating fifty punishments in a single year, 
sensationally the siege on Lisa’s bumbags was so 
intense that she finally ended the year with both the 
title of Annual Big BUTT and also the new record for 
the most punishments in a single year. That latter 
would be a record that it would take Jojo two further 
years of hard minxing to reclaim. 
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Bend Over the Horse Miss Sutton 

 
 
Lisa Sutton felt the cane tap down on her 

tautened whopping bags for the third time and 
squeezed her eyes tightly shut. She heard an ominous 
whistle somewhere above her and then an explosive 
crack in her ears as pain imploded throughout her 
central nervous system. Her head jerked back and her 
pretty face contorted into a silent howl before she 
sunk back as the pain cycled through. 

 
Mr Humphries was fond of Lisa. One of the first 

actions he had taken when he arrived to take over 
the administration of the unit was to inform the Brass 
that she was no longer to be targeted as a hostile. 
Lisa was immensely grateful to have the bulls-eye 
removed from her bumbags but she was also alarmed 
to discover that, regardless of this generous reprieve, 
she still continued to earn herself doses of the cane, 
strap or slipper with a most disquieting frequency. 
Despite her unnatural intellectual capacity Lisa was 
remarkably inept and guiless when it came to the 
business of minxing. Somehow she always managed 
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to be the last one to interject an ill-timed remark after 
a Dame had demanded immediate silence, or to be 
caught with a smoking gun in her hand when all her 
chums had managed to secret their water pistols, 
catapults or peashooters from view. Even without 
hostile targeting Lisa Sutton had never managed to 
escape from the top five of the Big BUTT. 

Nonetheless, she had more than enough 
redeeming qualities to offset her disciplinary flaws. 
She was endlessly kind and comforting to her many 
chums and generous to a fault. She was the President 
of the voluntary Council of Mentor’s who helped the 
less academically gifted members of the community 
to maintain their grade averages.  

Mr Humphries had always agreed with her own 
self-assessment that she was a very naughty gal but 
not a bad gal. However, he felt obliged to set those 
thoughts to one side and slashed the cane down 
across the tautened white whopping bags. 

 
Lisa squeezed her eyes tightly shut as the 

impact of the fourth stroke coarsed through her body. 
She had chosen to wear her long, curly auburn hair 
loose for the flogging and it swept the floor as her 
head shook in agitation.  

An hour earlier, as was customary before these 
ceremonies, Lisa had spent several minutes stretched 
out across the Grand Masters lap while he delivered a 
extremely thorough bare-bottom hand spanking. 
These ritualistic pre-flogging spankings were known 
to the Woody Wags as ‘warmers’ and were the 
subject of considerable debate. The pro-warmer 
faction argued that they helped get them in the zone 
and took the edge off the first bite of the cane. 
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Lisa did not subscribe to this school of thought. 
As far as she was concerned she had been put over 
Mr Humphries knee and been given a damn good 
spanking. In her opinion that should have been more 
than enough rear end action for one day and as far as 
she could tell the preliminary spanking had done 
nothing to take help the edge of the caning she was 
currently forced to endure. 

Her feet performed an agitated dance on the 
stage as she did her level best not to be over-
whelmed by the excruciating pain. 

“Big gal’s don’t cry, big gal’s don’t cry,” she 
repeated over and over in her head. 

 
Mr Humphries swung the cane with his 

trademark leisurely swing. The remarkable 
improvements in cane technology had resulted in 
instruments that packed twice the smart with half the 
effort. The thirty-six inch shaft of the cane nestled 
into a leather-covered grip. The perfect balance of the 
cane allowed a much shorter back swing than the old 
fashioned crook handled canes that had been favored 
by the school master’s and ma’am’s of yesteryear. 
This shorter backswing gave a much higher 
probability of landing each stroke in the target area 
known to aficionado’s as the sweet spot and would 
result in no lasting damage to the recipient’s rear end. 

 
Lisa’s body jerked and twisted at every impact, 

her legs scissored backwards, her fists pummeled the 
air and her head shook from side to side. Nonetheless 
she was a seasoned and whop-hardened veteran and 
she knew instinctively when the next stroke was due 
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and settled down and presented her backside to give 
Mr Humphries the opportunity to get in a clean shot. 

The Grand Master set his feet and squared his 
shoulders as he prepared to deliver the closer. Eleven 
times the slender rod had rebounded off Lisa’s 
tautened white whopping bags and echoed around 
the hall like rifle shots. Although she had wriggled 
and squirmed Lisa had taken her thrashing with 
admirable fortitude and the Grand Master was 
determined to conclude the flogging as cleanly and 
efficiently as possible.  

 
The inmates swapped knowing glances, 

despite the deceptive short back swing there was no 
doubt that when the cane sliced across Lisa’s shorts 
the shaft was moving at around Mach Two. The 
closer had been a real scorcher. Lisa bucked and 
jerked and shook her head then hung upside down 
across the horse panting from her exertions.  

Everybody in the hall stared sympathetically at 
the white upturned whopping bags while they waited 
for their owner to gather herself and finally push 
herself up from the apparatus. 

 
Once she was returned to the vertical Lisa 

accepted her red and black striped blazer from Debs 
Morton and shrugged it on and then fastened the top 
button with trembling fingers. Her face was extremely 
flushed as she slowly turned and stiff-leggedly made 
her way down the steps of the stage. 
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The Beaten Brat Society 

 
 
Michelle Morgan watched the proceedings with 

considerable sympathy. She was well aware that it 
could just have easily been her own rear end that was 
stuffed into skin-tight whopping bags and being 
flogged across the vaulting horse. Over the past ten 
days considerable quantities of wedge had been 
wagered over whether it would be Michelle or Lisa 
that received the second ceremonial bull flogging of 
the year. 

Michelle was a pragmatist. For the past ten 
days she had teetered precariously on the brink of 
disaster. During the period she had accumulated a 
dozen yellow cards but had somehow miraculously 
managed to avoid being shown the fatal red card that 
would earn her a trip across the vaulting horse and a 
place in Woody history. Michelle Morgan was in little 
doubt that she was living on borrowed time. 

Earlier in the year Mr Humphries had made a 
quite radical revision to a long established policy. 
While reviewing the disciplinary records of the twelve 
new inmates one particular file caught his attention. 
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According to the records maintained by the Ministry of 
Education before she had finally been expelled from 
the prestigious Nottingham Forest boarding school 
Miss Michelle Morgan had been punished frequently 
enough to earn herself the rank of number four 
amongst the most punished pupils in national history. 

The contents of the file gave him considerable 
pause for thought. 

 
When Ms Lawton had been invited to act as 

Grand Dame of the governments most extreme 
correctional institution for rehabilitating Extreme 
Ladettes she had modeled the rules, regulations and 
protocols on her own alma mater the original Woody 
School. 

One of the historic traditions that she had 
elected to continue was that new entrants to the 
facility, aka the Little Brats, would be subjected to a 
regime of frequent and rigorous spankings throughout 
the first phase of their sentences. This tradition dated 
back to 1857 when Gertrude Lawrence had first 
opened the doors to the nation’s most exclusive all-
gal boarding school. By all accounts Gertie was 
something of an expert in the subject. 

Like most young females of their generation 
Gertrude and her sister Emily were home-schooled by 
tutors and governesses. Whenever they behaved 
poorly or their classwork did not meet the required 
standards they were routinely put over the knees of 
their governesses and spanked until they blubbed. 

By her own accounts Gertie was a 
rambunctious and troublesome young lady and her 
diaries are littered with long and detailed descriptions 
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of the numerous occasions that she ended up head 
down, arse up having her buns thoroughly warmed. 

It was not until shortly after her thirteenth 
birthday that the spankings abruptly ceased and she 
reported for the first time that she had been hauled 
across the back of one of the family footmen with her 
skirt and petticoat pinned up so that she could be 
beaten with a birch across the seat of her pantaloons 
by the governess. 

 
Susan Lawton was an equally rambunctious 

tomboy and during her first year at Woodys hardly a 
week went by without her buns being rigorously 
warmed by various members of the Brass and Elite. 

Towards the end of the summer term Susan 
became the inaugural member of an elite club that 
would become known by the Woody Wags as the 
Beaten Brat Society. 

It came to the attention of the Grand Dame 
that Susan Lawton had established a record as the 
first gal in the school’s history to be spanked fifty 
times in the classrooms. To celebrate this inauspicious 
occasion the Grand Dame bent Susan over the back 
of a chair and gave the high-spirited Little Brat her 
first three cuts of the cane. By the time the Woody 
School closed its doors only three other gals had 
joined the club. 

 
Although Ms Lawton continued the over-the-

knee policy for Little Brats at the Back to School Unit 
over the years she did extend the membership of the 
Beaten Brat Society to the handful of inmates who 
equaled her record of being dusted fifty times in the 
lecture rooms. The Brat Hall of Shame included such 
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luminaries as Jojo, Debs, the Bounder and Cassie 
Cassy. 

 
The commencement of Mr Humphries tenure 

coincided with the arrival of Heidi Alexander and 
Linda Ash. Heidi and the Lash as they were known in 
Extreme Ladette circles had schooled together after 
engaging in years of intense competitive caning they 
had both ended their careers nationally ranked 
amongst the national top ten of students who had 
received corporal punishment at school. From the 
outset it became increasingly obvious that the 
spanking program had little or no effect upon them so 
the Grand Master enrolled them into an experimental 
accelerated Beaten Brat program. Both Heidi and the 
Lash ended the year with a respectable tally of whops 
under their navy blue bumbags. 

After reviewing Michelle Morgan’s record the 
Grand Master had informed the Brass and Elite that 
the new inmate would be placed in the Beaten Brat 
program upon her arrival at the unit.  

By any standards Michelle Morgan’s behavior 
could only be described as abysmal and by the time 
Lisa Sutton bent over the vaulting horse Michelle had 
accumulated forty-nine punishments and was just one 
red card away from her own flogging. 

 
Michelle sighed as she watched Lisa Sutton 

wriggle uncomfortably from the stage. 
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18 Pairs of Whopping Bags 

 
 
“Awesome,” breathed Michelle as she stared at 

the pile of neatly pressed and folded white cotton 
shorts that were stacked in a drawer in Joanna 
Heyworth’s closet. “Eighteen public floggings! Two 
more than Debs and three more than Lady Victoria, 
that is just fucking awesome. Do you know how much 
Bernadette could sell these for at auction? Squillions!” 

