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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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Escorted to the Library 
 
 

Deborah Morton spent a sleepless night tossing 
and turning in her bed. Eventually she got up and 
dressed in shorts and a tee-shirt and set off for an 
early morning run. 

Ever since her defeat by Nixdown in the 
second round of the Great Spank-off, Deborah Morton 
had been in a foul mood. She was deeply 
disappointed that she had failed to go the distance 
against Nix. 

However, on Wednesday morning Debs had 
more pressing matters on her mind. 

On the eve of Leather Saturday Debs had been 
controversially chucked out of assembly. Lady Victoria 
Brompton suspected that Deborah had stage 
managed the chuck-out to attract a mandatory twelve 
stroke bare bender from the Grand Master. Everybody 
was aware of the acrimonious bitch-fest that had 
been ensuing between Nixdown and Debs and 
Victoria was convinced that the chuck-out was more 
than a badly-timed coincidence. 
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When Vix broached the subject with Deborah, 
at the front of the hall, Debs had grown belligerent 
and cussed the Red-shirt out. 

What transpired was a most disagreeable 
summit between Debs, Victoria and the Grand Master. 

Despite Deborah’s protestations of innocence 
the Grand Master was not altogether convinced. 

“If the chuck-out was street legal as you claim 
then you will need to be caned,” he reasoned. 
“However, I am in agreement that your punishment 
can be postponed. You will report to my study on 
Wednesday evening immediately following Callover.”  

Debs had pouted angrily but she was forced to 
admit that she couldn’t have her cake and eat it too. 
She was theoretically demanding to be caned and 
now it was only the timing that was under discussion. 

Even worse for Deborah was Mr Humphries 
unequivocal support of Lady Victoria’s application to 
give Debs an unprecedented triple dangling for 
cussing her out and gross insolence. The triple 
dangling was scheduled to be delivered before 
brekker on Wednesday morning.  

 
Debs seemed determined to alienate herself 

from her closest chums. She refused to be in the 
same room as Nix and endlessly bad-mouthed Lady 
Vix and the Grand Master to anybody who cared to 
listen. She infuriated Jojo with her attempts to deflect 
blame onto the Grand Master and his aide-de-camp. 

“It’s your own fault Debs,” Jojo told her 
irritably. “You always think that you can put one over 
everybody and then bitch when you get caught out.” 

Debs had cussed Jojo out, causing a further rift 
in the lute. 
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Even her most faithful friend, the ever-doting 

Rosemary Booker’s patience was wearing thin and 
when she warned her best chum that she had better 
be careful or else Vix was likely to pop her on the 
nose, Debs screamed hurtful abuse at her and made 
her cry. 

 
Debs showered and laid out her clobber. The 

Grand Master had instructed her that she would 
spend the day dressed in full clobber which would 
include her box-bib gymslip. 

Wearily Deborah buttoned her crisply starched 
white blouse and knotted her tie around her neck. 

 
Deborah was seated at her dressing table, 

brushing her hair, when Claire Brooks and Mandy San 
Pierre arrived at her study.  

“You need to come with us sharpish, Morton,” 
Claire Brooks informed the Phase 6 inmate, “Lady 
Brompton is waiting for you in the library.” 

Deborah glared at Claire, “I am perfectly well 
aware of that,” she snapped, “I’ll be there in a while.” 

Claire walked across the room and put her 
hand on Deborah’s shoulder. “What do you not 
understand about sharpish?” she retorted curtly. 

Deborah pouted, but pushed back her seat and 
stood up. As Debs turned to leave the room Claire 
and Mandy fell in beside her and each took her by the 
arm. Gently but firmly, on either side, with their 
hands holding her just above the elbow. Deborah was 
outraged. She tried to shake them off but the two 
prefects resisted her efforts and propelled her into the 
corridor. Deborah was furious at the indignity of being 
publicly escorted and she stared straight ahead, 



The Grand Finale 
 
keeping her mouth set in a tight line and a sullen 
glower on her face as they headed towards the 
library. 

 
The three gals strode through the labyrinth of 

corridors in stony silence. Claire and Mandy both liked 
Deborah; or at least they liked the good sister Debs. 
However, they could conjure up little sympathy for 
the bad sister and agreed that it was clearly 
intolerable to have Debs strutting about the unit 
acting the bollocks and bad-mouthing Vix. In their 
opinion the Red-shirt was perfectly within her rights 
when she informed them that she intended to give 
Debs the hiding of her life. 

Just before they reached the library the 
prefects guided Deborah into a convenient bathroom 
and made her raise her skirt and lower her bumbags. 
They gave her a cursory inspection and proceeded on 
the final leg of their journey. 

 
Claire swung open the door of the punishment 

room at the back of the library and stepped aside to 
allow Deborah to enter. 
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An Elite Gathering 
 
 

Debs gaped as she entered the room. She had 
expected the dangling to be a private affair but to her 
horror the entire Elite was gathered in the room. The 
prefects were leaning against the book-lined walls or 
lounging in the comfortable chairs that filled the 
room.  Leaning against a table, his arms crossed and 
a sardonic grin on his face was the Grand Master. 

In the center of the room Lady Victoria 
Brompton, Red-shirt and leader of the Elite, was 
seated on the high spanking stool, looking splendid in 
her full regalia. Her dark black hair was brushed back 
under a red hair band that matched her red-shirt of 
office. Her black tie with the units crest woven into it 
matched her skirt. Her feet, in shining black high-
heeled shoes rested on the crossbar of the stool. 

 
Debs’ eyes flitted around the room. Under 

normal circumstances she counted many of the 
perfects amongst her closest friends, but they were 
also fervently loyal to Victoria. Debs’ recent behavior 
had given many of them the pip and there wasn’t a 



The Grand Finale 
 
single friendly or supportive face amongst them. The 
atmosphere in the library was extremely hostile.  

“Step up,” Victoria commanded in an icy voice. 
“Step up this instant!” 

Deborah Morton’s stomach churned as she 
slowly stepped up and faced Lady Vix. 

“Has she been inspected?” Vix asked Claire. 
The prefect nodded. “She’s clean,” she 

reported. 
Vix turned her attention to Deborah.  
Victoria also considered Deborah a chum but 

she was both hurt and indignant by the horrid things 
that she had been saying about her.  

The Red-shirt glared at Debs. “On Saturday 
night, after watching your plucky performance I felt 
inclined to give you a reprieve,” Vix told Debs. “But 
right now you little bitch; you can consider yourself 
lucky that I’m letting you off with a triple dangling.”  

Deborah did her best to hold the Red-shirt’s 
stare and tried not to fidget. Her stomach was turning 
somersaults, her heart pounding beneath her blouse 
and her hands felt warm and clammy. 

 
“Inspect her thoroughly, I think I can see her 

top button,” Victoria instructed Claire. 
The prefects gasped. During their term serving 

under Lady Victoria they had never heard her make 
such a request. Victoria was of the firm belief that if a 
gal needing whopping or dangling that was what she 
should get; nothing more or nothing less. One of Vix’s 
first dictates as Red-shirt was the abolition of the 
practice of pre-whop sweatings that had been so 
prevalent during past regimes. 
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If anybody in the room had doubted just how 

seriously miffed Victoria was with Deborah their 
doubts were quickly dispersed. 

 
Claire Brooks approached Debs. Out of respect 

to Rachel Cox’s long-term friendship with Deborah 
Claire had agreed to stand in as Victoria’s deputy 
during the dangling proceedings. 

“Place your hands on your head,” Claire 
instructed. Deborah glowered at the prefect but 
slowly raised her arms above her head. 

Deborah’s eyes smoldered with indignation as 
she was subjected to a full bib-down, tie-back clobber 
inspection. 

Claire was very thorough, checking every 
button and every thread. Picking up on the Red-shirt’s 
cue she corrected the slightly delinquent knot of 
Deborah’s tie, even though she knew that the 
tightness would compound Deborah’s discomfort once 
she was in a full dangle. She checked Deb’s palms 
and nails, and even checked behind her ears to see 
that she had washed properly. All the while Deborah 
was forced to stand to attention, eyes front, and her 
hands inter-linked on top of her head. 

“She’s clean,” Claire finally reported. 
Victoria nodded.  
Deborah lowered her arms and straightened 

her tie. She pulled up the front of the box-bib and 
fastened the buttons at the shoulder. She didn’t 
bother to retrieve her blazer.  

She continued to glower at Victoria but truth 
be told she was beginning to feel extremely 
apprehensive. Victoria was clearly in no mood for 
détente and Deborah Morton suspected that the 
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forthcoming few minutes were going to be 
disagreeably hot and sweaty. 

Very methodically Lady Victoria turned back 
the cuffs of her blouse and then reached up and 
loosened her tie.  

She looked Deborah straight in the eye. 
“Step up, Morton,” she said authoritatively. 

“Step up this instant.” 
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A Triple Dangling 
 
 

Deborah Morton was dangled upside down 
over Victoria’s knees with her bumbags around her 
ankles and her skirt and blouse turned far up her 
back. Her arms and legs dangled downwards, unable 
to reach the floor. Her bottom was positioned at its 
most prominent and she was helpless to defend it. 
Deborah Morton had the distinct feeling that she was 
not going to enjoy what was about to transpire.  

 
Although Lady Victoria Brompton did not derive 

much satisfaction from punishing gals she believed in 
performing her duties to the highest standards. 
However, this was one spanking she had the distinct 
feeling she was going to enjoy. 

 
The prefects gaped as Lady Victoria Brompton 

brought the back of the brush down on Deborah’s 
upturned bottom with a resounding crack. Her 
opening shot across Deborah Morton’s arse was an 
absolute scorcher and she was following it up with 
swipes of the same high quality. 
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Lady Vix was all business; she wasn’t giving 
Debs an inch. She varied her technique from 
whapping the brush down repeatedly on one cheek 
then blasting off a salvo of blows to alternate cheeks, 
before concentrating on a single cheek again. 
Deborah Morton had no idea where the next 
explosive smack might land. 

Clearly Lady Victoria Brompton was not about 
to cut Debs any slack. 

 
From the first slap of the hairbrush on her 

naked derriere Deborah Morton knew she was in deep 
trouble. She was never in any doubt that things were 
going to get unpleasantly hot but the magnitude of 
the implosion of pain from that single smack 
overwhelmed her. The speed and density that the 
subsequent strokes were landing made it impossible 
for her to settle in. The smacks seemed to be hitting 
her from everywhere at such giddying speed that she 
could no longer even think. It was as if her bottom 
had become her epicenter and it was spreading its 
terrible pain like talons traveling through the rest of 
her body. 

 
The first twelve spanks had been delivered at a 

frenetic pace and by the time they were over with 
Deborah’s backside was the color of a Florida sunset. 
Lady Victoria pulled Debs into the crease of her lap a 
little more tightly and slowed the pace down. She 
spanked Debs up her right cheek and back down the 
left, three spanks on each, and then repeated the 
process. 

Deborah Morton was beginning to show some 
real reaction now. The low moans and groans that 
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had accompanied the early section of the spanking 
were replaced by heartfelt yelps. Her ankles were 
beginning to twitch, her fingers splayed at every 
spank and her head was shaking from side to side. 

At the end of the second dozen Victoria took a 
brief breather, leaving Deborah dangling helplessly to 
consider her unfortunate position. 

 
On the way to the library Deborah Morton had 

told herself that she had endured thirty-six strokes of 
the cane during the first round of the Spank-off and 
another lengthy bum-blistering during her bout with 
Nixdown. She had told herself it was only whops, just 
whops on a grander scale than normal. 

Nonetheless, she had not anticipated quite 
how grand the scale would turn out to be. After 
twenty-four spanks of the unforgiving hairbrush 
Deborah couldn’t remember her bottom ever being as 
hot. 

She felt the back of the wooden hairbrush 
being tapped down on her scalding flesh and braced 
herself. 

 
The aristocratic Red-shirt had a look of studied 

concentration on her face as she fired off resounding 
swipe after resounding swipe. She had picked up the 
pace again and the sound of wood on flesh echoed 
around the library, punctuated by Deborah’s moans 
and groans and deep impassioned yelps as the pain in 
her butt became almost intolerable. Victoria cracked 
the brush down for the thirtieth time. 

 
The final set of six was an exhibition of how to 

finish a job. Victoria slowed the tempo down again 
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delivering the spanks at thirty second intervals and 
cracking the brush down with considerable venom. 

It was finally all too much for Deborah. She 
threw her head back in tearful agony. 

“OOOOOOOOWWWWWWWWWWW!!!!!!!!!!!” 
yelled Debs, “YAROOOOOOOOOOOOOH!!!!!!!!” she 
howled. 

Lady Victoria Brompton grinned. Deborah 
Morton had just been thoroughly nailed. 
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Debs in Solitary 
 
 

Deborah Morton couldn’t take her eyes off the 
long thin cane that was lying ominously on the Grand 
Master’s desktop. For the past few moments Mr 
Humphries had been seated behind his desk, 
wordlessly reading the sheaf of hand-written papers 
that Deborah had handed him. The silence was 
deeply disconcerting and the sight of the cane made 
her heart pound uncomfortably beneath her crisp 
white blouse. 

The pain in her arse was still excruciating and 
the prospect of an additional twelve strokes of the 
cane was almost unimaginable. 

 
Deborah had spent a long, miserable day in 

solitary confinement. After the protracted, humiliating 
dangling Claire and Amanda had escorted the still 
tearful inmate to an empty lecture room at the back 
of the facility and sent her to stand facing the wall to 
do sixty minutes of nose and toes.  

Mr Humphries had decided that Debs would 
benefit from spending the remainder of the day 



The Grand Finale 
 
ruminating upon the error of her ways and suggested 
that she may consider embarking upon a quest for 
self-enlightenment.  

To assist her in her quest the Grand Master 
had designed a comprehensive program of 
assignments for her to complete that he felt would 
focus her attention on some of her more errant traits. 

Her time against the wall, with her hands 
entwined on her head and her nose pressed against 
the wood paneled gave her a little time to gather 
herself. Although her arms and neck ached from the 
pose it at least postponed having to lower her swollen 
bottom onto a hard wooden chair. Members of the 
Elite checked in on her occasionally so she was 
compelled to maintain the ignominious position 
without relaxing for a moment. Her bottom throbbed 
unbearably but she dared not rub for fear a prefect 
might peak in. 

