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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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Debs Goes Over and Up 

 
 
Deborah Morton groaned audibly. Despite her 

aspirations at becoming the Annual Big BUTT the one 
thing she had excluded from her plans was being 
chucked out of assembly again. 

“Morton, Phase 6, red card. Step up for 
goofing,” bellowed Sally Cobb. 

Debs knew that she was bang to rights. She 
couldn’t believe that she had been unable to resist 
the impulse to slide the satchel of the gal seated in 
front of her out of her reach. It was a totally ill-
conceived spontaneous action and not even that 
amusing. 

Deborah stumbled passed the knees of her 
seated chums. She managed to make it to the aisle 
and was about to set off towards the front of the hall 
when Sally stepped in her way. 

“You know that your collar and tie are undone 
don’t you, Morton?” she said gleefully. “But I’ll leave it 
to Patty to card you for that.” 
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When Deborah reached the front of the hall 
she took up a position between the double doors and 
the stage. She turned around so that she was facing 
the assembled inmates. She glanced up at the clock. 
She had perpetrated her ridiculous act almost as soon 
as she had arrived in the hall. This meant that she 
would be in her position of disgrace for almost ten 
minutes before the Brass arrived. 

Despite holding the unit record for being 
evicted from the assembly hall she couldn’t help but 
feel self-conscious in her ignominious position. The 
other inmates had nothing else to do but stare at her. 
She did her best to feign nonchalance but she could 
feel that her cheeks were flushed and she couldn’t 
help from drumming her fingers nervously against the 
sides of her blazer. 

It was not a great way to start the day. She 
was due for a mandatory twelve-stroke bare bender 
just for the momentary adrenalin rush of annoying 
another inmate. She couldn’t help but feel rather 
foolish. 

 
Deborah felt a little bilious as she listened to 

the click and clack of the high heels of the Brass 
approaching. She pulled her shoulders back and 
stared straight ahead. 

Patty and the Wart were the last to arrive. 
Debs heart began to pound. The two evil Dames 
approached her; they had smarmy grins on their 
faces. 

The Wart went first. Her wrist was still in a 
bandage since she had sprained it trying to give Debs 
a bacon slicer. She pushed her face into Deborah’s 
and unleashed an unsavory ration of tongue pie. Debs 
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had difficulty not recoiling. Aside from the odium with 
which she was being addressed it occurred to 
Deborah that the Wart might have started on the 
tequila slammers rather early in the day. Tongue pie 
and tequila was a particularly unpleasant concoction.  

Once the Wart had finished venting her spleen 
Patty stepped up. Theatrically she reached into her 
jacket pocket and pulled out her red card. 

“Morton, Phase 6,” she gloated. “Red card for 
zero tolerance collar and tie abuse. Book yourself an 
appointment for a damn good slippering from Matron 
in the morning.” 

Although she had been expecting Patty to card 
her Deborah was incapable of stopping her face from 
turning a deep crimson. 

 
Debs was still trying to recover some 

semblance of composure when the Grand Master 
arrived. He barely broke stride, taking her by the 
wrist and very calmly telling her to, “Come with me.” 

 
Deborah’s chums watched sympathetically as 

she peeled off her red and black striped blazer and 
folded it neatly. Six months earlier Debs had 
screamed and cursed and bitten the Grand Masters 
leg when she had received her first bare bottom 
spanking in front of the assembled unit. Now she 
appeared resigned to her fate. 

 
Mr Humphries placed a chair in the center of 

the stage and sat down facing the inmates. Deborah 
went around and stood to his right. Meekly she 
offered him her wrist and put up no resistance as he 
lowered her downwards until she was over and up.   
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The Grand Master waited while Deborah placed 
her palms down and then hand walked forward until 
her arms were fully stretched and shuffled her legs 
back so she was in a full drape. The Grand Master 
meticulously turned back the hem of her gymslip and 
the tail of her blouse and then maneuvered her 
bumbags down until they were concertinaed around 
her ankles. Mr Humphries put his left hand around 
her waist and pulled Deborah in tightly.  

 
Deborah hung her head down between her 

outstretched arms. She was wearing her hair loose 
and wished that she had thought to tie it back in a 
scrunchy. Despite the fact she was going to be 
slippered for it she was glad that her collar and tie 
was loosened and that she could breathe easily. She 
braced herself and waited to be spanked.  

The Grand Master raised his hand in the air 
and began to spank. He started slowly, spanking up 
one side of her bottom and back down the other, 
systematically delivering the smacks in series of sixes. 
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Lost in the Heart of a Spanking 

 
 
The first blitz took Deborah by surprise. She 

had been getting into the rhythm of the slow 
deliberate spanks, keeping her head well down and 
her bottom well up. Counting the spanks and 
chanting the Woody mantra of “its only whops, its 
only whops,” over and over in her head.  

The sudden unexpected blitz attack destroyed 
her rhythm. The spanks seemed to land everywhere 
at a frenetic pace. Deborah Morton felt as if she had 
been transported to a different universe. 

 
Debs was no longer aware of her surroundings. 

She no longer processed the embarrassment of being 
across the Grand Master’s knee with her bottom 
bared in front of the assembled Brass and inmates. 
Deborah Morton was now lost in the heart of the 
spanking. 

Debs had lost count of the spanks. The Grand 
Master had followed the blitz with another set of slow 
spanks. It was a painstaking process and every spank 
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was designed to steadily increase the heat fermenting 
in Deborah’s poor beleaguered bum.  

 
Every now and again when she started to 

scrunch her body up the Grand Master would gently 
maneuver Deborah back into a full drape and make 
sure her bottom was sitting up proud. 

He went into a second blitz, dozens of spanks 
raining down, causing her to buck and writhe and her 
legs to scissor spastically.  

 
Debs lay across the Grand Master’s knee 

panting. Mr Humphries released his grip around 
Deborah’s waist. He reached down and pulled her 
bumbags up her legs, waiting while she raised her 
hips so that he could pull them up over her reddened 
bum. He pulled the tail of her blouse back and turned 
back the skirt of her gymslip before helping her to her 
feet. 

It had been a thorough spanking. A gross of 
spanks bombarding her backside without relent. 
When she finally stood up there was no doubt from 
the look on her face that Deborah Morton had just 
received a damn good spanking. 

There was a look on the face of a gal who had 
just been spanked that was different from that of a 
gal who had just been caned or strapped or slippered. 
It was a look of incredulity. It was as if she had just 
returned from some bewildering odyssey and was 
asking herself, “Did that really just happen to me?” 
and “Did you really make my bum burn this much, 
just with your hands?”  

When a Dame took a cane down from the hook 
by the blackboard or pulled a tawse from the desk 
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drawer there was nothing much left to the 
imagination. When she bent over a gal pretty well 
knew what she was going into, and when it was over 
she would rely on her bravado to hide the pain and 
anguish she was experiencing. 

A long, hot hand spanking was different. Partly 
it was the over the knee position, but that was not all 
of it. The otk position was favored by several of the 
Dames and universally despised by the inmates. 
Nonetheless trips across Dotty Hammell, Jane 
Lummell or Katie Beck’s lap were thankfully brief and 
the results of being whapped with a crop, slipper or a 
kitchen utensil were predictably sharp. 

A spanking was a different animal. Stretched 
out across a lap having her bottom smacked a gal 
couldn’t count off the strokes and know when it 
would be over. It was intimate, the feeling of flesh on 
flesh, not at all like being whapped with a cane or a 
slipper. A gal was not just being punished; she was 
being personally chastised. It was the ultimate 
recognition to a gal that she was truly in disgrace and 
the longer and juicier the spanking the more 
disgraced she would feel. 

 
Deborah gaped at the Grand Master with her 

mouth open. She had no idea how many spanks he 
had given her, just that she seemed to have been on 
a voyage of eternity. Salvo after salvo burning her 
flesh, the Grand Master pulling her back in as she 
struggled to escape the relentless bombardment. She 
had wanted to beg him to stop but had willed herself 
to keep quiet. She had even forgotten that she was 
having her bare bottom smacked in front of the other 
eighty-three inmates of the facility and fourteen 
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members of the Brass. Even when he let her up she 
seemed unaware of her surroundings just gaping at 
the Grand Master with that incredulous look on her 
face.  
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Compulsive Impulsive Behavior 

 
 
Deborah and the Grand Master repaired to his 

office to discuss compulsive impulsive behavior 
syndrome. 

Although the subject matter might have proved 
to be intellectually stimulating under different 
circumstances, the only stimulation Deborah was 
currently interested in involved a sink filled with ice 
cold water. Nonetheless, she perched gingerly on the 
edge of an easy chair and did her best to concentrate. 

She had no argument in principle that she 
suffered from a number of fatal flaws in the behavior 
department. Now that it was public knowledge that 
she was caned on more occasions than any other 
pupil during the century and a half that the Education 
board had maintained records it was difficult to 
dispute her long history of misbehavior. 

Deborah felt that her worst enemy was 
boredom. She was capable of intense periods of self-
control. The tennis training schedule she had 
established for herself was grueling but she never 
missed a day. She would spend hours in the music 
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room practicing complex pieces on her clarinet, 
repeating them over and over again until she had 
perfected them. Her ability to study was awesome 
and she would spend hours doing research so that 
her assignments were always impeccable. 

However, as soon as her tasks were complete 
she seemed to lose any semblance of self-control. 
The majority of the beatings that she received in the 
lecture rooms occurred when she had finished her 
assignments early and had time on her hands. 
Likewise her inexplicable persistent misbehavior in the 
assembly hall was during the ten to fifteen minutes 
that she was expected to sit quietly with nothing in 
particular to do. 

The Grand Master explained that he believed 
that she suffered from an acute strain of compulsive 
impulsive behavior syndrome. He told her that he 
doubted that it was incurable and that they should 
work on a program of self-control exercises in the 
areas she seemed most at risk. 

Deborah was not sure that she liked the sound 
of that. 

The first self-control exercise, he told Deborah, 
would be for her to sit amongst the grubbys, in the 
front row of the hall, during morning assembly. 

Deborah groaned, but she couldn’t very well 
object. After all, the Grand Master and Lady Victoria 
had gone to extraordinary lengths to discourage her 
from misbehaving. Victoria had installed Sally Cobb to 
stand at the end of the row of seats frequented by 
the Phase 6 inmates and monitor Deborah’s behavior, 
but the intervention had failed to deter her and she 
had been chucked out even more than usual. The 
Grand Master had expected her first public spanking 
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to finally put a stop to the rot but even that hadn’t 
worked. 

The Grand Master told her that she shouldn’t 
look upon it as a punishment more as a positive 
learning experience. Deborah Morton was not entirely 
convinced.    

 
As she was leaving Mr Humphries reminded 

Debs that she needed to stop by Katie’s office and 
make herself an appointment for an early morning 
slippering. Deborah groaned again. 

 
Deborah stood in Katie Beck’s office with her 

hands on her head. Her bib was lowered and her tie 
swung across her left shoulder. 

Katie was being particularly odious while she 
performed the clobber inspection. Deborah was 
notoriously clobber challenged and had frequently 
earned extra spanks from Katie’s slipper for clobber 
abuses discovered during inspection.  

Katie was keeping up a running commentary 
regarding Deborah’s recent spanking and making 
spiteful remarks. Debs was sorely tempted to hack 
Katie in the shins but decided it was probably unwise 
to risk a public flogging in return for an instant’s self-
gratification.  

 
Katie inspected every hem, button and seam of 

Deborah’s clobber in minute detail. Every now and 
again she would click her tongue in disapproval in an 
attempt to make Deborah sweat.  

Katie was deeply disappointed. For once 
Deborah’s clobber was in mint condition and she 
hadn’t found a single hanging thread or broken 
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button. Grumpily she told Debs to fasten her bib and 
straighten her tie and had to satisfy herself with 
booking Debs an appointment for a twelve spank 
slippering the following morning. 
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An Ill-Conceived Jello Attack 

 
 
“What the fuck?” Nixdown yelped as she 

grabbed at the seat of her skirt as if a bee had stung 
her. She was ambling down the corridor minding her 
own business when she was startled by a short sharp 
shock in her right buttock.  

She span around but the passage was empty. 
Looking down at her feet she observed the source of 
the surprise sensation. Lying on the ground was a 
folded piece of paper, bent in two to form a classic 
catty missile.  

