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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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The Bounder Rubs Her Bumbags 

 
 
On the first night of the Great Spank-off the 

hall was packed to the gills with the excited inmates 
of the Woody Back to School unit. Ever since Deborah 
Morton’s infamous challenge to Nicola Jane Nixon to 
put her bumbags where her mouth was all the gab on 
the Woody gossvine had centered on the Great 
Spank-off.  

The sixteen contestants had been in training 
for several weeks, purposefully putting their bums in 
striking range of canes and slippers and straps to 
make sure they were truly whop hardened for the 
start of the competition. None of the contestants 
intended making a public muff of themselves when 
the whops started flying. 

 
The first bout between the competition favorite 

Joanna Heyworth and the Deputy Red-shirt, Rachel 
Cox, had whetted the appetite of the Woody gals and 
it took considerable time for the hubbub to subside 
after the contest had completed. The excitement in 
the Great Hall had risen to fever pitch. Johanna 
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Heyworth’s victory over Rachel had been a strongly 
favored bet amongst the Woody punters; nonetheless 
the Deputy Red-shirt’s formidable courage and 
fortitude had brought the spectators to the edges of 
their seats. 

Jojo had won the bout by twenty-one strokes 
to nineteen. The number of strokes had surprised 
many of the punters. The common consensus was 
that both contestants would easily make twelve 
strokes and probably fifteen. The extended benders 
had surprised even the shrewdest of betters and 
Bernadette Summers was rubbing her bumbags with 
glee with the quantity of quids she had made on the 
first bout.  

The Bounder summonsed the Gardiner Twins 
and sent them out on the floor to start taking spread 
bets on the next bout that would feature Lisa Sutton 
and Ali Stone. She summonsed Heidi Alexander and 
Leslie Ash and instructed them to go and collect a 
case of cheap champagne from her secret cellar and 
to copiously lubricate the throats of the punters gratis 
of Bernadette Summers Enterprises. The Bounder 
loved it when a plan came together. 

 
The two new contestants waited patiently 

while Mr Humphries conducted the formalities. The 
audience clapped and whistled in excited anticipation. 

Despite her initial reticence at subjecting her 
bumbags to competitive whops Lisa Sutton was 
feeling quietly confident. Her run-in to the contest 
had been frenetic with her bumbags being besieged 
by a wide array of canes and straps and slippers. Her 
bum was feeling appropriately whop-hardened to go 
the distance. 
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Nonetheless, Lisa knew better than to under-

estimate her opponent, Miss Ali Stone. Ali had once 
been a semi-famous actress; several insider pundits 
had predicted she would be the next big thing. She 
had been working on an independent movie which 
had gone pear-shaped due to an inept director. The 
movie had been funded by an arm of the powerful 
Forsham-Smythe Corporation. In order to divert 
attention for his incompetence the director had 
blamed Ali, calling her fickle, feckless and 
unprofessional. Within the next few months Ali found 
herself arrested on three minor Ladetting charges.  

She arrived before a hearing of the System and 
was flabbergasted to discover the charge had been 
upgraded to Extreme Ladetting. Before she was 
allowed to enter a defense the System insisted that 
her school record should be read into evidence. 

Ali’s record had been less than stellar. Almost 
twenty canings and two expulsions were some of the 
highlights of her less than illustrious school career. 
The System made a big issue out of an incident 
where she had perhaps unwittingly tampered with 
some combustible chemicals in the laboratory causing 
one of her teachers to have her eyebrows singed off. 
The chairperson of the hearing had heard enough and 
banged a gavel down on the desk. Ali was sentenced 
to the Big House without further ado. 

At the Woody Back to School unit she had 
found herself allocated the seat and bed next to 
Bernadette Summers. Although the Bounder had 
proved a cagey cove they had become chums of sorts 
and dedicated every waking hour to creating the 
maximum mischief and mayhem possible. They found 
the spankings they received during their Brat year to 
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be laughable and predictably became members of the 
exclusive ‘Beaten Brats’ club when they were caned 
by Ms Lawton. 

Ali steadily climbed the Big BUTT Hall of 
Shame and during the long hot sweaty days and 
nights of Operation Scorched Arse the AliKat, as she 
was affectionately known, had repeatedly confirmed 
the validity of her status to rank on the Dirty Dozen. 
In the weeks prior to the Spank-off she had trained 
tirelessly. 

 
The safe money was on the Minxster to win, 

but the smart money was now being invested in the 
spread. Rachel Cox’s brave performance in the earlier 
heat had set a substantial precedent and significant 
quids had been bet that the AliKat would be keen to 
make an equally profound impression. 
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The Minxster and the AliKat 

 
 
The second bout of the Great Spank-off 

commenced with Lisa Sutton spread out across her 
chum’s lap, skirt back and bumbags asunder. Ali 
Stone was clearly determined to make her presence 
felt and tenaciously spanked the Minxster up one side 
of her bottom and down the other. The Minxster had 
worn her long curly auburn hair in pigtails and they 
swept about the floor as she shook her head from 
side to side as her upturned bottom grew hotter and 
hotter by the spank. 

 
Since her expulsion from the Radcliffe Back to 

School unit and her transfer to the Big House Lisa had 
gained a reputation as a kind and caring soul. 
Nonetheless, she felt duty bound to reciprocate Ali’s 
tenacious onslaught to her behind in kind. 

The crowd watched gleefully, sensing that 
another battle royal was about to ensue. 

 
Next Lisa approached the straight-backed chair 

and bent over. The Grand Master rearranged her 
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apparel to expose a cherry red bum ripe for the 
licking. He swished his cane through the air, slicing it 
across Lisa’s behind at the apex of the curve. He 
swished her with methodical efficiency, spreading the 
stripes out in neat tramlines and topping them off 
with an expert diagonal slice that caused her to rise 
up on the balls of her feet and let out a long and 
profound whistle. 

 
Ali bent over the chair. She had tied her waist-

length blonde hair up into a pony tail and carefully 
slung it across her shoulder. She reached down and 
gripped the lowest wrung of the chair, bracing herself 
for the familiar sting of the cane.  

She was quietly confident, content in her role 
as an underdog. She may not have been ruthlessly 
targeted like her unfortunate opponent but she had 
been being caned steadily for well over a decade. The 
cane had never really bothered her, it was unpleasant 
of course at the time, but after a few inconvenient 
hours of wriggling and squirming she generally 
recovered quickly and went about her business. 

The Grand Master caned Ali with the same 
leisurely rhythm and precision. She maintained 
position throughout, although she visibly squirmed as 
Mr Humphries delivered the perfect finish to the five-
bar gate. 

Ali rose from the chair, swinging her 
spectacular ponytail and giving the audience a small 
self-amused smile. No matter what the outcome she 
felt confident she could give the Minxster a run for 
her money. 
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The second rounds of spankings were 

delivered with considerable enthusiasm. Both 
contestants were determined to tenderize their 
opponent’s rump to the greatest extent of their 
abilities. The audience was treated to an exhibition of 
damn good spanking. 

 
Once the preliminaries were over both gals had 

ruddy cheeks at both ends. It was up to the Minxster 
to make the first call. 

“Six,” she said brashly, “I’ll take six.” 
The AliKat’s brow creased into a frown. She 

had expected the Minxster to follow the pattern 
established in the previous heat, of taking the whops 
in smaller doses. Taking a second six without much of 
a breather was going to be tough duty. Nonetheless, 
she pursed her lips and nodded her assent. 

The Minxster approached the chair and bent 
over.  

 
The Minxster and the AliKat took their whops 

with aplomb. Neither gal showed any outward signs 
of the inner anguish they were feeling. The Grand 
Master turned to Ali and requested her bid. The 
attention of the Great Hall was focused on the AliKat.  

Ali Stone ran her fingers back through her hair, 
and then idly straightened her waist sash while she 
contemplated her bid. She knew that she wasn’t done 
yet, but like Rachel, Ali had previously maxed out at a 
dozen so whatever she called would lead her into 
unknown territory. She looked across at Lisa, who 
seemed as cool as a cucumber. 

“I’ll take six,” the AliKat said finally. 
Lisa nodded. 
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The AliKat bent over the chair. Behind her the 
Grand Master was folding back her skirt. Ali Stone 
settled in and tried to prepare herself.  

The first stroke sliced downwards, she gritted 
her teeth and squeezed her eyes tightly shut. The hot 
burn accentuated the pain in her already sore and 
swollen arse. She breathed deeply, shaking her head. 
The pain was intense but not unbearable. Ali 
resolutely remained bent over the chair. There was no 
way in hell that she was going to give up just yet. 

 
Lisa watched intently. The Grand Master was 

caning Ali quite quickly, but leaving a moment 
between each stroke for her to push herself up or to 
call halt. She had hoped that Ali would take two or 
even three more at the most but she was sadly 
disappointed. The AliKat stayed down and took the 
full set. 

 
Lisa sighed and bent over the chair. She knew 

that she had no choice but to take the full six in order 
to stay in the game. She flinched as the cane licked 
across her flaming orbs. She gritted her teeth and 
hung on to the crossbar of the chair with a white-
knuckle grip. 
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Too Rich for Me 
 
 

Unlike Ali, Lisa’s relationship with the cane had 
not really begun until she was sentenced to the Big 
House. At school she had been quiet and scholarly. 
During her last year her academic work had won her 
the honor of being announced as Headgirl, a role she 
performed with care and compassion. A brilliant 
scientist she was accepted at Camford to study astral-
physics where her work garnered considerable 
attention from the international academic community 
and several professors predicted she had the potential 
to become a future Nobel Prize winner.  

University life suited Lisa. Her father was an 
independently wealthy international playboy; her 
mother was certifiably barking and spent her time 
growing roses on the family’s vast estate. They left 
Lisa to her own devices and sent her a healthy 
allowance. 

Lisa discovered a liking for fine wining and 
dining; particularly the wining. Her tutors warned her 
that the Dark Agents of the System were nosing 
about the campus watching for signs of Ladette 
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behavior. Lisa was charged twice and warned that a 
third charge would result in a trip to the Big House. 
Her lawyers brokered a deal for her to spend two 
years at the Radcliffe Back to School unit. The 
Radcliffe unit offered a reasonably robust academic 
curriculum and Lisa would be free to continue writing 
her thesis. 

For eighteen months she was an exemplary 
inmate and fully expected to be discharged and 
returned to Camford. However, inexplicably, during 
her last term at the unit she found herself singled out 
from the other inmates in a most alarming manner. 

She was accused of writing other inmates 
papers for money. When she protested her innocence 
the Grand Dame of the unit took the unprecedented 
action of procuring a cane. She took Lisa to the 
library and gave her three strokes across the palm of 
her left hand. 

When she filed a complaint Lisa was hauled 
before a closed session of the System and officially 
charged with bringing the unit into disrepute by 
selling academic work for monetary gain. She was 
formally expelled from Radcliffe and transferred to 
the Big House without the possibility of parole. 

Her relationship with the cane began as early 
as her second day at the facility. Lisa was slow 
preparing for bed and had not yet fully understood 
the regimented environment she had entered. She 
failed locker inspection and was instructed to bend 
over her bed by the Dorm Raider. Later she would 
make her famous observation that “three strokes 
across the palm of the hand does not prepare a gal 
for six hot ones across the seat of thin pajamas”. 
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Since then Lisa had struck up a close 

relationship with the cane and the other instruments 
of punishment employed by the facility Brass. She 
had been befriended by Ali Stone and later by the 
Bounder herself; neither were relationships that 
boded well for the future of her bumbags. She had 
also inadvertently attracted the ire of Ms Lawton and 
been targeted as a hostile and for a period she was 
denounced as the units Public Enemy Number One. 

As a result of these circumstances Lisa Sutton 
had considerable experience of extended benders. 
She hunkered down and prepared to go the distance. 

 
The Grand Master was giving her the same 

quick caning, leaving her the opportunity to bail out 
but bringing the cane down fast. Flicking his wrist and 
drubbing her behind; rat-a-tat-tat, rat-a-tat-tat. The 
Minxster hardly had time to blink as the cane bounced 
of her bottom. Although the Grand Master wasn’t 
putting enormous power into the caning, the speed 
with which the strokes landed made Lisa feel like she 
had been attacked by a swarm of angry bees. She 
looked nonplussed when she slowly rose to her feet 
and for several moments she unashamedly hopped 
from foot to foot in a desperate attempt to alleviate 
the terrible smarting. 

 
The heat was tied and it was Lisa’s turn to 

make a bid. Both gals were pale faced. The Minxster’s 
mind was racing. If she called another six and Ali 
accepted, she would be forced to endure the full set. 
She tried to gauge Ali’s willingness to continue. 
Although the Minxster was certain that she could get 
through another six she had no desire to endure a 
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single unnecessary whop that she could avoid. Ali was 
clearly shaken by the last fast caning; nonetheless 
Lisa knew that her chum was a stubborn gal and that 
she would take every single whop that she could 
endure.  

Lisa Sutton took a deep breath and bid six. Ali 
considered the bid; if she accepted then the Minxster 
would be obliged to take the full quota. If the 
Minxster had bid three she knew she could take at 
least a couple more, but six was too many. Besides 
eighteen strokes and two good spankings was hardly 
anything to be ashamed of so the AliKat shook her 
head. 

“Too rich for me,” she said. 
Lisa Sutton grinned and crossed to the chair. 

The Grand Master gave her a single hot stripe and 
declared her the victor by nineteen strokes to 
eighteen. 
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Debs and Melons 

 
 
Deborah Morton was bent over the chair 

waiting for six. She was sweating profusely, her eyes 
stung from unwept tears and she had a queasy 
feeling in the pit of her tummy that made her feel 
quite bilious. Before she had bent over she had asked 
the Grand Master permission to loosen her collar and 
tie so that she could at least breathe a little easier. 
Her backside was already a mass of scarlet weeping 
stripes. 

 
Deborah had been gloating all week about her 

elevation to number three seed, although she secretly 
thought that she should be joint number one with 
Jojo. However, hanging over the back of the chair, 
Deborah Morton knew she was in danger of going out 
in the first round. She had always known that Melanie 
White would be a tough competitor but she had never 
imagined anything like this.  

 
The preliminaries had been sensational. 

Melanie White was an extremely practiced spanker. 
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During her year in the Elite she had been allocated 
the task of acting as Virginia Gardiner’s personal 
draper. Ginny was a sullen broody gal who was not 
much taken with her position as a grubby and was 
extremely lax in carrying out her duties. Although she 
was a kindly gal Melons was obliged to drape Virginia 
on a regular basis and became highly proficient at 
making the Little Brat sit up and take notice. 

What Deborah lacked in experience she made 
up for in raw power. Her muscular right serving arm 
and strong wrist caused every spank to echo around 
the hall as her palm rebounded from Melanie’s naked 
flesh. 

The shrewd pundits on the hall-floor were 
calling it a close fought draw. 

 
It fell to Debs to make the first bid and the 

audience gasped when she opened with a straight 
dozen.  

“She’s stark raving bonkers,” was one opinion. 
“Flash cow,” sneered a few others. 
“She knows what she’s doing,” others opined 

sagely. 
 
When Melanie curtly accepted the challenge, 

Deborah Morton calmly bent over the back of the 
chair. Her bid had not been as outrageous as it 
seemed. She had watched the first two bouts closely. 
Raitch and the AliKat had both taken a full eighteen 
strokes before conceding. Debs was in no doubt that 
Melanie would go that far as a minimum. 

After five years of being beaten at the 
Queensgate Academy and a further six years being 
thrashed at the Woody Back to School unit Deborah 
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Morton had analyzed every aspect of the anatomy of 
a caning.  

Aside from the obvious unpleasantness of the 
physical pain involved in having her backside diced 
and sliced with a thirty-six inch length of rattan there 
were other unpleasant aspects to the experience. 

Deborah couldn’t count the amount of hours in 
her life that she had been enforced to endure the 
nerve-wracking, gut-wrenching experience of just 
waiting to be caned. Hours in the Posh HQ at school, 
more hours at the unit standing facing walls with her 
hands on her head with nothing else to do than think 
about the future of her poor beleaguered bum. 

No matter how often she was beaten Deborah 
she could never quite overcome the sinking feeling 
she experienced when she approached whatever 
piece of furniture she was required to bend across. It 
was no longer humiliating to be forced to proffer her 
backside upwards for the sole purpose of having it 
thrashed but it was certainly disconcerting. 

By bidding large Debs had at least taken some 
of the unpleasantness out of the equation and 
besides she came from the ‘let’s get it over with’ 
school of thinking. 

