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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 Historic Spanking 

 
 
Joanna Heyworth was draped face downwards 

across the Grand Dame’s lap. Her clothing had been 
neatly rearranged. Her skirt was folded back and her 
bumbags rolled down so that they were concertinaed 
around her ankles. 

Ms Lawton raised her right hand in the air and 
prepared to embark upon a historic spanking. 

 
Jojo Heyworth held the rank of number one on 

the Bottoms Up Table of Troublemakers. She was 
colloquially known amongst the inmates of the Woody 
Back to School unit as the Big BUTT. 

The historic spanking that she was about to 
receive would honor her second consecutive year of 
acquiring fifty punishments.  

In many strata’s of society it might seem a 
little queer to celebrate such an occasion but within 
the whops and clobber culture she inhabited Jojo was 
perceived as a heroine to the cause of mega-
minxdom. 



The Inmates Strike Back 

 
The Grand Dame busied herself, starting by 

spanking Jojo up her right cheek and then back down 
her left. Her many years as a disciplinarian had 
allowed Ms Lawton ample opportunity to perfect her 
technique. She routinely alternated between blitz 
attacks and slow ponderous spanks leaving Jojo little 
opportunity to settle into the rhythm of the spanking.  

Jojo grunted and grumbled and occasionally 
twitched her ankles as Ms Lawton warmed to her 
work. 

Jojo was less than enthralled by the over-the-
knee, head down, arse up condition that she found 
herself. However, she was the first to admit that, in a 
complete reversal of logic, the warm up spanking that 
would act as the precursor to her ground-breaking 
public flogging would work to her advantage. 

For some inexplicable reason ‘warmers’, as 
they were known to the Woody Wags, seemed to 
help her get into the zone.  

 
Ms Lawton kept Jojo tucked tightly into the 

crease of her lap. Despite having small hands the 
Grand Dame was a potent spanker. Jojo’s pale flesh 
was swiftly turning into the color of a glorious sunset.  

 
Despite her rank as the most punished inmate 

in the unit’s history Ms Lawton was fond of Joanna. 
Jojo was beautiful, bright, witty and articulate. She 
was high-spirited but never mean-spirited. She just 
happened to be incredibly naughty. It was not a trait 
that Ms Lawton had ever held against her.  

 
Jojo straightened her bumbags and smoothed 

down her skirt. She retrieved her red and black 
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striped blazer and shrugged it on. Her backside was 
pulsating. 

“I’ll go next door,” she muttered. 
 
Katie Beck was grinning like a Cheshire cat as 

she handed Jojo a woefully undersized pair of white, 
starched gym shorts, known at the Woody Back to 
School Unit as whopping bags. 

Jojo glared at Katie. She knew all of the unit 
matron’s tricks. She went along with the charade, 
trying on several pairs of shorts before Katie deigned 
to offer her a pair that just about fitted. 

 
Once a suitably sized pair of bags had been 

settled upon they repaired to the assembly hall which 
would be the venue of Jojo’s public flogging. Katie 
had arranged for a vaulting horse to be brought from 
the gymnasium and placed on the stage. She 
instructed Joanna to bend over the horse so that she 
could take measurements. As usual when she 
adjusted the height of the saddle she made sure that 
it was several inches too high for Jojo to be able to 
bend over comfortably. 

Jojo resisted the temptation to hack Katie in 
the shins. 

 
“Unit under immediate lock-down,” Katie 

announced over the intercom. “Repair to the 
assembly hall in silence. Mandatory six of the best for 
anybody caught goofing, larking, pranking or 
gabbing. Joanna Heyworth, Phase 5, public flogging 
for serial malfeasance.” 
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The inmates of the facility filed through the 

corridors under the close scrutiny of the Elite. Despite 
the rule of silence that had been imposed there was 
no mistaking the sense of excitement as they entered 
the hall to witness another moment in Woody history. 
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A Historic Flogging 

 
 
Despite her forthcoming ordeal, Joanna 

Heyworth felt quite relaxed as she strode through the 
corridors, walking side by side with Ms Lawton. The 
heat in her backside had cooled down to a 
manageable level and she was supremely confident 
that she would be able to endure the flogging without 
making a muff of herself. 

 
The hall was filled to capacity. The inmates 

seated in six rows of twelve, the members of the Elite 
leaning back against the walls of the hall monitoring 
for signs of mischief, and the full compliment of the 
Brass were seated on the stage. 

Jojo followed Ms Lawton up the steps. She was 
dressed in a fresh white blouse, red and black striped 
tie, and the crisp white whopping bags Katie had 
finally selected. 

 
Ms Lawton had considered her strategy. Often 

she preceded public floggings with scathing 
indictments of the recipients. However, the Grand 
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Dame was not a naive woman. She was aware of the 
kudos that the inmates placed on Jojo scoring her 
second consecutive Bull. Ms Lawton had concluded 
that it would be a waste of valuable oxygen to berate 
Joanna. She decided it would be best for all involved 
to proceed immediately to the main event. She 
retrieved the long, slender senior cane from a hook 
on the wall and invited Joanna to bend over the 
horse. 

 
Jojo did her best to get comfortable. The 

height which Katie had set the suede saddle of the 
horse meant that she had to stretch up on the balls of 
her feet in order to get her backside correctly 
positioned. She reached down and took a grip on the 
legs of the horse and lowered her head between her 
arms. 

 
Ms Lawton nodded appreciatively as Joanna 

folded herself into position. As usual Jojo was 
presenting the target area perfectly without needing 
any prompting.  

Penelope Ann Evans helped the Grand Dame 
out of her jacket and held the cane while Ms Lawton 
rolled up her sleeves. There was a hush of 
anticipation all around the hall. 

 
The hush was disturbed by the crack of the 

cane rebounding off the drum-tight whopping bags. It 
was a perfectly delivered stroke that landed cleanly 
across the crown of Jojo’s buttocks. 

 
Jojo concentrated on keeping her breathing 

even and getting into the zone. She stared down at a 
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small square of the wood floor. “Its only whops,” she 
told herself. “Just whops in front of more people.” 

 
Ms Lawton concentrated on the narrow target 

area of Jojo’s behind that comprised the sweet spot. 
The Grand Dame knew from personal experience how 
important it was that every stroke landed within the 
band. She was determined that the flogging would go 
off safely without subjecting Jojo to unnecessary low 
riders or wraparounds. 

 
Jojo blinked. The stripe was working its way 

through the system. The initial bite making her teeth 
chatter, followed a millisecond later by the alarming 
experience of the pain ricocheting around her central 
nervous system enlivening nerve ending from the tips 
of her fingers to the tips of her toes, and then the 
underburn as the stroke worked its way into the 
muscles of her buttocks. 

The pain was excruciating but at least the 
preliminary spanking had taken some of the edge off 
the dreaded first stroke. 

 
Ms Lawton caned Jojo in a methodical manner. 

One stroke every fifteen seconds, just enough of an 
interval for Jojo to experience the full effects of each 
individual cut of the cane. 

Jojo gritted her teeth and did her best to 
regroup. They were six strokes in and Ms Lawton was 
taking a short breather. Due to the height of the 
horse Jojo was helpless to adjust her position. She 
gripped the legs of the horse and waited for the 
onslaught to resume. 
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Ms Lawton adjusted her position and took 

careful aim. She slashed the cane down, aiming to 
land the whippy stick diagonally across the existing 
stripes. It was a beauty of a stroke and even Jojo 
couldn’t stop her left leg from involuntarily crooking 
back at the knee.  

 
 “Well taken,” the Grand Dame whispered as 

she helped Jojo to her feet.  
Joanna nodded. “Thank you Ma’am,” she 

whispered back, “on some level I suppose.” 
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The BUTT Stakes 

 
 
Jojo lay face down across Rosemary’s lap 

having her swollen rear end anointed with mystical 
balms. 

Bernadette Summers produced a hip flask from 
the waist band of her bumbags. 

“Try this, it’ll help take the edge off,” said the 
Bounder. 

Jojo took a swig and passed the flask back to 
the Bounder. The study that Jojo shared with her best 
chum Nixdown was crowded with well-wishers. Cat 
Cassidy and Melons had posted their personal 
grubby’s at either end of the landing to look-out for 
unwanted appearances by uninvited members of the 
Brass or the SS. Nobody found it the least bit 
incongruous that Joanna was face down, arse up with 
her bottom bared. It was not an unusual sight to the 
patrons of the nation’s most extreme Back to School 
unit.  

“Bottoms up,” Jojo’s chums toasted her as they 
took their turns at swigging from the flask. Jojo 
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grinned happily. Despite the scalding heat in her rear 
end she was feeling the love. 

 
Deborah Morton hugged Jojo. “Gratters, sister, 

and many of them,” she said. “I don’t know how you 
do it. If I couldn’t score a Bull this year I guess I 
never will.” 

Jojo hugged her chum back. “There’s still 
time,” she told Debs. 

“Yeah, rock on, Jojo,” laughed Debs. “There’s 
only ten days left until summer furlough and even I 
couldn’t get that unlucky.” 

 
Although Bernadette had joined in the 

celebrations and was genuinely admiring of Jojo’s 
achievement it had cost her plenty of quids. 

The implementation of Operation Scorched 
Arse had proven particularly challenging for the 
gambling arm of Bernadette Summers Enterprises. 

 At the start of the year her business partner, 
Lisa Sutton, had evaluated the history of every inmate 
at the facility. Lisa was a mathematical genius who 
could work out the square root of pi without the aid 
of a calculator and had established the BUTT Stake 
odds based on complex hindcast statistical analysis. 
The Bounder had confidently expected a highly 
profitable year. 

However, despite Lisa’s swanky algorithms 
Operation Scorched Arse had made activity on Hall of 
Shame highly unpredictable. The inmates were 
getting whopped at a record breaking rate. Lisa was 
constantly required to adjust her models to account 
for the unprecedented outbreak of lickings, danglings, 
drapings and floggings. 



11 

 
At the outset Bernadette had offered attractive 

odds on Jojo scoring a second consecutive Bull. There 
was no shortage of punters willing to stake a fiver on 
their heroine’s bumbags at 25-1. As the year 
proceeded and Jojo scored whops at a breath-taking 
pace BSE was forced to narrow the odds. By 
Christmas the Bounder had rather churlishly stopped 
taking bets on Joanna achieving the unachievable. 

 
The Bounder kept thin wads of ten quid notes 

stashed in the elastic waistband of her navy blue 
bumbags. By the time the bell sounded for lock-down 
her waistband was empty and her blazer pockets 
filled with betting slips that the punters had cashed 
in. 

Lisa did her best to console her chum, pointing 
out that overall the gambling operation was still 
making a profit and that the other branches of the 
enterprise were highly lucrative. The Bounder 
continued to wring her hands and gnash her teeth. 
There was nothing Bernadette hated more than losing 
a bet. 

It wasn’t just the Jojo situation that gave her 
cause for concern. She still had fortunes staked on 
the outcomes of every aspect of the Hall of Shame 
and feared that in the final analysis she might very 
well lose her blouse, her blazer and her bumbags. 

Bernadette Summers was extremely grumpy. 
 
It was her extreme grumpiness that caused the 

Bounder to be bent forward at the waist with her 
fingers balanced on the tips of her toes. Behind her 
Ms Wharton was flexing her cane with a wolfish grin 
on her mush.  
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The Wart was an ill-humored cove and did not 

respond to grumpiness well, particularly from the 
Bounder whom she considered to be a degenerate of 
the highest order. She folded back Bernadette’s skirt 
and tapped the cane down. The GeoDame intended 
to give Bernadette Summers six of the very best. 

She raised her arm in the air and brought it 
down swiping. 

 



4 

 
The Wart 

 
 
Similarly to her kindred spirit, Patty Hodge, the 

Wart had first discovered the joys of thrashing when 
she had been Headgirl at school. 

Robin Wharton was greatly despised and had a 
reputation as a toady and a sneak. She had wormed 
her way into the good graces of the staff by regularly 
grassing up her schoolmates. When they complained 
about getting caned Robin would just sneer and tell 
them that ‘if you can’t do the time, don’t do the 
crime.’ 

As Headgirl she lorded it over her 
subordinates, treating them little better than her 
personal serfs and thrashing them regularly. Her term 
in office was a particularly dark period for her 
underlings and a merry time for the Wart.  

 
In another parallel with Patty she elected to 

attend teacher’s training college instead of university. 
Like Patty she was addicted to whops and saw the 
education system as an avenue to resume a life of 
thrashing. 
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She successfully applied to a small boarding 

school where corporal punishment was used as the 
primary deterrent against delinquency. Ms Wharton 
quickly gained a reputation as a zealous disciplinarian. 
According to records maintained by the Ministry of 
Education for the next twenty years she remained a 
permanent fixture amongst the top three of the 
nation’s most prolific practitioners of corporal 
punishment. Another characteristic she had in 
common with Patricia Hodge. 