Nixdown grunted and squinted down the 
corridor lest her assailant should show herself. After a 
moment Nicola Jane continued on her way, a sullen 
glower on her face. Nixdown Nixon did not approve of 
her backside being used for target practice.  

Just as she reached the end of the corridor a 
second missile slapped against her bottom. This time 
Nix turned and sprinted back down the passageway. 
Ahead of her she heard the scampering of feet and 
she turned the corner just in time to see a door swing 
shut. Nix raced off in pursuit but by the time she 
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reached the doorway the footsteps were clattering 
down the stairwell. Nixdown scowled and leaned over 
the banisters trying to see who was on the stairs. She 
heard footsteps approaching up the stairs and 
Rosemary appeared.  

“Hey Rosie,” hissed Nix, “Did you see anybody 
on the stairs? Anybody running?” 

Rosemary shook her head, “Only Ali Stone, but 
she wasn’t running. Why what’s up?” 

Nix pouted, “Oh nothing, never mind.” 
 
Nicola Jane Nixon glared across the cafeteria at 

Ali Stone. She was convinced that the AliKat was 
responsible for whapping her ass with flying pellets. 
Ali returned Nix’s glare with a sweet innocent smile 
that made Nicola Jane even more certain she was the 
perpetrator. Nixdown reached for her spoon and 
plunged it into the raspberry jelly that had been 
served as dessert. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon’s face burned a deep cherry 

red as she stomped out of the cafeteria with Rachel 
Cox breathing fire in her wake.  

Nix had spent most of the morning 
entertaining herself by joshing Deborah Morton about 
the distinctive wriggle her chum had developed as a 
result of her spanking. For the most part Deborah had 
taken Nix’s ribbing in the spirit of things. However, 
Debs was hardly able to suppress a gloating grin 
when she observed the Deputy Red-shirt barreling 
down on her chum.  

Rachel Cox had a look of thunder on her face. 
A red blob of jello was dripping down the front of her 



15 
 

 
blouse. She waved a red card in one hand and her 
ashplant in the other.  

 
“Oh shit,” muttered Nixdown Nixon. 
“Oh shit indeed,” hissed Jojo. 
The two chums watched in horror as the 

spoon-sized globule of red jelly flew through the air. 
It missed its intended target by a wide margin before 
scoring a direct hit on the unsuspecting Rachel. The 
projectile landed with a splat and formed a gooey blot 
on her crisp white blouse, striking her just above her 
left breast. 

Rachel started to her feet, her eyes flashing 
about the hall in search of the culprit. Nix did her best 
to secret the spoon but she wasn’t quick enough. The 
lunch monitor had spotted the spoon, quivering in 
Nicola Jane’s hand like a proverbial smoking gun. For 
a second Rachel Cox stared at the Nixdown in 
disbelief, and then her shocked look turned to one of 
unconcealed fury. Rachel Cox barreled down upon 
Nicola Jane Nixon, waving her red card and her 
ashplant threateningly.  

“Nixon, Phase 6,” Rachel said angrily. “Step up 
to the library I’ll be along to thrash you shortly.” 

Very gently Nix placed the spoon on the table 
and then quietly pushed her chair backward. 

 
While she waited upstairs in the library, Nicola 

Jane Nixon had a good deal of time to ruminate upon 
her ill-conceived missile launch. Of course Rachel had 
not been the intended recipient of the jello attack. 
While the pre’s were considered fair game for 
rubbishing or japing, splattering them with flying 
dessert was generally considered inadvisable. 
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Nixdown was sure that Rachel would understand that 
it was an unfortunate accident but nonetheless she 
would still have considerable difficulty in explaining 
why she was lobbing food about the cafeteria in the 
first place. Food lobbing was generally considered bad 
form. 
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Game, Set and Match to Rachel 

 
 
When Rachel finally arrived in the library she 

had changed her blouse but her disposition had not 
improved. She thrust a plastic carrier bag at Nix. 

“I want this washed and ironed before lock-
down tonight,” she snapped. “And woe betide you if 
the mark doesn’t come out.” 

Nix took her hands off her head and turned 
away from the wall. She shrugged, “Alright, alright 
already,” she muttered. “I know you’re shirty but it 
was an accident.” 

Rachel glared at Nix. “A fucking accident?” she 
retorted. “A piece of fucking jello just happened to 
slip off your spoon and splatter all over my fucking 
blouse by accident? Is that what you’re telling me?” 

“Well not exactly,” admitted Nix with a sigh, 
“but you know what I mean.” 

“No I fucking don’t!” retorted Rachel. “Now get 
up there by the fireplace and touch them!” 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon didn’t much care for Rachel’s 

tone and considered telling her so. However, she was 
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forced to concede that the Deputy Red-shirt had 
some grounds for being testy and sensibly she 
elected not to raise the matter. Somewhat grumpily 
Nixdown went to the far end of the library and 
shrugged off her blazer and neatly folded it before 
placing it on a nearby table. She approached the 
fireplace, then with a deep breath she bent forward at 
the waist and reached down to touch her toes.  

 
Rachel was a laid back soul by nature but there 

was one thing she hated and that was anybody 
messing with her clobber. The slightest nick in a 
garment and it was instantly discarded. Once, when 
she had been summoned to be slippered by Katie 
Beck for some minor fraying on the collar of one of 
her blouses she was so mortified that she had 
destroyed every garment in her wardrobe and 
purchased a complete new set of clobber. The idea of 
gooey jello on her beautifully starched blouse had 
made her feel quite bilious. What made her even 
more incredulous was that it was Nix who had 
chucked the damned dessert all over her.  

Nicola Jane Nixon was a legendary clothes 
horse. She invested considerable quantities of her old 
chap’s hard-earned quids in the search for perfect 
clobber. She was always experimenting with new 
materials and was especially particular that her 
blouses were always crisp and starched. 

 
The idea of Nicola Jane chucking around jello 

as if she was a chimpanzee at a shit-throwing contest 
boggled Rachel’s mind. 
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Rachel took off her blazer and rolled up her 

sleeves. She turned back the hem of Nix’s skirt and 
stepped back to the far end of the library. Keeping 
the ashplant slightly raised she began to run back 
down the aisle towards the upturned navy blues. 

Nixdown tensed momentarily as she heard the 
clatter of heels on the wooden floor. It hadn’t 
occurred to her that Rachel would deliver a running 
bender. She felt her heart pound a little faster as the 
prefect approached at speed. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon winced. If the first stroke 

was anything to go by she was in for an 
uncomfortable few minutes. Rachel had never beaten 
her before and this was the first time she had heard 
that the Deputy Red-shirt was qualified for running 
benders. It was the type of information a gal would 
have liked in advance. 

 
Before her sentence Rachel had been a 

professional tennis player, number two in the nation 
behind Debs. Her near perfect eye-ball coordination 
made her an ideal candidate for delivering running 
benders and she had gained her full certification at 
her first attempt. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon had seen a great deal of 

ashplant action in her tumultuous career but when 
she slowly unfolded herself after the sixth swipe she 
had to confess she had rarely experienced a licking 
from a prefect that matched the six she had just 
received. She turned to pick up her blazer but Rachel 
interrupted her. 
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“Accident? I’ll tell you about an accident,” she 
snarled. “I accidentally forgot to count the fucking 
strokes. Now bend over so we can start again.” 

“Oh good grief,” thought Nixdown. “Game, set 
and fucking match to Rachel!” and she leaned 
forward and touched her toes. 
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A Full House 

 
 
By mid-afternoon the Famous Four completed 

a full house when Ms Wharton showed Jojo and 
Rosemary a pair of red cards after they had 
embarked upon a duel involving pea-shooters and 
water-pistols.  

The Wart was extremely disappointed that she 
had to forgo the pleasure of caning Rosemary herself. 
However, with her wrist still bandaged as a result of 
her ill-fated attempt at giving Debs a bacon slicer her 
whopping arm was out of commission. 

 
Jojo and Rosemary took their time, ambling 

through the corridors and slipping out to suck down a 
quick fag in the cloisters. 

“I never thought I’d see the day that I’d prefer 
a twelve-stroke bare bender to six across the 
bumbags,” mused Rosemary. “But I’m tired of her 
using my arse to get her jollies.” 

Jojo nodded understandingly. For the past six 
years Ms Wharton had laid siege to Rosemary’s 
sumptuous behind. The Wart was not known for 
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cutting anybody much slack but she treated 
Rosemary with absolute zero tolerance.  

Rosemary was the quietest and best behaved 
of the Famous Four and had the lowest ranking on 
the All-Time Big BUTT. However, she had achieved a 
healthy career record of well over a hundred lickings. 
The Wart had contributed a whopping thirty per cent 
to her tally. 

 
Rosemary let Joanna do the talking. Jojo 

explained her reasoning for bringing a pea-shooter 
with her to the lecture room, citing self-defense 
following the recent increase in surprise ambushes 
being perpetrated by merry pranksters. She did 
admit, however, that on this occasion she had been 
responsible for instigating the duel and that perhaps 
Rosemary should be excused as she had only been 
retaliating. 

Mr Humphries was so impressed with this 
reasoned explanation that he informed them that he 
intended to put them both over his knee and give 
them each twelve cracks with one of his George W 
tawses. 

 
Much as Jojo disliked being cracked on the butt 

with a two-tailed leather tawse the whops were 
invaluable in her pursuit of the record for receiving 
the most punishments in a single year, so she was 
feeling quite chuffed with herself. 

Rosemary, by contrast, who had no such lofty 
aspirations, was less than chuffed to be head down, 
arse up over Mr Humphries’ lap having her bum 
leathered with a potent tawse. Ever since the Great 
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Spank-off where her historic insouciance deserted her 
she had become extremely whop-shy. 

 
Mr Humphries was particularly partial to the 

two-tailed tawse that he had selected for the mission. 
The tawse had been hand cut by the great-great 
granddaughter of George W Dick as a thoughtful gift 
to the Grand Master. Rosemary on the other hand 
was considering taking a trip to Scotland during the 
upcoming furlough and burning the craftswoman’s 
workshop down to discourage her from making future 
donations to the Woody artillery. 

  
The Grand Master inspected his handiwork. 

The leather tawse had caused considerable swelling 
to Rosemary’s voluptuous rear end and it appeared to 
be burning nicely. He raised the tawse for the last 
time and brought it down heartily causing Rosemary 
to gyrate in his lap. 

 
Jojo allowed herself to be lowered downwards 

and stretched out into a full drape. She settled in and 
waited for her clobber to be rearranged. 

Over the past months Jojo had spent an 
increasing amount of time across the Grand Master’s 
knee. As their romance had blossomed so had the 
frequency with which she received gratuitous 
spankings. Like the majority of the inmates she had 
always disliked the over the knee position favored by 
Katie, Dotty Hammell, Jane Lummell and the Red-
shirts. However, when it came to Mr Humphries it was 
her position of choice. 
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Mr Humphries tucked Jojo in tightly to the 
crease of his lap. Despite their relationship it was 
agreed that Jojo would not be cut any slack when it 
came to Woody business. He raised the tawse in the 
air and proceeded to set Jojo’s backside on fire.  
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Jojo Plans a Show 

 
 
The Famous Four were not the only inmates 

suffering from hot bottoms. The Brass were taking 
the Grand Master’s Return of Discipline offensive to 
heart and busied themselves warming the arses of 
mischief making mega-minxes.  

Cassy Cassie was yanked across her desk and 
given a thrashing by Madame Diderot. The Bond 
twins took it in turns to bend over the beam in the 
gymnasium to have their gym shorts dusted with Ms 
Lummell’s slipper. Bernadette Summers was bent 
over her desk and absolutely creamed by Pauline 
Gascoigne.  

Red cards were in abundance. Claire Brooks 
continued to increase her record as the most caned 
prefect in history when she was chucked out of an 
English Literature lecture for interjecting the 
proceedings with her trademark ribald pith. Ginger 
Beckett and Ali Stone also paid the Grand Master 
visits on serious goofing charges.  
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“The natives are certainly restless,” the Grand 
Master told Jojo later in the evening. “It seems like 
after the adrenalin rush of the tribunal they’re bored. 
And we all know what bored minxes get up to.” 

Jojo grinned coyly. “I’m sure I don’t know what 
you mean,” she giggled. She cocked her head prettily. 
“However, I do have an idea I’d like to run by you,” 
Jojo told the Grand Master. “You know that we have 
been holding theatre workshops and done a couple of 
performances. It’s amazing how much talent we have 
here. I’ve been thinking about putting on a really big 
production. We can do a dress-rehearsal on Family 
Visitation day and then perform it for the public. We 
could donate the door money to charity.” 

