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Author’s Note 

 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

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

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

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

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

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

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

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

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

 
 
“Ms Wharton wants to see you up in the 

library,” the House Grubby informed Deborah Morton.  
Debs scowled. The grubby took a step 

backwards, nervous that Debs might hack her in the 
shins.  

“Don’t shoot me I’m just the messenger,” said 
the grubby hurriedly. “By the way, Ms Wharton 
instructed me to tell you to cut along sharpish. She 
was looking pretty shirty.”  

Deborah just rolled her eyes and nodded 
dismissively at the grubby. She did not feel the least 
bit inclined to cut along sharpish to anywhere and 
most certainly not to the library for a chin-wag with 
the Wart. A summons to appear before the Mistress 
of the House was never pleasant in Deborah’s 
experience and rarely ended favorably for the health 
or safety of her bumbags.  

She wracked her brains to think of any reason 
that could have caused her to have been summonsed. 
To the best of her knowledge she had fulfilled all her 
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House duties including acting as a kitchen assistant 
earlier in the day.  

Deborah was not generally of a nervous 
disposition but as she cut through the labyrinth of 
hallways, corridors and stair-wells of the vast complex 
she grew increasingly dejected. Her relationship with 
the Wart had never been good and she was quite 
certain that the Mistress of the House would have 
some heinous plan to make things unpleasant for her. 
She was resigned to the fact that there was a ninety-
five per cent certainty that she was being 
summoned to be caned, for some unknown reason 
and undoubtedly bogus pretext. That would be 
unpleasant enough, although six strokes from the 
House Captain, Sally Cobb, would be nothing more 
than a minor inconvenience to a whop-hardened 
veteran like Debs. She was more concerned by the 
prospect of having to endure an unsavory ration of 
tongue pie from the odious Wart.  

She finally reached the long landing that led to 
the unit library and trudged towards the large oak 
door. Over the past six years Deborah Morton had 
spent a considerable amount of time standing in the 
corridor outside the library door, with her hands on 
her head and her nose pressed to the wall, waiting to 
be caned.  

She took a deep breath and swung the door 
open. She crossed the light and airy reading area until 
she reached a second door. She knocked. She heard 
the unmistakable sound of the Wart’s voice bellowing 
“Come” as if she was a lost puppy. With trembling 
fingers she opened the door and stepped in.  

It took several seconds to acclimatize herself to 
the shadowy darkness after the bright lights of the 
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study area. The Wart was seated in a leather 
armchair positioned beside the fireplace at the far end 
of the library. Debs blinked her eyes. To her surprise 
standing alongside the Wart was Patsy Butcher 
dressed in her official Elite regalia. There was no sign 
of Sally Cobb. To Deborah’s consternation she 
couldn’t help noticing that Patsy was tapping the tip 
of a long crook-handled cane against the side of her 
high-heeled shoe.  

Patsy Butcher had completed her seven 
year sentence at the Woody Back to School Unit at 
the end of the previous year. She was now released 
on probation and lived in the local town, where she 
was training as a sports therapist. For twelve months 
she remained under the jurisdiction of the Unit and 
her activities were monitored to ensure that she was 
adhering to the requirements of her social 
rehabilitation certification.  

During her last year at the unit Patsy had 
served as the Captain of the Red House. Patsy and 
Debs were tight, they worked out together regularly 
in the Wellness Center. Nonetheless, Patsy’s tenure 
had coincided with Deborah being branded Public 
Enemy Number One at the unit and open season 
being declared on her bumbags. As Mistress of the 
Red House the Wart had exploited Deborah’s 
unfortunate position and she had been subjected to 
several painful altercations with Patsy’s cane on Ms 
Wharton’s instruction.  

With a sense of trepidation Debs made her 
way down the library. The Wart took a long snort of 
tequila and rose unsteadily to her feet. Deborah 
suspected that she might be some way into her cups. 
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She couldn’t help noticing that Patsy was looking 
decidedly uncomfortable.  