After an hour she was instructed to take a seat 
and was handed a sheet of paper, containing a neatly 
typed list.   

 
Assignments for Deborah Morton – Phase 6 

1 Prepare a letter of apology for Lady 
Victoria Brompton. 

2 Prepare 250 numbered lines:  
Persistent malfeasance will result in me 
being persistently beaten. 

3 In no less than 5,000 words, prepare a 
summary by year and term describing 
your descent into delinquency. Use your 
Punishment Record Book for reference 
and to provide specific examples. 
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4 Discuss the areas of your behavior that 

result in your most frequent beatings 
and the measures you propose for 
improvement. 

 
Deborah sighed and wriggled uncomfortably. 

She took out a pen, unscrewed the top and began to 
write. 

 
Deborah started with the second assignment, 

copying the tedious line repetitively onto a pad of 
lined paper. It was tedious work but she figured that 
while her bum was still glowing like a police beacon 
she was not quite ready for more enlightened 
thinking. 

At school she had hated being set lines or 
placed in attention so whenever she had been ‘Put on 
the Menu’ she had refused to plead guilty or accept a 
plea bargain. She pursued a ‘Cane or Nothing’ policy. 
Many of her chums had considered this reckless but 
as she sat writing the endlessly dreary lines she felt it 
had been the correct course of action. 

 
The Grand Master handed the first two sheets 

from the pile to Lady Vix and then placed the 
remaining papers on the desk. The room remained 
silent while Vix read the sheets she had been handed. 
Debs eyes shifted nervously from the Grand Master, 
to Vix and back to the mesmerizing cane. 

Shortly Vix handed the sheets back to Mr 
Humphries. “May I have a word, Sir,” she said quietly, 
“in private?” 
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Mr Humphries got up and walked out into the 
corridor with Vix, when he returned he was alone. He 
sat down and faced Deborah. 

“All right Morton thanks to Lady Brompton you 
are free to go, she feels that you have learned your 
lesson,” he told her. “However, if I don’t see a 
marked improvement in your attitude you will get the 
twelve strokes and a lot more, I can assure you. I’m 
not talking about your day to day larking about, I 
don’t care if you get yourself sent up or chucked out 
of assembly, but any more of your ridiculous tantrums 
and you won’t be sitting down for a week!” 
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Wooden Saturday 
 
 

On Friday evening the Grand Master invited the 
four remaining spank-off contestants for a fancy meal 
in town. Mr Humphries bought Jojo a beautiful rust 
colored dress, a distressed denim jacket and some 
funky-fringed suede boots especially for the occasion. 
She liked the way outfit complimented her huge blue 
eyes and vivid red hair and she proudly threaded her 
arm through her beau’s as they entered the 
restaurant. Not to be outdone the other gals had 
excitedly donned their swankiest modes and every 
head in the room turned as the four beauties were 
escorted to their flower-laden table.  

The Bounder had spent the whole week taking 
a myriad of complex bets; she had been so busy that 
she had been caned twice for not attending to her 
studies. Bernadette had given Jojo a slight edge over 
Nix and had made Lady Vix the clear favorite to end 
Cassie’s run. The seeding had provoked much debate 
and while the Grand Master poured them champagne 
and fed them oysters the gals merried themselves by 
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teasing one another about their prospects in the up 
coming bouts.  

Despite the competitiveness between the four 
chums there was an absence of bitchiness during the 
over dinner banter. As Nix squiffily pointed out, in full 
earshot of a shocked waiter, win or lose there was 
only one thing certain and that was that there was 
going to be four very hot bottoms by the end of the 
following night’s extravaganza. 

 
The Great Hall filled quickly. Bernadette 

Summers Enterprises was selling front row seats on a 
first come first served basis and for a small fee had 
enlisted Rachel Cox, Claire Brooks and Amanda San 
Pierre to keep order in the queue. 

The Gardiner Twins had again been recruited 
to take any last minute bets, and Heidi Alexander and 
Linda Ash were offering trays of drinks and nibbles to 
the gals as they waited in line to buy their tickets. 

The excitement mounted as the gals hurried 
through the doors and expectantly took their seats. 
The Woody gals were looking forward to a fine night 
of whopping.   

 
Jojo flinched as the wooden spatula landed 

slap bang on the middle of her arse. This was a tough 
start to Wooden Saturday. Momentarily the utensil 
seemed to fuse with her skin, taking a layer of flesh 
with it as it retracted. Jojo had been spanked with the 
wooden spatula on several occasions and was familiar 
with its gruesome sting. However, every time the 
Domestic Science instructor had put her over her 
knee she had at least been extended the protection of 
her (albeit threadbare) bumbags. She was completely 
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unprepared for the flesh burning effects of the 
wooden spatula on her bare bottom. 

 
Mr Humphries had hit upon the idea of 

Wooden Saturday during a routine staff review with 
the Domestic Science instructor. While they were 
discussing Dotty Hammell’s disciplinary record he 
noticed that she may not be the most prolific 
disciplinarian on the staff but she was certainly 
amongst the most ingenious. He was greatly amused 
by the variety of kitchen implements she had applied 
to the backsides of delinquent kitchen staff.  

“Hmm …” he thought to himself, “I’m going to 
cook me some arse,” and headed for the kitchen. 

 
Jojo’s arse was certainly cooking. Every sharp 

slap of the spatula seemed to singe her skin but she 
was determined to lie still, however much she wanted 
to hop up. She wanted Nix to be as unprepared as 
she had been when that first important slap made 
impact. 

Mr Humphries spanked his lover with 
consummate authority. He had her well tucked in; his 
left hand around her waist, just above the waistline of 
her pleated skirt, with her bottom perched up proud 
in the perfect spanking configuration. Smacking her 
bottom with crisp wristy blows on alternate cheeks 
and allowing a goodly burn-in period between 
smacks. By the time he had given her a full dozen her 
backside looked like grilled lobster and she needed 
little encouragement to dismount from his lap and put 
considerable distance between her and the spatula.  
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“Jesus H Christ,” breathed Nixdown as the first 
flames licked her arse. Like Jojo, Nix had been known 
to goof off when on kitchen duty and on one occasion 
had had the opportunity to familiarize herself with the 
spatula, but also like Jojo six whaps on the bumbags 
from Ms Hammell hardly prepared her for a full 
blooded bare bottom assault from Mr Humphries. 
With the advantage of having nothing to hide Nix 
availed of the opportunity to get lively. She wriggled 
and squirmed in the Grand Master’s lap and kicked 
her legs energetically. Mr Humphries held her down 
firmly and continued the whapping without allowing 
himself to be distracted by Nix’s gymnastics.  

After the Grand Master had helped her to her 
feet Nicola Jane and Jojo exchanged apprehensive 
glances. Things clearly did not bode well for their 
poor beleaguered bums. 
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The Peruvian Spoon 
 
 

For his next trick Mr Humphries introduced a 
wooden spoon into the proceedings. As Joanna 
quickly found out this was not the ordinary off the 
shelf wooden spoon that Ms Hammell occasionally 
beat her with, the spoon that he produced had been 
custom made from an especially unforgiving wood 
found in the upper Andes. The well-formed head had 
a flattened bottom and packed plenty of punch. It 
was a spoon ideally suited for repetition work, which 
Mr Humphries demonstrated to excellent effect, 
targeting the sweet spot of Jojo’s luscious arse and 
drubbing it six times in quick succession first on one 
cheek then turning his attention to the other. Jojo felt 
no necessity to lie still through this bombardment and 
she soon found herself nose to the wood work with 
her blouse out of her skirt and her feet unable to 
touch the floor. 

 
Nixdown tried to feign nonchalance.  
“We’re gonna be sniffin’ a lot of floor tonight,” 

she grinned as Jojo hobbled away from the Grand 



The Grand Finale 
 
Master. But no sooner had Mr Humphries got busy 
with her backside her nonchalance visibly evaporated 
and the extent of her agitation became evident. Nix 
was a gal who liked having her bottom smacked but 
she found nothing entertaining or sensual about being 
whapped with kitchen utensils. The constant 
pounding on the same spot was excruciating and she 
had to pluck up all her courage to keep from 
springing out of Mr Humphries’ lap. Somehow she 
managed to keep her head down and her bottom in 
the firing line but every smack was draining her 
resolve and confidence. 

 
The paying punters had paid substantial bucks 

to watch the facility’s closest chums competing 
against each other. Nix had won the respect of the 
whole unit with her remarkable victories over the 
Bounder and Debs but the consensus of opinion was 
that she would meet her match in the legendary Jojo.  

As reigning All-Time Big BUTT Joanna 
Heyworth was the idol of many of the inmates of the 
Woody Back to School unit; beautiful, talented, 
charming, witty and unbelievably naughty. She was 
an icon and inspiration to the mega-minxes.  

  
The first two spankings had been extremely 

taxing and Jojo and Nix exchanged nervous glances 
as they waited for Mr Humphries to produce his next 
instrument. 
 

During his forage into the kitchens Mr 
Humphries had come across a number of utensils that 
he thought might be appropriate for Wooden 
Saturday. One being a small-headed spoon that he 
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felt might be appropriate for detailed work. He had 
Jojo across his knee for an experimental session and 
had been greatly enthused by the results. Jojo agreed 
that when he worked inside her thighs and up and 
down her crack she found the experience highly 
erotic; especially when he rapped her pooper and 
sent tingling sensations throughout her nether 
regions. However, Jojo was unambiguous in her 
objections to including detailed work in the Spank-off. 
It was one thing having one’s bottom bared in front 
of a horde of screaming inmates but quite another 
having your cheeks spread apart to display your most 
intimate body parts. Besides, she told him, she was 
not keen at all on him doing detailed work on Nix or 
Vix or Cassie. Mr Humphries was disappointed but he 
was sympathetic to her entreaties and had 
summonsed Dotty Hammell to the kitchen to seek out 
an alternative utensil. 

 
As Jojo approached him he produced his 

alternative. Ms Hammell had found a flapjack flipper 
tucked away in a drawer. The handcrafted flipper was 
carved from the downed limbs of the hardwoods 
found in the North West of the United States and was 
about thirteen inches long and as thick as a finger. Its 
long barked handle was attached to a beautifully 
grained circular head.  

“Holy shit!” Dotty had exclaimed. “Now this will 
make them sit up and take notice!” 

 
“Holy shit,” breathed Jojo. The flapjack flipper 

came as a complete surprise. She thought she was 
familiar with every lethal weapon in the Grand 
Master’s artillery, but she had seen neither hide nor 
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hair of this bad boy until it was displayed to the 
braying audience.  

 
“Holy shit,” chorused Nix, Vix and Cassie as 

they watched the long handled flipper whap down on 
their chum’s bottom. 

 
Mr Humphries was impressed with the 

satisfyingly rotund sound of his new toy making 
impact with his favorite target. He was also impressed 
how large an area of Jojo’s bum was covered by a 
single slap of the large circular head. He raised the 
flipper and brought it down with a resounding crack 
on her left cheek, then raised it in the air again and 
brought it down on her right cheek with the unerring 
accuracy of a heat-seeking missile. The sheer weight 
of the hard unyielding wood made Jojo feel as though 
she was being pressed down against the Grand 
Master’s legs. She closed her eyes and gritted her 
teeth. Even on a virgin arse it would have been 
considered a long hard spanking, so on a hot tender 
bum the effects were almost unbearable. 

Jojo’s hindquarters wriggled convulsively under 
the assault, her bottom felt that it had burst into 
inextinguishable flames. Her red hair swayed, her fists 
pummeled the stage and her legs kicked in wild 
abandon but still she didn’t howl. Mr Humphries 
completed the dozen with two ear-splitting strikes. 
Jojo hung limply across the Grand Master’s knee, her 
hands in her face and her shoulders heaving. 
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The Flapjack Flipper 
 
 

Down on the floor of the Great Hall the 
Bounder was taking spot bets. It seemed 
inconceivable to most of the gals that Nixdown was 
going to make it through the dozen and the Bounder 
had a mitt full of dosh taking bets on how long she 
would last. The Minxster was feverishly entering the 
bets in the Bounder’s ledger. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon approached the Grand 

Master with a woebegone look on her face. Nix had 
watched her dearest chum being spanked with the 
flapjack flipper with an increasing sense of 
foreboding. She considered herself tough and during 
her regular trysts with Penny Ann in the stables she 
had experimented widely with endurance spankings. 
Nonetheless as she had watched Jojo’s bum enlarging 
by the spank she did not feel in the least bit tough 
and she had begun to feel increasingly weak and 
vulnerable.  

Jojo looked at her forlorn friend. 
“You don’t have to do this,” she whispered. 
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“I gotta try,” Nicola Jane whispered back. 
 
Nix was certainly trying. Despite the fact that 

tears were falling freely down her cheeks and that her 
backside was fast being converted into a furnace she 
stayed over the Grand Master’s knee.  

Jojo watched with increasing trepidation as her 
chum passed the halfway mark; if Nix toughed it out 
Jojo would be left with the terrible dilemma of 
choosing between the spatula, the spoon or the 
menacing flipper.  

The seventh, eighth and ninth spanks landed in 
quick succession and still Nix stayed down. The tenth 
looked like it had nailed her as she pushed herself 
upwards momentarily, but she sunk back into 
position. She howled as the eleventh burned down 
but still stayed down. 

CRACK! The flipper rebounded off Nixdown’s 
tiny arse. With a holler and a whoop she exited Mr 
Humphries’s lap but somehow kept from rubbing, 
keeping her knotted fists pressed to the sides of her 
head. 

 
The gals in the audience were in shock and 

there was a deathly hush in the hall. Thanks to Nix 
the Bounder had made a clean sweep, taking plenty 
of tuck money from the disbelieving punters.  

Jojo’s mind was racing. Her butt burned 
unbelievably but she knew she could continue, but 
the question was with what. Should she choose the 
flesh sizzling spatula, the deep burn of the spoon 
repeatedly whapping the same spot or the booming 
crashes of the flipper. 
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Jojo looked across at Nix with genuine 

concern. Nicola Jane Nixon took enormous pride in 
her appearance. Her uniform was always pristine, her 
well-heeled chaps provided her with the necessary 
quids to purchase new clobber at the slightest signs 
of wear and tear. But now her blouse was hanging 
out of her skirt, her tie was skew-whiff and one of her 
socks was down around her ankle. Jojo took a deep 
breath. “I’ll take six with the spatula,” she said 
quietly. 