The Grand Master smiled. “With the current 
craze for all things Woody it would be a sell-out. 
What are you proposing?” 

“Westside Story,” Jojo grinned. 
“Good choice,” agreed Mr Humphries. He 

looked thoughtful. “I’d like you to involve Suzy Scott. 
I know she’s struggling as a music instructor but she’s 
very keen and very organized.” 

“I have a better idea,” said Jojo. “I want to 
involve everybody, so, why can’t we change the 
curriculum around and during music lessons have the 
gals work on the production. We can make Suzy 
executive producer.” 

“Works for me,” agreed the Grand Master. 
“I’ll post a casting call on the GalGab web-

site,” Joanna told him. 
After the days lectures were completed Jojo 

had gathered the gals for a think-tank. Much as she 
adored the New York setting of the original Westside 
Story she had decided that it would be fun to update 
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the story to a more contemporary theme that the new 
millennium gals could relate to. 

The gals enthusiastically offered ideas; punks 
and teds, mods and rockers, even snobs and rotters 
were proposed. Finally after a straw pull it was 
decided that the indigenous New York Jets would 
become an extended gang of Blues Brothers look-
alikes. The Puerto Rican Sharks would be colorful 
Mohican adorned punks.  

 
Jojo announced that auditions would start over 

the weekend and she also posted the roles of the 
production crew that would need to be filled on the 
GalGab website. 

 
“I’d like to oversee updating the score and 

working with the orchestra,” Deborah told Jojo. 
“A back seat role?” asked Jojo. “Jeez Debs I 

thought you’d be volunteering to star.” 
Debs shook her head. “I took center stage on 

Family Visitation day last year,” she drawled, referring 
to her ignominious ejection from the chapel, “I think 
I’ll keep a low profile this year,” earning her raised 
eyebrows and friendly jeers from her chums. 

 
Ginger Beckett volunteered to act as 

choreographer. Lisa Sutton took on the responsibility 
for the stage set. Cat Cassidy would do wardrobe and 
Nixdown would be in charge of technology. Cassie 
Cassy assured Jojo that she would keep the cast and 
crew fed and watered. 

Jojo was overwhelmed at the response. Even 
Katie Beck stopped by and asked if she could audition 
for the role of Officer Krupke.  
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Suzy Scott was ecstatic. “I may not be much 
good at teaching music but I was always good at 
organizing the band I played in,” she told Jojo. “We 
may have been shyte but we put on a good show.” 

“And you cane hard,” laughed Jojo, “so that 
might help keep everybody focused.” 
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A Bad Start to the Day 

 
 
Deborah Morton brushed her hair under a red 

head-band. She made one last check on her 
appearance in the mirror and then set off for her 
engagement with Katie Beck. 

 
Katie Beck grinned gleefully. She had Deborah 

spread out across her lap with the skirt of her gymslip 
turned back. She roughly put her hand on Debs neck 
and pushed downwards so her nose was almost in 
the carpet. Katie raised her leather-soled slipper high 
in the air and brought it down with a resounding 
crack. 

 
Katie Beck could think of no better way to start 

a day than slippering Debs Morton. Katie loathed 
Deborah with a vengeance. Debs had been a Little 
Brat during the year that Katie had fulfilled the role of 
Red-shirt. Katie had made it her business to make life 
miserable for the entire community but she was 
especially cruel to the Little Brats.  
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At the time of her incarceration Deborah was 
having a terrible time in the press. The System 
needed to justify her unexpected arrest and 
sentencing and used its influence to plant scathing 
and scurrilous editorials in the news calling Deborah a 
national disgrace. The Great Unwashed are a contrary 
crowd and turned against Debs, voting her as one of 
the ten most unpopular people in the country. Katie 
Beck exploited Debs’ public fall from grace spitefully 
and spanked her whenever she had an opportunity. 

Fortunately for Deborah many of her fellow 
inmates had been subjected to kangaroo courts and 
bogus charges and believed her when she told them 
she had been stitched up like a kipper. Her new 
chums rallied behind her and she quickly became an 
active participant in the mega-minx resistance in its 
war against Katie Beck and her serial spanking 
cronies. Deborah treated Katie with the utmost 
contempt and rubbished her royally. 

Over the subsequent years Deborah’s 
unfortunate sartorial shortcomings made her a regular 
visitor to the Matron’s office. Katie used her leather 
soled slippers to leverage maximum payback for the 
contemptuous way that Deborah had treated her. 

 
Deborah willed herself to remain perfectly still. 

Katie was pounding her backside with considerable 
force and the heat inside her bumbags was 
approaching fever pitch. Nonetheless, Deborah had 
no intention of showing Katie how much she was 
hurting her. 

 
Katie Beck took her own sweet time over the 

slippering. She knew that the inmates despised her 
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and hated the ignominy of being forced to lie upside 
down across her knees. She left a healthy interval 
between each vicious slap so that Deborah would 
experience the full life-cycle of every spank. 

 
Deborah was not appreciating the experience 

in the least bit. Every minute that she lay bent like a 
bow across Katie’s lap increased her bitter hatred for 
the brutal Matron. The sound of the slipper 
rebounding off her tautened bumbags exploded in her 
ears like a bass drum. She willed herself to stay still.  

 
Debs hobbled out of Katie’s office. Despite her 

hatred of Katie she had come to respect the Matron’s 
ability to give a gal a thorough work-over. Not a 
millimeter of Deborah’s backside had been left 
unattended and the heat beneath her skirt had 
reached positively biblical proportions. 

The trip over Katie’s knee had done nothing for 
her appetite so she cut brekker and took a turn 
around the grounds in the hopes of walking some of 
the heat off. 

The walk didn’t help much, Katie had really laid 
it on thick and Deborah suspected that she wouldn’t 
be sitting comfortably for much of the day. 

The bell rang for assembly. Deborah groaned. 
She was not looking forward to entering the hall.  

 
 “Where do you want me?” Debs asked 

through gritted teeth. 
“You can sit at the end of the row so I can 

keep an eye on you,” Lady Victoria told her. 
Debs grunted and took a seat in the front row 

of the assembly hall. 
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She tried not to take any notice of the curious 
glances from the other inmates as they entered 
through the swing-doors. 

So this is what it’s come too, Debs thought to 
herself. She was twenty-six years old, she had just 
been treated to a blistering over the knee slippering, 
was the only senior inmate at the facility who was 
required to permanently wear a gymslip and now she 
was seated in a position of public disgrace alongside 
the grubbys. 

It was not a great way to start the day.    
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Sarah Breaks Her Duck 

 
 
It had been several weeks since the tribunal 

and Sarah Forsham-Smythe’s transfer to the unit. 
Sarah was doing her best to keep a low profile. 
Although she was grateful for the protection of Jojo, 
and Lady Vix she was well aware that she was still 
hugely unpopular. Most of the gals had sent her to 
Coventry and she was generally snubbed when she 
walked into a room. Nixdown grudgingly supported 
Jojo in her efforts to help the one time Snob feel at 
home but secretly she found Sarah’s access to the 
unit’s most popular study an imposition. 

“Look,” Nix told Jojo tartly, “I don’t mind 
letting her hang out but she ain’t one of us. She ain’t 
even been whopped yet for fucks sake!” 

 
“You need to get yourself whopped,” Jojo 

counseled Sarah. “I know you’re scared but this is 
what you need to do. We’ve got an economics tutorial 
right before morning break. Ms Gascoigne hardly ever 
red cards anybody so she’ll probably beat you locally. 
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Then we can bring you up to the landing and 
Rosemary can take care of you.” 

“If you really want to get some respect,” Debs 
told Sarah, “you have to provoke her to absolutely 
cream you. Now unfortunately I am the world’s living 
expert on being creamed. It ain’t pretty but it’ll be 
worth it. Now these are Ms Gascoigne’s hot spots.” 

 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe stared bleakly at Ms 

Gascoigne. 
“Remove your blazer and bend over your 

desk,” the Economics Dame told her. “I intend to 
absolutely cream you.” 

All eyes were on Sarah as she nervously stood 
up. With trembling fingers she unfastened the top 
button of her blazer and shrugged it off. She turned 
around and hung it over the back of the chair.  

She glanced around the lecture room. Jojo and 
Debs winked at her and gave her the thumbs up. 
Very slowly she turned back to face the desk and 
leaned forward at the waist. 

Sarah Forsham-Smythe had never been so 
frightened in her life. Deborah had gone into 
excruciating detail describing the set-up Pauline 
Gascoigne required and even worse exactly how hard 
she would be caned. 

“It’ll bring tears to your eyes,” predicted 
Deborah, “but whatever you do don’t blub and don’t 
howl.” 

“Just remember it’s only whops,” Jojo 
reminded her. 

Sarah forced herself to bend further and 
further over the desk in the manner Debs had 
described. Her head was dangled upside down over 
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the far edge and she had reached down and gripped 
the legs of the desk almost at floor level. She felt 
totally helpless as she felt her skirt being turned back.  

 
Pauline Gascoigne was on top form as she 

rattled rattan off Sarah’s defenseless bumbags. She 
was consistently ranked amongst the top five hottest 
whoppers at the unit in the annual polls. Delivering an 
absolute creaming was considered her piece de la 
resistance.  

 
The first swipe of the cane brought tears to 

Sarah’s eyes. She was totally overwhelmed by the 
explosion of pain. It seemed to be everywhere and 
not just in her arse as she had expected. She had 
thought that Deborah was exaggerating and trying to 
scare her when she was describing the effects of 
being absolutely creamed. 

Somehow Sarah managed to muffle her 
scream of anguish. She hung upside down panting 
breathlessly. She heard a whistle from behind and 
braced herself. 

 
“See,” said Jojo. “You didn’t make a muff of 

yourself.” 
“You did very well,” agreed Debs. 
Even Nixdown deigned to compliment Sarah on 

her performance. 
“I thought I was going to suffocate,” wailed 

Sarah. 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe was spread out across 

Rosemary’s lap having her wounds tended. 
Bernadette Summers stuck her head around 

the door. “I heard you got creamed,” she said. 
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Sarah looked anxious. She had given the 
Bounder a wide berth since she had arrived at the 
facility. Bernadette always looked like she might bop 
her on the nose. 

“Or should I say I heard you get creamed,” the 
Bounder grinned. “We heard it clear across the 
corridor.” 

She wandered into the room. Sarah tensed. 
Bernadette stared down at Sarah’s bum. “She does 
good work doesn’t she?” the Bounder said 
thoughtfully. Then she grinned. “Hurt’s like a 
motherfucker don’t it? Here try this, it might help,” 
and reached under her skirt and pulled out a hip flask 
from the elastic waistband of her navy blue bumbags. 
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A Bad End to the Day 

 
 
Deborah groaned. She raced across the 

quadrangle as fast as her legs would carry her but 
she knew she was already too late. Across in living 
quarters the lights were going out in the windows of 
the Phase 6 landing. She had spent a pleasant 
evening kicking back in the Old Gal apartment block, 
drinking wine with Cat and Melons and watching a 
DVD. Unfortunately the lock-down buzzer wasn’t 
wired to the apartment building and she hadn’t 
noticed the time. 

 
Claire was waiting of course. Sitting on 

Deborah’s bed, waiting patiently. Deborah groaned. 
“I’ll put on my jimjams,” she said tightly. 
 
Deborah stretched out with her pillow placed 

under her tummy. She was feeling considerably 
apprehensive. Although the ferocious heat in her 
backside from her earlier slippering had subsided it 
was still distinctly tender to the touch. She did not 
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feel in the best of shapes to be beaten by Claire 
Brooks. 

 
Earlier in the year Deborah had had the 

misfortune to be the first gal to be beaten by Claire. 
It had been a teeth-chattering, nerve-jangling 
experience. Deborah’s enthusiastic endorsement of 
Claire’s prowess with the ashplant had helped 
establish Claire’s reputation as one of the all-time 
hottest whoppers. 

Later in the year Deborah had the opportunity 
to get an update on Claire’s progress when she was 
sent up to the library on legitimate rubbishing 
charges. 

Bent over touching her toes in front of the 
ornamental fireplace Debs had been able to confirm 
her initial high-scoring of Claire with regard to her 
technical excellence and artistic merit with the whippy 
stick. 