Jojo Heyworth grinned at her grubby. “These 
took a lot of hard minxing to earn and they are not 
for sale. Funnily enough they represent some of the 
best times of my life.” 

Michelle giggled. “There are not many places 
where you would hear a comment like that.” 

“Well I suppose that it would easy to be bitter 
and twisted about how we were all stitched up like 
kippers but quite frankly that’s a complete waste of 
energy,” said Jojo. “I try to look on the bright side. 
After all I met my very soon to be husband here and 
have made some of the greatest chums you could 
ever wish for.” 



Bend Over and Touch Them 

 

Michelle inspected the dates that had been 
neatly written on tags attached to the waistband of 
each pair of bags. “Whoa, over half of these are 
dated before Operation Scorched Arse,” she gasped. 
“I didn’t realize public floggings were so prevalent 
back then.” 

“Most of the time I got Mandatory Floggings 
for getting whopped three times in the same week or 
things of that nature,” laughed Jojo. “I was kind of a 
serial minx. I became the first ever Beaten Brat at the 
unit after I had just received my fiftieth spanking in 
the lecture rooms. Three strokes across the bumbags. 
The very first time I was ever caned.” 

Michelle chuckled. “A serial minx. I like that.” 
 
Despite entering the Back to School Unit 

sporting a virgin arse Jojo Heyworth was widely 
credited with heralding in a new era in minxdom. The 
Cult of Mega-minxdom had been pioneered by the 
likes of April Turner, Cathryn Cassidy, Melanie White, 
Lady Victoria Brompton and Claire Brooks who had all 
accumulated noteworthy quantities of stripes under 
their bumbags. Jojo and her best chum Nixdown had 
known Cat and Vix from the West End club circuit and 
were swiftly inducted into the subterranean cult.  

Initially the weight of livening up the 
proceedings in the Brat Chamber with goofing, 
gabbing, larking and pranking had largely fallen upon 
Jojo’s shoulders. 

Nixdown already had her work cut out as she 
had been assigned to grub for Katie Beck who was 
the Red-shirt at the time. Nix was forced to endure 
almost nightly illegal spankings from the evil Red-shirt 
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and did not much care to add to her woes by being 
spanked by the Dame’s in the lecture rooms. 

When she first arrived at the unit Deborah 
Morton had been in a state of serious depression due 
to the vicious anti-Debs campaign being perpetuated 
by the multi-media forces of the Forsham-Smythe 
press. It wasn’t until she was finally put over the 
Wart’s knee twice in the space of ten minutes that 
Debs would emerge as a minx of high standing. 

Rosemary Booker was also beginning to take 
trips across the knees of the Dames and the Elite with 
increasing frequency. Soon enough the quartet of 
Jojo, Nixdown, Debs and Rosemary became known 
amongst the Woody wags as the Famous Four. 

 
Jojo had taken to minxing like a fish to water. 

Despite the superlative quality of her competition 
Joanna reigned supreme on the Bottoms Up Table of 
Troublemakers. After becoming the first ever Beaten 
Brat in the units history she went on to be crowned 
Annual Big BUTT four times in a period of five years. 
She became the first inmate to be caned fifty times in 
a single year, an achievement she would repeat in 
both of the subsequent two years. When she 
completed the sixth year of her sentence Jojo 
Heyworth was the undisputed All-Time Big BUTT. 

 
After Jojo had been formally Thrashed into the 

Elite she promised Lady Victoria, the serving Red-
shirt, that she would do her level best to curb her 
minxish instincts. Jojo kept her promise with 
remarkable success. However, when Lady Vix finally 
tired of the responsibilities of fulfilling the onerous 
role of the Red-shirt and handed the reins over to 
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Deborah the new head of the Elite encouraged Jojo to 
get back in the game. Jojo needed no second bidding. 
Although she no longer considered herself a true 
serial minx since getting back in the game her 
Punishment Record Book supplies details of very 
respectable litany of recent encounters with canes, 
slippers and straps. 

 
Michelle Morgan respectfully closed the drawer 

in the closet. She understood that sooner rather than 
later she would be the one sporting a pair of thin 
white cotton whopping bags and would go into the 
annals of Woody lore as the first Little Brat ever to be 
publicly flogged. However, she was equally certain 
that she would never have achieved this milestone in 
Woody history if it had not been for the 
groundbreaking achievements of her great chum and 
mentor, Miss Jojo Heyworth.  
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The Lawton Alternative 

 
 
Jojo Heyworth bent forward at the waist and 

reached down and placed her manicured fingernails 
on the tips of her highly polished black shoes. She 
lowered her head between her outstretched arms and 
stared down at a small square of wooden floor while 
she waited for Ms Stephanie Powell to rearrange her 
clothing in the manner required for these kinds of 
situations. Jojo patiently waited to be caned. 

 
Jojo had nothing in principle against touching 

her toes at the front of the lecture room. After all she 
had been caught red-handed firing a water pistol at 
Nixdown Nixon in a retaliatory response to an 
unprovoked catapult attack perpetrated by her closest 
chum. Truth was told she was more annoyed that 
Stephanie Powell had confiscated the vintage 1950’s 
stingray water shooter that was equipped with special 
mechanisms to vary the length and breadth of the 
spray. Jojo had spent hours in an on-line auction 
room acquiring the pistol and to lose it during its 
maiden mission was seriously disappointing. Jojo 
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wondered whether once the caning was over and 
done with whether she could privately prevail on the 
Dame’s better nature and retrieve her weapon. 

 
Ms Powell and Jojo were tight. Stephanie was 

an expert in modern literature and had often helped 
Joanna in the development of theatrical productions 
performed by the inmates at the facility.  

Stephanie had been a curious selection to join 
the Brass at the Back to School Unit, as she had no 
previous experience in the education environment 
outside of her own attendance of school and 
university. 

She had been reading English at Camford 
when she had fallen head over heals in love with a 
military man while she was vacationing in Munich. 
She had abandoned her studies and moved to 
Germany to join her beau. After a short time 
Stephanie decided to enlist for training as a non-
commissioned officer for the Royal Military Police. 
After training at Pirbright and Southwick Park she 
graduated and successfully applied for an overseas 
assignment in an area of Germany that was in close 
proximity to her boyfriend. She was quickly identified 
as a natural leader and was placed in a fast-track 
career development program. She swiftly advanced 
through the ranks and was finally promoted to 
Sergeant before she was thirty.  

However, her career was not without its share 
of drama and controversy and she was twice 
dispatched to the brig under the threat of court 
martial for failing to follow direct orders from a 
superior officer and endangering lives. It was in these 
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untoward circumstances that she first encountered 
Major Susan Lawton. 

At the time Major Lawton was assigned to act 
as an advisor to a panel of military jurists who were 
evaluating procedures regarding the disciplining of 
malfeasant females from the ranks of the army, air 
force and navy. 

Susan spent several months visiting brigs and 
glass-houses and was astonished at the number of 
young women being held for relatively minor 
indiscretions and who were facing lengthy sentences 
and reductions in rank. 

She interviewed a young corporal named 
Angela Rattison who had been caught snogging with 
a male senior officer. The senior man was off-duty 
whereas Angela, unfortunately, was not. He had 
escaped without reprimand while she faced six-
months in the brig and being stripped back to the 
rank of private. Susan thought this was ridiculous and 
half-jokingly remarked that in her opinion that the 
whole matter could be resolved with a well-delivered 
six of the best. 

Several days later Major Lawton was 
summoned to HQ where her commanding officer 
advised her that Corporal Rattison had contacted the 
panel through her legal representatives and asked 
whether they would consider the Lawton Alternative. 
Later that evening Angela Rattison was released from 
the brig sporting six healthy weals under her 
bumbags but otherwise free to go about her duties. 

Over the next few years the case-files of over a 
hundred young women were summarily closed 
following the intervention of the Lawton Alternative, 
as it had become universally known. 
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The demeanor of Sergeant Stephanie Powell 
had particularly impressed Major Lawton. Most 
prisoners that she interviewed arrived dressed in tee 
shirts, cammo cargo pants and eight-eye boots. By 
contrast Stephanie wore a more formal tan brass 
buttoned tunic with a matching skirt over a crisp 
white shirt and black tie. She wore hose and sensible 
shoes and a peaked cap on her head. She stood to 
attention in the interview room and saluted Major 
Lawton. 

Stephanie made no attempt to deny that she 
had ignored a direct order to stand down and wait for 
back up during a potential hostage situation involving 
a colleague. She had assessed the situation and 
decided that time was of the essence and entered the 
building. Despite taking hostile fire she had managed 
to both rescue her colleague and to secure an arrest. 
Her act of heroism had landed her in the brig. 

Stephanie made no attempt to defend her 
actions and assured Major Lawton’s that if similar 
circumstances presented themselves she would most 
likely repeat her actions. She acknowledged and 
respected the military’s decision to sanction her. 

Susan Lawton was empathetic and admired 
Stephanie’s bravery. After listening to the facts she 
met with the prosecuting counsel and persuaded him 
to dismiss the charge of ‘Reckless Endangerment of 
Life’. With only a misdemeanor charge left against her 
Major Lawton was free to offer Sergeant Powell the 
Lawton Alternative.  

 
“Why not?” Stephanie had responded when the 

offer had been presented. “I’m sure that you can’t 
cane any harder than the prefects at school”. 
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Susan and Stephanie 

 
 
Sergeant Stephanie Powell unfastened the 

brass buttons down the front of her tunic and 
shrugged it off. Stephanie calmly handed the garment 
to Major Lawton’s adjutant who would act as the sole 
witness to the proceedings. 

The official disciplinary flogging was being 
executed in a soundproofed room in a secluded area 
of the military compound. It was an austere room 
with stark whitewashed walls and a single bare bulb 
for overhead lighting. In the center of the room there 
was a four-legged wooden frame straddled by a 
padded leather saddle.  

Susan Lawton was dressed in formal whites, 
she unfastened the silver buttons down her own tunic 
and took it off and also handed it to the adjutant. 