The gals in the hall watched in suspenseful 
silence as Nix wrestled with the proposal. She looked 
totally disorientated. Mr Humphries encouraged her to 
take her time. She hopped from foot to foot, rubbing 
her eyes on the cuffs of her blouse. Six with the 
spatula was a dreadful proposition but she truly 
believed she could endure them. However, she was 
also pretty sure that Jojo could outlast her and she 
desperately wanted to spare her chum from any more 
suffering than necessary.  

Slowly she shook her head, “I’m done,” she 
said tearfully. 

 
The Grand Master called an intermission. Jojo 

and Nix hugged and comforted each other. Jojo’s ears 
were still ringing from the sharp explosive slap of the 
winning swipe of the spatula. 

“Holy shit!” grumbled Jojo as she gratefully 
accepted an ice cold glass of champagne from Heidi 
Alexander, “that is some evil shit! Where on earth did 
he come up with a flapjack flipper?” 

Nix shook her head incredulously. “Jojo, I have 
to tell you but sometimes I think that man of yours is 
fucking barking!”  
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Penelope Ann had come back stage to put 
cream on Nix’s arse and the Grand Master had taken 
Jojo into an anteroom to help her rub and kiss her 
bum better.  

Lady Victoria and Cassie Cassy paced 
backstage tensely. 
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A Contrast in Clobber 
 
 

The two competitors stood on the stage in 
their starkly contrasting clobber. Cassie Cassy was still 
in Phase 3 of her social rehabilitation program and 
was still required to wear a gymslip as part of her 
apparel. As Red-shirt at the unit Victoria was adorned 
in her official uniform of red shirt and black skirt 
symbolizing her power at the unit.  

Cassie had pulled her hair off her face and tied 
it back into a long ponytail. She looked undaunted as 
she shrugged off her striped blazer and handed it to a 
grubby for safe keeping. 

Cassie was generally one of the most clobber 
challenged inmates at the facility but for the evening’s 
event she had taken care over her appearance. The 
sleeves of her white blouse were crisply pressed and 
her tie was neatly knotted. 

She approached the Grand Master with a 
confident stride and draped herself across his knees. 
Unlike many of the inmates Cassie Cassy didn’t find 
the over the knee position in the least bit 
ignominious. At preparatory school she had regularly 
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attended her House Dame’s office to be put across 
her knee to be spanked with a leather slipper. Being 
draped had become second nature to Cassandra. 

 
Mr Humphries was impressed. His innumerable 

previous encounters with Cassie’s upturned rump had 
left him in no doubt that she was more than able to 
take a good, hard licking. He spanked her just as hard 
as he had spanked Jojo and Nix and she took it 
without a murmur. Lady Vix looked a little perplexed 
as they exchanged places. 

 
Lady Victoria Brompton was stretched out 

across the Grand Master’s lap in all her splendor. Mr 
Humphries had turned back her skirt and shirt and 
rolled her bumbags down her elegantly slender legs.  

Lady Victoria Brompton continued to be 
perplexed when the flesh-sucking spatula ricocheted 
off her backside with extreme prejudice. Watching 
Jojo and Nix being spanked she had suspected that 
the innocuous looking spatula was a far more 
formidable foe than it appeared to the uninitiated. 
However, Cassie’s lack of reaction had momentarily 
given her a false sense of security. It only took one 
whap for Lady Vix to dispense with that illusion. The 
aristocratic Red-shirt rallied herself; she was strong 
and tough but she was by no means immune to pain 
and she realized that this was going to be a long 
painful night. She gritted her teeth and hunkered 
down. 

The Grand Master cheerfully blistered the Red-
shirt’s arse; each searing swipe made her buck and 
writhe, and shortly she was hissing like a scalded cat.  
The spatula felt as if it was peeling her skin off in 
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layers and by the time Mr Humphries helped her to 
her feet she felt like she had no skin left on her bum 
at all. 

 
Cassie Cassy had spent the whole week going 

over every morsel and tidbit of advice that Jojo had 
ever given her. She knew that she was the under-dog 
against Vix but she was determined to make a good 
show of herself. Mr Humphries was pounding her butt 
with the wooden spoon. Jojo had once told her that 
she should focus her mind on something specific and 
concentrate as hard as she could; Cassie 
concentrated on staying in a full drape, which was not 
easy as her legs seemed to have taken on a life of 
their own and wanted to kick. 

The gals in the audience exchanged glances; 
they were impressed by Cassie’s fortitude. It was 
clear to them that Mr Humphries wasn’t pulling any 
punches and there wasn’t a gal in the hall that 
wanted to swap places with Cassie at that moment in 
time. 

Mr Humphries was also impressed by Cassie’s 
fortitude. He was purposefully laying it on thick and 
he knew that Cassie’s bum must have been burning 
like an inferno. He drubbed her left cheek as hard as 
the right but still she didn’t flinch or wriggle or 
squirm. He helped her to her feet. 

“You okay,” he asked quietly. Cassie Cassy 
nodded emphatically. 

Lady Vix had watched the drubbing with a 
contemplative frown on her face. She adored Cassie 
and thought of her as a sister. She always hated it 
when her chum got red carded or when she was 
compelled to chuck Cassie out of assembly for 
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gabbing. She had rooted for Cassie Cassy during the 
early rounds, understanding how important it was for 
her to excel in the competition. Nonetheless, Lady Vix 
had no intention of Cassie Cassy advancing any 
further in the contest and began to formulate her 
strategy. 
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Hot As You Like 
 
 

Lady Victoria Brompton slid her hips across Mr 
Humphries’ lap and wiggled her bottom.  

“Go ahead Sir,” she giggled, “hot as you like.” 
Mr Humphries arched an eyebrow and turned 

back her skirt with a slight grin on his face. “Don’t 
tempt me Vicky, it’ll be hot enough, I can assure you 
of that.” 

To the surprise of the audience Lady Victoria 
Brompton giggled and gabbed her way through what 
appeared to be a very intense whapping with the 
wooden spoon, then hopped up off the Grand 
Master’s lap with a cheerful grin on her face. 

 
The flapjack flipper finally got the better of 

Cassie Cassy. Halfway through the scalding spanking 
her legs jackknifed and she was thrust forward over 
Mr Humphries’ into a pose that was a far cry from a 
formal full drape. With her nose an inch from the floor 
the plucky competitor was unable to control her legs 
that were now scissoring wildly at every hearty thump 
of the flipper. Mr Humphries held her tightly and 
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completed the beating. Unbelievably despite her 
display of gymnastics Cassie was still dry eyed when 
she eventually returned to the upright. 

 
Lady Vix approached the Grand Master with 

more bravado than she actually felt. The confounded 
flipper filled her with consternation. The large round 
head looked like it would play merry hell with the 
mess of swollen contusions that covered her backside 
from top to bottom and from left to right. She allowed 
herself to be lowered over Mr Humphries’ lap and 
offered no resistance while he maneuvered her into 
the appropriate position. She felt the shiny wood 
being rubbed slowly around and around on her naked 
nates then without any warning an explosion of 
atomic proportions almost burst her eardrums. Down 
below her whole bottom seemed to quake and 
shudder at the impact of the flipper. Lady Victoria 
Brompton’s whole body seemed to levitate, her arms 
and legs shot straight out and she seemed to be 
floating above Mr Humphries’s lap for a second before 
returning to earth in an anguished slump. 

Mr Humphries hardly gave her a second to 
collect herself before continuing the onslaught. The 
Grand Master whapped the Red-shirt from cheek to 
cheek, causing her to squirm energetically in his lap. 
The hearty slaps of wood on flesh were punctuated 
by anguished moans and groans emanating from the 
besieged Vix. Her bottom felt as though it had 
swollen up like a watermelon and every smack of the 
flipper heightened her anguish to the point of 
delirium. Mr Humphries completed the session with 
two especially searing smacks, both of which almost 
made Vix leap from his lap. When she finally stood up 
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she was pale-faced and her eyes burned with unwept 
tears. Her beautiful aristocratic face contorted into a 
look of pure misery. 

 
“OW-OW-OW!” squealed Cassie Cassy.  
“YOW-OW-WOW!” squealed Lady Victoria 

Brompton. 
The two gals unashamedly howled their way 

through six blistering smacks of the spatula, followed 
by two painful sessions with the Peruvian spoon. 

With the score at an unbelievable fifty-four to 
fifty-four it was Lady Victoria’s turn to bid. The two 
gals looked like scalded cats. Their faces were 
drenched with tears, their noses dripping and their 
eyes red and swollen. They were shuffling around the 
stage like refugees from the home for the bewildered, 
tottering off Mr Humphries’ lap like Friday night 
drunks. 

Hardly able to speak Lady Vix bid six more with 
the spatula. Tearfully Cassie Cassy accepted. Vix 
hobbled across the stage and slumped inelegantly 
across the Grand Master’s lap. 

The first smack elicited a strangled scream, the 
second a blood curdling yell and the third sent Lady 
Victoria Brompton hopping around the stage with her 
hands clamped to her battle torn arse uttering 
profanities of a scale that would have turned Lenny 
Bruce’s face red. 

The betting was frenetic; Cassie had looked as 
if she wouldn’t even make it over to the Grand Master 
she seemed so disorientated. When she hopped up at 
the first, scuttling across the stage sobbing, it looked 
like it was all over. Somehow she kept her hands from 
her arse and staggered back and sprawled herself out 



The Grand Finale 
 
again. The second brought her to her feet again, 
screeching in unadulterated agony, yet she rallied and 
lay down once more. Mr Humphries brought the 
spatula crashing down and the contest was all-
square. Cassie continued to lay pathetically prone 
across his lap, her bum quivering in the air. Mr 
Humphries took aim and unleashed hell. 

Poor Cassie’s scream almost brought the 
ceiling down but she remained slumped over the 
Grand Master’s knee, her body wracked with sobs, 
her face in her hands and her legs swaying gently 
behind her. 

For a moment the hall was silent except for 
Cassie’s impassioned sobs and then the crowd went 
wild. They knew they had witnessed an unsurpassed 
display of courage and resolve. There was no shame 
in defeat for Lady Vix; she had shown the mettle of 
greatness.  

Jojo and Nix were the first to comfort the two 
battle weary warriors. They both knew the true horror 
of battle and hugged and kissed their chums as the 
two gals tried to gather themselves.  

“I won didn’t I?” whispered Cassandra Cassidy. 
“Yes sweetie you won,” Jojo told Cassie, 

hugging her and stroking her unkempt hair. 
”Poor Vix,” sobbed Cassie, “poor, poor Vix.” 
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Cat Meets the Rozzers 

 
 
The excitement surrounding the Grand Finale 

of the Spank-off, between Joanna Heyworth and 
Cassandra Cassidy, precipitated a week of mischief 
and mayhem that was unprecedented even in the 
riotous history of the Woody Back to School unit. 

 
On Monday morning Mr Humphries caned 

Cathryn Cassidy in front of the assembled unit. He 
didn’t particularly care for flogging her but he had 
been given no choice. Amongst the onlookers who 
filled the hall were two senior members of the local 
constabulary who were in attendance to ensure that 
Mr Humphries kept his end of the bargain. 

 
Mr Humphries had been less than pleased to 

be disturbed on a Sunday evening. At weekends he 
entrusted the smooth running of the unit and all 
matters of discipline to Lady Victoria Brompton and 
her Elite, preferring to spend his time wining, dining 
and spanking his beloved Jojo. Following Jojo’s 
historic victory on the previous evening he had gone 
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heavy on the wining and dining and gone easy on the 
spanking.  

When Vix tapped on his door the Grand Master 
had just finished rodgering his lover’s brains out and 
was not in the mood for additional company. 

He yanked the door open and glared at Vix. 
“This better be good,” he growled, stepping towards 
her threateningly 

Lady Vix took a hurried step back and held her 
hand up. “Whoa,” she said quickly, “steady on Sir. I’m 
sorry to bother you but I’m afraid we’re in a bit of a 
fix.” 

Victoria had good reason to be cautious. On 
one occasion when she had interrupted him on a 
weekend he had impulsively grabbed her by the scruff 
of her neck, physically bent her over, flipped up her 
skirt and had landed half a dozen hearty spanks on 
the seat of her bumbags before she could blurt out 
the reason for her visit. With her bum still suffering 
from the extended spankings of the night before she 
was keen to avoid hearty spanks. 

 
When Mr Humphries arrived at the police 

station Cathryn Cassidy was seated behind a table in 
the interview room being grilled by two plain-clothes 
rozzers. An hour earlier the undercover narcs had 
raided a local dive bar and busted Cathryn for 
possession of three caps of whizz and two sticks of 
the Bounder’s finest weed.  

Mr Humphries was relieved to find that the 
ever-composed Cat was more than a match for the 
pimply-faced Plod and had steadfastly remained 
schtum, refusing to give them any information bar her 
name and Lady Victoria’s cell-phone number. She sat 
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cross-legged behind the table, coolly blowing smoke 
at them and smiling beguilingly.  

The Grand Master had good reasons for not 
wanting Plod to start crashing through the cucumber 
frames and poking their noses into Woody business. 
He was aware that the Dark Agents of the System 
might take a dim view of some of the more creative 
activities that went on behind the private walls of the 
facility. The Bounder’s business empire continued to 
expand; she had recently acquired a printing press 
and was offering courses in counterfeiting. Jojo was 
running a prosperous business reproducing old 
masters and selling them on the Internet. Most of the 
Dirty Dozen had been inspired by the entrepreneurial 
prospects that were made possible by the liberal 
attitudes that now pervaded the once cruel and harsh 
institution. Even the Brass seemed more relaxed and 
were happy to avail of the gambling, drinking and 
dope smoking opportunities. Just so long as they 
were able to maintain their whop quota they were 
happy.   

 
Mr Humphries immediately went into top gear. 