 
Melanie White watched the caning proceed 

with an air of indifference on her pretty face. Debs 
bid had mildly surprised her but she had quickly 
caught on to her opponent’s strategy and actually 
considered it quite wise. Deborah knew that the first 
twelve strokes were no more than a formality and 
that the match would not really begin until the second 
round of bidding. She bit her lip and considered her 
own strategy. 
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Predictably Debs and Melanie took their 
thrashings in stoic silence. With eighteen strokes and 
a pair of damn good spankings inside their bumbags 
the two gals prepared themselves for the next phase. 

“I’ll take another dozen,” said Melanie White 
calmly. 

Deborah was taken by surprise, she gaped at 
her opponent. 

“Shit,” she muttered, but nonetheless she 
nodded. “Count me in,” she breathed. 
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A Crisis for Debs 

 
 
Melanie White was an attractive gal. She had 

shoulder-length chestnut hair, a cutely upturned nose 
liberally sprinkled with freckles and an open-friendly 
smile. She was not tall, standing four feet eleven and 
a half inches in stockinged feet, she had a small pert 
behind that flared up to a narrow waist; but most 
noticeably she possessed an extraordinary pair of 
mammary glands. Predictably her gargantuan 
gazonkas had earned her the nickname of Melons. 

She hailed from well-heeled chaps. Her father 
was a celebrated heart surgeon who traveled 
extensively to consult on complex procedures and her 
mother was a leading acolyte on the charity circuit. As 
was the fashion amongst such families Melanie was 
enrolled at an exclusive boarding school, Dartington 
Manor, where she would first become acquainted with 
Cathryn Cassidy. 

Although in many ways the two girls were 
polar opposites they soon became fast friends. Melons 
was brash and extrovert, Cat laid-back and already 
considered the epitome of cool. They were both 
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academically gifted and most evening they finished 
their assignments quickly and efficiently before 
shimmying down the drainpipes and hitch-hiking up 
to the Smoke to explore the bars and night-clubs of 
the West End. Melanie’s magnificent mammary’s 
guaranteed them entrance to the most exclusive clubs 
despite being under-age. 

Their sentences coincided with Patty Hodge 
serving as Mistress of Discipline at the school. Melons 
and Cat were caned by Patty on dozens of occasions, 
often for falling asleep in class after late night forays 
around the clubs, smoking, and on several occasions 
for slipping into town to visit the local pubs at lunch-
time for a much needed hair of the dog. 

Despite her night-crawls Melanie effortlessly 
passed the exams required to gain her entrance to 
Camford where she would study medicine. She 
continued to meet up with Cat and dance the night 
away at the burgeoning Ladette party scene. Towards 
the end of her first year at college she was arrested 
and charged with a minor Ladetting offense. She was 
placed under a college curfew for a year.  

When Cat was arrested and sentenced to 
seven years at the Woody Back to School Unit Melons 
joined Cathryn’s parents in the ‘Free Cat’ campaign. 
Her advisors counseled her to remain stashed away 
on campus where the Dark Agents had little influence. 
For the most part she complied but when Caroline 
Cassidy hosted a massive ‘Free Cat’ rally Melons 
couldn’t resist the temptation of joining in the revelry. 

Photographs of her dancing on a nightclub 
table at a party to celebrate the success of the rally 
made front pages of the national press. She was 
rousted from her bed and brought before a special 
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hearing of the System. The Dark Agents were able to 
demonstrate that she was a serial curfew breaker and 
she was dispatched to the Big House forthwith. 
Making an example of a prominent surgeon’s 
daughter was exactly the kind of PR coup that the 
System thrived on. 

At the Woody Back to School unit Melons was 
reunited Cathryn Cassidy. Despite her lowly status as 
a Little Brat it was evident that Cat had no intention 
of complying with the draconian rules, regulations 
and protocols imposed at the facility. In the evenings 
after they had completed grubbing duties Cat would 
work tirelessly on drafts of her subversive Manifesto 
of Mega-minxdom and Melons would work as her 
editor and chief advisor. 

 
For the next seven years Melanie White would 

remain as one of the stalwarts of the movement and 
refused to be bowed by the more tyrannical elements 
of the Brass or the Elite. Predictably Melanie White 
had been whopped into the highest echelons of the 
Big BUTT Hall of Shame.      

 
Melanie licked her dry lips as she approached 

the chair. She knew that calling another dozen was a 
bold call. The first eighteen strokes had been 
extremely painful, nonetheless she considered herself 
sufficiently in the zone to tolerate a few more strokes. 
She was determined to push herself to the limit of her 
endurance. 

 
Deborah Morton watched the caning 

proceeding with a pounding heart. When Melons had 
called the dozen Debs had figured that the Old Gal’s 
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strategy was to take as many as she could before 
throwing the towel in. Mentally Debs had resigned 
herself that she would be required to take another 
four or five strokes to win the bout. When they 
passed the six mark Debs was becoming increasingly 
anxious. At nine she was gaping incredulously. 
Melanie jumped up at each of the last three strokes 
but miraculously each time she managed to keep 
from rubbing and gamely repositioned herself across 
the back of the chair. 

Debs Morton was faced with the terrible 
prospect of having to take the full dozen just to 
remain in the competition. Unenthusiastically Deborah 
folded herself over the back of the chair. 

Mr Humphries caned Deborah with the same 
crisp authority. Debs did her best to stay still but 
towards the end of the second dozen, like Melanie, 
she leapt to her feet in agitation on several occasions. 
However, she managed not to reach back to soothe 
her stinging arse which would have meant instant 
disqualification and bravely agreed to go back over 
the chair to complete her caning. 

The audience watched in stupefied awe. The 
concept of thirty strokes of the cane on naked flesh 
was mind-boggling. The maximum strokes that had 
ever been given, even during a public flogging, was 
eighteen, and that was considered very tough duty 
indeed. 

There had been high expectations prior to the 
start of the Spank-off but nobody had anticipated 
witnessing such display of courage and determination.  

Both gals were clearly distressed but when 
Debs bid a further six Melons immediately agreed.  
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Six from Hell 

 
 
The Grand Master asked the two contestants if 

they wanted to take a time-out before continuing. 
“This is the last round of the cane,” he told 

them. “If you both go the distance we’re going to 
settle this bout with hand spankings.” 

Deborah looked over at Melanie. Her opponent 
was looking ashen and was hopping from foot to foot. 

“It’s up to you,” Debs asked Melons. 
Melanie shook her head. “Let’s get it over 

with.” 
Deborah nodded her agreement and wriggled 

back to the chair. 
 “May I have permission to loosen my tie sir?” 

she asked through clenched teeth. 
The Grand Master looked over at Melanie. 

“Fine with me,” she said and her hand quickly 
reached for her own throat. 

With her neckwear rearranged Deborah Morton 
bent over the chair and waited for six. She felt the 
cane tap downwards and tensed her aching cheeks. 
The cane whistled down and cut across the existing 
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stripes with extreme malice. Deborah let out an 
agitated squeal and kicked her leg backwards. She 
gritted her teeth and stayed down. Her fingers were 
trembling and she could feel salty tears rolling down 
her cheeks.  

The Grand Master took his time, allowing 
Deborah the opportunity to concede, before 
unleashing a second stripe from hell. The crowd 
watched in awed silence as Deborah writhed and 
squirmed, snorting and panting as the pain seared 
through her. A third cut collided with the swollen 
behind and she let out another anguished squeal. She 
could no longer think clearly as the pain seemed to 
roll over her in a scarlet wave. When she had finally 
settled down again Mr Humphries swung the cane 
landing it perfectly across the crown of Deborah’s 
behind. She squealed and leapt to her feet. Her hands 
shot back and for a moment it looked as if she was 
going to rub. Somehow with her fingers just inches 
from her tortured behind she managed to stop 
herself. She stood with fingers twitching, her 
shoulders pumping as her breath came in long pants 
and her back arched in pain. 

“Are you finished,” the Grand Master asked in 
a kindly voice. 

Deborah shook her head from side to side. “No 
sir! I’ll go over again,” she spluttered. She wiped her 
nose and eyes on the cuff of her blouse, and then she 
loosened her tie even further. She stared at the chair, 
plucking up her courage before finally bending over. 
She hung heavily over the chair, her mind a blur. The 
final two strokes cut through like a knife through 
butter but somehow she managed to stay down. For 
nearly a minute she hung over the chair, not wanting 



23 

 
to move. Her bum felt as if it had been griddled. Mr 
Humphries helped her to her feet; she reached down 
and pulled up her bumbags, flinching as they chaffed 
her raw flesh. She hobbled away from the chair, still 
panting, her face contorted into a look of deep shock. 

Melanie had watched the caning with 
increasing anxiety. She had dearly hoped that 
Deborah would have quit earlier, now she knew she 
had to take the full six to stay in the game. She 
couldn’t believe that Debs had taken thirty six 
strokes, but looking at her opponent she was sure 
that if she could get through the six then Deborah 
would be forced to fold. With as much bravado as she 
could muster Melanie White bent over the chair. 

She took the first two strokes without 
movement, trying to keep her breathing easy. The 
third stroke sliced down landing on a sore spot and 
she stood bolt upright letting out an impassioned 
groan, however almost immediately she was back 
across the chair. She squeezed her eyes tight. The 
cane lashed down, it landed over-lapping two swollen 
stripes. Melanie leapt to her feet, the pain was 
excruciating. She danced up and down, waving her 
hands behind her. 

“Are you finished?” asked Mr Humphries. 
Time stood still for Deborah Morton as she 

watched her opponent desperately trying to regain 
her composure. Melons stood with her face in her 
hands her mind racing. Finally, very slowly she slid 
her hands down her hips and reached back and 
cupped her tortured buttocks. 

“I’m out,” she hissed, tears rolling down her 
face. 
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Deborah limped across the stage and hugged 
Melons tightly. Melons laid her head on Debs shoulder 
and sobbed. Deborah stroked her hair kindly. 

 
After Mr Humphries had pronounced Debs as 

the winner by thirty-six strokes to thirty-four the two 
tearful gals left the stage arm in arm heading for a 
sink filled with ice-cold water. 
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Nixdown and the Bounder 

 
 
The hall was atwitter with excitement, the 

lengthy battle between Debs and Melons had whetted 
their appetite and the last bout before the 
intermission was one of the most hotly awaited. 
Nixdown and the Bounder took their places by the 
chair. The contest had attracted a frenetic level of 
betting. There was no doubt that the Bounder was as 
tough as nails and could go the distance if she chose. 
However, many doubted that her heart was really in 
participating and that she was far more interested in 
maintaining the book and ensuring her cigarette and 
booze concessions were profitable. Bernadette 
Summers was lithe and muscular and standing five 
feet and half an inch in her stockinged feet Nixdown 
looked almost frail beside the sinewy Bounder. 
Nonetheless, Nicola Jane Nixon was amongst the 
people’s favorites and nobody doubted that she would 
give the Bounder a run for her money. 

The preliminaries were evenly matched and 
once they were over with Nix looked calm and 
confident, the Bounder grim faced and surly. Neither 
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gal could see the point of making outrageous or 
flamboyant bids. They bid in sets of three, slowly 
working themselves into the burn and even when 
they had both reached eighteen strokes they looked 
fresh and composed. 

Nix decided to test the Bounder’s resolve and 
called a six. The Bounder sullenly agreed. Nicola Jane 
settled in over the back of the chair; although her 
backside smarted from the sting of eighteen strokes 
her training sessions in the stables were paying off. 
She and Penny had instituted a program based on the 
way runners trained for the marathon. Mixing up 
short and taxing thrashings with longer sessions that 
built up her endurance.  

She took the six strokes with hardly a wriggle 
or a squirm and rose to her feet with a self-satisfied 
smirk on her face.  

Bernadette Summers watched the proceedings 
with a frown on her face. She had serious quids 
invested in this bout and Nix’s nonchalance was 
making her uneasy. The Bounder prided herself that 
she could take a licking with the best of them, but 
she had to admit that the first eighteen strokes had 
caused her considerably more consternation than she 
had expected. However, she had too much at stake to 
allow herself to be daunted by the prospect of the 
long sweaty minutes before her and no sooner had 
Nix stood up the Bounder strode to the chair, bent 
over and braced herself for the onslaught. 

Mr Humphries slashed the cane up and down 
in the leisurely manner that the crowd had become 
accustomed too. However, his relaxed swing fooled 
nobody. Each stroke was being delivered with enough 
bite to take the contestants’ breath away. The 
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Bounder defiantly kept her head down and arse up, 
not wanting to give Nix the slightest hint that she was 
having a tough time of it. She stood up with her 
familiar curl of the lip, her jet black eyes blazing. 

“I’ll take another six,” she said without being 
asked and stalked back to her place. Nix grinned. “No 
problemo,” she drawled. 

She bent over lethargically. Stretching down 
and letting out a theatrical yawn. Slowly the Grand 
Master rearranged her clothing, then without warning 
he let loose with six strokes without a moment 
between them. Taken by surprise Nicola Jane’s cool 
façade crumbled, suddenly she was jumping and 
writhing and hopping from foot to foot. Even if she 
had wanted to she didn’t have time to get up. The 
caning was over in seconds and Nix bent huffing and 
puffing, unable to catch her breath. 

Bernadette Summers’ heart was pounding. She 
knew that the fast caning had to hurt terribly and she 
knew she could expect an identical punishment. The 
crowd watched as she trudged to the chair, her 
normal bravado seemed to elude her. She cast an 
almost plaintiff look at the Grand Master before 
bending forward. Like Nix she could hardly keep still 
for a moment and when she rose there was an 
undisguiseable sheen of tears in her eyes. Nix was 
still stamping from foot to foot trying to ease the 
confounded blaze inside her bumbags. 

Mr Humphries waited patiently. Nix rubbed her 
eyes and stretched. Her face was chalky white. “I’ll 
take six more,” she whispered barely audibly. There 
was a gasp in the hall. The Bounder stood stock-still. 
She looked at Nix and she looked at the chair. Then 
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she looked at the cane, for a long moment she said 
nothing, then she bowed her head and shook it. 

“You win Nix,” she muttered, “you crazy 
fucker.” 

Nixdown smiled a shallow smile and 
approached the chair for the final cut. 
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Cassie Cassy and Ginger 

 
 
When the curtain went down for the 

intermission the gals in the audience availed 
themselves of the booty available at the Bounder’s 
concession stands. They gabbed excitedly about the 
contest so far and made bold predictions on the 
outcome of the upcoming bouts. 

Behind the curtain the atmosphere was a 
mixture of tension and relief. The victors were warmly 
congratulated and the losers consoled and praised for 
their courage. They rubbed their sore bottoms 
unashamedly. This was not a night when anyone 
needed to worry about being called a muff.  

The remaining contestants paced restlessly, 
careful not to make eye contact with their opponents. 
Grubbys passed amongst them with trays of icy 
champagne and canapés that Cassie Cassy had 
prepared. 

Jojo, Nix and Deborah consoled themselves 
over the sorry states of their arses, but despite the 
fact their bumbags were liberally filled with stripes 
they laughed and clinked glasses. Deborah still looked 
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a mess so Rosemary helped her smarten up, 
straightening her tie and gently brushing her hair.  

The Bounder strode across the stage, a dark 
look on her dusky face, “You cost me plenty of quids 
Nixdown,” she growled. Then unexpectedly she 
grinned and put her arms around Nix. “Still no hard 
feelings gal friend. You beat me fair and square, and I 
gotta tell you Nix, my arse was grass.”  

When the clock chimed again the contestants 
hurriedly took their places and were neatly seated 
when the curtains drew to herald the commencement 
of the second session. 

 
Jojo watched anxiously as Cassie Cassy bent 

over the chair for the fourth time. During the days 
preceding the spank-off Jojo had become increasingly 
concerned about her chum. Her normally gregarious 
friend had seemed withdrawn and over-wrought, 
choosing to take long solitary walks instead of her 
usual non-stop socializing. She had confided in Jojo 
that she was scared that if she failed that the more 
senior inmates would think she was a muff and stop 
letting her hangout with them. Jojo had told her not 
to talk rot but Cassie had continued to fret. 

 
Mr Humphries slashed the cane down across 

Cassie’s upturned derriere with extreme prejudice, 
causing her heels to rise clean out of the back of her 
shoes. The Grand Master gave her a moment to 
regain her breath then slid her bumbags up and 
turned her skirt down. Cassandra Cassidy pushed 
herself up from the chair and turned to face her 
opponent. 
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Cassie had good reason to fret. She was 

matched against Ginger Beckett who was considered 
a very tough nut to crack. By day she was the 
bespectacled Julie, considered quiet and bookish by 
her chums. However, as soon as the bell rang for the 
end of the daily curriculum she miraculously 
transformed into Ginger Beckett, hellion on wheels. 
Throughout her first three years as an inmate at the 
facility Ginger had consistently won critical acclaim 
from her peers for her reckless antics and was often 
talked of with the awed admiration generally reserved 
for the other notorious redhead, Jojo Heyworth. Her 
stellar exhibition of mischief making during the year 
of Operation Scorched Arse had sparked speculation 
that Ginger might one day assume the mantle of Big 
BUTT.  