 
Deborah gritted her teeth. The first stroke had 

been an absolute scorcher. Sliced perfectly across the 
crown of her protruding buttocks, it was not a good 
sign. 

 
Claire Brooks had earned the reputation as a 

straight shooter. She caned hard but fair. Everybody 
got the same dosage whether they were her friend or 
foe. 

Deborah’s legs crooked upwards at the knees. 
She hissed with consternation, she had clearly 
underestimated the residual tenderness from her 
morning trip over Katie’s knee. She slumped back into 
position, panting. 
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Claire Brooks elegantly swung the ashplant 

through the air, flicking her wrist at the last moment 
and slicing it perfectly across the sweet spot. Deborah 
kicked back again and her head reared up. Her face 
contorted into a silent howl. Claire had no idea that 
Debs had been slippered earlier in the day and she 
was surprised at Deborah’s display of agitation. 

On the two previous occasions that she had 
thrashed Debs she had been impressed by her 
resilience. Especially up in the library where Deborah 
had managed to keep her fingers glued to her toes 
throughout the whole beating without so much as a 
twitch. 

 
Deborah writhed and squirmed between 

strokes. Claire waited patiently, knowing that Debs 
would eventually settle down and present her bottom 
properly. Deborah had no great enthusiasm for either 
putting it up or keeping it up. All of the first three 
strokes had been as hot as the preliminary scorcher 
and she didn’t hold out much hope for things cooling 
down during the home straight. It took almost half a 
minute before she finally straightened her legs out 
and pushed her bum up. 

“Are you ready,” asked Claire. 
“I’m ready,” mumbled Debs and gripped the 

duvet and squeezed her eyes closed. 
 
Debs suspicions proved well-founded. The 

fourth and fifth strokes sliced across the seat of her 
striped jimjams with consistent power and accuracy. 
Deborah’s eyes were burning with unwept tears. She 
squeezed her eyes tight and gritted her teeth. It took 
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all her willpower to thrust up her hips and set herself 
up for the final onslaught. She knew what to expect. 

 
Deborah Morton’s whole body contorted at the 

moment of impact. Claire had finished with a perfectly 
executed five-bar gate which had reignited the 
existing stripes and sent shockwaves around Debs 
central nervous system from the end of her nose to 
the tips of her toes. Her whole body was suddenly 
enlivened with pain, as she slumped down the agony 
seemed to amplify to a terrible crescendo. 

“Jeeeeeeeeeeez” panted Debs. 
 
Deborah lay on her tummy. Her backside was 

pulsating painfully and she was having difficulty 
sleeping. She didn’t blame Claire. She knew that the 
prefect had no choice, Deborah had needed to be 
beaten and Claire had performed her duty. 

Nonetheless, Deborah Morton dearly wished 
Claire wasn’t quite so talented with the cane. Six of 
the very best from such a consummate artiste was 
not the greatest way to end the day.  
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Ms Hodge Confronts Claire 

 
 
Claire Brooks gaped at Patty. 
“I have been reviewing your stats,” the Deputy 

Grand Dame informed her gruffly, “and I have to say 
that I am deeply disturbed.” 

“Oh,” Claire asked curiously, “how so?” 
“How many inmates have you beaten this 

week during dorm raids?” asked Patty. 
“Everybody who needed beating,” said Claire. 
“I beg to differ,” said Patty. “I was concerned 

over your poor performance and I made a round of 
the landings last night. Not only were you nowhere to 
be found but I caught Summers and Sutton gabbing 
after lockdown.” 

Claire gaped at Patty. “What time was this?” 
“Eleven o’clock,” Patty told her.  
“Well I can explain that Ma’am,” said Claire. “I 

was in Deborah Morton’s study. She was late for 
lockdown. I waited for her return and administered a 
beating. She was on her way to my study for post-
processing when you summonsed me, that’s why it 
doesn’t show up on the database. After I had 
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delivered the beating I continued on my rounds. 
Summers and Sutton were not gabbing when I 
checked their study.” 

“That is because I had already shut them up in 
your absence,” snapped Patty. 

“Ma’am with all due respect I couldn’t be on 
two landings at the same time,” countered Claire. 

“Just one beating in seven days is an atrocious 
performance,” said Patty nastily. “Look at this,” she 
said pointing at her computer screen. 

 The Deputy Grand Dame was a statistics 
junkie. She regularly summonsed members of the 
Elite to her study for performance reviews, forcing 
them to pour over dynamic bar charts, cross-
correlatory matrices and moving average forecasts. 
Claire stared at the graph Patty was pointing too. 

“Statistically you should be beating at least six 
gals a week,” Patty said accusingly. “Look at these 
stats. Every other area is performing as predicted. 
Beatings around the lecture halls, Elite beatings, Brat 
Drapings and red cards are all exactly on target. You 
are the only one under-performing.” 

Claire gaped at Patty. “With all due respect 
Ma’am,” she said earnestly, “the gals have been 
settling down surprisingly well of late, I’ve been very 
pleased with them.” 

Patty Hodge snorted. “Well Summers and 
Sutton are waiting for you outside the library and I 
expect you to thrash them soundly,” she told Claire. 

Claire stared at Patty. “I shall do no such 
thing,” she said sharply. “The protocols dictate that I 
need to catch them gabbing, I can’t just thrash them 
on hearsay.” 
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It was Patty’s turn to gape. “Hearsay? What do 

you mean hearsay?” she gasped. “I am the Deputy 
Grand Dame and I am informing you of zero 
tolerance gabbing after lockdown and instructing you 
to go the library and beat Summers and Sutton.” 

“I’m afraid I can’t do that,” said Claire evenly. 
Patty glared at Claire. “You will do as I say or I 

shall beat you for insubordination and suspend you 
from duty.” 

Claire’s heart sank. Six of the best from Patty 
was low on her wish list and the thought of having to 
hand Patty her tie and badges of office was horrid. 
Nonetheless, she refused to be cajoled into delivering 
bogus beatings. 

“I think we should take this up with the Grand 
Master,” said Claire. 

“The Grand Master has gone to visit the 
Minister,” sneered Patty. “I am in charge of the unit.” 

Claire grimaced. “I’m not beating them and 
that’s that,” she said through clenched teeth. 

“Very well,” said Patty. “Give me your tie and 
badge and then remove your blazer and bend over 
the desk. You are very much going to regret this 
decision, young lady, I intend to thrash you within an 
inch of your life.” 

Claire groaned. She reached up and removed 
her tie, rolling it up and placed it on the desk. She 
took off her Elite lapel badge and placed it beside her 
discarded official prefects tie. She took off her blazer 
and bent over the desk. 

 
The Bounder was feeling grumpy. She and Lisa 

had been standing outside the library for almost thirty 
minutes waiting for Claire. They both had their hands 
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inter-linked on the tops of their heads and their noses 
pressed to the wall. 

The gabbing charges were entirely bogus and 
they both knew that they had been stitched up like 
kippers by Patty. However, they fully understood that 
once Patty had spread her lies Claire would be left 
with no choice but to beat them. 

 
 



12 

 
Victoria Confronts Patty 

 
 
Lady Victoria Brompton watched Patty’s eyes 

open to the size of saucers.  
“But Grand Master,” Ms Hodge spluttered into 

the cell-phone, “it was a legitimate beating. Brooks 
refused to follow my orders and I thrashed her for 
insubordination.” 

Victoria grinned to herself. Patty looked like 
she might faint. Patty’s face had turned white and her 
eyes were darting from side to side manically. She 
slumped down in her chair looking totally bereft. 

The Red-shirt reached over and took the 
telephone. “Consider it done, sir,” she said and closed 
the phone. “Shall we?” she said to Patty. 

 
“She did what?” asked Victoria. 
“She fucking thrashed me for insubordination 

because I wouldn’t cane Bernadette and Lisa,” 
groaned Claire. “And she took my tie and my badge. 
She’s suspended me from duty.” 

Victoria Brompton pulled on her blazer and 
strode towards the door. 
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“Don’t you worry, Claire,” she said angrily, 
“there’s nothing I can do about the beating but I’ll 
straighten the other shit out in a fucking heartbeat.” 

 
Patty groaned. It was her worst nightmare 

come true. She was dangled over Lady Victoria’s lap 
with her bumbags asunder and her skirt turned back. 
Despite measuring five feet and ten inches tall Patty’s 
arms and legs dangled a good six inches from the 
floor. She was completely at Victoria’s mercy. 

 
Patty Hodge had no alternative but to submit 

to the punishment. If she had refused the Grand 
Master would have terminated her employment. It 
was not an option for Patty Hodge. For almost thirty-
five years Patty had lived by the cane. Ever since she 
had been Headgirl of the original Woody School she 
had been addicted to whops. With the considerable 
success of the STOPP campaign corporal punishment 
was all but abolished in the mainstream of education. 
The Woody Back to School unit was tantamount to 
the last frontier for a whop junkie like Patricia Hodge. 

 
Patty was no newcomer to having her buns 

toasted. Her autocratic manner and her tendency to 
treat members of the teaching staff at the original 
Woody School like second class citizens had not 
always proven beneficial to her bumbags. The canings 
that she received would have a deep impact on Patty. 
She longed for the day that she would be on the 
other end of the cane. She secretly purchased a 
school cane and would spend hours practicing, 
dreaming of the day that it would be human flesh 



47 
 

 
inside the bumbags she thrashed instead of a plastic 
mould. 

 
Lady Victoria pulled Patty in tight and brought 

the hairbrush down with a crack. Victoria was acutely 
aware of Patty’s covert ‘Get Brompton’ campaign and 
it was deeply satisfying to have her nemesis dangling 
over her knees. 

Victoria took her time, luxuriating in Patty’s 
agitation as the back of the hairbrush reddened her 
rear end. The Grand Master had authorized a double 
dangling; twenty-four smacks with the hairbrush that 
he trusted would be applied with extreme prejudice. 

 
Patty was not having a good time of it. It was 

her first experience of being dangled and whapped 
with the unyielding wood backed brush. It was not an 
experience she wished to repeat. 

She stood in front of the mirror inspecting her 
behind. Victoria had done a thorough job and Patty’s 
bum was red and swollen. Patty frowned as she 
traced her fingers over the inflamed orbs. She was 
iridescent with ire at the Grand Master and his trusted 
Red-shirt and was more determined than ever to 
facilitate the downfall of Lady Vix. She rolled up her 
bumbags and smoothed down her skirt and 
imperiously summonsed Katie Beck and the Wart to a 
council of war. 

 
Katie Beck chuckled to herself. Word of Patty’s 

humiliating dangling had been circulating around the 
campus all day. Although they were close chums and 
co-conspirators on the Radical Right Patty often 
treated Katie as her subservient. Patty had never 
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shown any sympathy on the occasions that the Grand 
Master had thrashed Katie for her Machiavellian 
scheming and regularly referred to her as second-
class-Brass. Katie derived considerable self-
amusement when Patty chaired the council of war 
from an upright position. 
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Calming Influences 

 
 
The casting of the Westside Story production 

had been tough. The inmates displayed a wide variety 
of hitherto unknown talents. Ali Stone who had been 
a professional actress before her incarceration had 
volunteered to help Jojo and Suzy. 

“I can act,” she grinned, “but I can’t dance and 
I can’t sing, so I’ll help you cast the show and act as 
drama coach.” 

After hours of auditions the casting crew finally 
settled on Penelope Ann to play Tony with Nix as her 
love interest, Maria. The Bounder showing 
unexpected enthusiasm and a hidden talent for 
singing and dancing would play Bernardo, opposite 
Lady Vix playing Anita.  Cathryn and Cassie would 
play Riff and Anybodys respectively. Katie Beck’s 
audition was so riveting and funny she was a shoo-in 
for the role of Officer Krupke that she had coveted. 

 
With less than eight weeks to prepare Jojo 

knew that she would have her work cut out. 
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“You don’t think I’m being too ambitious do 
you?” Jojo asked the Grand Master. 

“You organized the defense at the tribunal in 
half the time you have available now,” Mr Humphries 
told her. “I’m sure everybody will pitch in and it’ll go 
smoothly. It’s a terrific project and perhaps it will 
have a calming influence.” 

 
Patty Hodge was not proving to be a calming 

influence for Sally Cobb. Patty had waylaid the 
Captain of the Red House in the quadrangle and 
hauled her over to her apartment for a chat. It was 
not really a chat in the conventional sense, more of a 
one-way diatribe as Patty launched into a harangue at 
Sally’s inadequacies as a commandant of the SS. 