“Sergeant Powell you have been found guilty 
of failure to follow a direct order and have been 
sentenced to receive six strokes of the cane with your 
bumbags lowered,” Major Lawton informed 
Stephanie. “You are required to remain in position 
throughout the flogging, if you attempt to rise or 
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protect yourself you will be subjected to additional 
strokes. If you would prefer we can secure your arms 
and legs to the restraints attached to the frame.” 

Stephanie stared back at Susan unflinchingly. 
“I can assure you that you will not need the 
restraints,” she said emphatically. 

“I didn’t think we would,” said Major Lawton. “I 
took the time this afternoon to glance over your 
school records. They certainly made lively reading and 
I couldn’t help but notice that you have previously 
received six strokes on several occasions.” 

For the first time Stephanie blushed slightly. 
“Yes Ma’am, that would be correct,” she confirmed. 

 
Stephanie Powell had attended the prestigious 

Dayton Manor boarding school. Her records 
characterize her as highly intelligent, an enthusiastic 
athlete and a keen participant in the school’s extra 
curricula programs. She was also a regular on the six 
o’clock swishing circuit.  

At Dayton Manor corporal punishment was 
primarily the domain of the Headgal who would 
politely send notes inviting gals to cut along to her 
study at six o’clock in order that they could be 
swished. 

It has been observed by numerous Woody 
historians that the lives of several Woody Back to 
School Unit luminaries first crossed paths at Dayton 
Manor. Stephanie Powell was swished by both Jane 
Lummell and Angela Sills while they acted as 
Headgal’s at the school. In turn, after she was elected 
to fulfill the schools most senior role, Stephanie 
Powell would be required to swish Claire Brooks on 
several occasions. 
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Major Lawton watched as Stephanie and the 
adjutant arranged the apparatus so that the top of 
the saddle was level with the waistband of 
Stephanie’s skirt. Stephanie folded herself in half over 
the apparatus. 

She was up on the balls of her feet with her 
heels raised. On the far side of the frame she reached 
down and gripped a crossbar for support. 

Major Lawton carefully folded back Stephanie’s 
skirt and rolled her bumbags down to tops of her 
thighs.  

Once she had Stephanie properly teed up 
Susan rolled back the cuffs of her crisp white shirt 
and accepted the cane from her adjutant. 

She flexed the cane between her hands and 
waited until a full minute had elapsed before stepping 
in and tapping the tip of the cane down three times. 

Stephanie quickly revised her opinion that 
Susan Lawton couldn’t cane any harder than the 
prefects. The first stroke was an eye-watering, teeth-
chattering, nerve-jangling affair. Stephanie Powell 
gritted her teeth and dug in. 

 
Susan Lawton thrashed Stephanie at the 

steady rate of one stroke every thirty seconds to 
allow plenty of time for Stephanie to experience the 
full cycle and sensation of every individual stroke. She 
was extremely impressed with the stoic fortitude with 
which the sergeant accepted the lick of the cane, not 
even a groan had left her lips and her only reaction 
had been some minor twitching of her buttocks 
immediately following impact. 

Major Lawton was impressed with the manner 
with which Sergeant Powell calmly saluted her and 
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spun on her heel and marched from the room after 
the thrashing was finished. 

 
Twelve months later Susan Lawton was 

engaged in intense negotiations to assume the role of 
Grand Dame at the proposed Woody Back to School 
Unit. One of her last assignments in the military was 
to visit the brig where Sergeant Stephanie Powell was 
once again being held pending charges related to a 
very similar incident to her earlier difficulties. 

Major Lawton managed to convince the 
prosecutor’s to dismiss the more serious charges that 
allowed her to invoke the Lawton Alternative. 
Unfortunately Major Lawton was unsuccessful in 
persuading the powers from reducing Stephanie’s 
rank back to an entry-level private. 

As before Stephanie took her punishment with 
considerable aplomb but she confessed that she was 
devastated by losing her sergeant’s status and 
informed Major Lawton that she was considering 
resigning from the services. 

When Susan Lawton finally agreed to take on 
her new assignment and was recruiting the dames 
that would comprise her Brass she revisited 
Stephanie’s resume. With her extensive knowledge of 
modern literature and her experience of swishing over 
two hundred backsides during her spell as Headgal 
Susan Lawton decided to offer Stephanie Powell a 
position at the new facility. 
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Absence of Malice 

 
 
Jojo set aside her ruminations with regard to 

repossessing the water pistol and considered the 
effects of the delivery of the first stroke of the short 
whippy stick that Stephanie Powell had selected. The 
canes that the Dame in charge of English Literature 
favored was not dissimilar to the ashplants that were 
traditionally used by members of the Elite when they 
whopped gals up in the library. The initial sting and 
flesh-burn was extremely intense, almost to the point 
of bringing involuntary tears to the eyes. Nonetheless 
after the initial shock had passed the after-effects 
diminished to little more than an inconvenient 
smarting sensation.  

“Hmm … warm to middling,” Jojo thought to 
herself and continued to stare down at the floor. 

 
Ms Powell procured her canes from the same 

purveyor that had supplied her while she was Headgal 
at Dayton Manor. At twenty-seven inches long they 
were slightly shorter than the thirty-inch long number 
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one canes favored by many of the Brass. Stephanie 
was a great believer in the short, sharp shock 
treatment with no long lasting damage. She could 
remember back at school when immediately after 
being swished she was tempted to break into an idiot 
gig, but only an hour later the initial scorching effects 
would be largely forgotten. 

She swung her arm with a leisurely rhythm. 
She was fond of Jojo and they both knew that she 
had no choice but to give her six. She cracked the 
cane down across the tautened navy blue bumbags 
with a complete absence of malice.  

 
Jojo concentrated on keeping her fingers glued 

to the tips of her toes. Over the years she had been 
caned half a dozen times by Stephanie and she knew 
that the Dame always did good work. As long as she 
put it up and kept it up then she could rely on 
Stephanie to always hit the sweet spot. 

 
Stephanie Powell took a tight grip on the cane. 

They were five strokes in and preparing for the 
closer. Ms Powell knew that to a whop hardened 
veteran like Jojo the first five had been nothing much 
more than an inconvenience and they both knew it 
was time to turn up the temperature. She pulled her 
arm back and sliced the whippy stick down at 
considerable speed. 

 
“Heyyyyyy!!!”  Jojo squealed as she tumbled 

down across Mr Humphries lap. “Hold your horses big 
boy, I was only joking!” 

The Grand Master deftly flipped back his 
fiancé’s skirt, expertly rolled down her bumbags, 
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pulled her in tightly to the crease of his lap and began 
to spank. 

It had all happened at a giddying pace. One 
moment Jojo was standing up leaning against the 
kitchen counter giggling merrily and the next moment 
she was head down arse up having her bare bottom 
vigorously spanked. 

It occurred to Jojo, as the heat in her naked 
nates began to increase that flippantly telling her 
fiancé, “so spank me” might have been unwise. 

They had been discussing Joanna’s recent 
encounter with Stephanie Powell’s cane and she had 
been bragging about how quickly she had recovered. 
It was when the Grand Master pointed out that there 
was a school of thought that the effects of a caning 
should be longer lasting as a reminder against further 
errancy that Jojo decided to crack wise. 

 
The Grand Master went about his business 

briskly. He launched salvo after salvo on alternate 
buttocks without respite. Six spanks to the right, 
followed by six spanks to the left. Repeating the 
process over and over. In not much more than sixty 
seconds he had landed seventy-two hearty spanks on 
his fiancé’s squirming rear end turning it the color of 
a Venice Beach sunset. 

 
Jojo lay upside down across Mr Humphries lap 

panting. It never ceased to amaze her how 
exhausting a spontaneous and unexpected spanking 
could be. The brisk businesslike manner that Mr 
Humphries had dealt with her had given her 
absolutely no opportunity to prepare herself or to 
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settle in. It had been just like riding a roller coaster. 
Fiendishly breath taking and absolutely exhilarating. 

“Whoa,” she muttered when she finally caught 
her breath. “Whoa!” It was all she could think of to 
say. 
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The Value of Caning a Masochist 

 
 
“Stand by your bed Morgan while I deal with 

Huntington,” said Claire Brooks wearily. “Bend over 
your bed Your Ladyship, lets get this over with and 
then we will work out how we can deal with Morgan.” 

Lady Derby Huntington picked up a pillow and 
carried it to the foot of her bed. She placed the pillow 
across the bed frame and elegantly bent forward in a 
single fluid movement. 

 
Claire rolled up her sleeves and loosened her 

tie. She picked up her ashplant and got herself into 
position. She tapped the cane down on the seat of 
Lady Derby’s red and black striped silk jimjams and 
then went to work. 

Although she had finished her seven-year 
sentence and was now in her probation year and 
enrolled in the Old Gal program Claire had been 
persuaded to continue in her role as Dorm Raider.  

Claire was one of the most popular and 
celebrated members of the Woody community and 
enjoyed an unblemished reputation for her even-



Bend Over and Touch Them 

 

handedness. She had also gained a reputation as one 
of the hottest whoppers on the circuit. 

 
Lady Derby Huntington felt the excitement 

welling up inside her. Derby made no effort to 
disguise her masochistic tendencies and the prospect 
of getting six on the silks from an expert disciplinarian 
like Claire was Derby’s idea of heaven. 

 
Claire sliced the cane down across the striped 

target. Derby let out a low groan. Claire shook her 
head in bewilderment; she had been compelled to 
beat Derby on several previous occasions and had 
learned that the aristocrat was not groaning in pain, it 
was pure and unmitigated pleasure.  

There are some schools of thought that have 
questioned the value of caning a masochist as a form 
of punishment. Nonetheless, Claire was merely 
following the protocols and doing her duty. She 
slashed the cane down across the perky rear end. 

 
“I’m so sorry to disturb you Debs but we have 

a situation,” Claire said into her cell-phone, “I caught 
Lady Derby and Michelle gabbing after lockdown. 
They were bang to rights, no question. I’ve just 
finished beating Derby but I’m not sure what to do 
with Michelle. She’s code red so I have to turn her 
over to the Grand Master.” 

“Oh good grief,” muttered Deborah grumpily. 
She had a six-mile run scheduled for five o’clock the 
following morning and had turned in early. She had 
been blissfully in the land of nod when her phone had 
rung. “The Grand Master took Jojo out to Monets. I 
have no idea whether they are back. I doubt Mr 
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Humphries is going to be much interested in dealing 
with this nonsense before the morning. Tell Michelle 
to go to bed and to meet us on the Grand Masters 
landing at eight thirty. I’ll brief him of the situation 
during our brekker meeting.” 