However during the current year Ginger and 
Mr Humphries had struck up an agreement. Prior to 
falling victim of highly dubious Extreme Ladetting 
charges Ginger Beckett had been hotly touted as the 
next prima ballerina for the National Ballet. As usual 
the Dark Agents were out and about trawling for new 
celebrities to make an example of and Ginger had the 
misfortune to being a passenger in a car that was 
involved in a vehicular accident. The driver was found 
to be driving under the influence and a quantity of 
marching powder was discovered in the car. Despite 
the lack of any evidence associating Ginger with the 
narcotics, the System was under pressure to fill its 
annual quota at the Woody Back to School unit; 
Ginger was summarily charged under the Extreme 
Ladetting laws. 

Ms Lawton had done her best to offer 
academic, artistic and sporting support to the many 
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celebrities who had had their careers cut short but 
she had nobody on her staff that could assist Julie in 
her continued development as a ballerina. Ginger 
continued to train on her own but had long given up 
on continuing her career when she completed her 
sentence. Ginger would also establish a local dance 
school for the under-privileged sponsored by some of 
the gambling profits of Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises.  

When Mr Humphries took over the facility he 
had talked long and hard with Ginger over her future 
and they had established an off-site program where 
she could be privately tutored in the local town with a 
view to her becoming a ballet teacher. In return Julie 
would be required to demonstrate a marked 
improvement in her behavior. Ginger had steadfastly 
maintained her end of the bargain and as a 
consequence she now featured less and less in the 
weekly Top of the Whops round up. Nonetheless, 
despite her arse being slightly out of practice it would 
be foolish to underestimate a gal with such a wealth 
of experience to draw upon. 
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Tough Cookies 
 
 

The preliminaries had been quite heated. The 
two gals had spanked each other with zeal and the 
Grand Master had delivered a pair of tight canings 
that were guaranteed to spice things up nicely. 
Cassie’s opening bid had been for six and Ginger had 
accepted and retaliated with a second set of six. With 
the score all square at eighteen stripes apiece Cassie 
upped the ante and daringly requested a dozen. The 
audience gasped as they waited for Ginger’s 
response. Julie Beckett looked uncertain as she 
weighed the odds. Cassie was watching her with a 
look of grim determination. Almost imperceptibly 
Ginger nodded her head. 

“That would be yes?” asked Mr Humphries. 
“Yes sir,” confirmed Julie Beckett. “That would 

be yes!” 
Bent forward over the chair Cassandra Cassidy 

knew that her bluff had been called. She raised her 
hips slightly to allow the Grand Master to roll her 
bumbags down and she felt them slide towards the 
floor until they were concertinaed around her ankles. 
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She waited patiently as her skirt was neatly folded up 
her back and the tail of her crisp white blouse 
rearranged so that her bottom was completely bared. 
She was acutely aware of the hot throbbing stripes 
that already adorned her rear end. Cassie Cassy took 
a deep breath and hung her head between her 
outstretched arms. The Grand Master raised his arm 
in the air and brought it down swiping. 

 
The Grand Master beat Cassie Cassy with 

consummate efficiency, leaving plenty of time 
between strokes in case the competitor should choose 
to rise. Ginger Beckett looked on bleakly. Each stroke 
was searing across the swollen tramlines that all but 
covered Cassie’s tiny behind but still she remained in 
position, offering up her bottom for another dreadful 
lick of the cane.  

Cassie Cassy was focusing all her attention on 
a single spot on the floor. As each swipe of the long 
slim stick imploded through every nerve ending in her 
body she blinked in consternation but continued to 
focus. She had no idea how many strokes she had 
received and her backside was now just a sea of 
flames.  

The Grand Master was not laying it on too 
thick. He was a consummate professional and knew 
that by now even a medium warm stroke would be 
magnified by the existing stripes. It was important to 
remain concentrated on the sweet spot of the target 
and although the strokes would now inevitably over-
lap no lasting damage would be done. 

 
Cassie felt another swipe rebound off her 

frazzled flesh but somehow managed to stay down. 
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Despite the excruciating pain Cassie was determined 
to grit her teeth and suck it up. She gritted her teeth 
and waited for the next implosion of pain. 
Momentarily she was taken by surprise when she felt 
her bumbags being pulled up and the Grand Master 
gently helped her to her feet. She tottered back from 
the chair looking somewhat dazed. 

 
Ginger Beckett was the picture of despondency 

as she approached the chair. She had been certain 
that Cassie would pull out before receiving the full 
dozen. After all she had reasoned even the Bounder 
had her limits and Cassie Cassy was just trying to 
show off. She wished with all her heart and soul that 
she had thrown the towel in when it became 
increasingly obvious that Cassie was going to sweat it 
out. Now she had no choice but to bend over, she 
would never live it down if she bailed after letting 
Cassie receive the thrashing of her life. Julie’s legs 
were shaking as she forced herself to assume the 
position; her fingers were trembling as she waited for 
the Grand Master to rearrange her garments. The 
prospect of a full dozen was unthinkable but she 
knew she had to take as many as she could in order 
to retain her honored membership of the elite corps 
of mega-minxes and the respect it garnered. 

There was no denying that Ginger was a tough 
cookie. The Grand Master was sparing no quarter, 
each excruciating stripe making her want to hop up 
and howl but somehow she stayed down.   

The Grand Master’s arm pumped up and down, 
the cane snaked through the air, whipping 
downwards and unleashing its insidious venom into 
the unprotected buttocks. The tension in the hall was 
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rising as Ginger bravely stayed down for six. At eight 
she shot up, her arms flapping, but she quickly 
regained her composure and informed the Grand 
Master she would go over again. The ninth stroke cut 
home, the deep burning penetrating into the swollen 
weals. The Grand Master raised the cane again but 
before he could swing it Ginger leapt to her feet. 

“Nooooooo!!!” she wailed, “that’s enough I’m 
done.” 

 
It was some time before the ballyhooing in the 

hall died down. Cassie Cassy did her best to appear 
gracious but the huge smile on her face left no doubt 
as to her pride and elation at her momentous victory. 
Ginger also received a healthy round of applause; 
after all there was no shame in losing twenty-seven 
strokes to thirty. Ginger gratefully accepted the Grand 
Master’s offer to retire to the bathroom and hobbled 
from the stage. Cassie returned to the semi-comfort 
of a padded pillow and prepared to watch the next 
contest. 
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Cat and Mandy 

 
 
The atmosphere on the hall floor had become 

frenetic. Bernadette instructed the Gardiner Twins to 
mobilize more floor bookies, offering significant 
commissions. She sent Linda and Heidi to fetch a 
better grade of champagne and encouraged them to 
get the punters sloshed. With several major spank- 
offs still remaining the Bounder was looking to make 
some serious quids. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy replaced her sister on center 

stage. To see the two gals together it was hard to 
believe that they were related. Cassie was all blonde 
hair, blue eyes and the sensational grin; her elder 
sister dark and moody looking, with black eyes that 
drilled into people like coal fired lasers. 

The support for the two contestants was 
evenly spread amongst the Woody Gals. Cathryn 
Cassidy and Amanda San Pierre were amongst the 
most popular and respected gals in the unit. The 
smart betting was on Cat but few punters 
underestimated Mandy’s depth of experience. Seven 
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years as Claire Brooks’ best chum had led to Amanda 
gaining an intimate familiarity with every weapon in 
the Woodys multifarious armory. 

Amanda was greeted with boisterous cheers 
from her fan club of Little Brats, who were mostly 
seated in the cheap seats at the back of the hall. In 
her role as Brat Draper Mandy had draped most of 
them across her lap on more than one occasion; but 
due to her reputation for unwavering fairness and 
compassion the spankings were taken without 
complaint. It was a far cry from the iniquitous rule of 
terror imposed by her predecessor, the sadistic serial 
spanker Juliet Spage. Mandy grinned good-naturedly 
and waved at her fans. 

Across the chair from her, Cathryn Cassidy 
looked cool and languid as she peeled off her blazer, 
the ever-present cigarette dangling from the corner of 
her mouth. She shook out her long dark mane and 
sat down with a smile on her face, wiggling her finger 
at Mandy and patting her lap mischievously. Amanda 
winked and spread herself out. 

Despite the appearance of good-humored 
camaraderie Cathryn spanked Amanda in deadly 
earnest, causing Mandy to retaliate in spades. After 
the preliminary six of the best with the cane the 
second spankings were by far the most rigorous of 
the evening, provoking a flurry of speculation that it 
could all be over very quickly. 

Amanda was still noticeably red faced from the 
preliminaries and opened with a cautious half dozen.  

The Grand Master gave Mandy a fast six and 
when she rose it was clear from the look on her face 
that they had got her attention. Cathryn Cassidy was 
made of sterner stuff and took the fast ones with 



39 

 
familiar nonchalance, the frequent beatings that she 
had received throughout the year standing her in 
good stead. Cat immediately proposed a dozen and 
despite her obvious lack of enthusiasm Mandy 
accepted without hesitation. 

Amanda San Pierre was an anomaly amongst 
the contestants. She had been sentenced to the Big 
House as a result of bad advice from her counsel. 
After leaving school her stunning good looks won her 
a contract with a modeling agency but she quickly 
quit, hating the bitchiness of the dressing rooms and 
cat-walks. She trained as a croupier and made a 
reasonable living dealing at high stakes Texas 
Hold’em nights. She fell in love and got married; 
quickly fell out of love and got divorced. Along the 
way she picked up two minor Ladetting charges. 
Found guilty for a second time she was offered a deal 
to spend two years at either the Radcliffe or Ripley 
units. She was almost twenty-three years old. Her 
solicitor counseled her that it was rare for a woman of 
her age to be charged under the anti-Ladette laws 
and advised her to take her chances. She kept her 
nose clean for almost six months but she was caught 
speeding on her way home from work. The young 
and extremely pimply Plod who booked her noticed 
the Ladette charges on her record and made Mandy 
an offer she felt obliged to refuse. 

When the pimply Plod unfastened his flies and 
stuffed his pecker through the open window of her 
car Mandy calmly pressed the up button on the 
automatic window. Once it was over with she calmly 
called an ambulance and her counsel. By midnight 
she was being measured up for a new gymslip. 
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At Woodys Mandy immediately struck up a 
friendship with Claire Brooks who had just been 
sentenced under another of the System’s celebrity 
scams.     

Despite her demure appearance Claire 
possessed a rapier and ribald tongue that piqued 
Amanda’s sense of humor immensely. Amanda’s taste 
for Claire’s penchant for pith would have a 
considerably detrimental impact on the future of her 
bumbags. 

Quiet and unassuming by nature Mandy’s high 
ranking on the Big BUTT Hall of Shame could 
probably have been averted had it not been for her 
raucous responses to Claire’s regular interruptions to 
lectures. The requests for Claire to step up before the 
form or bend over her desk or to visit with the 
principal were frequently suffixed by, “and that will 
include you, San Pierre.”  

During her year in the Elite she had maintained 
a relatively low profile on the minxing circuit and had 
only received two beatings. Predictably, both had 
been associated with bursting into fits of giggles at 
Claire’s impromptu and ill-timed interjections to the 
proceedings. 

In the run-up to the spank-off she had trained 
with Claire, upstairs in the library doing her best to 
get her bum into competition state.  
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Mandy Goes the Distance 

 
 
Amanda San Pierre had never received more 

than twelve strokes of the cane before and she 
approached the chair with some trepidation. She was 
acutely aware of the conflagration raging inside her 
bumbags and the thought of the long whippy stick 
stoking it up further made her feel bilious. 
Nonetheless she positioned herself across the back of 
the chair and did her best to prepare herself. As a 
precaution she stuffed her tie in her mouth and bit 
down on it with grim determination. From behind her 
she heard the hum of the cane as it sliced through 
the air. 

Despite her look of indifference Cathryn 
Cassidy’s tummy was churning. She was only too 
cognizant of the effects of a long hard thrashing.  
During her senior year during a contretemps with Ms 
Hodge had resulted in her being sent up before the 
Beak twice on the same day. During the first visit, in 
recognition of her seniority, Ms Lawton had given her 
twelve of the very best. Upon her subsequent return 
the Beak had announced that not only was she to 
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become the first prefect ever to be publicly flogged, 
but that she would receive a record fifteen strokes, 
which of course would be preceded by a damn good 
spanking. Cathryn dearly hoped that Amanda would 
throw in the towel before too many strokes had 
landed. 

Mr Humphries caned Amanda with a quick, 
quick, slow beat. Cut, cut, break, cut, break, then two 
fast cuts again. Despite the ever-increasing heat in 
her arse Mandy found that with each stroke the urge 
to jump up was decreasing. After six she spat her tie 
out as it was making it hard to breathe. After nine she 
began to feel an overwhelming sense of confidence 
that she could actually stay down for the complete 
session. The two fast cuts almost defeated her but 
she hung on and waited for the last stripe to implode. 

Cathryn Cassidy let out a heartfelt sigh. “Oh 
rats, it looks like it’s going to be a long night,” she 
muttered as she leaned forward across the chair. 

 
The crowd waited eagerly while Amanda 

considered her next move. On the one hand, even 
though her bum felt as if she had sat on a griddle, 
she knew that she could continue. On the other hand 
Cathryn had absorbed the thrashing with 
consummate ease, hardly moving a muscle 
throughout. She glanced across at Claire Brooks 
hoping for some inspiration but Claire just winked. 
Finally she shrugged, “I’ll take six,” she said uneasily. 

Cathryn frowned and nodded. She watched as 
Mandy bent over and had her apparel rearranged. 
The uncovered bottom was a mass of conflicting 
stripes; even a maestro like Mr Humphries couldn’t 
keep from overlapping the strokes at this stage in the 
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game. Just looking at Mandy’s arse made her own 
seem to smart twice as hard. 

Mandy’s confidence was shattered by the first 
stroke; the pain was simply devastating. She stayed 
down for the second, but the third brought her to her 
feet, hissing like a scalded cat, tears clearly running 
down her cheeks. Somehow she managed not to rub 
and momentarily she volunteered to go over again. 
The fourth stroke proved too much and she shot up 
again, this time reaching back unashamedly and 
declaring herself done. 

Cathryn bent over the chair just five strokes 
away from victory. The first two strokes were hot but 
tolerable, but the third landed uncomfortably across 
the most populated area of her butt. She was on her 
feet like a shot, a look of genuine distress on her 
face. She reached back involuntarily but stopped 
herself when her fingers were just millimeters from 
the scalding flesh. She stood panting, her shoulders 
pumping up and down. 

“Are you done?” asked Mr Humphries. 
She shook her head, “No I’ll go over again,” 

she whispered. 
The next stroke brought her to her feet once 

again and this time tears were beginning to trickle 
down her own cheeks. Her face was screwed up in 
agony. She stared at the chair; with the match tied all 
she had to do was go over one more time but her 
legs seemed frozen to the spot. 

“Are you done?” asked Mr Humphries. 
Cathryn said nothing. 
“Are you done Cathryn?” asked Mr Humphries 

for a second time. 
Cat remained silent. 
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“Last chance Cathryn, are you done or shall I 
call a tie?” asked Mr Humphries in a tone of finality. 

Cathryn looked at him wretchedly, “I’ll go over 
again,” she spluttered. 

She stared at the chair miserably but somehow 
managed to bend over. Her heart pounded as her 
skirt was raised and she felt the Grand Master taking 
measure with the tip of the cane.  

The last cut was the deepest, it landed with 
the crack of a rifle shot and Cathryn sprang to her 
feet, leaping up and down and dancing about the 
stage. She clenched her fists to stop from reaching 
back. Rubbing would mean the stroke didn’t count 
and all the pain would have been in vain. However as 
soon as the Grand Master declared her victorious by 
twenty-nine strokes to twenty-eight her hands shot to 
her arse and she rubbed and rubbed and rubbed. 
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Brooks and Booker 

 
 
There was an excited babble in the hall as the 

next contestants positioned themselves on either side 
of the chair for the penultimate contest of the night. 
The matching of Claire Brooks and Rosemary Booker 
was the most eagerly awaited bout of the night. 
Despite the fact that the cagey Bounder was only 
offering evens and spread bets some serious tuck 
money had been wagered on the outcome. The two 
gals were veritable legends in their own bumbags. 

 
The two legends were a study in contrasts. 

Claire Brooks was long and lithe without an ounce of 
spare flesh on her body. When Ms Lawton had 
pronounced that gals were broad of beam and amply 
designed to absorb the lick of the cane she was not 
using Claire as her role model. It had been a source 
of some amusement to the other gals it was always a 
chance that she would one-day hold the title of the 
Big-BUTT.  