“Put your hands on your head, young lady,” 
snapped the Wart.  

Deborah glared at her but did as she was told.  
“You are a bone idle, inconsiderate 

degenerate, Morton,” said the Wart. “You failed to 
turn up for weeding duty and the Blue House has 
applied for our House to be fined fifteen penalty 
points.”  

“Weeding duty?” asked Deborah incredulously. 
“I wasn’t on the roster for weeding duty.” She was 
taken by surprise and her incredulity was genuine.  

“The roster was revised; one of our work-force 
had to visit the infirmary. The new roster was posted 
at lunch-time, so there was plenty of time for you to 
review you schedule, there is absolutely no excuse for 
your wanton dereliction of duty,” snapped the Wart.  

Debs heart began to beat uncomfortably fast. 
She did not like the direction the conversation was 
taking.  

“You have already been beaten twice this year 
on House Business. Remind me Morton, what were 
your offenses on those occasions?” asked the Wart.  

Debs sighed. “Cutting work details, but …” 
Debs was forced to admit.  

“No buts’, Morton!” snapped the Wart. “And 
the House was fined on both occasions?”  

“Yes, Ma’am but,” started Debs.  
“No buts I said, one more but out of you and I 

will put you over my knee and spank you,” said the 
Wart. She leaned forward in Deborah’s face with her 
hands on her hips. “Your serial negligence is 
unforgiveable,” she stormed. “The rest of the House 
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is working hard and you just fritter away points due 
to your inconsiderate indolence.”  

Debs stared at the Wart. It was ridiculous. 
Even taking the fines into account she was by far the 
highest accumulator of credits accumulator in the 
whole House. “But …” she began to object.  

“Do you really want me to spank you?” 
screamed the Wart.  

“No, Ma’am,” muttered Debs.  
“I intend to make an example of you Morton, I 

have drafted Butcher in to give you a running 
bender,” the Wart informed Debs.  

“Is this really necessary, Ma’am?” interjected 
Patsy.  

The Wart span around, her eyes blazing. “It is 
absolutely necessary and seeing as none of my Red 
House prefects’ are certified to give running benders 
then it is your responsibility as a former Captain of 
the House to deliver the beating. It will look very bad 
on your probation report if you should choose to 
willfully disobey a direct order from one of your 
probation observers.”  

Patsy pursed her lips. Momentarily she shot a 
glance and their eyes met. They were both being 

stitched up like kippers.  
“You have the 

right to appeal and go 
before the House 
Council,” said Patsy.  

"That is correct, 
Butcher, Morton can file 
an appeal and I shall file 
an application for her to 
be subjected to a Formal 
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House Beating for Serial Dereliction of Duty," retorted 
the Wart. 

Debs considered this option. She felt that 
she might have a reasonable defense due to the late 
posting of the roster. However, most of her close Elite 
chums were on the Blue House council and were of 
no help. She didn’t think that she had any particular 
enemies, aside from Sally ‘Be-yotch’ Cobb on the Red 
House Council but she was not confident that any of 
the prefects would risk defying the clear wishes of the 
Mistress of the House just to save her bumbags.  

If she lost the appeal she was certain that the 
Wart would be successful in her move that she 
should to be subjected to a Formal House Beating. 
Not only would that doubtless involve twelve strokes 
instead of six but she would also face the abject 
humiliation of a full-collar walk-through the landings. 
During the dark year of Operation Scorched Arse she 
had been forced to endure the ignominy of being 
escorted through the landings with a prefect roughly 
holding her by the scruff of her neck and twisting her 
arm up behind her back on three occasions. The 
thought of another repeat of these appalling 
episodes made her feel quite bilious.  

“I’m not appealing,” she said tightly, “I’ll take 
my whops.”  