 
Michelle Morgan stood outside the Grand 

Masters study with her hands on her head and her 
nose pressed against the wall. She had spent a 
restless night contemplating her upcoming ordeal. It 
would not be her first experience of being caned in 
front of a large gathering. The final three canings that 
she had received at the boarding school she had 
attended had each been delivered in front of the 
assembled school. Shortly after the final punishment 
Last Chance Morgan as she was known ran out of 
chances and was summarily expelled. 

Michelle Morgan did not share Lady Derby’s 
masochistic traits. Her spectacular rise to become the 
fourth most punished schoolgal in British history and 
her astonishing achievement of becoming the first 
Little Brat in the unit’s history to be publicly flogged 
was the result of a hyper-active naughty gene.  

Michelle had bewildered her teachers at school. 
She was intelligent, enthusiastic and unfailingly kind 
and caring but she danced to a completely different 
drummer to the rest of the community. She appeared 
to take direction only from her own inner voices, 
which generally seemed to be in direct conflict with 
the rules of the establishment. There appeared to be 
neither rhyme nor reason to her misbehavior and as 
best as they could tell a complete absence of malice 
aforethought to her mischief-making. The authority’s 
scratched their heads and caned her frequently. 
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Michelle appeared sublimely unconcerned 
about being almost permanently at loggerheads with 
the establishment. She never complained of being 
mistreated or misunderstood and accepted her 
punishments with a somewhat otherworldly good 
humor. 

She had been swept up in an anti-Ladette 
operation and given three years at the Ripley Back to 
School Unit for Misdemeanor Ladetting. Once she had 
finished her sentence she was granted a permit to 
take a short visit to Canada. Due to a night of over-
indulgence she had missed her flight home. Without 
much thought of the consequences she decided to 
extend her stay without bothering to inform her Court 
Appointed Guardian. 

Unbeknownst to Michelle her absence came to 
the attention of Melissa Forsham-Smythe and the MFS 
communications network published a series of articles 
and TV segments branding Michelle as the Runaway 
Ladette. Melissa negotiated a half million-dollar 
bounty with the System for delivery of Michelle’s 
bumbags on a platter. 

In an unfortunate case of happenstance a Dark 
Agent of the System was surfing the net for poon 
when he came across a series of exotic pictures of 
Michelle taken by a photographer in Montreal. She 
was quickly apprehended and informed that she 
would be taken back to Ripley where she would be 
confined until she had completed her parole. 

This proved to be a hoax and upon her arrival 
back in Blighty she was publicly arrested in the airport 
and taken in shackles to a secret silo of the System. 
Within hours she was at a haberdashery being fitted 
for clobber and dispatched to Woodys. 
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Just Remember it’s Only Whops  

 
 
Michelle lowered her arms and turned and 

faced Claire and Debs. She smiled thinly. The two 
Elite gals responded with rueful resigned grins. Debs 
pressed the buzzer on the Grand Master’s door. The 
light turned green and Deborah swung the door open. 

 
Michelle walked into the office until she was 

several feet in front of the Grand Master’s desk and 
stood to attention. She had risen early and paid 
particular attention to her appearance. Lady Derby 
had generously gotten up to assist her chum and had 
inspected every item of Michelle’s clobber to ensure 
that not even a single hanging thread had been over-
looked. She had brushed Michelle’s hair with the 
loving attention she generally saved for taking care of 
Deborah Morton’s appearance. It occurred to Michelle 
that Lady Derby Huntington was most likely extremely 
envious that she was going to have the opportunity to 
experience a public flogging. Not for the first time, it 
occurred to Michelle that the bob-haired aristocrat 
was almost certainly certifiably barking. 
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Michelle Morgan was a curious looking cove. At 
first blush she might have been described as 
unremarkable but punters habitually turned back for a 
second look and were stunned by her pixie-like 
beauty. 

She gazed unflinchingly across the desk at the 
Grand Master while he explained exactly how things 
were going to go down. 

 
 Michelle Morgan’s bumbags were going down. 

All the way down until they were concertinaed around 
her ankles. The pleated skirt of her gymslip was going 
in the opposite direction. 

Michelle was bent like a bow across the Grand 
Masters lap waiting to be spanked. 

 
Interestingly, due to her early induction into 

the Beaten Brat program Michelle Morgan had little 
experience of being hand-spanked. Upon her arrival 
at the unit she had been assigned to act as Jojo’s 
personal grubby. Joanna had already ceded her 
thrashing and spanking rights to Deborah so on the 
first day of her sentence Michelle had taken a trip 
over Debs knee for her training spanking. 
Subsequently Jojo had seen no reason to send her 
grubby along the corridor for any further dustings and 
remarkably Michelle Morgan was one of the least 
spanked grubbies in Woody history. 

She had gained some over the knee experience 
when she was caught goofing on kitchen duty and 
had taken a trip across Dotty Hammell’s lap to have 
her buns warmed up with a wooden spatula. 
Subsequently she had also taken a turn over Katie 
Beck’s knee with regard to a rather dubious charge of 
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clobber abuse related to a hairline fracture to a 
blouse button. 

The heat being generated in her rear end by 
Grand Master’s bare hand astonished Michelle 
Morgan. She had listened to the various schools of 
thought regarding the practice of pre-flogging 
spankings that were known amongst the Woody 
community as warmers. The pro-warmer advocates 
claimed that the over the knee session helped them 
get into the zone before the intimidating ordeal of 
being publicly flogged. The anti-warmer parties 
claimed that the spanking was cruel and unusual 
punishment and should be abolished. 

Michelle Morgan figured that very shortly she 
would have something meaningful to contribute to 
the debate. 

 
Deborah waited at the foot of the stairs for 

Michelle to emerge from the Grand Master’s study. 
Once she came out Debs went up to meet her and 
escorted her into Katie’s study where Michelle would 
be fitted for whopping bags. 

As usual Katie was transparently apoplectic at 
Deborah’s presence. For years Katie had amused 
herself by providing the hapless inmates scheduled to 
be flogged with a collection of gym shorts that were 
patently undersized and caused the gals considerable 
embarrassment. 

Deborah who had personally been a victim of 
this practice on numerous occasions had prevailed 
upon the Grand Master to allow her to supervise the 
selection process. 
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The final stage of the pre-flogging preparations 
involved setting up the vaulting horse on the stage so 
that the saddle was correctly aligned to suit Michelle’s 
waif-like physique. This was another operation that 
Katie Beck had historically abused, regularly setting 
the horse too high so that the gal’s feet barely 
touched the floor once she was over and up. It was 
another operation that Deborah had wrestled out 
from Katie Beck’s grasp. 

 
Deborah hugged Michelle. “Just remember it’s 

only whops. I know you’re getting twelve strokes but 
you just have to deal with them one by one,” she 
reassured the Little Brat. 

“But I’d die if I make a muff of myself and start 
to howl,” said Michelle. 

“You are not going to make a muff of 
yourself,” said Deborah emphatically. “Just dig deep 
and remember that we’re all rooting for you.” Debs 
gave Michelle one last hug and dispatched her 
upstairs to return to the Grand Master’s office. 
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A Brat Flogging 

 
 
Michelle Morgan was grateful that the Grand 

Master did not see the need to overly elaborate upon 
the details of her extensive record of mischief and 
malfeasance. Apparently he was of the opinion that 
the simple fact that she was being flogged for 
accumulating fifty punishments in a single year spoke 
volumes in itself. 

 
“Good luck, sister,” Deborah mouthed as she 

took Michelle’s red and black striped blazer and 
carried it over to a coat-stand. Michelle smiled as 
bravely as she could and then turned around and 
slowly bent over the vaulting horse. 

The sympathy and support in the hall was 
almost palpable. As every second passed the Little 
Brat felt her confidence increasing that she could 
indeed get through this ordeal without making a muff 
of herself. 

 
The Grand Master flexed the cane and planted 

his feet. He tapped the stick down on the stretched 
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white cotton shorts and then pulled his arm back. He 
swished the cane through the air, snapping his wrist 
at the last millisecond and landing the shaft with the 
retort of a rifle shot. 

Michelle let her breath out between her teeth 
in a silent whistle. The pain rebounded around her 
central nervous system like a pinball. She gritted her 
teeth and concentrated on controlling the pain. She 
knew from experience that if she could get through 
the opener that she would be able to get deep into 
the zone and would survive. 

“It’s only whops, it’s only whops!” she chanted 
as the initial shock turned into a slow throb and 
waited for the advent of the second implosion of pain 
inside her whopping bags. 

 
Michelle’s confidence was growing stroke by 

stroke as they reached the halfway point of the 
punishment. Even though she had never previously 
received more than six strokes she had spent so 
many hours listening to Jojo, Debs, Rosemary and 
Nixdown dissecting longer twelve-stroke canings that 
she felt mentally prepared to endure the extended 
bender she was being subjected to with the minimum 
of fuss. 

 
The applause was tumultuous. The inmates 

clapped their hands and stamped their feet as 
Michelle Morgan absorbed the torturous twelfth and 
final stroke without so much as a murmur escaping 
her lips. 

Deborah helped Michelle on with her blazer 
and ignoring protocol she reached over and hugged 
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the Little Brat. “You did great,” she whispered in 
Michelle’s ear. 

Michelle managed a weak smile and a wink. 
“Thanks,” she whispered back. 

The Grand Master politely ignored this 
exchange and after informing Michelle that they 
would post-process the flogging in an hour’s time he 
dismissed her from the stage. 

 
Michelle Morgan gratefully folded herself over 

Jojo’s lap. The Grand Master had decided to suspend 
lectures for the day and had announced a loose tie, 
sloppy clobber and minimum whops protocol. He had 
instructed Bernadette Summers to distribute cases of 
ice-cold Mumms Cuvee Napa to each of the landings. 
Cassie Cassy and Dotty Hammell were already 
shanghaiing helpers to prepare a lavish barbeque in 
the grounds. 

“You did absolutely fantastic,” enthused Jojo as 
she peeled down Michelle’s thin white whopping bags 
and inspected the stripes. “All perfectly safe,” she 
reported, “well inside the sweet spot and not even a 
hint of a wraparound.” She reached into a pot of 
cooling balm and traced her fingertip along a ripe and 
swollen weal. 

