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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 Pair of Red Cards 

 
 
Deborah Morton groaned audibly. At the far 

end of the row that she was seated in Sally Cobb was 
waving a red card and grinning like a Cheshire Cat. 

“Morton, Phase 6,” announced the prefect, 
“step up for goofing.” 

Deborah felt her face redden as she stumbled 
passed her seated chums.  

Debs had been genuinely surprised to see 
Sally. Seconds earlier she had checked to see that the 
coast was clear before entertaining herself by 
surreptitiously sliding the satchel of the inmate seated 
in front of her out of reach. She had grinning to 
herself as the gal had to keep reaching down and 
attempt to retrieve the bag when she was jolted out 
of her indulgent self-amusement by the sound of 
Sally’s voice.    

 
Sally Cobb could not have asked for a better 

start to the new term. The Commandant of the Secret 
Sorority of Serial Spankers was confident that she 
would receive some serious kudos from her handlers 
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for scoring such a prized pair of bumbags so early in 
the piece. 

 
Debs looked slightly shame-faced as she 

exchanged resigned glances with Lady Victoria 
Brompton. Without needing any instruction she 
shuffled over and took up a position at the front of 
the hall midway between the doors and the stage. 

Deborah could not have asked for a worst start 
to the term. Her historical record for being dismissed 
from the assembly hall had always been bad but 
during the course of the previous term it had 
deteriorated drastically. Although she did her best to 
feign nonchalant indifference Debs heart was 
pounding and her hands were clammy. Towards the 
end of the winter term, after she had been chucked 
out for the fifth time, the Grand Master had taken the 
unusual step of taking her up onto the stage, putting 
her over his knee and spanking her in front the 
assembled inmates. It was hardly the way that 
Deborah had planned on starting the new year. 

 
Deborah did her best to remain calm as she 

heard the Brass approaching the doors to the hall. As 
the Dames filed in most of them threw her 
sympathetic looks before they continued onto the 
stage. As usual Patty Hodge and her cronies were the 
last to saunter into the hall. Deborah watched them 
approaching out of the corner of her eye and braced 
herself. Doubtless they would take the time to stop 
and make unpleasant, and in Deborah’s opinion 
unnecessary, references to the impending future of 
her bum. She was not mistaken.  
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Patty stopped and towered over Debs. She was 

about to speak when her mouth suddenly stretched 
into a huge grin. She turned around to face the 
assembled inmates and extracted a red card. 

“Morton, Phase 6,” the Deputy Grand Dame 
announced gleefully. “Book yourself in for an 
appointment with Miss Beck for a twelve spank 
slippering. Exposed top button on your blouse, zero-
tolerance clobber abuse.” 

There was a united gasp from the gals on the 
hall floor. Although Mr Humphries had never officially 
revised the collar and tie protocols he generally 
encouraged a benign policy on the differentiation 
between an exposed top button and a clear zero 
tolerance act of clobber abuse whereby a gal’s collar 
was actually unfastened and her tie loosened. 
Although Ms Hodge was strictly within her rights to 
issue the card it was obvious to everybody present it 
was an act of pure malice. 

 
Deborah’s face turned bright crimson. She had 

to bite her tongue to stop herself for cussing Patty 
out. Patty Hodge grinned at her. 

“Welcome back, Morton,” she chuckled. 
Debs Morton was tempted to risk a public 

flogging for hacking Patty in the shins. 
 
Debs was still reeling from the shock of Patty’s 

beastly behavior when the doors swung open and Mr 
Humphries entered the hall. Deborah was standing 
several feet away, between the door and the foot of 
the steps that led to the stage. She felt a line of 
perspiration forming on her brow as the Grand Master 
approached. 
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Momentarily Mr Humphries remained silent, 
just standing in front of Deborah and staring down at 
her. 

“You’ve been chucked out again?” he asked 
rather abruptly.  

“Yes sir, sorry sir,” muttered Debs. 
“Gabbing or goofing?” he asked. 
“Goofing, sir,” muttered Debs. 
Mr Humphries frowned. He looked at her 

thoughtfully. Momentarily Debs was certain that she 
was about to get another humiliating public spanking. 
She felt a shiver up her spine and her legs covered in 
goose bumps. However, fortunately for the hapless 
inmate he just shook his head wearily. 

“Go and get yourself inspected young lady,” he 
finally said irritably. With a sigh of relief Deborah 
hurried towards the door. Just as she reached the 
door the Grand Master called to her.  

“And by the way Morton if I were you I’d 
straighten your tie before you get to Katie’s.” 

Debs turned red again. “It’s too late sir,” she 
muttered, “I’ve already been red carded.” With that 
she hung her head and trudged out of the hall. 
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Inspection 

 
 
Debs traipsed disconsolately through the 

corridors. There was no denying that she had been 
bang to rights on the goofing charge but seeing as it 
was the first formal assembly of the new term any 
other monitor would most likely cut her a little slack. 
It was just her luck that it was sneaky Sally Cobb who 
had spotted her. 

She cut into a convenient bathroom and 
checked out her neckwear in the mirror. It was true 
that the knot of her tie had inexplicably slipped down 
leaving the top button of her blouse exposed. 
Although the protocols had never been officially 
revised Mr Humphries had informally requested the 
Brass to downgrade the punishment for natural 
slippage to a misconduct mark, or a yellow card at 
the very worst. For Patty to show her a red-card was 
in blatant defiance of the Grand Master’s wishes but 
Debs knew that the Deputy Grand Dame would hide 
behind the safety of the official protocols. She sighed 
and despondently set off for Katie Beck’s office.    
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Katie Beck was delighted to see Deborah. 
Through clenched teeth, the Phase 6 inmate had 
requested bottom inspection and then with even less 
enthusiasm Debs grunted that she would also need a 
further appointment on the following morning to be 
slippered for collar and tie abuse. 

The opportunity to put Debs through an 
unpleasant poking, prodding and pinching bottom 
inspection on the first morning of term was a 
satisfying experience in itself. But, the opportunity to 
register a senior gal for a pre-approved slippering for 
clobber abuse was manna from heaven for the 
sadistic matron. 

“Put your hands on your head,” grinned Katie. 
“I know the form,” grunted Debs. 
The collar and tie abuse was reason enough 

for Katie to instigate a legitimate full clobber 
inspection. 

Slowly she began to inspect every inch of 
Deborah’s blazer. Having finished she told Debs to 
remove her jacket, place the shaft of her tie over her 
left shoulder and return her hands back on top of her 
head. 

Although Katie was universally despised the 
inmates had a grudging admiration for her innate 
ability to sweat a gal. Even the most experienced 
campaigners found themselves feeling nervous as 
Katie meticulously inspected every button, thread and 
hem of their clobber. Deborah was already faced with 
a pre-determined twelve whack slippering for the 
initial collar and tie abuse. Every further breach of the 
Politics of Clobber would attract three more spanks. 

Deborah Morton ranked amongst the most 
clobber challenged of the Woody gals. Although her 
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primary offence was her habit of wearing her collar 
unfastened and her tie loose she had also earned 
herself numerous slipperings for her negligent 
attitude to routine clobber repairs. 

Although Debs had invested in several new 
sets of clobber during the furlough she hadn’t 
bothered checking for hanging threads or loosely 
sewn buttons. She stared grimly straight ahead 
hoping that Katie wouldn’t find any reason to extend 
the over the knee session she had scheduled for 
before brekker the following morning. 

Katie particularly relished working on the blind 
side of a gal. She could raise their skirt and tut-tut as 
she ran her fingers along the hem, or turn up the 
collar of their blouses and mutter “and what have we 
got here?” 

Katie took a good five minutes over the 
inspection and although she came up empty she was 
satisfied that she had made Deborah endure a very 
thorough sweating. 

 
Deborah flipped back her skirt, rolled down her 

bumbags and slid her upper torso across the desk in 
the ante room. Katie took her own sweet time about 
joining her. 

Theoretically Katie was tasked with making a 
cursory inspection to ensure that inmates sent up to 
the Principal’s office were in decent shape to be 
caned. She had unilaterally extended her visual 
inspections to include pinching, prodding and a couple 
of gratuitous smacks. 

Deborah gritted her teeth as Katie approached. 
The matron took hold of a small fold of flesh and 
twisted it between her finger and thumb. Involuntarily 
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Deborah gasped. The pinch had given her an 
uncomfortable reminder of the residual tenderness 
that remained from the lengthy session she had spent 
across Ma Morton’s knee less than twenty-four hours 
earlier. 

 
Katie peered down with expert eyes. Deborah’s 

reaction had peaked her interest. She prodded each 
of Deborah buttocks with her long finger nails and 
then unleashed two sharp slaps. Deborah’s buttocks 
twitched. 

Katie grinned to herself. “Do I detect a touch 
of the residuals?” she asked gloatingly. “Has Ma been 
taking that hairbrush of hers to your arse again?” 

Debs glowered. The temptation to kick back 
and hack the unit’s matron in the shins was almost 
overwhelming.  
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Ma Morton 

 
 
Penny Morton paced up and down the kitchen 

irritably. She looked at her watch. Deborah had spent 
the last few days of the furlough staying with 
Rosemary Booker at her sisters flat. She had 
promised her mother that she would be home in 
plenty of time to finish her preparations for her return 
to the Back to School unit. 

Penny had already been forced to pack 
Deborah’s suitcases and had loaded up the car. If 
Debs didn’t return shortly they were in danger of 
arriving late for registration. 

 
When Debs finally arrived she flew into the 

house. “I’ll be ready in half a mo,” she said, “do me a 
favor and pay the cab will you?” 

Penny Morton was not best pleased to pay the 
exorbitant cab-fare but the hack explained that Debs 
had incurred an hours waiting charge while he had 
sat outside Rosemary’s sisters flat. 

“Where have you been?” demanded Penny. 
“You said you would be home hours ago.” 
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“I had to see a man about a dog,” muttered 
Debs unapologetically as she threw her civilian 
clothes in a heap on the floor and began to change 
into her formal Woody clobber. 

“I had to pack your bags,” said Penny 
pointedly. 

“That’s what Ma’s are for,” grinned Debs 
brattily. 

“No Deborah, I’ll show you what Ma’s are for,” 
snapped Penny. “When you’ve finished dressing, 
bring the hairbrush. I’ll be waiting downstairs in the 
living room.” 

“Aw Ma, we don’t have time for that,” groaned 
Debs. 

“Oh yes we do young lady,” said Penny. “Now 
hurry up, I’ll be waiting. This won’t take long and 
then we can get on the road.” 

 
From Deborah’s point of view the long-

handled, wood-backed hairbrush had been a most 
unwelcome addition to the Morton household.  

During Deborah’s childhood Chez Morton had 
been a spank-free zone. When Deborah was naughty 
Penny would sit her down and explain what would 
happen when Debs was enrolled in the original 
Woody School where she promised that they would 
beat some sense into her. In the event, the Woody 
School fell on hard times so Deborah attended the 
Queensgate Academy where she is fond of recalling 
that, “They certainly beat me, but I’m not so sure 
they had much success with the sense part.” 
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Deborah had recently celebrated her twenty-

sixth birthday when the hairbrush arrived courtesy of 
Ma Brooks.  

Ma Brooks was one of the nation’s most vocal 
proponents of corporal punishment and was regularly 
seen on TV and in the newspapers preaching her 
mantra, ‘there’s no problem that can’t be solved by a 
sore bottom’.  

The two Ma’s were old friends and had 
schooled together at the original Woody School. Ma 
Brooks had been sitting with the Morton clan during 
the Family Visitation day when Deborah was red 
carded out of the chapel and had witnessed Ma 
Morton’s deep displeasure and embarrassment. When 
she heard that Deborah had subsequently been 
formally flunked by Ms Lawton and faced an 
emergency hearing in front of the System Ma Brook’s 
immediately couriered a wood backed hairbrush to 
her old school friend.  

Somehow, Debs had never got around to 
sending her a thank-you note for the generous 
donation. 

 
Debs finished dressing and dismally collected 

the hairbrush from a drawer in her dresser. She 
trudged downstairs to the living room, uttering dark 
curses against Claire’s mother. Gloomily she offered 
her mother her wrist and allowed herself to be 
lowered downwards. 

It was not the first time that Deborah’s Cool 
Arse Christmas had been rudely interrupted by the 
potent crack of the hairbrush. Debs and Ma had 
always been tight but like most mother and daughter 
relationships it featured occasional spats that ended 
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in sullen silences, mostly on the part of Debs. Ma 
Morton was delighted with her new solution and with 
Deborah’s response to the new brush. Generally 
within a short time of Deborah having one of her 
brattier moments she would be genuinely apologetic 
and could be seen out in town, arm in arm, with Ma 
eating lunch or looking at shoes. Ma liked to call the 
brush “the best thing that ever came into this house”, 
Debs was not sure she completely agreed with that 
assessment. 

 
“Awwww Ma!” yelped Debs as her nose was 

thrust deep into the thick shag-pile carpet. The 
sudden downward pressure on the back of her neck 
had forced her backside up even higher in the air. 
The hairbrush cracked down three times in quick 
succession on the crown of her already red and 
swollen right buttock, polishing off the spanking with 
three lethal zingers. 

“Jaysus Ma,” squealed Deborah. 
“There’s no time for that now,” said Penny 

punctiliously, “now go and fetch your blazer and don’t 
waste any time making a muff of yourself by rubbing. 
We need to get you back to the facility.” 
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An Impenetrable Silence 

 
 
“Follow me Morton,” the Grand Master said 

briskly as he entered the landing. He held the door to 
allow Deborah to enter the office and then closed it 
firmly behind them. 

Deborah knew the form and walked into the 
room until she was positioned several feet in front of 
the Grand Master’s desk. She came to a halt and 
stood stiffly to attention, arms by her sides and her 
eyes straight ahead. 

The Grand Master went and sat behind his 
desk and fixed her with a long cool stare. Deborah did 
her best not to flinch or fidget. Mr Humphries leaned 
back in his chair and continued to look straight into 
her eyes without saying a word. 

Deborah’s tummy was doing somersaults. 
During the Lawton era she would have had her face 
chewed off by now. A ration of tongue pie from the 
Grand Dame could be extremely unpalatable but at 
least a gal knew where she stood. The unruffled 
expression on Mr Humphries face was impenetrable. 
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She had no idea what was going on behind his calm 
blue eyes. 

 
Although Deborah was not too chuffed at the 

prospect of being caned on the first official day of 
term she understood that she thoroughly deserved to 
be punished. 

At their last ‘Come to Jesus’ discussion 
regarding her persistent misbehavior in the assembly 
hall he had made his position quite clear. While he 
assured her that he did not consider gabbing and 
goofing in the hall a particularly heinous crime it was, 
nonetheless, classified as a zero tolerance offence. It 
was not unreasonable in his opinion that the inmates 
could sit quietly for ten to fifteen minutes a day 
without misbehaving. It was supposed to be a lesson 
in self-discipline he had explained. He also told her 
that he was of the opinion that after six years at the 
facility and a record number of red cards that 
Deborah should have learned some self-control. 

Debs figured that getting herself chucked-out 
on the first day of term might not strike him as a 
demonstration of either self-control or self-discipline.  

 
Deborah was having considerable difficulty 

stopping herself from fidgeting; the impenetrable 
silence was most disquieting. She pursed her lips 
inwards and licked her lips. Involuntarily she felt her 
fingers drumming against the sides of her blazer; she 
had to will herself to stay still. 

 
The Grand Master continued to gaze at 

Deborah. He had been mildly irritated to find Debs 
waiting for him at the front of the hall. Mr Humphries 
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was fond of Deborah but her ridiculous insistence on 
breaking the no goofing and no gabbing in the 
assembly hall protocol was beginning to get old. He 
had hoped that the very public bumbag dusting he 
had given her towards the end of the previous term 
might have finally curbed her predilection for 
tempting fate every morning. Momentarily, when he 
had found her waiting at the front of the hall he had 
been sorely tempted to give her a repeat 
performance. However, he took into account that the 
inmates were notoriously rambunctious during the 
first days of any new term. He predicted that Debs 
wouldn’t be the only one acting the bollocks over the 
next few days and it seemed unfair to single her out 
for a public bum blistering. 