 When the System was scouting for candidates 
to act as the Brass at the new Woody Back to School 
unit Robin Wharton was an obvious choice. When she 
read the manifesto for the austere regime proposed 
by the System Ms Wharton was ecstatic and signed 
on immediately. 

 
The new unit was a whop junkie’s dream. The 

Wart polished her canes and went into action. Ms 
Wharton was not looking to win any popularity 
contests amongst the inmates and quickly gained a 
reputation for her zero-tolerance policies. Predictably 
she was abhorred by the Woody gals and equally 
predictably she quickly aligned herself with Patty 
Hodge. 

The two whop junkies reveled in their power 
and spent most evenings propping up the bar in 
Bunch of Grapes regaling each other with their 
tyrannical exploits. 

Despite her profligacy with her cane, the Wart 
suffered from a problem. Her enthusiasm at scoring 
whops was often over-whelming and caused her to 
become over-excited. Without the self-control of a 
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true artiste she regularly fired off miss-hits and 
wasted strokes. 

 
The Wart stared down at Bernadette’s drum-

tight bumbags. She deeply disliked the Bounder who 
had never treated her with anything but contempt. 
She was determined to deliver a good tight licking. 

 
“You need to calm down and control your 

breathing,” Patty was always counseling her when the 
Wart lamented a frustratingly ineffectual thrashing. 
“Take it one stroke at a time,” the mistress of pain 
told her chum. 

 
“One stroke at a time, one stroke at a time,” 

the Wart chanted in her head and swung the cane 
through the air. She was delighted at the rotund 
report as the whippy stick sliced across the Bounder’s 
bumbags. 

She had to steady herself to keep from her 
natural temptation to immediately fire off a second 
strike before she was properly set up. Ms Wharton 
took a deep breath and counted backwards from 
fifteen in the manner Patty had taught her. 

 
The Wart was ecstatic. Bernadette Summers 

was a notoriously hard nut to crack but as the sixth 
stroke rebounded off her bumbags she had jolted 
back, raising her fingers from her shoes. 

“Stay down,” ordered the Wart. “Foul stroke.” 
It was a tough call. The rules regarding toe-

touching dictated that the fingers of the victim had to 
remain actually touching her shoes until she was 
given permission to rise. However the majority of the 
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Brass and Elite acknowledged that it was a 
particularly difficult position to maintain while a cane 
was slicing across your arse. As long as the gals 
swiftly returned to position they were generally 
offered some slack. 

The Wart was not in the slack cutting business 
and took careful aim. She slashed the cane 
downwards and was delighted by a perfect strike. 

 
The Bounder’s coal-black eyes burned with 

defiance as she handed over her Punishment Record 
Book for post-processing. 

“Hot was it, Summers?” gloated the Wart. 
“Not even warm,” snarled the Bounder. 
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Dotty Hammell 

 
 
While the Wart was zealously cracking the 

cane off the Bounder’s bumbags Dotty Hammell was 
putting Deborah Morton over her knee and spanking 
her with a Peruvian wooden spoon. 

 Deborah had nothing in principle against being 
spanked; in fact she acknowledged that she 
thoroughly deserved it. Nonetheless, she always felt 
vaguely ashamed when the wonderfully liberal Dame 
in charge of Domestic Science felt compelled to 
discipline her. She felt as though she had let Dotty 
down. 

 
Dotty Hammell was the darling of the Liberal 

Left of the Brass. She was young and beautiful and 
minx-friendly. Dotty had applied to join the staff of 
the Back to School unit following her second arrest for 
Extreme Ladetting. Dotty was a well-known celebrity 
chef and a long-time target of the System. Ms Lawton 
had been naturally skeptical over employing a 
potential inmate but Dotty had been persuasive. 
During her interview she explained the manner in 
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which she maintained discipline amongst her kitchen 
staff and produced an array of wooden utensils that 
she utilized. Ms Lawton had been impressed and used 
her influence to get Dotty appointed to her staff. 

 
Dotty was an immediate hit with the inmates. 

She was the antithesis of Patty and the Wart and 
seemed genuinely empathetic to the untoward 
circumstances in which they found themselves. She 
was extremely charismatic and formed an alliance 
with some of the other younger members of the 
Brass. Pauline Gascoigne, Jane Lummell and 
Stephanie Powell staunchly supported her in her 
many confrontations with Patty Hodge and her goons 
on the Radical Right.  

 
Dotty maneuvered Deborah into a full drape, 

stretching her out until only the tips of her fingers 
and toes balanced on the floor. She was fond of Debs 
but it was the third consecutive occasion that 
Deborah had turned up late for kitchen duty. On the 
past two occasions Dotty had sportingly let her off 
with a yellow card but now there was no question 
that she needed to be spanked. 

Deborah was not entirely sure that she agreed 
with this thesis as she was marched through the 
kitchen to be unceremoniously dumped face 
downwards across Dotty’s knees.   

 
Debs cringed as the head of the wooden spoon 

cracked off her bumbags. The spoon had been hand 
carved from perished wood found in the upper 
reaches of the Northern Andes. It was a particularly 
potent instrument for administering discipline. 
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Debs cringed again. The second smack of the 

spoon had landed on top of the first. She braced 
herself knowing that the third would complete the 
process on her right buttock. 

The remainder of the kitchen crew watched 
sympathetically. Despite Dotty’s popularity she was a 
highly-respected disciplinarian. When she finally 
decided a gal needed a spanking she went to work 
with a vengeance. 

 
Once she had finished with Deborah’s right 

cheek Dotty took her time readjusting her so that she 
was perfectly primed for the second bout. 

 
Debs squirmed back into position and gritted 

her teeth. It was not the first time she had 
experienced being spanked with the potent spoon but 
the startling effects of the innocuous looking utensil 
never ceased to amaze her.  

 
Dotty took her time, leaving Deborah plenty of 

opportunity to fully appreciate the effects of each 
spank. When she was finished Deborah lay panting 
across her favorite Dame’s lap not appreciating the 
effects of the spoon in the least bit. 

 
“The Bounder’s reopened the book on you,” 

Rosemary Booker informed her best chum. “She’s 
offering 8-1 that you score your Bull.” 

Deborah groaned. She was spread out over 
Rosemary’s lap having her backside soothed with an 
aloe-vera balm. 

“She’s fucking barking,” grunted Debs. “There’s 
only a week to go and that includes Family Visitation 
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Weekend. Nobody’s ever been whopped during that 
weekend so I’m fresh out of time. Anybody who takes 
that bet is throwing their dosh down the drain. The 
Bounder’s going to make out like a bandit.” 
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Family Visitation Weekend 

 
 
During the weekend preceding the inmates 

release for summer furlough the facility hosted a 
Family Visitation Weekend. 

Ms Lawton used it as a public relations 
opportunity to demonstrate the success of the 
Extreme Social Rehabilitation program. 

On Saturday evening the annual academic 
awards were presented at a gala dinner. Ms Lawton 
was keen to demonstrate the admirable curriculum 
she had designed and presented a wide variety of 
books and gifts to inmates who had excelled 
throughout the year. 

It amused Ms Lawton that three of the most 
prestigious awards were earned by the facilities three 
most prolific mega-minxes. The prize for all-round 
excellence in the Arts was awarded to Jojo. Lisa 
Sutton won the Science and Mathematics award. 
Debs took the prize for History, Classics and 
Literature. The title of overall scholar of the year also 
went to Deborah, who nosed out Lisa by a single 
cumulative point average. 
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At the awards ceremony the subject of the 

standings on the Hall of Shame was pointedly 
ignored. 

 
The Sunday sporting events were always 

popular with the friends and families of the inmates. 
Ms Lawton was able to showcase the talents of the 
many celebrity Ladettes under her custody.  

Former prospective Olympiads Patsy and 
Lindsey Butcher demonstrated their phenomenal 
athleticism in a straight to the finish one hundred 
meter sprint. Jojo, Penny Ann, Nixdown and Claire 
Brooks displayed their equestrian prowess. Jennifer 
Gardiner performed a beautifully choreographed 
gymnastics display. Ginger Beckett and several of the 
inmates gave a short ballet performance. 

Undoubtedly the most popular event of the 
weekend was the final of the facility tennis trophy. 
Sensibly the seeding was designed to allow the guests 
the unique opportunity to witness the two women 
who had once been ranked the top two players in the 
nation compete against other. 

 
Deborah Morton threw up the ball and knocked 

it over the net. It was a doozy of a serve landing in 
the center of the return box. Janet Mitchell swung her 
racquet and slammed the ball into the net. 

“Game and first set to Miss Morton,” 
announced Jane Lummell. “Six games to love.” 

 
“What am I supposed to do?” asked Debs 

desperately. “I’m setting her up but she can’t seem to 
hit a barn door today.” 
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Jane Lummell nodded sympathetically. “I know 

but this match would bore a glass eye to sleep. At 
least look like you’re trying and show them some 
great shots.” 

Debs sighed. Playing Janet Mitchell had never 
been part of the plan. Janet had been scheduled to 
play Rachel Cox a few days earlier. Janet was a useful 
player but would have been no competition for a 
former professional like Rachel. Everybody keenly 
anticipated the annual final between Debs and Raitch 
and then Rachel twisted her ankle. 

Debs took the maximum allowable handicap 
and tried to make a game of it. She served at half-
pace and played easy pat-a-cake shots back within 
easy reach of Janet. Unfortunately Janet seemed 
wholly overwhelmed and barely made a single return. 
She double-faulted almost every serve during the first 
set. 

     
Debs hammered the ball home. Serve after 

serve leaving Janet flat-footed. On the rare occasions 
that Janet managed to get her own serve in Deborah 
drove her returns down the tram-lines. It was a 
flawless exhibition of controlled tennis and brought 
the match to a swift conclusion. 

“Game, set and match to Miss Morton,” 
announced Ms Lummell. “Six games to love, six 
games to love.” 

 
Deborah stuck her hand out across the net. 

“I’m sorry it went down like that,” sighed Debs. 
“Thanks for the game.” 
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“Fuck you Morton,” Janet spat back at her. “I’ll 

get you for this before the years out. You mark my 
words.” 

Deborah just sighed. Momentarily she felt sorry 
for Mitch the Bitch. 
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Chucked Out of Chapel 

 
 
Prior to the families and friends of the inmates 

departing it was traditional that they would repair to 
the facility’s chapel to be entertained by the inmates 
with a choral recital.  

 
Deborah sat in the second row of the choir 

studying her score. Idly she swung her foot back and 
forward, repeatedly making contact with the seat of 
the gal’s canvas bottomed chair in front of her. 

“Quit that willya!” hissed her neighbor. 
“Sorry,” whispered Debs and continued to 

swing her leg. 
 
Janet Mitchell grinned from ear to ear. She 

could barely believe her eyes. She was positioned 
slightly out of Deborah’s line of vision. Janet Mitchell 
watched Deborah continue to swing her foot, 
annoying the gal seated in front of her. 

“Gotcha,” Mitch the Bitch muttered under her 
breath and she stepped out of the shadows. 
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Ms Lawton listened intently to the prefect. 

“You’re absolutely sure about this, Mitchell?” she 
asked. 

Janet nodded earnestly. “At first I just thought 
that it was unintentional but after it was drawn to her 
attention she continued. It wasn’t just malarkey, 
Ma’am; she was booting the gal quite hard.” 

 
In a tummy churning moment Deborah noticed 

Janet approaching the Grand Dame and then turning 
to point in her direction. Debs watched the Beak’s 
countenance alternate between serenity, to slight 
confusion and then finally to extreme irritation. The 
Grand Dame and Mitch the Bitch began to approach 
her. Deborah’s heart pounded. 

“Card her,” the Grand Dame said coldly. 
Deborah stared at her imploringly. “Please 

Ma’am,” she whispered, “Not now.” But it was too 
late; Janet was already gleefully reaching for the red 
card. 

“Morton, Phase 5,” the prefect announced 
loudly, “Red card for goofing. Repair to the landing, 
the Grand Dame will be along to beat you shortly.” 

Deborah Morton was not faint of heart. Her 
persistently reckless behavior had elevated her to the 
very pinnacle of the Hall of Shame. Nonetheless the 
notion of being chucked out of the chapel in front of 
several members of her family made her feel quite 
faint. 

Slowly Deborah got out of her seat. Her mind 
was racing. She did her best to walk nonchalantly 
along the aisle of the chapel hoping that her family 
hadn’t noticed the incident at the front of the chapel 
or heard Janet’s unnecessarily loud announcement. 
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As she passed her parents, she caught their eyes. Her 
father only looked mildly perturbed but there was an 
undisguised look of disappointment on the face of her 
mother. Deborah averted her eyes quickly and hurried 
towards the door of the chapel. 