He called Christopher Brooks, who was a government 
minister, and apprised him of the situation. The 
Minister promised he would make some calls to his 
cabinet colleagues. He called Cathryn’s father, 
Christopher, a wealthy music mogul who approved an 
unlimited budget to extricate his daughter from the 
situation. It took some time and plenty of wedge to 
secure Cat’s release from the grasp of the cops, but 
an agreement was finally thrashed out. Cat’s arrest 
would vanish from the record on the condition that 
she was given a twelve stroke flogging the following 
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morning and that she would agree to be publicly 
spanked as part of the entertainment at the 
Policeman’s Annual Ball. 

For a generous weekly stipend it was agreed 
that all pimply-Plod would keep a good distance 
between themselves and the inmates of the facility in 
the future. 
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Cat Flogged 

 
 
Cat Cassidy started Monday morning stretched 

out across the Grand Master’s lap for a pre-flogging 
warm up spanking. 

It was a polite affair. Cathryn was genuinely 
apologetic about the inconvenience she had caused 
and offered to move out of the facility to complete 
her probation year. 

Mr Humphries wouldn’t hear of it. Since he had 
taken over the facility Cathryn had become one of his 
closest allies. 

“We’ll settle this the Woody way,” he assured 
her and poured her a mimosa. 

 
“Pick out a pair your size,” said Katie Beck 

opening a drawer full of neatly pressed white gym 
shorts. The Grand Master had made it quite clear to 
Katie that he would not tolerate any of her 
shenanigans during the preparation for Cat’s public 
flogging. 

Cathryn picked out several pairs of the 
whopping bags. She blew cigarette smoke into Katie’s 
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face before sauntering into the anteroom to try them 
on. 

 
Many of the Woody gals breathed a sigh of 

relief as the swing doors of the assembly hall opened 
and Cat came in escorted by the Grand Master.  

Throughout brekker rumors had flown on the 
gossvine. Vix had tried to reassure the inmates that 
everything would be fine and that Mr Humphries 
would take care of Cathryn. Nonetheless, it was a 
great relief to see her in person, even if she was 
dressed in a pair of ominous whopping bags. 

As usual she looked calm and gorgeous. She 
had selected a pair of whopping bags that clung to 
her shapely behind and showed off her long legs. She 
was wearing stiletto heels and her trademark boater 
at a jaunty angle. The top two buttons of her blouse 
were unfastened and the knot of her tie lowered to 
half-mast. A cigarette glowed in her right hand.  

 
Cat approached the vaulting horse and folded 

her body across the padded suede saddle. Cathryn 
did not feel the least bit self-conscious prostrating 
herself in front of a hundred pairs of eyes. It was a 
position she had found herself in many times before. 

During the year of Operation Scorched Arse 
Cat had become the first member of the Elite ever to 
be publicly flogged and had proceeded to extend that 
record with a total of five floggings throughout the 
year. 

She took a firm grip on the legs of the horse 
and concentrated on settling in. 
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Mr Humphries tapped the cane down. With the 

two pimply-faced Plod ensconced front row center he 
had no choice but to deliver the real thing. He raised 
his arm and brought it down swiping. 

 
Cat Cassidy had got into the zone quickly. The 

brace of mimosas and the warmers had done the job. 
Of course each stroke was excruciating and the 
effects were ricocheting around her central nervous 
system like pinballs but she was breathing easily. 

“When this is over I’m going to have a glass of 
champagne and a cigarette,” she consoled herself as 
the cane sliced across her upturned derriere. 

 
“Are you satisfied?” Mr Humphries asked the 

two Rozzers. 
“We will be when she completes her end of the 

bargain,” one of them told him. “We’ll be seeing you 
at the Policeman’s Ball won’t we Miss Cassidy?” he 
leered. 

Cat gave him a look. “If I said I’ll be there then 
I’ll be there,” she said coolly. “But do me a favor 
between now and then, go and see a dermatologist, 
that pimple on your nose can put a gal off a perfectly 
fine glass of vintage Christal.” She blew smoke out of 
her nose and emptied her glass in a single gulp. “Now 
if you don’t have any more business here would you 
mind leaving? I have some rather pressing business 
to attend to.” 

Cat lay across Melanie White’s lap having her 
striped bottom tended to with one of Rosemary 
Booker’s mystical balms. In typical Cat fashion she 
was propped up on her elbows, a cigarette in her 
right hand and a tall flute of champagne in her left. 
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“At least the System didn’t get involved,” 
commented Melons. “Gawd only knows what would 
have happened if they found out that you got busted 
during your probation year.” 

“Bottoms up to that,” agreed Cat. 
“Bottoms up to Mr Humphries, more like,” said 

Melons.  
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A Pre-Spank-Off Treat 

 
 
The flogging of one of the facility’s most 

esteemed elders was merely the start of a week of 
anarchic chaos.  

As part of their social rehabilitation programs 
the inmates were required to spend the body of the 
day in lecture rooms studying a wide variety of 
academic subjects. Each day was divided into eight 
periods lasting thirty-five minutes each.  

On the Monday following Leather Saturday at 
least one gal was caned during each lecture or 
tutorial, including eleven being sent up for 
punishment by the Grand Master and four gals 
corridored for later punishment by Patty Hodge. 
 

For once Jojo, Cassie, Vix and Nix’s bumbags 
were safe from the swishing canes that were echoing 
through the corridors. Mr Humphries had arranged for 
the gals to spend their days at the luxurious Merry 
Gal spa on the outskirts of town.  

Nix had been Jojo’s obvious selection to act as 
her second during the final bout of the tournament. 
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Although Cathryn would have liked to second for her 
sister she availed of her great chum Lady Vix to 
perform the task. She knew how privileged Cassie 
would feel if the aristocratic Red-shirt made the offer. 

In order that the gals could keep up with their 
studies Mr Humphries had arranged video and audio 
link-ups to the spa so when they chose they could 
patch in and check out the lectures. 

Dressed in huge white, fluffy bathrobes the 
four chums laid by the pool and studied the menu, 
preparing themselves for a week of self-indulgent 
pampering. 

 
 

The Merry Gal Spa 
featuring 

Everything For The Well-Spanked Gal 

 
 

Feeling stiff after a long hot caning? 
Been spending extended time in a Full Drape? 

 Worried that whops are making your face contort and giving you 
wrinkles?  

Spending too much time doing Nose and Toes?  
 
 

DON’T WORRY 
The Merry Gal Spa Has The Solution  

ENJOY YOUR STAY 

 
  

The spa offered a wide variety of spank 
friendly treatments including a range of bum 
massages, detoxifying mud body masques, contouring 
seaweed body wraps, along with every conceivable 
variation of glows, silks and bronzing. A variety of 
pedicures and manicures were also available. 
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 “I could get used to this life again,” laughed 

Jojo. 
“You bet ya arse,” grinned Nix, “what about 

you kiddo?” 
Cassie beamed, “Just as long as I’m with you 

guys I’m happy.” 
Lady Vix leaned over and hugged her pal. 
 
Each evening the four chums were picked up in 

a stretch-limousine and ferried back to the facility 
where they could catch up on all the day’s WhopGab. 
As usual the study that Jojo shared with Nix was the 
headquarters for the usual suspects to congregate to 
boast of their adventures or to bemoan their 
misfortunes. 

 
The first three days of the week had proven to 

be the most anarchic in the facility’s history. A record 
number of inmates had been punished. The sound of 
canes, straps and slippers rebounding from tautened 
gossamer echoed around the facility morning, noon 
and night. 

 The Radical Right was braying for blood and 
hounding the Grand Master to take a strong stand. 

The Grand Master seemed unperturbed by the 
pandemonium and instructed the Brass to remain 
calm and to treat each incident of delinquent behavior 
on a case-by-case basis.  

 
The usual suspects were catching it hot. 

Bernadette Summers, Lisa Sutton, Rosemary Booker 
and Debs Morton were all caned three times in as 
many days. Ali Stone and Ginger Beckett both scored 
a pair of swishings. Claire Brooks was yanked out of 
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her seat by Madame Diderot and given a very tidy six 
for exercising her penchant for pith. Her fellow 
prefects, Rachel Cox and Mandy San Pierre took turns 
to touch their toes while the Wart rattled rattan off 
their tautened gossamer bumbags. 

 
On Wednesday evening Ms Hodge finally 

prevailed. She presented the Grand Master with 
charts and statistics demonstrating irrefutably that the 
increase in misbehavior had reached epidemic 
proportions. Despite the pandemonium going on in 
the facility the Grand Master remained unperturbed, 
putting the anarchic behavior down to high-spirits and 
excitement caused by the previous Saturday night’s 
party and the impending finale to the Great Spank-
off. However, he acknowledged that as a show of 
support to the Brass and the Elite it was time to send 
a strong message to the Woody gals that their 
misbehavior had extended beyond the reaches of 
reasonableness and would no longer be tolerated. 
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A Mass Beating 

 
 
When she returned from her day at the spa Mr 

Humphries conferred with Lady Victoria Brompton.  
“A mass beating?” asked Vix incredulously. 
The Grand Master nodded. “It seems fair,” he 

said evenly, “after all there are only a handful of gals 
who haven’t been caned during the last three days 
and I’d bet you a quid to a squid they’d be bending 
over before the week’s out anyway.” 

“Oh my, sometimes you just amaze me!” 
gasped Vix and hurried off to arrange the logistics of 
the facility’s first ever mass beating. 

 
At the end of Thursday morning assembly the 

inmate were caught unawares by the announcement 
of the mass beating and were easily rounded up by 
the Elite and shepherded to the gymnasium. 

Mr Humphries instructions were that every gal 
from the first six phases was to receive a sound 
thrashing as disciplinary remedial therapy. The only 
exceptions were to be Jojo, Nix and Cassie who had 



The Grand Finale 
 
been away at the spa and had not participated in the 
upsurge of mischief and mayhem.  

The majority of the inmates would receive six 
strokes of the number one cane. Lisa Sutton, 
Bernadette Summers, Rosemary Booker and Debs 
Morton who had each received three punishments 
over the past three days would get double rations in 
recognition of their acts of exceptional malfeasance.  

 
The line of sixty-nine gals stretched from the 

doors of the changing rooms all the way out into the 
quadrangle.  

Lady Victoria had selected her most trusted 
aides and allies to assist in the mass beatings. She 
enlisted Rachel Cox, Claire Brooks and Amanda San 
Pierre from the Elite to carry out the beatings. 

 
Many of the Little Brats were showing signs of 

nerves. Although they had been at the facility for over 
six months and had all experience numerous over-
the-knee spankings, for many of them this would be 
the first time a cane had made contact with their 
bumbags. Amanda San Pierre, the much-loved Senior 
Brat Draper, went to each one and gave them an 
encouraging hug. 

Fortunately the first two Little Brats to enter 
the gym were Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash. The 
two chums had schooled together and had been 
frequent recipients of the Headmistress’ cane. Heidi 
and Linda were highly competitive and vied for the 
reputation as the school’s naughtiest gal. By the time 
they were jointly expelled Heidi held a marginal lead 
over Linda of thirty-two canings to twenty-nine. 
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Heidi looked unflappable as she entered the 

gymnasium. She strode down the room to the training 
beam that had been lowered into position. She 
shrugged off her blazer. 

“It’s ok San Pierre,” she said boldly, “hot as 
you like,” and folded her body over the beam. 

 
Buoyed by Heidi and Linda’s examples of stony 

sang foir the remaining Little Brats put up a 
commendable show of courage and fortitude. 

Outside the gymnasium the rest of the gals 
waited in line while their fellow inmates came and 
went from the gym. The ingress of the gals was 
typically bold and defiant, the egress markedly more 
chastened as they hurried, eyes averted, past their 
pals. 

Lisa Sutton, Bernadette Summers, Rosemary 
Booker and Deborah Morton had been segregated 
from the queue and were left until last. 

 
After the rest of the gals had received their 

disciplinary remedial thrashings and were sent 
wriggling back to the lecture rooms the four 
exceptionally malfeasant inmates were ushered into 
the changing rooms. 

Lady Vix explained that they were each going 
to get a dozen with the senior cane and apologized in 
advance that they were going to have to be hot. She 
informed them that she would deliver the thrashings 
herself and wished them luck. The Bounder grunted 
morosely for her to get on with it and strode into the 
gym.  
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Although the Red-shirts were more famous for 
their work with the wood-backed hairbrush they were 
also required to be fully certified with the cane. Lady 
Victoria worked out regularly on the practice range, 
perfecting her technique so that she would be 
prepared should ever the need arise. 

The Bounder, Lisa and Rosemary were all in 
full agreement that Victoria’s training sessions had 
paid dividends as she delivered a trio of perfectly 
executed thrashings. 

 
Rosemary Booker grimaced at Debs as she 

wriggled out of the gymnasium. Deborah gave her a 
consoling smile and then pushed her way through the 
swing doors.  
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Détente 

 
 
“Look Victoria, I just want to say that I’m sorry 

and put everything behind us,” Debs told the Red-
shirt when she entered the gym. 

 
Ever since the triple dangling and her day in 

solitary the good sister Debs had reappeared. Jojo 
and Rosemary had been quick to forgive her but the 
cynical Nix had taken some winning over. However, 
after several bottles of Bollinger, at Debs’ expense, 
even Nicola Jane had agreed to bury the hatchet. 

 
Lady Victoria Brompton smiled and stuck out 

her hand. “Well I guess this is a rather rum way to 
rekindle our friendship,” she chuckled, “but let 
bygones be bygones. Now I’m going to have to ask 
you to bend over.” 

Debs neatly folded her blazer over the beam. 
She placed her hands along the wooden rail and 
slowly bent forward. She released her grip and leaned 
forward fully until she was positioned in what the 
Woody gals referred to as the ‘full hangover’. Even 
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though she was up on the balls of her feet her fingers 
still dangled a full six inches from the floor. 

Deborah was intimately familiar with bending 
over the training beam. Gals guilty of misbehaving in 
physical education lessons were required to lower the 
beam and get into a full hangover so that Ms Lummell 
could pound their backsides with her over-sized 
plimsoll. Debs had been there and bought the tee-
shirt. During the year of Operation Scorched Arse 
Deborah had been subjected to three Formal House 
Beatings. Twelve stroke running benders from Patsy 
Butcher delivered in the gymnasium. Debs had 
learned the importance of getting her arse up as high 
as possible. 