 
Katie Beck stared out of the window of her 

office with mixed emotions. On the one hand the 
sight of the inmates strutting around the grounds 
with their collar and ties unfastened and the tails of 
their blouses untucked from their skirts made her 
quite bilious. On the other hand she felt quite envious 
of the obvious camaraderie amongst the inmates and 
the more popular members of the Brass as they laid 



Bend Over and Touch Them 

 

out blankets on the ground and began to chow down 
on the delicious fare Cassie Cassy and Dotty were 
cooking up on the barbeques. 

Katie was tempted to go downstairs and enjoy 
the sunshine. Nonetheless she knew that if she were 
spotted mingling with members of the Liberal Left she 
would doubtless incur the wrath of Patty Hodge. 

Despite having seized the role of Commandant 
of the Radical Right in a palace coup Katie Beck was 
well aware that her grip on power was precarious at 
best. Patty was a cold-hearted be-yotch and as mean 
as a snake. She was always looking for signs of 
weakness in Katie’s behaviors so that she could 
deride and humiliate the parvenu commandant during 
their nightly booze-fests in the saloon bar of the 
Bunch of Grapes. 

During her years as the ruthless leader of the 
Radical Right and sponsor of the Secret Sorority of 
Serial Spankers Patty had forbidden social inter-action 
with the Liberal Left and had made it clear that she 
would be extremely disapproving if Katie decided to 
amend the protocol. Patty’s hardline position had 
always disappointed Katie who secretly would have 
liked to strike up friendships with a number of the 
Dames who were much closer to her age and who 
she found considerably more amusing than her 
current running-mates, Patty and the Wart. 

Nonetheless, Katie was a coward by nature 
and decided it would be prudent to give any such 
fraternization a miss and to find an alternative way to 
occupy the afternoon. She pulled out her cellphone 
and called Yvonne Godfrey’s number. 

“Send me the Bitch,” she said haughtily. 
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Family Matters 

 
 
Mitch the Bitch was howling. With nothing 

better to do with her afternoon Katie Beck had 
summoned Janet Mitchell to her office, put her across 
her knee and spanked her soundly with one of her 
favorite leather soled slippers. 

“No! No! No!” squealed Janet. “Please Katie, I 
can’t take any more I’m on fire.” 

“Oh hush!” chortled Katie. “We’ve been asking 
for intelligence on the Cassidy Clan for weeks and 
you’ve come up with nothing. Now lie still, I’m going 
to give you six more.” 

“Noooooooo!!!!” wailed Janet and kicked and 
writhed as she tried to evade the burning spanks. 

 
“I interviewed Yvonne and Janet this 

afternoon,” Katie informed Patty in the saloon bar of 
the Bunch of Grapes. “All they could tell me is that 
Caroline wants to buy some weeks at the Resort and 
Cathryn is refusing. Apparently it has caused 
something of a rift.” 
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Patty narrowed her eyes. “Well tell them to 
keep their eyes peeled. I hate that be-yotch Caroline 
and I’m certain she is plotting something.” 

Katie just nodded wearily and put another 
glass of chardonnay on Patty’s tab. 

 
Cat Cassidy scowled. “Mother I am very well 

aware that you got caned at school, after all I 
personally broke your long-standing record but that is 
a very different proposition from me allowing you to 
sign up to spend time at the Woody Resort.” 

Cathryn Cassidy, Caroline Cassidy and Lady 
Victoria Brompton were seated in the VIP area of Café 
Woodys.  

At the height of her fame Caroline Cassidy had 
been one of the most recognized and photographed 
faces in the World. Thirty years later, with her hair 
pulled back into a ponytail, wearing barely a hint of 
make-up and dressed in full Woody clobber Caroline 
remained a stunning creature.  

“Why are you allowed to reside at the resort 
and not me?” demanded Caroline. “After all next 
birthday you’ll be thirty, you’re not exactly a spring-
chicken yourself, and so what’s the difference? I just 
don’t know what you are making such a fuss about. 
You of all people Cathryn. Everybody thinks you’re so 
cool and you’re acting like a prude. What do you think 
Victoria?” 

Lady Vix looked uneasy. Cat was her dearest 
chum and closest confidante. Their friendship dated 
back to the glory days of the Extreme Ladette 
movement when they were considered to be the 
spiritual leaders of the jeunesse dorée. At Woodys 
they had elevated mega-minxdom to an art form and 
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side-by-side they had gone toe-to-toe with the 
bullying factions of the Radical Right. Lady Victoria 
adored Cat Cassidy. 

Nonetheless, she had also known Caroline for 
many years. When Lady Victoria’s mother had died 
tragically in a plane crash Caroline had moved into 
Brompton Castle and managed the household while 
the family dealt with their terrible grief. 

“I really think that this is a family matter,” 
muttered Lady Vix. 

“Oh pish-tush, Victoria,” snorted Caroline, “you 
are family.” 

Vix continued to look uneasy. “I just think that 
Cat is trying to protect you from Patty,” she said. 

“Patty? Patty fucking Hodge? That be-yotch?” 
Caroline laughed scornfully. “If she tries it on with me 
I’ll hack her in the shins and stick her with a nut. That 
would take care of that evil be-yotch. I’ve done it 
before, haven’t I Cathryn?” 

Cat Cassidy sighed. “Yes Mother, you certainly 
did.” 

 
Many years earlier Cathryn had been enrolled 

at Dartington Manor School where Patricia Hodge was 
employed as the Mistress of Discipline. Although the 
Cassidy’s family pile was close-by Caroline and 
Christopher led a peripatetic existence and were 
rarely in residence. As a consequence, Cathryn, and 
subsequently her younger sibling Cassie, were semi-
boarders at the local school. Cat was already 
considered the epitome of rebellious cool and after 
lights out she routinely shimmied down the drainpipes 
and hitched up to the Smoke to bop the night away at 
illicit raves and drinking dens. 
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Patty Hodge loathed and despised Cat and 
thrashed her regularly. Cathryn rarely complained and 
treated Patty with complete contempt. However on 
one occasion she did idly comment to her mother that 
Patty had beaten her on trumped up charges. 
Caroline had immediately chartered a jet and flown 
home. She had barged into a classroom where Patty 
was holding court. Without discussion Caroline had 
hacked Patty in the left shin. When Patty was hopping 
up and down and trying to alleviate the pain Caroline 
had hacked her in the right shin causing Patricia to 
take an inelegant tumble. Caroline had left without a 
word. 

 
“You were not much help,” groaned Cat when 

she and Vix returned to their hotel. “She just won’t 
give it up. I don’t get it.” 

“Why don’t you just let her make her 
reservations?” suggested Vix. 

“Come on Victoria, if this was your Mum what 
would you have done?” asked Cat. 

“Good point,” agreed Vix. “Family matters are 
always so fawkin’ complex.” 

 



24 

 
Complex Family Matters 

 
 
Veronica Bond slapped her twin sister, Regina, 

across the face and poked her in the eye with a sharp 
fingernail. 

“Be-yotch!!!” she screamed at her sister. 
Regina responded by grabbing Veronica’s hair 

and yanking. “I’ll show you who’s a be-yotch,’ she 
shouted. 

 
“Fight, fight!!!” screamed an inmate. 
“Bundle!!!” shouted another. 
The Woody gals started bustling across the 

recreation area in the direction of the commotion. 
 
“Oh good grief,” groaned Debs. “Come on 

Bernadette let’s break them up.” 
Deborah and her deputy muscled their way 

through the expanding crowd and did their best to 
pull the twins apart and restrain them. Ronnie and 
Reggie were not in much humor for being restrained 
and both Debs and Bernadette suffered several bonks 
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on their noggins before the situation was finally under 
control. 

“Alright,” said Deborah wearily. “Why don’t you 
tell me what’s going on. We all know somebody’s on 
for six, now whether it’s one of you or both of you, or 
we take you up to the Grand Master and have you 
publicly flogged for scrapping, that’s really up to you.” 

“She’s a fucking be-yotch,” snarled Ronnie, 
glaring at her sister. 

“You’re a fucking be-yotch yourself. You 
always have been, you came out of the womb a 
fucking be-yotch and you’ve never changed,” retorted 
Reggie and glared back at her twin with eyes blazing. 

Deborah and Bernadette exchanged glances 
and rolled their eyes at each other.  Ronnie and 
Reggie were notoriously pugnacious and competitive.  

Veronica Bond had been extracted from Ma 
Bonds womb shortly before her sister and had 
immediately assumed the dominant role of elder 
sister. For the most part Regina accepted the 
submissive role in their relationship and tolerated her 
twin’s often imperious behavior.  

Before being sentenced to seven years at 
Woodys without the possibility of parole they had 
played together of a hugely successful mod revival 
band. Ronnie was the lead singer and front-woman of 
the group, while Reggie preferred to stay in the 
background playing bass guitar. However every now 
and again Ronnie would yank her sister’s chain a little 
too hard and Reggie would respond explosively. 

 
“Calm down, both of you,” said Debs 

authoritatively. “Now somebody is going to be 
whopped pretty damned soundly for this little fracas. 
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So who’s it going to be? You Regina? Or is it you 
Veronica? Or shall we just take both of you upstairs 
and get on with it?” 

The twins glared at each other but neither 
responded. Over the past year Deborah had been 
required to beat the twin’s on several occasions and 
she knew from experience that no matter how furious 
they were at each other they would never throw each 
other under the bus. 

Debs shrugged. “Ok. Then let’s go. Now I warn 
you if you start acting the bollocks and punching and 
kicking each other I will be compelled to have you 
collared and taken up to the Beak’s office and nobody 
wants that.” 

The twins glowered. Debs and Bernadette 
managed to insinuate themselves physically between 
the sisters and gripping them gently but firmly above 
their elbows they began to hustle them through the 
crowded recreation area. 

 
The quartet made their way through the 

cloisters and into the main house. They proceeded 
wordlessly as they marched through the labyrinth of 
corridors and stairways that led to the secluded wing 
that housed the library. The only sound in the 
building was the click and clack of their heels as they 
hurried towards their destination. 

Theoretically scrapping was a zero tolerance 
offense that attracted a mandatory punishment 
flogging. However when such matters involved family 
members, particularly twins, they had traditionally 
been viewed with some leniency. 