“You have done nothing about the Brompton 
situation,” raged Patty. “The sight of her swanking 
about in that Red-shirt makes me want to puke.” 

“There’s not much I can do Ma’am,” said Sally 
defensively. “Every time I try to stir things up she 
threatens to spank me with her hairbrush.” 

“You’re such a muff, Cobb,” sneered Patty. 
“You need to start taking a few risks and quit 
worrying about covering your bumbags. So what if 
you collect a few spanks in the line of duty?” 

Sally was considerably disturbed by the tenor 
of the conversation. She had rather hoped that Ms 
Hodge would fire her. Being the Commandant of the 
Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers was not proving to 
be a particularly satisfying line of work. Unlike her 
predecessor Yvonne Godfrey, whose SS had 
comprised fifty per cent of the Elite, Sally only had 
Sally Poffers to whom she could delegate her dirty 
work and her namesake was a very unenthusiastic 
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operative. Sally Cobb had attempted to resign her 
commission but Katie Beck had responded by putting 
Sally across her knee and roasting her rump with a 
leather-soled slipper. 

“I want results,” Patty told the prefect curtly, 
“and I want them quickly. I want Brompton exposed 
as the degenerate she is and I want her stood down.” 

Sally nodded unenthusiastically. “I’ll see what I 
can do,” she promised and scurried out of the 
apartment as fast as her legs would carry her. 

 
Patty, Katie and the Wart were in their usual 

positions propping up the bar in the Bunch of Grapes. 
Patty was still smoldering over her ignominious 
dangling and was demanding action from her cronies. 

The Wart was knocking back tequila slammers. 
She was deeply depressed. It had been a week since 
she had sprained her wrist attempting to give Debs a 
bacon slicer and her wrist was still in a bandage. She 
was suffering from extreme whop withdrawal. 

“I’ll get that little vixen,” she slurred. “She 
won’t sit down for a week when I’ve finished with 
her.”  

Katie grinned smugly. “I’ve come up with a 
wizard new wheeze,” she said conspiratorially. “I’m 
expecting a considerable increase in the amount of 
clobber abuse over the coming weeks. The gals won’t 
know what’s hit them.” 

Patty just glowered into her wine glass. “Get all 
the slippering in that you can,” she told Katie, “but 
don’t get diverted from the task in hand. It’s your job 
to run the two Sally’s and dig up some dirt on Lady 
Smarty-pants Brompton.” 
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Katie grinned. “I’ll do what I can,” she assured 
Patty. “Oh, and by the way, speaking of Lady Victoria 
how’s your bum recovering? At least you’re sitting 
down tonight.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Patty Hodge. 
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Chucked Out of the Cafeteria 

 
 
Deborah Morton picked up the tray full of 

metal drinking mugs and carried it across to the table 
where the Phase 6 inmates were preparing to eat 
lunch. She placed the tray on the table then one by 
one she picked up the mugs and slid them across the 
table to each of her chums. The gals caught the 
sliding mugs and began to pass around the water jug. 
Deborah picked up another mug and slid it across the 
table top towards Melissa Goldbhum. Missy was 
distracted and grabbed at the mug too late to stop it 
clattering to the floor. Debs grinned apologetically 
and went around to retrieve the mug. 

“Sorry,” she giggled, “I’ll go and get you a 
clean one.” 

When Deborah returned to the table with the 
new mug she noticed that Sally Cobb was standing by 
the Dames’ table talking to Ms Wharton. Debs handed 
Melissa her cup then went and sat down. She shot a 
glance at Sally and the Wart. She couldn’t help 
noticing that they kept looking in her direction. 
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“You know what Rosie?” Debs muttered. “I’ve 
got a feeling that bitch is going to give me a 
misconduct mark. Sheesh, it was a fucking accident.” 

Rosemary pulled a face. 
After a few moments Sally went over to talk to 

Rachel Cox, who was acting as Duty Monitor. She 
leaned over and whispered in Rachel Cox’s ear. 
Rachel walked across the cafeteria to the table where 
the Wart was seated. Deborah watched as the two 
prefects conferred with Ms Wharton. Rachel was 
shaking her head and seemed to be arguing with the 
Wart. Sally was watching with a self-satisfied grin on 
her face and seemed to be agreeing with everything 
the Dame was saying. A moment later Rachel 
approached the lunch table. Nobody in the hall was 
taking any notice of the little drama. The cafeteria 
was filled with the noisy hubbub of lunch. 

Rachel looked embarrassed. She leaned 
forward and mouthed, “I’m so sorry Debs.” 

Deborah shrugged. A misconduct mark wasn’t 
the end of the world. Unless of course it was her fifth, 
which would mean a dangling. Grumpily Deborah 
waited for Rachel to formalize the mark so that she 
could get on with eating her lunch.  

Deborah couldn’t believe her eyes. Rachel Cox 
was reaching into her blazer pocket and bringing out 
a red card. 

“You can’t be serious,” gasped Debs. 
“Deadly serious,” whispered Rachel. “I’m sorry, 

there’s no point in arguing. She’s decided to make an 
example of you.” 

Deborah gaped as the Deputy Red-shirt picked 
up a spoon and rapped it on the table. She felt her 
face turn crimson. 
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Rachel waited until the hall was silent and 

every gal was looking towards her. Slowly she raised 
the card in the air. 

“Deborah Morton, Phase 6, red card. You’re 
out of here,” she announced in a loud voice. “Six 
strokes of the cane for inappropriate decorum. Step 
up to the library Morton; I’ll be along to beat you 
shortly.” 

 
Despite her best attempts to feign indifference 

as she trudged through the dining hall Deborah felt 
ridiculous. Contrary to Nixdown’s persistent allegation 
that she purposefully stage-managed her flamboyant 
misfortunes to hog center stage Deborah felt 
humiliated as she headed towards the door. Without 
her blazer to partially disguise her full clobber she 
was acutely aware that she was the only senior gal in 
the room forced to wear a gymslip. She could feel 
every eye in the room following her as she threaded 
her way between the tables. She felt clumsy and 
awkward and her cheeks were still burning with 
embarrassment. Deborah Morton reached the door 
and hurried through. 

 
Deborah stood outside the library waiting to be 

caned. Cautiously she took her right hand off her 
head and looked at her watch anxiously. She was due 
at a riding class in less than twenty minutes and if 
Rachel didn’t hurry she was going to be late. Deborah 
was keen to be on time for the lesson. The last time 
she had been late she had received six sizzlers with 
the riding crop. 
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Deborah looked at her watch again. Almost 
thirty minutes had passed since she had been 
chucked out of the cafeteria and Rachel had still not 
pitched up. The riding class was due to start in 
precisely fifteen minutes and unless the Deputy Red-
shirt arrived in the next few minutes and beat her in 
double quick time Deborah was going to be late. She 
took her hands off her head and turned away from 
the wall. She hurried down the corridor towards the 
stairwell and listened for the sound of Rachel 
approaching but there was nothing. Deborah began 
to panic. 

 
Rachel Cox was in no hurry. She oversaw the 

clearing up of the cafeteria, making sure the 
dishwashers were filled and the tabletops were wiped 
down. When the cafeteria was finally emptied she 
tucked her ashplant under her arm and set off to beat 
Deborah Morton up in the library. 
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Collared 

 
 
Debs made a decision. She found a piece of 

paper and scrawled, “Rachel, Have had to go to a 
riding class. I will meet you here at 1.15. Deborah 
Morton, Phase 6.” After leaving the note prominently 
displayed on a table inside the library Debs dashed 
back into the corridor. 

 
Deborah hurried down the stairs and out into 

the quadrangle. She was walking as fast as she could 
without actually running in any of the prohibited 
areas. Once she had crossed the quad and entered 
the recreation ground she broke into a run and 
headed for the Dorm House. She had nearly reached 
the entrance when she heard her name being called. 
Her heart sank at the unmistakable voice of the Wart. 
Slowly she stopped and turned around, watching 
helplessly as the Geography Dame approached. 

 
“Well Morton, did she lay it on thick?” the Wart 

enquired gloatingly. 
Deborah didn’t respond. 
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”Well did she?” snapped the Wart, “Did she lay 
it on thick or not?” 

Deborah felt herself blushing. “Well not exactly 
Ma’am.” 

The Wart squinted at her, “What do you mean 
not exactly?” 

“Well, we haven’t exactly got to that part yet. 
But I’m sure she will Ma’am,” spluttered Debs, “Lay it 
on thick that is. Now if you’ll excuse me Ma’am I have 
to get to my riding class.” Debs shuffled backwards in 
the direction of the door. 

“Stand still gal! Are you telling me you bolted?” 
demanded the Dame. 

“No Ma’am. Absolutely not. Not bolted. I left a 
note, rescheduling the thrashing until after my class,” 
Deborah explained. 

 
Rachel Cox read the note that Deborah had left 

for her and smiled to herself. She couldn’t blame 
Debs for cutting along to the riding class. Ms Lummell 
was notorious for dealing with latecomers with 
extreme prejudice. Rachel couldn’t blame a gal for 
protecting her bumbags. She was just turning to 
leave the library when she heard a commotion from 
outside. She crossed to the window and peered out. 

“Oh my giddy aunt,” she muttered in 
amazement. 

 
“PREFECT! I NEED A PREFECT,” Ms Wharton 

bellowed. “I NEED A PRE OVER HERE SHARPISH!” 
From across the recreation ground, Susan 

Holmes, the duty prefect hurried over. 
“Collar this gal and bring her to the library!” Ms 

Wharton ordered. 
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“Collar her?” Susan gasped, “But Ma’am I’m 

not allowed to collar her.” 
Ms Wharton’s face grew angry. “I said collar 

her,” she growled, “now collar her or else I’ll have 
you flogged for insubordination.” 

Deborah Morton felt herself beginning to blush 
again. The clatter and chatter of the recreation area 
was beginning to die down and the rest of the 
inmates were starting to stare over at the activity 
outside the Dorm House. 

 
As she was hustled through the quadrangle 

Deborah Morton felt her face turn crimson. Even 
though Susan Holmes was doing her best to go easy 
on her, holding her arm behind her back as lightly as 
possible and just resting her fingers on the collar of 
her blouse, the ignominy of being publicly collared 
was overwhelming. Debs eyes burned with tears of 
resentment as she was jostled passed her astonished 
chums. 

 
The Wart strode along beside Debs and the 

duty prefect maintaining her usual snide and spiteful 
commentary. They entered the main wing and 
headed for the stairwell. It was extremely difficult to 
mount the stairs under a full collar but the Wart 
forbade the prefect to release Deborah. It took 
several minutes before they finally entered the 
landing that housed the library. 

 
Rachel threw Deborah a sympathetic glance as 

she was hustled through the door. Once inside the 
room Susan was finally allowed to release her charge. 
Deborah rubbed her left arm to try and get some life 
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back into it and pulled at the collar of her blouse so 
that she could breathe. 

 
Rachel gaped at Ms Wharton. “Don’t be 

ridiculous,” she told the Dame. “She really hasn’t 
done anything.” 

The Wart fixed Rachel with a gimlet stare with 
her dark, beady eyes. “What did you just say?” she 
demanded. “Did you call me ridiculous?” 

Rachel did her best not to flinch under the 
Dame’s glare. “I just think that a twelve stroke 
running bender is a little extreme. Perhaps we should 
take this up with the Grand Master?” 
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Rachel and Debs 

 
 
Rachel Cox and Deborah Morton were tight. 

They had known each other for almost a decade and 
a half. Rachel was a year older than Deborah and 
when the young Debs first started playing in national 
tournaments Rachel was the player she aspired to 
emulate. During the under-fourteen national 
championship final Rachel finally succumbed to 
Deborah’s precocious talent. However, despite their 
competitiveness they became friends and often 
shared hotel rooms when they turned professional 
and they won many doubles competitions together. 

When the Dark Agents of the System began 
sniffing around for new celebrity blood to divert 
attention from government incompetence Debs and 
Rachel were ideal candidates. The two young women 
were rich and famous and showed a liking for the 
high life. Extreme Ladetting charges were easy to 
fabricate. 

The Lawn Tennis Association was opposed to 
losing its two top players and secretly brokered a 
deal. Rachel would be the sacrificial lamb so that 
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Debs would be available to lead the national squad in 
the upcoming European championships. 