 
Lady Victoria stepped in close and tapped the 

tip of the cane down against the tightly stretched 
navy blue material that encased Debs rear end. She 
was prepared to accept Deborah’s apology at face 
value and was genuinely pleased that the silly rift 
could be settled. Nonetheless, she was duty bound to 
give Debs just as tight a thrashing as she had given 
Bernadette, Lisa and Rosemary. She raised her arm 
and brought it down swiping. 

 
On the practice range the prefects used a life 

sized artist’s mannequin to perfect their techniques. 
They chalked the shafts of their canes and analyzed 
the stripes the cane left on the navy blue bumbags. 
The most expert practitioners could accurately land 
every stroke in the safe sweet spot that would cause 
the desired effect but not subject their victims to high 
riders or wraparounds. It was not necessary to raise 
the cane high in the air; power could be leveraged 
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from a last minute flick of the wrist that would cause 
the cane to gain momentum without sacrificing 
accuracy. Victoria had practiced tirelessly to ensure 
that her punishments were delivered as safely as 
possible. 

 
Deborah knew how important it was for her to 

fulfill her own role in the intimate drama. The secret 
behind a really successful thrashing was teamwork. 
Debs appreciated that Victoria was keeping her end of 
the bargain and landing every stroke right in the 
target area. Despite the agonizing pain Deborah knew 
she needed to keep up on the balls of her feet on one 
side of the beam and reach down as far as she could 
on the other. This way her backside would be 
presented at its most prominent. She thrust her 
bottom up and resolved to put it up and keep it up. 

 
Lady Vix stepped in close and sliced the cane 

downwards eleventh time. The whippy stick 
rebounded of Deborah’s backside with an explosive 
crack. She stepped back, giving the stroke time to 
take full effect. She counted to twenty and stepped in 
again.  

“Are you ready?” she asked. 
“Go ahead,” breathed Debs through gritted 

teeth and thrust her bum up a little higher.  
 
Lady Victoria hung the handle of the cane over 

the beam and helped Deborah to her feet. 
“Are you okay?” she asked sympathetically. 

“How was it?” 
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Debs threw Vix a weak grin. “You’re good 
Victoria, very, very good” she hissed, “But it was still 
only whops.” 

Lady Victoria hugged Debs. “Onwards and 
upwards?” she whispered. 

Debs chuckled ruefully. “Why do I think that 
the only thing that’s ever going to be upwards in this 
relationship is my poor beleaguered bum?” she 
sighed. 

 
Mr Humphries declared the mass beating a 

great success. In total sixty-nine gals had been caned 
in the gymnasium. For the remainder of the day not a 
single gal required punishment and on Friday the 
whop count was contained to two gals.  

First, despite repeated warnings, the Bounder’s 
cell phone went off in assembly so the Grand Master 
brought her up onto the stage to touch her toes and 
delivered a crisp six to her already besieged 
bumbags.   

Later in the day Ms Whitton bent Debs over 
the piano stool and gave her an exceptionally hot six 
with the customized violin bow known as the Morton 
Special. Everybody knew this was merely a gratuitous 
beating and thought no more of it. Everybody that 
was except poor Debs, who had been beaten bandy 
and thought about it a lot. 
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Prelude to the Storm 

 
 
On Friday Mr Humphries arranged for hair 

stylists and make-up artists to look after the four 
chums. After he had finished beating the Bounder he 
dispatched her to the spa in deference of the 
organizing she had done for the gala dinner.  

He sent a selection of outfits from a local 
boutique for the gals to select their evening attire. At 
the end of the day he sent a stretch limousine laden 
with champagne and flowers to bring them back to 
the facility to join the pre-dinner festivities. 

 
The Great Hall was packed with spanko’s from 

every walk of life. Celebrities and princes mingled 
with paupers and high class spankettes.  

At Mr Humphries’ table a number of Hollywood 
celebrities including Spanking Nick Warren, Bottoms-
up Beally, Naples Kordinski and Charlie Keane joined 
Jojo, Nix, Vix, Cassie and the Bounder.  

Mr Humphries quietly made it clear to Bottoms-
up that he shouldn’t try any of his lothario bullshit 
with Jojo so he turned his attentions to Nix who 
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flirted with him outrageously. Charlie and the Bounder 
struck up an immediate camaraderie disappearing 
regularly to powder their noses. Naples was delighted 
by Cassie’s effervescent beauty and talked about 
casting her in a film. Vix and Spanking Nick were old 
friends from parties Lord Brompton had thrown at the 
family pile and went into a huddle gossiping about the 
rich and famous. 

Mr Humphries and Jojo smiled at each other 
indulgently and made sure everybody’s glasses were 
full. 

 
All sixteen contestants in the Spank-off had 

been invited and those not at the top table were 
sprinkled about the hall having a fine old time. Mr 
Humphries had insisted that they wear clobber, as 
that was what the paying punters wanted, but they 
weren’t out of place as plenty of the guests had 
dusted down their old school uniforms especially for 
the occasion. 

 
Cassie Cassy was ecstatic at the reception of 

the menu she had designed. She had corresponded 
tirelessly with Bertie Roué, the proprietor and Head-
chef at a legendary Thames-side watering-hole.  

In return for pictures of her dressed in full 
clobber he had given free advice on the composition 
of the exotic menu.  

In return for free tickets to the Gala he had 
agreed to send several of his staff to cater the event. 
Chef Roué was showing significant interest in Melanie 
White’s melons that she had squeezed into a 
purposefully tight fitting blouse. 
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You Are Welcomed  
to 

The Spank-off Gala Dinner 
at 

The Great Hall 
of 

The Woody Back To School Unit 

 
 

Soft poached quail eggs with truffle and ham in Madeira 
wine jelly 

 
Six glazed oysters with Champagne and Sevruga caviar 

 
Veloute of wild mushrooms and morels 

 
Noisette of new season lamb with sauté foie gras and 

truffle sauce 
 

Chocolate feuillante with lavender honey ice cream and 
caramelised pears 

 
 

Dinner Menu Designed by Miss Cassandra Cassidy 
 

Fine Wines Courtesy of Mr Humphries 
 

 
The Bounder had employed half a dozen 

grubbys at minimum wage to circulate and hand out 
catalogues of the wares that would be on sale at her 
concession stands on the following evening. She was 
offering ten per cent discounts on advance orders for 
pic’s and bios of the original sixteen contestants of 
the Spank-off. Tee-shirts and caps were selling like 



The Grand Finale 
 
hot jimjams. The Bounder was making out like a 
bandit. 

The party was a corker; the Woody gals were 
feted as heroines of the spanking world. The world’s 
most exclusive spanking magazines were offering top 
dollar for photo shoots and interviews. Lords and 
ladies surrounded the spanking super stars listening 
to them recount their many run-ins with corporal 
punishment. The Hollywood guests swapped stories 
telling the gals about their on camera experiences. 
The gals listened excitedly as their guests recalled 
what it was like to be spanked by Kings and Dukes. 
One of the group remembered enduring sixteen takes 
for a famous sci-fi fantasy movie only to have the 
scene dropped during post-production.  

At the top table Jojo and Mr Humphries 
graciously entertained like benign royalty. The Grand 
Master watched Spanking Nick with amusement. For 
all his grace and good manners he wasn’t past putting 
his hand up one of his friend’s daughter’s skirt; but 
then again Lady Vix wasn’t complaining so he sipped 
some champagne. 

Jojo and Cassie were the center of attention. 
At one time or another everyone in the room stopped 
by to offer good wishes. Later in the evening Mad 
Hanna and her guy turned up. Her guy seemed 
relieved that Bottom’s-up Beal’s attentions were fixed 
upon Nixdown. Mad Hanna had brought ‘Mad Hannah 
loves Jojo’ and ‘Mad Hannah loves Cassie’ tee-shirts 
for the two contestants.  

Katie Beck indulged in some fine Baron 
Phillippe de Rothschild Sauternes and was gloriously 
squiffy. She was dressed in a black leather cat-suit 
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and amused the punters by selling her butt at ten 
quid a spank. 

 
Finally when the party finally broke up only 

Jojo, Vix, Spanking Nick and the Grand Master 
remained in the Hall. Bottoms-up and Nix were 
missing in action, presumed shagging, The Bounder 
and Charlie were missing in action, presumed snorting 
and Cassie and Naples had left to discuss film scripts, 
or so they said. 

Spanking Nick was interested in seeing the 
heart of the operation so Mr Humphries suggested 
they repair to his study for a nightcap. 

Jojo was in heaven, she was seated in Mr 
Humphries’s lap, and listening to the two men chat. 
Lady Victoria Brompton was availing of Nick’s lap and 
listening equally intently.  Spanking Nick was 
especially interested in the huge leather bound 
Punishment Record Book and pointed out that for all 
his wealth and fame he had to satisfy himself with the 
occasional spanking, whereas Mr Humphries got to 
cane hundreds of gals a year. A position of which 
Spanking Nick seemed quite envious. Jojo flushed 
with pride that the famous movie star was jealous of 
her Mr Humphries. 

 
On the big day security was intense. Vanloads 

of hard looking men with shaved heads swarmed the 
perimeter carrying stun-sticks. Anybody without a 
ticket was turned back. Several paparazzi that tried to 
sneak in found themselves leaving the area in black 
cars with tinted windows, surrounded by men in 
leather jackets and dark glasses. 
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Inside Compound Woodys spirits were high. 
Nix and Vix were looking after Jojo and Cassie’s every 
need. A bevy of grubbys were on hand to run 
errands, fetch drinks and bring snacks.  

The paying punters were buying tours of the 
facility. The Elite, Penny Ann, Cat and Melons acted 
as guides, titillating the guests with tales of Woody 
lore that permeated through every lecture room, 
dormitory or hall. A pressroom had been set up and 
journalists from carefully selected publications got the 
interviews they so desperately yearned for.  

Mr Humphries had made a suite of rooms 
available to Spanking Nick so that he could entertain 
his entourage. In the mid-afternoon he threw a 
champagne reception for Jojo and Cassie. Nix and Vix 
were of course invited and the four friends cheerfully 
mingled with the stars as if it was an every day event. 

At six o’clock it was time for preparations to 
begin in earnest. Jojo and Cassie hugged and went 
their separate ways.  
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An Opening Extravaganza 

 
 
Nix had prepared a huge bath full of Jojo’s 

favorite bubbles and had chilled a bottle of 
champagne. She sat on the side of the bathtub and 
watched her friend luxuriate. 

“I will win this, won’t I?” asked Jojo 
thoughtfully. “I mean I know Cassie’s pure fucking 
crazy and all, but I can outlast her can’t I?” 

Nixdown smiled at her friend and sipped some 
champagne. “There’s only one Jojo,” she reassured 
her chum emphatically. 

 
The Bounder’s opening extravaganza had been 

a wild success. The Saucy Girls dressed in St Trinians 
outfits brought the crowd to their feet when they 
culminated their rousing set by having Athletic Sauce 
tip Hot Sauce over her knee, flip back her gymslip and 
deliver a rousing spanking to Hot’s famous Union Jack 
drawers. 

New York punk icon Delirious belted out a 
superb rendition of ‘Rip Her Bumbags to Shreds’ 
dressed in full regalia including gymslip and boater. 
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Some aficionados complained that she was wearing 
fishnet stockings but others found it sexy. Delirious 
finished her song by bending forward at the waist and 
flipping back her skirt. Pinned to her bumbags was a 
hand written note saying “Please Sir Not Too Hard!” 

Mad Hanna capped it all off, stretched out 
across Bottom’s-up Beally’s knee in a slinky red dress 
and she sang ‘Spank-me, Spank-me, I want some 
Hanky-Panky,’ while he spanked her. 

 
After a fifteen minute intermission to allow the 

paying punters the chance to procure more Spank-off 
memorabilia from the extensive Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises concessions stands the lights dimmed and 
a drum rolled. When the audience was settled back in 
their seats the curtains parted.  

Beneath two spotlights Jojo and Cassie were 
bent over custom-made wooden high-stools with 
padded leather seats. They were manacled to the legs 
of the stools with fir lined leather restraints. Their 
skirts had been folded back and their bumbags rolled 
down to the ankles. Jojo and Cassie’s backsides were 
bared for the glitterati of the spanking world to see. 

 
On the right hand side of the stage a huge 

Wheel of Misfortune had been constructed. The wheel 
had been divided into twelve segments which had 
been annotated to dictate the amount of strokes and 
weapon that would be used on Jojo and Cassie’s 
arses during the upcoming round. Vix and Nix would 
take it in turns to spin the wheel to decide the fate of 
the courageous contestants.  

Nixdown span the wheel first. The crowd 
watched in silence as the dividers clicked over the 
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block, fast at first then gradually slowing down until it 
came to a stop. Nix breathed a sigh of relief. The 
wheel had halted at six with the slipper. True the 
slipper was no picnic but it was amongst the most 
bearable of the weaponry that had been neatly laid 
out on an oak desk on the left of the stage and Nix 
knew that it was the best warm-up that Jojo could 
hope for. 

 
Jojo waited anxiously. She had been told the 

rules but while she and Cassie were being strapped 
down the Wheel of Misfortune had been carefully 
covered up. She heard the steps of the Grand Master 
approaching but she had no idea what she was about 
to be assaulted with. 

 
Mr Humphries was showing the audience a 

large rubber soled plimsoll that he had borrowed from 
the Dame in charge of Fitness. Ms Lummell favored 
the plimsoll for punishing gals who misbehaved or 
slacked off during physical education sessions. The 
Fitness Dame had exacting standards and there were 
very few gals in the facility who hadn’t been 
instructed to lower the training beam and bend over 
for a dose of the over-sized slipper when she 
considered that they were not giving a hundred and 
ten percent. The size of the slipper ensured that an 
adequate area of a gals bum could be reddened by 
six hearty whacks and had caused many an inmate to 
lament that … “a size twelve slipper on a size one 
arse hardly seems fair.”  