Debs somehow managed to keep her 
composure until she was outside the building but then 
the look of hooded disapproval on her mother’s face 
overwhelmed her and she burst into tears. 

 
“I suggest you go and say your farewells to 

your family you foolish young woman,” Ms Lawton 
told Deborah curtly. “When they have left you will 
return to my office and we will decide how we should 
best deal with you.”  

 
Deborah trudged miserably over to where her 

mother, father, two aunts and her favorite uncle were 
waiting by their cars. She could sense their 
displeasure. As she approached they cast icy glares in 
her direction and turned away to get into the car. 

“I hope you’re ashamed of yourself,” her 
mother said coldly as she climbed into the passenger 
seat and slammed the door. 

“When you get home on Friday I intend to take 
my belt to your backside young lady,” said Pops 
Morton as he turned the ignition of his car.  

Deborah blanched. As a child her parents had 
never so much as smacked her, but now here she 
was, almost twenty-five years old and her father was 
promising to take a belt to her behind.  

“I’m sorry, Pops,” she said miserably, “really I 
am.” 



The Inmates Strike Back 

 
Mr Morton rolled up the window and slid the 

car into gear. Deborah turned away and 
disconsolately trudged back in the direction of the 
Grand Dame’s office.  
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A Formal Flunking 

 
 
Deborah Morton was forced to spend almost a 

full hour on the landing outside Ms Lawton’s office 
facing the wall, her nose pressed against the wood 
paneling and her hands linked on top of her head. 
Finally she heard the familiar buzzer sound that 
indicated that the Grand Dame was ready to speak 
with her. With trembling fingers she turned and 
reached for the handle of the door. 

 
The extended nose and toes session had been 

extremely disquieting. She kept wondering what Ms 
Lawton had meant by ‘dealing with her’. The phrase 
had such an unpleasantly ominous ring to it that it 
had sent shivers’ up Deborah’s spine. 

“You will be flogged of course,” the Grand 
Dame informed Deborah. Debs was tempted to roll 
her eyes but she sensibly maintained a stony face. 

The Grand Dame drummed the fingers of her 
left hand on the desktop. Beside her hand was a 
manila file, heavily laden with paper. Deborah’s name 
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was written on the front in large letters.  It appeared 
to Debs that it had been well-thumbed. 

After a few moments the Grand Dame slid a 
slim sheaf of papers across the desk. Deborah picked 
them up and turned them over. 

 
Deborah gaped at the Grand Dame. “You’re 

flunking me?” she spluttered. 
Ms Lawton nodded. “You’ve left me no choice. 

This afternoon was the final straw. You started this 
year in a most appalling manner and have chosen to 
end it with another disgraceful performance. What 
you did today was prove that you can’t be trusted to 
behave yourself for five minutes. You have brought 
this upon yourself.” 

“I know that you won scholar of the year and 
the tennis tournament. I know that you are a 
wonderful clarinetist but all that is irrelevant. You had 
all those skills and talents before you came here. The 
reason you are in this institution is to be socially 
rehabilitated. Each year I am required to report your 
progress to the Ministry and unfortunately this year I 
am unable in good conscience to report that you have 
made any progress whatsoever.” 

 
Deborah stared down at the papers. They were 

addressed to her Court Appointed Guardian advising 
him of the Grand Dame’s decision. The report was 
neatly typed and was a damning assessment of 
Deborah’s performance during the past twelve 
months. It described a pattern of ‘chronic 
misbehavior’ and cited thirteen separate instances of 
‘extreme and unacceptable behavior.’ 
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For the second time in several hours Deborah 

felt her eyes welling up with tears. It was a 
cataclysmic blow. She had hoped that when she 
completed her seven-year sentence, that at twenty-
seven years old, she would still be fit enough to 
return to the professional tennis Grand Prix circuit. 
The additional year would make her return 
significantly harder. 

“It won’t be so bad,” said Ms Lawton. “I’m only 
proposing that you repeat one year. It’s for your own 
good.” 

 
It was late in the evening before the inmates 

were summonsed to the assembly hall to witness 
Deborah receiving a twelve stroke flogging.  

Several hours had elapsed since Debs had last 
been seen and rumors had been rife on the gossvine. 
It was generally accepted that their chum was up to 
her bumbags in doodads.  

The sacking of Spanker Spage, who was now 
languishing in medium security chokey, intensified 
Deborah’s chums concern for her future. 

The inmates listened intently as Ms Lawton 
stepped up to the front of the stage to address them. 

 
Deborah looked pale as she approached the 

vaulting horse. Her face as white as the crisp white 
blouse she was wearing. The inmates watched as she 
bent forward at the waist. She seemed resigned and 
dejected and all her normal self-assured spunk 
appeared to have eluded her. 

 
Deborah’s chums rallied round to comfort her. 
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“You did fantastic,” Nixdown assured her. 

“You’re a real trouper.” 
Despite her inner anguish Deborah had gritted 

her teeth and somehow managed to get through the 
flogging without as much as a murmur escaping her 
lips. 

Deborah smiled weakly. Her backside was 
throbbing disagreeably but she knew that the heat 
and discomfort would eventually subside. She took a 
swig of brandy from the Bounder’s hip-flask, letting 
the amber liquid slowly roll down her throat and 
warm the pit of her tummy. 

“Formally flunked,” she groaned hopelessly. “It 
could only happen to me.” 
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The Wacky Whackster 

 
 
Following her Sunday evening flogging and her 

official flunking the days leading up to the end of 
term deteriorated disastrously for Debs. The members 
of the Radical Right and the SS saw her formal 
flunking as an open invitation to lay siege to her 
bumbags.  

On Monday morning she barely avoided a 
thrashing from the Wart after the GeoDame showed 
her a totally bogus yellow card only five minutes into 
a lecture. 

During morning break she found herself 
ambushed by Yvonne Godfrey and her cronies who 
made snide remarks and ominous threats as they 
waved their ashplants at her.  

During the lunch break her closest chums 
surrounded her, forming a protective wall and daring 
Yvonne and Janet to try something on. 

 
Deborah’s chums watched helplessly as she 

pushed her chair back and unfastened the button of 
her blazer.  
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At the front of the room Ms Whitton was 

moving the piano stool into the center of the small 
dais. 

Surprisingly instead of looking fearful Deborah 
looked angry and defiant as she opened the cabinet 
and extracted the custom-made violin bow that the 
Dame in charge of Music had named the ‘Morton 
Special’. 

 
Throughout the music tutorial Ms Whitton had 

picked on Deborah, doing her best to goad Debs into 
slipping up. 

Ms Whitton’s animosity towards Deborah was 
legendary and dated back to the infamous incident of 
the ‘Fabulous Fart’. All year she had persecuted Debs 
and subjected her to a series of abominable 
thrashings.  

Despite Deborah’s position as her personal 
bête noire Ms Lawton had actually interceded on Debs 
behalf and made it clear to the Music Dame that she 
wouldn’t tolerate any further bogus beatings. 
Nonetheless Ms Whitton felt confident that now Debs 
had been formally flunked the Grand Dame would 
thoroughly approve of her bending her over and 
beating her with a violin bow. 

 
Deborah handed Ms Whitton the bow and 

curled her lip contemptuously.  
“Give it your best shot,” she snarled. “You’ll 

never make me howl.” With that she turned around 
and crossed to the stool. In a fluid motion Debs 
Morton bent forward and stretched her body out. 
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Deborah gritted her teeth. Her heart was 

pounding uncomfortably but she was too angry to 
feel scared. From behind her she heard the opening 
notes of a gypsy refrain pounding out from the 
phonograph. 

By any standards Ms Whitton was certifiably 
barking. She was a hefty cove who had once been a 
famous concert pianist. A car-wreck and a pin in her 
left arm had finished her career. She had been hired 
as an arranger for a renowned symphony orchestra. 
Despite her musical brilliance this line of work did not 
last long. Several musicians complained in the press 
that she had caned them for shoddy performances. 
She was sacked, but the scandal brought her to the 
attention of the System. She seemed to have all the 
qualities required to join the Brass at the Woody Back 
to School facility. 

At the new facility she quickly gained a 
reputation for being a harsh disciplinarian. 
Nonetheless it was her theatrics that attracted the 
most attention. 

She liked to bend the inmates over the piano 
stool and once she had rearranged their clothing she 
would cross to the vintage phonograph and put on 
rare recordings of Romanian gypsy bands that had 
enjoyed considerable popularity during the nineteen-
thirties. 

Once the music room was filled with sound she 
would step up behind her victims, waving her arms in 
the air like a deranged zealot, then slicing the bow 
downwards at unexpected junctures. 

The Woody Wags had nicknamed her the 
Wacky Whackster. 
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Debs kept her head well down between her 

out-stretched arms. She concentrated on keeping her 
breathing even and focused on a small square of the 
wooden floor. She was determined to get into the 
zone and not be distracted by the Wacky Whackster’s 
theatrical antics. 

 
The Music Dame slashed the violin bow 

through the air with extreme malice; it cracked across 
Deborah’s upturned derriere with the crack of a rifle-
shot. 
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The Deranged Dame 

 
 
“It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” Deborah 

chanted over and over in her head. 
The violin bow was rebounded off her tautened 

bumbags with an alarming ferocity, but Debs refused 
to give her hated nemesis the satisfaction of seeing 
that she was causing her distress. She dug into her 
resolve and kept her head down and her arse up, 
daring the Wacky Whackster to beat her as hard as 
she could. 

 
Deborah’s chums watched with unconcealed 

contempt. The beating was blatantly bogus and 
totally vindictive. Ms Whitton was well aware that 
Deborah’s backside would still be tender and sensitive 
from the previous nights flogging but she was still 
lashing the bow through the air as if she was beating 
a carpet. 

 
Deborah gritted her teeth and clenched her 

fists. Even for a whop-hardened veteran like Debs 
Morton it was extremely difficult to stay in the zone. 
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Ms Whitton’s musical theatrics were designed to be 
distracting and the random timing of the strokes were 
disorientating.  

The piano stool was a particularly well 
designed platform for delivering a beating. Deborah’s 
body was perfectly arched and her bumbags were 
prominently positioned for the violin bow to arrive 
while traveling at maximum velocity.  

Ms Whitton raised the bow high in the air and 
swiped it downwards with all her might. 

 
The violin bow slashed across Deborah’s 

backside with an explosive crack. Her face contorted 
into a silent howl as the impact ricocheted around her 
body in an electrifying manner. Somehow she 
managed to keep her hands and feet glued to the 
floor. 

Her chums watched in admiration. They knew 
that the first three strokes must have been 
devastatingly painful but Deborah had shown no 
reaction whatsoever. They crossed their fingers and 
whispered their mantra’s as they looked on helplessly. 

 
Ms Whitton was looking increasingly deranged. 

Deborah’s lack of response was clearly displeasing 
her. She crossed to the phonogram and cranked up 
the volume to a deafening level. She went back to the 
piano stool and slashed the bow downwards. 

 
Deborah pushed herself up from the piano 

stool. Her face was as white as a sheet but her eyes 
burned with defiance. Somehow she had managed to 
get through the terrible ordeal without even a squirm 
or a wriggle, let alone howling. 
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Her backside was sizzling like a frying pan filled 

with a string of sausages but she kept her hands 
tightly by her sides and resisted the temptation to 
rub. 

The tension in the music room was palpable. 
Debs turned away and set off down the aisle to 
retrieve her Punishment Record Book. The Music 
Dame was clearly livid at Deborah’s defiant 
performance. She looked dangerous and deranged. 
On several previous occasions Ms Whitton had 
extended punishing Deborah far beyond the 
prescribed limits of six of the best. 

 
Ms Whitton considered her options. It was 

extremely tempting to call Deborah back and beat her 
until she finally howled. However, there was a good 
chance that such a course of action would result in an 
enquiry. The last enquiry, following the incident of the 
Fabulous Fart, had resulted in her being banned from 
thrashing Debs for six months. Ms Whitton sighed; 
despite the short-term gratification she would gain 
from extending Deborah’s torment the risk of another 
moratorium on Debs bumbags was unacceptable. 

Ms Whitton snatched Debs’ little book out of 
her hand and began to post-process the punishment. 
Her hand shook with anger and frustration. Deborah 
was standing before her with her mouth set in a line 
and her eyes blazing with defiance. Ms Whitton thrust 
the book back at Debs. 

“Go back and stand on your seat with your 
hands on your head,” she snapped. “If you think I’ve 
finished with you this year, you’ve got another think 
coming. Just remember there’s still another music 
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tutorial left this week and I intend to thrash you so 
hard that you won’t sit down all summer.” 