Claire wore her hair short and spiky and her 
oval eyes and pert upturned nose gave her a feline 
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look. As usual she was dressed immaculately. The 
prefect held the record as the only gal in the history 
of the unit who had never taken a trip across Katie 
Beck’s knee for a dose of the slipper for clobber 
abuse. 

Rosemary on the other hand bordered on the 
voluptuous. Her moon face and ruddy cheeks gave 
her a look of eternal optimism. Her full bosom 
seemed to put a constant strain on the buttons of her 
blouses and her luscious behind flared out from her 
narrow waist like two ripe plums. This remarkable 
protuberance had once earned her the title of ‘Rear of 
the Year’. 

Rosemary Booker was amongst the most 
clobber challenged of the inmates and despite having 
taken considerable care over her preparations for the 
Spank-off she was already looking slightly disheveled.  

 
By the time Claire turned Rosemary over her 

knee betting on the hall floor had reached epic 
proportions. Every pocket of the Gardiner Twins’ 
blazers were crammed full with quids and Heidi and 
Linda were having difficulty keeping up with logging 
the wagers. 

 
Claire and Rosemary shared reputations for 

extreme toughness when it came to the business of 
being whopped. 

Claire Brooks carried over two decades of 
experience inside her bumbags. Between the 
hairbrush spankings she had received from Ma 
Brooks, the six o’clock swishing’s at boarding school, 
and her rise to the highest echelons of the All-Time 
Big BUTT Hall of Shame it was hard for Claire to recall 
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any extended periods when she was not suffering 
from a dose of hot arse syndrome. 

Although Rosemary had entered the facility 
sporting a virgin arse she had made up for it during 
the first six years of her sentence. Chumming up with 
Debs, Jojo and Nix had guaranteed that considerable 
attention was paid to her internationally famous rear 
end.  

After returning from her first training spanking 
from her Personal Draper she had astonished her 
chums by announcing that she couldn’t see what the 
fuss was about and that it was ‘only whops’. The 
phrase immediately became the official mantra of the 
mega-minxes. 

She had gone on to embark on a highly 
respected career on the Hall of Shame and even after 
graduating from hand spankings to the more ruthless 
components of the Woody artillery she continued to 
maintain that whops were hardly more than an 
inconvenience. 

 
Claire Brooks took Rosemary by the wrist and 

slowly lowered her downwards. She carefully turned 
back her chums skirt and rolled down her bumbags. 
Claire tucked Rosemary tightly into the crease of her 
lap and took a secure hold around her waist. She 
raised her hand in the air and began to spank. 

 
The preliminaries were a formality. Although 

both gals had put up strong shows during the 
spankings and the Grand Master had given them 
good, crisp canings they both looked fresh as they 
prepared for the main bout. 
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Claire called twelve, had her proposal accepted 
and calmly bent over the back of the chair. 
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Only Whops, My Arse 

 
 
In the interests of fair play Mr Humphries was 

treating all the contestants with the same crisp 
authority. He beat Claire in a tight formation, 
concentrating on the crown of her flat behind and 
leaving plenty of time for each stripe to achieve 
maximum effectiveness. Claire gritted her teeth and 
gutsed them out. During training Claire had enlisted 
Mandy San Pierre’s assistance and had spent some 
long hot sweaty sessions in the library having her 
bottom swiped with a whippy ashplant. Although the 
ash was no competition for the senior cane she felt 
that the sessions had substantially increased the 
stamina and tolerance that would be required to 
mount a challenge against as formidable opponent as 
Rosemary. 

Rosemary took her place across the back of 
the chair, amusing the audience with a cheeky wiggle 
of her succulent arse. The Grand Master swung his 
cane and watched as it recoiled off the juicy flesh 
leaving a long thin tramline in its wake. Rosemary 
remained still as the cane swung up and down. Mr 
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Humphries continued to swing the cane with the 
leisurely rhythm of a metronome.  When he had 
completed the set Rosemary rose with a slight smile 
on her face. She calmly called for a second dozen. 

The crowd watched with rapt concentration as 
Rosemary bent over the chair. There was a gasp in 
the audience when as the sixth stroke landed 
Rosemary Brooks leapt to her feet. She spun around 
and stared at the Grand Master, a puzzled look on her 
face. 

“Whoa,” was all she said, before turning back 
and leaning over the chair. 

 
Rosemary Booker was bewildered. She had 

never experienced pain quite like it. The cane had 
truly never bothered her. Sure it stung a bit but was 
nothing more than a minor irritation. However the six 
fast ones had genuinely taken her by surprise and the 
intensity of the burning in her bum was causing her 
great concern. 

The cane sliced down again and Rosemary 
could barely keep from howling. She struggled 
through two more without standing up but a real 
screamer brought her to her feet, her eyes as big as 
saucers. The audience watched her in awed silence. 
Her amazement was clearly genuine. She gaped at 
the Grand Master and let out a deep impassioned 
sigh. 

“Are you done?” asked the Grand Master. 
“Are you fucking crazy?” Rosemary blurted out. 

“Of course I’m fucking done!” 
She shook her head in disbelief, “Now that,” 

she said emphatically, “fucking well hurt!” 
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Claire breathed a heartfelt sigh of relief. 

Despite the excruciating heat in her backside she was 
confident that she could struggle through nine more 
strokes. She folded her long slender figure over the 
back of the chair and waited for her clothing to be 
rearranged. 

The audience watched in admiration as stroke 
after stroke of the long cane cut across Claire’s 
behind without even the hint of a wriggle or squirm. 
After six swipes the Grand Master stepped back to 
give Claire a momentary breather. 

Claire gripped the crossbar of the chair with 
grim determination. Even for the whop-worldly 
member of the Elite the going was getting tough. She 
licked her dry lips and took a deep breath as she felt 
the cane tap down. 

Even Claire was unable to remain totally still as 
the cane swiped down again, she flicked her heel 
back and her buttocks squirmed in consternation. The 
equalizing stroke caused even more pandemonium in 
her central nervous system and she looked as if she 
might jump up. Nonetheless she gathered herself and 
stayed down. The winning stroke caused her to emit 
an audible groan but pluckily she continued to remain 
over the back of the chair until she was announced as 
the victor. 

 
Claire Brooks put her arm around Rosemary 

and hugged her. “Jeez I’m glad that’s over with,” she 
said with a sigh of relief, “but I have a feeling this 
competition is going to prove very painful.” 

Rosemary hugged Claire back, “After all these 
years,” she gasped, “I finally understand what all the 
fuss is about.” 



The Great Spank-Off 
 

Claire accepted a glass of icy bubbles from a 
grubby and grinned ruefully at her opponent. “Oh 
come on,” she told Rosie, “it’s you who taught us it’s 
only whops.” 

Rosemary rubbed the seat of her skirt. “Only 
whops my arse,” she said emphatically. 
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Battle of the Red-Shirts 

 
 
The last bout of the night was billed as the 

Battle of the Red-shirts. The pugnacious street 
brawler, Lady Victoria Brompton facing off the gentle 
English rose Penelope Ann Evans. In respect of her 
past rank of Red-shirt, Penelope Ann was wearing the 
red shirt and black tie that signified her status.  

During the early years of her sentence 
Penelope Ann had been considered an unassuming 
gal, rarely getting into trouble, preferring to spend 
her time with her beloved pony more than with her 
fellow inmates. She ranked low on the Big-BUTT Hall 
of Shame, not even featuring until the final phases of 
her incarceration.  

At the end of her fifth year at the unit she had 
briefly run foul of Ms Lawton. She had witnessed the 
infamous Juliet Spage and her crony Jayne Underley, 
causing a small fire in the stables. In typical Juliet 
style she had gone into a funk and left Penelope Ann 
to do her best to put the fire out. Although the Grand 
Dame took her word for it that she had not set the 
fire herself she demanded that Penelope Ann reveal 
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the culprit. For a long week Penelope Ann had to 
report to Ms Lawton’s office to be grilled as to the 
perpetrator of the fire. Penelope Ann adamantly 
refused to tell even though the Beak informed her 
that she would be flogged at Friday’s callover if she 
continued to keep her silence. Penelope Ann fully 
expected Juliet or Jayne to come clean but this 
proved a vain hope. Penny even refused to confide in 
her best friends, the Butcher Twins, steadfastly 
stating that she wouldn’t be a snitch. Even Melanie 
White encouraged her to tell the Beak the truth, 
assuring her that a Beaks flogging was no laughing 
matter. Despite her chums advice Penelope Ann 
continued to refuse and Ms Lawton even went so far 
as to have Pen fitted for whopping bags. Finally, 
mercifully the Grand Dame accepted that Penny Ann 
had no intention of squealing on the culprits the 
flogging was abandoned at the last minute. 

Penny Ann’s life returned to relative normality, 
she continued to spend most of her spare time in the 
stables and captained the equestrian team. During 
her sixth year she was caned on a mere three 
occasions, significantly less than her close chums Cat, 
Melons and the Butcher Twins. 

The following year she found herself 
unwittingly embroiled in a political battle between Ms 
Lawton and Patty Hodge. At the beginning of the 
previous year, the Grand Dame had stunned the unit 
with her radical selection of bad gal April Turner to 
act as Red-shirt. The experiment had been an 
unexpected success. Ms Lawton was promoting the 
idea of another radical ticket of Cat Cassidy and 
Melanie White to act as April’s successors. Patty 
Hodge was enraged. For several years she had been 
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covertly training Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell to 
re-establish the Secret Society of Serial Spankers. She 
had promised Yvonne the role of Red-shirt. 

When the selection process had reached a 
stalemate a compromise was reached. Penelope Ann 
was offered the position. At first she resisted but 
when Ms Lawton pointed out that the other potential 
candidate was Jackie ‘Ivan the Terrible’ Ivanhoe she 
agreed to take the job. 

The year of Operation Scorched Arse was not a 
good time to be the Red-shirt. Despite her failure to 
take the top spot Yvonne Godfrey still enjoyed the 
sponsorship of Patty and her cronies on the Radical 
Right. She presided over the units most heinous SS 
and conspired to undermine Penny’s authority at 
every opportunity. 

Although Penny was ultimately answerable to 
the Grand Dame her direct line of reporting went 
through Ms Hodge. When Pen complained about the 
SS Patty scolded her and forbade her to bring the 
matter up with Ms Lawton. Patty wrote baseless 
reports damning Penny Ann’s performance and 
insinuating that Pen might be the secret commandant 
of the SS. 

Ms Lawton was becoming increasingly alarmed 
that Operation Scorched Arse had back-fired and that 
outright anarchy was now prevailing at the unit. Patty 
continued to promote the idea that it was Penny 
Ann’s poor leadership of the Elite that was to blame 
and poor Pen found herself spending increasing 
amounts of time in the Beak’s study trying to defend 
herself. It was a painful period for Penelope Ann 
Evans and during her tenure she was beaten a dozen 
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times, establishing an undeserved record as the most 
caned Red-shirt in history.  

Nonetheless, Penelope Ann was a popular and 
respected Red-shirt amongst the majority of the 
inmates. Her arrival on-stage to participate in the 
Spank-off was greeted warmly. 

 
At the conclusion of Operation Scorched Arse 

Ms Lawton had finally come to her senses and 
acknowledged that she had allowed Patty too much 
power and influence and that it was Yvonne who 
commanded the SS and not Penny Ann. 

Her legacy was to announce Lady Victoria 
Brompton as Pen’s successor. Unlike Penelope Ann, 
Vix had never been considered quiet or unassuming. 
For six years she had attracted the collective ire of 
the Brass and at the time of her promotion she was 
ranked as number two on the All-Time Big BUTT Hall 
of Shame. 

Her Ladyship was notoriously potty-mouthed 
and pugnacious. She had a reputation for 
representing the weaker inmates and there was many 
a bully who rued the day that they had crossed 
swords with the pugnacious aristocrat. 

Ms Lawton recognized that Victoria was the 
single gal at the facility capable of stamping out 
bullying and destroying the SS once and for all. The 
selection of Lady Victoria as Red-shirt was probably 
the most popular decision ever made by the Grand 
Dame. 

Lady Vix was truly the people’s champion. 
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Pen’s Training Pays Off 

 
 
Penelope Ann tucked Lady Victoria in tightly, 

folded back her skirt, rolled down her bumbags and 
gave her a damn good spanking. On the face of it 
Penelope Ann appeared to be the outsider. After all 
Vix was number two on the All-Time Hall of Shame 
and was much-fancied to win the overall Spank-off. 
However, Penelope Ann had been in serious training 
with Nix and the spectacular results of the program 
had already been demonstrated in Nixdown’s duel 
with the Bounder.  

Lady Victoria dragged Penelope Ann 
downwards. It had been suggested that the two gals 
taking their hairbrushes to each other’s butts could 
have spiced the competition up, but Mr Humphries 
had nixed the idea for the time being. Still Vix made a 
good account of herself with the palm of her hand. 
Penelope Ann had a strong well-formed posterior that 
Her Ladyship gleefully reddened from top to bottom. 

Penelope Ann prepared for her preliminary 
dose of the cane with an otherworldly look on her 
face. When she and Nix had first begun their steamy 
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affair Penelope Ann had been strictly responsible for 
handing out the licks. However, on one dreamy 
summer’s afternoon she had allowed Nicola Jane to 
take down her jodhpurs and tickle her hindquarters 
with her riding crop. She had been amazed how 
titillated she had become and she now regularly and 
willingly found herself bending over bales of hay with 
her bum in the air. 

Mr Humphries gave the two gals good tight 
lickings to liven them up for their second spankings. 
Once again Penelope Ann demonstrated that she had 
learned a thing or two whilst she was Red-shirt and 
gave Vix a corker of a spanking. Vix took it in good 
part and responded heartily. 

Penny had decided to follow Nix’s strategy of 
starting slowly and letting the burn build in short 
sharp doses. She called a three. Vix saw no reason to 
change the tempo so they batted back and forth in 
sets of three until they had reached twenty-one a 
piece. Vix sensed that despite Penelope Ann’s 
extensive training program and her penchant for 
being licked that the former Red-shirt was nearing the 
limit of her pain threshold so she boldly called a six. 
Penelope Ann pulled a face, but nonetheless she 
reluctantly accepted and approached the chair.  

Before bending over Penelope Ann requested 
permission to loosen her tie. While she unfastened 
her collar she glanced over at Nix who blew her a 
kiss. Penny took her time settling across the back of 
the chair. For a while the stripes of the cane had 
smarted divinely but the Grand Master had laid the 
last three on quite thick and the agreeable smarting 
had transformed into an unpleasant throb. She heard 
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the cane whining through the air and braced herself 
for impact. 

Lady Victoria Brompton bobbed gently on the 
balls of her feet, flexing her knees slightly and trying 
to keep the muscles in her backside from stiffening.  
The Grand Master was caning Penelope Ann at a 
steady pace, but although the former Red-shirt was 
wriggling and squirming she stayed resolutely over 
the back of the chair. Lady Vix frowned as the sixth 
stroke slashed downwards, although she admired her 
opponent’s resolve she had rather hoped that 
Penelope Ann would throw in the towel a little earlier. 

Unhurriedly Lady Victoria Brompton bent over 
the back of the chair and waited patiently while the 
Grand Master rearranged her clobber. Vix was 
confident that no matter how long Penelope Ann 
elected to stay in the contest that she was capable of 
outlasting her. She had a wealth of experience of 
long, hard canings. During the days of Operation 
Scorched Arse Ms Lawton had become so incensed at 
Her Ladyship’s persistent rowdiness that she had 
informed the inmate that the minimum strokes she 
could expect to receive was a dozen. Undaunted 
Victoria continued to wreak disorder wherever she 
could, earning herself some explosive moments over 
the back of the Grand Dame’s chair.  

The Grand Master caned Lady Vix with the 
same even pace, nice and tight, unleashing each 
stroke at thirty-second intervals. If the increased heat 
in her bumbags concerned Vix she didn’t show it. She 
pushed herself up from the chair and grinned 
cheerfully at the Grand Master while she smoothed 
down her skirt. 
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Penelope Ann looked unenthusiastic; 
nonetheless she called a three and assumed the 
position. By now the stripes on her backside had 
melded into a swollen blazing mass and she knew 
that every new stroke was going to exacerbate the 
dreadful fire in her hindquarters. 

Mr Humphries gave her a good crisp thwack 
and was rewarded by a low impassioned groan. A 
second swipe caused the hapless Old Gal’s right leg to 
kick back and a third brought her bolt upright, her 
back arched and her head thrown back. She let out 
her breath in a long pained hiss. Her hair had shaken 
loose and fell down across her face, her eyes were 
shining and wet and she stood with her arms by her 
sides, clenching and unclenching her fists in anguish. 
Nonetheless she earned a rousing round of applause 
when she bent back over the chair and waited 
permission to rise. The stroke counted and the 
pressure was back on Vix. 