Since Woodys had reopened as a government 
correctional facility three pairs of twins had resided at 
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the compound. Curiously a study of the Woody 
Punishment Book shows that these six young ladies 
had each been thrashed for scrapping more than any 
other inmate at the unit. Invariably these scraps had 
been the result of complex family matters rarely fully 
understood by outsiders. 
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Bend Over and Touch Them 

 
 
“You first Regina, bend over and touch them. 

You know the drill,” instructed Deborah. 
They had completed the traditional formalities 

of removing their blazers, followed by Deborah 
loosening her collar and tie and rolling back the cuffs 
of her red blouse to show that she meant business.  

Reggie Bond approached the fireplace until she 
was six feet away from the roaring flames and bent 
forward at the waist. She set her knees and heels 
together and then leaned down and placed the tips of 
the fingers on the toes of her polished shoes.  

Veronica Bond stood to the left of the fireplace 
with her hands linked on top of her head. Bernadette 
Summers leaned against a wall with her arms folded 
across her chest, watching impassively. 

Deborah walked over and carefully turned back 
the hem of Regina’s skirt. 

 
Deborah ran the tip of her tongue along her 

lips and then pursed them together. She focused on 
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her target and took a tight grip on the cane and then 
tapped it down three times to take her measure. 

Since inheriting the role of Red-shirt from Lady 
Victoria Brompton Deborah Morton had delivered 
nearly two hundred canings. Nonetheless, after she 
had tapped the cane down for a third time she still 
always experienced a momentary wave of nervous 
adrenalin rush over her before she could begin. It 
only took seconds for the slight feeling of nausea to 
abate and once it passed she knew that she was 
ready and fully focused upon the job in hand. She 
pulled back her arm and released the opener. 
 

Reggie Bond could sense that Deborah was 
finished with the preliminaries and the game was 
about to commence. She pursed her lips and 
squeezed her eyes tightly shut. Her heart pounded 
against her crisp white cotton blouse. Ronnie knew 
that she was just about to embark on several minutes 
of unmitigated misery. One! Two! Three! And then 
Armageddon cometh! 

 
Reggie Bond prided herself that she could take 

a licking with the best of them. Although neither she 
nor her sister had ever quite made it into the top ten 
of the Hall of Shame they had both maintained 
respectably consistent whop rates for them to be 
included amongst the premier division of mega-
minxdom. Nonetheless Reggie hissed with 
consternation and was forced to draw upon every 
ounce of her willpower to stop herself not from 
merely jerking but from standing bolt upright and 
clutching her hands to her scalded arse.  
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Deborah breathed a sigh of relief. It was no 
different from competing in a championship tennis 
game. Once you had got the first serve in you were 
good to go. She relaxed and swung the cane with 
consummate ease, accuracy and power. 

 
Accuracy and power were Deborah Morton’s 

trademarks. Deborah Morton had been small in 
stature compared to most professional tennis players, 
standing barely five-feet four in her stockinged feet 
and working diligently to maintain a weigh-in target 
of a hundred and thirty-five pounds.  However, 
whatever she had lacked in physique she had more 
than compensated with her athleticism, eyeball 
coordination, depth perception and most importantly 
her uncanny control over her racquet head. It was 
this latter talent that she brought with great effect to 
the cane game. 

 
Deborah counted down to fifteen. She knew 

from extensive personal experience that being 
whopped in the difficult toe-touching position was 
physically quite exacting and therefore she reduced 
the time between strokes to half the traditional thirty 
seconds used when the recipient was supported by a 
piece of furniture. 

 
Ronnie Bond flinched as the cane whistled 

through the air and sliced down across her sister’s 
tautened bumbags with an explosive crack. It was 
just two weeks since Veronica had last been required 
to touch her toes in the library and spend some 
quality time with Deborah’s slashing cane. It had 
been a most disagreeable experience resulting in 
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several hours of extreme discomfort. Ronnie Bond 
was beginning to perspire. 

 
Reggie Bond moaned softly. She stared into 

the flames and blinked back hot tears. They were 
three strokes in and Regina was already exhausted. 
Her backside already felt like she had sat down on a 
heated griddle and she still had three more to go. 

 
Everybody at the facility agreed that Deborah 

Morton was at the top of her game. The consistent 
power and accuracy she brought to every caning was 
awe-inspiring. She never delivered high riders, low 
riders or a single wraparound. She hit the sweet spot 
with one hundred per-cent consistency. She cocked 
her arm and brought the cane down with enough 
power to raise Reggie Bonds heels clear out of her 
shoes. 
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Six Straight Aces 

 
 
Bernadette Summers watched the proceedings 

from behind hooded eyelids. The Bounder still found 
it astonishing that Deborah had stuck her neck out 
and put her trust in her and asked her to stand as her 
deputy. After all Bernadette was notorious as the 
units Bad Gal and besides she was not even in the 
final year of her sentence. 

“It will help you prepare to take over as Red-
shirt,” Debs had assured her. “The period I spent as 
Captain of the Red House was fantastic training.” 

Bernadette had scoffed at the idea and even 
threatened to bop Deborah on the nose if she was 
extracting the Michael. However, Debs had been 
unrelenting in her pursuit and within twenty-four 
hours the Bounder was bent over a training beam in 
the gymnasium and was being formally Thrashed into 
the Elite. 

 
Bernadette had astonished even the most 

skeptical amongst the community with the gravity 
with which she performed her duties. She was 
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painstakingly fair and if she was ever in any doubt 
about how she should proceed she immediately 
conferred with Deborah for advice and guidance.  

She watched Deborah shifting her feet slightly 
and repositioning herself in readiness for delivering 
the closer. Although the Bounder had taught herself 
to be dispassionate about the disciplinary aspects of 
her position she felt considerable empathy for Reggie 
Bond. 

The cane whistled through the air and landed 
at the speed of sound. Bernadette shivered slightly. 
She had been on the receiving end of Debs Morton 
canings on several occasions. The Bounder rarely 
found the need to comment on such mundane 
matters as whops but on one occasion when Debs 
had been obliged to beat her on House Business she 
had tottered out of the library and awarded Debs a 
perfect ten-ten-ten for technical excellence, artistic 
quality, and the all-important heat factor. As the cane 
sliced down across Reggie Bonds navy-blues the 
Bounder was considerably relieved that it was not her 
bumbags next up in the firing line. 

 
Reggie Bond straightened up and shuffled 

across the floor to take up position beside her sister. 
Her face was flushed, her eyes darted from side to 
side as if she was stunned, and she was panting 
audibly. Very slowly she reached up and placed her 
hands on top of her head. 

 
Ronnie Bond lowered her arms and 

unenthusiastically took up position in front of the 
fireplace. She was feeling somewhat bilious. She had 
just watched Deborah deliver six straight aces and 
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she had absolutely no reason to believe that the Red-
shirt was not capable of delivering a repeat 
performance. It was all most disconcerting. 

 
Ronnie Bond was sorely tempted to throw her 

head back and howl. Watching her sister being 
thrashed had left Veronica in a severe state of 
nervous agitation. As the cane slashed across her 
bumbags she was forced to acknowledge that she 
was not even close to being deep enough into the 
zone to deal with a thrashing of this magnitude. 
Somehow she managed to grit her teeth together and 
to avoid succumbing to the temptation to make a 
total muff of herself. 

 
The ensuing two minutes were amongst the 

most miserable of young Ronnie’s life. Howls and 
screams bubbled up inside her but somehow she 
managed to suppress them. Her eyes burned as she 
blinked back tears. Her head shook and her buttocks 
squirmed but somehow she managed to stay down. 

 
“Alright Ronnie, you can straighten up, we’re 

done here,” said Deborah after she had landed the 
sixth and final devastating slice of the cane. “Retrieve 
you blazers and let’s get on with the post-processing. 
Then let’s see what we can do about cooling you 
down a little.” 

 
The twins were each head down and arse up 

across the laps of Deborah and the Bounder. The two 
Elite gals were busily rubbing a new prototype Aloe 
Vera and mint gel from Bookers Balms into the 
throbbing weals scorched across the twin’s backsides. 
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Since assuming the role of Red-shirt Deborah 
had made it a regular practice that once the business 
of whops was over and done with she would invite 
the unfortunate recipient up to the privacy of her 
study so she could tend to their weals. 

It was a routine that she had learned from 
Christy Cranfield way back in her final year at the 
Queensgate Academy. Every Friday night during that 
fateful year Deborah Morton was required to report to 
the Posh HQ where she would be beaten by her 
dearest chum, Christy. After she had been beaten 
Deborah was dispatched to her study where she was 
required to spend the remainder of the night in 
solitary confinement. 

It was the worst kept secret in the school that 
Christy Cranfield brazenly ignored this rule and would 
go upstairs and comfort Debs, bringing her vodka, 
fags and cooling balms and spending the evening 
with her best chum until the school was placed under 
lockdown. 

Deborah had never forgotten this kindness so 
routinely once she’d finished the business of warming 
the inmates up she would offer to do her level best to 
try to cool them down.  
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The Pro-Abolitionists 

 
 
The Woody gals crowded around TV screens 

and watched as Caroline Cassidy stepped up to 
address the huge crowd of Pro-Abolitionists that had 
congregated in Trafalgar Square. 

Caroline looked strikingly gorgeous dressed in 
perfectly tailored set of Woody clobber with a straw 
boater perched on top of her head. She was joined on 
stage by her husband Chris, Lord Brompton, Nicholas 
Nixon, Spanky Botts, and Christy Cranfield. The huge 
rally had followed weeks of editorial campaigning by 
Lord Brompton as his vast media machine had gone 
toe-to-toe with the Forsham-Smythe Network 
colossus.  

However, with Melissa Forsham-Smythe 
cooling her heels on remand in chokey FSN seemed 
to have lost its taste for publishing anti-Woody 
diatribes and the tide of public feeling appeared to be 
turning in favor of abolishing the austere Back to 
School system. 

Major Susan Lawton had skillfully leaked the 
results of her decommissioning of the Dark Agents to 
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the Brompton press. The Great Unwashed were 
scandalized to learn that Melissa, one of the richest 
women in the world, had been paid squillions out of 
the public coffers in fees and bounties for locking up 
Ladettes on somewhat dubious charges and generally 
with little or no evidence. 