Unflinchingly Deborah retrieved her book and 
did her best not to wriggle as she climbed up on her 
seat. 
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In For a Penny In For a Pound 

 
 
Debs leaned against the mantelpiece in the 

study she shared with Rosemary Booker. Despite her 
best chums ministrations of her mystical balms Debs 
was still certain that smoke was billowing out from 
beneath her bumbags. 

Nixdown and Jojo were seated in easy chairs 
and the four chums were discussing Debs’ dilemma. 

 
The unexpected eviction from the chapel and 

the beating from the Wacky Whackster had suddenly 
changed Deborah’s fortunes on the Hall of Shame. 
She had now accumulated forty-nine punishments 
during the year. 

“You’re fucking crazy if you try it,” counseled 
Rosemary. “The Beak will flail you alive. You have to 
keep your bumbags out of the firing line at all costs.” 

“It’s a pretty dodgy proposition under the 
current circumstances,” agreed Nixdown. “It’s not like 
you’re flavor of the month.” 

Even Jojo discouraged her. “I know how much 
you want to score a Bull, but there’s a time and a 
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place for everything and this is definitely neither the 
time nor the place. There’s always next year.” 

“Hmm,” mused Debs thoughtfully. “She’s 
already flunked me, what worse can she do? The 
fucking Whackster’s going to stitch me up any way. It 
would be better on my own terms.” 

 
The inmates were filing into assembly hall 

taking their seats. The Famous Four lingered outside 
the hall waiting to make a late entry. When they were 
satisfied that the hall was pretty much full they made 
their entrance, Deborah in the lead. They walked up 
the aisle, passing the seated inmates, making their 
way to the Phase Five seating area. They passed by 
several prefects leaning against the wall, idly 
watching over the seated gals for signs of 
malfeasance. As they passed Janet Mitchell Deborah 
suddenly span around, grabbed a handful of Janet’s 
hair and yanked. Janet squawked in surprise and 
agony. Deborah calmly released her grip on Janet’s 
hair, leaned forward, took her by the nose and 
twisted, causing Janet to scream and stomp. As an 
after-thought Deborah hacked Mitch the Bitch in the 
shins. 

The SS rushed to Janet’s aid; the Famous Four 
stood united. Jayne Underly took a tumble as she 
grabbed at Deborah only to find herself tripped by 
Nixdown. Yvonne Godfrey received a sharp jab in the 
ribs from Jojo. Finally the burly Jackie Ivanhoe 
elbowed her way through the mêlée and managed to 
get to Debs. She took a firm hold on the scruff of 
Deborah’s blazer and tried to twist her arm up behind 
her back. Deborah didn’t go quietly; she managed to 
crack her heel into Ivan’s shin.  
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“Ow, you bitch,” squealed Ivan. 
Penelope Ann and the remaining prefects 

rushed in and separated the two factions. Ivan made 
another grab at Debs. Patsy Butcher stepped in 
between them. Ivan was a burly cove but she was no 
match for the Amazonian Rastafarian, she backed off. 

 
For a moment the SS and the members of the 

Famous Four stood glaring at each other in a Mexican 
standoff.  

Janet Mitchell was blubbing and cussing. “Do 
something,” she demanded. 

“Let’s all calm down,” said Penny Ann. She 
pointed at Jojo, Nix and Rosemary. “Go and take your 
seats.” She turned to Debs. “You’d better come with 
me.” 

Deborah shrugged. As she passed by Ivan she 
tip-toed up and whispered, “Go fuck yourself.” 

Ivan raised her hand and made to slap 
Deborah’s face. Patsy Butcher caught her arm and 
twisted it sharply. 

“Owwwwwwwwww!” squealed Ivan the 
Terrible. Deborah winked at the SS enforcer. 

 
The doors to the hall swung open and the 

Dames began to file in. Deborah stood in a casual 
slouch, with her arms folded across her chest. Ms 
Hodge snapped at her to stand up straight. Deborah 
shrugged and slowly put her hands by her sides and 
straightened up a little. She winked at Patty. 

 
When the Grand Dame arrived Penelope Ann 

stepped over and spoke with her in a hushed voice. 
The Grand Dame approached Deborah and instructed 
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her to go and get herself inspected and then to take 
up the nose and toes position outside her study. 

 
Ms Lawton drummed her fingers on the desk. 

The Grand Dame wasn’t naïve; she was well aware 
that Deborah’s latest drama was manufactured. She 
felt like an actress in a play. 

“You’ll be flogged during evening Callover,” she 
said evenly. “Report here at five o’clock and we will 
proceed with the preparations.” 

“Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am,” said Deborah 
cheerfully and skipped out of the room. 
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Victoria and Bitchypoo 

 
 
Deborah Morton was reveling in her celebrity. 

It was lunchtime break and several members of the 
Dirty Dozen had convened in Rosie and Debs’ study, 
hanging out and swapping whopping yarns.  

Joanna Heyworth went over and hugged Debs. 
“Fucking amazing,” Jojo whispered in her chum’s ear. 
“Never thought I’d see the day that you’d get the 
Bitch back. Awwwww maaaaaan did you see her face 
galfriend?” 

Deborah giggled. “It’s gonna be worth every 
whop sister!!!!!” 

Suddenly Cassie Cassy burst breathlessly into 
the room. 

“Cat says the SS are on their way,” she warned 
Debs, “they’re threatening to take you to the stables 
and thrash you. They’re armed to the gills.” 

Lady Vix sat on the desk in Rosie and Debs’ 
study, her legs swinging nonchalantly. She looked at 
the prefects calmly. 

The four members of the SS were brandishing 
ashplants. “This has nothing to do with you 
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Brompton,” Yvonne Godfrey snarled, “We just want 
Morton. She can come quietly or we’ll frog-march her. 
Her arse is grass!!!!” 

Around the room the mega-minxes lolled 
against the walls. Jojo, Nix and Rosie surrounded 
Deborah. 

Ivan the Terrible stepped forward and thrust 
her face at Lady Vix, “You wanna make an issue I’m 
ready this time!!!!!!” 

Unperturbed Lady Vix slid off the desk, “Yeah, 
rock on Ivan!” she smiled. 

Ivan raised her hand for the second time in the 
day. 

Lady Victoria Brompton looked at Ivan the 
Terrible very, very calmly. 

Earlier in the year Janet Mitchell had gotten 
into a bunch of verbals with Vix’s best chum Rachel 
Cox. Mitch the Bitch had summonsed Ivan to collar 
Raitch and take her up to the library for a licking. 
Lady Vix had stepped between her chum and the 
enforcer and impolitely asked her to, “Fawk awwwff!” 

Foolishly Ivan had elected to attempt to push 
past Victoria. The famously pugnacious aristocrat had 
been brought up with four brothers who had taught 
her to box and wrestle on the grounds of Brompton 
Castle. She promptly put up her dukes and biffed Ivan 
with a left-right combination that dumped the bully on 
her over-sized arse boo-hooing over a bloody snooter 
and a swollen eye.  

Ivan had always claimed she had been 
ambushed and had sworn revenge on Lady Vix. 
Nonetheless she looked wary as Victoria stood before 
her. 
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From behind the prefects came the sound of a 

throat clearing. The SS members turned and were 
confronted by the sight of Bernadette Summers 
leaning in the doorpost with her arms folded across 
her chest and a grin on her face.  

“Have we got a problem Vix?” the Bounder 
asked casually. 

Without taking her eyes off Jackie Ivanhoe’s 
face Lady Vix shook her head. “I don’t think so 
Bounder, but maybe we should ask Miss Bitchypoo.” 

 
Janet Mitchell was a coward and a sneak. Even 

with the protection of her enforcer Ivan the Terrible 
the prospect of getting into a rumble with Lady Vix 
and Bernadette Summers filled her with horror. 

“Step aside Brompton,” she snarled, 
brandishing her ashplant. “Go and collar Morton,” she 
instructed Ivan, “I’m going to take the skin off her 
arse.” 

Ivan began to approach Deborah but Rosie, 
Nix and Jojo stepped forward, their fists bunched. 
The enforcer looked at her cohorts uncertainly. 
Clearly collaring Deborah was not going to be an easy 
mission. 

Janet was caught unawares; the Bounder 
suddenly pounced forward and grabbed the ashplant 
from her hand. Contemptuously she snapped the thin, 
whippy stick in two. As Janet span around in surprise 
Lady Vix grabbed her by the wrist. Before she knew 
what was happening Janet Mitchell was sprawled face 
down across Lady Victoria’s lap having her bottom 
smacked. 

“Let me go!!!!!!!!” the prefect howled as she 
struggled to escape. Lady Vix had no intention of 
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letting Mitch the Bitch escape, instead she flipped up 
the prefect’s skirt and let loose with a rip-roaring 
spanking. 

The other members of the SS watched in 
stunned silence as Lady Victoria continued to smack 
up and down Janet’s arse. 

“Help me,” Janet wailed, “Pleeeeeease 
somebody help me!!!!!!!!!” 

“Oh hush you stupid bitch,” snarled Lady Vix 
and went right on spanking. Janet Mitchell kicked and 
squirmed and burst into floods of tears.  

Janet was kicking and squirming and doing her 
best to escape from Vicky’s grasp but the aristocrat 
was clearly enjoying herself. She slapped Janet up 
one cheek from top to bottom and then moved across 
to the next. 

Yvonne, Ivan and Undies watched in silence, 
mesmerized and unwilling to intervene on their 
cohorts behalf. 

“Vix,” the Bounder warned from her position by 
the door, “Red-shirt approaching!” 

Vix shrugged and promptly dumped the 
weeping Janet from her lap. 
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Stood Down 

 
 
Penelope Ann hurried into the room and then 

came to an abrupt halt. She was accompanied by 
Cathryn Cassidy, Melons and the Butcher Twins. 

“What the dickens?” Penny Ann said staring at 
Janet sprawled on the floor. 

Janet was weeping uncontrollably, “She 
spanked me,” she spluttered incoherently, “that 
fucking bitch spanked me!!!!!!!!!!!!!” 

Penelope Ann turned to Yvonne Godfrey, “You 
couldn’t let it be could you?” she said accusingly.  

The study remained silent except for the sobs 
of the well-spanked member of the Elite. 

“It’s nothing Evans,” Yvonne snarled, “just 
some end of term horseplay that got a bit carried 
away.” Yvonne crossed to Janet and helped her to her 
feet. 

“Come on Bitchy,” she said cheerily, “No harm 
done, why don’t we cut along.” 

Penelope Ann looked around the room but met 
only with stony faces and set lips. 
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For a moment Janet stopped and looked 

bewildered, not understanding why Penelope Ann 
wasn’t doing something. Yvonne hurried her towards 
the door, followed quickly by their two cohorts. The 
last thing Yvonne wanted was to be interrogated 
about the SS’s illicit intentions for Deborah’s 
sitmedown. Cathryn Cassidy blocked her way. 

“Not so fast,” drawled Cat.  
“Step aside, Cassidy,” snapped Yvonne. “This is 

none of your business.” 
“Sorry Godders, I’m making it my business,” 

grinned Cathryn. “And I’m hauling you bitches up 
before the Beak. Ain’t that the truth Penny Ann?” 

“That’s the truth Cathryn,” said the Red-shirt.  
“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!” growled Yvonne. 
Janet Mitchell burst into a renewed fit of tears.  
 
“This is ridiculous,” Yvonne Godfrey snapped. 

The Commandant of the SS began to gather herself, 
looking stroppy and affronted.  

“You can’t stand us down. We were just doing 
our duty and obeying orders!” she told the Grand 
Dame hotly.  

“I give the orders around here little Miss SS!” 
snapped the Beak. “Now remove your ties and hand 
over your badges and blazers.” 

Yvonne Godfrey blanched. She looked over to 
where Ms Hodge was sitting primly in an easy chair. 

“Ms Hodge,” she said imploringly. “Help us out. 
Tell her that we were just doing what you told us to 
do.” 

Ms Hodge averted her eyes. “I have no idea 
what you are talking about Godfrey and if you make 
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any more rash insinuations I will request the Grand 
Dame to flog you.” 

Yvonne Godfrey gaped. She turned towards 
her fellow members of the SS looking for support. 

“Tell them,” she commanded them. She 
flashed her haughtiest glare at her normally 
sycophantic cohorts, but they took one look at Ms 
Lawton and quickly decided to err on the safe side of 
their bumbags. 

Any gab about flogging was enough for the 
lily-livered Serial Spankers. They unknotted their ties 
and unpinned their badges. They stared at the floor 
and ignored Yvonne. 

 
Ms Lawton sighed. Perhaps it was too little too 

late. Standing down the SS was the least she could do 
but it was also the most. For ten years she had 
weathered criticism of the nation’s most austere and 
controversial Back to School unit but had been able to 
demonstrate the success of the Social Rehabilitation 
program. Almost all her wards had gone on to further 
education programs or successful careers. The 
sacking of Spanker Spage had been necessary and 
had gone largely unnoticed. However, the sacking of 
another four inmates in the final phase of their 
programs was bound to attract untoward attention. 