   
Mr Humphries finally stood up and walked 

around the desk. Deborah watched him nervously. 
The bell would shortly ring to signify the start of 
morning lectures. Debs suspected he was about to 
take her downstairs and give her a Brat Spanking. 

He walked across to the tall boy and opened 
the doors. Despite the break in protocol Deborah 
couldn’t stop herself from turning her head to watch 
him. He reached into the cupboard and selected a 
long thin cane. He swished it through the air and 
nodded with satisfaction. 

“I am going to choose to put this morning’s 
performance down to over excitement after the 
furlough and give you the standard punishment,” he 
told her. 

Deborah breathed a sigh of relief. The affable 
manner in which he had made the announcement 
made her almost grateful that she was about to get a 
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twelve stroke bare bender. At least he didn’t seem 
mad at her. 

“Remove your blazer and bend over the chair,” 
he told her. 
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A Good, Sound Thrashing 

 
 
Deborah unfastened the top button of her red 

and black striped blazer and shrugged it off. She 
hung it across the back of the straight backed chair 
that stood facing the fireplace. She took a deep 
breath and bent forward at the waist, reaching down 
until her palms were resting on the cushioned seat. 
Slowly she reached each hand down and gripped the 
crossbar of the chair, pushing her bottom upwards. 
She lowered her head and buried it between her out-
stretched arms. 

 
The Grand Master turned back the hem of 

Deborah’s skirt in neat folds and followed it with the 
tail of her crisp white blouse. He put his fingers in the 
elastic waistband of her navy blue gossamer bumbags 
and rolled them down to the tops of her thighs. He 
picked up the thirty-six inch long, crook handled, 
senior cane and positioned himself beside Debs bent 
form. He tapped the cane down three times to get his 
measure then brought his arm back and whipped the 
slender stick through the air. 
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Debs winced as the cane sliced across her 
unprotected buttocks. The stripe had landed squarely 
across the sweet spot, which unfortunately was 
precisely the area her mother had worked over with 
the hairbrush the previous day. The pain was 
excruciating and Deborah Morton rather fancied that 
the next few minutes of her life were going to 
become increasingly hot and sweaty. 

 
Mr Humphries was caning Deborah at a 

leisurely rate of two strokes a minute. The thirty 
second delay allowed the full effects of each stroke to 
ripple through her body. First the instantaneous flesh 
burn, then the electrical agitation of every nerve 
ending from top to toe, followed by the slow deep 
burn beneath the surface, and finally the anxious wait 
and anticipation before the next stroke arrived. 

 
Debs did her best to keep her breathing even. 

The rhythmic delivery at least gave her the 
opportunity to prepare herself for the arrival of the 
scalding stick. She kept her head down and her arse 
up. “It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” she repeated 
over and over in her head. 

 
The Grand Master was using a relatively short 

backswing, barely bringing the cane back fifteen 
inches from the naked flesh. He gained his initial 
momentum from his elbow and then the crucial 
finishing power from a last second flick of the wrist. 
The technique offered him complete control over the 
shaft and the tip of the cane and guaranteed every 
stroke would land safely in the targeted sweet spot. 
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The break of the wrist at the last second 

increased the pace of the cane at impact considerably 
without jeopardizing the crucial accuracy. 

 
Debs buried her head between her arms and 

gritted her teeth. She had already received six of the 
very best, which she considered to be a perfectly 
sufficient and well-balanced punishment. Now she 
faced the daunting prospect of an additional six 
strokes. She would need to dig deep into her reserves 
of resolve as they headed for the clubhouse. 

 
The cane sliced across the crown of her 

buttocks causing her fists to clench and her face to 
contort as the pain attacked her central nervous 
system like a pinball. Deborah hissed with 
consternation. Her bum was on fire, her tear ducts 
were burning and her nerve endings were jangling. It 
seemed to Debs that she was still a long way from 
home. 

 
Mr Humphries continued to beat Deborah with 

the same rhythmical regularity. She was beginning to 
show signs of agitation. Her buttocks wiggled and 
jiggled between strokes and she occasionally stamped 
her foot in consternation as the waves of pain rattled 
around her body. Nonetheless, he was appreciative 
that when it came time for the next stroke she was 
always perfectly positioned, her body completely still 
and her backside prominently presented. 

Debs hung panting over the back of the chair. 
She had one last stroke to come. Half of her was 
willing it to arrive so it would be over with; the other 
half of her praying it would never be delivered. 
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The Grand Master took careful aim and sliced 
the cane down diagonally across the red raw weals. 
Deborah Morton let out a heartfelt groan. 

 
Deborah wriggled out of the Grand Master’s 

office acutely aware that she had just received a 
good, sound thrashing. As she closed the door of the 
office Katie Beck called out to her. 

“See you in the morning,” she chuckled. 
Deborah Morton muttered darkly under her 

breath. As she headed off to her first lecture of the 
day it occurred to Debs that she had made an 
unpleasantly hot start to the new term. 
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A Hot Start 

 
 
Debs acting the bollocks in the assembly hall 

had cost Bernadette Summers Enterprises plenty of 
quids. Her double act of being the first gal punished 
and also the first to be caned by Mr Humphries had 
cost Bernadette Summers Enterprises 4-1 and 8-1 
respectively and a few gals had made out like bandits 
on Debs Double bets. 

“I didn’t realize how many gals had bet on her. 
We’ll be lucky to break even,” moaned Lisa. “We’ll 
have to rely on the other doubles, trebles, 
accumulator’s and forecast bets to make our sovs.” 

The Bounder pouted sullenly. “Well at least we 
ain’t lost our bumbags yet. I just hope there ain’t no 
more unpleasant surprises lurking around the corner.” 

 
There were plenty of unpleasant surprises in 

store for the Woody gals on the first day of term. The 
gals were notoriously boisterous after furloughs and 
had difficulty settling back to their books.  

Lisa Sutton was the first to fall foul of the 
intolerant branch of the Brass. An ill-timed quip 
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earned her a toe-touching six from the Wart. Ms 
Wharton was ecstatic at the opportunity to get in 
some whops so early in the term and laid them on 
particularly thick.  

In the fourth phase lecture room the Bond 
Twins succeeded in irritating Madame Diderot causing 
them to spend time bent side by side across their 
desks to have their bumbags cut to tatters by the 
enraged French Dame.  

Before lunchtime Cassie Cassy had successfully 
opened her spring term whop account with a stylish 
tawsing from the Dyke. 

 
Afternoon lectures were equally whop-infested.  

With her bumbags still steaming from the virulent six 
she had received from the Wart the unfortunate Lisa 
was required to pay a visit to the Grand Master’s 
office. Katie took great pleasure in inspecting the 
Minxster’s red and swollen bottom. She prodded, 
poked and pinched to her hearts content before 
declaring Lisa’s bum to be in suitable condition to 
withstand a second six of the best. This declaration 
didn’t surprise Lisa. Nobody at the facility could ever 
remember a Katie Beck inspection resulting in a 
postponement. 

Mr Humphries elected not to dwell upon Lisa’s 
earlier thrashing. He was aware of the long history of 
raucous behavior during the first weeks of the 
inmates return to the facility. He figured that a 
second good stiff six of the best would serve perfectly 
well to give Lisa Sutton pause for thought. 

 
Claire Brooks was also given pause for thought 

when she became the first prefect of the term to be 
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red carded. As usual it was Claire’s penchant for 
spontaneous pith the earned her the dismissal. 

The Grand Master was fond of the tall, slender 
prefect and always enjoyed her articulate 
explanations regarding the Brass’ misinterpretations 
of her interruptions. Nonetheless, he put her over his 
knee and gave her twelve crisp whacks of the two-
tailed tawse across her bare bottom. 

 
By the end of the day’s academic curriculum 

half a dozen gals had been whopped and over twenty 
yellow cards had been issued. 

 
The hours immediately following lectures and 

tutorials were notoriously disorderly. The inmates had 
several hours where they could participate in 
recreational activities. The Elite were tasked with 
supervising them and ensuring that they didn’t do any 
damage to themselves or to the property. After a 
hard day of studying the inmates were ready to let off 
steam. The Grand Master encouraged the Elite to cut 
them as much slack as was reasonably possible. 
Nonetheless recreational goofing, larking and 
pranking was always rampant and bumbag tattering 
was generally at a premium. 

Sally Cobb was acting as the day’s duty 
monitor and was feeling smug after her earlier 
success at red carding Debs out of the hall. She stood 
on the steps that overlooked the recreation area 
keeping her eyes peeled for any signs of mischief and 
malfeasance that would fall legitimately outside the 
slack cutting guidelines. During the next two hours 
she dispatched Ginger Beckett and Jennifer Gardiner 
to wait in the corridor outside the library on charges 
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of rubbishing her. Sally was confident that her 
performance throughout the day would earn her 
considerable accolades from Patty Hodge and her 
cohorts of the Radical Right.  

 
Later the Dorm Raider, Claire Brooks, was 

compelled to conclude the days whopping activities 
by bending Ali Stone and the Bounder over the end of 
their beds and thrashing them after they refused to 
settle down after the lockdown bell. 

 
It was a hot start to the new term for the 

inmates of the Woody Back to School unit. 
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An Appeal Situation 

 
 
It was a particularly hot start to the term for 

Deborah Morton. Before brekker she was obliged to 
pitch up at Katie Beck’s office and spread-eagle 
herself across the unit matron’s lap for a twelve slap 
slippering as a result of the previous day’s collar and 
tie delinquency. 

Deborah had refused to give Katie the 
satisfaction of seeing that she was actually hurting 
her during the slippering. She had treated Katie to a 
contemptuous curl of the lip during post-processing. 
However, as Debs squirmed through the corridors 
afterwards she was forced to concede that Katie had 
done a very thorough job and she had to stuff her 
hands into her blazer pockets to resist the temptation 
of rubbing. 

 
Less than an hour later the sixth former was 

glaring daggers at Sally Cobb.  
The prefect was pulling a red card out of her 

blazer pocket and raising it in the air. 
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“Morton, Phase 6,” she announced for the 
second consecutive morning. “Step up for goofing.” 

“Grrrrrrrrr!” muttered Debs. 
On the previous morning Debs had been 

unable to argue much about the legitimacy of Sally 
chucking her out for goofing. However, the latest call 
was far less clean cut and marginal at best. After her 
slippering from Katie, Deborah hadn’t fancied brekker 
and had taken the time to try to walk off the effects 
of the bum blistering. As a result Debs had been early 
for assembly and was one of the first gals in her row 
to take a seat. When one of her chums had needed 
her to let her passed Debs had slid her legs aside but 
the gal had clumsily tripped over her foot. It was a 
genuine accident and any other prefect would have 
cut Debs some slack. However, Sally Cobb was not in 
the slack-cutting business and she made the call that 
Debs had purposefully tripped her chum over. 

Gleefully Sally reached for her card. 
 
“It was accident and you know it,” Debs 

confronted the prefect angrily. 
Sally shrugged. “Not from where I was 

standing. You tripped her and you’re due for a 
licking.” Sally chortled. “I wouldn’t fancy being in your 
bumbags when the Beak sees you.” 

Debs scowled. 
“Now step up, Morton or I’ll be forced to beat 

you myself for disobedience.” 
Deborah did not fancy being in her bumbags 

either. Her backside was still throbbing from Katie’s 
zealous application of the leather soled slipper. She 
didn’t want to imagine Mr Humphries reaction when 
he was confronted with her presence at the front of 
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the hall for the second consecutive day. She trudged 
down the aisle. 

As usual Victoria Brompton was waiting at the 
front of the hall to make sure Debs took up position 
correctly. 

“This is so bogus,” muttered Debs. “I know you 
won’t believe me but it was an accident.” 

Vix looked at Debs curiously. She had seen 
Deborah react angrily and defiantly to red cards 
before but there was something different about this 
reaction. It occurred to Victoria that Deborah Morton 
looked as if she might burst into tears. 

Vix thought quickly. She was well aware of 
Deborah’s mercurial and occasionally belligerent 
personality but she had never known her to outright 
lie. She pointed to the side wall. 

“Wait over here with me,” she told Debs. “We’ll 
talk to the Grand Master together.” 

 
“Do we have an appeal situation?” asked Mr 

Humphries. 
Lady Victoria Brompton nodded her head 

firmly. “I think we do, sir,” she told the Grand Master. 
“I think we should interview Sally Cobb and also get 
the opinion of the gal who was allegedly tripped.” 

“It’s your call Victoria, you run the hall,” Mr 
Humphries told them. He looked over at Debs. “This 
was a genuine accident?” 

“I didn’t trip her up, sir,” Debs said earnestly. 
“She tripped over me.” 

“And you want to appeal the card?” 
Deborah looked indecisive. “I know it was 

bogus sir,” she said finally, “but I know I’ll get an 
extra six if I lose the appeal.” 



The Dawn of the Great Spank-Off 
 

“And if I take the extra six off the table?” 
“I would definitely appeal, sir.” 
The Grand Master nodded. “Very well then, I’ll 

hear the appeal. I have no intention of bending you 
over a chair for no good reason Deborah. Go and 
stand with Victoria and we’ll deal with this matter 
after assembly is over.” 
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Patty Gets Shirty 

 
 
Deborah’s chum was adamant. 
“I tripped over her, sir,” she told him. “She was 

trying to let me passed and we kind of got tangled 
up.” 

“It was a righteous carding,” argued Sally Cobb 
vehemently. “I saw Morton stick her foot out. It was a 
case of pre-meditated goofing. She needs to be 
whopped.” 

The Grand Master looked at Sally. He didn’t 
like the condescending enthusiasm she had in her 
tone of voice.  

“Where were you last evening, Miss Cobb?” he 
asked. 

Sally looked confused. “In my study mostly, 
sir.” 

“Did Ms Hodge invite you to her quarters?” 
“Well yes sir, she invited me for an early 

evening cocktail. Then I returned to my study to 
catch up with some preparatory work.” 

“Was anybody else invited for cocktails?” 
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“Ms Wharton and Katie,” said Sally. “They were 
on their way to the Bunch of Grapes.” 

“And did the subject of you red carding Morton 
yesterday come up?” 

“Well yes sir,” said Sally. “Ms Hodge 
congratulated me for good work. She encouraged me 
to watch Morton like a hawk and not to cut her any 
slack.” 

Mr Humphries nodded sagely. He turned to 
Deborah. “Appeal successful. I tend to accept that 
this was not an act of pre-meditated goofing. You are 
free to go, but Deborah,” he added, not unkindly, 
“Please try to avoid another situation like this in the 
near future.” 

“Yes sir, thank you, sir,’ said Debs gratefully. 
“I’ll do my level best sir.” 

 
“You blew it!” fumed Patty Hodge. 
Sally Cobb looked nonplussed. “What else 

could I do?” she pleaded. “If I hadn’t agreed that I 
might have been mistaken I was on for a whopping 
myself.” 

Patty snorted haughtily. “It doesn’t sound to 
me like you put up much resistance. I’ve invested a 
lot of time and effort in you Cobb and I want to see 
some results.” 

Sally reeled out Patty’s office in a state of 
shock. When she had been summonsed she had been 
expecting to be complimented for her efforts to make 
trouble for Debs but instead she had been lambasted.  

Sally was devastated. Personally she 
considered red carding Debs twice and whopping 
Ginger and Jenny so early in the term should have 
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earned her accolades. She couldn’t understand why 
Patty was so shirty. 

 
Patty Hodge was feeling shirty. She had 

participated in a most disagreeable meeting with the 
Grand Master. She had been forced to defend her 
decision to red card Debs for collar and tie abuse and 
had been interrogated about the conversations she 
had engaged in with Sally Cobb over cocktails. 

She had rigorously denied that the red card 
was malicious; pointing out that Debs held the facility 
record for collar and tie abuse.  

“Ms Lawton was very insistent that we treated 
serial offenders with zero tolerance,” she blustered 
indignantly. “Look at Morton’s record. This is not the 
first time she’s been double carded in assembly.” 

“I have reviewed her record Ms Hodge,” said 
the Grand Master. “Last year she received four 
additional punishments for collar and tie abuse. Two 
seem quite straight forward zero tolerance offences. 
The other two were for the exposed button protocol. I 
couldn’t help noticing that you issued both those red 
cards.” 