Debs’ own freedom was short-lived. She was 
arrested in Las Vegas for under-age drinking and 
gambling. Despite the protestations of the Lawn 
Tennis Association the bounty on the head of a 
celebrity of Deborah’s stature was too tempting for 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s goons to resist.  

Reunited with Rachel at the Woody Back to 
School unit the two chums established a rigorous 
training schedule. They competed in many amateur 
competitions and both dreamed that they would 
eventually return to the Grand Prix circuit when they 
completed their sentences. 

When Rachel was elevated to the Elite and 
appointed as Lady Victoria’s deputy the chums had 
made an agreement. Rachel would treat her chum 
like any other member of the community. Debs had 
promised that she would do her best not to put 
Rachel in the uncomfortable position of being forced 
to beat her. 

Unusually Deborah, who had an appalling 
record for rubbishing pre’s, had been good to her 
word and had not required a single beating from the 
Deputy Red-shirt. 

 
The Wart thrust her face into Rachel’s. “This 

has nothing to do with the Grand Master,” she 
snapped, “this is routine business and I’m instructing 
you to beat Morton.” 

Rachel did her best to return the Wart’s stare. 
“And I’m refusing,” she said evenly. 
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The Wart looked nonplussed. “This is 

insurrection,” she spluttered. “I will have you publicly 
flogged.”  

Rachel continued to hold the Wart’s stare. “So 
be it,” she said. 

The Wart turned around and glared at 
Deborah. “And don’t think you’re getting away with 
this. I’ll take you up to Ms Hodge, she’ll be happy to 
thrash the living daylights out of you.” 

Debs had been watching the drama unfold. 
When she was finally hustled into the library the Wart 
had torn into her, accusing her of throwing the mug 
at Melissa. Debs had tried to defend herself but the 
Wart had shouted over her protests. 

The Wart was on a roll, she had told Rachel 
that the ashplant was unsuitable for beating Deborah 
and dispatched Susan Holmes to fetch a long, thicker 
cane from the lecture room. 

  “You’re fully certified to give running 
benders,” the Wart had told Rachel. “I want you to 
give Morton the hottest running bender ever. I want 
you to give her six for misbehaving in the cafeteria 
and then I want to give her six more for bolting.” 

 
Deborah weighed up the situation. She knew 

that she was being stitched up like a kipper. She 
doubted that the Grand Master would side with the 
Wart and flog Rachel. Nonetheless, she was also 
aware that Rachel Cox had never previously received 
a public flogging and Debs was loathe to subject her 
chum to even the outside risk. 

Deborah sighed. She was going to be beaten 
no matter what, the Wart would see to that. She 
shrugged off her blazer and placed it on a side-table. 
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“Come on Raitch,” she said tightly. “Let’s get 
this over with.” Deborah Morton strode down the 
library until she reached the fireplace. She bent 
forward at the waist and waited to be caned. 
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A Running Bender 

 
 
Rachel Cox glared at the Wart. She had 

removed her blazer and rolled up her sleeves. Rachel 
unfastened the top button of her blouse and loosened 
her tie. She picked up the senior cane and hefted it to 
familiarize herself with its weight and length. 

 
At the far end of the library Debs was bent 

forward with the skirt of her gymslip turned back. The 
toe touching position was universally despised by the 
inmates but Debs’ superb athleticism allowed her to 
reach down and place her palms flat on the floor. 

 
Rachel took a deep breath. She knew that she 

had been played like a fish by the conniving Wart, but 
now she had no choice but to make sure everything 
went off without incident. She got into the start 
position and set off down the library. 

 
The sound of the senior cane ricocheting off 

Deborah Morton’s bumbags echoed around the library 
like a rifle shot. It was an absolute screamer of a 
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swipe and it had almost caused Deborah to tumble 
forward. Rachel Cox turned around and made her 
way back down the library. 

 
Rachel Cox hung the senior cane low and 

sprinted up the library. With perfect timing she raised 
the stick in the air and sliced it across Deborah’s 
defenseless behind. It was another power swipe and 
the ferocity of its bite knocked the breath out of her 
luckless victim. 

 
Rachel shot a glance at the Wart. The Dame 

was watching the beating with a smug grin on her 
face.  

After six swipes Rachel took a breather. She 
looked over at the Wart, who was still grinning 
smarmily. She looked down the length of the library 
to where Deborah remained in her ignominious stoop. 
She felt sorry for Debs. The Wart was watching her 
like a hawk. 

The toe-touching protocols dictated that 
throughout the beating the gal’s fingers should never 
leave the tips of her shoes. If she jerked up the 
stroke could be called foul and repeated. In general 
the protocol was rarely invoked as long as the 
recipient of the thrashing quickly reestablished the 
correct position. The exception was the Wart who 
used the protocol to her evil advantage, causing the 
Woody wags to quip, “When is six not six?  When six 
is being counted by the Wart.” 

 
Deborah gritted her teeth. She forced herself 

to put it up and keep it up to give Rachel the fullest 
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target. She heard Rachel’s feet picking up speed and 
braced herself. 

 
The Wart was grinning wolfishly as she 

oversaw the post-processing of the double beating. 
She looked forward to a night in the Bunch of Grapes 
where she would gloatingly regale her cronies with a 
blow by blow account of the thrashing. Her associates 
on the Radical Right were bound to be impressed. 
The Wart loved it when a plan came together. 

 
Deborah’s backside was throbbing like a police 

beacon and her heart was pounding uncomfortably. 
She undressed as quickly as possible and grabbed her 
riding togs from the closet. She looked at her watch 
and groaned. The riding class had already started. 
Deborah had an uncomfortable premonition that her 
poor beleaguered bum might not yet have completed 
its tour of active duty for the day. 

 
Deborah trudged across the quadrangle 

towards the stables with a heavy tread. Her backside 
was throbbing incessantly and she dreaded her 
upcoming confrontation with Ms Lummell. 

 
Jane Lummell was a popular member of the 

Brass. She oversaw physical education and coached 
the unit’s acclaimed equestrian team. Ms Lummell 
was aligned with the Dames on the Liberal Left of the 
Brass but she was no pushover. She had high 
standards and expected one hundred per cent effort 
from the inmates. Expectations that she reinforced 
with the application of either a large over-sized 
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plimsoll, or the gal’s own riding crops, whenever she 
felt they were slacking or goofing off. 

Deborah and Jane Lummell were tight. 
Although the Physical Education Dame was not a 
particularly gifted tennis player she had offered her 
services to Debs to help her maintain her training 
regime. Most mornings she rose at dawn and joined 
Deborah on her long runs around the grounds. 

Debs knew from painful experience that Jane 
Lummell was notoriously fickle when it came to tardy 
timekeeping. She just hoped that she would be given 
the opportunity to explain her delay. 
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A Cracking Cropping 

 
 
Ms Lummell brought the riding crop down with 

a resounding crack. Deborah Morton shuddered as 
the fearful impact ricocheted across the stripes that 
Rachel Cox had produced with the senior cane just 
forty minutes earlier. Debs had desperately tried to 
explain to the riding instructor that the reason she 
was late was that she had been sent up to the library 
to be beaten and that Rachel had taken ages to arrive 
and after that things had got all fucked up. 

However, Ms Lummell was in no mood for 
explanations and grabbed Deborah by the wrist and 
led her towards a convenient bale of hay. 

Deborah continued to protest as she was 
dragged across the stable but it was becoming clear 
to her that her objections were falling on stony 
ground. The Dame parked herself on the bale of hay 
and glared up at Deborah. Gloomily Debs reached 
under her riding jacket and unfastened the side 
buttons of her jodhpurs before unwillingly draping 
herself across the Dame’s lap. With her backside still 
burning from the ferocious running bender that 
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Rachel had given her Deborah Morton rather fancied 
the upcoming few minutes were going to be 
unpleasant. 

 
“That was fucking unfair,” growled Nixdown. “I 

told her that you were going to be late. I can’t fucking 
believe she thrashed you.” Even Nicola Jane was 
outraged at Ms Lummell’s treatment of Debs. She put 
her arm around her chum. “Are you okay,” she 
enquired worriedly. 

“I’ll live,” said Debs through gritted teeth, “but 
it feels like I won’t sit down for a week.” 

 
Deborah miserably lay across Rosemary’s lap 

having her burning bum soothed with her chum’s 
cooling balms. 

“This is a real mess,” said Rosie. She traced 
her balm coated finger along the lines. “Still at least 
they’re all in the zone,” she told Debs. 

Deborah did not feel particularly comforted by 
this news. The stripes on her flesh were sizzling like 
sausages and she rather fancied she wouldn’t be 
sitting comfortably for some time to come. 

She grunted and pushed herself up. “Lend me 
a fag,” she told Rosemary, “I’m going to try to walk 
these off.” 

 
Deborah was wandering around the 

quadrangle smoking when Heidi Alexander located 
her. 

“The Grand Master wants to see you,” the 
grubby told Debs, “but he wanted me to tell you that 
you shouldn’t worry. You’re not in any trouble.” 
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 “I’ve been watching the postings Deborah,” 

the Grand Master said. “It seems like you’ve been in 
the wars. I’d like to hear your version of events.” 

 
Mr Humphries sat and thought about the Wart. 

He had listened to Deborah’s version of events and 
had believed her. At no time did she complain, she 
merely stated the facts in a nervous stammer. He had 
spoken to Rachel and she had told him that in her 
opinion Deborah Morton had not deserved a bender 
at all, let alone a twelve stroke running bender. He 
had reviewed the evidence and it was clear that 
Deborah was a victim of a vendetta. Ever since the 
bird-showing incident earlier in the year Ms Wharton 
had clearly targeted Deborah.  

The chucking out of the cafeteria had clearly 
been a device to embarrass Debs and to have her 
beaten for what to all intents and purposes was an 
accident. If the beating had proceeded to plan it was 
highly likely the whole incident would have been 
overlooked. However, the beating had not gone to 
plan. The Grand Master believed Debs when she told 
him that she had left a note and planned to return. 
He believed she was not trying to evade being 
beaten, merely trying to avoid being beaten twice. At 
this point Mr Humphries considered that Ms Wharton 
had finally over-stepped the line. Her decision to have 
Deborah publicly collared was pure malice. 
Uncharacteristically Deborah had burst into tears 
when she recounted her humiliation at being 
manhandled through the facility. 

“It’s not like I’ve never been collared before,” 
she sniffed, “but nobody gets a public collaring these 
days. I just wanted the earth to swallow me up.” 



Whop Junkies 
 

Ms Wharton had then compounded Deborah’s 
misery, making her wait while a senior cane was 
fetched then making her suffer a barely legal double 
running bender. 

Mr Humphries fully understood that in the tight 
knit Woody world there was bound to be personal 
conflicts but he considered Ms Wharton’s treatment of 
Deborah to be truly heinous and he was determined it 
would not go unpunished. 
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Wart on the Carpet 

 
 
Ms Wharton flinched under Mr Humphries 

unyielding glare. The GeoDame had fully expected 
that the Morton incident would be subject of an 
investigation, but she had come prepared.  

“The protocols are quite clear Grand Master,” 
she told him. “The inmates are required to conduct 
themselves in a decorous manner during meal-breaks. 
I didn’t personally see the incident but when a senior 
prefect informs me that an inmate has thrown a 
metal mug at another inmate I feel obliged to take 
action.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “But you sought a 
second opinion from Rachel Cox?” 

“Oh no sir, I took Sally’s word for it,” the Wart 
assured him. “Cox was just the duty monitor so it was 
her responsibility to deliver the red card.” 

The Grand Master continued to nod. “But she 
told you that she felt it was an accident?” 

The Wart shrugged. “Cox and Morton are tight. 
Everybody knows that. Sally Cobb was much closer to 
the situation and she was absolutely certain that 
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Morton chucked the mug at Goldbhum. It could have 
been a serious health and safety incident,” she said 
smugly. 

“Rachel says that Deborah just slid the mug 
across the table,” said Mr Humphries, “I hardly see 
the health and safety implications.” 

“As I’ve said I didn’t personally see the 
incident,” the Wart said smoothly. “I just took Sally 
Cobb at her word and instructed Cox to issue Morton 
with a red card. It is standard procedure.” 

“Standard procedure, Ms Wharton? When was 
the last time that an inmate was red carded out of 
the cafeteria?” asked the Grand Master.  