They were equally outraged to learn that the 
most high profile arrests invariably coincided with acts 
of government fiscal imprudence and that the anti-
Ladette program had only been implemented to 
hoodwink and divert the hapless tax-payer’s attention 
from administrative mismanagement and abuse.  

 
Caroline spoke eloquently and persuasively. 

She reminded the audience that her own daughter 
Cathryn had been the first target of the Dark Agents 
and that there was now evidence that Melissa and her 
goons had received their first million squid bounty 
after the successful conclusion of the ruthless ‘Get 
Cat’ campaign. Four years later her younger daughter 
was also sent to a haberdashery to be fitted for 
clobber after she had the audacity to host a ‘Free Cat’ 
dinner at her famous restaurant Cassie Cassy’s. 

Lord Brompton and Nicholas Nixon gave similar 
testaments about the imprisonment of their own 
daughters. Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield gave 
impassioned speeches and encouraged the crowd to 
sign the pro-abolition petitions that could be found at 
www.woodettes.com. 

By ten o’clock over fifty thousand electronic 
signatures had been posted on the Woodettes web 
site ready for delivery to the Prime Minister the 
following morning. 
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“I’ll go up and wait on the landing Ma’am,” said 
Lady Derby Huntington. 

The Grand Master had cancelled the normal 
Saturday night feast so everybody could watch the 
proceedings in Trafalgar Square. Cassie Cassy and 
Dotty had fired up the barbeques and most of the 
inmates were down in the recreation areas getting 
ready to chow down on baby-back pork ribs, hot 
wings and spicy Louisiana boudin. 

Christy and Spanky had phoned Debs and told 
her that they were on their way to the unit to indulge 
in their usual Saturday night activities upstairs in the 
library. 

“Ok sweetie, cut along,” Debs told her grubby, 
“I’ll be along to beat you shortly.” 

“Thank you Ma’am,” beamed Lady Derby, “I 
shall look forward to it.” 

 
Debs watched as Spanky’s Ferrari pulled into 

the parking lot. She hurried over to greet her chums 
and playmates. 

“Whoa Christy, you looked fantastic up there,” 
gushed Debs. “You were so poised and calm, you 
looked like a fawkin’ High Priestess.” 

Christy blushed. There was no question that 
she was a figure of great beauty and presence. She 
was tall with an hourglass figure. A waist-length mane 
of thick chestnut hair framed her stunning features. 
She was wearing a long ankle length embroidered 
coat with a mandarin collar that hung open down the 
front. Below the coat she wore an exceptionally short 
gymslip, with a ‘C’ stitched on the front, over a crisp 
white blouse, fastened at the collar with an 
immaculately knotted red and black striped tie. Her 
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long slender legs were sheaved in sheer seamed 
stockings and suspenders. She wore an expensive 
looking pair of black high-heeled pumps. 

“You’re too kind sweetie,” she told Debs and 
reached over and hugged her old chum. 

“You did great as well Spanky,” said Debs 
effusively. “You should both go into the speech 
making business.” 

Spanky Botts giggled gaily. “All for the 
Freedom cause,” she said. “We’re gonna get you out 
of here Debs, mark my words on that.” 

Deborah smiled. She adored the free-spirited 
Spanky Botts. Spanky was no slouch in the looks 
department herself, although her appearance was in 
stark contrast to Christy’s classic beauty. Spanky had 
features that didn’t quite match but when assembled 
together the effect was quite breath taking. She had 
a mass of black curls that looked like they had never 
seen a hairbrush but they somehow managed to 
appear as if they had been immaculately styled. She 
had a penchant for expensively tailored clobber and 
her blazer and gymslip sashayed in synchronization as 
she moved.  

She winked at Debs and hugged her. 
“Derby went upstairs to do some nose and 

toes,” Debs informed her chums. 
“You know what they say,” giggled Spanky, 

“Saturday nights alright for spanking, so let’s go my 
friends.” 

The trio linked arms and set off in the direction 
of the library.  
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The Butler Did It 

 
 
Lady Derby Huntington stared at the wall with 

her hands on her head. She was breathless with 
anticipation as she awaited the arrival of Debs, 
Christy and Spanky Botts. She was quite certain that 
within the next hour her backside would be bright 
crimson and burning. The idea was absolutely 
thrilling. 

Lady Derby Huntington had discovered her 
spankette id at an early age. Brought up as a single 
child on the sprawling Huntington estate she was a 
mischievous tomboy and found innumerable ways to 
wreak havoc wherever she went. She was the bane of 
her beleaguered mother’s life who found herself in 
the embarrassing position of having to constantly 
apologize to guests at the house for her daughter’s 
constant pranks and antics. 

One day in exasperation her mother blurted 
out, “Can’t anybody think of some way to control 
her?” 

The house butler, a tall and dignified cove who 
happened to be within earshot responded without 
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hesitation, “Well yes I believe there is a way Your 
Ladyship,” and within seconds Derby Huntington 
found herself head down, arse up having her 
pampered bumbags dusted by the patrician 
gentleman.  

Once she had recovered from the immediate 
shock Derby discovered that far from being 
humiliated or hurt by the experience she was actually 
thrilled. She immediately began to plan and contrive 
mischief-making ventures that would guarantee her 
many more trips across the butler’s knee. 

Young Derby was a fine junior tennis player 
and was a fully paid up member of the group of fans 
known as the Debettes. The fan club had supported 
Deborah as she climbed through the amateur ranks 
and had reached the giddy heights amongst the top 
five on the professional Grand Prix circuit before 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe and her Dark Agents rudely 
ended her career on the center court at Wimbledon. 

When the time came for Derby to be 
dispatched to boarding school she prevailed on her 
parents to allow her to enroll at the Queensgate 
Academy in order that she could train with the same 
coaching team that had successfully guided Debs to 
the national junior championship. 

Upon her arrival at Queensgate Derby 
discovered that Deborah was a legend. Not just for 
her academic, musical and sporting achievements but 
more curiously for her deplorable disciplinary record. 
Derby was enthralled by the lore that surrounded 
Deborah’s five years at the academy. Amongst the 
group of gals who were most familiar with spending 
time in the naughty corner Debs Morton was 
considered to be the patron saint of malfeasance. 
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Despite the prevailing tides of social change 
Queensgate stubbornly remained one of the last 
bastions of corporal punishment and prided itself in 
its strict disciplinary regime.  

Derby was in her element and immediately 
embarked upon a campaign of mischief and 
malfeasance reminiscent of her heroine. She quickly 
became a regular visitor to the ‘Tank’, the waiting 
area outside the Posh HQ where nervous miscreants 
would rehearse their defenses. 

Lady Derby emulated Deborah’s infamous 
policy of refusing to plead guilty. Debs had relied on 
her considerable powers of articulation and 
remarkable mental faculties to protect her bumbags. 
In stark contrast the bob-haired aristocrat rarely 
offered any more than the lamest of excuses and was 
routinely found to be guilty as charged. 

After months of spending long hours in the 
detention room or being dispatched outside in the icy 
cold to grub around the grounds Derby was finally 
sentenced to be ‘popped’ by the President of Posh. 
Derby Huntington was elated when she was 
instructed to bend over the arm of the ‘popping seat’ 
so that she could be given three sharp cuts across the 
seat of her bumbags with the ceremonial ‘popping 
stick’. 

Having broken the ice Derby was determined 
to satisfy her penchant for pain whenever possible 
and her behavior deteriorated with such speed that 
there was serious debate whether she was a lost 
cause and should simply be booted out of the front 
gates which would then be firmly closed behind her. 

She somehow managed to survive for five 
terms at Queensgate, during which time her record 
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for being popped made Deborah seem like a paragon 
of virtue. However in the spring of her second year at 
the academy the House of Lords finally extended the 
ban on the use of corporal punishment in state 
schools to include the private education sector. Within 
weeks of the abolition Lady Derby Huntington was 
escorted to the end of the driveway and left to sit on 
her travel trunk while she awaited the arrival of the 
family chauffeur. It would be the first of numerous 
expulsions that would characterize her remaining 
academic career. 

After leaving school she busied herself as a 
full-time socialite and mainstream Ladette. She was 
regularly to be found dancing on the tables and 
flashing her bumbags at the most notorious 
nighteries. Melissa Forsham-Smythe negotiated a 
large bounty on Derby’s bumbags and on the night of 
Derby Huntington’s eighteenth birthday a convoy of 
vehicles carrying Dark Agents entered the family 
estate and secured her arrest. 

Far from being intimidated by the threat of 
seven years at Woodys Derby was over-joyed. Her 
excitement quickly turned to ecstasy when she 
learned that she had been assigned to act as the 
Personal Grubby of her long-time idol Debs Morton. 
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Folded Over the Furniture 

 
 
Lady Derby scurried about the library poking 

the fire and lighting candles. Spanky Botts was 
opening a bottle of bubbles that she had secured 
along the way from the good offices of Bernadette 
Summers Enterprises. Christy Cranfield busied herself 
moving a leather chesterfield sofa in front of the 
fireplace. Deborah Morton was selecting a cane from 
a collection hanging in a tallboy. 

 
Spanky Botts, Christy Cranfield and Lady Derby 

were lined up across the back of the chesterfield with 
their skirts turned back and their bumbags around 
their ankles. Each of the backsides on display had its 
own distinct personality. 

Spanky’s bum was pert, well rounded and 
tightly muscled from her rigorous workout regime. 
Christy’s posterior was more pronounced and like its 
owner was both strong and patrician. In contrast 
Derby’s rear end was small, slender and vaguely 
boyish. 
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Deborah rolled up the cuffs of her red blouse 
and approached the sofa. She stepped in behind 
Spanky and tapped the cane down lightly. 

 
Debs took her time, caning each backside in 

turn and leaving thirty seconds between each 
delivery. With this leisurely delivery schedule the 
three women would spend over ten minutes draped 
across the back of the chesterfield with their 
increasingly red and swollen rear ends on display. 
Under formal punishment conditions this extended 
period would be considered unacceptable. 

It was generally accepted practice that if the 
recipient was supported by some form of structural 
apparatus a six stroke caning should last four and a 
half minutes, allowing for a full minute of cool arse 
preparatory contemplation, six strokes delivered at 
thirty second intervals, followed by a further sixty 
seconds of hot arse rumination prior to the release 
command being issued. 