Even Vix was less than enthused to return to 
the chair. She unfastened her collar as she 
approached, then painfully bent over and took a tight 
grip on the seat. Mr Humphries methodically turned 
back her skirt and folded the tail of her red-shirt out 
of the way. He put his thumbs in the elastic of her 
bumbags and rolled them down her hips. Lady Vix felt 
the cane tap down. 
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I’m Gonna Rub 

 
 
“Holy fuck!”  
Lady Victoria Brompton hopped up hissing as 

the third stroke snaked across her bum inadvertently 
striking the tender spot at the tips of her hips. 

She glared at the Grand Master with a look of 
genuine grievance on her face. 

“Language, Victoria,” the Grand Master smiled 
sardonically, “a tad strong for the paying punters 
don’t you think?”  

 
Lady Victoria Brompton’s infamous potty-

mouth was the cause of numerous entries in her 
Punishment Record Book. She was particularly fond of 
cussing pre’s and consequently she spent a good deal 
of her time touching her toes in front of the library 
fireplace. However, Vix didn’t limit herself to merely 
cussing pre’s; sometimes she would cuss the Brass if 
she thought they merited it. The Brass did not take 
kindly to the potty-mouthed Aristocrat and they 
frequently bent her over her desk and trashed her 
bumbags. Occasionally Victoria even cussed the Beak, 
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which was inadvisable behavior and earned her 
several public floggings.  

 
Mr Humphries was more liberated than most 

but nonetheless he felt that use of the eff word was 
not in the spirit of the competition and informed Lady 
Vix that the stroke was disqualified and that to remain 
in the game she would have to bend over again. 

Vix’s eyes smoldered but she conceded. The 
cane lashed her again. 

“F…U…C…me wriggling down the street,” 
hissed the aristocrat, drawing a mighty round of 
good-humored applause from the spectators. 

Lady Vix pushed herself up from the chair. Her 
face was chalky white and her lips set in a fixed line. 

 
Vix was genuinely astonished that Penny Ann 

had stayed in the contest so long. Far more highly 
fancied competitors had thrown the towel in much 
earlier than thirty strokes. She looked over at Pen. 
The normally pristine former Red-shirt looked like a 
train-wreck. The top three buttons of her blouse were 
unfastened and the knot of her tie was around her 
navel. Her blonde curls had come loose and she 
constantly brushed them away for her face. Victoria 
narrowed her eyes, trying to judge how much her 
competitor had left in her.    

“I’ll call six more,” she said, finally, through 
clenched teeth. 

There was a tension in the hall. All eyes were 
focused on Penelope Ann Evans. She stood on the 
stage shifting her weight from foot to foot. She 
seemed uncertain of how to respond. 
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“Will you accept the challenge,” asked the 

Grand Master gently. 
For a moment Penelope Ann continued to look 

thoughtful, and then she reached her hand 
backwards. 

“No, sir,” she said emphatically, “I’m gonna 
rub,” and grabbed the seat of her skirt.  

Lady Victoria Brompton bent over the chair to 
receive the winning stroke. 

 
The backstage party was a love fest. Perched 

on their velvet cushions the competitors were feted 
by their admiring fans. The gallant losers were 
extended the same awestruck appreciation as the 
victors. Champagne flowed in copious quantities and 
the grubbys bustled about serving canapés and other 
delicacies. 

Nobody was denied their bragging rights and 
bubbly flowed late into the night. 

 
The Bounder was holed up with the Minxster 

gleefully counting her loot. Although she had lost her 
skirt, her blouse and her bumbags on the outcome 
bets she had amply recovered on the spread betting 
due to the unexpectedly high scoring of some of the 
bouts. The stacks of quids piled up on the table in 
front of her. The sight of the greenbacks took her 
mind off the ferocious burning inside her bumbags. 
Nonetheless, both Bernadette and Lisa took the wise 
precaution of performing their final accounting in the 
upright position.  

 
Jojo poured the Grand Master a snifter of 

cognac as a nightcap. “We have to be barking,” she 
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told him. “Voluntary endurance whops? Bonkers, we 
are all bonkers. Golly, I’ll bet there’s going to be some 
sore heads and sore arses in the morning.” 

The Grand Master winked at his lover and 
toasted her with his snifter. “Bottoms up to that 
kiddo,” he grinned. “Now let’s go to bed.” 
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Loose Tie, Cool Arse Day 

 
 
Mr Humphries had declared Sunday as a loose 

tie and cool arse day. In Ms Lawton’s day Sunday 
beatings were forbidden. The Sunday embargo on 
bumbag tattering had generally resulted in numerous 
gals reporting to the library before Monday morning 
brekker to start the week with hot ashplant stripes 
under their bumbags. Mr Humphries didn’t hold with 
such nonsense. As he informed Lady Vix, if a gal 
needed whopping then she should damn well be 
whopped without any shilly-shallying. On Sundays the 
gals had free time on their hands and plenty of 
opportunity for making mischief. The Elite marshaled 
the facility at weekends so there was regularly at 
least half a dozen gals sent up to touch their toes in 
the library. Declaration of a cool arse Sunday came as 
a relief to the revelers. Mr Humphries also decreed 
that the inmates could have an extended lie-in in the 
morning to help facilitate the recovery from the 
hangovers they would undoubtedly be suffering. 
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Heroically Cassie Cassy had crawled out of 
scratch early and shanghaied a few grumpy grubbys 
to set up a breakfast buffet. As the weary inmates 
shuffled downstairs the mimosa and bloody mary 
stands were particularly well-populated. 

The Bounder declared that she would 
announce the odds for the forthcoming round by mid-
afternoon. Never one to miss an opportunity 
Bernadette sportingly took bets on the odds she and 
Lisa would calculate.  

 
At four o’clock the hungover inmates 

congregated in the Great Hall to witness the draw for 
the last eight and the announcement of the odds. 

Mr Humphries open the proceedings by 
ominously dubbing the next round as ‘Leather 
Saturday’. 

Lady Victoria and Cathryn took turns to pluck 
contestants names out of a tombola and the Bounder 
announced the odds. 

 
Odds Gal 1 Gal 2 Odds
Evens Joanna Heyworth Lisa Sutton 6-1 
7-1 Nicola Jane Nixon Deborah Morton 2-1 
8-1 Cathryn Cassidy Cassandra 

Cassidy 
10-1 

5-1 Claire Brooks Lady Victoria 
Brompton 

4-1 

 
The pairing of Nixdown and Debs, the 

originators of the Spank-off caused a frenzy of betting 
amongst the inmates and another rift in the lute 
amongst the Famous Four. 
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Playful baiting between Nix and Debs soon 

turned to outright bitchiness. Debs was justifiably 
proud of the two spankings and thirty-six strokes of 
the cane she had endured. Nix scoffed at her, telling 
everyone that there had been many nights in the 
stables that she had received far more extended 
benders during her infamous late-night trysts with 
Penny Ann and loudly predicting an easy victory. 

Jojo and Rosemary did their best to mediate 
but quickly got tired of having their faces chewed off 
by the two rivals. 

 
Jojo spent the evening kicking back and 

quaffing champagne in the Grand Master’s living 
quarters. Out of respect for the residual tenderness in 
her derriere as a result of the previous night’s canings 
Mr Humphries declined to indulge in their usual 
Sunday rituals of gratuitous spankings. 

“So what does Leather Saturday entail?” 
enquired Joanna as she nibbled on a small piece of 
toast loaded with pate de foie gras. 

The Grand Master grinned. “I just thought it 
would make it more interesting if we add some 
variety. After all if we just stick to the cane it will 
become somewhat monotonous.” 

Jojo sipped her champagne thoughtfully. She 
was well aware of the wide variety of instruments 
that Mr Humphries kept in the tall-boy in his study. 
She had first hand experience with most. In Ms 
Lawton’s day a visit to the principal’s study had 
always resulted in a bare bender with the thirty-six 
inch long, crook-handled, senior cane. Since Mr 
Humphries arrival a gal never knew what to expect 
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and he beat them with a wide array of canes, straps 
and paddles. 

In many ways, in Jojo’s opinion, the cane was 
the worst. Nonetheless, every weapon in the artillery 
had its own totally unique feel to it. She agreed that if 
the Spank-off was to be a true test of endurance the 
introduction of the other implements would add to the 
excitement. She sighed softly, anticipating that the 
forthcoming round was going to prove to be a long, 
hot evening. 
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Self-Indulgence 

 
 
Although the contestants did their best to stay 

out of trouble, predictably there were some minor 
casualties at the beginning of the week.  

On Tuesday morning Joanna Heyworth headed 
to the Grand Master’s study by virtue of being red-
carded out of the mathematics class by Reed the 
Weed.  

“I’m here to be inspected,” she told Katie Beck. 
The facility matron grunted and nodded towards the 
anteroom. 

Earlier, while getting dressed, Joanna had 
complimented herself on the recovery her backside 
had made. Despite the lengthy caning on Saturday 
night there was no marking remaining and her tender 
spots appeared to have healed completely. 

Katie resisted the temptation to prod, poke or 
pinch Jojo’s bum during the inspection. 

“You’re clean,” she declared, “fix your clobber 
and go next door.” 
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“I’m here to be thrashed for insolence,” Jojo 
told the Grand Master.  

The Grand Master nodded. “Anything you’d like 
to say in your defense?” he asked. 

Jojo cocked her head and chewed her lower 
lip. In Ms Lawton’s day gals attending her study were 
rarely offered the opportunity to defend their actions. 
Ms Lawton was a firm believer that if a member of 
the Brass deemed an inmate due a whopping it was 
her job to oblige. 

The Grand Master waited. Despite their 
relationship the couple had agreed that Joanna 
should be treated no differently to any other inmate. 
Jojo remained as the uncontested Big BUTT and the 
facilities most prolific mischief-maker. Mr Humphries 
always enjoyed Joanna’s explanations for being red-
carded. 

“It’s rather complex,” Jojo started. Mr 
Humphries leaned back in his chair and resisted the 
temptation to grin. 

“We were discussing the relationship between 
mathematics and psychology,” Jojo told him. “It 
occurred to me that several noted mathematicians 
turned out to be barking mad. You know, Nash, 
Russell, a few others, and I offered this observation 
to Ms Reed. For some reason she didn’t take kindly to 
my point of view and seemed to take it personally.” 

“And how exactly did you offer this 
observation?” asked the Grand Master. 

“Well perhaps I didn’t word it very well,” 
admitted Joanna. “I observed that as far as I could 
see that anybody involved in the world of 
mathematics appeared to be nuts. Ms Reed seemed 
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to think I was including her in this, which was never 
my intention.” 

“I see,” nodded the Grand Master, “and that’s 
it?” 

 “I may have embellished a little,” she said 
slowly.  

“How little?” asked the Grand Master. 
Jojo continued to cock her head thoughtfully. 

“I merely observed that some of these 
mathematicians suffered from acute paranoia and 
enquired whether Ms Reed had ever suffered from 
such symptoms. It was just idle curiosity,” she 
explained. 

Mr Humphries suppressed a smile. “Or self-
indulgent japing the Weed,” he said pointedly. 

“Japing the Weed?” gasped Jojo incredulously. 
“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean, sir.” 

Mr Humphries stood up and took off his jacket. 
He walked around the desk and crossed to the tall-
boy. He opened the doors and extracted a short 
leather two-tailed tawse. “I’m sure you know exactly 
what I mean Miss Heyworth,” he said as he walked, 
“now remove your blazer and come and bend over 
my knee.” 

“Oh,” said Jojo and unfastened the top button 
of her blazer. 

 
Jojo winced as the tawse slapped down across 

her naked nates. She had considerable experience of 
the leather tawse and suspected that it would play a 
key role in the upcoming ‘Leather Saturday’ event. 

Mr Humphries had her tucked in tightly and 
she was acutely aware that her backside was sitting 
up prominently and perfectly positioned for the Grand 
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Master to self-indulge himself with one of his favorite 
toys. Jojo sighed and did her best to settle in. 

 
Mr Humphries was aware that japing the Weed 

was considered great sport amongst the inmates. Ms 
Reed was something of an anomaly amongst the 
harsh disciplinarians of the Brass. Despite intensive 
training by Patty Hodge she had proven hopelessly 
inept at the business of whops. She had eventually 
become frustrated and simply resorted to showing 
cheeky inmates a red card when they indulged 
themselves by japing her. The inmates knew the risks 
when they japed her so he felt no compunction about 
taking down Jojo’s bumbags and larruping her 
soundly with the supple leather tawse. 

 
“So how was it?” he asked as he entered the 

punishment in Joanna’s punishment record book. 
“Well from my point of view it was not good,” 

she grunted. “Not good at all. But if you’re looking for 
an objective opinion about your performance I should 
say that you can be quite satisfied.” 

The Grand Master entered the thrashing into 
the electronic prb and the huge ledger that contained 
records of punishments dating back to 1857. 

He grinned. “Self-indulgence always comes 
with a price, Miss Heyworth,” he told Jojo. 

Jojo scowled. “I’m telling you Nash was 
bonkers, you can look it up,” she muttered and 
wriggled out of the room. 
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Debs in the Dog-House 

  
 
Jojo wasn’t the only contestant catching some 

heat. Later on Tuesday Cassie Cassy bent over the 
training beam in the gymnasium for a powerful 
slippering from Ms Lummell. 

On Wednesday morning Lisa Sutton and 
Bernadette Summers took turns to touch their toes at 
the front of the lecture room to be caned by Ms 
Wharton. Unusually, the Wart had managed to remain 
calm and collected throughout the swishings and had 
delivered two superlative sixes without any miss-hits 
or wasted shots. 

The Wart was so delighted with herself that 
she invited Debs up to the front during the next 
lecture and gave her six of the very best. It was 
another perfect caning that set the luckless Debs’ 
nerves jangling and her teeth chattering. 

 
However, as Leather Saturday drew inexorably 

closer the contestants became decidedly more wary 
of indulging in mega-minxing. Thursday had drawn a 
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clean sheet for the contestants and Friday was 
expected to be another quiet day. 

 
Sally Cobb’s eyes stood out on stalks. She 

couldn’t believe her good fortune. She reached into 
her blazer pocket and extracted her red-card. 

“Morton, Phase 6,” she bellowed, “step up for 
goofing!” 

Every head in the hall was turned towards the 
back of the room where Debs was maneuvering her 
way past the knees of her chums. She entered the 
aisle and walked towards the front of the assembly 
hall with her eyes slightly averted. When she reached 
the front she took up her solitary position halfway 
between the doors and the foot of the steps that led 
up to the stage. 

 
Lady Victoria Brompton leaned against the wall 

with her arms folded across her chest watching 
Deborah’s approach. When Debs came alongside her 
they exchanged a glance, before the Phase 6 inmate 
hurried on her way. 

Victoria sighed. She couldn’t believe that Debs 
could be so stupid as to get herself chucked out just a 
day before the second round of the Spank-off. She 
watched Deborah arrange herself into a sloppy form 
of attention and then noticed that the knot of Deb’s 
tie was slightly lowered. As best as Vix could tell the 
top button of Deborah’s blouse was fastened so the 
offense could be interpreted as natural slippage. 
Nonetheless, Victoria was well aware that when the 
Brass arrived none of the Radical Right was going to 
cut Debs any slack and one of them would issue her a 
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second red-card for Zero Tolerance Collar and Tie 
Abuse. 

Victoria crossed over to where Debs was 
standing intending to invoke her privilege to warn 
Debs that her tie was in danger of breach of protocol 
and allowing her to remedy the abuse. To her 
surprise she found that Debs’ top button was actually 
unfastened although it was hard to tell as the button 
was partially disguised by the knot. 

Vix glared at Debs. “Are you fawking barking?” 
she growled. “Your fawking top buttons undone.” 

Debs just shrugged, her eyes flickering with 
self-amusement. 

Victoria stared at Deborah. Something was not 
quite right. Debs was looking far too smug for 
somebody about to get mandatory twelve stroke bare 
bender. She span on her heel and strode up the aisle. 

“What did she do?” Victoria asked Sally. 
“Couldn’t you have cut her some slack?” 

“Not this time Brompton,” insisted Sally. “It 
was as if she wanted to get caught. It looked like she 
was waiting for me to be watching and then leaned 
over and flicked the gal in front of her behind the 
ear.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled the Red-shirt and 
headed back to the front of the hall. 

 
“You staged this didn’t you?” snapped Victoria. 
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said 

Debs dismissively. “I was larking about and got 
caught, what’s new about that?” 