The Grand Dame acknowledged that her 
decision to implement Operation Scorched Arse had 
back-fired and resulted in anarchy and chaos. She 
had allowed Patty to operate her heinous corps of 
Serial Spankers right under her nose. It was her own 
responsibility to try to set things straight and establish 
a legacy.  
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“Collar them and take them to the landing and 

lock them in their studies,” the Grand Dame 
instructed Penny Ann and her chum’s. “If they offer 
any resistance you have my full authority to dangle 
them.” 

Janet Mitchell burst into tears.   
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Deborah Scores Her Bull 

 
 
“I suppose that you want to go through with 

this?” asked Ms Lawton. 
Deborah nodded firmly. “Yes Ma’am.” 
Ms Lawton stood up and shrugged off her 

tailored jacket. “Okay,” she said as she walked 
around the desk, “but I want you to know this is 
nothing personal.” 

“Understood Ma’am,” said Deborah as the 
Grand Dame took her by the wrist and led her 
towards a straight-backed armless chair. Ms Lawton 
sat down and then gently maneuvered Deborah 
forward until she was over and up. 

 
“What are those?” demanded Ms Lawton. 
“Testers,” said Katie. 
Ms Lawton grabbed the white pair of gym 

shorts out of Katie’s hand. “An imbecile can see that 
these won’t fit her,” the Grand Dame snapped. “Now 
fetch a proper pair before I put you over my knee.” 
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Katie gaped at the Grand Dame. It was 

unprecedented for Ms Lawton to interfere in the 
preparations for a public flogging.  

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” she said hurriedly. “I’ll let 
Morton select a pair she likes.” 

“Good idea,” said Susan Lawton. 
 
Ms Lawton watched Katie intently as she 

adjusted the height of the vaulting horse to 
accommodate Deborah’s physical proportions. 

“Very good,” she told the unit’s matron. 
Katie Beck breathed a sigh of relief. She was 

not enjoying Ms Lawton’s interference in the 
proceedings. Ever since the Grand Dame had taken 
over the role of her ward following the death of her 
birth parents in a tragic car crash she had 
demonstrated a most untoward predilection for 
turning Katie over her knee.  

 
Debs mounted the stage dressed in her black 

and red striped blazer with matching tie, a white 
blouse with red piping around the collar and a pair of 
starched white whopping bags. She had brushed her 
hair back behind a red hair band and wiped her face 
clean of the minimum amount of make-up the 
inmates were allowed. She looked calm and collected. 

 
Penelope Ann stepped forward and read roll-

call. Debs winked at her when her name was called. 
Once registration was called the Red-shirt helped 
Deborah off with her blazer and then went and 
retrieved the long cane and handed it to Ms Lawton. 

“Bend over the horse, Morton,” the Grand 
Dame instructed Debs, not unkindly. 
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Ms Lawton took a tight grip on the cane and a 

deep breath. With less than twenty-four hours left 
before the facility closed for summer furlough she 
was aware that this would be her last formal 
disciplinary function as principal of the facility. She 
raised her arm in the air and swung the thirty-six inch 
long, whippy stick through the air. 

 
Debs mouth contorted into a silent howl. The 

cane slashed across her tautened bumbags with 
absolute precision. It sliced across the crown of her 
upturned orbs with the accuracy of a heat seeking 
missile. She gripped the legs of the horse as the pain 
swept through her.  

 
Deborah’s chums watched with expert eyes. 

The Grand Dame was delivering the flogging with her 
well-respected artistry, every stroke landing perfectly 
within the safe, sweet zone. Towards the back of the 
hall Jojo, Rosemary and Nixdown were holding hands, 
whispering chants and mantras on their chum’s 
behalf. 

 
Deborah hung upside down panting while the 

Grand Dame took a brief half-time intermission. The 
first six strokes had been challenging. The lengthy 
over the knee spanking session had helped warm her 
up and get into the zone but nonetheless the long 
slender cane was getting her full attention. Each 
swipe was being delivered with clinical timing and 
accuracy and her backside was already sizzling as 
though she had inadvertently sat down on a griddle. 
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Ms Lawton tapped the cane down and raised 

her arm in the air. The stick whistled and landed with 
a resounding thwack. 
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Debs Epiphany 

 
 
Deborah Morton blinked. She squeezed her 

eyes tight in anticipation of the familiar wave of pain 
ricocheting through her body. She waited for her 
teeth to chatter and her toes to curl up in agitation. 

 Nothing!!!!!!!! Deborah gaped down at the 
wooden floor. She knew that the cane had slashed 
her because she had heard its shrill whistle as it cut 
through the air and the sound of the cane bouncing 
off her drum tight whopping bags had echoed in her 
ears.  The familiar searing pain she was anticipating 
was absent. She felt nothing. Her bottom no longer 
ached and throbbed. A further lash sliced down. 
Nothing. Deborah wondered whether she was having 
an epiphany. The metaphorical book seemed to have 
been surreptitiously slipped inside her whopping bags. 

 
Deborah resisted the urge to giggle. She knew 

that the Grand Dame was putting her arm into it, yet 
she felt nothing. Nadir, zilch, zero. Not even a tiny 
pang of pain.  
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Deborah pinched herself hard. “Yikes,” she 

thought, “that was dumb, that damn well hurt!” 
 
Ms Lawton continued to beat Deborah 

methodically, landing each stroke in tight formation. 
The Grand Dame was used to the stoic performances 
of the mega-minxes but even she was mildly 
surprised by Deborah’s total lack of reaction to the 
final six swipes. 

 
Deborah sprung adroitly to her feet. The 

inmates stared at her in amazement. Their chum and 
heroine had a look of half amusement on her face. 
Her gait was light and springy, not a sign of the 
stiffness that should accompany an arse as sore as 
Deborah’s must be. She calmly accepted her blazer 
and after shrugging it on and fastening the top button 
she stood before the inmates looking simply ethereal. 

 
Ms Lawton handed Penny Ann the cane. She 

rolled down the sleeves of her silk blouse and 
fastened the cuffs. She accepted her jacket and 
shrugged it on, flicking back her hair and spreading 
the blouse collar out over her lapels.  

She looked over at Deborah inquisitively. Debs 
was standing neatly to attention, her head slightly 
cocked. She was grinning. 

Ms Lawton resisted the temptation to scratch 
her head. 

“Have Cassidy bring Godfrey and her gang on 
stage,” she instructed Penny Ann. 

 
The inmates watched in incredulity as Cathryn, 

Melons and the Butcher twins escorted Yvonne and 
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her cronies onto the stage. The members of the SS 
were all dressed in the full clobber of bib-fronted 
gymslips that was requisite attire for the inmates in 
the early phases of their sentences. They did not look 
in the least bit comfortable. 

 
The inmates listened with a sense of glee as 

Ms Lawton clinically berated the four gals. Yvonne 
tried to interject blaming Patty Hodge and Katie for 
their activities. Susan Lawton ripped her face off. 

Janet, Ivan and Undies stood quivering under 
the verbal assault with their heads hung low. 

 
Deborah watched the proceedings with 

considerable amusement. Every now and again she 
concentrated her complete attention on her backside. 
During the past hour she had endured a well 
delivered bare bottom spanking and twelve strokes of 
the senior cane. Under any circumstances it would be 
enough to make a gal’s bum squirm and twitch 
uncontrollably but she felt nothing. Her bum felt as 
cool and smooth as if it had just come out of the 
womb. 

Deborah Morton felt like she had entered a 
Brave New World. 

 
Ms Lawton scowled over her glasses at Yvonne 

and Janet. “You can think yourselves lucky that you 
are not joining Miss Spage in chokey,” she told them, 
“but let me assure you that I haven’t finished with 
you yet.” 

“Brompton!!!!!!!!!! Please step up!” the Grand 
Dame barked. 

Every head turned to face Lady Vix. 
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“What the dickens,” muttered Jojo darkly. 
“She can’t,” grumbled Nix. 
 
Lady Vix stood on the stage with her infamous 

pugnacious glower on her face.  
“I believe you took matters into your own 

hands today Victoria,” the Grand Dame was saying. 
Lady Vix stared at the Grand Dame. “Yeah and 

what of it?” she said rudely, “She deserved it.” 
An amused grin flickered across the Beaks lips. 
“Yes I’m sure she did,” she said. “She’s a 

complete bitch and a total muff.” 
The inmates gawked. Lady Vix narrowed her 

eyes. 
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The Lawton Legacy 

 
 
Lady Victoria Brompton glared at the Beak 

confrontationally. “So,” she said in her husky voice, 
“you gonna beat me? See if I care.” 

The Grand Dame looked taken aback. “No 
Victoria,” she said in a surprised tone, “I have no 
intention of beating you.” 

For a second Lady Vix looked nonplussed, 
“Oh,” she said, and then she astonished the Woody 
gals by cracking a smile. 

“In my opinion your earlier conduct was both 
honorable and justified Victoria,” the Grand Dame 
said gently. “Although I do not wholly approve of your 
penchant for scrapping, I appreciate that you are 
generally protecting weaker, more vulnerable 
inmates, and that is admirable.” 

Lady Vix was looking confused and suspicious. 
“I am aware that you are a rascal of the very 

first order,” the Beak continued, “and we have had 
our fair share of often painful contretemps over the 
years.” 

Lady Vix scowled.  
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“Notwithstanding our past Lady Victoria,” the 

Grand Dame said kindly, “It my great pleasure to 
bestow upon you the position of Red-shirt for the 
upcoming year.” 

“Good fucking grief,” said Lady Vix, “you’re 
fucking joking?” 

A pin could have been heard dropping in the 
hall. But the Beak merely smiled benevolently. “And I 
trust that you will curb that potty mouth of yours in 
the future.” 

“Yes Ma’am, sorry Ma’am,” said Lady Vix in a 
tone of genuine contrition, “that was kind of 
disgusting.” 

 “Well never mind that. This evening the Brass 
and the remainder of the Elite will be off the 
premises,” the Beak said conspiratorially, “may I 
suggest that you take possession of Penelope Ann’s 
hairbrush and see if you can find a good use for it.” 

 
“Wahoo!!!!!!!!!!!” Cassie Cassy leapt in the air 

clapping her hands in glee. Soon there was 
pandemonium in the hall. The Woody gals were 
hugging each other, whooping and squealing with 
excitement.   

 
Ms Lawton looked over of the hall filled with 

celebrating inmates with a slight smile of indulgence 
on her face. Ms Hodge was looking incredulous. The 
standing down of the SS had been a serious blow to 
her power-base, but the unexpected selection of  
Lady Victoria Brompton to be elevated to the giddy 
height of Red-shirt had come as a smack on the arse.  

Patty looked askance at Ms Lawton, but the 
Grand Dame merely grinned and winked at her. The 
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deputy principal put her face in her hands and 
gnashed her teeth in exasperation. 

 
The scene in the hall was celebratory. For 

some inexplicable reason Deborah seemed to have 
survived her public flogging unscathed and was 
grinning like a Cheshire cat.  

The vicious SS were standing dressed in full 
clobber looking bewildered and distraught.  

Best of all, Lady Victoria, one of the most loved 
and admired gals at the facility was going to act as 
Red-shirt. The inmates of the Back to School unit 
whooped and clapped and stamped their feet. 

 
Ms Lawton looked around the table. The full 

compliment of the Brass and the surviving members 
of the Elite had joined her for the traditional end of 
year dinner that she hosted at a local restaurant.  

Predictably most of the gab centered on the 
events of the last few days. The Grand Dame couldn’t 
help noticing that Patty and her entourage were 
particularly tight-lipped upon the subject of the SS 
and their sudden demise.  

Ms Lawton sipped her wine. Nobody around 
the table had any inclination that this was her 
penultimate day as principal of the facility. She 
intended to keep it that way. Idly she lit a cigarette 
and wondered what was occurring back at the facility.  

 
The library was jammed to the gills. The 

inmates had clambered up on the bookshelves and 
were sprawled on every inch of floor or flat surface. 
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Jackie Ivanhoe entered the library on her 

hands and knees. She was disheveled, her blouse 
ripped and a bruise was beginning to swell over her 
right eye. Jackie Ivanhoe was howling. Behind her 
Claire Brooks was whipping an ashplant across Ivan’s 
hindquarters. Janet Mitchell was boohooing. Lady Vix 
escorted her into the library under a full collar. 

“Lemme go I tell you,” the Bitch was yelping as 
Lady Vix roughly propelled her forward.   

The New Elite surrounded Yvonne Godfrey and 
Jayne Underly. Godders looked surly but resigned. 
Undies was scowling. 

 
Cassie Cassy had placed four chairs in the 

middle of the room. The SS were unceremoniously 
ushered to the chairs and made to climb up and place 
their hands on their heads. 