Deborah watched Patsy shrug off her blazer. 
There was no question her chum was a magnificent 
creature. Standing over six-feet in her high-heels, her 
long dreadlocks reaching almost to her waist, her 
athletes legs seeming to reach up to beneath her 
armpits and her blouse seeming to cling to her 
muscular torso like a second skin made her appear 
positively Amazonian. Debs watched as the 
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Rastafarian beauty rolled back her cuffs and loosened 
her tie.  

“I’m going to need you to remove your blazer 
and bend over in front of the fireplace,” Patsy said, 
not unkindly.  

Debs lowered her arms. Her eye caught Patsy’s 
again, they exchanged a resigned glance. They knew 
that they were just pawns in the Wart’s malicious 
game.  

The Wart had settled herself back into an easy 
chair and lit a cigarette. She had brought a bottle of 
Patron tequila along to help her enjoy the spectacle.  

Debs took off her blazer and hung it up. 
Unenthusiastically she approached the fireplace and 
bent down and touched her toes. It was one of the 
least favored positions for being caned amongst the 
inmates as it was difficult to maintain whilst under 
hostile fire. However, Deborah’s exercise regime had 
made her exceptionally limber and she felt little strain 
on her calves and thighs.  

She could hear the click of Patsy’s feet behind 
her and then felt her chum gently turning back the 
hem of her navy blue pleated skirt into little folds. She 
felt Patsy tug on the tail of her blouse and turn that 
back too. She suddenly felt very exposed.  

“Kill the bumbags,” chortled the Wart.  
There was a momentary silence in the room. 

“I’m not authorized to do that Ma’am,” objected 
Patsy.  

“I am authorizing you, Butcher, just do as you 
are told,” said the Wart.  

“But Ma’am, the House Charter does not allow 
me to deliver a bare bender,” said Patsy.  
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“The House Charter allows the House Mistress 
to decide such matters,” snorted the Wart.  

“But Ma’am, the Unit Charter over-rides that, I 
am not authorized,” said Patsy emphatically.  

“I can assure you Butcher that I am working 
within the protocols, I shall write up the justification, 
now get on with it,” snapped Robin Wharton.  

“And if I refuse?” asked Patsy.  
“I’ll put in a report to the probationary arm of 

the System,” said the Wart and poured another 
healthy hit of tequila. “You’ll be resentenced.”  

“That’s bullshit, I’ll take my chances,” said 
Patsy obstinately.  

“Oh for gawd’s sake Patsy,” muttered Debs 
from her stooped position. “Just kill the bumbags!!!”  

Patsy contemplated poking the Wart in the eye 
with one of her long fingernails, but finally thought 
better of it. She finally laid aside the cane and 
reached forward. She put her thumbs inside the 
elastic waistband of Deborah’s tautened navy blue 
gossamer bumbags and slowly rolled them down. She 
turned away, retrieved the cane and after glaring at 

the Wart she 
paced back along 
the wooden 
floorboards, the 
click of her heels 
the only sound in 
the room. She 
chalked a mark on 

the floor and began to gather herself.  
Patsy Butcher tapped the tip of the cane on 

the floor and set off running.  



9 

 
Debs braced 

herself, she knew 
the pain would be 
excruciating. Even 
the thin protection 
of the most 
threadbare pair of 
bumbags took a 
miniscule bite out of the sensation of a rattan cane 
whipping across bare flesh. She gritted her teeth and 
squeezed her eyes tightly shut.  

The cane swiped down.  
“Holy Smoke!” thought Debs Morton.  
Debs did her best to catch her breath as the 

pain ratcheted through her central nervous system. 
The first stroke had been an absolute scorcher and 
she was in no doubt that she was in for a very hot 
and sweaty few minutes.  

There was something terribly ominous about 
the sound of Patsy’s high heels clicking and clacking 
on the wooden floor as she walked back up the library 
to her staring mark. Deborah stared down at the 
floor. Beside her she could hear the Wart cackling. 
She gritted her teeth determinedly. She would never 
give the odious Dame the satisfaction of seeing just 
how terribly the cane was hurting her.  