“Yeah, rock on Debs,” said Victoria angrily. 
“You just wanted some last minute whops so if you 
lose to Nixdown you’ll have an excuse.” 
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“That’s not true,” protested Deborah. 
“Well you’re fresh out of luck,” snapped Vix. 

“I’m going to request that the Grand Master 
postpones your whops until after the spank-off, so 
you can wipe that smug grin off your face.” 

“Fuck you Victoria,” growled Debs, “just butt 
out and mind your own fucking business!” 

“That’s just earned you another double 
dangling,” said Vix. 

“Fuck you and your double danglings,” retorted 
Debs petulantly, “they don’t hurt any way.” 

“Then we’ll try a triple dangling won’t we,” 
snapped back Vix. “See me in the library before 
brekker next Wednesday.” 

Deborah glared at Victoria but decided better 
than to say anything further. 

“Now fasten your damn collar and straighten 
your tie and come and stand over here with me,” 
ordered Victoria. “You and I are going to have a long 
conversation with the Grand Master when assembly’s 
over.” 

Deborah Morton grunted.  
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Leather Saturday 

  
 
At the beginning of the big night Jojo and the 

Minxster stood quietly to attention while the Grand 
Master rolled out the rules of Leather Saturday to the 
frenzied audience. During the prelims each gal would 
take a turn over his knee for six slaps with the short 
two-tailed tawse. Subsequently they would bend 
across the vast oak desk and receive six strokes with 
the Reform School Strap, before returning across his 
knee for a dose of the leather ping-pong paddle. 
Following the preliminary warm-ups the bidding would 
begin, but this week the bidder would go first, 
meaning that after the first round the gals were faced 
with back-to-back whops with no time to recover.  

 
Jojo made herself comfortable across Mr 

Humphries’s lap. She was determined to settle in and 
focus right from the start. Jojo knew she had a 
formidable opponent in the Minxster. She liked and 
admired Lisa Sutton, who despite the deplorable way 
she had been treated in earlier years had remained 
cheerful and friendly, even when she had just been 
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beaten bandy. There was no doubt that Lisa could 
take a licking so Jojo was anticipating a long hot night 
ahead of her. 

 
Mr Humphries was particularly fond of his 

leather tawse. He liked the weight and the way that 
the two tails slapped down one after the other giving 
an impression of double impact that always took the 
uninitiated by surprise. 

Jojo was not particularly fond of the Grand 
Master’s leather tawse. She was far from uninitiated 
and knew only too well to expect the double impact.  

Mr Humphries arranged Jojo into a full drape, 
then after telling her to put it up and keep it up he 
slapped the tawse down with a satisfying crack. 

Jojo blinked. The bite of the tawse never failed 
to take her breath away. Some evenings when she 
visited Mr Humphries for her good night kiss he would 
put her across his knee and warm her up with the 
tawse. She was especially vulnerable on the occasions 
she wore the smart silk red and black striped pajamas 
that he had given her as a gift.  

Mr Humphries slapped Joanna on alternate 
cheeks; he was using plenty of wrist and the smacks 
sounded like explosions inside her head. She was 
wriggling energetically so Mr Humphries had to take a 
tight grip around her waist. He had dragged her over 
so that her backside sat up full and proud and her 
nose was almost down to the stage. Mr Humphries 
spanked her blissfully; it was one of his greatest 
pleasures to have his lover over his knee with her 
skirt turned back and her bumbags rolled down and 
his favorite backside at his mercy. With a smile on his 
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face he raised the tawse high above the splendid bum 
and whapped it downwards. 

 
Although she didn’t have Jojo’s copious 

experience to call upon Lisa Sutton had been tawsed 
on several occasions. Mr Humphries liked to vary the 
instruments he utilized to punish the gals and as one 
of his most frequent visitors the Minxster had gained 
a knowledge of the full range of artillery. Lisa hung 
her head between her arms, stretched out her legs 
and steeled herself for the onslaught. She didn’t have 
long to wait. Mr Humphries brought the tawse down 
fast. The Minxster could take her licks with the best of 
them, but the remaining competitors could see that 
the tawse was getting her fullest attention. Lisa 
Sutton wriggled and squirmed in Mr Humphries’s lap 
as each painful swipe cannoned off her arse. The 
other gals exchanged glances; they could tell that the 
competition was really hotting up. 

 
Mr Humphries grinned. He was savoring 

another of his favorite sights. Joanna Heyworth was 
bent across the large desk that was situated under 
the main spotlight. She was reached over so her arms 
dangled down the opposite side. Her legs barely 
touched the floor, her heels raised out of the back of 
her shoes. He had flipped her skirt up her back and 
pulled her bumbags down to around her ankles. Her 
blouse rode up her back so that he could see the 
downy hairs at the base of her spine. Her bottom was 
offered up proud in all its splendor, defenselessly 
awaiting the arrival of the Reform School Strap. 
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Jojo knew that she had to keep her muscles 
relaxed and did her best not to tense up, which was 
quite difficult with her unprotected bum perched up 
and a healthy man brandishing a reform school strap 
standing behind her.  
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A Hot Start 

 
 
Mr Humphries took a tight grip on the wooden 

handle and swung the strap through the air. It 
collided with Jojo’s butt with full force; the sound of 
fast moving leather meeting immobile flesh filled the 
hall. Mr Humphries rarely used the strap for 
punishment, saving it for a handful of his favorite 
miscreants when they were really bad. Most gals in 
the hall believed that the RSS was a myth, spread 
about by the Dirty Dozen as a boast, but now they 
saw the mythical weapon in all its majesty and they 
gasped in awe.  

Mr Humphries liked the sound that the Reform 
School Strap made when it ate butt. The explosive 
slap certainly dispelled with the urban myth that the 
loud ones don’t hurt.  

Jojo felt the wind being knocked out of her 
with the force of the stroke. The wide tail of the strap 
seemed to cover her whole behind as it whipped 
down and it painted a broad red band right across her 
arse. Mr Humphries spared no time in delivering the 
next stroke and the next and the next. Even Jojo was 
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having difficulty staying focused under the fearsome 
barrage. Her bum felt like a sea of flames, the flames 
did not sweep over her in waves; it stayed on the 
outer skin and burned and burned and burned. 

Jojo managed to stay in position for the full six 
but she shot Mr Humphries and ugly look as she 
stepped aside and made way for the Minxster. 

 
The Minxster eyed the strap in Mr Humphries’s 

hand warily. A few weeks earlier she’d had the 
misfortune of gaining some first hand knowledge of 
being whupped with the strap and had found the 
experience quite disagreeable.  

Lisa Sutton bent over half-heartedly, then after 
a moment she resignedly she slid her upper torso 
across the desk until her arms dangled over the far 
side.  

Unlike some members of the Dirty Dozen the 
Minxster did not actively pursue punishments. Lisa 
Sutton’s high ranking on the Hall of Shame had been 
earned by dint of the fact that she was a very, very 
naughty gal. Although she had attracted the ire of Ms 
Lawton and been unfairly targeted there was little 
doubt that the Minxster would have achieved mega-
minx stardom on her own.  

Lying across the desk with her bottom bared 
Lisa Sutton felt the familiar queasy feeling in her 
tummy. When the strap landed slap bang across the 
center of her arse she felt as though without the 
resistance of the solid desk she would have been 
propelled forward across the stage. The thick band of 
heat seemed to envelop her whole behind but she 
had no time to try to come to terms with the epic 
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pain; Mr Humphries immediately whapped the next 
one downwards. 

The six slaps of the strap landed one after the 
other. Totally unremitting, it made a thick swollen 
weal rise up on the Minxster’s bum that made the 
audience gasp in amazement. 

Lisa Sutton slowly rose to her feet, her face 
ashen. 

Shakily she got her balance leaning against the 
desk with one hand. 

“Are you okay?” asked the Grand Master. 
“Yes sir,” the Minxster said resolutely. “Just 

give me a second to get my sea-legs back.” 
She blew her breath out. 
“You know something sir?” she said earnestly. 

“That is some evil shit!” 
 
Even Jojo resisted slightly as Mr Humphries 

took her wrist and lowered her across his lap. Jojo did 
not like the ping-pong shaped paddle that Mr 
Humphries was holding in his left hand. The Grand 
Master tugged a little harder and Joanna tumbled 
down over his lap. Mr Humphries arranged Jojo into a 
satisfactory full drape and slowly rubbed the paddle 
round and round on each cheek in a slow circular 
motion. 

Upside down with her head higher than her 
arse Jojo waited anxiously. Jojo was keenly aware 
that the two flat leather surfaces of the paddle 
covered a solid delrin core and when it hit the sweet 
spot the weight and stiffness delivered an 
excruciatingly uncomfortable level of hot sting.   

Jojo did her best to lie still while the Grand 
Master smacked the paddle down on the crown of her 
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right cheek. Smack! Smack! Smack! Three hot ones 
right on top of each other. She clenched her teeth 
and waited for the explosion in her left cheek. 
”Hey!” she howled indignantly. Mr Humphries had 
unexpectedly slapped the thick leather paddle down 
on the same spot on her right cheek. Then before she 
had time to gather her thoughts he cracked it down 
twice more making her writhe and twist in earnest 
agitation. 

“Holy shit,” she hissed as she clambered to her 
feet. “That wasn’t funny,” she glared at the Grand 
Master. “Not funny at all.” 

Mr Humphries just grinned and then wiggled 
his finger at the Minxster. 

Lisa Sutton watched the spanking 
disconsolately. She realized from Jojo’s energetic 
reaction that she was in for an uncomfortable few 
moments. White faced she approached the Grand 
Master and unenthusiastically offered him her wrist; 
allowing herself to be guided down across the Grand 
Master’s lap. Just like Jojo she couldn’t help but 
wriggle and squirm and kick her legs frantically while 
the Grand Master blistered her butt. When she was 
released she broke into an agitated jig, desperately 
trying to cool the storm that raged inside her 
bumbags.  

The Grand Master turned to Jojo, “Your bid 
Joanna,” he told her. “What’s it to be?” 
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Minxster Misery 

 
 
Jojo squinted at Lisa, trying to gauge her 

willingness to continue. The Minxster was still hopping 
from foot to foot and making no effort to disguise the 
fact that effects of the paddle were causing her 
considerable discomfort. Jojo was tempted to test 
Lisa’s resolve by bidding another session with the 
paddle, but she figured that the Minxster was a hard-
boiled egg and was unlikely to crack just yet. She bid 
six with the tawse, which she considered to be a 
tolerable solution and when Lisa agreed Jojo spread 
herself out across the Grand Master’s lap, put it up 
and intended to keep it up. 

The slap of leather against bare arse filled the 
hall. Although the tawse bit her flesh Jojo was 
warming up, which was fortunate as Mr Humphries 
was warming to his work. He slapped the tawse down 
forcefully, working her arse right and left. Once again 
Jojo found herself bent so far over her feet couldn’t 
touch the floor. When Mr Humphries had finished 
with her she was breathing heavily but her confidence 
level was increasing. The six whaps had smarted 
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horribly but she felt that she had was far enough into 
the zone that she would be able to go on and on and 
on. 

 
Lisa Sutton was not feeling confident. Like 

most of the unit’s naughtiest gals she had perfected 
keeping a poker-face when she was being scolded or 
after she had been beaten, but as she approached Mr 
Humphries there was no mistaking her concern at her 
impending appointment with the tawse. Watching the 
Grand Master applying the tawse to Jojo’s naked 
bum, she couldn’t help noticing that Mr Humphries 
was upping the ante and really giving her a larruping. 
She approached Mr Humphries very slowly, throwing 
him a plaintive look as her lowered her down. Face 
down; arse up the Minxster’s heart was pounding 
uncomfortably as she felt her bumbags being slid 
down until they were around her ankles.  

Mr Humphries wasted no time in going about 
his business. In the spirit of fair play he treated Lisa 
to an identical set of six. The Minxster vainly tried to 
stay quiet and remain still but the torment was too 
great and she was soon kicking and struggling. The 
Grand Master kept a tight hold around her waist and 
continued to larrup her despite her efforts to escape, 
finishing the session up with a zinger that was 
rewarded by a heart felt moan emanating from the 
hapless Minxster. 

Now the Minxster faced the challenge of 
having to make her bid and bend right back over. Her 
eyes darted from the tawse to the strap and then 
back to the tawse again. 

“I’ll take three more with the tawse,” she 
muttered miserably. 
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Mr Humphries spanked her hard. The three 

swipes lashed down across her buttocks, the tail 
colliding with her right cheek, sending her body into a 
frenzy of activity. The effect of the supple leather on 
her scorched and swollen flesh was excruciating. 
When she rose she looked close to tears.  

 
Jojo took her place across the Grand Master’s 

lap, wriggling herself into position and stretching out 
into a full drape. She felt the leather being stroked 
across her swollen flesh and braced herself. Jojo 
winced and frowned as Mr Humphries slapped the 
strap across her naked nates. She concentrated on 
keeping her breathing even and controlling the flow 
of pain as it surged through her central nervous 
system. 

 
The Grand Master rolled Joanna’s bumbags 

back into place and turned her skirt down. He gently 
helped her back up into the vertical plane.  

Jojo squinted over at Lisa. She was looking 
decidedly shaky. Jojo felt confident she was now in 
poll position and daringly called for six with the lethal 
paddle.  

The gals in the audience gasped. It was a truly 
bold call. 

The Minxster hung her head pitifully. She 
desperately wanted to win the spank-off but the 
prospect of the dreaded Delrin-filled paddle crashing 
off her bum again was too terrible to think of. 

“I’m out,” she said finally. 
 
Jojo rushed across the stage as quickly as her 

throbbing behind would allow her and threw her arms 
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around her brave opponent. The curtain closed 
momentarily to allow the two competitors to compose 
themselves and straighten up. Heidi Alexander came 
over with two flutes filled with icy bubbles. The two 
whop-weary contestants swallowed them down 
gratefully. 

The curtain rose and Jojo and the Minxster 
stepped forward hand-in-hand to take their bows. 
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An Acrimonious Rivalry 

 
 
The pre-contest hug between Nix and Debs 

lacked any pretense of warmth. While the two gals 
stood politely through Mr Humphries’s introductions 
the acrimony between the famed contenders was 
clear to even the dimmest members of the audience. 
Debs was glaring at Nix, who in turn had a self-
satisfied smirk plastered all over her boat race. 

 
Nixdown had scornfully dismissed Debs as 

nothing more than a big head and big arse and 
confidently predicted that she could out-last her 
opponent any night of the week. 

Debs busied herself with a program of damage 
control to her reputation. She loudly protested her 
innocence against the charges that she had rigged 
being chucked out of assembly because she was 
worried that she might lose the contest.  

 
The Bounder was delighted. The public 

bitching and gloating between the two legends had 
provoked a frenzy of betting. 
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Nixdown Nixon removed her blazer and handed 
it to a grubby to hang up for her. As usual her 
uniform was immaculate. Her blouse neatly pressed, 
her shoes shone to gleaming and her necktie fastened 
with a perfectly triangular knot. She stepped over to 
where Mr Humphries was seated and nimbly tipped 
herself over his knee. She stretched herself out; at 
just five feet and a half inches and weighing a mere 
one hundred and twelve pounds she could barely 
reach the floor at either side. The Grand Master 
rearranged her clothing and exposed her pert behind. 
Nixdown giggled and wriggled her bum playfully. 

The Grand Master brought the tawse down 
with crisp authority. Nixdown wiggled her bottom 
cheekily and was rewarded with another splendid 
stroke. Nixdown sighed. The pain was simply 
exquisite.  

 
Debs watched Nixdown’s performance 

carefully. She didn’t share Nix’s penchant for pain and 
for all her bragging knew she was at a disadvantage. 
Nonetheless, she was determined to show the 
gawking onlookers that she considered it a six with 
the tawse a mere trifle.  

She threw a cheery grin to the audience and 
gave them a little wave before she folded herself 
across the Grand Master’s lap. 

For all her faults and foibles nobody could 
accuse Deborah Morton of being a muff and she took 
the six swipes with barely a wriggle or a squirm. 

As she climbed off Mr Humphries’s lap Debs 
yawned theatrically raising spontaneous applause 
from her supporters.  
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Nixdown didn’t wait to be told to bend over the 

desk; she strode across the stage and flattened 
herself across the woodwork, positioning her butt up 
perfectly for the Grand Master to get a good crack at 
her. 

Having rearranged her garments Mr Humphries 
wasted no time in partaking of her provocative 
invitation. He leathered Nixdown’s backside with 
unfettered alacrity. The singular thwack of the strap 
pummeling naked flesh filled every corner of the 
Great Hall. The thick leather strap colored Nix’s bum a 
vivid scarlet from the tops of her thighs to the apex of 
the curvaceous moon. Nix resolutely maintained 
perfect position, the waves of pain rushing over her in 
waves of luscious ecstasy. The feel of the leather 
slapping against her flesh was overwhelming her with 
excitement and exhilaration. She made a mental note 
ask the Grand Master if she could borrow the strap to 
enliven her next session with Penny. 