“Oh very recently Grand Master,” the Wart 
assured him. “Only a few weeks ago Nixon was red-
carded for lobbing jello about the place. Rachel Cox 
was involved in that incident too.” 

“And before that?” enquired Mr Humphries. 
Ms Wharton flinched. “I really don’t remember, 

sir,” she told him. “It’s not that common but behavior 
in the cafeteria has been deteriorating of late and 
every now and again it is necessary to set an 
example. I felt this was an appropriate opportunity.” 

“An appropriate opportunity to humiliate 
Deborah Morton you mean?” asked the Grand Master. 

“I strongly object to the tone of that question,” 
said the Wart hotly. “The fact that it was Morton was 
merely coincidental.” 

The Grand Master just continued to nod his 
head at the Dame’s responses. “I suspect that 
Deborah might strongly object to being red-carded 
out of the cafeteria,” he observed. 



75 
 

 
“Well she should have thought of that before 

she started chucking mugs about the room,” said Ms 
Wharton defensively. 

“Perhaps,” said the Grand Master. 
“Nonetheless I understand that she left the cafeteria 
quietly when she was dismissed?” 

The Wart nodded. 
“And she repaired to the library as was 

required?” asked Mr Humphries. 
The Wart slit her eyes. “As far as I know,” she 

said cagily. 
“When did you next encounter Deborah?” 

asked the Grand Master. 
“She was entering the Dorm House,” said Ms 

Wharton. 
“And you accosted her?” 
“I did not accost her, Grand Master, I merely 

wished to confirm that the beating had been 
satisfactorily completed,” the Wart responded. 

“And you learned that Rachel had not arrived 
to deliver the beating and Deborah had left the 
library?” 

“Yes sir,” nodded the Wart. “Morton had 
definitely broken protocol and bolted.”  

“She told you that she had left a note and had 
made an appointment to be thrashed at a later time?” 

“She mumbled some nonsense about a note, 
but the fact was she had bolted,” said the Wart in a 
tetchy tone. “She was supposed to wait outside the 
library until Cox arrived. She had no right to leave the 
landing.” 

“So you had her collared?” 
“Yes, it was the appropriate action to take. I 

don’t know what all the fuss is about. We used to 
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have gals collared every day. I’m sure Morton must 
have been collared dozens of times.” 

“And how many public collarings have you 
seen since I took over as Grand Master?” 

Ms Wharton shrugged, “Well none sir, but 
they’ve never been officially abolished. The statute 
says that once I have apprehended and detained a 
delinquent that it is recommended to restrain them 
while under escort to deter bolting. It recommends 
that at a minimum a gal should be gripped by the 
arm. However it goes on to say that if the potential of 
bolting is high then all necessary methods of restraint 
should be used. I had reason to believe that she was 
about to bolt.” 

“How so?” 
“She had already bolted once, why wouldn’t 

she bolt again? Collaring is a proven method of 
restraint and I believed that I had no alternative.” 

“In six years has Deborah Morton ever bolted?” 
“Not to my knowledge sir, except for today.” 
“You are a bully Ms Wharton,” said the Grand 

Master very, very calmly, “and a rotter of the first 
order. I only have two words for you. You’re fired.” 
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Another Collaring 

 
 
Deborah gaped as she stepped onto the 

landing outside the Grand Master’s study. Ms Wharton 
was facing the wall with her hands on her head with 
her nose pressed against the wall. She was audibly 
snuffling and snorting. She was squeezed into an 
undersized gymslip. Across the landing Katie was 
watching the Wart with an enigmatic smile on her 
face. Deborah wriggled over and knocked on the door 
of Mr Humphries’ office. 

 
The Wart stared at the wall with tears 

streaming down her face. Her injured wrist was 
aching. The clobber that Katie had kindly provided 
was uncomfortable. The collar of the blouse was 
choking her and the gymslip made her feel like a 
turkey trussed up for a festive dinner. She dearly 
wanted to wipe away the salty tears but she was 
acutely aware of Katie’s vigilant stake-out and didn’t 
dare move her hands from the top of her head. 

“I’m sorry Wart,” Katie had told her, “but the 
Grand Master told me to slipper you if you break 
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formation. Personally I’d cut you some slack,” she 
lied, “but my bumbags are on the line here too.” 

 
The Grand Master smiled at Deborah. “I’m 

sorry any of this happened.” 
Debs blew her nose in a tissue and wiped her 

eyes. “I’m sorry I made a fool of myself and 
blubbed,” she said.  

“I think you’re going to feel a whole lot better 
before the afternoon is over,” Mr Humphries 
reassured her. “Are you ready to repair to the practice 
range and get certified?” 

Deborah nodded.  
 
Deborah handed the Wart a tissue. “Blow your 

nose Ma’am, at least show some dignity.” 
The Dame lunged at Debs. Lady Victoria 

stepped between them. “Don’t make me bop you on 
the snooter,” growled Vix. “Now turn around, we’re 
taking you down.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled the Wart.  
Deborah took Ms Wharton by the left wrist and 

secured her arm behind her back. She reached up 
and placed the fingers of her right hand inside the 
collar of Ms Wharton’s blouse. 

“Whenever you’re ready,” said Debs. 
“I’ll get you for this,” hissed the Wart, “both of 

you, just mark my words.” 
“Yeah rock on, Warty One,” chuckled Lady 

Victoria Brompton. “Let’s go Debs.” 
  
The inmates of the Woody Back to School unit 

were lined along the landings, leaning against the 
walls outside the doors their studies and the 
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dormitories. The sight of Ms Wharton, the most hated 
member of the Brass, being escorted through the 
landings under a full collar, dressed in full clobber, 
brought huge smiles to their faces. 

The Grand Master had thoughtfully instructed 
the Bounder to distribute several bottles of 
champagne and the inmates were a tad lit. 

 
The irony of being responsible for escorting the 

Wart on a full collar walkthrough was not lost on 
Deborah. During the year of Operation Scorched Arse 
the Wart had been the Mistress of the Red House 
who had approved the first ever full collar 
walkthrough specifically designed to humiliate Debs. 

Deborah maneuvered Ms Wharton up and 
down the corridors, landings and stairs. Unlike 
previous full collar walkthroughs that were somber 
affairs the inmates were leering and giggling at Ms 
Wharton’s obvious discomfort. There was hardly a 
resident of the facility who had not been subjected to 
the Wart’s most sadistic tendencies and to witness 
the boot squarely on the other foot was a cause for 
celebration. 

 
Once Debs, Vix and the Wart had completed 

their tour of each landing the residents hurried down 
the stairs and made their way to the gymnasium. 
Chairs had been lined up along the four walls and the 
inmates and the Brass were filling the gym. 

Deborah, Victoria and the Wart waited outside 
until the room was filled.  

“Are you ready Ma’am?” asked Debs. 
“Fuck you, Morton,” snarled the Wart. 
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“Should I take that as a yes, Ma’am?” asked 
Deborah politely. Victoria held open the door and 
allowed Debs to lead the hated Wart into the room 
under a full collar. 
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Another Running Bender 

 
 
Deborah stared down the gymnasium. She 

pursed her lips and gripped the cane tightly. At the 
far end of the gym the Wart was bent over a training 
beam, her considerable rear end swathed in tautened 
navy blue gossamer was sitting up proud. The beam 
had been raised so that Ms Wharton was forced to 
rise up onto her tip-toes and her arms flailed 
helplessly at the far side. The Woody Wags called the 
position the full hangover. 

 
Deborah could not remember being so nervous 

since her first appearance at Wimbledon when she 
was just fifteen years old. She had won the spin and 
served first. She had tossed the ball above her head 
and swept her racquet through a long arc. It had 
been a perfect ace and she had gone on to win the 
match six-love, six-love. 

 
Debs stretched her legs, speeding up and then 

coming in low, she started to raise the cane when she 
was halfway through the run-up and as she reached 
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her last stride she swished her arm and sliced the 
cane through the air. Instinctively her wrist broke at 
the final moment. The sound of the cane ricocheting 
of the Wart’s drum tight bumbags echoed around the 
gymnasium like a rifle-shot. Deborah breathed a sigh 
of relief. 

 
The inmates exchanged appreciative glances. 

They knew that they were witnessing a world-class 
caning and they did not feel an iota of sympathy for 
the Wart. To the amusement of the inmates the Wart 
was not taking things quietly. Every time Deborah 
gracefully swooped in and sliced the super cane 
across her defenseless bumbags the Wart hollered 
and whooped in anguish and cussed up a blue storm. 

 
Deborah carefully paced out twelve strides and 

turned around. At the far end of the gymnasium Ms 
Wharton was still kicking and moaning. Lady Victoria 
was trying to persuade her to settle down. 

“We can do this the easy way or we can do 
this the hard way,” she told the Wart. “If you want to 
stay bent over a beam for the rest of the night that’s 
up to you, but she isn’t going to continue until you 
put it up and keep it up.” 

 
Deborah knew from bitter experience that it 

was almost impossible not to put it up and keep it up 
while positioned in the full hangover. Courtesy of the 
Wart and her cronies Debs had been subjected to 
three formal house beatings all delivered with her in 
the full hangover position. Nonetheless, despite the 
prominent presentation of her navy blue bumbags the 
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Warts gyrations and leg kicking was not at all 
conducive to delivering a good, clean caning.  

 
Deborah waited patiently. Her backside was 

still throbbing in a most disagreeable manner and 
served as a reminder of the horrible treatment that 
the Wart had subjected to her earlier in the day. 
Nonetheless, despite her abhorrence of the Wart 
Deborah was determined to deliver a good, clean 
caning. 

Victoria finally got the Wart settled. Debs 
tapped the tip of the cane on the floor and set off 
running. 

 
Once she got into a rhythm Deborah’s 

confidence began to grow. She started her run up 
with several slow strides, picking up pace and then 
accelerating her powerful legs. As she made her final 
approach she already had the cane in position to 
complete the mission. 

The whop-hardened veterans in the audience 
exchanged sage glances. Debs Morton was clearly a 
natural for this type of operation. 

 
Debs breathed a sigh of relief. The twelfth and 

final stroke had been successfully delivered. The 
thrashing had been a lengthy process and the Wart 
had kicked up a ridiculous brouhaha. Lady Vix was 
helping her to her feet, she was wailing and blubbing 
and cussing Debs’ name to the gods. 

 
Deborah shook hands with Mr Humphries. 
“That was extremely good work,” he told her. 
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Deborah blushed slightly. “I hate to admit it 
but I rather enjoyed it.” She cocked her head. “Is that 
a bad thing?” 

The Grand Master shook his head. “After what 
she put you through today it would be inhuman if you 
hadn’t enjoyed it.” 

The Grand Master was a practical man. He 
realized that any attempt to get the inmates to settle 
back down to an afternoon of studying would be 
futile. He summonsed Bernadette to his office and 
instructed her to distribute several more cases of 
Bollinger around the landings. He announced a loose-
tie and minimum whops protocol for the rest of the 
day. 

 
 



22 

 
Fair Play 

 
 
“I’m curious about something,” the Grand 

Master said to Jane Lummell. “I understand that at 
the back end of lunch time you gave Deborah a 
thrashing?” 

“Yes sir, she was late for a riding lesson so I 
gave her six of the best. It was just standard sir. I 
expect the gals to be punctual and not keep others 
waiting around,” responded the riding instructor. 

“Were you aware of the reason that caused her 
to be late?” asked the Grand Master. 

“Heyworth and Nixon informed me that 
Deborah had been chucked out of the cafeteria and I 
gathered that she was scheduled to be beaten by 
Cox,” replied Ms Lummell.  

“But you still thrashed her for being late?” 
asked the Grand Master. 

“Yes sir, but I didn’t have the details at the 
time,” explained Jane. “I just assumed that it had 
been a routine caning. I considered that there was 
plenty of time for her to be beaten and still make 
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class. I didn’t think she had tried. I suspected that 
she probably didn’t want to sit on a horse for a bit.” 

“But she did come to the stables,” pointed out 
the Grand Master 

“Yes sir. She was waiting when we returned.” 
“And she explained why she was late I 

assume?” asked Mr Humphries. 
“With hindsight sir, I probably should have 

listened a little more closely, but I thought she was 
just making excuses,” Jane Lummell told the Grand 
Master. “It’s not the first time I’ve had to thrash her 
for being late for class.” 

“I thought you and Deborah were as thick as 
thieves?” asked Mr Humphries curiously. 