Patsy licked her lips and set off at a trot, 
accelerating as she made her final approach and 
swooping down. She slashed the cane down across 
Deborah’s unprotected bare flesh with a resounding 
thwack.  

She hated being forced to participate in the 
Wart’s dastardly plan. The problem with delivering 
running benders was there was no way to pull the 
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strokes. All she could do was to make sure every 
stroke landed in the safe zone across the crown of 
Debs buttocks, known amongst the Woody Wags as 
the sweet spot.  

The Wart poured another large shot of tequila. 
She was having tremendous fun. She had always 
disliked Deborah intensely. She had beaten Debs on 
numerous occasions but Deborah had never treated 
her with anything but the utmost contempt. The 
sound of the cane rebounding off Deborah’s naked 
flesh was music to her ears.  
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The Wart Under Fire 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy hurried into Lady Victoria 

Brompton’s study.  
“There’s something going down in the library,” 

she told the Red-shirt urgently. “I just got word that 
the Wart has drafted Patsy in to beat Debs on Red 
House business. There’s something fishy going on.”  

Victoria Brompton grabbed her smart-phone 
and speed-dialed.  

“I’m sorry to bother you Grand Master, but I 
think we may have a situation up in the library,” she 
said. 

 
~~~ooo~~~ 

 
Debs was not having a good time of it. Over 

the past decade and a half Deborah’s rear end had 
become a highly calibrated whopometer. She was in 
no doubt whatsoever that she was experiencing some 
world class whops. The first five strokes had been 
sensational. Somehow she had managed to keep her 
fingers glued to the tips of her pointed shoes so that 
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the Wart couldn’t call foul strokes for jerking. It had 
taken all her willpower to put it up and keep it up.  

She knew the worst was still to come.  
Patsy sliced the cane down diagonally. It was a 

perfect strike. A red line immediately etched across 
Deborah’s naked nates, intersecting with the first five 
strokes to create a five-bar gate.  

Debs whole body convulsed, her head shook 
from side to side in anguish, but somehow she 
managed to stay down. She panted in consternation 
but at least it was over.  

Debs reached down to retrieve her bumbags.  
“Oh no you don’t, Morton,” hissed the Wart. 

“We haven’t finished with you yet.” She turned to 
Patsy. “Give her another six.”  

Patsy gaped at the Dame. “I’ll do no such 
thing,” she spluttered. She glanced over at Debs. 
Deborah’s face was flushed and her mouth set in a 
thin line. Her eyes were wide open as Ms Wharton’s 
words penetrated through the blur of pain she was 
experiencing.  

“Miss Cobb failed to beat Morton for her last 
act of dereliction of duty, I shall be dealing with her 
later,” said the Wart. “In the meantime bend Morton 
over and give her six more. That is an order.”  

Patsy continued 
to gape. Debs face 
had contorted into a 
ghastly grimace.  

“This is 
ridiculous Ma’am,” said 
Patsy. “You’ve gone 
too far already. I won’t 
do this.”  
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 “You may be on probation Butcher but I can 

still have you flogged for insubordination,” snapped 
the Wart, “and as for Morton, if you do not beat her 
immediately I shall convene a special session of the 
House Council and charge her with Serial Malfeasance 
and Bringing the House into Disrepute. I feel sure 
that I shall carry the vote.”  

Deborah’s mind was racing. It was all too 
terrible.  

“Let’s get this over with,” Debs said finally and 
turned around and bent over in front of the fireplace.  

Patsy Butcher turned and walked back down 
the library with a heavy tread. She was just about to 
set off at a run when the door swung open.  

Mr Humphries walked in with his hands in his 
pockets. “Stand down, Butcher,” he said as he walked 
into the room. “Deborah, you can get up now.” He 
approached the Wart who looked shocked.  

“What’s going on here?” he asked the Dame.  
 

~~~ooo~~~ 
 
The Wart wrang her hands and gnashed her 

teeth while she waited outside the Grand Master’s 
study. Inside the office Patsy and Deborah were 
giving their account of events that had occurred in 
the library. Ms Wharton had no doubt that they were 
painting a bleak picture. She heard her name being 
called and went into the study.  