 
Deborah was not greatly enthused by the 

inclusion of the Reform School Strap in the evening’s 
proceedings. The strap was a relatively recent 
acquisition of the Grand Master and Deborah had 
been one of the early recipients. It was not an 
experience she much cared to repeat. 

However, she spread herself across the desk 
and waited for the arrival of Armageddon. 

Mr Humphries’s arm rose and fell at a 
bewildering pace, every slap of the strap landing with 
venomous force. Deborah did her best to remain 
defiantly dangled but the sheer force of the onslaught 
had her wriggling and squirming in extreme agitation, 
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and she was breathing very heavily when she rose to 
her feet. 

 
Nix once again nimbly tipped herself over the 

Grand Master’s knee and was trembling with 
anticipation. The thought of the vicious paddle at 
once thrilled and panicked her. For a brief period the 
paddle had been Mr Humphries’s weapon of choice so 
it had been unavoidable for Nix to become familiar 
with its unique characteristics. When it splatted down 
on her right cheek she didn’t know whether to laugh 
or cry, the pain was totally thrilling. Mr Humphries 
repeated his witty trick of bouncing the bat of the 
same red and swollen spot on her right buttock. 
Despite her excitement Nix couldn’t ignore the 
remarkable effects of the stiff leather paddle and was 
quickly kicking and struggling as the remorseless heat 
heightened in her upturned arse. When the Grand 
Master had finished with her Nixdown took her own 
sweet time before she breathlessly pushed herself up 
from his lap. Nonetheless she still found the time to 
wink at Deborah and stick her tongue at her 
opponent. Debs glared back at her. 
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Nixdown Plays Mind Games 

 
 
Deborah Morton’s customary swagger looked 

marginally less than cocksure as she approached the 
Grand Master. Her last encounter with the paddle had 
not been a happy one. In one of his more light 
hearted moods Mr Humphries had taken Deborah 
down to the Brat Chamber and treated the grubbys to 
the sight of her being paddled on her bare bum. 
Predictably Deborah had failed to see the humor in 
this and when she told him so he had put her over his 
knee again and spanked her some more. 

 
Deborah offered Mr Humphries her wrist and 

allowed him to lower her downwards.  She gamely 
stretched herself into a full drape. The Grand Master 
turned back her skirt and rolled down her bumbags 
exposing her crimson behind. He took a tight hold 
around Deborah’s waist and maneuvered her a little 
so that her bottom was in poll position. He raised the 
paddle in the air and slapped it down with a 
resounding crack. Deborah Morton felt the blood 
rushing to her head, and as the paddle bombarded 
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her she felt like she might choke. Involuntarily she 
struggled and kicked and writhed as the heat 
intensified, but the Grand Master had a firm grip on 
her and pounded the same red spot unmercifully. 

 
Deborah Morton looked slightly ruffled as she 

scrambled to her feet. 
“Permission to loosen my tie sir,” she 

spluttered. 
The Grand Master looked across at Nix. “Are 

you ready for loose tie time Nicola Jane?” 
Nix grinned foxily, “Oh no sir it wouldn’t do for 

a gal to look like some urchin.” 
“Sorry Deborah,” shrugged the Grand Master, 

“we have to keep things fair.” 
Deborah glared at Nix. Nixdown just winked at 

her and then turned to the Grand Master, “I think I’ll 
take six with the strap if you don’t mind sir,” she said 
airily and wandered over to the desk and bent 
forward at the waist. 

 
Nixdown Nixon enjoyed life. She liked to drink 

and smoke and give good head. Most of all she liked 
lowering her jodhpurs and having Penny thrash her 
with her favorite riding crop. She did not enjoy the 
beastly rituals of day-to-day punishment, the 
sweatings, collarings and inspections that so often 
preceded hostile beatings; but as she told Jojo, the 
effects of a damn good thrashing from someone you 
care for was simply peerless. Nicola Jane was fond of 
the Grand Master, as best chum of his lover she often 
benefited from his generosity. The prospect of having 
her bum roasted by him, albeit with a fearsome 
leather strap filled her with delight. 
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Mr Humphries was aware that Nicola Jane was 

fond of a lick or two and considered it his social duty 
to ensure that her pert little bottom was enlivened in 
the most charitable of manners. He laid into Nix as if 
he was beating a carpet and was rewarded by clear 
signs of enlivenment. Nixdown’s toes tapped on the 
stage, her hips swung right and left at each hearty 
impact and her head shook, splaying her long blonde 
tresses from side to side. Nonetheless, when she 
arose she had an incorrigible smile on her face. She 
turned to Debs, “Wanna go?” she winked. “Its all 
yours.” 

Debs shot her a glance and flounced towards 
the desk. 

 
Prostrated over the desk with skirt turned back 

and her bumbags around her ankles Deborah Morton 
awaited the inevitable arrival of the strap with some 
trepidation. The opening medley of the tawse, strap 
and paddle had caused her considerably more gyp 
than she had anticipated and she had an unpleasant 
suspicion that there was going to be a good deal of 
bum blistering still to come before the contest was 
settled.  

The strap exploded across her defenseless rear 
end, landing harshly across the epicenter of the 
swelling caused by the paddle. Before she could catch 
her breath the strap barrage continued, slap after 
slap raining down without remission. The blows 
landed so swiftly that she lost count so when the 
bombardment suddenly stopped she just hung over 
the desk in a state of shock, her arms dangling and 
her beleaguered buttocks pulsating like a police 
beacon. She struggled to regain a modicum of 
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composure but when she finally managed to get to 
her feet she resembled a gal who had had all the 
brag and bluster beaten out of her. Now she was 
faced with the unenviable task of selecting the 
instrument for her back to back licking. The audience 
waited with baited breath. 
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Not So Funny Now Nix 

 
 
“Now Deborah, I want you to put it up and 

keep it up,” the Grand Master told her in a kindly 
voice as he tapped the tawse gently up and down on 
her crimson buttocks. 

Deborah Morton was spread out in a full drape, 
the tips of her fingers and toes balanced on the 
wooden stage. She had her eyes squeezed shut and 
her teeth clenched as she waited for the onslaught to 
commence. 

Mr Humphries tapped the tawse down once, 
twice, thrice then unleashed hell.  

For Deborah Morton the next three minutes 
were unmitigated misery, the Grand Master was 
laying on the strokes at thirty second intervals, to 
give her ample opportunity to opt out.  

Debs wriggled and squirmed, she bucked and 
kicked, she moaned and groaned and yelped 
occasionally, but she stubbornly stayed over his knee 
and took her licking. 
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Mr Humphries gave Nixdown Nixon a damn 
good larruping and was rewarded by considerable 
activity from the gal spread out across his knees. Nix 
had peaked during the last dose of the strap and the 
sheer ecstatic pleasure of the earlier thrashings was 
behind her. Now, every nerve-jangling slap of the 
tawse reminded her that the road to victory was 
going to be long and painful. By the time Mr 
Humphries had finished with her Nix had tumbled so 
far over his knee that her nose was only inches from 
the floor of the stage, her energetic kicking had sent 
her bumbags flying across the stage and they had to 
be retrieved by a grubby before she could be 
returned to the upright.  

 
Now it was Nix’s turn to be faced with the 

dilemma of making a bid. Her bottom felt as though 
she had sat on a furnace and she desperately wanted 
to end the bout as soon as possible. She glanced 
across at Deborah, who despite her efforts to be 
poker faced had the unmistakable haunted, wretched 
look of a gal suffering from a well-whupped arse. She 
looked at the strap and the tawse and she looked at 
the paddle. Even looking at the paddle made her 
tummy feel queasy but she knew that it would be the 
most expeditious way to bring the battle to 
conclusion. She took a deep breath and proposed six 
with the paddle, desperately willing Debs to decline. 
Deborah grimaced, her butt felt like a water filled 
balloon, every inch of it throbbed and ached 
relentlessly, the prospect of being spanked with the 
paddle was almost too horrible to contemplate, 
nonetheless she nodded her acceptance. 

“Oh shit,” breathed Nixdown.  
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Nicola Jane Nixon had started the bout nimbly 

folding herself across the Grand Master’s lap, but now 
she was stiff-legged and flopped across his lap 
inelegantly. Mr Humphries patiently maneuvered her 
into position and rearranged her clothing. Nixdown 
was filled with dread as she felt her bumbags slowly 
sliding down her legs and the cool air on her red-hot 
bottom as her skirt was folded back. Her confidence 
was waning, she wasn’t even sure that she could take 
a full six. She would take what she could she told 
herself resolutely and make it as hard for Deborah as 
possible. 

The impact of the paddle on her sore and 
swollen buttock was almost enough to make her 
howl. A second slap delivered on top of the first did 
make her howl and a third on top of that made her 
holler.  

The Grand Master took a breather. “Do you 
want me to continue,” he asked. 

For a moment there was silence then Nix 
grunted, “Just fucking get it over with will you,” she 
snarled. 

Mr Humphries chuckled, “Your wish is my 
command,” he said and whapped the paddle down on 
the crown of her left cheek, eliciting an anguished 
squawk from Nixdown. 

The two remaining slaps were accompanied by 
some hearty vocals from the wriggling, writhing form 
that lay head down, arse up across Mr Humphries’s 
lap. The Grand Master had to hold Nix down firmly as 
she tried to avoid the horrific impact of the leather 
making contact with her scorched flesh.  

When he had finished she lay limply over his 
knee, her face buried in her hands. For a moment she 



The Great Spank-Off 
 
didn’t dare get up in case the compulsion to rub 
overwhelmed her. Finally she pushed herself up from 
the Grand Master’s lap and painfully shuffled across 
the stage. 
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Crisis Time 

 
 
Every slap that Nixdown had suffered through 

had accentuated Deborah’s gloom. As she allowed 
herself to be lowered into position she was close to 
tears. From the outset of the competition she had 
been determined to win. She wanted to show once 
and for all that the gal who could take double 
danglings, could endure twelve stroke thrashings with 
the violin bow, had suffered having the senior cane 
broken across her arse and tolerated more bacon 
slicers than any other gal, was indeed the toughest in 
the unit. Now she faced a crisis, not only did she have 
to suffer through the six she was ready and draped 
for, but immediately after she was going to have to 
offer up her swollen buns for another dose if she 
wanted to stay in the game. Deborah Morton tasted 
the salty flavor of her tears as they slowly ran down 
her face. 

The paddle was moving at high velocity when 
it collided with her backside. Deborah threw her head 
back and howled. The pain was so overwhelming that 
she thought she would pass out. She kicked and 
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struggled her way through the first three whaps, 
screaming and yelling and openly blubbing. She could 
hardly speak when the Grand Master asked if she 
wished to continue but somehow she managed to 
communicate that he should proceed. The assault on 
her left buttock provoked more heart-wrenching 
squeals from the hapless competitor as the pain built 
to a terrible crescendo. 

Deborah lay across Mr Humphries’ lap panting. 
She tried to clear the blur that was fogging her brain. 
She knew she had to make a bid to stay in the 
contest but for a while it wouldn’t register. 

Mr Humphries gently tried to help her to her 
feet but she shook off his hand. 

“I’ll stay over,” she gurgled barely 
comprehensibly, “I’ll take six more with the paddle.” 

There was a shocked gasp in the audience. 
The excitement was obvious; surely one of them 
would give in. The Woody gals smelled blood. 

“Holy fuck,” groaned Nix, “this is fucking 
insanity.” Then after a moment she added, “but count 
me in. I’m up for it.” 

“But please sir,” pleaded Debs, “please let me 
loosen my tie. I can’t breathe.” 

The Grand Master looked at Nicola Jane 
enquiringly. Nix just shrugged, she was passed 
playing mind games; all she could think of was that 
she hoped somebody had a fire extinguisher handy 
because any moment she was sure her bumbags 
were going to ignite. 

Deborah ripped at her collar and tie. The top 
button of her blouse flew across the stage as she 
frantically loosened her clobber, gulping in air like a 
drowning person. She was sobbing uncontrollably 
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while Mr Humphries applied three explosive whaps to 
her squirming right buttock. He asked her whether 
she wished for him to continue and she just grunted. 
Taking for this for yes Mr Humphries brought the 
paddle down abruptly.  

The Grand Master was not prepared for the 
sheer power with which Deborah launched herself 
from his lap. Before he could react she was halfway 
across the stage, her hands pinning her skirt against 
her tortured rump. 

“That’s it,” she sobbed, “I’m out; I’m fucking 
well out you lunatic!!!” 

Nixdown approached the Grand Master with an 
evident lack of enthusiasm. 

”I need four right?” she asked nervously. 
The Grand Master shook his head. “Five,” he 

told her. 
“But she’s rubbing,” said Nix desperately, 

“doesn’t that disqualify the last one?” 
“Five,” the Grand Master said calmly. “Five for 

the match.” 
“Holy fuck,” said Nixdown Nixon. 
 
Nicola Jane Nixon would have given anything 

to be any place else except lying across Mr 
Humphries’s lap with her scarlet backside proffered 
up for gratuitous chastisement. The thought of the 
paddle landing on her welted butt made her feel 
giddy. When the moment of truth was upon her she 
nearly jumped out of his lap. The pain was 
monumental but before she had time to think he had 
compounded it with two crashing whaps that made 
her fill the hall with terrible screeches. 
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The Grand Master asked her if she wished to 
continue. 

“Of course I fucking do,” she snarled through 
gritted teeth. 

Mr Humphries gave her a fourth whap to even 
the match. Nix was trying to make herself as small as 
she could across his lap, scrunching herself up in 
some vain attempt to make herself invisible. 

“Put it up Nicola Jane,” the Grand Master said 
not unkindly, “I shall not proceed until you put it up 
properly.” 

Somehow Nixdown managed to squirm her 
way into an acceptable position. The resounding slap 
of the paddle filled the hall, closely followed by Nix 
screeching “FUUUUUUUUCCCCKKKKKKKKK!!!!!!!!!!!!!” 
at the top of her lungs. 
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The Tails of Two Sisters 

 
 
Nicola Jane tried to hug Deborah, but Debs 

pushed her away. 
“Get your fucking hands off me,” she sobbed. 

“I hate you, I fucking hate you!” and scampered from 
the stage. 

 
During the intermission Jojo and the Minxster 

hugged each other and consoled each other over the 
sorry state of their arses.  

“I really wanted to go on,” groaned Lisa, “but 
the thought of that paddle was just too much.” 

“Well I’m glad you didn’t,” admitted Joanna, 
“that paddle really smarts.” 

Penelope Ann had been allowed backstage and 
was canoodling with Nix and rubbing her poor sore 
bottom for her. 

Deborah was nowhere to be seen. 
The four remaining contestants were pacing up 

and down, preparing themselves for the upcoming 
barrage of pain that they were bound to endure. The 
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grubbys silently passed amongst them handing out 
glasses of icy champagne and iced flannels. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy was pondering the wisdom of 

having spent the afternoon getting laid by her 
boyfriend Mark. She was watching her sister Cassie 
splayed out across the Grand Master’s lap getting her 
bum warmed with the two-tailed tawse and it struck 
her that post coital bliss was not necessarily an 
appropriate precursor to a long night of serious bum 
burning.   

The matching of the two Cassidy sisters had 
resulted in a week of friendly sibling rivalry. Since her 
victory over Ginger Beckett Cassie Cassy was back to 
her normal cheerful self. 

“I proved that I can take a whopping and keep 
on bopping,” she proudly told Jojo and Nix. 

Cathryn had indulged her younger sister but 
had playfully warned her that if she got too cocky she 
was perfectly within her rights to take Cassie up to 
the library and give her a damn good licking. 

 
The Bounder had made Cathryn the marginal 

favorite to win but nobody doubted that Cassie would 
give her a run for her money.  

 Cassandra Cassidy could take six with the 
tawse standing on her head. She lay patiently across 
the Grand Master’s lap while he slapped the tawse 
down then pushed herself up with a grin on her face. 
Cathryn sighed and replaced her sister. Cat was 
having difficulty focusing on the job at hand, her mind 
kept wandering back to the delicious memory of Mark 
forcing her down over the kitchen table and 
penetrating her from behind. She was rudely 
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awakened from her daydream by the crisp thwack of 
the tawse arriving to enliven her nerve endings. 
Cathryn gritted her teeth and resolved to concentrate. 
She was confident that she could outlast her sister 
but she was acutely aware that Cassie was no 
pushover. She focused on the floor of the wooden 
stage and braced herself. 