However, the rules of engagement in the 
recreational theater were far more flexible. Deborah 
was confident that none of the three women would 
have any complaints about being folded over the 
furniture for so long. 

 
Deborah swung the cane with her customary 

ease and grace. Even though on Saturday nights she 
did not feel the intense pressure that she experienced 
during the delivery of punishment canings she was 
equally committed to producing a perfect 
performance when she was thrashing her chums. 

 



115 
 

 

Debs watched the three scalded bums 
twitching and squirming slightly as they waited to be 
finished off. 

Deborah stepped in close to Spanky Botts and 
took a tight grip on the cane. She took aim and 
whipped the cane downwards. Spanky Botts 
convulsed slightly as the cane slashed diagonally 
across the first five stripes. Her left leg scissored back 
involuntarily and then stamped back down on the 
wooden floor. Spanky sank back deep into the sofa 
panting audibly. Deborah shifted position and moved 
along the whopping conveyor belt to prepare to finish 
off Christy Cranfield. 

 
Christy turned her head slightly and looked 

over and winked at Spanky before lowering her head 
back down between the long crisp sleeves of her 
white blouse. She pushed her hips up slightly giving 
Deborah the optimum target and tempting her give it 
her best shot. 

Deborah didn’t let Christy down, she brought 
the cane down in blistering style dissecting the five 
neat tramlines and causing even Christy Cranfield to 
hiss with some considerable consternation.  

 
Deborah continued along the line of bums until 

she was positioned and ready to give Derby her final 
stroke. Debs sighed; it sometimes felt rather unfair to 
be gratuitously whacking the arse of her beloved 
grubby with a long whippy cane. 

Immediately upon her arrival at Woodys Lady 
Derby Huntington had set aside any aristocratic airs 
and graces that she might have once harbored and 
had reinvented herself as the perfect grubby. She 
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worked assiduously twenty four seven to manage 
Deborah’s busy life, taking care of her appointments, 
laying out her clobber and keeping her study 
immaculate. At first Deborah had found Derby’s 
attentions and loyalty mildly disturbing but with time 
they had become close chums and confidantes. 

When Deborah had been struggling to 
understand her own emerging inner spankette Derby 
had given her invaluable advice and support. Derby’s 
frank and open revelations regarding her personal 
masochistic tendencies and predilections had helped 
Debs come to terms with her own emerging 
epiphany. 

Deborah took a tight grip on the cane and 
slashed it down across Her Ladyship’s naked nates. 
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We’re Ready for You Now, Morton  

 
 
Deborah emerged from the bathroom dressed 

in a pair of red and black striped jimjams. Christy 
Cranfield was seated on a stool in front of the 
dressing table mirror in the bedroom while Derby 
stood behind her carefully knotting Christy’s hair into 
a thick braid. Spanky was pouring champagne into 
the crystal flutes that they had brought from the 
library. 

Wordlessly Deborah Morton padded barefoot 
across the room and went and stood in the corner, 
facing the wall with her hands on her head. 

 
Deborah listened to the sounds behind her. 

The three chums were laughing gaily despite the 
sizzling stripes that were now residing inside their 
bumbags. Debs knew that it would be some minutes 
before Derby would be finished attending to Christy’s 
braid. She sighed and continued to stare at the wall. 

Deborah often wondered why she so 
frequently chose to end the Saturday evening play 
sessions in this manner. 
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Along with the Woody records that she held for 
being booted out of the assembly hall and being 
caned for collar and tie abuse Debs also held the 
record for being beaten by the Dorm Raiders. These 
were not experiences that she remembered with any 
great affection. 

Bedtime beatings were never popular. After a 
gal had been compelled to herself up across a pillow 
so that she good be given a crisp six on the silks she 
had no opportunity to walk them off or to engage the 
services of a chum to rub soothing balms into the 
stripes. All she could do was climb back into her 
scratch and spend an endless sleepless night lying on 
her tummy while she waited for the searing pain to 
slowly subside. 

In her diaries Deborah had described the 
instruction to bend over the end of her bed as one of 
the shittiest of the many ‘oh shit’ moments that 
Woody gals were forced to endure. 

Nonetheless, it was at Deborah’s insistence 
that her three chums had joined her in her study for 
the sole reason of concluding the night’s activities 
with a red-hot six on the silks. 

 
Deborah’s ruminations were interrupted by the 

sound of Christy’s voice. 
“We’re ready for you now Morton,” said the 

former President of Posh. “Fetch a pillow and bend 
over the end of your bed.” 

Debs felt a slight shiver up her spine at the 
clipped authoritarian tone to Christy’s voice. She 
turned away from the wall. Spanky and Derby had 
had made themselves somewhat inconspicuous by 
moving into the semi-shadows beside the window at 
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the far side of the room. Christy remained in the 
center of the room, tall and imperious, her face a 
mask. 

Deborah traced the tip of her tongue along her 
lips as she glanced up into Christy’s steely gaze. She 
trudged over to the far end of the bed and retrieved a 
plump pillow. She carried it down to the foot of the 
bed and carefully placed it across the wooden frame. 
She shot another glance in the direction of her chum 
but Christy remained as impassive as a cigar store 
Indian. Deborah turned around and lowered herself 
across the pillow, kicking her bare feet backwards and 
stretching her arms out along the duvet. 

 
Christy Cranfield stared admiringly at her 

chum’s shapely rear end. The thin silk material clung 
to the contours of Deborah’s buttocks like a second 
skin. Debs tireless workout regime in the wellness 
center and her strict adherence to the diet Rosemary 
had designed for her were paying dividends. Christy 
had never seen her chum in such good shape. She 
slashed the cane down across the rounded target and 
was rewarded with a sharp intake of breath as the 
pain surged through Deborah’s body. 

 
Debs stared at the carved wooden headboard 

of the bed and tried to remain calm as the effects of 
the first stroke cycled through her system. During the 
heat of battle it was sometimes difficult to 
comprehend that she was being beaten for 
recreational fun. Debs had absolutely insisted that 
Christy used a premium super-cane to thrash her, 
which was significantly more punishing than the 
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ashplants that were generally used for bedtime 
beatings. The pain was really quite sensational. 

 
Derby Huntington watched the proceedings 

with a connoisseur’s eye. It was clear that Christy was 
not pulling the strokes and the cane was crashing off 
Deborah’s tautened jimjams with considerable force. 
Derby swelled with pride as she watched her mentor 
roll with every punch and doggedly push her buttocks 
out when it came time for the next stroke to be 
delivered. Lady Derby loved Saturday play-nights. She 
reached over and slid her hand into Spanky’s. 

 
Debs stamped her feet on the ground and 

wriggled her bum as she accepted a glass of water 
from Derby. 

“Golly,” she grinned ruefully, “this was the 
wrong night to choose to stay off the bubbles.  

Spanky, Derby and Christy began to collect up 
their possessions and were preparing to leave. Debs 
hugged them one by one and bade them goodnight. 
As they turned to leave Deborah slipped her hand into 
Christy’s. “Would you mind staying for a few 
minutes?” she asked and fluttered her eyelashes at 
her chum. 
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No Stopping Her Now 

 
 
“Coffee’s ready Debs,” said Detective Inspector 

Kate Faulkner. “I’ve laid out your clobber. Derby 
asked me to remind you that you have a briefing with 
the Grand Master at ten o’clock.” 

Deborah blinked the sleep out of her eyes and 
gratefully accepted the mug that Kate was offering 
her. “Where is Derby?” she enquired. 

“I sent her back to bed,” said Kate. “I think she 
has a hangover. She said you had an exciting 
evening.” 

Debs sipped her coffee and swung her legs off 
the bed. She padded over to a full-length mirror, 
turned around and lowered the trews of her jimjams. 
She whistled and giggled. 

Kate Faulkner smiled. “Derby said you got six 
on the silks and then begged for seconds.” 

“Considering I only had one glass of bubbles all 
night that might make me sound a little crazy,” sighed 
Debs. 

Kate smiled. “Just a little, but Debs kind of 
crazy,” she said. “Shall I turn on the shower?” 
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Deborah carefully rolled her navy blue 
gossamer bumbags up over her buttocks. The stripes 
on her rear end were still raw and weeping and were 
still definitely sizzling. Nonetheless Deborah was long 
past the point of registering the effects of the beating 
as pain and found the burning sensations quite 
comforting and invigorating.  

Deborah buttoned her red silk blouse and 
turned around to allow Kate Faulkner to neatly knot a 
black tie around her neck. 

“So how was it?” Kate asked with a twinkle in 
her eye. 

Debs grinned. “I’m still very much sizzling,” she 
told her chum. “Christy canes hard even at play-time. 
I don’t know what possessed me to ask for a second 
six. I thought she was going to cut me in two.” 

Kate Faulkner just raised an eyebrow and 
smiled her enigmatic smile before telling Debs to sit 
down so that she could brush her hair for her. 

 
When Debs arrived at the Grand Master’s 

quarters it occurred to her that the Grand Master had 
summonsed his most trusted inner circle. 

Jojo was pouring coffee for former Police 
Sergeant Ellen Millar and Miss Suzy Scott. Cat 
Cassidy, Lady Victoria Brompton, and Bernadette 
Summers were over by the wet-bar where Susan 
Lawton was fixing a jigger of Bloody Marys.  

There was an air of expectancy in the room. 
 
“A petition containing over a hundred thousand 

signatures was just transferred to the government 
dropbox,” announced the Grand Master. “That is 
almost twice the number we had hoped for. Caroline 
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Cassidy did a magnificent job managing this 
campaign. I spoke with the Prime Minister a few 
minutes ago. He told me that his private secretary is 
coordinating dates on the Parliamentary diary to 
prioritize the abolition vote. Unfortunately it cannot 
possibly be scheduled until after we have broken for 
furlough but nonetheless I believe that we have every 
reason to be optimistic.” 

“I had Cathryn and Victoria poll the inmates,” 
Mr Humphries continued. “The vast majority has 
indicated that they wish to continue with business as 
usual.” He turned to Deborah and Bernadette. “I think 
that you are going to be very busy. I have a feeling 
that a number of the inmates intend to go out with a 
bang!”  

 
“You know what this means don’t you Cat?” 

said Victoria as she sipped her Bloody Mary. “Caroline 
is going to Woodys whether you like it or not. There’s 
no stopping her now.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” was all Cathryn 
Cassidy could think of to say. 
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