“But she deserved to be thrashed,” wailed the 
Wart. “I am Mistress of the House and I have full 
authority to discipline members on a discretionary 
basis.”  
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So far the interview had not gone well for the 
Wart. Mr Humphries did not appear in the least bit 
sympathetic towards her explanations of why she had 
felt it necessary to have Deborah subjected to a 
running bare bender. In fact he had been rather 
dismissive of her arguments. It was all most 
disconcerting.  

Mr Humphries leaned back in his seat. He had 
been the Grand Master at the Woody Back to School 
Unit for eight weeks now and was justifiably proud of 
the progress he had made. The previous year his 
predecessor Ms Lawton had instituted an austere 
regime code-named Operation Scorched Arse in an 
attempt to curb the rise of the subversive Cult of 
Mega-Minxdom. She admitted that the campaign had 
not been a success and had been open to abuse from 
the cruel Dames from the Radical Right and the 
Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers.  

Upon his arrival Mr Humphries had outlawed 
the practices of hostile targeting and insisted that the 
Dames submit written justification for their 
disciplinary activities.  

Over the past weeks he had become 
increasingly impressed with the performance of Lady 
Victoria Brompton as Red-shirt at the facility. Despite 
her reputation as a pugnacious potty-mouth she was 
proving to be even-handed and level-headed. She 
ruled over her Elite corps with an iron fist and the 
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back of her lethal wood-backed hairbrush. She had 
prohibited her Elite from indulging the heinous 
practices of collaring, sweating and sporting spanking, 
and the Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers was now a 
spent force.  

Nonetheless, the Grand Master was aware that 
he still had much work to do. Patty Hodge, the 
Deputy Grand Dame and Commandant of the Radical 
Right, considered that his Woody Glasnost, as she 
termed it, was an error of judgment and covertly 
instructed her cronies to continue to lay siege to the 
bumbags of the inmates. Miss Robin Wharton was 
one her key aides and top operatives.  

Like his predecessor the Grand Master faced a 
dilemma. Ten years earlier when the government had 
first introduced the experimental Back to School Unit’s 
and the social rehabilitation programs they had 
scoured the nation for the top disciplinarians. For 
almost two decades Robin Wharton had appeared 
amongst the highest echelons of the Ministry of 
Educations list of leading martinets, which coupled 
with her reputation as a fine educator had made her a 
prime candidate for recruitment.  

The Grand Master had studied Ms Wharton’s 
records during her time at Woodys. Her whop-rate 
was prolific; every year she caned significantly more 
inmates than any other member of the Brass. He also 
observed that she rarely issued the warning yellow 
cards suggested in the ‘Guidelines for Thrashing’. 
Curiously nearly every offence the inmates were 
charged with in her lecture room were of the nature 
that attracted a ‘mandatory caning’. He also observed 
that the number of gals beaten on Red House 
Business far out-weighed the beatings carried out by 
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the Blue House. The majority of Red House beatings 
were carried out on the specific instructions of Ms 
Robin Wharton in her position of Mistress of the 
House.  

The Grand Master had no doubt that Ms 
Wharton’s used her harsh interpretations of the rules, 
regulations and protocols to satisfy her need to 
maintain the fix’s she required as a certified Whop 
Junkie.  

Nonetheless, in the current prevailing liberal 
attitudes towards corporal punishment finding a 
replacement martinet of the Warts caliber and 
experience would be a challenging task. As Ms 
Wharton had pointed out, “she is a necessary evil.”  