 
Jojo recognized the feel of the rib-soled slipper 

the moment it rebounded off her upturned bum. 
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Although as a keen athlete she had never been 
slippered for slacking she and her chums had been 
slippered plenty for misbehaving. She was slightly 
taken aback by how much more it burned when 
landing on unprotected flesh than over her gym 
shorts. Nonetheless, she sighed and concentrated on 
settling in for the long road ahead. Despite the fact 
that she was completely defenseless she was 
surprised how comfortable she felt. The stools that 
the Grand Master had commissioned were perfectly 
ergonomically designed for a gal to be strapped 
down. The cushioned leather seats didn’t cut into her 
waist or tummy and the slightly angled legs allowed 
her to stretch down comfortably without any strain on 
her muscles. The fir-lined restraints were not too tight 
and allowed the blood to flow freely. To maximize 
their comfort the Grand Master had sanctioned loose 
tie and unfastened cuffs throughout the contest. 
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Game On 

 
 
Jojo breathed a sigh of relief when the final 

smack of the opening salvo was over. Although the 
slaps had burned considerably they had been a 
tolerable opener and had given her an opportunity to 
get her focus. 

  
Jojo listened to the methodical slaps as the 

Grand Master delivered his opening series to her 
honorable opponent’s backside. Jojo knew that the 
slippering wasn’t going to faze Cassie and predicted 
that they had a long night ahead of them. 

 
Victoria span the wheel and another six came 

up, this time with the short cane. To the uninitiated 
this cane looked innocuous enough when compared 
to other components of the artillery but the 
contestants soon learned that looks could be 
deceptive. 

Cassie Cassy hissed with genuine 
astonishment. She was caught unawares by the low 
rider. She had heard the whistle from behind and 
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braced herself for a line of fire across the crown of 
her bum when the short cane had whistled across the 
painful crease where her thighs and buttocks met. 
Jojo had no way of telling exactly what was going on 
behind her bum but following every sharp crack 
Cassie was emitting long soulful hisses. Jojo did not 
perceive this as a good sign. For Cassie to be making 
a fuss, however minor, so early in the game indicated 
that there was some nasty shit going down. 

 
Jojo hissed. The short cane snapped across the 

fleshy section of her buttocks where it creased and 
met the tops of her thighs. Jojo gritted her teeth. The 
next few minutes were going to be tiresome. 

 
When Mr Humphries had first shown Jojo the 

short cane she had grinned.  “Knock yourself out,” 
she had giggled as she was being lowered over his 
lap, “hot as you like, as many as you want.” 

Later, when she was ruefully sitting in his lap 
getting kissed all better Jojo had been forced to 
acknowledge that twelve low riders with the 
innocuous looking little stick was very bad duty 
indeed. Since then Jojo’s heart had always sunk a 
little when the Grand Master gleefully extracted the 
short cane from the toy cupboard. 

Mr Humphries was always amused by the 
agitation that his whippy little stick provoked. Even 
strapped in over the horse it was clear than Jojo was 
experiencing considerable agitation throughout her 
central nervous system. Although she couldn’t kick 
her legs the straps were loose enough for her heels to 
rise from her shoes. 
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“Do you want to call a time out?” Nixdown 

whispered. Jojo’s second was down on her haunches 
strategizing with her contestant.  

Jojo shook her head, “Not yet, one more set 
and I’ll be in the zone. How’s Cassie doing?” 

Nix glanced over. “She’s shaking her head too, 
she’s too proud to call the first time-out.” 

Jojo smiled. “That gal’s a real piece of work.” 
 
Even before the cane landed square across her 

bum Jojo knew what to expect. The shrill whistle of 
the senior cane slicing through the air was a sound 
which Jojo had unparalleled familiarity. As reigning 
Big BUTT Jojo held the record for being sent to the 
Principal’s office to be thrashed with the longer, more 
severe senior cane. It had its own unique sound.   

Despite the depth of experience she had to fall 
back on the first stripe of white heat that blazed 
across her rump never failed to amaze her. The pain 
was quite alarming but she took a deep breath and 
dug into her reserves of resolve. 

Mr Humphries enjoyed using the cane. Of all 
the multifarious tools in his toy box the cane 
remained his weapon of choice. There was something 
immensely satisfying about the crisp crack of it 
landing against naked flesh. Mr Humphries considered 
Joanna’s bottom to be perfectly designed for 
absorbing the tightest of lickings. It was as if she had 
been custom built for the senior cane. 

The Grand Master laid the stripes on evenly, 
perfectly pacing them to maximize the effect of each 
stroke. After six Jojo hoped that he would move on to 
Cassie but the arrival of a seventh sharp impact 
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alerted her to the fact that she was in for at least a 
dozen. She gritted her teeth and hunkered down. 

 
The celebrities in the audience watched with 

avid concentration. It was an experience that 
spanko’s dream of. The chance to see first hand the 
infamous Jojo Heyworth getting the cane was worth 
every penny they had shelled out to get in the good 
seats. 
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Intermission Antics 

 
 
Jojo hung upside down panting. The Grand 

Master had been diligent in his application and the 
twelve stripes sat up proud on Joanna’s throbbing 
arse. Behind her she could hear the methodical cracks 
of the cane as they ricocheted off Cassie Cassy’s 
defenseless derriere. Cassie was also panting, but she 
was doggedly determined to put up a good show. 
Each swipe bit excruciatingly into her backside but 
she stubbornly managed to keep from crying out.  

 
Jojo elected to call her first time-out. She was 

confident that she was deep enough into the zone by 
now to allow herself the benefit of stretching her legs 
for fifteen minutes without compromising her will to 
win. The curtains closed and Nix hurried over to 
release the straps that bound her chum over the 
horse.  

Considering the painful states of their arses’ 
the two competitors were in good spirits. They 
cheerfully accepted champagne and openly rubbed, 
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which was deemed non-muffish within the 
parameters of the spank-off. 

 
The Bounder was rubbing her bumbags with a 

mixture of glee and consternation. Her glee was 
largely attributable to the considerable quantity of 
quids that were changing hands at her concession 
booths. Her consternation was due to the fact that no 
sooner had the lights gone up for the intermission 
than Charlie Keane had bounded over, led her by the 
wrist to an adjoining ante-room, tipped her over his 
knee and given her a damn good spanking. Under 
normal circumstances even a damn good spanking 
would hardly give the Bounder cause to blink. 
However, circumstances in the Bounder’s bumbags 
were far from normal.  

On the previous evening Bernadette and 
Charlie had left the gala to indulge themselves in 
some of the finer things in life. Even the Bounder 
couldn’t help but be impressed by the quality and 
quantity of Charlie’s stash of Bolivian Marching 
Powder. However, in order for her to get her 
quivering nostrils into the glistening pile Bernadette 
was obliged to participate in a game the movie actor 
jokily called Coke Cane. The Bounder found herself 
stuck between a rock and a hard place, to earn a 
single line of coke she had to touch her toes so that 
Charlie could apply six lines of the cane to her arse. 

The Bounder liked cocaine and Charlie liked 
Coke Cane, so by the end of the night Bernadette 
Summers found herself forced to sniff into the stash 
from an upright position. 

Nonetheless, despite the fact that she was still 
acutely aware of the multitudinous stripes on her 
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backside the Bounder looked more cheerful than her 
pals had ever seen her. During the fifteen-minute 
time-out she cheerfully patrolled the booths, her 
normally glowering demeanor replaced by a look of 
radiance that showed off her natural dusky beauty to 
sensational effect.  

 
In one booth April Turner was being advertised 

as the Original Mega-Minx. April had agreed to 
auction her arse for a thirteen stroke caning in return 
for a generous share of the take. As an inducement to 
the punters she was leant forward, flipped back her 
skirt and touching her toes. At a trifling fifty quid a 
squint, the potential bidders were queued up to take 
a first hand look at the goods an offer.  

 
Next-door Lisa Sutton was questioning her 

sanity at allowing the Bounder to talk her into 
manning the Sweat Room. Equally tempted by a 
share in the take the Minxster had figured that 
considering that in her past she had been sweated by 
the best of them, fifteen more minutes wouldn’t do 
any harm.  

The first round of paying punters were rank 
amateurs who were more interested in being in the 
close proximity of a real-life legend standing to 
attention with her hands on her head and her eyes 
fixedly staring straight ahead, than they were in being 
hostile. The Minxster smugly satisfied herself mentally 
counting her quids while the punters made puny 
attempts at sweating her. 

With plenty of quids already in her account she 
complacently watched the two bull Dykes in shiny 
leather caps enter the room. However, within seconds 
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her complacency was in tatters. The two Dykes had 
done their homework. Standing behind her on either 
side they summarily proceeded to abuse and debase 
her horribly.  It was worse than the scathing doses of 
vitriolic that Ms Lawton had unleashed at her during 
her days as the units number one hostile, and even 
worse than the protracted sweating she had once 
received from the combined resources of the hated 
SS.  

The two Dykes had poured over a replica of 
her Punishment Record Book that they had procured 
from Bernadette Summers Enterprises and dragged 
up long forgotten crimes and punishments that 
brought back painful recollections of her unfortunate 
past.   

Worst still they had purchased five full minutes 
so by the time that they had finished with her Lisa 
Sutton felt as though her personality had been 
trashed in a garbage disposal.  

As they departed the two Dykes proposed that 
she visit them in their dungeon where they would pay 
serious money to give her a dose of the quirt.  

The Minxster had no idea what a quirt might 
be but without hesitation she respectfully declined the 
offer. 

 
Backstage Nix and Vix were busy securing the 

contestants back down over the stools in readiness 
for the second stage of the final. The fifteen-minute 
break had given Jojo and Cassie some time to try and 
walk off the worst of the heat in their backsides, and 
both gals appeared quietly confident that they would 
be the ultimate victor. 
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During the intermission, Spanking Nick sent a 

rare bottle of Maison Louis Roederer Christal 1993 
backstage as a tribute to the whop weary 
competitors. Jojo and Cassie sat on their velvet 
cushions in separate corners of the stage, neither one 
wanting to prolong the others pain but both equally 
determined to continue.  

Nix and Vix gently soothed their respective 
contestants with kind words and Spanking Nicks’ 
delicious bubbly. 

 
Down in the Great Hall the grubbys were 

hurrying about replenishing the glasses of the thirsty 
spectators and taking bets for the Bounder. Hard-
bodied men in dark glasses prowled the hall to make 
sure that the increasingly drunken spanko’s didn’t 
make any unsolicited advances on the mingling 
Woody gals. Camera’s flashed everywhere as the gals 
posed for pix starting at ten quid a pop.  

Rosemary and Melons who were almost 
bursting out of their clobber were in high demand and 
lap dances from Cat, who was wearing a skirt that did 
nothing to hide her bumbags, were going for two 
hundred and fifty quid a pop.  

Senior canes and replica PRB’s were selling like 
hot cakes with Jojo and Cassie’s predictably being 
amongst the best sellers.  

The Bounders lackeys were taking orders for 
customized clobber that her Uncle Stacks sweatshops 
would produce under the exclusive BSE label. 

Occasionally Charlie Keane zealously spanked 
Bernadette Summers in the clear hearing and obvious 
delight of the salivating spanko’s. 
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Nixdown and Victoria nodded to each other 
and stood up. It was time to secure the two 
contestants back across the vaulting horses. 

Jojo and Cassie shared a hug and then crossed 
to their respective horses ready to be strapped back 
into place.  
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Super Troupers 

 
 
“Oh crap,” cursed Lady Vix.  
“Fuck a duck,” muttered Nixdown.  
The wheel of misfortune had stopped at the 

Number Two crop. Nixdown was personally very 
partial to a few licks of the crop but she was keenly 
aware that she was in a minority of one, or two if she 
included Penelope Ann, who was only semi-partial.  

Nix knew that beyond all things Jojo hated the 
crop. The Number Two crop was the weapon of 
choice of Ms Lummell while she was in Riding Dame 
mode and she chose to use it frequently.  

Jojo starred on the facility’s championship 
riding team along with Nix and Claire and Penny Ann, 
and the four gals loved to dispense with their 
standard clobber and to dress up in their tailored 
navy-blue twill jackets with soft satin lining, which 
they wore over Ascot Hunt Shirts adorned with classic 
four-fold stock ties. Their jackets flowed down over 
the hips of their well-fitting jodhpurs, which they 
tucked into knee high custom leather boots. They felt 
like sophisticated members of the glitterati as they 
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strode about the equestrian center attired in their 
elegant riding pinks.  

However, there was nothing like an instruction 
to hand over their crops, to unfasten the buttons at 
the sides of their britches and stretch themselves out 
across the knee of the exacting riding instructor to 
bring them crashing down to earth. Despite her 
eminence on the riding team Jojo was not extended 
any favorable treatment by Ms Lummell and she was 
extremely familiar with the disquieting feeling of the 
double vent of her jacket being slowly turned back to 
expose her bumbags for the lick of the crop. A feeling 
which Jojo had regularly expressed a distinct lack of 
fondness. 

Cassie Cassy was not fond of the crop either 
and yelped as Mr Humphries lashed it down across 
her tender nates. For the grand finale of the spank-off 
the Grand Master had commissioned a beautiful silver 
handled crop with a braided leather shaft and an 
oversized slapper at the tail. It was perfectly balanced 
and glided through the air with consummate ease. 
Upon encountering the upturned flesh of Cassie’s arse 
the shaft of the crop arced over to allow the slapper 
to deliver the final devastating sting. Although the 
two impacts were almost instantaneous the 
millisecond between them was enough to make 
Cassie feel like two bees had stung her almost 
simultaneously. Mr Humphries gave her no time to 
recover. He slashed the crop down in quick 
succession. One! Two! Three! Four! Five! SIX! The 
last stroke exploded around the hall with the 
reverberation of a ten-gun salute. Cassie was 
determined not to howl but she couldn’t stop the 
pitiful gurgling noises that emanated from her throat. 
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Nix watched helplessly as the Grand Master 

approached her dearest chum. Her heart pounded as 
he raised his arm in the air. She crossed her fingers 
and muttered her bizarre Nixdown mantra’s to whom 
Nix only knew. 

Jojo cringed as the crop buried itself into her 
tortured flesh. She clenched her fists and screwed up 
her eyes. She franticly tried to compose herself but 
another stripe had landed and then another and 
another. The heat from strokes built up into a 
crescendo of pure agony and as the final one landed 
Jojo finally squealed. 

 
Nix and Vix hurried across to the two gals and 

got down on their haunches. 
“You need a time-out,” Nix hissed insistently.  
Jojo was endeavoring to catch her breath. She 

shook her head. “I’m ok,” she muttered, “but thank 
fuck that was only six. How’s she doing?” 