“Ms Lawton gave me personal responsibility for 
inspecting Morton when she had been chucked out,” 
said Patty indignantly. “The red cards were one 
hundred percent legitimate.” 

Patricia Hodge was greatly displeased at being 
quizzed. In her view Mr Humphries had been far too 
hasty in declassifying Deborah from her position as 
Public Enemy Number One. In Ms Lawton’s day Patty 
would have been congratulated for awarding the red 
card. She pouted. 
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Mr Humphries looked thoughtful. He had been 
considering rewriting the protocol and removing the 
clause stating that a gal could be caned if over fifty 
per cent of her top button was exposed. However, up 
until now the Brass and Elite had generally respected 
his request for tolerance. Somehow it didn’t surprise 
him that it was Patty who had decided to invoke the 
obscure protocol. 

Nonetheless, until the protocol was formally 
revised the Deputy Grand Dame was within her 
rights. 

“That will be all, Ms Hodge,” he said curtly. 
Patty seethed inwardly. She didn’t care for his 

tone of voice and he hadn’t even extended her the 
courtesy of offering her a drink. She span on her heel 
and stalked out of the Grand Master’s office in search 
of Sally Cobb. 
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Pleeeaase, Not My Bumbags!!!! 

 
 
The following morning Sally Cobb’s chin nearly 

bounced off her breasts. Next to her Sally Poffers was 
pointing her finger. Sally Cobb heart was pounding. 
Momentarily she seemed frozen and then coming to 
her senses she reached into her blazer pocket. 

Deborah Morton watched incredulously as Sally 
Cobb raised a red card in the air and this time raised 
two fingers.  

“Heyworth and Morton, Phase 6, step up to the 
front for gabbing!” she announced at the top of her 
lungs. 

Lady Victoria hurried up the aisle to confer with 
the prefect. Sally was looking smug. She had a 
witness and the red card was indisputable. 

After a brief discussion Vix turned, looking 
resigned and nodded at Debs and Jojo.  

“This is fucking ridiculous,” Debs complained 
bitterly. 

“There’s not much I can do for you this time, 
Debs,” said Victoria sympathetically.  

“She’s fucking stalking me,” growled Debs. 
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“And you’re playing right into her hands. I 
have to insist that you step up,” said Vix firmly. 

Deborah scowled. 
“Come on Debs,” Jojo said in a consolatory 

manner as she rose from her seat. “You know it’s 
dumb to gab in the hall and Vix doesn’t have any 
choice.” 

“Grrrrrrrrr,” growled Debs as she pushed back 
her seat. 

 
Jojo was not exactly ecstatic at having allowed 

herself to become embroiled in Debs latest disaster. 
Deborah had been seated between Jojo and 
Rosemary. Inexplicably Debs had kept turning her 
head in the direction of her chums, hiding her mouth 
with her hands and whispering extracts from Kal 
Colbert’s 10 Things you that need to know about 
Robot sex (but were always afraid to ask), that she 
had read on the internet the previous evening, in 
their ears. 

Although it was all quite amusing it occurred to 
Jojo that her chum was being somewhat reckless 
considering her recent difficulties. Finally she felt 
compelled to warn Debs to “shut the fuck up or else 
you’ll get chucked out again.” Unfortunately her 
exasperated whisper had coincided with sneaky 
Sally’s arrival at the end of the row. 

 
There was a palpable tension in the hall as Mr 

Humphries entered through the swing doors. 
Deborah’s face was twisted into a mask of misery. 
She hung her head as Mr Humphries approached. 
Lady Vix hurried over to join him. After a brief 
exchange he walked over to Debs. Deborah’s face 
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had taken on the color of her blouse. Her hands 
clenched and unclenched at her sides. She stared 
plaintively at the Grand Master, but she knew it was 
useless.   

Deborah Morton felt herself being taken by the 
wrist and purposefully marched towards the steps 
that led to the stage.  

Jojo’s heart went out to her chum. She knew 
that for all Debs bluster and bravado, of all the high 
profile punishments she seemed to attract, being 
turned over Mr Humphries’s knee and spanked in 
front of the assembled inmates had been her ultimate 
humiliation. 

When they reached the foot of the steps he 
prompted Debs to proceed up onto the stage, then 
turned and faced Joanna. 

“What are you waiting for Heyworth,” he asked 
sternly. “Get over here immediately.” 

It was Jojo’s turn to stare. “Aw man!!!” she 
groaned, “this sucks big bananas!” 

 
“Nooooooo!!!!” howled Debs, “Pleeeaase! Not 

my bumbags!” 
Deborah Morton was face down across the 

Grand Master’s lap with her skirt turned back. Mr 
Humphries had put his hand in the elastic of her 
bumbags and was yanking them down to behind her 
knees. Debs had made a desperate effort to grab 
them but the Grand Master merely took her wrist and 
held it back. 

The Woody gals gaped. A very public bumbag-
dusting was one thing, a bare bottom spanking was 
quite another.  
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Debs Morton was not taking her spanking 
quietly. She kicked and struggled; she wriggled and 
writhed. 

“Gerroff me, you fucking maniac!” she 
screamed and she sank her teeth into Mr Humphries’s 
calf. 

Deborah’s antics seemed to amuse the Grand 
Master. The irritated look that he had on his face 
when he first confronted Debs was replaced with the 
familiar look of sublime repose as he continued to 
spank Deborah’s twisting behind. 

“Lemme go you crazy prick!” bellowed Debs at 
the top of her voice. Mr Humphries laughed loudly 
and beat a rhythmic tattoo on her arse. 

When he finally allowed her up from his lap 
Debs span around, her bumbags around her ankles 
and hacked him in the shin. 

“Temper, temper Deborah,” grinned the Grand 
Master and dragged her down across his lap again. 
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Frenzied Debs 

 
 
The Woody gals watched the spectacle in 

awestruck silence. The only sounds in the hall were 
Deborah’s potty-mouthed incantations, punctuated by 
the steady sound of a hard hand meeting naked flesh. 

 
Jojo was not amused by the direction that the 

proceedings were headed. She was becoming 
increasingly irritated by Deborah’s tantrum and 
strongly objected to her kicking her Mr Humphries in 
the shins. Ever since Mr Humphries had kissed her 
she had fallen dizzyingly in love. During the Christmas 
holidays she had gently and kindly let her former 
boyfriend Marco down and was now free to 
concentrate fully on her relationship with the Grand 
Master.  

 
Deborah was in a frenzy. Throughout her 

sentence she had found herself in some very 
disagreeable circumstances but they paled into 
insignificance when compared to being dumped face-
down and bare-arsed across the Grand Masters knee 
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and spanked in front of the assembled inmates. She 
kicked and struggled and cussed up a blue storm. 

 
The inmates watched in a mixture of shock and 

awe. Deborah was highly respected amongst the 
community for her ability to take a whopping and 
keep on bopping. However, it was evident that the 
new dimension of having her bare bottom spanked in 
front of a gaping audience had overwhelmed her. She 
howled in indignation. 

 
It took some time before it finally occurred to 

Deborah that struggling and kicking and cussing was 
not helping her cause. The more she resisted the 
harder she was spanked. Her bottom felt as if it had 
been spanked a gazillion times and was burning 
unbearably.  

“That’s so much better Deborah,” smiled the 
Grand Master as her frantic efforts to resist began to 
diminish. “There really was no need for all that fuss.” 

Deborah Morton did not share the Grand 
Master’s opinion but she bit her tongue and willed 
him to stop. The Grand Master delivered a dozen 
more hearty spanks, which made her bum squirm and 
her toes tap, but she somehow managed to ignore 
the urge to unleash another potty-mouthed tirade. Mr 
Humphries seemed satisfied that the spanking had 
finally had the desired effect so he reached down and 
pulled up her bumbags. He smoothed down her skirt 
and helped her to her feet. Deborah’s face was 
flushed with righteous indignation; she glared 
daggers at the Grand Master. She made to speak but 
he hushed her. 
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“Please don’t say anything you’re going to 

regret later,” he counseled. 
 
Jojo waited expectantly. She was not anxious 

to be publicly spanked but she certainly wasn’t going 
to kick up the brouhaha her chum had just made.  Mr 
Humphries waggled his finger at her; she stepped 
forward with as much bravado as she could muster. 
She let him take her by the wrist and lower her across 
his lap. She raised her hips to allow him to ease her 
bumbags down. Suddenly for no good reason she felt 
inclined to giggle. For all the ignominy of being upside 
down bare bottomed in front of the assembled 
inmates she felt exhilarated. Every spank that rained 
down increased her excitement. Jojo realized she had 
never been so thrilled in her life. 

 
Mr Humphries dispatched the two gals upstairs 

to be inspected and engage in some quiet nose and 
toes time. 

On the way Debs fumed and cussed. “He had 
no right to do that. It’s bad enough being spanked in 
front of the whole fucking unit, but her had no 
business yanking down our bumbags.” 

Jojo did her best to placate Deborah but truth 
be told Debs attitude towards her Mr Humphries was 
giving her the pip. 

“Look Debs it’s the third time in as many days 
they’ve had to chuck you out of assembly,” she 
pointed out. “You know the rules; don’t do the crime 
if you can’t do the time.” 

Debs scowled darkly.  
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Deborah sullenly bent over the chair in the 
Grand Master’s study. The effects of a zinging, a 
caning, a slippering and a lengthy spanking in the 
space of seventy-two hours had left her bottom in 
less than stellar shape for receiving the type of tight 
caning she was expecting. She braced herself as the 
cane tapped down while Mr Humphries took his 
measure. 

“Shit!” hissed Debs as the cane cut across her 
scarlet behind. 

“Language Morton!” the Grand Master grinned 
and swiped the cane down for a second time. 
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Mending a Rift in the Lute 

 
 
“Come on Debs it was only whops,” Rosemary 

said soothingly. 
“Are you ever gonna quit your fucking 

bitching?” yawned Nixdown. “You sound like a stuck 
record.” 

“And quit blaming the Grand Master,” said Jojo 
defensively. “Why are you always blaming everybody 
else for your troubles?” 

Debs had been sulking, bitching and moaning 
for several days. Even her closest chums were 
beginning to find it tiresome. Jojo was becoming 
particularly tired of Deborah’s defamatory remarks 
regarding her beau. 

“He’s been very good to you,” Jojo reminded 
her chum. “He personally intervened on your behalf 
with the System and got you permission to play in a 
pro tournament. He didn’t have to do that.” 

Debs merely snorted. 
 
On Saturday night at the feast in the Great Hall 

Jojo Heyworth dangled Debs over her knees and 



The Dawn of the Great Spank-Off 
 
rolled down her bumbags. She did her best to 
suppress a satisfied smile. 

Jojo was not a vengeful creature by nature but 
Debs constant bitching about Mr Humphries had 
grated on her nerves. 

The previous evening she had been invited to 
Mr Humphries quarters for drinks and smooches and 
quite a few spanks. Artfully Joanna dropped some 
subtle hints that she would greatly appreciate the 
opportunity to take a hairbrush to Deborah Morton’s 
rear end. 

To her delight when it came time for the 
guests to reveal the playing cards that dictated the 
after dinner entertainment she had been paired with 
Debs, with Jojo taking the dominant role. She glanced 
over appreciatively at the Grand Master but he 
returned her look impassively. 

“The cards dictate what the cards dictate, we 
have no power over the cards,” he told her. 

“Yeah, rock on Grand Master,” Jojo thought to 
herself gleefully and set off towards the stage. 

 
For years Joanna had fretted that one day she 

would inevitably become a member of the Elite and 
would be charged with administering discipline 
amongst the inmates in earlier stages of their 
sentences. It was not a role that she looked forward 
to with any relish. Nonetheless, with Debs Morton 
dangled head down, arse up over her lap Jojo decided 
that this was one spanking she was going to 
thoroughly enjoy. 
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The guests around the table exchanged 

glances. Jojo had cracked the hairbrush down on 
Deborah’s right buttock with considerable force.  

The guests were aware that Deborah’s recent 
bitch-fest had been giving the generally patient and 
agreeable Jojo a considerable dose of the pip. The 
burgeoning relationship between Jojo and the Grand 
Master was no secret. At the New Years ball at 
Brompton Castle they had danced together most of 
the night and had openly kissed at midnight. 

They watched with interest as the drama on 
the stage began to unfold. 

 
Deborah’s sensory alarm system went into 

over-drive immediately the wood-backed hairbrush 
made contact with her naked flesh. Debs bum was a 
well-calibrated whopometer and the temperature 
gauge was rising fast. 

The Saturday night spankings were generally 
delivered in the spirit of moderation. Debs did not 
consider the first spank to be in the least bit 
moderate.  

 
Jojo did not have any qualms about giving 

Deborah the damn good spanking she felt she 
deserved. Deborah’s ridiculous refusal to acknowledge 
that it was her acting the bollocks in assembly that 
had caused them to be publicly spanked was very 
irritating and her constant bitching about the Grand 
Master had given Jojo and extreme dose of the pip. 
She raised the brush in the air and brought it down 
with a loud crack. 
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While the other guests danced late into the 
night, Deborah sat at the table chain smoking and 
staring morosely into a glass of red wine. Occasionally 
she would shift her weight to get comfortable but she 
didn’t say a word to anybody. 

 
Jojo and Nix had changed for bed and were 

having a quiet nightcap when Debs came into their 
study dressed in her red and black striped jimjams. 
She looked uncharacteristically remorseful.  

“Look I’m sorry,” she said. “I know I’ve been a 
jackass and I deserved everything I got tonight Jojo.” 
She looked shame-faced. 

“Well you should remember who your chums 
are,” Jojo said sharply. 

“I do, honest Jojo,” said Debs, “and to show it 
I think you should finish the job. Half a dangling ain’t 
really a dangling at all.” 

From behind her back Deborah Morton 
produced the hairbrush she had borrowed from Vix. 

“Holy smoking jimjams,” giggled Nix. 
Somberly Jojo accepted the hairbrush and 

stretched her chum out over her knee. Jojo raised the 
hairbrush in the air and started to spank. 
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Voluntary Whops 

 
 
Mr Humphries stretched Jojo out over his knee 

and spanked her playfully with a ping-pong shaped 
leather paddle. Throughout the day Joanna had 
entertained herself joshing the Brass but to no avail. 
She had used every trick she knew but the Brass had 
somehow ignored her. As a last resort, she had 
winged an inky dart at Nix. Inexplicably the Wart 
failed to identify Jojo as the culprit and caned Nix 
instead, for having a black mark on her blouse. Nix 
was royally pissed off at Jojo. 

“That’s all I fucking need, bumbags full of 
whops right before I meet Penny Ann,” Nixdown 
moaned. “She’s back in clobber again and that really 
makes her mad.” 

Jojo hugged her chum, “I’m sorry Nix,” she 
whispered. “You know it was me that was supposed 
to be whopped.” 

On the way up to her study to work on an 
assignment Jojo stopped a pre in the corridor and 
rubbished her royally, but instead of getting invited 
up to the library she was merely issued a red mark. 
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After Callover, Jojo found herself at a loose 
end. Nixdown was over in the stables commiserating 
with Penny Ann over the Old Gal being sentenced to 
spend a week in full clobber, after she had been 
caned following a disagreement with the Wart. Debs 
was in the Wellness Center working out with the 
Butcher Twins and Rosemary was over in the science 
lab working on a new potion. 

 
Jojo decided to go and visit the Grand Master 

to discuss the syllabus for new term’s Master Art 
program that she taught. 

On the way she stopped off and procured a 
bottle of contraband champagne from Bernadette 
Summers. The Bounder was in a particularly foul 
mood. Not only had she recently spent an unpleasant 
time across the lap of the Domestic Science instructor 
having her bottom smacked with a wooden spoon, 
but she had also lost serious quids on a three-legged 
nag running in the three-thirty at Cheltenham.  

“That’ll be thirty quid,” she told Joanna. 
“Thirty? That’s daylight robbery!” argued Jojo. 
The Bounder shrugged. “Take it or leave it, see 

if I care. There’s plenty more punters where you 
came from.” 