He was also aware that the bumbags of Debs 
Morton were particularly at risk. Although he had 
formally rescinded her status as Public Enemy 
Number One and warned the Brass that she was no 
longer to be targeted with extreme prejudice she still 
spent a considerable amount of time bending forward 
at the waist. Despite her legions of admirers Deborah 
also had an unfortunate habit of attracting enemies, 
not the least of whom was Ms Wharton. During the 
year of Operation Scorched Arse the Wart had taken 
advantage of Deborah’s unfortunate status as Ms 
Lawton’s bête noir and had caned her more than any 
other inmate at the facility. He had no doubt that the 
events in the library were the result of Ms Wharton’s 
malicious obsession with creating havoc inside 
Deborah’s bumbags.  

He was barely listening to the Wart’s 
increasingly indignant justifications for her actions, it 
was grating on his nerves.  
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“Ms Wharton, that is enough,” he said finally. 

“As far as I am concerned you have stepped well-
outside the boundaries of your authority. I am going 
to offer you several choices. I shall leave it for you to 
decide how we will proceed.” 

  
~~~ooo~~~ 

 
Deborah and Patsy had to revive the Wart with 

smelling salts after she had fainted. They helped her 
into an easy chair.  

“Take your time, Ms Wharton,” counseled the 
Grand Master. “I would not like you to make any rash 
decisions.”  

The Wart promptly burst into floods of tears.  
 

~~~ooo~~~ 
 
“Katie,” the Grand Master instructed, “please 

find Ms Wharton a set of clobber. Once she is suitably 
attired take her down to the Great Hall and set up the 
vaulting horse. At six o’clock assemble the unit; we 
are going to have ourselves a Public Flogging.”  

Katie Beck gaped at the Grand Master. She 
knew from personal experience that Mr Humphries 

was willing to go to 
unusual lengths to 
demonstrate his point 
of view. On two 
occasions the Grand 
Master had considered 
Katie’s interpretations 
of the protocols known 
as the ‘Politics of 
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Clobber’ to be overly conservative. He had 
emphasized his opinion with Katie head down, arse 
up over his knee.  

Patty and the Wart had teased her mercilessly 
in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes.  

“He can do that to you because you’re only 
semi-Brass, he’d never dare to do that to real Brass,” 
the Wart had told Katie imperiously. It had given 
Katie a severe dose of the pip.  

“I’ll be happy too,” Katie Beck said gleefully. 
“Come with me, Warty one.”  

“Have you ever used a cane?” The Grand 
Master asked Deborah after Katie and the Wart had 
left the study.  

Debs shook her head.  
“Well this is the time for you to learn,” said Mr 

Humphries. “Patsy, take Deborah down to the 
practice range and get her fully certified. We’ll 
reconvene back here in an hour.”  
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A Total Muff 
 
 

Deborah’s best chums Rosemary, Jojo and Nix 
were concerned for the well-being of their friend’s 
bumbags. She had not been seen since she had been 
summoned to the library and she was noticeable by 
her absence when they assembled in the Great Hall.  

Unusually when Katie Beck had issued the 
instructions over the intercom for the inmates to 
repair to the hall to witness a public flogging she had 
not announced the name of the unfortunate recipient.  

The ominous vaulting horse on the stage and 
Deborah’s absence gave her chums good reason to 
believe that it was poor Debs who was about to be 
flogged.  

 
~~~ooo~~~ 

 
Rosemary, Jojo and Nix sighed in unison as the 

doors to the hall swung open and Mr Humphries 
entered followed by Deborah Morton. Their sighs 
changed to gasps as seconds later Robin Wharton 
shuffled into the hall.  
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The Dame was dressed in ill-fitting clobber. 
Katie had found a gymslip that was indecently short 
and barely covered the Warts navy blue bumbags. A 
shield with the letter ‘W’ had been sewn onto the bib. 
Robin Wharton was a creature of significant girth and 
she looked as if she had been shoe-horned into the 
garments. She followed the Grand Master and 
Deborah up onto the stage with her head lowered. 
She looked pitiful and bereft of dignity.  

The Grand Master gave a brief but pointed 
speech assuring the inmates that abuse of privilege 
by the Brass would not be tolerated. He promised to 
review the appeals process, which he acknowledged 
the inmates rarely resorted to as under the current 
protocols a failed appeal resulted in the inmates 
receiving double the amount of strokes.  

Throughout the speech the Wart stood with 
her head hung low and her shoulders pumping as she 
sobbed and blubbered in her despair.  

The Grand Master looked over at Deborah. 
“Are you ready?”  

“Yes, Sir,” she responded with as much 
confidence as she could muster.  

Patsy stepped forward and helped Deborah out 
of her blazer. Debs rolled up her cuffs and loosened 
her tie before accepting the thirty-six inch long rattan 
cane.  

“Ms Wharton, please remove your blazer and 
bend over the horse,” instructed the Grand Master.  

Katie Beck stepped forward and retrieved the 
Wart’s red and black striped blazer. She made no 
effort to disguise her glee at Ms Wharton’s 
misfortune.  
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The Wart took some persuading before she 

bent over. She pleaded and begged, sobbed and 
wailed that it was all a terrible misunderstanding. It 
was only when Mr Humphries threatened to have her 
physically bound down over the equipment that she 
finally complied. 

  
~~~ooo~~~ 