Lady Victoria Brompton stood looking up at the 
tearful SS; she was playfully slapping the long oval 
shaped hairbrush in her hand. 

“Eeny, meanie, miny, mo,” she giggled, “Catch 
a meanie by her bumbags.” 

The Woody gals roared with delight. 
Lady Vix crooked her finger at Janet Mitchell. 

“Ok Bitchypoo, comest thee hither,” she grinned. 
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Mitch the Bitch 

 
 
Despite Yvonne Godfrey’s rank as 

Commandant of the Secret Sorority of Serial 
Spankers, it was Mitch the Bitch who had finally 
tipped the scales of justice in the direction of the 
beleaguered minxes and Vix was not about to let her 
forget it. 

 
The Bitch looked terrified as she stepped down 

from the chair. “Look here Vix,” she sniffled, “it’s not 
fair you know. It was all Yvonne and Patty’s plans. 
They made me help them.” 

Vix just smiled and took Janet by the wrist and 
led her towards the spanking stool. The Bitch dug her 
heals in and pulled back. 

“P … P … Please Vix,” blubbed Janet.  
“That’s Your Ladyship to you!” snapped 

Victoria, “and put your bumbags in it willya, you’re 
giving me the pip.” 

 
Lady Victoria Brompton was perched up on the 

spanking stool with Janet Mitchell dangled over her 
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knee. Janet’s knickers were around her ankles and 
the skirt of her gymslip had been neatly folded back. 

“Hmm,” said Lady Vix, “let’s see how this 
works,” and brought the wood backed hairbrush 
down with a resounding smack. Mitch the Bitch let 
out a shriek. 

“Stoppit I tell you, you can’t do this,” she 
howled. 

SPLAT!!!!!!!! The hairbrush collided with 
Janet’s upturned arse for a second time. 

Lady Vix giggled, “Whoa, what do you think 
sisters?” 

The library was in an uproar. The Woody gals 
were jeering and cheering at the sight of the hated 
Bitchypoo getting her comeuppance. Lady Vix 
warmed to her work. Her arm pumped up and down, 
landing spank after spank with meticulous precision. 
Janet wriggled and squirmed and howled, helpless to 
do anything but dangle. After a few moments and a 
barrage of spanks Lady Vix grinned up at the crowd 
of giggling inmates. 

“Well I think I’ve got the hang of this. Whadya 
think Bitchypoo?” 

Janet Mitchell was wriggling and squirming, 
snuffling and snorting. Tears flowed freely down her 
cheeks.   

Lady Vix grinned wickedly. “I only think it fair 
that you take a pop or two Debs,” she chuckled. 

Deborah Morton did not need to be invited 
twice. She strode forward and seized the hairbrush. 

“NNNNOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!” squealed Janet. 
Deborah Morton brought the hairbrush down 

with all her might. “Whoa Debs,” giggled Lady Vix, 
“don’t you be breaking my fine new brush.” 
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Deborah winked. For Debs revenge was sweet 

and every long hot minute that Janet had 
orchestrated for her to spend dangling over Penelope 
Ann’s knee, every time she had been chucked out of 
assembly, and even worse the chapel on visitation 
day and every vicious, spiteful remark from Janet 
needed to be accounted for. Debs cracked the 
hairbrush downwards. The former professional tennis 
player seemed intent on delivering straight aces. 

The Bitch was now kicking her legs with wild 
abandon. Her face was covered by her hands and she 
shook and sobbed and blubbed. Her bottom was 
crimson and swollen as the hairbrush continued to 
rebound up and down.  

 
Janet Mitchell had a pampered past. She had 

spent her life unctuously sucking up to the Brass and 
wriggling out of punishments more often than not, 
even if it meant her sneaking and causing some 
unsuspecting inmate to be beaten.  

 
Lady Vix allowed Deborah to deliver a very 

crisp six, and then one for luck. Next she invited any 
gal who had felt the sting of Janet’s ashplant to step 
forward, asking them how many occasions they had 
been whacked by the prefect and giving them the 
opportunity to give her a crack with the hairbrush as 
a reminder for each occasion. Thus, Lisa Sutton got to 
slap the brush down six times, Cassie Cassy and the 
Bounder got in three good whaps apiece and then a 
bevy of gals got a good hard shot at Janet’s scarlet 
arse. 

For Janet the humiliation of being spanked by 
gals who had recently been her subordinates was too 
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much. She wailed and flailed and Lady Vix had to 
struggle to keep her across her knee. 

By the time all the gals had got their whaps in 
Janet Mitchell’s backside was a deep purple; clearly 
she was not going to be able to sit down for a week. 
Lady Vix leant over and took a hold of Janet’s collar 
and yanked her roughly to her feet. As soon as her 
feet hit the floor the prefect’s hands shot back and 
she began to furiously rub whilst dancing an idiot jig. 

“You’re pathetic,” Lady Vix said scornfully, 
“now get back on that chair and cease those 
ridiculous noises before I take a cane to your arse.” 
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Yvonne Godfrey 

 
 
Although Yvonne Godfrey was a spiteful bully 

she was made of sterner stuff than Janet and was far 
from a muff. When Lady Vix waggled her finger at her 
the disgraced prefect climbed down from the chair 
with a look of haughty disdain on her face. Godders 
approached the spanking stool unhurriedly, her lip 
curling slightly. 

“What ever you dish out Brompton I can take 
it, you’ll never make me howl.” 

 
Yvonne was a remarkably pretty gal, tall and 

slender. Her long neck and noble features gave her 
an air of aristocracy. She always wore her hair 
bundled up on top of her head so her natural curls 
framed her face. She had shone at academic studies 
and at sport. However Yvonne Godfrey was fatally 
flawed. Her superiority complex distanced her from 
most of the inmates and her scheming vindictiveness 
regularly resulted in her adversaries ending with their 
bumbags being torn to tatters. Unlike Janet Mitchell, 
Yvonne’s backside had not been pampered. Although 
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she had never reached the giddy heights of mega-
minxdom her tally of thrashings was notable for an 
inmate of her generation. Her ascendancy to the 
leader of the SS was clearly destiny; her reputation of 
treating the more junior inmates with disregard was 
legendary long before she bent over the vaulting 
horse to be ceremoniously thrashed into the Elite. 
Even a sideways glance from a Brat earned them a 
cuff around the ear or a painful Chinese burn. 
Godders was a thorough rotter. 

 
Yvonne had calmly allowed herself to be 

dangled across Lady Vix’s lap. As she had sprawled 
forward she had hissed, “Hot as you like fuckwit.” 

Lady Victoria Brompton had learned a thing or 
two about dangling in her years at Woodys. She took 
her own sweet time about rearranging Godders 
clobber, fiddling and folding, knowing that despite her 
show of bravado Yvonne would be beginning to feel 
an unpleasant agitation while her bottom was being 
meticulously bared.  

 
Once Victoria had finished preparing Miss 

Godfrey she looked thoughtfully down at the 
upturned derriere. There was no question that 
Yvonne Godfrey had been the most evil and conniving 
member of the Elite to emerge since the 
unforgettably cruel regime of Katie Beck. There was 
an ample supply of gals in the library who deserved a 
piece of Godder’s arse. Lady Victoria Brompton tucked 
Yvonne in tightly to the crease of her lap and invited 
her victims to step forward. 
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“Get on with it Brompton, bring it on,” hissed 

Yvonne defiantly. 
“Shut it!” the aristocrat snapped, “If we need 

your opinion we’ll ask for it,” and gave the former 
commandant a solid thwack of the brush. 

“Fuck you Brompton,” sneered Yvonne so 
Victoria whapped her twice more. 

 
Almost two dozen gals were lined up itching to 

get in their whops. Rosemary Booker, remembering 
the humiliating lunchtime licking, blistered the bare 
behind with considerable gusto. Cassie Cassy, whom 
Yvonne had treated particularly spitefully, proved she 
could give it out as impressively as she could take it. 

One by one the gals who had been forced to 
proffer their backsides for Yvonne’s entertainment got 
a shot at payback. Godders was finally beginning to 
show some action; her legs had begun to scissor and 
her bottom was gyrating beneath the onslaught. Her 
breath was coming in heavy pants and she was 
emitting low impassioned moans as the hard wood of 
the hairbrush scalded her backside. 

 
When Lisa Sutton stepped up Victoria stopped 

her. “I seem to remember she gave you a particularly 
hard time earlier this year,” she asked. 

“The fucking bitch gave me six low riders,” 
replied Lisa. 

“Low riders,” hollered Cassie Cassy, “We want 
low riders.” 

“Low riders!” echoed the Woody gals. “Give 
her Low Riders!” 

“You wouldn’t fucking dare,” growled Yvonne. 
“Oh wouldn’t I now?” chuckled Her Ladyship. 
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Yvonne Godfrey bent over and touched her 

toes. The former prefect had inelegantly shuffled to 
the fireplace with her bumbags circled around her 
ankles. With her bottom already burning she was not 
looking forward to suffering the further indignity of 
being caned but she had resigned herself to her fate 
and she was determined that she would not be 
remembered as a muff.  

 
Yvonne Godfrey clenched her teeth. She had 

been a great proponent of Low Riders. She liked 
nothing better than to cruelly swipe her ashplant 
across the sulcus of the unsuspecting inmates, often 
causing them to leap up and hop like deranged folk.  

 
Lisa Sutton took aim and sliced the ashplant 

downwards. Yvonne felt the slice of the cane as it 
collided with the fleshy fold at the bottom of her 
buttocks and the accompanying stripe of white heat 
that sent her into paroxysms of agitated agony. 
Despite her determination to remain silent Yvonne 
Godfrey hissed like a scalded cat. 
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Ivan the Terrible 

 
 
Yvonne Godfrey was a shadow of her former 

haughty self as she hobbled painfully across the 
library. She was swearing and cussing up a blue 
storm. “I’ll fucking kill you Brompton, you mark my 
words,” she threatened. “I’ll come back and haunt 
you and murder every one of you in your beds.” 

“Yeah, rock on Godders,” laughed Victoria. “I’m 
pooping in my bumbags; now quit your bitchin’ before 
I put you back over my knee.”  The newly appointed 
Red-shirt turned her attention to Miss Jacqueline 
Ivanhoe. 

 
Ivan the Terrible looked like a train-wreck. 

When the New Elite had arrived at her study Jackie 
Ivanhoe had tried to resist. Big and burly she had 
used her physical presence to intimidate the smaller 
inmates. However, Lady Vix was in no mood for 
resistance and for the second time in the space of a 
year she bopped Ivan the Terrible on the nose, 
dumping her on her oversized arse. In an ensuing 
scuffle Ivan’s blouse had been ripped and her left eye 
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was swollen. As she had tried to scamper away on all 
fours Claire had swiped an ashplant across her 
hindquarters, and then perceiving this as a wizard 
wheeze, Claire had proceeded to whip Ivan all the 
way to the library. 

Stepping off the chair Ivan the Terrible looked 
bedraggled and tremulous. Her reputation as the SS’s 
enforcer had made her many enemies. Although she 
rarely beat gals herself, it was commonplace to see 
some poor unfortunate being hustled through the 
corridors on their way to the library, their arms 
twisted painfully behind them and Ivan’s iron grip on 
the scruff of their necks. 

The words “Collar that gal,” were amongst the 
most dreaded. Katie Beck had introduced collaring 
some years before, but it didn’t become common 
practice until Yvonne Godfrey had instructed Jackie 
Ivanhoe to collar poor Lisa Sutton. Delighted with 
themselves, the SS added the additional discomfort of 
twisting the gal’s arm behind her. The height of Ivan 
the Terrible meant that most gals could hardly touch 
the floor as they were unceremoniously propelled 
through the facility. 

Tears were slowly rolling down her face as she 
approached Lady Vix. When the new Red-shirt took 
her wrist to lower her across her lap Ivan pulled back. 
Lady Vix turned Jackie Ivanhoe’s hand palm up and 
brought the hairbrush down with a crack. 

Ivan howled, hopping from foot to foot, 
squeezing her hand under her armpit. 

“Now over and up Ivan,” Lady Vix snapped, 
“this minute.” 
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Lady Victoria Brompton cut a fine figure 

perched up on the spanking stool with Ivan the 
Terrible dangled over her knee. She was staring down 
at Ivan’s enormous behind in amusement. 

“Now this is going to take some warming,” she 
mused. 

Methodically Lady Vix worked up one side and 
down the other. Jackie Ivanhoe was not taking it 
meekly; the library was filled with her squeals as 
Victoria reddened her bum. 

The Woody gals watched intently. Clearly Lady 
Victoria was cut out for this line of business. 

“Yikes,” whispered Jojo, “that is one knee I 
don’t fancy bending over.” 