Jojo muttered darkly but coughed up the quids 
nonetheless. Snatching the bottle from Bernadette 
she headed off to visit her beau. 

 
Mr Humphries was delighted to see his favorite 

minx and toasted her with one of his favorite paddles.  
Jojo sat in Mr Humphries’s lap while he 

soothingly rubbed her scalded bum. 
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“That’s so good,” she giggled, and nuzzled his 

ear. “By the way sir, what is it with Cat? Did I miss 
something or did she just volunteer to be caned?” she 
asked curiously. 

 
Earlier Cathryn Cassidy had dropped by for a 

caning. She was dressed in Cat style clobber. As a 
participant in the Old Gal program she was not 
obliged to wear the standard uniform of the rest of 
the inmates unless she was in breach of the Old Gal 
Whops and Clobber protocols. 

Cat was wearing her red and black striped 
blazer with the sleeves turned back, a custom made 
hip-hugging gymslip that barely covered her 
bumbags, a white blouse with the top three buttons 
unfastened and her tie loosened and hanging over 
the bib of her gymslip. She wore high heeled shoes, 
sheer silk leggings and a boater on her head at a 
jaunty angle.  

“I need to be caned,” she told the Grand 
Master. “I got a fucking ‘B’ for my paper on market 
intelligence acquisition. I should have got a fucking 
‘A” wearing a blindfold but I’ve been spending to 
much time over at Mark’s instead of cracking the 
books.”  

 
Cat accepted a glass of bubbles before taking a 

trip over the straight-backed chair. She apologized to 
Jojo for the interruption and insisted that she stayed. 

“This will only take a few minutes sis,” she told 
Jojo. “Then I’ll leave you in peace.” 

 
“She self-polices,” explained Mr Humphries. 

“She’s incredibly ambitious. She’s set herself the 
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target of finishing her degree in half the normal time 
so she can really get stuck in to helping her father 
expand his label into new markets. In her mind a ‘B’ 
just doesn’t hack it, so she needed to be straightened 
out.” 

“You like her don’t you?” asked Jojo. 
Mr Humphries looked indulgent, “You sound 

jealous Joanna.” 
The gorgeous red haired beauty blushed. “Well 

she does seem to be here quite a lot.” 
Mr Humphries laughed, “Oh Joanna, don’t be 

so silly. She’s a real character and I admire her, but 
believe me, there is only room for one minx in my life, 
and that’s you, Jojo.” 

Joanna looked smug and got out her fishing 
rod, “What about Vix?” 

“I adore Vicky, she’s like Cat in many ways, 
she has some special qualities,” he winked. “But, no 
Joanna,” he winked. “You are my chosen minx.” 

And then they kissed. 
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Swapping Canes for Cannes 

  
 
The Minxster found the Bounder in tears. She 

couldn’t believe her eyes. Bernadette was the 
toughest gal in the unit. Being beaten never seemed 
to bother her, “They can’t hurt me,” she would say, 
“I’m the fucking Bounder!” 

Lisa rushed over and hugged her best chum. 
“What’s the matter,’ she said in alarm 

“It’s me old man,” sniffed Bernie, “they’ve 
given him another three years. Now he won’t be 
getting out at the same time as me.” 

The Bounders pop was in chokey for serious 
fraud. The plan was that when they both got out he 
and his daughter would be off to spend his ill-gotten 
gains.  

“I’m gonna be swapping canes for Cannes,” 
Bernadette had always gloated. 

Lisa stroked her friend’s hair and kissed away 
her tears. 

“I’m sorry Bernie, truly I am. But things ain’t so 
bad around here these days,” she said soothingly. 
“Maybe you could study a little and pass some exams. 
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I’ll help you I promise. Maybe you should think of 
going to college when we get out.  You could come 
up to Camford with me.” She giggled. “Just think of 
all the business we could do there.” 

 
“She didn’t cheat,” the Minxster told the Grand 

Master unequivocally. “I’ve been helping her study 
and she’s really been working hard.” 

The Bounder stood beside her, glowering. “I 
told you it wouldn’t do no fucking good,” she 
muttered. 

Bernadette Summers had been sent up for 
cheating. When Madame Diderot had seen that the 
Bounder had got all the test questions correct she 
assumed that she must have cheated. Bernadette had 
always gotten by with doing the bare minimum. She 
was not a stupid gal but she couldn’t see the point in 
studying. Her pop had millions secreted away in 
offshore banks and his favorite daughter and 
accomplice was going to share in the swag as soon as 
they completed their sentences. Besides she told the 
Minxster, there are plenty of rich punters who get 
bamboozled by a fine piece of pussy. The Bounder 
had had it all figured out, get released from the 
facility in two years time; join the jet set and enjoy a 
life of jewelry and furs. Now her plans had been 
scuppered and all she had to look forward to was 
another two years of being caned and strapped and 
slippered. 

“But think of it Bernie,” Lisa Sutton had 
persuaded her, “If you want to live on the Riviera 
speaking French will be so useful.” So Bernadette had 
let the Minxster help her and had been sent up for 
her troubles. 



51 

 
Mr Humphries chuckled, “Are you trying to tell 

me that Bernadette’s turned over a new leaf?” 
“Yes sir,” the Minxster said earnestly. “You wait 

and see. If it turns out I’m lying you can always beat 
me.” 

Mr Humphries nodded. “I have no intention of 
beating anybody unless it is entirely necessary,” he 
assured the two chums. “I’m extremely encouraged 
by Bernadette’s new found enthusiasm and shall 
share my thoughts with Madame Diderot. You are 
free to leave and, ladies, keep up the good work.” 

 
Unlike her historic namesake the French 

instructor was not long on enlightenment or the 
search for truth. As far as Madame Diderot was 
concerned Bernadette Summers was a nefarious cove 
at best and she had difficulty believing that 
Bernadette’s improved performance was anything 
more than elaborate hoax. As far as she was 
concerned a perfectly legitimate opportunity to 
witness a public flogging had gone to waste. Madame 
Diderot had been furious that Lisa had intervened in 
matters of French policy and was determined to make 
trouble for her bumbags at the earliest possible 
opportunity. 

 
As usual opportunities for whopping Lisa lurked 

on every corner and it was not long before Madame 
was delightedly yanking the Minxster out of her seat 
by her tie. 

Lisa would later claim that her observation had 
sound academic basis and that no discussion of Louis 
XVI would be complete without mention of his early 
sexual difficulties. Lisa pointed out that in 1777 
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Emperor Joseph of Austria had gone to visit his sister, 
Marie Antoinette and his brother in law, the king, in 
attempt to figure out why their marriage had not 
been consummated. When he discovered that the 
problem was purely technical and not medical he 
remarked that if he had been given the chance to 
rectify the situation earlier Louis XVI "would have 
been whipped so hard that he ejaculated out of sheer 
rage like a donkey". Lisa considered this important 
information to share with her fellow scholars. 

Apparently Madame Diderot was a closet 
monarchist and had little time for criticism of the 
sexually blundering Dauphin. She reached out with 
her long bony fingers and yanked Lisa out of her seat, 
screaming at her and accusing of her having a dirty 
mind and a potty mouth. Before Lisa could object she 
was slammed down across the desktop and her skirt 
was being hauled up her back. 
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Ali Stoned 

 
 
Madame Diderot had ferociously slashed the 

cane down three times across the hapless Minxster’s 
squirming bumbags when her concentration was 
interrupted by the sound of giggles coming from the 
back of the room.  

She stared incredulously at Miss Ali Stone who 
was doubled over in apparent hysterics. 

 
The Bounder had turned over a new leaf. 

Several ounces of prime cannabis leaf had come into 
her possession which she had generously distributed 
amongst a small group of discerning connoisseurs. 
Foolishly Ali had been impatient to sample the new 
stash and had been tempted to indulge in a lunch-
time toke. Ali Stone was now Ali Stoned. Watching 
the Minxster getting her bumbags cut to tatters 
suddenly struck her has terribly funny and she burst 
into a fit off giggles. 

The French instructor stopped beating Lisa into 
next week and turned her gimlet eye on the cackling 
gal at the back of the room. 
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“It eez funny?” she barked. 
It took a little time for Ali to register that the 

Dame was speaking to her. She tried to concentrate. 
“Funny Madame? Mais non, non drôle du tout, 
Madame. I was just thinking what if all the bumbags 
in the world all contained their own universes filled 
with little people,” she babbled, “and there’s you just 
whipping away to your hearts content, destroying 
whole civilizations with the swish of your cane?” 

Everybody in the room stared at Ali. 
Ali burst into hysterics; “Madame Diderot, 

slayer of the bumbagadions and you don’t even know 
it!” she doubled over with laughter. 

Even Lisa had pushed herself up from her 
prone position to stare at her chum. The French 
Dame seemed unable to fathom what her next move 
should be. Ali’s teeth were chattering like a crazed 
chimp, she pointed her finger at the Dame, “Madame 
Conquistador,” she spluttered and rolled over in 
paroxysms of unfettered giggles. 

Madame Diderot strode across the room. She 
grabbed Ali by the scruff of her neck and pushed her 
flat down across the desk. 

WHOP! “Ce qui a dans vous la fille? “ WHOP! 
“Vous avez congé pris de vos sens?” Ali screamed 
with laughter. “No Madame, can’t you see it’s you 
who is crazy!” she hooted. “Fou?  Je?  Je vous 
montrerai fou?” WHOP! WHOP! WHOP! Steam was 
coming out of Madame Diderot’s ears “Prenez cela!” 
WHOP!  “Et cela!” WHOP!  “Et cela! “ WHOP! 

Suddenly the blur in Ali’s mind seemed to clear 
and she promptly stopped giggling. 

“Merde! Ce maux!” she hollered. 
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The Bounder shook her head in wonder. 

“Whoa,” she muttered, “Must be some damn fine pot. 
Damn fucking fine.” 

 
Madame Diderot yanked Ali up from the desk 

and span her around. She took hold of the knot of 
Ali’s tie and yanked her forward until their noses were 
only inches apart and continued to scream at the 
stoned inmate. 

Although the intense heat in her posterior had 
straightened Ali up to some extent she was having 
difficulty understanding the Dame’s diatribe that was 
being delivered in an indecipherable guttural Parisian 
street slang. Nonetheless she got the gist. The French 
instructor continued to yank on her tie causing her to 
choke. To add to the confusion caused by her 
cannabis haze Ali also had to contend with the 
overwhelming combination of the vapors of the 
Dame’s joy house perfume and the potent mixture of 
absinthe and Gaulloises on her breath. She tried to 
recoil but Madame Diderot lassoed her back in using 
her despised technique known in Woody parlance as 
the ‘French Yank’. Ali Stone gasped for breath. 

 
Lisa Sutton slid herself back off the desktop 

and gingerly lowered herself into her seat. She hoped 
that the distraction caused by Ali’s bizarre behavior 
would make Madame forget that she was still three 
swipes short of a six.  

The French instructor finally released her hold 
on Ali’s tie. Ali reached up and tried to loosen her 
collar which had been yanked up into her larynx. 
Momentarily Madame Diderot seemed at a loss what 
to do next.  
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“Êtes-vous ivre?” she asked suspiciously. 
“Ivre? Je? Aucun, Mademoiselle,” Ali spluttered 

quickly. 
Ali licked her lips nervously. The weed that 

Bernadette had sold her was very strong and even 
though she had gargled mouthwash she wasn’t sure 
that she wasn’t still suffering from skank breath. 
Fortunately Madame appeared to have swallowed 
down a few absinthe’s over lunch and wasn’t at her 
most observant. She glared at Ali and then instructed 
her to hand over her PRB for post processing. Ali 
Stone breathed a sigh of relief. 

 
The French instructor meticulously entered the 

punishment. Ali didn’t comment when the Dame 
fraudulently entered the number of strokes as six. 
She was just relieved that she wasn’t heading for the 
Grand Master’s study. 

The Dame handed her back her book. As Ali 
turned away to wriggle back to her desk the French 
instructor snatched up her cane. She pointed the tip 
at Lisa. 

“Merde,” muttered the Minxster. She rather 
fancied her cheeks were going to be burning even 
hotter in the next few moments. 
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Patty on the Carpet 

 
 
Patty Hodge’s cheeks were burning with 

indignation. She did not take kindly to the tone of Mr 
Humphries voice. 

“I assumed that as I was deputizing for you in 
your absence,” she said rather curtly, “that the 
appropriate delegations of authority were in place.” 

“I left clear instructions with Katie that any gals 
who were sent up to my office should be advised to 
return to the lecture room and I would deal with them 
upon my return,” Mr Humphries told Patty. 

“Yes but …” 
“You don’t like Miss Nixon, do you Ms Hodge?” 

interrupted the Grand Master. 
“It is not a question of liking or disliking Grand 

Master. She was chucked out of the lecture and 
deserved to be beaten,” responded Patty haughtily. 

“That is not in dispute,” agreed the Grand 
Master. “However, two other inmates were also sent 
to my office in my absence, but you I haven’t seen 
any reports relating to you beating them. Why is that 
Ms Hodge?” asked the Grand Master pointedly. 
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Patty Hodge glowered. “Katie didn’t mention 
them, she just told me about Nixon while we were 
having coffee during morning break,” she said 
defensively. “I immediately summonsed a grubby and 
sent for Nixon.” 

The Grand Master nodded his head.  
   
Patricia Hodge loathed Nicola Jane Nixon and 

considered her a degenerate of the highest order. Her 
eyes had lit up when Katie had off-handedly informed 
her that Nixdown had been red-carded out of a 
Mathematics tutorial by Reed the Weed. She had 
immediately summonsed the Duty Grubby and sent 
her in search of Nix. 

  
“In the absence of the Grand Master I intend 

to beat you myself,” Patty informed Nixdown. “And 
furthermore as you have chosen to make a disgrace 
of yourself and behave like a Little Brat I am going to 
treat you like a Little Brat. At lunch-time you will 
repair to the cafeteria and position yourself on a chair 
on the stage with your hands on your head for the 
duration of lunch. At twelve thirty precisely you will 
return here and do nose and toes for the remainder 
of the lunch break.” 

Nicola Jane’s jaw dropped. “Oh you fucking 
bitch,” she gasped. 

“And that just earned you a public flogging,” 
the Deputy Grand Dame smirked. 

Nix glared up at Patty. “That doesn’t change 
my opinion of you,” she snarled contemptuously. 

Patty snatched up her wicked wye-tipped cane. 
“I’m going to enjoy this Nixon, now remove your 



59 

 
blazer and bend over the desk. I intend to thrash the 
living daylights out of you, you degenerate.” 

“Go ahead and do you worst,” sneered 
Nixdown as she shrugged off her blazer.  

 
“You gave her a twelve stroke bare bender, I 

understand?” asked the Grand Master. 
“Yes sir,” replied Patty, “but I have explained 

that fully. I was operating under the guidelines for the 
delegation of authority. I had no idea that there had 
been any change to the protocols.” 

Mr Humphries nodded his head and then 
produced a manila file from his desk drawer. 

“I took the liberty of having Katie pull some 
records,” he told Patty. “As far as I can tell right back 
since the facility opened delegation of authority was 
only granted when these forms were completed and 
signed by Ms Lawton.” 

“That is correct, Grand Master,” Patty said 
hurriedly, “but very often that was just a formality 
and quite often the paperwork was completed 
retrospectively. I just assumed that Katie hadn’t had 
time to prepare the forms for you and that you would 
sign the forms when you returned.” 

“It seems that you have made a lot of 
assumptions this morning, Ms Hodge,” observed the 
Grand Master. 

“I was operating in good faith,” said Patty 
petulantly. 

The Grand Master just nodded. “And, this 
business of sending her to the cafeteria to stand on a 
chair?” he asked.  
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“She cussed me out,” said Patty hotly. “She’s a 
goddam degenerate and she needed to be made an 
example of.” 

The Grand Master produced another piece of 
paper and slid it across the desk. “This is your 
application for Miss Nixon to be flogged is it not?” 

Patty nodded warily. 
“If I interpret this correctly she cussed you out 

after you took her by surprise by telling her that she 
would spend lunchtime standing on a chair with her 
hands on her head,” he said. 