 
Robin Wharton felt the hem of her navy blue 

gymslip being slowly turned back. Huge wet tears 
were dripping on the floor of the stage. She felt giddy 
and befuddled; she still had difficulty grasping how 
she had come to be in this ignominious position.  

The Grand Master had offered the Dame two 
options, she could pack her trunks and leave the 
facility for good, or she could accept a suitable 
punishment to amend for her sins.   

The punishment on offer was to allow herself 
to be subjected to a public flogging. In addition she 
would spend the subsequent four weeks required to 
dress in full clobber and would be assigned to work as 
a grubby on the Elite landing. Members of the Elite 
would be granted full spanking rights while the Dame 
was on duty.  

Unpalatable as the latter option was to the 
Wart, the first option was even worse. In the world 
outside the bricked walls of the Woody compound use 
of the cane had become unfashionable. If she chose 
to resign she was sentencing herself to a life as a 
Whop Junkie with little or no chance of ever scoring a 
fix. It was just too terrible to consider. 

  
~~~ooo~~~ 
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Deborah 
Morton flexed the 
cane between her 
hands and took 
several deep 
breaths to calm 
herself. She had 
spent forty-five 
minutes on the 
practice range 
taking instruction 
from Patsy in the fine art of caning and getting 
certified. After overcoming her initial nerves she had 
shown herself to be a natural with a cane. Even by 
the normal high standards of a professional tennis 
player her eye-ball coordination had been considered 
astonishing and her racquet control exceptional. Years 
of hitting hundreds of thousands of tennis balls had 
made her wrists remarkably strong. She quickly 
learned that she did not need to use much of a back-
swing, the secret to controlling the shaft and tip of 
the cane was to finish the stroke with a flick of the 
wrist, accelerating the whippy stick to Mach One.  

Nonetheless, raising the dust from the 
bumbags of a mannequin was one thing but the 
prospect delivering her first thrashing in real-life was 
altogether more daunting.  

Debs set her feet and concentrated. She 
tapped the cane down once, twice, thrice across the 
tautened bumbags that appeared to be constructed 
from enough material to make a set of drapes for a 
reasonable sized bay window. She pulled her arm 
back and swung the cane. 

  



23 

 
The Warts response was instantaneous. She 

screamed and squealed, her body convulsed, her legs 
scissored, her head shook and her fists pummeled the 
air.  

The inmates in the hall exchanged glances. 
There were very few of them who had not been 
subjected to a beating from the Wart. She was the 
most despised member of the Brass; the sight of her 
getting her comeuppance was a treat that they had 
never expected to experience. However, her response 
had astonished them. The inmates of the Woody Back 
to School Unit lived by the credo that ‘only muffs 
howl’. Over the years they had witnessed dozens 
public floggings; the recipients gracing the stage with 
pride and stoicism. Never had they seen a reaction of 
the theatrical scale of Ms Wharton’s.  

Deborah felt her nerves dissipate. The first 
stroke had gone off swimmingly; the cane had landed 
perfectly within the sweet spot. She settled in. She 
planned to deliver a long, leisurely caning with thirty 
second intervals between strokes. However, the Wart 
was not cooperating. She continued to wriggle and 
squirm long after the interval had elapsed.  

Mr Humphries was not given to irritability but 
he was clearly becoming vexed. “Ms Wharton, cease 
those ridiculous noises and stay still,” he told her. “If 