 
Lady Vix was amongst the most revered gals in 

the unit. She was admired and adored for her 
courageous defense of the underdog, despite the 
often-painful consequences to herself. Victoria 
Brompton had frequently been flogged for protecting 
weaker gals from bullies, but now she had the unit’s 
most notorious bully clearly in her sights. 

This was one spanking that everyone agreed 
was down to Vix. “Go Vix go! Go, go, go!” the inmate 
whooped and hollered as Lady Victoria warmed to her 
work. 

Jackie Ivanhoe was boohooing as Vix slapped 
down the brush, every inch of her voluminous behind 
was painted a vivid crimson. She kicked and squirmed 
and shook her head from side to side; she was 
howling and begging Vix to stop. 

“Pleeeeeeeeeeeaaasee,” she shrieked, “I’m on 
fire.” So Vix gave her another crack. 

“What a fucking muff,” giggled Nixdown. 
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“Well that’s some damn fine spanking,” 

laughed Jojo. 
“Go Vix, go, go, go,” whooped Rosemary. 
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Undies 

 
 
Standing on the chair with her hands on her 

head had given Jayne Underly time to ruminate on 
the untoward circumstances she found herself in. 
Watching the proceedings made her more and more 
surly by the moment. The injustice of her situation 
boiled inside her. Jayne did not consider herself a 
hard-core SS member. Sure, she had joined Yvonne 
and Janet’s odious conspiracy to ensure Deborah 
Morton spent as many moments dangled over 
Penelope Ann’s knee as possible. But hadn’t Debs 
harnessed her with the undignified nickname of 
Undies? And yes she had supported Spanker Spage in 
her crusade to make the lives of the Little Brats a 
nightmare. But she had treated her personal grubby 
well, only spanking her for her own good. And she 
had only thrashed gals when absolutely necessary. 
For her to be included in the same category as 
Godders, the Bitch, and Ivan the Terrible struck her 
as ludicrous. 
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Stepping down from the chair Jayne Underly 

glowered at Lady Vix. “If you think I’m going to stand 
for this you are greatly mistaken,” she said heatedly. 
“I’m outta here.” With that she spun on her heel and 
headed towards the door. 

Lady Vix looked calm, “I have no intention of 
you standing for anything,” she laughed, bringing the 
roof down. “Any volunteers to collar that fool?” 

The Bounder was on Jayne in a flash. Jayne 
vainly tried to struggle free but Bernadette Summers 
was having none of it. The disgraced prefect found 
herself being marched across the room with the 
Woody gals applauding and stomping their feet. 

“Whoa, way to go Bounder,” giggled Jojo. 
“Fucking A,” cheered Nixdown 
 
“This ain’t fair,” wailed Undies, “what I ever do 

to you?” 
“You tried to get Penelope Ann flogged!” 
Everyone turned towards the doorway. Melanie 

White was strolling into the library. She was followed 
by Cat, Penny Ann and the Butcher twins. 

“Wha’da’ya’mean?” spluttered Jayne. 
Melons approached Jayne Underly, a confident 

smile on her face. “Oh I think you know precisely 
what I mean, Undies. Two years ago, a small matter 
of a fire in the stables.” 

“Hey,” squeaked Jayne, “that wasn’t me, it was 
Spanker Spage, honest it was. The fire was her fault 
and she threatened to beat me up if I said anything.”  

The inmates listened intently. They all 
remembered this mysterious fire in the stables and 
Penelope Ann being subjected to intense sweating to 
reveal the perpetrators. Pen had even been dragged 
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on stage fully attired for a public flogging but had still 
refused to snitch. Fortunately at the last moment 
sanity had prevailed and Ms Lawton had accepted 
that flogging Penny Ann served little purpose and had 
finally let the matter rest. It had remained one of the 
great unsolved mysteries of the Woody community.  

 
Jayne Underly had turned as white as a ghost 

and looked as if she might faint. “It was Spanker, I 
tell you,” she said lamely. “It was all Spanker’s fault.” 

The inmates were all glaring at her. Under the 
Woody code of honor there was no behavior that 
could be conceived as any lower than stitching up 
another inmate for a flogging. 

Jayne Underly was not feeling much love in the 
library. 

 
Lady Victoria slid off the spanking stool. 

“Perhaps you’d like to take over from here Penny 
Ann,” she suggested. 

Pen grinned and shook her head. She pointed 
over at Yvonne, Janet and Ivan who were all standing 
on their chairs with their hands on their heads looking 
distinctly forlorn. “You looking like you’re doing fine,” 
she told the aristocrat. “Carry on … unless of course 
…,” she stopped and looked across the room. 

Nixdown met Penny Ann’s gaze. “Just hand me 
that fucking hairbrush,” she told Victoria emphatically. 

Lady Vix just nodded and stepped away from 
the stool.  

“You can’t be fucking serious,” wailed Jayne. 
“Look at her she’s deranged. Please Penny Ann, help 
me, I didn’t mean you any harm. It was just a big 
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misunderstanding that got out of control. Please, 
please help me, she’s fucking barking.” 

“Woof, woof,” laughed Nixdown and grabbed 
Jayne by the wrist. 
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A Curious Proposition 

 
 
“I just wanted to inform you that the facility is 

under lockdown, Ma’am,” said Lady Victoria 
Brompton. “Everybody is present and accounted for.” 

The Grand Dame nodded. “Thank you Victoria 
and I can assume that business has been taken care 
of to everybody’s satisfaction.” 

Lady Vix cracked a rare smile. “Well I’m not 
sure that everybody would be an accurate 
assessment but certainly the majority seems 
satisfied.” 

Ms Lawton nodded. Victoria couldn’t help 
noticing a distinct twinkle in her eye. 

“Very good,” said Susan Lawton. “Then 
perhaps I can offer you a nightcap before we all turn 
in.” 

Lady Vix squinted her eyes uncertainly. 
“Oh come, come Victoria, I’m not such a prude 

as you imagine me,” she thrust out her glass. “Now 
fix me a gin and tonic and give me the scoop. I want 
to hear the juicy details.” 
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“Oh good grief,” was all that Victoria Brompton 

could think of to say. 
 
“So what’s all the urgency?” asked Nixdown as 

she walked Penelope Ann back against the wall and 
reached up to tenderly kiss her. “My performance get 
your juices flowing?” 

Penny giggled. “You were spectacular, I doubt 
Li’l Miss Undies is going to sit down for a week, but 
no it was something else.” 

Nixdown ran the tips of her fingers across her 
lover’s cheek. “Pray tell,” she smiled. 

“Ms Lawton made the most curious proposition 
over dinner,” Penny Ann told her. 

“Proposition?” laughed Nix. “Was she trying to 
boff ya?” 

“No, silly, not that kind of proposition. She 
invited me to stay on at the facility to study for my 
degree.” 

Nixdown looked up at Penny Ann. “I’m not 
sure I understand.” 

“I’m not sure I do either,” confessed Penny. 
“She just said she had made arrangements for me to 
be able to take my degree on-line.” 

“On-line? That would require computers and 
internet access. Ms Lawton hates the internet,” said 
Nixdown. 

“I thought so too but she gave me a long spiel 
about installing a new server and modernizing the 
facility,” responded Pen. 

“Ms Lawton did? We are talking about the 
same Ms Lawton who beat me for having an ipod not 
so long ago?” asked Nixdown cynically.  
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Penelope Ann nodded. “And it wasn’t just me 

she approached. She made the same offer to Cat, 
Melons and the twins. She is calling it the Old Gal 
program.” 

Nixdown cocked her head inquisitively. “And 
what did you say?” 

“Well at first I thought she must be squiffy. 
She was buying wine like there was no tomorrow, but 
the more she talked the more serious she seemed. 
She told us not to say anything yet but to sleep on it,” 
said Pen. 

“So what will you do?” asked Nix curiously. 
“I’m a free-woman in twenty-four hours,” 

laughed Penny Ann, “what do you think I’m going to 
do?” 

Very gently Nicola Jane Nixon began to 
unfasten Penny’s hacking jacket. 

“But you’ll be on the outside and I’ll be on the 
inside,” she whispered. “Sometimes freedom is an 
over-rated commodity.” 

 
Nixdown gently shook Penelope Ann awake. 

“Come on, Pen, let’s see if we can’t scrounge down 
some coffee.” 

Penny Ann half-opened her eyes. “What time is 
it,” she asked blearily. 

“It’s almost dawn, the sun’s just coming up,” 
Nix told her. “With any luck Debs will have switched 
on the coffee machine in the canteen before she goes 
for her run.” 

Penelope Ann propped herself up against a 
bale of hay. She looked over at Nicola Jane. Nix was 
already dressed. Despite having slept on a makeshift 
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bed of straw she looked refreshed and her clobber 
was immaculate.  

“You’re amazing,” yawned Penny Ann. “Truly 
amazing.” 

Nixdown winked at her. “Just remember what 
you’ll be missing out on if you rush off on all that 
independent, freedom bullshit.” 

Penny Ann just smiled and shook straw out of 
her hair. 

 
 
 



22 

 
Saved Bumbags 

 
 
There was an air of festivity and celebration 

about the facility the next day. The four disgraced 
prefects were locked away on the landings, doubtless 
licking their wounds. After the rigors of Operation 
Scorched Arse the Woody Gals finally felt triumphant. 

 
The only inmate that was not in the mood for 

celebration was Deborah Morton. It had been a 
tumultuous week; she had been formally flunked, 
flogged twice and viciously beaten by Ms Whitton. As 
she approached the music room for the final visit of 
the year she was aware that her trials and tribulations 
were still not over. Ms Whitton had threatened to 
thrash her again and there seemed like there was 
nothing she could do to defend herself. 

Despite Ms Lawton’s sudden apparent return to 
sanity Debs was not convinced that the Grand Dame 
was ready to offer a sympathetic ear to her personal 
bête noire. 
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Deborah nervously slid into her seat. Unusually 

Ms Whitton was not already waiting in the music 
room. Debs put her books and pens on the desk and 
lined them up neatly. Next to her Rosemary gave her 
an encouraging smile. Debs responded with a helpless 
grimace.  

Ms Whitton bustled into the room. She placed 
her bag on the front desk and turned to face the 
inmates. 

“Morton,” she said sharply. 
Deborah’s heart sank. Despite her miraculous 

epiphany the previous evening she was less than 
enthused about testing it with a violin bow 
determined upon cutting her bumbags to tatters. 

“Take your books,” snapped Ms Whitton. “The 
Grand Dame wants to see you.” 

Debs looked bewildered. 
“Now!” snapped Ms Whitton. 
Debs scooped her books and pens into her 

satchel and scampered from the room as quickly as 
her legs could carry her. 

She hurried into an empty corridor and 
stopped to gather her thoughts. Although she felt as 
if she had escaped a bullet she felt a second wave of 
panic. Another visit with Ms Lawton was not high on 
her agenda. She took a deep breath and slowly 
trudged her way through the corridors, her mind 
racing. 

It took Deborah several minutes to pluck up 
the courage to mount the steps that led to the 
landing that housed the offices of Ms Lawton and 
Katie Beck. 

As usual Katie’s door was wide open and she 
grinned wolfishly as she saw Debs. Deborah ignored 
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her and with a pounding heart she knocked on the 
heavy door of the Grand Dame’s office. The light 
turned from red to green and with trembling fingers 
Deborah reached out to turn the door handle.  

“You wanted to see me Ma’am?” Deborah 
asked anxiously. 

The Grand Dame looked over her glasses. “It 
seems that we overlooked post-processing your 
flogging last evening.” 

Deborah gaped at the Grand Dame. During the 
five years she had spent at the facility she had never 
once before heard of a gal being pulled out of a 
lecture to correct an administrative oversight. 

The Grand Dame held out her hand. “Your 
Punishment Record Book, please,” she said in an even 
voice. 

Unhurriedly Ms Lawton began to record the 
details of Deborah’s fiftieth punishment. She wrote up 
the bare bottom spanking first and had Deborah initial 
both her personal PRB and the unit’s formal record. 
Then she wrote up the flogging itself and had Debs 
initial them as well before handing back the smaller 
book.  

“Will that be all Ma’am?” asked Deborah. She 
wished that the process had taken longer. She was 
guessing that she had only been out of the music 
room for fifteen minutes and if she returned now 
there would still be time for Ms Whitton to indulge in 
the threatened thrashing. 

Ms Lawton looked up at Deborah. “Actually I 
wonder if you would be so kind as to run an errand 
for me,” she asked politely. 

 
Rosemary, Jojo and Nix rushed over. 
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“What happened now?” they chorused. “Did 

she beat you? We’ve been worried sick.” 
Debs shook her head. “It was the strangest 

thing,” she told her chums. “First she decided it was 
urgent to post-process yesterdays flogging and then 
she sent me on a wild goose chase down to the store 
room and by the time I got back the bell had gone for 
break time.” 