“What of it?” snapped Patty.  
“Well I would have though cussing you out 

would have been an appropriate course of action,” 
said Mr Humphries quietly. “In fact I am very much 
surprised she didn’t hack you in the shins.” 

“Grand Master, with all due respect I am not 
sure I like the undertones of your insinuation that I 
might have acted in a sinister manner,” said Patty 
angrily. 

Mr Humphries looked at Patty very calmly. “Ms 
Hodge let there be no misunderstandings here. There 
are no undertones.” 

Patty Hodge narrowed her eyes.    
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A Necessary Evil 

 
 
Patty Hodge was a tall woman, standing five 

feet ten in her stockinged feet. She wore beautifully 
cut suits with long skirts to disguise her height, 
although she also liked to have them slit up the sides 
so she could show off her never-ending legs to the 
lothario’s in the local town. Her red hair, green eyes 
and Roman nose gave her a haughty autocratic air. 
She could send a shiver up the spine of even the 
toughest gal when she turned her green laser glare 
upon them.  

However, Ms Hodge did not feel remotely 
haughty or autocratic. She was bent over the back of 
the straight-backed chair in front of the fireplace. Her 
skirt had been neatly folded back and her white silk 
knickers rolled down, leaving her buttocks framed by 
the straps of her suspender belt. Mr Humphries had 
told her she would receive fifteen strokes of the 
senior cane. When she had argued he had merely 
grinned and upped the stroke count to eighteen. Ms 
Hodge had decided not to argue any further. 
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Bent forward in middle of the room it occurred 
to the Deputy Grand Dame that it was over thirty 
years since she had last been caned. 

Ironically her last altercation with the stick had 
also been the result of her illicitly delivering a bare 
bender while she was Headgirl of the original Woody 
School. She had been given the choice between a 
twelve-stroke thrashing and being stood down from 
her cherished role. She had taken the caning. 

 
In her ignominious stoop Patty Hodge felt quite 

bilious. She had been secretly amused by Katie Beck’s 
outraged protestations at being forced to endure 
corporal punishment whenever Mr Humphries felt that 
she had over-stepped her authority. 

“You’re not real Brass,” Patty would taunt her. 
“He’d never dare to do that to real Brass.” 

When Mr Humphries had dared to discipline 
both Ms Wharton and Ms Whitton Patty had continued 
to gloat. She mocked them and referred to them as 
Junior Brass. Patty assured them that he would never 
consider punishing the Deputy Grand Dame. 

 
Patty had used her considerable skills in 

articulation in an attempt to negotiate a compromise. 
However, Mr Humphries proposal had proven 
unequivocal. Patty had the option; she could hand in 
her resignation or alternatively she could accept a 
damn good thrashing. 

Patty was faced with a terrible dilemma. If she 
resigned she was faced with returning to an outside 
world where corporal punishment was quickly being 
abolished. For a whop junkie like Patty that was a 
terrible thought. 
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Patty Hodge finally bent forward at the waist 

and waited while her long skirt was folded back. 
 
For nearly four decades Patty had been pre-

occupied by whops. Ever since she had first witnessed 
an unfortunate classmate bent over her desk to have 
her bumbags drubbed with a whippy stick Patty had 
been certain that she had discovered her vocation.  

She had used her considerable beauty and 
charisma to ingratiate her way into the good graces 
of the Headgirls of her school and then artfully 
blackmailed them into allowing her to witness them 
beating unfortunate miscreants in the private library 
in the farthest wing of the building. 

After a tyrannical year as Headgirl she had 
turned down the overtures of several noted 
international universities choosing instead to attend 
teachers training college. She accepted positions at 
schools which strictly imposed corporal punishment. 
Patty quickly gained a reputation and in her first five 
years of employment she was ranked amongst the 
top three female disciplinarians in the nation. At less 
than the age of thirty she was scouted for the 
prestigious post of Mistress of Discipline at the 
exclusive Dartington Manor boarding school. She 
would finish her first year ranked by the Ministry of 
Education as the most prolific female disciplinarian in 
the country. It was a title she would retain for over a 
decade before she was recruited to join the staff of 
the experimental Woody Back to School unit. 

 
At school Patty had a reputation as a gal who 

could take her whops but thirty years out of the game 
was a long time. 
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She winced as the cane sliced across her naked 
buttocks. Patty was beginning to think that it was a 
bad day to be a whop junkie. 

 
Mr Humphries did not care much for Ms Hodge 

or her cohorts on the Radical Right. Nonetheless, he 
understood that in the austere world he oversaw they 
were a necessary evil. However he was determined to 
employ strict controls to curb their over-zealous 
tendencies. He raised the cane and slashed it down 
across Patricia Hodge’s defenseless rear end. 
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Katie Gloats 

 
 
Patty Hodge was weeping into her tequila in 

the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. Katie and the 
Wart were listening sympathetically.  

“He took that degenerate Nixon’s side!” she 
raged. “She cussed me out and he’s let her off a 
perfectly legitimate flogging!” 

“Perhaps it was unwise giving her a bare 
bender,” suggested the Wart. 

“It’s your fault,” she said accusingly to Katie. 
“My fault?” squealed Katie. “How the fuck do 

you figure that out?” 
“You didn’t tell me that he’d left instructions,” 

Patty glowered. 
“You didn’t ask!” snapped Katie defensively. 

“First I hear of it you’ve got Nixon standing on a chair 
in the cafeteria.” 

Patty scowled. Her backside was as hot as 
Hades. Mr Humphries had delivered a long leisurely 
caning causing Patty to remain bent over the chair for 
almost a full five minutes. She was not as limber as 
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she once was and her calf and thigh muscles had felt 
as if they might snap. 

 
“I have a good mind to report him to the 

Ministry,” Patty said darkly. “See what they have to 
say about him beating the Brass.” 

The Wart signaled for another round of drinks. 
“Perhaps you should sleep on it,” she counseled 
unctuously. “After all it was only whops and you’re 
always bragging how many times you were whopped 
at school and how it never did you any harm.” 

Patty scowled. Her last interview with the 
Minister of Extreme Social Rehabilitation had not gone 
well. Patty had been apoplectic when she had learned 
of Ms Lawton’s resignation and that she had been 
over-looked as her successor. She had driven up to 
Whitehall and demanded an explanation from the 
Minister. 

The Minister had been quite candid. He had 
shown her a report by Ms Lawton that described Patty 
as borderline pathological and out-lined the former 
Grand Dame’s suspicions that her deputy was the 
clandestine puppeteer behind the SS. The Minister 
informed Patty that her continuing role as Deputy 
Grand Dame would be at the sole discretion of the 
new Grand Master.  

Patty acknowledged that her complaints about 
being disciplined for illegally beating a gal bandy 
might not be popularly received by the Minister. She 
slammed down her tequila shot and commanded 
Katie to replenish her glass. 

 
Katie Beck was secretly gloating. She had 

watched Patty being beaten through her secret key-
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hole in the door between her office and the Grand 
Master’s study. 

Even though she and Patty had been partners 
in crime for over a decade she often resented the 
autocratic manner with which she was treated.    

The sight of Patty being taken down a peg or 
two had delighted Katie; especially when the caning 
had been extended to a full eighteen strokes. It didn’t 
surprise her that Patty was standing up and propping 
up the bar instead of taking up her customary 
position perched on a high stool. 

Nonetheless, Katie Beck sensibly feigned 
sympathy for her old chum’s plight.    

 
Patty studied her stripes in the mirror. She 

poured herself a stiff scotch and soda and tried to 
console herself with the delicious memory of Nicola 
Jane Nixon bent bare arsed across her desk. She 
grinned to herself. Nixdown had defiantly tried to 
make out the thrashing wasn’t hurting her but one 
deliciously evil stroke had nailed her. A perfect low 
rider sliced across her sensitive sulcus had caused 
Nixdown’s legs to gyrate in obvious agitation. It was 
just the type of moment Patricia Hodge lived for and 
almost made her humiliating thrashing seem 
worthwhile. 

Patty sighed and rubbed her bottom. Clearly 
the untoward events earlier in the day would have to 
be carefully reviewed to avoid any similar instances in 
the future. She would need to take even greater 
precautions and maintain a buffer between herself 
and the Grand Master’s cane.  

Katie Beck summonsed Sally Cobb and Sally 
Poffers to a private SS summit at a secret rendezvous 
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in a rarely frequented area of the compound. Katie 
had no doubt that in the aftermath of her humiliating 
thrashing Patty Hodge would be making even more 
radical demands on her sub-ordinates than usual. 
New initiatives were rarely good news for Katie’s 
bumbags so considered it prudent to engage in some 
diversionary tactics. 

 
The two Sally’s listened gloomily to Katie as 

she out-lined what she described as new and exciting 
opportunities. 

“Patty thinks we are on the brink of a major 
break-through,” she explained. “Recently we have 
been concentrating on a few high-level targets. Patty 
believes that we should change our strategy and go 
after more low and medium profile targets. She’s 
compiled a list of your new performance expectations. 
They are perfectly attainable.” 

The two Sally’s stared down at the sheets that 
Katie handed them. 

“These targets are impossible,” objected Sally 
Cobb. “If we go on a whopping spree like this Victoria 
and the Grand Master will be all over us like badly cut 
clobber.” 

Sally Poffers looked like she might faint. “This 
is madness,” she spluttered. “I’m resigning my 
commission. Find someone else to do your dirty 
work.” 

She turned to leave. “Not so fast Miss Poffers. 
Just remember the video I have of you taking an oath 
to the SS.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” groaned Sally Poffers.    
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A Gal Named Sally 

 
 
“I’ve given the SS new instructions,” reported 

Katie. “I think you’ll be very satisfied with the 
increase in the whop-rate.” 

“Good,” said Patty, “it’s about time that you 
stepped up and took some responsibility. I’m tired of 
having to do everything myself.” 

Katie did her best to ignore Patty’s supercilious 
response. 

“I have decided that it might be prudent to 
back off from some of our premium targets for a 
while,” Katie continued.  

Patty raised an eye-brow, “that is a Strategic 
Operations type decision,” she said imperiously. 

“No, Patty,” Katie interrupted, “it is a Field 
Operations type decision and since you have put me 
in charge of that department I need room to 
operate.” 

Patty narrowed her eyes. 
“Don’t think for one moment that I won’t be 

looking for opportunities to continue the main 
campaign,” Katie assured Patty hurriedly, “but we’ve 
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taken too many casualties recently and we need time 
to regroup. Our operatives are feeling compromised.” 

Patty fixed Katie with a laser stare. “I shall 
expect daily reports,” she snapped. “Verbal only, of 
course, nothing in writing.” 

Katie resisted the temptation to snigger into 
her tequila. Patty’s deluded pomposity never ceased 
to boggle her mind.  

“Yes, mien Commandant,” she said with as 
much gravitas as she could muster and turned on her 
heel and left. 

 
The two Sally’s sneaked around the compound 

sniffing about for signs of mischief and malfeasance. 
The new performance expectations that Katie had 
established were simply impossible to fulfill. Every 
evening they were required to meet Katie in secret 
rendezvous’ to explain their lack of delivery. Katie 
lambasted them for negligence and incompetence.  
Even when they did manage to score some whops 
she was scathing of their efforts.  

Katie threatened to convene a special SS 
disciplinary hearing if she did not see an immediate 
improvement in their whop-rate. 

 
The two Sally’s were at their wits end. They 

wanted nothing better than to put considerable 
distance between themselves and their demented 
handlers. Between the close scrutiny of Lady Victoria 
Brompton and the dissolution of Operation Scorched 
Arse there was no possibility of re-enacting the glory 
days of the SS. However, Katie Beck had the edited 
copy of their swearing-in ceremony and damning film 
of them pledging allegiance to the SS and all it stood 
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for secreted away in her office. It was not a video 
they wanted falling into the wrong hands. 

 
Sally Cobb begged Ms Wharton to feed her 

some gratuitous whops related to Red House 
Business. The Wart told her not to be ridiculous and 
put her over her knee and gave her a damn good 
spanking for rank stupidity. One dose of the Grand 
Master’s cane had been enough to convince Ms 
Wharton that the days of Discretionary House 
Beatings were days of yore. She dispatched Sally with 
a flea in her ear, telling her that if she brought 
legitimate applications to deliver beatings on house 
business they would be given due consideration. 
Otherwise, Sally was on her own. 

 
Sally Poffers did not fare much better with the 

Mistress of the Blue House. Despite her staunch 
disciplinarian principles Phyllis MacAllister was 
meticulously fair and when Sally started pitching up 
with poorly presented applications to beat members 
of the house the Dyke demonstrated her displeasure 
with her two-tailed tawse. 

Morale was at an all-time low amongst the 
Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers.  

 
Katie Beck was amusing herself. Sensibly the 

targets that she had declared to Patty were 
considerably less ambitious than the expectations she 
had imposed upon the two House Captains. She had 
the best of both worlds. Whenever the Sally’s did 
manage to score some whops Katie was able to gloat 
over her brilliance as a Field Commander, while still 
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deriving considerable pleasure for her nightly 
lambasting of the two stooges. 

 
It was not a good time to be a gal named 

Sally.   
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Another Red-Card 

 
 
Sally Cobb rubbed her bumbags with glee. She 

couldn’t believe her luck. It was simply perfect. She 
reached into her blazer pocket and extracted her red 
card. 

“Morton, Phase 6,” she roared at the top of her 
lungs. “Step up for goofing!” 

 
Deborah groaned. The adrenalin rush of 

instant mischievous gratification immediately 
dissipated. There was a gasp in the hall and every 
head turned towards the row of chairs where the 
Phase 6 inmates were seated. Clumsily Debs was 
clambering out of her seat and struggling passed her 
chums. Her face was as red as a beetroot as she 
trudged through the hall. 

Deborah was amongst the most popular and 
admired gals in the unit. As an icon of mega-minxdom 
her many fans and followers had watched in awe of 
her flirtations with fate and her many ignominious 
public disgraces. Deborah’s momentary expression of 
doomed resignation as she was swagged bang to 
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rights was a familiar one to everybody in the hall. 
Nonetheless few of her friends and cohorts could 
remember her looking quite as forlorn as she 
miserably positioned herself beside the piano at the 
front of the hall. 

 
Deborah Morton’s life had a habit of oscillating 

between exhilarating thrills and catastrophic spills. 
During her schooldays she had been acknowledged as 
an academic wunderkind and had been amongst the 
youngest schoolgirls ever to pass the Camford exams. 
She had played on the national youth orchestra and 
was the number one junior tennis player in the 
nation. However her mercurial personality had also 
gained her the reputation as the naughtiest girl in the 
school and she had established the national record for 
being thrashed. 

At sixteen she had left school to pursue a 
grand prix tennis career. Her on-court successes had 
often been over-shadowed by her off-court 
shenanigans. At the age of twenty she was faced with 
two-year sentence at the Radcliffe Back to School 
unit. The Lawn Tennis Association prevailed on the 
System to allow her to play at Wimbledon. To the 
delight of the British crowds she fought her way to 
the semi-finals where she lost in an enthralling and 
exhausting tie-breaker. To the horror of her fans Dark 
Agents of the System arrived on court and handcuffed 
her. The following day the world news was informed 
that her sentence had been amended and she would 
spend seven years at the Big House with no prospect 
of parole. 

Despite her status as a mainstream mega-minx 
she spent several years regarded as the golden gal at 
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the facility until a sequence of events would send her 
in a downward spiral that would result in her being 
declared Public Enemy Number One and subsequently 
formally flunked for discipline.  

With the resignation of Ms Lawton and the 
arrival of Mr Humphries her circumstances had 
changed for the better. He had rescinded her status 
of Public Enemy Number One and struck her flunking 
from the record book. Nonetheless the one blot that 
remained on her copy book was her serial 
misbehavior in the assembly hall. 

 
Deborah looked a portrait of wretchedness as 

the Grand Master approached her. Her face had 
remained crimson ever since she had clambered from 
her seat. Her mouth was contorted into a ghastly 
grimace and her hands fiddled with the hem of her 
blazer in undisguised agitation. With the possible 
exception of Sally Cobb, every gal in the unit’s heart 
went out to her. 