you do not put it up and keep it up I shall be 
compelled to have you restrained.”  

Deborah forced herself to maintain her 
concentration and not allow herself to be distracted 
by the Dame’s pathetic blubbing and sniveling. Debs 
would not have been blamed if she had succumbed to 
the temptation to thrash the bejaysus out of the Wart 
but she showed admirable restraint. She delivered 
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every stroke with the same measured control and 
accuracy.  

“She’s good,” whispered Nixdown admiringly.  
Jojo and Rosemary nodded sagely. “This is a 

world class whopping,” agreed Jojo.  
“What a fucking muff,” Rosemary opined about 

the Wart.  
The flogging was proving to be a laborious 

process. Despite Mr Humphries chiding the Wart 
continued to blub and howl, and her bumbags 
constantly wriggled like an unset jelly. She took 
considerable coercion between each stroke to settle 
down so that Deborah had a steady target to aim at. 
The Grand Master considered dispatching Katie to 
collect some striped ties from her inventory and tying 
the Wart into position but figured it would just 
prolong the performance.  

Debs took a deep breath. She was determined 
to close the flogging with the same consummate skill 
with which she had delivered the first eleven strokes. 
She adjusted her stance slightly and slashed the cane 
down diagonally.  

The Warts response was deafening. Her 
screams were in danger of shattering the windows.  

“Holy smoking bumbags, that was one helluva 
whop,” giggled Nixdown.  

“Looked like it was designed to cut the Wart in 
two,” agreed Jojo.  

“Well now we know that The Wart might be 
able to dish it out but she certainly can’t take it,” 
observed Rosemary.  

“What a fucking muff,” chorused the three 
chums cheerily.  
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Robin Wharton stood on the stage sobbing and 

moaning. She looked disheveled and forlorn.  
“Katie take this fool upstairs and clean her up, 

she looks like she’s been dragged through a hedge 
backwards, I’ll see her in my study in thirty minutes,” 
said the Grand Master. “We need to discuss her 
grubby schedule.”  

The inmates stomped their feet and whooped 
and cheered as Robin Wharton was dejectedly 
escorted from the stage.  

 
~~~ooo~~~ 

 
“I’m really sorry about earlier, sis,” said Patsy 

ashamedly. “I should have stood up to her.”  
“And risked being sent back inside?” replied 

Debs. “She stitched both of us up like kippers; there 
was nothing either of us could do.” She reached over 
and hugged Patsy. “Don’t worry; you can’t break me 
with a cane, but sis I have to say you are still hot 
stuff.”  

Patsy returned Deborah’s hug. “Talk about the 
pot calling the kettle black, next year when you’re a 
member of the Elite gawd help the gal’s bumbags. 
That was a sensational swishing!” 

  
~~~ooo~~~ 

 
“He had no right to treat me like that,” wailed 

the Wart in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 
Understandably she had elected not to perch her 
frazzled rear end on a bar-stool and was propping up 
the bar slamming back tequilas at Olympic rate. “I 
have a good mind to report him to the Ministry.”  
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“Yeah rock on Warty-one,” grinned Patty 
Hodge. “The only reason you agreed to be flogged is 
because you’re a Whop Junkie and this is the only 
place you’re guaranteed a fix. Hey, it was only 
whops.”  

“So much for your theory that he wouldn’t dare 
do that to real Brass,” gloated Katie.  

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!!” growled the Wart and 
slammed down a healthy shot of tequila that she 
charged to Katie Beck’s tab. 
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