 
Cassie slithered her chest across the big desk 

and stretched out. A few weeks earlier Cassie had 
made the acquaintance of the Reform School Strap 
and had been extremely impressed. She concentrated 
on keeping her breathing even and repeated the 
Woody mantra, ‘it’s only whops’, over and over in her 
head. 

The Grand Master delivered the six strokes of 
the strap in quick succession. Impressively Cassie 
Cassy held fast and took lash after lash unflinchingly, 
showing no signs of discomfort when she arose. 

Cassie straightened her clobber and turned and 
winked at her sister. 

 
The first tawsing had served as an adequate 

reminder to Cathryn that in order to earn victory she 
would need to dismiss all thoughts of the earlier bend 
over touch your toes, rumpy pumpy up it goes, from 
her mind. She stretched her long legged body out 
across the desk and put her well-formed backside up 
prominently. 

 
Like her sister Cathryn was familiar with the 

effects of the Reform School Strap and was confident 
that she could absorb the session with ease. However 
she couldn’t help noticing that Mr Humphries was 
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laying it on pretty thick and two of the strokes caused 
her to involuntarily crook her leg at the knee and kick 
back in consternation.  

When she stood up she had a mild scowl on 
her face. Without asking she reached up and 
unfastened the top button of her blouse and loosened 
her tie, then crossed the stage to where her blazer 
had been hung up, dug into the pocket, pulled out a 
cigarette and lit it. 

Mr Humphries chuckled, “I’m not sure that’s 
allowed under competition conditions Cathryn,” he 
laughed. 

Cat shrugged, “Oh who gives a fuck?” she 
drawled, “my arse hurts.” The audience clapped their 
hands and hooted with laughter. 

Mr Humphries stared at Cathryn thoughtfully 
but said nothing, instead turning to Cassie and 
indicating for her to approach. 
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 “Good Luck Sis!” 

 
 
Cassandra Cassidy had a reputation for 

giggling after she had been beaten, but the one 
occasion when she hadn’t giggled was following her 
introduction to the Grand Master’s leather paddle. 
With a sense of foreboding she laid herself out across 
Mr Humphries’s lap. 

The Grand Master lowered the younger Cassidy 
sister across his lap, positioning her so that her 
bottom was perched up nicely. He took his time 
rearranging her clothing, and then gently rubbed the 
paddle over her naked flesh in a slow circular motion. 

Cassie had her arms spread out to shoulder 
width, the palms of her hands flat against the wooden 
stage, her head was tucked in between her arms and 
her long blond ponytail trailed down to the floor.  

The paddle slapped down, leaving its 
trademark red hot spot on the crown of her right 
buttock. Cassie blinked but managed to remain still. 
She breathed a small sigh of relief. It was the first 
stroke that she always dreaded, once that was over 
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with she was better able to prepare herself, knowing 
exactly what to expect.  

The Grand Master proceeded to worry the 
same spot with quick, hard slaps, but despite the 
deep concentration of pain in her right cheek Cassie 
stayed perfectly still, staring fixedly down at the floor 
of the stage and focusing on absorbing the terrible 
sting. 

The Cassidy sisters were as thick as thieves 
and Cathryn watched her sister being spanked with a 
sense of consanguine pride. Cat knew from 
experience that her sister was a tough cookie as 
during her term in the Elite, she had occasion to cane 
her sister on several occasions. Cathryn had earned 
herself a reputation for her proficiency with the 
ashplant; always delivering good tight lickings that 
had made some of the toughest gals hop. However, 
Cassie had always taken her whops without complaint 
and had merely grinned and thanked her sister when 
they were over.  

As the two sisters swapped places Cathryn 
smiled indulgently at Cassie, “You think you’re 
something don’t ya kiddo?” she chuckled.  

Cassie grinned, “Good luck sis.” 
 
Stretched out across the Grand Master’s lap 

with her bumbags around her ankles, Cathryn Cassidy 
was keenly aware that she needed a darn sight more 
than luck if she was to win the bout. She knew from 
experience that the paddle was capable of making a 
gal’s eyes water. Cat did her best to stay still but Mr 
Humphries’s jolly jape of landing all six on the same 
spot proved too much and she was soon scissoring 
her legs frantically and writhing in his lap in the vain 
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hope that he may miss. Mr Humphries had her nose 
to the floor and had no intention of missing; he 
leathered her arse with expert efficiency. 

 
Cassie Cassy bid a half dozen with the tawse 

and took another trip across Mr Humphries knee. Her 
confidence was building; she was far into the zone 
and felt that she could go on all night. After the sixth 
stroke she hopped up, beaming cheerfully. 

 
Cat Cassidy blew smoke through her nostrils 

and stubbed out her cigarette. She took her time, 
slowly approaching the Grand Master and offering 
him her wrist and a wry smile. Once she had been 
lowered into position she stretched out and settled in.  

 
“I’ll stay over and take six more,” Cathryn said 

through clenched teeth.  
The Grand Master looked over at Cassie who 

nodded her agreement. The Grand Master raised the 
twin tailed tawse in the air and slashed it downwards. 

Cat gritted her teeth. She had managed to take 
the last six with relatively little movement but as the 
tawse rebounded from her naked bum to start the 
new set her legs scissored in agitation. 

Mr Humphries spaced the strokes out evenly 
giving Cat plenty of opportunity to cash in her chips 
whenever she wanted to. Cat’s long dark hair swished 
from side to side but she remained steadfastly in 
position giving no indication she was ready to 
concede. When the Grand Master helped her to her 
feet she looked surprisingly fresh and unperturbed. 
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Cassie Cassy had no intention of throwing the 
towel in and immediately replaced her sister in the 
time-honored position. After enduring six hearty 
cracks it was Cassie’s turn to bid again. 
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 “Oh You Little Shit” 

 
 
“Oh you little shit,” groaned Cathryn when 

Cassandra bid six with the paddle. “You really do 
think you’re something don’t you kiddo!” 

 
The Grand Master worked the left buttock of 

Cassie’s upturned bum, whap, whap, whapping the 
sweet spot until she finally began to squirm a little. 
Cassie determinedly tried to stay still but by the time 
the sixth slap exploded off her scorched flesh the 
agitated way her toes were tapping on the wood floor 
exposed the increasing discomfort she was 
experiencing. Nonetheless when she pushed herself 
up she put a brave face on it and winked at her 
sister. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy was not enthusiastic about 

offering up her bottom to have her left buttock 
blistered with the leather paddle so she took her own 
sweet time in draping her elegant form across Mr 
Humphries knee. Her heart was pounding and her 
hands were clammy as she spread herself out. She 
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winced inwardly as she felt the familiar motion of her 
skirt being slowly turned back, followed by the 
meticulous lowering of her navy blue bumbags. She 
gritted her teeth when she felt the cool of the leather 
slowly circling her flesh. Then WHAP! The paddle 
landed with full force and the blood rushed to her 
head as she jerked forward in Mr Humphries’s lap. 
The second slap tipped her further over so even her 
long legs no longer reached the ground. Mr 
Humphries had her round the waist and cracked the 
paddle down hard. Cathryn was kicking her legs and 
pummeling the stage with her fists. The pain was so 
intense that she felt as though lighted candles were 
burning her flesh. Despite her animated reactions to 
the fiery impact of the paddle Cathryn had no 
intention of quitting, she dug into her reserves, 
gritted her teeth and carried on wriggling and 
squirming. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy had no intention of bidding 

the paddle again, she considered the tawse but then 
decided she had done enough nose to the floor for 
the moment and proposed six with the Reform School 
Strap. 

Cathryn actually felt quite comfortable bent 
across the large desk. Her long slender frame was 
perfectly designed for the position and she found it 
preferable to being physically held down across Mr 
Humphries’s lap like a Little Brat. Over the years 
Cathryn had bent over a lot of desks; ranging from 
the slope topped desks of the lecture room’s to the 
large oak desk in the Deputy Grand Dame’s study. At 
least bending over a good desk she felt supported, 
her only objection was Mr Humphries’s insistence that 



115 

 
her arms limply dangle over the far side instead of 
letting her fold them on top of the desk and rest her 
head on them. 

Cathryn wriggled her hips and prepared for the 
onslaught. Mr Humphries raised the strap in the air 
and brought it down with a volatile thud. The strap 
landed firmly astride the swollen hot spot that the 
paddle had raised on each of her cheeks. She gasped 
with dismay, the pain was simply unendurable, but 
before she could protest a second swipe tantalized 
the exact same spots. 

Vainly Cathryn crooked her leg in an effort to 
ward off the strap but it crashed home a third time. 
That was enough for Cat; the Old Gal leapt to her 
feet and nimbly removed her backside from the firing 
line. 

“That’s it,” she gasped, “keep that thing away 
from me, I’m out!”   

 
Cassandra Cassidy felt like the eyes of the 

whole world were focused on her. She had never 
doubted that she could outlast her sister and now 
victory was just four harsh swipes of the strap away. 
She bent over and braced herself. 

The first thwack sent shudders through her 
whole body but she stayed down. The second made 
her giddy but she stayed down. Mr Humphries 
thrashed the strap down again, making Cassie feel 
nauseous, but she stayed down. The audience 
watched with baited breath as the ultimate strike 
snaked through the air, landing against Cassie’s 
unprotected nates with extreme prejudice and she 
leapt to her feet. She hissed and she hopped and she 
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flapped her arms but she never rubbed. Her sister 
rushed to her and hugged her. 

“Tell you what kiddo,” she said admiringly, 
“you really are something!” 
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Vix to the Rescue 

 
 
The enthusiastic applause that greeted Claire 

Brooks as she stepped forward was a tribute to the 
popularity of one of the all-time great mega-minxes. 
However, Claire’s welcome was over-shadowed by the 
rapturous reception Lady Victoria Brompton received 
as she joined Claire on the stage.  

 
On the previous afternoon, Heidi Alexander 

and Linda Ash, who were in town on grubbing duties, 
had been accosted by six female members of the 
local chapter of the notorious Confederacy of Yoofs. 

In deference to their status as Extreme-
Ladettes, the Confederacy generally left the inmates 
of the Back to School unit to their own devices. 
However, the six girls were cocktailed up and looking 
for a little recreation. 

They surrounded Heidi and Linda and 
proceeded to poke fun at their neatly pressed 
clobber, grabbing their boaters and using them as 
Frisbee’s. The two Woody gals vainly tried to regain 
their property but they were out-numbered and the 
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bullies cuffed them around the ears and kicked them 
in the shins.  

Fortuitously Lady Victoria Brompton happened 
along and, seeing her chums in trouble, hurried 
fearlessly into the fray. Despite being out-weighed 
and out-numbered she grabbed two of the burly 
bullies by their ears and bashed their heads together 
with such force that the two girls tottered giddily 
away, holding their heads and gurgling in shock.  

Two of the Yoofs roughly grabbed Victoria 
from behind and attempted to wrestle her to the 
ground. Vix gamely tried to struggle free so that she 
could face them but they were hefty girls and she 
found herself being punched and kicked as they held 
her.  

Across the street, the Bounder was in the 
bookies, waiting for the results of the 4:30 
steeplechase at Cheltenham. When she saw Vix, Heidi 
and Linda struggling with the Yoofs she cast aside her 
copy of the Sporting Life, leapt to her feet and sped 
from the betting shop, stopping only to pick up a 
handy piece of wood that she spotted on the 
curbside. She raced over to the brawl and gave one 
of the bullies a hearty tap on the noggin with her 
newly acquired cudgel, knocking the girl to the 
ground and then proceeded to give her a damn good 
kicking.  

With only one Yoof left to contend with Vix 
easily shook herself free, put up her dukes and 
delivered a swift one-two that blackened the bully’s 
eye and bloodied her nose. 

Now the odds had been evened out Heidi and 
Linda were also giving a good account of themselves. 
The cowardly Yoofs didn’t have the stomach for a 
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proper scrap and hurriedly had it on their toes, licking 
their wounds and shouting threats over their 
retreating shoulders. 

 
Victoria called the Grand Master who directed 

her to take the Brats to a Woody-friendly bar and 
promised he would be along sharpish to escort them 
back to the facility. 

The Bounder took a detour back to the bookies 
where she discovered she had won significant quids 
on her nag, which she considered an appropriate 
reward for her assistance in the scuffle. Bernadette 
generously shared her winnings with a bottle of iced 
bubbles and by the time Mr Humphries arrived the 
four inmates were excitedly recalling their recent 
adventure. 

Mr Humphries was partial to glass or two of 
bubbles himself so he replenished the ice-bucket. 

 
Victoria accepted the applause of the audience 

in the Great Hall with a polite curtsy and then leaned 
over and hugged her opponent. 

Mr Humphries stepped forward and performed 
the coin toss which resulted in Claire going first. The 
two chums removed their blazers and hung them up. 
Claire was her usual immaculate self. Victoria looked 
fabulous in her red-shirt and black tie, her dark hair 
brushed back under a matching red hair band. 

Mr Humphries picked up the tawse and sat 
down on the chair placed in the center of the stage. 
He nodded at Claire, “Whenever you’re ready Miss 
Brooks,” he smiled. 

Claire grinned, “I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” 
and crossed towards the chair. She offered the Grand 
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master her wrist and stretched her long, lithe body 
out across his lap. She pushed up her hips and 
allowed her bumbags to be slipped down. Mr 
Humphries raised the tawse in the air and slapped it 
down. Claire Brooks sighed. She predicted she was in 
for a long and painful evening. 
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An Aristocratic Performance 
 
 

The audience watched in awed silence as Lady 
Vix lowered herself over Mr Humphries’s lap.  The 
look on her face showed that she dreaded the 
thought of having to suffer more slaps of the leather 
paddle. It had been a long hard fought battle 
between the two gals. Finally after forty-four bum 
burning slaps of the paddle, strap and tawse Claire 
Brooks had finally tearfully conceded leaving Lady 
Victoria three painful slaps from victory. 

 
Lady Victoria Brompton could trace her family 

tree back to before the Normans. Her lineage 
contained many famous characters from history 
including writers, artists, several debauched poets, 
and a significant amount of noble warriors. Victoria’s 
mother had been a famous socialite and considered a 
great beauty. Although Vicky had inherited her 
mother’s looks she was very much her father’s 
daughter. Lord Brompton owned a huge 
communications empire and his newspapers and TV 
stations were renowned for championing the causes 
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of the under-privileged and socially neglected. Victoria 
was the youngest of his brood which included four 
brothers who had taught their baby sister to cuss and 
brawl at an early age. In the hurly burly world of 
Brompton Castle Victoria had learned to be strong 
and tough. 

 
Laying face down across the Grand Master’s 

lap Victoria felt neither strong nor brave. Her backside 
throbbed terribly from the terrible pummeling that it 
had endured. Her clobber was in disarray, the top two 
buttons of her red shirt were unfastened and her tie 
was unknotted almost to her midriff. Her hair had 
come free from her headband and was falling across 
her face.  

Lady Victoria Brompton yelped as the leather 
paddle collided with her sore defenseless behind. 

 
Claire Brooks felt as if her small flat bottom 

had swollen up to the size of a watermelon. The final 
stroke of the paddle had been unendurable and for 
the first time in years she was unable to stop herself 
from sobbing. Watching Vicky being spanked, with 
her hands clutching her poor burning bottom she 
looked a picture of abject misery. 

 
The Grand Master cracked down the equalizing 

slap, enlisting an anguished squeal from the 
aristocrat. She bucked and kicked and looked as 
though she may leap up. The Grand Master raised the 
paddle. 

“Are you ready Victoria?” he asked in a kindly 
voice. 
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It had been the longest bout of the 

tournament. Predictably the two gals had taken their 
early tawsings, strappings and paddlings without 
showing much concern. Alternately they had bid the 
tawse and the strap before Claire had sensed that 
Victoria may be waning and took six with the paddle. 
However, Vix was far from finished and took her six 
then bid another session with the paddle. The second 
sessions were truly monumental, Mr Humphries laid it 
on so thick that both gals leapt to their feet during 
the paddlings, but bravely they both returned to his 
knee to put it up and keep it up. 

 
By the time they had each received forty-two 

whacks both gals were clearly distressed. Their eyes 
were watering and they constantly wiped their faces 
with the sleeves of their blouses. Claire knew that this 
was going to be her last session; she would call the 
paddle and stay down as long as she could bear it. 

 
Victoria leapt up hissing. The last stroke had 

been a cracker, catching her on the tenderest and 
most swollen spot on her arse. Tears fell freely down 
her face as she fought the temptation to touch her 
behind. Momentarily she was declared the winner and 
she gratefully leaned back and began to rub. 

 
Jojo looked at the poster that Vix was holding 

out advertising the forthcoming weeks competition. 
“Wooden Saturday,” it announced, “they’re 

gonna be cooking. Smoked and well seasoned butts 
all night long!” 

“That geezer of yours is fucking barking,” 
muttered Vix. 
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