“In other words she saved your bumbags,” 
laughed Jojo. 

“Well she’d never admit it,” said Debs, “but I 
really think she did.” 

“Ms Whitton was pissed,” said Rosemary. “She 
kept looking at her watch. She was sure you’d be 
back any minute. She was fuming when the bell 
went.” 

Nixdown giggled. “You should have seen her; 
smoke was coming out of her ears.” 

“Well that makes a change from smoke coming 
out of my bumbags,” said Debs in relieved tone. 
“Although I very much doubt that the violin bow and I 
have had our last appointment,” she groaned. “Its 
amazing how much trouble just one fart can get a gal 
in.” 

Rosemary hugged her best chum. “Yes but 
remember Debs, it wasn’t just any old fart, it was a 
fabulous fart!” 
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The Hall of Shame 

 
 
The Bounder rubbed her bumbags with glee. 

Lisa Sutton had dumped a canvas bag crammed full 
of bank notes on the bed. It had been a helter-skelter 
year but, according to Lisa’s final report, despite the 
catastrophic losses she had suffered when Debs 
scored her Bull, the gambling arm of Bernadette 
Summers Enterprises had turned a healthy profit. 

“That’s some serious wedge, Bounder,” 
grinned her business partner. 

 The Bounder was beaming; her normally surly 
countenance had lit up like a sparkler. She ran over 
and hugged Lisa.  

“You didn’t tell me we’d made all this dosh,” 
she squealed. 

“I didn’t want you making any more reckless 
bets,” frowned Lisa. “Giving 8-1 on Debs was pretty 
dumb.” 

The Bounder scowled. “We shouldn’t have had 
to pay out on those bets,” she complained. “Debs set 
herself up; we should have voided the bets.” 
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Lisa giggled. “Yeah and got ourselves hung up 

by our neck-ties. Don’t be so greedy,” she chided her 
chum. “We made out like bandits and some gals are 
saying that you should be handing out performance 
bonuses.” 

Bernadette zipped up the bag hurriedly. “It’s 
me that puts my dosh out there,” she snorted. 

“And they might argue that it’s them that puts 
their bumbags out there,” smiled Lisa. “Just look at 
the record. It’s pretty amazing.” 

 
Annual Hall of Shame 

Rank Phase of 
Sentence Name 

Annual 
Whop 
Tally 

1 5 Joanna Heyworth 52 
2 5 Deborah Morton 50 
3 4 Lisa Sutton 46 
4 3 Cassandra Cassidy 45 
5 6 Lady Victoria Brompton 42 
6 6 Claire Brooks 40 
7 4 Bernadette Summers 38 
8 5 Nicola Jane Nixon 37 
9 4 Ali Stone 36 
10 5 Rosemary Booker 35 

 
Bernadette wasn’t the only one celebrating. 

Crazy Cassie was ecstatic.  
“Now they’ll have to take me seriously,” she 

told her sister. 
Cathryn laughed. “Everybody takes you 

seriously, sis, you’re a bona-fide super minx.”  
Cassie Cassy beamed. 
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Cat looked at her watch. “Mum’ll be here in a 

few minutes, do me a favor and go and meet her. Tell 
her I’ll be a few minutes. I’ve got an appointment 
with the Beak.” 

Cassie’s eyes widened. “For the cane?” she 
gasped. 

“No sweetie, I’m not getting caned,” laughed 
Cathryn and ruffled her sister’s hair, “I’ll explain later, 
but now I’ve gotta run.”   

 
All around the compound the inmates were 

packing their bags in preparation for the six week 
summer furlough. Outside the parking lot was filling 
with cars, air-conditioned buses and limousines 
waiting to dispatch the residents of the Back to 
School facility to six weeks of cool arse sanctuary. 

As they rushed about hugging and kissing each 
other and making plans for the furlough the landings 
were filled with tales of the hot and sweaty twelve 
months that they had just endured.  

As usual the study Jojo and Nix shared was the 
center of activity. The Bounder was sitting in an easy 
chair looking grumpy. 

“I have to be fucking barking,” she grumbled 
as she extracted sheaves of quids from the waistband 
of her bumbags. “Who ever heard of a bookie paying 
her punters bonuses?” 

“There, there, Bounder,” laughed Nixdown 
counting her lolly. “Look on it as an investment. Now 
we’ll be even more competitive next year.” 

“Bottom’s up to that,” toasted Jojo. 
“Your bottom is always up, Jojo,” growled 

Bernadette and then she grinned. She reached under 
her skirt and extracted another wad of quids and 
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chucked it across the room at Joanna. “Still, you keep 
the paying punters coming back so bottoms up to 
you, sister.” 
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The Old Gals 

 
 
As usual Penelope Ann had arrived punctually 

for the daily breakfast briefing. She looked tired but 
strangely exuberant.    

“I’ve been thinking about your proposition, 
Ma’am,” she told the Grand Dame, “and I think I 
might give it a try.” 

Ms Lawton wasn’t altogether surprised. The 
Red-shirt’s relationship with Nixdown was one of the 
facilities worst kept secrets. 

The Butcher twins came next. They told the 
Grand Dame that they had also considered her 
proposal but they felt obliged to decline. 

“We’ve been offered scholarships at the 
academy in town,” they explained. “We both want to 
be sports therapists. But we’ll be around to help keep 
Deborah and Rachel in shape.” 

The Grand Dame smiled understandingly. 
 
“You came,” said Ms Lawton. “I didn’t think 

you’d bother.” 
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Cathryn Cassidy smiled and accepted the seat 

she had been offered. 
“I’ve decided to stay around for a while,” Cat 

told the Grand Dame. “The way I see it is that I’m 
going to be on parole anyway and I’m less likely to 
get myself in trouble if I stay here most of the time.” 

The Grand Dame was genuinely surprised. She 
had always found Cathryn to be a complex character 
study. Despite her ultra-laid back demeanor Ms 
Lawton knew that Cat was fiercely ambitious. During 
her performance reviews Cat had explained her plan. 
She would finish her sentence and then split her time 
between studying International Business Management 
and being groomed to one day take over as CEO of 
her father’s music empire. 

“I can study on-line,” Cat continued. “I’m 
pretty sure that I can get my degree in a single year 
if I don’t let myself be distracted.” 

“That is very ambitious,” said Ms Lawton, “and 
also very laudable. What about your boyfriend? I 
assumed you’d move in with him.” 

Cathryn grinned. “Not much gets by you does 
it Ma’am?” she laughed. 

“Cathryn I caned you at least a dozen times 
this year for cutting curfew,” pointed out Ms Lawton. 
“Do you really think that I believed that you just got 
unlucky with the buses?” 

Cathryn Cassidy chuckled. “Good point, 
Ma’am,” she replied. 

 
It had been an extremely hot and sweaty year 

for Cathryn Cassidy. Patty Hodge was deeply 
concerned that Cat would prove a formidable 
opponent to her newly formed SS. She had spent 
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several years preparing Yvonne to impose the most 
heinous regime in the history of the unit and she 
wasn’t about to allow Cathryn Cassidy to piss on her 
parade. 

Prior to the implementation of Operation 
Scorched Arse caning of members of the Elite had 
been relatively rare. Patty saw a window of 
opportunity and proposed new protocols that 
extended the power of the Brass and would allow 
them to cane miscreant prefects in the lecture rooms 
under certain circumstances. The protocols were 
skillfully written to disguise Patty’s hidden agenda and 
she managed to persuade Ms Lawton to approve 
them. 

Patty immediately commissioned her goons on 
the Radical Right to implement a program of lecture 
room thrashings for Cat and her liberal chums. Every 
time that Cathryn was beaten Patty would make it her 
business to bring it to the Grand Dame’s attention as 
yet another example of Cat’s degeneracy. 

Cat didn’t help herself. She treated the Radical 
Right with complete contempt and dissed them 
royally. She also embarked on a hot and heavy 
relationship with a local businessman and regularly 
cut curfew. As far as she was concerned a twelve 
stroke bare bender was a cheap price to pay for 
enjoying extended rolls in the hay with her lusty 
lover. 

Cat established a new record for being caned 
while being a serving member of the Elite, 
accumulating a creditable thirty lickings. She also 
became the first prefect in the unit’s history to be 
publicly flogged. Needless to say Cat Cassidy was 
considered a heroine by the über-minxes. 
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Ms Lawton was impressed with the confidence 

that Cathryn displayed. She had obviously thought 
through the proposition and reached her conclusion 
and was now ready to proceed with her plan. 

“This is a very bold decision,” she told Cathryn 
as they shook hands. 

Cathryn just shrugged. “We’ll see how it goes,” 
she smiled. “Cya Ma’am,” she said as she left. “Have 
a nice furlough.” 

 
Melanie White was the last of the prefects to 

arrive. Ms Lawton wasn’t in the least bit surprised 
when Melons told her she would also stay on and 
work on her degree from the facility. Cat and Melons 
were as thick as thieves and the Grand Dame had no 
doubt that Cathryn’s decision had been an influencing 
factor. 

 
Ms Lawton picked up the phone and called Mr 

Humphries. 
“Three of them accepted,” she informed him.  
“Then I’ll get the contractors working on the 

new accommodation immediately,” he told her. 
“I’m sure you know what you’re doing,” said 

Susan. “I’m sure you’ll keep me informed.” 
“Roger on that,” confirmed the new principal. 
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The End of an Era 

 
 
Ms Lawton gazed out of the window of her 

office trying to refrain from crying. Outside the 
inmates were loading their kit into the various means 
of transportation that would take them away for a 
brief respite from the facility. 

She watched Jojo, Nixdown and Penny Ann 
dashing across the hockey field, heads lowered as 
they approached Nixdown’s father’s chopper. Cat and 
Cassie Cassy were hugging their mother Caroline and 
climbing into a convertible 1964 Rolls Royce Silver 
Cloud III. The Bounder had hired a stretch limousine 
to take her and a bunch of chums to Lisa’s family pile. 

 
Ms Lawton turned away from the window and 

crossed to the drinks cabinet. She poured herself a 
gin and tonic and went and sat down. It had been a 
tiring and emotional day. She had forced herself to 
behave as if it was business as normal. Not a soul 
outside of the ministry had an inkling that she had 
resigned. Ms Lawton knew that secrecy was 
paramount and that the handover to Mr Humphries 
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had to be delivered as a fait accompli. Under no 
circumstances could Patty get wind of the plan or she 
would immediately make overtures to the minister. 
Susan Lawton could not let that happen and would 
spend her last day as principal at the unit without 
farewells or fanfare. 

 
The Grand Dame looked around the study. For 

the past decade she had presided over the unit from 
the spacious office. Almost two hundred of the 
nation’s most Extreme Ladettes had been entered into 
the social rehabilitation program. Every one of them 
had pitched up in the study at one time or another in 
need of discipline. A good number of them, it had 
seemed, had taken up semi-permanent residency. 

 
From behind the huge oak desk she had honed 

the fine art of scolding. Hardly a day had gone by 
without at least one inmate arriving on her doorstep 
to explain the activities that had earned them a red 
card. 

Ms Lawton insisted that the miscreants took up 
position three feet away from her desk which placed 
them in no-man’s land. She made them stand to a 
military attention, shoulders back, eyes front, arms by 
their sides and legs together. It placed her in a 
position of supreme prosecutorial advantage.  

The Lawton scoldings were legendary. She 
possessed an extraordinary vocabulary which she 
used extensively as she fired off barbs from behind 
the desk. The Woody Wags referred to the scoldings 
as being trashed before they were thrashed.  
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Across the room, some fifteen paces from the 

desk, a straight-backed chair was permanently 
positioned in front of the fireplace. 

Every sermon ended with the same eight 
words. “Remove your blazer and bend over the 
chair.”    

During the first nine years of her tenure the 
Grand Dame had delivered an average of three 
hundred and fifty canings a year. During the year of 
Operation Scorched Arse the number had increased 
dramatically, nearly doubling. On one day of 
particularly rampant mischief and malfeasance she 
had been required to cane eight of the inmates. 

 
Ms Lawton swallowed down her drink. Despite 

their disorderly conduct the Grand Dame was 
genuinely fond of the majority of the young women in 
her custody. She punished them dispassionately. 
Susan Lawton had attended the original Woody 
School and had been brought up on the cane. She 
totally agreed with the age old adage that women 
were born broad of beam and perfectly designed to 
absorb six of the best without any permanent 
damage. 

The Grand Dame looked at her watch. The 
parking lot had emptied and the inmates and the 
Brass had left the facility. She went to the tall-boy 
and retrieved three brand new senior canes. She 
knew that she was at the end of an era and might 
never have any use for them but she figured it was 
always best to be prepared. She tucked the whippy 
sticks under her arm and after taking one last glance 
around the office she opened the door and stepped 
out onto the landing for the last time. 
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