“Not great,” said Nix. 
“Poor baby,” hissed Jojo. 
 
Vix was dismayed to see the tears flowing 

down Cassie’s cheeks.   
“Come on Cassie, you’ve taken enough,” she 

told her chum. “Let’s call it a night. You’ve done 
yourself proud.” 

“Nooooooo!” wailed Cassie, “I can keep going. 
I can take a whopping and keep on bopping, just you 
watch.” 

“Well I’m calling time-out,” insisted Vix, “and 
don’t argue or I’ll spank you myself!” 
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The applause in the hall was deafening. Nix 
and Vix cut each other a glance. This was truly a 
spanko’s paradise lost. Joanna Heyworth, the 
legendary Big BUTT and Cassandra Cassidy, heiress 
apparent, strapped down over vaulting horses butt 
naked to the world and the Wheel of Misfortune had 
stopped at twelve strokes of the Reform School Strap. 

Mr Humphries stood to one side of Jojo 
surveying the results of his earlier work. The slipper 
had reddened the apex of her upturned cheeks; the 
short cane had left thin elegant lines along the fleshy 
crease at the underside of her buttocks and the 
perfect tramlines left by the senior cane had been 
latticed by the braided crop.  

He hefted the long leather strap in his hand. 
Jojo and Cassie were putting up a great show. Two 
super troupers on top of their form, but he rather 
fancied that the next few minutes would be a true 
test of their resolve. 
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Skin-Sucking 

 
 
Every instrument in Mr Humphries’ artillery had 

its own unique characteristics and needed to be 
treated differently. During his initial experiments with 
the Reform School Strap Mr Humphries had learned 
that the most effective method of delivery was the 
quick salvo. He had tested his theory on several 
mega-minxes and they had universally concurred with 
his observation. 

 
Jojo shifted her weight as much as the 

restraints would allow her and concentrated. Despite 
the enormity of the pain in her backside she felt 
strangely mellow. Being fastened down with no 
earthly means of escape was at once terrifying and at 
the same time comforting. She knew that Mr 
Humphries would never do her or Cassie any harm, 
except making their bums feel like furnaces and she 
felt consoled. 

As soon as she felt the blade of the strap being 
stroked across her crimson behind Jojo knew what to 
expect. She had had the misfortune of being 
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intimately involved in the Grand Master’s early 
experiments and had been one of the first to endorse 
that the quick salvo technique was the perfect way to 
apply the wicked strap. She gritted her teeth and 
squeezed her eyes tightly shut. At least this round 
would be over quickly she told herself.  

Mr Humphries thrashed Joanna with loving 
care, each stroke perfectly applied to cause agitation 
rather than hurt. The audience watched in awe at the 
sensual poetry of the strapping, sensing that their 
heroine was in safe hands. 

 
During the intermission Cassie had regrouped. 

She had stopped crying and feeling forlorn and was 
even more determined to surprise everybody and 
actually win the Spank-off. When the Reform School 
Strap crashed down across her throbbing backside 
she gritted her teeth and dug in. 

 
The audience was mesmerized. Never in their 

wildest dreams had they expected to witness 
spanking on such a scale. Jojo and Cassie had taken 
twelve licks apiece of the Reform School Strap 
without a murmur and neither gal had called time-
out.  

The Wheel of Misfortune span, clicking over 
each segment until it came to a halt. Nix and Vix 
exchanged glances. To the uninitiated twelve smacks 
with the wooden spatula might not sound overly 
intimidating. However, both Nicola Jane and Lady 
Victoria had experienced the effects of the spatula on 
Wooden Saturday and could attest to its skin-sucking 
qualities. Under the rules they were not allowed to 
advise their competitor of what was about to 



83 

 
transpire but both seconds were having the same 
thoughts.   

“I think you should take a time-out,” Nixdown 
counseled Jojo. At the other vaulting horse Victoria 
was doing the same. 

Jojo shook her head. “I’m in the zone,” she 
told Nix, “it’s best I just keep going.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Nixdown darkly. 
At the other horse Victoria was getting the 

same reaction from Cassie. The two seconds stepped 
back looking helpless. 

 
 Cassie howled. The skin sucking had begun. 

Mr Humphries slapped the spatula down with wristy 
cracks that burned and scorched on a magnitude that 
few bums in the world would ever experience. Cassie 
Cassy was helpless to stop herself from howling. The 
pain was unbelievable. The spatula thrived on the 
swollen flesh left behind by the Reform School Strap 
and sucked and sucked and sucked. Twice Vix 
intervened and pleaded with Cassie to give it up but 
although choked by tears she steadfastly refused. The 
spatula landed over and over, passed six, passed 
nine, and then at ten Cassie stopped howling. 

Vix raced over, waving the towel, “That’s it it’s 
over!” she screamed and took Cassie’s face in her 
hands. “You okay sweetie? Cassie talk to me.” She 
hissed.  

Cassie shook her head and looked at her 
blearily.  

Vix gently held her. “Release her,” she 
ordered, “release her this instant.” 
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Nix and the Grand Master bounded across and 
helped Victoria release the restraints. Vix helped 
Cassie up and held her tightly. 

The spectators were silent. Then after a few 
seconds Cassie pushed Vix away gently. She grinned 
weakly. 

“Does this mean I can rub?” she asked. The 
crowd rose to their feet and applauded in a mixture of 
admiration and relief. 

 
Nix hunkered down and kissed Jojo on the 

forehead.  
“Game on sis,” she whispered. 
“Game fucking on,” breathed Jojo.  
 
For six years Joanna Heyworth had amazed 

and inspired her fellow inmates with her fortitude and 
now they were all present to watch her attempt her 
greatest act of courage. 

 
Mr Humphries knew that to be fair to Cassie he 

had to lay it on equally hot. If Jojo was going to win 
she had to win fair and square. She would want it 
that way. He brought the spatula down with extreme 
prejudice. 

 
The pain of the first whack was overwhelming. 

Jojo felt her whole body react, her arms and legs 
fighting against the restraints. She desperately shook 
her head from side to side in an effort to clear the fog 
in her brain. Mr Humphries left plenty of time to allow 
her to concede.  

Nixdown was crouched down begging her to 
quit. Jojo took a deep breath, the fog was slowly 
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clearing. She had got through the first one without 
howling and now she knew she could get through the 
rest and that she would win. 

“Let’s just get it over with,” she told Nix. 
Nixdown stepped back still looking anxious. 

 
 Jojo hissed occasionally and groaned inwardly 

as the spatula continued to do its best to overwhelm 
her with its terrible skin-sucking qualities but she was 
Jojo Heyworth and she was indomitable. 

She had lost count of the spanks raining down 
on her swollen behind but when she finally heard the 
whooping and wailing from somewhere a long way 
behind her Jojo figured she had won. 

Nixdown and Victoria had hurried forward, 
releasing her wrists and ankles, Nixdown helping her 
to her feet and steadying her. 

“You are fucking incredible,” Nixdown 
whispered in her ear.  

“How’s Cassie?” Jojo asked. 
“I’m here,” said Cassandra, throwing her arms 

around Joanna. 
 
Nicola Jane and Victoria helped Jojo and Cassie 

straighten their clobber and brush their hair for the 
formal pics. 

“I did do good didn’t I?” asked Cassie 
earnestly. 

“You’re a trouper and a true spankette,” Vix 
assured her. 

“You’re really something kiddo,” Cathryn told 
her warmly, “and I’m proud to have you as my 
sister.” 
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The celebrations were drunken and raucous. 
The celebrities and other guests toasted Jojo and 
Cassie Cassy with glasses of vintage Christal sold by 
Bernadette Summers Enterprises at the very 
reasonable price of ten quid a glass.  

The two competitors gamely posed for 
impromptu photographs before wriggling back-stage 
to have their swollen backsides tended by Rosemary. 
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Spanking Nick and April Turner 

 
 
In the hall the excitement was mounting as 

April Turner mounted the steps to the stage. The 
former Red-shirt of the Woody Back to School unit 
looked elegant in her formal attire and seemed 
supremely calm and poised. The auction for the 
opportunity to cane the one time mega-minx had 
reached epic proportions as the wealthy punters 
began to make larger and larger bids.  

Mr Humphries stood behind the podium with a 
gavel in his hand. 

“Last chance, sixty five thousand pounds going 
once, going twice,” he said. “Sold at sixty five 
thousand pounds, thirteen strokes of the cane on the 
backside of Miss April Turner to Mr Nick Warren.” 

 
April Turner shook hands with Spanking Nick. 

Earlier in the day Nick had confided in the Grand 
Master that he was willing to out-bid the opposition 
for the opportunity to cane April and had solicited 
some tips to make sure that the caning went off 
without any unfortunate high hits or wraparounds. 
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Mr Humphries had taken his new friend down 
to the practice range and given him a lesson in the 
art of fine caning. 

 
It had been some time since April had last felt 

the lick of the cane. After completing her sentence at 
the facility she had been accepted at Camford to 
study medicine. Nonetheless she had always kept in 
contact with her old chums at the unit and had been 
delighted when Bernadette had invited her to 
participate in the evening’s proceedings. 

As the daughter of a billionaire property tycoon 
she really didn’t need the money, but when 
Bernadette had explained that the majority of the 
evenings proceeds would go towards the Woody trust 
fund she had volunteered her arse for the cause. 

 
April Turner shrugged off her blazer and 

handed it to a waiting grubby. The infamous straight-
backed chair that normally resided in front of the 
fireplace in the Grand Master’s study had been placed 
in the center of the stage. During the seven years she 
had spent as an inmate of the facility April Turner had 
spent a considerable amount of time sniffing the 
padded cushion of the chair.  

“Miss Turner,” said Spanking Nick. “If you 
would be so kind as to oblige me by bending over the 
chair.” 

April grinned gaily. “Just like the good old 
days,” she giggled and folded herself forward at the 
waist, wiggling and jiggling her bottom cheekily for 
the amusement of the braying crowd  
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Spanking Nick Warren took his time preparing 

April’s attire, turning back her skirt and rolling her 
knickers down to the tops of her thighs. He measured 
his distance and brought the cane down sharply. 
Despite his obvious relish and enthusiasm Nick 
managed to curb his zeal and delivered a proficient 
and well-executed caning.  

 
Considering her recent lack of match practice 

April took her licking with admirable aplomb. She 
managed to maintain position with the exception of 
an occasional twitch of her ankle or stamp of her foot. 
For many of the Woody gals in the audience it was a 
trip down memory lane and for the paying punters it 
was an experience of a lifetime. 

April Turner pushed herself up from the chair 
to a standing ovation. She turned and gave Spanking 
Nick a playful kiss on the cheek. As far as the 
Hollywood celebrity was concerned it was the best 
sixty-five grand he’d ever spent. 

 
Once their bottoms had been tended with 

Rosemary’s mystical balms Jojo and Cassie worked 
the room. Everybody wanted to shake their hands 
and get their photographs autographed.  

 
When Charlie wasn’t dragging her into the 

anteroom for loud and very public spankings, 
Bernadette Summers watched over her concessions 
with delight. Business was brisk and it looked like 
they were in for a long night. 

 
The Woody gals slept in the next morning. Mr 

Humphries had declared a loose tie Sunday and gals 
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were only to be punished in exceptional 
circumstances. 

Bernadette and the Minxster were reconciling 
the profits of the Spank-off and were divvying up the 
various fees and commissions they owed to the many 
participants and contributors. 

April Turner generously donated her fee to the 
trust fund on the condition that Bernadette also 
waived her customary fifteen per cent of the final bid 
price. The Bounder grudgingly agreed. 

The Hollywood set was due to fly out in the 
evening and many of them dropped by the facility 
throughout the day. They cheerfully wrote cheques 
and offered sponsorship to the unit’s extra curricula 
programs. 

By the end of the day the unit’s coffers had 
greatly expanded and Mr Humphries was already 
considering a competition for designs and ideas for 
upgrades to the facility’s accommodations and 
facilities. 
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Good and Spanked 

 
 
After a day of glad-handing and fund-raising 

the Woody gals were faced with the somber prospect 
of returning to their books.  

Sensibly Jojo had decided to give her bum a 
second day to recover and kept her head down. Even 
Cassie Cassy was uncharacteristically quiet and 
studious throughout Monday’s lectures. 

However, the rest of the usual suspects were 
somewhat less than prudent and Monday proved to 
be another busy day for the Brass.  

 
Bernadette Summers cringed. The sharp slap 

of the spatula sent shockwaves through her body. 
The Bounder was neatly tucked over Ms Hammell’s 
lap with her apron and skirt turned back. The 
Domestic Science instructor was warming to her 
work. 

Under normal circumstances the Bounder 
wouldn’t have given two figs about being spanked but 
her circumstances were far from normal. Right up to 
the time Charlie Keane had climbed onto the Gulfwing 
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jet to fly back to Hollywood he had continued to tip 
Bernadette over his knee for spontaneous spankings. 
The Bounder would have objected if he hadn’t kept 
her well supplied with his never-ending stash of 
Bolivian marching powder. 

She would have been well-advised to knuckle 
down to her books and give her backside a much 
needed rest. However, the Bounder was not known 
for heeding good advice and within minutes of 
arriving at her first lecture of the day she was 
bending over and touching her toes courtesy of the 
Wart. 

 
Lisa Sutton morosely watched her best chum 

being spanked. It was the second time during the day 
that she had found herself waiting her turn to be 
punished after the Bounder.  

Earlier the two rambunctious Phase 5 inmates 
had stepped up before the class for six from an 
exceptionally irate Wart. For once Ms Wharton had 
overcome her tendency for being over-zealous and 
had delivered a pair of perfectly executed sixes. 

Even the most whop-hardened minx’s 
occasionally regretted their chosen life styles and with 
the six stripes still actively throbbing Lisa Sutton was 
full of regrets. 

Ever since the Spank-off the flat wooden 
spatula had been viewed with increasing respect. 
Dotty Hammell was a kindly and popular instructor 
who resorted to corporal punishment judiciously. 
Nonetheless, when she elected to spank a gal with 
any of her array of kitchen utensils a gal knew she 
had been good and spanked. 