 
Deborah Morton vainly tried to meet the Grand 

Master’s cool stare but she couldn’t help herself from 
lowering her head and averting her eyes to the floor. 
She could not conjure up a single iota of her natural 
cockiness as she withered under Mr Humphries’ gaze. 
Not since Ms Lawton had barreled down on her in the 
chapel and had her chucked her out on Family 
Visitation day had she felt so utterly woebegone and 
bereft. 

It wasn’t the specter of another public 
spanking or even being caned on the stage that 
Deborah dreaded. It was the prospect Mr Humphries 
delivering a humiliating public scolding that filled her 
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with anguish. Like every other inmate at the facility 
Deborah Morton craved Mr Humphries’ affection and 
approval. 

 
The tension in the hall was palpable as Mr 

Humphries stared down at Debs. Many gals felt 
sympathetic goose bumps on their arms and legs as 
they waited to hear the fate of their hapless chum. 

With a thoughtful look on his face the Grand 
Master turned and beckoned Victoria Brompton over. 
He leaned over and whispered in the Red-shirt’s ear. 
A look of surprise came over Vix’s face. The Grand 
Master turned back to Deborah. 

“Go upstairs and wait outside the library,” he 
said calmly. “I think it’s time for a double dangling.” 

With that he turned and walked towards the 
stage. 
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Cool Before the Storm 

 
 
Deborah Morton walked along the corridor that 

led to the library. When she reached the door she 
automatically turned and faced the wall and placed 
her hands on top of her head. She leaned her neck 
slightly forward until the tip of her nose was touching 
the woodwork. 

Even though she was not outside the Grand 
Master’s study with Katie Beck scrutinizing her it 
didn’t occur to Deborah to do anything other than 
assume the pose of nose and toes. After six years as 
a Woody gal the position had become second nature 
to her. 

On her lonely walk to the library Deborah had 
given thanks to whichever thaumaturgist had 
intervened on her behalf and stopped the Grand 
Master from being unkind to her in front of her 
chums. She had almost felt buoyed to have escaped a 
public spanking or even a dose of the cane. However 
as she stared at the wood paneling outside the library 
it occurred to her that a double dangling was not a 
very inviting proposition either. 
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During Operation Scorched Arse Ms Lawton 
had revised the protocols regarding the punishment 
of more senior members of the community and had 
eliminated the sacred privilege that the Elite were not 
sanctioned to thrash them. Unsportingly Mr 
Humphries had not seen fit to reverse this decision. 

 
The Elite of Lady Vix was cut from a different 

cloth to the previous years heinous SS. However they 
did not appreciate being rubbished any more than 
their predecessors and Deborah had a habit of 
rubbishing them royally. As a result Debs had 
accumulated numerous red marks and had taken 
several excursions over Vicky Brompton’s knee. 

Another of Ms Lawton’s little japes had been to 
increase the allotted spanks for a senior from six to 
twelve.  

It was tradition for the Red-shirt de jour to 
attempt to gain a reputation as a hotter spanker than 
her predecessor. During her stay at Woodys Deborah 
Morton had been dangled over so many Red-shirt’s 
lap that she was confident that she could act as an 
expert witness in front of any panel of jurists who 
cared to listen to her opinion. An opinion that would 
be to unequivocally endorse Lady Victoria Brompton 
as the hottest spanker in history. 

 
Lady Victoria Brompton and Mr Humphries 

ambled down the corridor chatting idly. Debs listened 
to their footsteps without shifting her pose for a 
moment. She stared straight at the wall until the 
Grand Master gave her permission to lower her arms 
and turn to face them. 
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Impassively the Grand Master turned the door 

handle and indicated for Debs to step inside. She 
sighed and walked into the library. 

 
One of Mr Humphries’ upgrades to the facility 

had been to modernize the library. The once dusty 
austere room had been filled with workstations, and 
scanning and printing facilities. He had chosen an 
urban industrialized theme with new dormer windows 
and plenty of light. 

Debs, Vix and the Grand Master made their 
way silently passed the high tech gadgetry until they 
reached a second door. Unenthusiastically Deborah 
turned the handle and opened the door. 

Mr Humphries had restored the second room 
to its original state. The walls were hidden with book-
lined shelves. There were alcoves and side tables with 
low lights and comfortable chairs. At the far end of 
the large room was a huge ornamental fireplace. The 
room had an atmosphere of reading and learning and 
as every Woody gal knew it was a traditional setting 
for whops. 

 
Deborah fetched the spanking stool and placed 

it in front of the fireplace. Dolefully she shrugged off 
her blazer and after folding it up neatly she placed it 
on a nearby armchair. She watched Lady Victoria hop 
up onto the stool and walked across until she was 
standing to the right of the Head of the Elite. 

With a last resigned sigh she stretched out her 
arms across the lap of Victoria’s skirt and slid forward. 

When Katie Beck had first purchased the 
spanking stool the Woody gals had been alarmed to 
find it was so tall that it was impossible to go over 
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and up without the assistance of their nemesis. 
Having to be hiked up across the Red-shirts lap was 
an additional indignity to augment a red-hot bare 
bottom spanking. 

Deborah Morton dismally allowed Victoria to 
maneuver her up onto her lap and then felt her body 
scissor into a full dangle, her arms and legs stretched 
out on either side of the prefect far from the ground. 
She felt her short pleated skirt being turned back and 
her bumbags being rolled down. Momentarily her 
unprotected bum felt slightly chilly but she knew it 
was merely the cool before the storm. 
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A Double Dangling for Debs 

 
 
The cool before the storm was short-lived. 

Lady Victoria brought the head of the hairbrush down 
on Deborah’s naked behind with a sharp crack. She 
had tight hold around Deborah’s waist and felt her 
body jerk like a hooked fish. 

 
Deborah Morton concentrated her attention on 

a small square of wooden floor and desperately tried 
to get into the zone. 

“It’s only whops!” she repeated over and over. 
Although on the previous occasions she had 

found herself in the unfortunate position of dangling 
head down, arse up across Victoria’s lap she had 
received a standard dozen, a double dangling was not 
unexplored territory for Miss Morton. 

During her flunking hearing before the Dark 
Agents of the System her mother had saved Debs 
bacon by giving the agents an exhibition spanking. A 
full twenty-four spanks delivered slow and juicy; 
concluded with three zingers that had made Deborah 
holler. 
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Lady Victoria was being thorough. She worked 
up Deborah’s right buttock and then back down her 
left. Six smacks were enough to turn Deborah’s whole 
backside a healthy red; the second six made her bum 
positively glow. 

Victoria tucked Debs in tightly. She felt a pang 
of sympathy for Deborah. During her ascent to the 
highest echelons of the Big BUTT Victoria had 
suffered her share of danglings. During her sixth year 
at the unit the three danglings she had received from 
Penelope Ann Evans had all been comprised of twelve 
spanks. In Victoria Brompton’s opinion that was 
perfectly adequate. Nonetheless, she put her feelings 
to one side and brought the hairbrush down with a 
hearty crack. 

 
Deborah’s backside felt as if she had sat down 

on a griddle. The leisurely delivery ensured that she 
experienced the full effects of every spank. First the 
excruciating sting upon impact, followed by the nerve 
jangling implosion around her central nervous system, 
and finally the slow under burn just below the surface 
of her flesh. 

 
At the halfway mark they had taken a short 

intermission. Debs hung upside down trying to catch 
her breath.  

“It’s only whops! It’s only whops!” she 
continued to mutter. 

 
By the time they had completed the third set of 

six spanks Deborah was convinced that there was 
smoke billowing off her arse. Every spank was making 
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her clench her fists, kick her feet and gyrate in 
Victoria’s lap. 

Lady Vix kept a tight hold around Deborah’s 
waist, waiting until she stopped squirming and 
wriggling before delivering the next stroke.  

 
As they turned into the home straight Deborah 

knew that she would have dig deep into her reserves. 
Ever since she had first been sentenced to be caned 
at the Queensgate Academy she had prided herself in 
her ability to endure the harshest of lickings with the 
minimum of fuss. Like all good mega-minxes she 
subscribed to the no howling, no blubbing school of 
thought. 

Her tear-ducts were burning but she managed 
to blink back the tears. The meaty crack of the 
hairbrush rebounding of her backside exploded in her 
ears like cannon-fire. Her face contorted into a silent 
howl and her legs gyrated spastically. 

 
Victoria continued to work methodically. She 

was doing her best to leave reasonable intervals 
between the spanks to maximize the effects, but she 
was also aware that being dangled for over five 
minutes was no picnic. She counted to fifteen and 
unleashed another hot spank. 

 
Deborah Morton’s face was chalky white as she 

handed over her Punishment Record Book for post-
processing. Beneath her skirt her buttocks were 
pulsating and her flesh was on fire. 

Lady Victoria filled out the latest entry into 
Deborah’s dog-eared book and handed it back.  
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“Why don’t you take fifteen minutes to tidy 
yourself up,” the Grand Master said not unkindly, 
“and then you can repair to my office so we can 
discuss your penchant for disrupting assembly in 
comfort.” 

Deborah sighed. The prospect of doing 
anything in comfort in the foreseeable future seemed 
very remote indeed. 
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The Great Spank-Off 

 
 
“I nearly howled,” Debs confessed, “but I 

didn’t,” she continued smugly, “and there ain’t many 
gals who could take a double dangling without 
howling.” 

Deborah was lying face down across 
Rosemary’s lap have her bottom tended with lotions 
and potions. The effects of the twenty-four hearty 
smacks of the wood-backed hairbrush had hardly 
faded at all during the two lectures that Debs had 
been forced to sit through since the dangling. 

“Oh you really think you’re something don’t 
you Debs,” scowled Nixdown scornfully, “there are 
tons of gals who could take more than a silly old 
double dangling without making all the fuss you are.” 

Nicola Jane Nixon was a cynic by nature and 
she was feeling particularly cynical due to six stripes 
emblazoning her backside that had been recently 
delivered courtesy of the Wart. 

 “If you think that you’re so fucking tough 
Nixdown, why don’t you put your bumbags where 
your mouth is?” demanded Debs angrily.  
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It was the Bounder’s idea. She’d heard about 
Debs and Nixdown’s little spat and got to thinking. 
While she acknowledged that Deborah had been very 
brave taking a double dangling without howling or 
blubbing she tended to agree with Nix. In the whops 
and clobber world they inhabited the inmates of the 
facility liked to brag about how tough they were and 
‘I was licked harder than you’ disagreements were 
frequent. 

The Bounder was always looking for new 
opportunities to fatten the Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises war-chest and she had an inkling of a 
plan. 

 
“Are you fucking barking?” squealed Lisa 

Sutton. “Our bumbags are endangered enough 
already. If you think we’re going to stick them up for 
voluntary benders you have to be crazier than I 
thought you were!” 

“We’ll see,” Bernadette grinned and went in 
search of Jojo. 

 
 Joanna Heyworth took some persuading. 

Bernadette romanced her with an ice cold bottle of 
1989 Lanson Noble Cuvee Brut. By the time they had 
emptied the bottle Jojo was warming to the idea. A 
second bottle sealed the deal. 

With Jojo signed up the rest was plain sailing. 
By supper-time sixteen mega-minxes had signed up 
to participate in the Great Spank-off. Even Lisa had 
eventually unenthusiastically agreed to throw her 
bumbags into the ring. 
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Lady Vix agreed to chair the spank-off 

committee. The Bounder was charged with co-
ordination and she and Lisa would run the betting 
book. Cassie Cassy would organize the catering and 
Jojo arranged that the Great Hall would be 
redecorated with awesome faux designs and amusing 
trompe l’oeil. Mr Humphries would host the event and 
supply the arsenal of weaponry to ensure that the 
competitors would get a satisfactory workout.  

 
The Minxster and the Bounder set about 

establishing the odds. Unlike the bets on the Big 
BUTT where the bets were based upon the quantity 
of punishments the mega-minxes would acquire each 
term, for the spank-off they had to make an 
assessment of the competitor’s courage, fortitude and 
endurance. 

“Make the odds as controversial as possible,” 
grinned the Bounder. “Let’s really stir the pot.” 

 
After lectures were finished posted the 

seedings on the GalGab electronic notice board and 
the debates and arguments began immediately.  

In reverence to her position as All Time Big 
BUTT Jojo was the odds-on favorite, edging out Lady 
Vix by a small margin. Cassie was furious that she 
was ranked number twelve. 

“Just ‘cos I’m only a Phase Three gal,” she 
complained, “doesn’t mean I can’t take a licking and 
keep on clicking.” 

 
Bernadette rubbed her bumbags with glee and 

stuffed the waistband full of squids as the inmates 
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beat a path to her study to wager on the Great 
Spank-Off. 

 
Rank Name Phase Odds

Favorite Joanna Heyworth 6 2-1 
2 Lady Victoria Brompton 7 3-1 
3 Bernadette Summers 5 5-1 
4 Cathryn Cassidy Old Gal 7-1 
5 Rosemary Booker 6 10-1 
6 Claire Brooks 7 12-1 
7 Melanie White Old Gal 15-1 
8 Deborah Morton 6 18-1 
9 Lisa Sutton 5 20-1 
10 Nicola Jane Nixon 6 22-1 
11 Julie Beckett 4 25-1 
12 Cassandra Cassidy 3 30-1 
13 Ali Stone 5 35-1 
14 Rachel Cox 7 40-1 
15 Angela Evans Old Gal 45-1 
16 Amanda San Pierre 7 50-1 

 
The mega-minxes immediately went into 

training in earnest and an air of anarchy prevailed 
throughout the facility. The Spank-off committee 
decided that the contestants would have three weeks 
to prepare and that the momentous event would 
occur during over a period of four Saturday night 
feasts in the Great Hall. The gals threw caution to the 
wind and during the weeks preceding the Spank-off, 
the corridors of the unit permanently echoed with the 
swishes and thwacks of canes rebounding off 
upturned bumbags. 
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Debs is Outraged 

 
 
Deborah Morton was outraged that she was 

only ranked eighth in the seedings. She complained to 
anybody that would listen that her record as the most 
caned pupil in the education systems history and her 
number three ranking on the All-Time Big BUTT 
should have earned her a place amongst the 
favorites. 

 
Deborah was determined to prove her point. 

She waited twenty-four hours to allow the residual 
tenderness resulting from the double-dangling to 
wear off before making her bold and dangerous play. 

 
Ms Whitton couldn’t believe her luck. Ever 

since her ignominious thrashing from the Grand 
Master she had been very careful in her dealings with 
Deborah. On several occasions when she would 
previously have ruthlessly bent Debs over she forced 
herself to play by the book and issue a cautionary 
yellow card. 
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She hadn’t beaten Deborah since Christmas 
and her fingers were itching to wrap themselves 
around the Morton Special again. 

 
Deborah arrived over five minutes late for choir 

practice without a dispensation note to explain her 
delay. Ms Whitton beamed. 

“Place your satchel on the desk, remove your 
blazer and bring me the Morton Special,” she gloated. 
“You’re not going to sit down for a week young lady.” 

Deborah’s chums gaped at her incredulously. 
They knew how much Debs dreaded music practices 
where she could be beaten on trumped up charges at 
any moment. To have arrived late was tantamount to 
committing bumbag suicide. 

 
Deborah stretched herself out over the piano 

stool, her heart pounding against her crisp white 
blouse. She braced herself. 

 
Ms Whitton went across to the phonograph 

and put on a Cante Flamenco recording by Camaron 
del la Isla and cranked it up loud.  

Ms Whitton had a reputation as a power-
beater. A large, busty woman she wielded the violin 
bow with relish, gusto and considerable expertise. 
Since the incident of the fabulous fart she always 
saved her best for the bumbags of Debs Morton. 

Debs gritted her teeth and settled in. The 
music was pulsating around the music room and she 
knew that above her Ms Whitton would be waving her 
arms around in her manic trance before occasionally 
whipping the bow down with excruciating force.  
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Ms Whitton was in a frenzy of delight. The 

contour of the piano stool caused Deborah to be bent 
into a perfect bow, her drum tight bumbags 
positioned perfectly. As a fully paid up member of the 
Radical Right at the best of times Ms Whitton enjoyed 
nothing better than to deliver a good, sound 
thrashing, but when it came to Deborah Morton’s 
bumbags she was a zealot. 