 



93 

 
Bernadette Summers considered herself good 

and spanked. The trip across Ms Hammell’s knee had 
proven most disagreeable. The loud slaps of the 
spatula had resounded in her ears like rifle shots. The 
wooden spatula colliding with her cane-frazzled bum 
was excruciating and uncharacteristically the Bounder 
was kicking her legs and frantically trying to scamper 
out of the firing line. 

 
Lisa Sutton considered that she was being 

good and spanked. The Domestic Science instructor 
was cracking the spatula off her upturned butt with 
consummate skill and accuracy. The Minxster bucked 
and writhed and twisted in earnest. 

 
Claire Brooks bucked and writhed and twisted 

in earnest. The long, slender prefect was stretched 
out across the Grand Master’s lap having her backside 
whupped with the two-tailed tawse. 

As usual it was Claire’s motor mouth that had 
caused her predicament. Her lightening quick riposte 
to a question from Madame Diderot had resulted in a 
red card and her immediate banishment from the 
lecture room. 

 
No sooner than she had opened her mouth and 

wagged her jaw Claire Brooks had regretted it.  The 
look on the instructor’s face was one she was all too 
familiar with and she knew immediately that she was 
in trouble. Momentarily the French instructor seemed 
indecisive, her eyes flitting to the cane that hung 
beside the blackboard. Claire braced herself. If the 
Dame reached for the cane she would take pre-
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emptive action and bend over her desk immediately 
to avoid being yanked out of her seat.  

Mdme Diderot narrowed her eyes and reached 
into her pocket, pulling out her red-card. 

 
Claire ambled through the corridors, in no 

particular hurry to reach the Grand Master’s study. 
Even though Mr Humphries always seemed more 
amused than annoyed at her persistent habit of 
interjecting pithy asides into proceedings during 
lectures and tutorials she was in no doubt that when 
she left the study her backside would be considerably 
warmer than when she entered. 

 
The Grand Master opened his cupboard and 

considered his options. He selected the two-tailed 
tawse to extend Claire a lesson in engaging brain 
prior to putting her mouth into gear. 

 
Claire Brooks gamely stretched out across the 

Grand Master’s lap, shifting her hips to allow her 
bumbags to be slid down. Claire Brooks took a deep 
breath and prepared herself to be good and spanked. 
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Standards 

 
 
Claire Brooks hurried through the corridors 

with her hands stuffed in the pockets of her blazer. 
While she was stretched out across Mr Humphries lap 
the bell had rung for the end of the lecture period 
and she needed to go and collect her books and then 
get changed for a science lecture over at the lab. She 
was going to be at least ten minutes late and would 
have to explain herself to Ms MacAllister. 

 
“I’m sorry I’m late ma’am,” Claire told the 

instructor, “but I was sent up to the see the Grand 
Master.” 

“Did’ewhupya?” Ms MacAllister asked. 
Claire squinted, trying to interpret the deep 

brogue. 
She nodded vaguely. 
“Then takeyaseat and dinna be wriggling 

aboot.”  
 
Nicola Jane Nixon was wriggling about. Her 

bottom was swollen and blazing from the effects of 
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the strap and it was impossible to find a comfortable 
position on the hard stool. She glowered at the 
science instructor. 

 
Ms MacAllister had glowered at Nixdown. 
“Yagabbin’aginNixon?” she growled through 

clenched teeth. The ever present foot long cigarette 
holder sticking out of the corner of her mouth.  

Nixdown didn’t bother to respond. 
“Gabbin’getsyaasswhuupedgal,” the Dyke 

informed her, “yagoot four minutes startin’ noo.” 
 
Nicola Jane Nixon bent over the high stool, her 

legs spread and her ankles hooked around the legs. 
In the changing room she had removed her skirt and 
bumbags from under her lab coat and the nylon 
material stretched tightly across her behind. 

The Dyke gulped down a shot of Famous 
Grouse and set to work. 

 
Nixdown was considered a very tough nut 

indeed. Her spectacular victories over the Bounder 
and Debs in the Spank-off had confirmed her 
reputation. Nonetheless a dose of Ms MacAllister’s 
strap was considered tough duty by even the 
toughest of nuts. 

The Dyke was of the opinion that any gal 
foolish enough to gab or goof on her watch was going 
to rue her foolishness for some time to come. 

Nicola Jane Nixon knew from experience that 
the upcoming few moments were going to be very 
hot and sweaty indeed. 

The Dyke swung the strap through the air. 
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Nixdown lay across Rosemary’s lap. Her 

buttocks were raw and scarlet from the effects of the 
strap. 

“She really laid that on thick,” said Jojo 
sympathetically. “You know she picks on you because 
she fancies you. Maybe you should just boff her and 
be done with it. It’s not as if you’ve been too 
discerning in the past.” 

“Yeah, rock on Jojo,” grunted Nix. “I’ve got 
standards you know.” 

 
Nixdown’s standards were somewhat erratic. 

During the early years of her sentence she had 
gained a reputation for extreme promiscuity. She was 
a life-long switch-hitter and had embarked on an 
intensive program of bedding the Elite who had the 
advantage of being housed in private rooms. For 
many of the prefects it was their first experience of 
sleeping with a partner of the same sex. However, 
Nixdown was beautiful and beguiling and was rarely 
refused. She worked her way through the lower 
echelons of the Elite before moving on to several 
House Captains. She finally set her sights even higher 
and targeted April Turner while she was Red-shirt of 
the facility. April and Nixdown enjoyed a passionate 
affair. Nicola Jane titillated April with her wide range 
of skills in the fine arts of French kissing and 
cunnilingus. In return April satisfied Nixdown’s 
penchant for pain with her wood-backed hairbrush. 

The following year she ambitiously seduced the 
Butcher Twins and regularly boffed the Amazonian 
Rastafarians in a threesome.  

Melanie White’s gargantuan gazonkas were 
another of Nix’s targets and she taught the prefect a 
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hatful of new tricks to perform with her fabulous 
appendages. 

Eventually it was her long-time chum and 
fellow champion equestrian Penelope Ann Evans who 
won Nixdown’s heart. While she was within the 
confines of the facility Nicola Jane remained faithful to 
Penelope Ann.  However, her on-campus monogamy 
did not deter her from maintaining a long-standing 
arrangement with a famous rock star that lived in the 
local town who she liked to boff on Saturday 
afternoons. 

At various times members of the Brass had 
hinted that they would not be averse to getting a little 
Nixdown action but Nix had standards. She did draw 
a line at boffing the Brass. She told her chums that it 
would be tantamount to sleeping with the enemy. 
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Yoof Alert 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy and Lady Victoria had 

standards especially when it came to unwanted 
overtures from members of the Confederacy of Yoofs. 

Cat and Vix were in town having drinks at a 
Woody friendly watering hole. It was a high class 
joint and not the type of establishment generally 
frequented by low-rent Yoofs. However, a couple of 
likely lads had eye-balled the two beauties going into 
the bar and had decided to try their arms. 

Vix and Cat had politely declined their offers of 
drinks but the two Yoofs had plonked themselves 
down regardless. 

The Woody gals had briefly tolerated the Yoofs 
mindless banter but when one of them started 
making salacious comments about Cat’s potential 
skills at choking a chicken she calmly poured a jug of 
iced water into his lap advising the Yoof that she was 
doing it for the good of his painfully, recalcitrant 
throbbing gristle. 
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The Yoofs were freaked and started hurling 
abuse at Cat and Vix calling them prick-teasers so Cat 
slapped one of them across the kisser. 

The proprietor was a close friend of Mr 
Humphries and the Woody gals so sensing things 
were about to get ugly he evicted the two Yoofs and 
strongly urged them not to come back. 

The Yoofs sullenly backed off, muttering dark 
threats and promising to get even with Cathryn. 

 
Cathryn and Victoria were not of a nervous 

disposition and when the proprietor told them that a 
group of Yoofs were congregating in the street 
opposite the bar the two gals just shrugged. 

Nonetheless, the proprietor insisted on calling 
the Grand Master and apprising him of the situation. 

   
Mr Humphries arrived at the bar in a black SUV 

with tinted windows. He went inside and joined the 
two gals at a table by the window. Outside the group 
of Yoofs was expanding. Cat and Vix swallowed down 
their drinks and the Grand Master escorted the two 
chums to the car. He closed and locked the doors and 
then crossed the road to where the gang was 
shouting abuse. Without saying a word Mr Humphries 
walked up to the Yoof that Cat had pointed out and 
kicked him in the balls. 

With that done, he calmly turned around and 
went back to the car. 

 
“Uncle Stacks says he’ll have four men here 

within two hours,” Bernadette reported. “They’ll be 
here before dark and those wankers won’t try 
anything until later on.” 
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Mr Humphries smiled at the Bounder. “That’ll 

work,” he said, “and I’ve locked the front gates just in 
case.” 

 
Two black SUV’s raced through the back gates 

and pulled over by the loading bay. Mr Humphries 
recognized some of the men from the security detail 
at the Spank-off that had been provide courtesy of 
Stacks Monroe. The Grand Master went down to greet 
them. 

 
The bodyguards congregated in the Grand 

Master’s study. They informed Mr Humphries that the 
gang outside was getting larger and that they were 
starting to spray graffiti on the walls of the facility 
and were beginning to pile up gasoline cans close to 
the gate. 

 “There’s a bunch of them out by the gates,” 
said one of the hard-bodied men. “Maybe a dozen or 
more. You can tell from the way they carry 
themselves they think they’re cooler than shit. 
Fucking yahoos is what they are, so don’t you worry 
about a thing. Stacks ain’t going to let nothing 
happen to Bernadette or any of her friends.” 

The Grand Master smiled. Stacks Monroe was 
Bernadette’s acting guardian while her father 
languished in chokey. He was extremely protective of 
the Bounder and a generous benefactor to the Back 
to School unit’s war-chest.  

“We’ll need to get organized,” said the 
bodyguard. “Is there anybody we can rely on for 
assistance?” 

Mr Humphries grinned. “I think you could say 
that.” 
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Mr Humphries gathered his closest aides and 
explained the situation. He dispatched the Famous 
Four to go to the common rooms to allay any of the 
fears of any of the inmates who may be frightened by 
the rumors that were bound to be circulating. 

Vix and Cat would look after walky-talky 
communications between the four bodyguards and 
the facility. When Nix was finished helping Jojo, Debs 
and Rosemary she would make sure the CCTV system 
could track any activity around the facilities perimeter.  

The Bounder and the Minxster were taking 
bets on how long the siege would last. 
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Yoof Repellant 

 
 
Lady Victoria Brompton was issuing hockey 

sticks and lacrosse rackets to the volunteers. 
Predictably the Dirty Dozen were amongst the first to 
sign up to protect the facility, but even the Little Brats 
were rushing to volunteer to help repel the potential 
borders. 

Cathryn and Melons were painting the inmate’s 
faces in ornate bright colored war-paint. 

“Alright, listen up every body,” said Vix. “We’re 
under siege and here’s the plan.” 

 
Outside the gates the Yoofs were getting 

restless. 
“Let’s smoke them out,” one scruffy individual 

was saying. “It’s only a bunch of fucking chicks.” 
“Yeah, let’s set fire to the gates and break up 

the place,” agreed another Yoof.  
“And don’t forget that Cassidy bitch, we’re 

going to tie her up and make her suffer.” 
“Or that Grand Master I’m going to kick his 

balls around that hockey field.” 
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“How much longer,” asked the bodyguard into 
the walky-talky. 

“We’re ready,” responded Vix. “I’ll assemble 
the volunteers by the front gate.” 

“Be careful and keep in contact with Nicola 
Jane in case they start a fire,” said the bodyguard. 

 
Lady Victoria Brompton approached the gate. 

“Are we ready?” she whispered. Behind her the 
Woody gals nodded earnestly. “Remember,” she told 
them, “scream like fucking banshees!” 

“Nix,” she whispered, “on five, release the 
gate! One, two, three, four, five!” 

 
Outside the Yoofs were taken by surprise. The 

electronic gate swung open and dozens of gals with 
wildly painted faces came bursting out, screaming at 
the top of their lungs and waving hockey sticks and 
other sporting goods. Lady Vix, Cat and the Bounder 
led the charge, with all the Usual Suspects hot on 
their heels. 

“Holy fuck,” said one surprised Yoof as the gals 
barreled down on him. Then from behind the Yoofs 
the headlights of the two SUV’s came on and the 
Yoofs turned to see Mr Humphries and the four hard-
bodied men idly slapping baseball bats against their 
leather gloved hands. 

The Yoofs were caught between the screaming 
inmates and the menacing looking bodyguards. Vix 
was almost upon them swinging her hockey stick. The 
bodyguards began to move in, in close formation. The 
Yoofs stared from one set of attackers to the other. 
The gals in their face paint looked deranged as they 
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approached, the hard men looked threatening and 
business like. 

To the whoops and jeers of the Woody gals 
the Yoofs turned and fled. 

 
“Do you think they’ll be back?” asked Cat. 
“Would you?” laughed a bodyguard. “But don’t 

worry we’ll stick around over the weekend. We’ll go 
into town tonight and see if we can’t find the guy who 
threatened you and whisper in his ear.” 

The bodyguards laughed. 
“Good bunch of gals you’ve got here Grand 

Master,” one said, “we might need to hire them 
ourselves sometime.” 

 
With the siege potentially over and the enemy 

repelled Mr Humphries asked Cassie Cassy and Ms 
Hammell to knock up a quick celebratory barbeque 
feast. The Woody gals circulated around the facility 
grounds excitedly congratulating each other and 
swapping war stories. 

The four bodyguards kept an eye on the 
perimeter of the units and flirted good-naturedly with 
the gals while they chowed down on Cassie’s famous 
burgers. 

When time for lockdown came the four 
bodyguards slipped into the night in pursuit of Yoofs 
with ears that needed to be whispered in. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy was sitting in a comfortable 

chair in the Grand Master’s study. She looked 
uncharacteristically forlorn. 

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said. “I seem to be causing 
you a few headaches recently.” 
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“Its okay, Cat,” said Mr Humphries soothingly, 
“everything is under control.” 

Cat looked relieved. “You’re not mad at me?” 
she asked. 

Mr Humphries shook his head. 
“You’re not even going to spank me?” 
“Not unless you want me to.” 
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