 
The sixth swipe sliced down causing Debs to 

buck and writhe. Every nerve ending was electrified 
and she shook her head and pummeled the ground 
with her fists while the agony nearly over-whelmed 
her. Finally she slumped forward her face in her 
hands. She knew the form. It could be several 
minutes before Ms Whitton came out of her trance 
and removed the needle from the vintage 
phonograph before allowing her to rise. Deborah 
Morton was forced to lay across the stool, her 
bumbags exposed and smoking for the world to see. 

 
Debs handed her PRB to the music instructor 

with trembling fingers. She looked straight into Ms 
Whitton’s eyes. 

“Didn’t hurt,” she said barely audibly. 
Deborah’s chums gasped. Ms Whitton’s face 

was a picture. Her eyes opened the size of plates, her 
jaw dropped and momentarily she seemed too 
shocked to speak. 

“Very well, Morton, why don’t you bend over 
again and we’ll see if you feel so cocky after another 
six,” she said finally. 
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The second six was truly explosive. The crack 
of the customized violin bow rebounding from 
Deborah’s tautened bumbags echoed around the unit 
bringing lectures everywhere to a halt. Ms Whitton 
was almost frothing at the mouth in her frenzy. It 
took three full tracks to complete the beating; Debs 
sprawled across the stool for almost fifteen minutes.  

 
Deborah was not having a good time of it. Ms 

Whitton was beating her with all her considerable 
strength. The unpredictability of the deliveries made it 
difficult for Debs to prepare herself. It was a teeth-
chattering, nerve-jangling, eye-watering experience. 
But no matter how long she was forced to remain 
stretched out in her ignominious position and no 
matter how hard Ms Whitton beat her Debs Morton 
refused to howl. 

Even when she was finally released and forced 
to spend the rest of the tutorial standing on a chair at 
the front of the room with her hands on her head 
Deborah remained resolutely dry-eyed and defiant. 
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Nixdown is Unimpressed 

 
 
Predictably Nicola Jane was unimpressed by 

Deborah’s stunt. 
“It’s just a fucking puny violin bow,” she 

observed cynically.  
Despite the smoke billowing out from beneath 

her skirt Debs was looking smug. Her odds had been 
shortened significantly to 4-1 making her third 
favorite to win the Great Spank-off. 

“Try it yourself and then tell me it’s puny,” 
dared Debs. 

Nixdown curled her lip. 
 
Despite her penchant for having her buns 

warmed by Penny Ann in the privacy of the stables 
Nicola Jane Nixon had an aversion to being punished 
by the Brass of the facility. 

As a schoolgirl she had been branded as a 
reprobate and a degenerate and had been expelled 
from some of the nation’s finest boarding schools. At 
several, where corporal punishment had been 
practiced, she had responded to being caned by 
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hacking the Grand Dame in the shin. These instances 
generally resulted in her being required to pack her 
trunks and moved on to another school. 

Her educational career had been abruptly 
curtailed after one Headmistress had decided to cane 
her in front of the assembled school. Nix had 
responded by torching the old gal’s car and had 
finished up in reform school. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon calmly advised Ms Whitton 

to go and boil her head, advice that the music 
instructor did not take kindly to so Nixdown stretched 
out across the piano stool. 

 
Nixdown was not particularly thrilled by the 

prospect of a second session with the violin bow but 
she felt she had no choice. If she bottled out Debs 
would taunt her insufferably. So she dissed the Dame 
right in her face. 

 
Even Nixdown was forced to admit that 

describing the violin bow as puny was something of 
an under-statement. 

She hugged Deborah. “Okay, you’re tough,” 
she conceded, “but I’m tougher.” 

“We’ll see,” smiled Debs sanguinely.  
Nixdown just winked and decided to increase 

her training schedule. 
 
Nicola Jane Nixon and Penelope Ann worked 

out in the stables.  Pen had been reticent about 
competing; she didn’t mind an occasional bottom 
warming from Nix but had balked at the prospect of 
endurance whops.   
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Penelope Ann Evans disciplinary record was 

unremarkable. She was a quiet and relatively well-
behaved gal who had rarely required disciplining.  
However whenever she found herself bending forward 
at the waist Penelope Ann took her punishments with 
characteristic reserve. Although she had never ranked 
amongst the higher echelons of the mega-minxes she 
was a popular and respected member of the Woody 
community and counted Cat, Claire and Mandy San 
Pierre amongst her closest friends. 

At the outset of her relationship with Nixdown 
the swishes and thwacks of the riding crop heard 
through the stable doors were the results of Nicola 
Jane being spread out across Penny Ann’s lap.  
Nonetheless on her birthday Pen finally acquiesced to 
reversing the roles. To her great surprise she found 
the experience titillating and occasionally allowed Nix 
to stripe her arse gently. 

Nix could be persuasive and coerced Pen to 
participate in the Spank-off. Penny was determined 
not to make a muff of herself and encouraged Nicola 
Jane to crank up the heat. 

 
The mega-minx’s kept their eyes on the odds 

that Bernadette Summers Enterprises posted nightly. 
Clearly the competitors were taking it seriously. The 
Minxster developed a sophisticated system for 
evaluating each punishment a gal received and 
amended the odds after particular shows of courage 
and fortitude.  

Speculation was rife and the betting was fast 
and furious. Jojo was determined to maintain her 
status as favorite and intensified her program of 
mischief and mayhem. She effortlessly baited the 
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Brass and rubbished the Elite and as soon as the 
effects of one caning began to wear off she purposely 
earned herself another. In the evenings Mr 
Humphries acted as her personal trainer, laying her 
across his lap and reddening her arse with the full 
range of his artillery. 
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The Reform School Strap 

 
 
The Bounder was being beaten with the Grand 

Master’s newest addition to his artillery, an awesome 
looking reform school strap. The Minxster was 
watching the proceedings with considerable 
consternation. Even amongst the many Woody Gals 
who had earned their stripes for courage and 
fortitude under fire, Bernadette Summers was a 
legend. Month in month out she endured the most 
terrible lickings without as much as a flinch. Yet, as 
the Grand Master landed slap after slap with the thick 
hide strap Bernadette began to buck and writhe, and 
her feet tapped in a frenzied dance. The explosive 
sound of the strap slashing across the Bounders 
naked bum sent a shiver up the Minxster’s spine. The 
leather snake slapped venomously downwards leaving 
broad swollen welts in its wake.  

 
Mr Humphries had purchased the reform 

school strap from an outlet in the United States. It 
was a replica of the implements used in the 
correctional facilities of Louisiana and Alabama to jolly 
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up the butts of the South’s toughest crims. He had 
christened it on Jojo’s butt and his lover had ruefully 
attested to its reformatory qualities. The Grand 
Master eagerly awaited an opportunity to introduce it 
into the mainstream of life at the unit. 

Crossing the facility grounds during lunch 
break, the Grand Master happened upon the Bounder 
and the Minxster sitting beneath an oak tree. The two 
gals were idly toking on a roach. Caught unawares 
the Minxster clumsily tried to secret the evidence in 
her pocket. 

“Come, come Lisa, it wouldn’t do to burn a 
hole in your blazer, Katie would have you over her 
knee so fast it would make your bumbags sing,” the 
Grand Master grinned. “Now, let’s see what you have 
in your hand.” 

Red-faced the Minxster unenthusiastically 
extracted her hand from her pocket and produced the 
goods. 

The Grand Master looked across at the 
Bounder, who returned his stare with her familiar 
sullen glower. 

“I thought we had an agreement,” he said 
patiently. “No party favors during curriculum hours.” 

The Bounder just pouted and shrugged. 
“It’s not Bernie’s fault sir,” Lisa Sutton 

interjected earnestly. “It’s down to me. I just got red-
carded sir,” she explained, “and I asked Bernie for a 
little something. I thought it might help take the edge 
off.” 

“So you’re saying that it was just an 
experiment?” smiled Mr Humphries. 

“Oh yes sir,” the Minxster assured him, “I 
rather fancied it might take the sting out of things.” 
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 “Well as you are in an experimental mood,” Mr 

Humphries chuckled, “I suggest we all repair to my 
office where you can participate in a little experiment 
of my own.” 

“Oh,” said the Minxster. The Bounder looked 
sullen. 

 
Bernadette Summers did not look unduly 

impressed when the Grand Master presented the 
long, thick, wood handled strap for her inspection. 
She merely shrugged off her blazer and stalked 
towards the desk. She stretched herself out across 
the desk, leaning forward so that her arms dangled 
over the far edge with a sneer on her face. 

The Bounder disdainfully declined to employ 
anything as mundane as a training program. She 
considered herself as tough as nails and was fond of 
telling her fellow inmates, “they can’t hurt me, I’m the 
fucking Bounder.” 

 
The Bounder looked nonplussed. She stood up 

on the balls of her feet, shifting her weight from right 
to left. The Grand Master couldn’t help noticing that 
she looked sorely tempted to rub. Bernadette’s 
normal contemptuous curl of her lip was replaced by 
a look vaguely resembling deference. 

The promotional literature he had received 
with the new strap had featured a picture of a biker 
chick bent over a whipping horse. Her tattooed arse 
was bared and her wrists and ankles were bound to 
the four legs of the horse with leather restrainers. To 
her right a tough looking bull Dyke was slashing the 
strap downwards with obvious delight.  It struck Mr 
Humphries that a habitual offender such as 
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Bernadette Summers would be an ideal candidate for 
lashing down across a whipping horse and he made a 
mental note to commission one immediately.  

The Bounder puffed out her cheeks and blew 
the air out in a long expressive gasp. She stood 
panting for a moment, her hands bunched into fists 
by her sides as she fought the temptation to reach 
back and soothe her scalded arse. 

“Now that smarts,” she said emphatically. 
“That really fucking smarts.” 

Mr Humphries grinned with satisfaction. The 
Bounders natural beauty was generally camouflaged 
by her permanent scowl, but now she looked 
vulnerable and forlorn. The Grand Master reached out 
and gave her a comforting hug. 

He cut glance at the Minxster and nodded his 
head. For a moment Lisa stared down at a spot of the 
carpet, then after taking a deep breath she slowly 
unbuttoned her blazer. 

Bent over the table Lisa Sutton was in no 
doubt that in a matter of moments her cheeks were 
going to be burning. 
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Business as Usual  
 
 

During the run-up to the Spank-off it was 
business as usual for the Minxster, the routine steady 
bombardment of her bumbags was more than 
adequate training for anyone. Her introduction to the 
reform school strap was just the latest of her 
misadventures  

 
“Sutton, Phase 5, red card for goofing, step up 

immediately.” 
“Sutton, remove your blazer and step up for 

six.” 
“Sutton, red card, step up to the Grand 

Master’s study for six of the best,” were recurrent 
themes of the Minxster’s daily life and during the run-
up to the Spank-off nothing had changed. 

Lisa replaced Bernadette bent belly down 
across the desk. This would be her third beating in as 
many days and she still had the matter of meeting 
Lady Victoria up in the library to contend with. 

She felt her skirt being turned back and 
dutifully raised her hips to allow her bumbags to be 
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rolled down. She stretched her arms out over the far 
side of the desk and rested her head between them. 

 
During his reform school strap trials with Jojo 

the Grand Master had observed that unlike some 
instruments in his artillery the most effective way of 
delivering the strap was perpetual motion. 

He raised the strap high and brought it down 
fast, bringing it back and landing the second an 
instant later. 

 
Lisa Sutton felt as though her backside was 

being bombarded. Stoke after stroke of the wide 
strap lashed across her buttocks in a dizzying 
onslaught. She hardly had time to breathe between 
each stroke and in a matter of seconds it was all over. 

The Minxster lay panting across the desk. In 
her minds eye her backside had swollen up to the size 
of a watermelon. It was several moments before she 
pushed herself up from the desk, carefully reaching 
back and adjusting her modesty. 

She turned around white-faced and wide-eyed 
and stared at the long leather strap hanging down by 
the Grand Master’s side. 

“Where the fuck did you get that thing,” she 
asked incredulously. 

“Alabama,” said the Grand Master cheerfully. 
“Rather impressive don’t you think?” 

Lisa rocked on the balls of her feet. “Well it 
certainly made an impression on me,” she muttered 
through clenched teeth. 

 
“I think we should have a postponement,” said 

Lady Vix. “That still looks pretty ripe.” 
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“That’s kind of you Brompton,” sighed Lisa, 

“but the way my lucks been running this week it’s 
probably best to get it over and be done with it.” 

 
Standing outside the library with her nose 

pressed against the woodwork and her hands on her 
head Lisa had considered the possibility of requesting 
a postponement. She was certain that Lady Victoria 
would grant one if she asked. 

The reform school strap had certainly got her 
full attention. The wide blade had covered every 
millimeter of the sweet spot of her behind and turned 
it into a pair of over-ripe tomatoes. Her buttocks were 
throbbing rhythmically and the heat was still at 
volcanic proportions. 

The past three days had been a disaster. On 
Monday morning she had been slippered in the 
gymnasium by Ms Lummell for excessive goofing in 
P.E. The following day she had been caned by Ms 
Powell for backgabbing, and now she had been 
bombarded with the reform school strap. Even if she 
begged off being dangled until later in the day she 
would be faced with the prospect of a night sleeping 
on her tummy without the opportunity to at least try 
and walk the effects off. No, she decided, it was 
better to get it over with and besides she consoled 
herself that it was extremely good training for the 
upcoming endurance tests she faced in the Great 
Spank-off. 

 
Lisa Sutton shrugged off her blazer and offered 

Lady Victoria her wrist so she could be helped over 
and up. 
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Lady Victoria Brompton sighed. Lisa’s bum was 
a scarlet mess; the reform school strap had certainly 
done its job thoroughly. Nonetheless she pulled Lisa 
in tightly and raised the long-handled, wood-backed 
hairbrush in the air with a formidable crack. 

Victoria kept a tight hold around Lisa’s waist. 
The Minxster was clearly not having a good time of it. 
She bucked and writhed, kicked her legs and punched 
the air as the unforgiving brush relentlessly turned 
her backside into a raging furnace. 

 
After six Victoria took the traditional sixty 

second interval. 
“Are you sure you wouldn’t like to come back 

for the other six in the morning?” she offered. 
“Just get it over with,” panted Lisa. 
Victoria sighed and pulled Lisa back into 

position and continued to spank. 
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Cassie in Training 

  
 
Cassie Cassy was determined to make her 

mark in the competition. She had been indignant 
when the Bounder had announced the original odds 
and made her a 30-1 outsider. She embarked upon a 
whirlwind of minxing and pursued whops with a 
vengeance. 

 
In stark contrast to her sister Cathryn’s dark 

hair and coal-black eyes Cassandra was blonde haired 
and blue-eyed. She had inherited her features from 
her mother Caroline who had once been a top fashion 
model and considered one of the most beautiful 
women in the world. 

Cassie Cassy was one of the most beloved 
members of the Woody community, not least due to 
her role as Director of Culinary Operations and the 
magnificent manner with which she filled the inmate’s 
tummies. However she was also and warm and kind 
and generous spirit and it was generally accepted 
around the compound that she was certifiably 
barking. 
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Cassie Cassy only took two things seriously in 
life, her cooking and minxing. Cassie was no 
newcomer the concept of mega-minxdom when she 
had entered the Woody Back to School unit. She had 
followed her sister to the exclusive Dartington Manor 
boarding school where Cat had a reputation for being 
wild and rebellious. She spent an inordinate time in 
the office of the Mistress of Discipline who was none 
other than Patricia Hodge. 

Cassie idolized her sister and immediately set-
out to compete with her for the reputation as the 
naughtiest girl in the school. Whereas, Cathryn was 
cool and detached her younger sister was wild and 
exuberant, and clearly stark, raving bonkers. Between 
them the Cassidy sisters gave Patty Hodge plenty of 
opportunity to exercise her lethal wye-tipped canes. 

 
Cassie was well-known to many of the inmates 

when she arrived to start her sentence. Some had 
been regular diners at her restaurant before their 
incarcerations and she regularly catered for the 
popular New Year’s Ball at Brompton Castle.  

As soon as she arrived Cassie declared her 
intention to one day become the All-Time Big BUTT. 
She started her campaign with a wallop, making a 
strong run at Nixdown’s record as the Most Spanked 
Little Brat in history. In contrast to Nix who had 
received most of her spankings from Katie Beck, who 
acted as her Personal Draper, Cassie earned the 
majority of her spankings in the lecture halls. She had 
been assigned to grub for April Turner who found her 
charming and obliging and rarely found the need to 
drape her. The Dame’s on the other hand found no 
shortage of excuses to put her over their knees. 
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She ended three spankings short of Nixdown’s 

record but did establish a record of her own. At the 
beginning of the summer term she was inducted into 
the exclusive Beaten Brats club for serial 
malfeasance. By the time she graduated from the first 
phase of her sentence she had been caned five times 
by the Grand Dame. The following year she received 
her first public flogging and finished a creditable 
number four on the Annual Hall of Shame behind 
Jojo, Debs and Lisa. It was a truly remarkable 
achievement as she had out-whopped Woody 
luminaries such as Lady Vix, Claire Brooks and the 
Bounder. 

Now in the third year of her sentence and 
featured in the top three of the Hall of Shame Cassie 
Cassy had no intention of remaining ranked as an 
outsider in the competition. 

 
Within the first forty-eight hours of the 

announcement of the Great Spank-off Cassie Cassy 
had managed to get herself whopped on three 
occasions. Despite the unpleasant effects of three 
canings within such close proximity of each other 
Cassandra was delighted to find that her stoic 
performance had moved her up two places in the 
Spank-off seedings. 

 
Jojo hugged her chum. “You don’t have to 

prove yourself to anybody,” she assured Cassie. “We 
all know how tough you are.” 

Cassie snorted. “They seeded me number 
twelve,” she said indignantly. 
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Jojo smiled indulgently. “There is some very 
tough and experienced competition out there. Every 
one is pissed off at the seedings.” 

“Except about you,” said Cassie respectfully. 
“You are the All-Time Big BUTT so you deserve to be 
the favorite.” She grinned broadly. “But don’t think I 
ain’t gonna try and beat you.” 

Jojo winked, “I didn’t think you wouldn’t for a 
moment.” 

 
Jojo watched the form. She was sure that she 

could win but she knew she faced some strong and 
brave opposition. There were certainly no muffs on 
the card and every bout was going to be a challenge. 
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The Gladiettes 

 
 
During the two days preceding the Spank-off 

the mega-minxes became uncharacteristically quiet 
and well-behaved. They were determined that when 
Saturday night came around their bums would be in 
pristine shape for the first heat of the contest.  

 
On Friday evening the contestants gathered in 

the Great Hall and Mr Humphries indulged them with 
a fine repast.  

Cassie Cassy had prepared racks of lamb 
rubbed with rosemary and lavender and pressed with 
slivers of garlic. She accompanied the luscious lamb 
with a medley of grilled peppers, mushrooms and red 
onions. The contestants washed their food down with 
bottles of 1999 Ceretto Bricco Rocche Prapo Barolo 
with a taste as dazzling as diamonds.  

When the lavish wining and dining was over 
the rules were explained and the draw was made. 
Last minute betting was frenetic and the Bounder was 
forced to hire the Gardiner Twins to assist her and 
Lisa.  
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Seed 

 

 
Bet 

 
Gal 1 

 
Gal 2 

 
Bet 

 
Seed

1 2-1 Johanna 
Heyworth 

Rachel Cox 38-1 14 

10 16-1 Lisa 
Sutton 

Ali Stone 32-1 13 

3 4-1 Deborah 
Morton 

Melanie 
White 

15-1 9 

5 6-1 Nicola 
Jane 
Nixon 

Bernadette 
Summers 

7-1 6 

7 10-1 Cassandra 
Cassidy 

Julie 
Beckett 

25-1 12 

4 7-1 Cathryn 
Cassidy 

Amanda 
San Pierre 

50-1 16 

8 12-1 Claire 
Brooks 

Rosemary 
Booker 

17-1 11 

2 3-1 Lady 
Victoria 

Brompton 

Penelope 
Ann Evans 

45-1 15 

 
“Game on,” grinned Nix. 
“You bet ya arse,” laughed Jojo. 
“I think we already have,” giggled Nix. 
   
As the clock on the tower chimed seven on 

Saturday night, the lights dimmed and the sixteen 
contestants strode purposefully through the doors of 
the Great Hall. 

The Great Hall was packed to the gills. Tickets 
had sold like hot cakes and the prized front row seats 
had swapped hands at ever increasing prices. The 
tension in the hall was palpable as the mega-minxes, 
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led by Lady Victoria Brompton, made their way onto 
the stage. 

Every one of the contestants looked 
immaculate. Throughout the day Mr Humphries had 
seen that they were pampered and preened. A 
masseuse had been made available and each of them 
had received a gift-wrapped parcel of exotic toiletries. 
All day long the grubbys had fetched and carried for 
them, running them baths and pressing their clobber. 
At three o’clock they had congregated in the Grand 
Master’s study and drunk very dry martinis garnished 
with three olives and a twist of lemon. At six o’clock 
champagne and caviar had been delivered to their 
studies, then at six forty five they had reconvened to 
make ready to make their grand entrance. They 
gleamed from head to foot; their blouses crisp and 
white beneath their meticulously pressed gymslips, 
not a tie unfastened between them. Even Cat Cassidy 
had reverted to formal clobber, fastening her collar 
and neatly knotting her tie.  

As they followed Vix across the quadrangle, 
stubbing out their last cigarettes, they were greeted 
by the sound of the March of the Vulkrae blasting 
from the Great Hall. 

“Good grief,” giggled Jojo. “Who are we? The 
fucking Gladiettes?” 

 
On the stage two rows of eight chairs faced 

each other, nametags pinned to the backs. A single 
straight-backed chair had been placed between the 
two rows. The gals took their places and watched as 
the Grand Master made his way up the steps, a long 
thin senior cane ominously tucked under his arm. 
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Jojo felt a nervous tension building up inside of 
her. In deference to her seeding and ranking as 
numero uno Big BUTT she was scheduled to 
participate in the opening bout. While Mr Humphries 
charmed the attentive audience with an introductory 
speech she glanced across at her opponent who was 
seated opposite her.  
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Jojo and Raitch 

 
 
Rachel Cox was amongst the dark horses in 

the competition. At 38-1 she was a rank outsider 
compared to the favorite Jojo. Nonetheless the 
Woody gals knew that there were no muffs in the 
contest and she had attracted considerable squids 
from punters hoping to make a killing from the 
unlikely outcome that she would cause an upset. 

 
Raitch had been amongst the first of the 

celebrity Ladettes to be rounded up by the System. At 
fifteen years old she had had her position as number 
one tennis player in the country usurped by the 
younger Debs Morton. The two gals had shared a 
friendly rivalry and traveled the world together with a 
racy and rich group of young tennis stars. 

The System was desperate to secure another 
publicity coup. Party gals like April Turner, Cat 
Cassidy and Melanie White were already at the Big 
House. Olympic hopefuls like Penelope Ann Evans and 
the Butcher Twins had their careers destroyed with 
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seven-year sentences on trumped up Extreme Ladette 
charges. 

The System needed some new celebrities to 
maintain public support of their draconian measures. 
Rachel Cox and Debs were obvious targets. 
Unbeknownst to either star the Lawn Tennis 
Association was forced to make a choice and 
unenthusiastically they served Raitch’s head up on a 
platter.  

Rachel was a popular gal and immediately 
struck up staunch friendships with newly sentenced 
celebrities Lady Victoria Brompton and Claire Brooks.  

 
Raitch became a respected mega-minx and at 

the onset of Operation Scorched Arse she was 
deservedly included in Ms Lawton’s notorious Dirty 
Dozen. 

However, during her term as a member of the 
Elite she had largely kept out of trouble and the Brass 
had rarely found reason to send her up to be caned. 
Jojo was quietly confident that she could outlast the 
prefect but she had a feeling that Rachel would want 
to put up a good show and would prolong the agony 
as long as possible. 

 
Jojo was laying face down across Rachel’s lap, 

her bumbags around her ankles, having her bottom 
smacked. Rachel’s tenure as Deputy Headgal had 
made her an adroit and accomplished spanker and 
she was giving Jojo the type of spanking that could 
earn a gals respect. However, the long sweaty nights 
Jojo had spent having her flesh pounded by Mr 
Humphries’s hard hands made the bum-warming 
session a mere inconvenience. 
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Mr Humphries had introduced the first bout of 

the evening with some pomp and style. From the 
spirited reception she received Jojo could tell that 
there was a good deal of smart money riding on her 
arse. 

When the roles were reversed Jojo surprised 
herself with the relish with which she went about 
warming Rachel’s butt. Although she had no particular 
inclination to spank other gals the competition 
atmosphere made her determined to soften Rachel up 
for the upcoming caning phase of the preliminaries. 

 
When the first rounds of preliminary spankings 

were completed Jojo turned the straight-backed chair 
around and bent over it. She waited calmly as the 
Grand Master rearranged her garments and displayed 
her ruddy backside to the gawking spectators. Mr 
Humphries tapped the cane down gently then 
whipped it through the air so that it cut across the 
crown of Joanna’s behind. Jojo blinked but remained 
solidly braced over the chair. Mr Humphries caned 
Joanna with a leisurely efficiency, laying each stroke 
on with just enough bite to set her nerve endings 
jangling and leaving enough time between strokes to 
let the sting really burn in. Although the caning had 
by no means been delivered with the ferocity of a 
punishment caning it was certainly enough to get a 
gals attention. 

 
Rachel took her turn at the chair and took her 

licks stoically. Once her clothing had been rearranged 
she beckoned to Jojo and pulled her across her lap. 
The throbbing bottoms seemed to have enlivened the 
contestants and the second rounds of preliminary 
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spankings were delivered with considerably more 
vigor than the first. By the time the contestants had 
finished with each other their backsides both looked 
like ripe tomatoes. 

 
With the preliminaries over and both gals 

acknowledging they wanted to continue the 
competition proper was about to begin. 

Rachel had won the toss and elected for Jojo 
to go first. The Grand Master asked Joanna for her 
bid. 
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Match Play Spanking 

 
 
“I’ll take another three,” Jojo announced 

thoughtfully. 
Mr Humphries turned to Rachel who nodded 

her acceptance. Jojo shrugged and bent over the 
chair. 

Mr Humphries gave Jojo and Rachel and three 
cuts each with the same measured leisure, just tight 
enough to make them wriggle and to leave long thin 
tramlines across their bums. When he was finished it 
was Rachel’s turn to bid. The prefect called another 
three and Jojo immediately accepted. Once again 
they took turns at the chair, this time Rachel going 
first, both of them stoically suffering in silence. 

Jojo considered her next bid carefully; she 
looked across at Rachel. The prefect was shifting her 
weight from foot to foot and was pale faced but 
otherwise looked unperturbed. Jojo called another 
three and Rachel accepted without hesitation. 

“Hmmm,” thought Jojo, “looks like she’s going 
to try to go the distance.” 
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Jojo bent over the chair. With twelve strokes 
already under her gymslip she knew that the going 
was would get increasingly tough. She felt her skirt 
being folded back and her knickers being rolled 
downwards. She gritted her teeth and waited for the 
Grand Master to unleash another trio of torment. 
Each swipe made her bunch her fists in anguish, but 
stubbornly she remained motionless and in position, 
willing the pain away.  

As Rachel approached the chair she did her 
best not to show the trepidation she felt. Although a 
dozen strokes of the senior cane had become 
commonplace for senior gals in recent years, only a 
handful of gals had ever been unlucky enough to get 
additional strokes. Rachel Cox bent forward and took 
a tight grip on the rail of the chair and waited to 
embark on a journey of uncharted territory.  

The cane swiped down and Rachel bucked a 
little. A second stroke whipped across her striped 
bottom. Rachel stood up sharply and stepped back 
from the chair. She leaned forward and rested the 
palms of her hands on the back of the chair, her 
shoulders rising and falling as she stood panting with 
pain. The Grand Master stepped back. 

“Have you had enough?” he asked in a kindly 
manner. 

For a long moment the hall was silent except 
for the sound of Rachel’s low panting breath. 

“No sir, I’ll go over again,” she said finally and 
leaned forward. The audience clapped and cheered at 
her bravery. 

The third stroke cut across her butt 
venomously but she managed to stay in position until 
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given permission to stand up and rearrange her 
clothing. 

“It’s your bid Rachel,” the Grand Master told 
her, “take your time, there’s no rush.” 

Rachel shifted her weight from side to side, her 
eyes flickering around the room in tormented 
uncertainty. Her bum hurt terribly and she 
desperately wanted to rub but she knew she could 
take more, the question was, how many more? She 
looked over at Jojo. The beautiful redhead was 
watching her curiously. Rachel took a deep breath. 

“I’ll take another three.” 
There was an excited gasp in the hall as Jojo 

solemnly nodded her assent and Rachel was forced 
bend over the chair once again. 

Rachel took the first stripe bravely but flew to 
her feet once again when the second slashed painfully 
across her tortured rear. 

Jojo held her breath, her heart pumping under 
her crisp white blouse as she watched Rachel 
desperately trying to make up her mind. 

The audience watched in hushed silence. 
Finally Rachel said tightly, “No sir, I’ll go over again.” 

“Oh shit,” muttered Jojo and began to consider 
her options. 

Rachel stayed down for her eighteenth stroke 
and earned another round of applause. Jojo bent over 
the chair. 

 
Mr Humphries stared admiringly at the glorious 

arse that sat up proud from the chair then cracked 
the cane down with crisp authority. Jojo wiggled a 
little but held fast. Two more screamers cut across 
the naked flesh. Jojo’s bum was so covered in stripes 
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that they were overlapping painfully. She pushed 
herself to her feet and glared at Mr Humphries. The 
Grand Master merely smiled. 

 “I’ll take another three,” Jojo announced. She 
watched Rachel pale a little. If Rachel turned down 
the offer Jojo would only need one of the strokes to 
be the victor. If Rachel accepted then Jojo would 
have to endure all three strokes to be certain of 
staying in the competition. 

Jojo knew she was at an advantage. Although 
eighteen strokes of the cane was tough duty there 
had been several occasions in the past when she had 
been forced to endure more. 

During the year of Operation Scorched Arse 
there had been two occasions when she had been 
red-carded out of the lecture rooms three times 
during a single day. The first two cards had resulted 
in standard six stroke bare benders from the Grand 
Dame. The third had earned her a twelve stroke 
punishment flogging. Later in the year when visits to 
the Grand Dame’s office meant a mandatory twelve 
stroke bare bender and on several occasions she 
received two red cards during a single day. Jojo knew 
she could go the distance. 

Rachel Cox grimaced, and then slowly nodded 
her head. The crowd cheered and waved their hats in 
the air. 

Jojo made her way to the chair and bent over 
for the sixth time. Mr Humphries tapped the cane 
down. 

The swishes and thwacks filled the hall and 
they seemed to explode inside Jojo’s head like atom 
bombs. The pain made her feel quite giddy but 
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somehow she managed to hold on and take the 
burning stripes without moving. 

Jojo watched as Rachel stiffly made her way to 
the chair and painfully bent forward. The Grand 
Master let loose a crisp stripe and Rachel leapt to her 
feet, pulling her skirt down, her face screwed up in 
agony. 

“That’s it,” she spluttered, “I’m out!” 
Jojo breathed a sigh of relief. Her bottom was 

scalding hot and throbbing in a most disturbing 
manner. Nonetheless she hurried over to the 
distressed prefect and hugged her tightly. 

“Jesus fucking wept,” hissed Rachel. 
“I think we need a drink,” whispered Jojo. 
When they took their bows the two contestants 

were greeted with raucous cheers and whistles. A 
grubby brought them champagne on a silver tray and 
handed them overstuffed velvet cushions for their 
chairs. 

Mr Humphries extended them the opportunity 
to take a short leave of absence to tend to their 
wounds, an offer which Rachel gratefully elected to 
avail of. Jojo returned to her seat, perching herself 
gingerly on the cushion, trying to get comfortable for 
the upcoming bout between the Minxster and the 
AliKat. 
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