“Oh yes, sir, we’re very close chums,” Ms 
Lummell assured him. “I have the highest regard for 
Deborah.” 

“Then I would have assumed you would have 
cut her some slack?” mused Mr Humphries. 

“Oh no, sir,” explained Jane Lummell. “That’s 
the last thing I can do. It simply wouldn’t do for the 
other inmates to think I was doing Deborah any 
favors because of our special relationship. If it had 
been anybody else I might have considered 
postponing the thrashing until later but not Deborah. 
I had to be seen to be being fair. It was best that I 
thrashed her for everybody concerned.” 

“Oh good grief,” said Mr Humphries. There 
were many mysteries of Woodys he had yet to learn. 

 
Patty Hodge stopped by the Wart’s lair with a 

bottle of Patron tequila and a bag of limes. The Wart 
was a mess. She was sniveling and weeping She was 
still dressed in her punishment clobber and looked like 
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something the cat had dragged in. Her tie was skew-
whiff and hanging out from the bib of her gymslip. 
Her socks were concertinaed around her ankles. Her 
make-up was smudged all over her face and her hair 
looked as if it was a bird’s nest. Clearly Robin 
Wharton was not cut out for the business of being 
whopped. Patty did her best not to gloat. 

“The man is a fucking lunatic,” sobbed Ms 
Wharton. “I should report him to the ministry.” 

“That might not be wise,” counseled Patty. “I 
think you’d be best to just forget about the whole 
affair.” 

“Forget about it?” squealed the Wart. “How am 
I supposed to forget about it? My arse is on fire!” 

Patty poured the Wart three fingers of tequila. 
“Well you have to give Morton her due,” said 

Patty with as much sympathy as she could muster. 
“She certainly seems to have a natural talent with a 
cane.” 

The Wart slammed down the liquor in one and 
held out her glass. “I’m going to have her talented 
little arse thrown in the slammer,” she growled. “I’ll 
have her sacked if it’s the last thing I do.” 

Patty grinned. “That’s the spirit,” she said and 
poured the Wart some more tequila. “We need to 
draw up a ‘Get Morton’ plan.” 

“I’m all fucking ears,” said Ms Wharton and 
slammed down the second drink. 

 
“You’re going to have to be terribly careful,” 

Rosemary counseled Debs. 
“She’s going to be all over your bumbags,” 

warned Jojo. 
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“We all know she’s a rotten bitch, but now 
she’s a rotten bitch with stripes on her arse,” agreed 
Nixdown. “She’ll be gunning for you big time.” 

Deborah sipped her glass of champagne and 
nodded. “I think I just painted a big red target on the 
seat of my bumbags,” she sighed. “But hell, it will be 
worth every whop just to have heard that evil bitch 
squeal.” 

“Bottoms up to that,” toasted her chums. 
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Jojo on a Roll 

 
 
Jojo was feeling extremely sore and extremely 

happy. In the space of three days she had increased 
her lead at the top of the Annual Big BUTT and 
significantly increased her chances of accomplishing 
her goal of establishing the record as the most 
punished gal in a single year. 

She had started her run head down, arse up 
over Dotty Hammell’s knee getting spanked with a 
wooden spatula. Ever since the Great Spank-off the 
array of kitchen utensils Dotty liked to utilize had 
been viewed with increased respect. The log-shafted, 
wide faced wooden spatula was particularly well-
respected. 

Dotty Hammell was amongst the most beloved 
of the Brass. She was dark haired and dark eyed and 
extremely beautiful. Prior to taking the position as 
Domestic Science Dame at the facility she had been 
something of a celebrity chef. She had also been a 
target of the System and had accumulated several 
charges of Misdemeanor Ladetting. Her lawyers 
warned her that she was in serious danger of being 
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sent to the newly established Woody Back to School 
unit. In a stroke of genius Dotty Hammell decided to 
pre-empt the System by applying to Ms Lawton for a 
position. 

Initially Susan Lawton was apprehensive about 
employing a borderline Extreme Ladette. However, 
Dotty quickly convinced her of her qualifications when 
she described the methods she employed in her 
kitchens for maintaining discipline amongst the junior 
chefs and wait-staff. 

Joanna Heyworth was fond of the Domestic 
Science Dame and had nothing in principle against 
being put over her knee. After all Jojo was in pursuit 
of whops and had done little to disguise her merry 
jape of replacing the contents of a bottle of extra 
virgin olive oil with cider vinegar. However, she was 
not best pleased when Dotty selected her favorite 
spatula to deliver the spanking. 

Dotty Hammell was fond of Joanna and knew 
that her switcheroo had only been a prank. 
Nonetheless, she felt obliged to tip Jojo over her knee 
and give her a resounding spanking. 

 
The following morning Sally Cobb showed Jojo 

and Nixdown a pair of red cards for goofing in the 
assembly hall. Nixdown was extremely disgruntled 
about this turn of events as she had spent the 
majority of the previous evening down in the stables 
being alternately spanked by Penny Ann and Suzy 
Scott. Jojo on the other hand was feeling quite smug 
about the prospect of scoring more legitimate whops. 
Jojo felt that she was on a roll. 
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Jojo studied her statistics. The twelve stroke 

bare bender that she had received up in the Grand 
Master’s study had been her forty-fifth punishment of 
the year. With seven weeks remaining before the unit 
closed down for summer furlough she still needed 
thirteen more punishments to establish the record. 
She figured that her target was easily achievable 
without needing to go on a minxing rampage and she 
had plenty of float in her schedule for recovery and 
cool-arse periods. 

 
Jojo had not included in her plan for being 

yanked across her desk by Madame Diderot less than 
twenty-four hours after her bare bender from Mr 
Humphries. 

The French Dame was an unpredictable cove 
at the best of times and she had taken Jojo by 
surprise. Jojo had not selected the best seat in the 
lecture hall for demonstrating her repertoire of pithy 
vocabulary. Madame had given her a verbal warning 
and a yellow card for earlier interruptions to the 
proceedings, so when Jojo interjected a third time the 
French Dame leaped forward and clasped her bony 
fingers around the knot of Joanna’s tie and yanked 
her upwards and out of her seat. 

Under different circumstances Jojo would have 
taken evasive action. Being yanked was unpopular 
amongst the inmates and they had learned that if the 
French Dame barreled down upon them it was easiest 
just to bend over their desks. However Jojo was 
front-row, center and was unable to react fast 
enough. Before she knew it she was being pulled 
forward until her face was just inches from Madame’s. 
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Madame Diderot was a queer fish. She was not 
really aligned with the Radical Right or the Liberal 
Left. She danced to her own drummer and was 
completely unpredictable. During some tutorials she 
would encourage noisy debate, in others she would 
be intolerant and be quick with her cane. 

 
Jojo was not having much difficulty predicting 

the future of her bumbags, but she was having 
considerable difficulty breathing. Madame Diderot was 
partial to absinthe, Gauloises and musky perfumes. 
With her face only inches from the French Dame Jojo 
was being given the opportunity to experience the 
toxic combination up front and personal. Jojo was 
also having difficulty following a word the French 
Dame was saying. When she became irritated 
Madame had a habit of lapsing into a guttural Parisian 
slang that was completely undecipherable from the 
perfect enunciation she generally taught the inmates. 
Nonetheless, Jojo got the gist of the matter and was 
hardly surprised when the Dame suddenly concluded 
her lecture by grabbing Jojo by the back of her neck 
and slamming her down across the lid of her desk. 
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Jonesing for Whops 

 
 
“It’s not fair,” complained Cassie Cassy. “I 

keep going through these dry spells. I’ll never score a 
Bull at this rate.” 

Jojo grinned at her chum. Cassandra Cassidy’s 
competitiveness on the Big BUTT was legendary. 
When she had first proclaimed her ambition to 
eventually unseat Jojo as the All-Time Big BUTT 
Joanna had been mildly irritated. However, they had 
become close. Cassie spent so much time with Jojo, 
Nix, Debs and Rosemary that they often joked that 
they were no longer the Famous Four but had grown 
into the Famous Five. 

 
Cassie Cassy was a remarkable looking 

creature. While her sister Cathryn had inherited her 
father’s dark good looks, Cassie by contrast was a 
splitting image of her mother Caroline. 

Caroline had once been the highest paid model 
in the world and Cassie had inherited her mother’s 
infectious smile, aqua blue eyes, and mane of blonde 
hair.  
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Cassie Cassy was scatter-brained and 
exuberant. She only had two interests in life, to be 
one the world’s master chefs and to be the model of 
mega-minxdom. Despite her totally chaotic approach 
to life she had effortlessly accomplished both her 
goals.  

“Look at you,” Cassie told Jojo enviously, 
“you’ve scored whops on three consecutive days and 
you don’t seem to be trying. Me, I’m minxing up a 
fucking storm and my arse is as cool as the day I was 
born.” 

In some strata’s of society jonesing for whops 
might seem a little queer but at Woodys it was a 
mainstream preoccupation. The upper ranks of the 
Hall of Shame were filled with legends that had put 
their bumbags on the line in the name of mega-
minxing. Cassie Cassy was determined to become a 
legend. 

 
Cassie Cassy was dressed in her electric pink 

chef’s blouson and cargo pants with a Tabasco sauce 
bottle print. She wore her long blonde hair tied up 
beneath a black beanie. Cassie had dropped by Jojo’s 
study on her way to work to lament her lot in life. 

Jojo giggled sympathetically. It was not the 
first time that she had had this conversation with 
Cassie. With some bizarre line of reasoning whenever 
Cassie went through a brief whop drought she 
became convinced that the Brass and the Elite were 
conspiring against her. 

 
Cassie watched the kitchen drama unfold with 

a mixture of envy and annoyance. Dotty Hammell was 
lowering Lisa Sutton over her knee and preparing to 
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give her a damn good spanking with a Peruvian 
spoon. 

For Cassie the kitchens were a strictly no-
minxing zone. Since Mr Humphries and Dotty had 
appointed her Director of Culinary Operations at the 
facility she had taken her job seriously. Each day she 
was assigned a seven gal kitchen crew comprised of 
inmates from each of the phases of their sentences. 
Cassie and her crew were responsible for providing 
brekker, lunch and dinner for the inmates. Cassie 
Cassy had established high standards for her crews 
and ruled the kitchen and dining areas with an iron 
fist. 

Cassie and Dotty made hygiene a priority in 
the kitchen area and the crews were required to wash 
their hands regularly and to be properly attired with 
protective clothing including keeping their hair neatly 
under their hats. 

 
Lisa Sutton stared gloomily at the kitchen floor. 

She had absolutely no idea what had possessed her 
to knock Cassie’s beanie off her head. It had been an 
impetuous lark which she had immediately regretted. 
Dotty was taking her time, rolling down Lisa’s cargo 
pants and maneuvering her into position. 

The Minxster had close-up experience of most 
of the many weapons in the Woody arsenal; however 
she had not yet had the opportunity of personally 
experiencing the Peruvian spoon that Dotty was 
brandishing, but she had read the reviews. They did 
not bode well for her up-turned bumbags.  

 
Cassie watched the proceedings with a frown 

on her face. Dotty was doing good work but taking 
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her time over it. Cassie looked at her watch. During 
the spanking the kitchen was put on temporary stand-
down, Cassie Cassy was losing precious time in 
creating her red pepper sauce. It was about time she 
was given spanking rights, she thought to herself, 
and then she could give miscreant crew members 
lessons into how to create a really hot peppered arse. 
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Cassie Scores a Hot One 

 
 
“You’re seriously certifiable aren’t you?” Jojo 

laughed. 
Cassie just grinned. Cassie had just finished 

regaling Jojo with her success at putting an end to 
her temporary whop-drought. 

“Personally I wouldn’t have made the same 
selection,” laughed Jojo. 

Cassie giggled. “I had inside intelligence that 
she was feeling extremely hot under her bumbags so 
I stepped in and rubbished her. It was like taking 
pennies from the eyes off a corpse.” 

“Nuts,” laughed Jojo. “Totally fucking nuts.” 
“I learned from the bumbags of the maestro,” 

sniggered Cassie. 
 
Claire Brooks had been in no mood to be 

rubbished. In the space of an hour her notoriously 
loose lip had earned her a caning from Stephanie 
Powell followed by an absolute creaming from Ms 
Gascoigne. To make matters worse as soon as she 
left the economics lecture she was required to cut 
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along sharpish and perform as duty monitor in the 
recreation area without any time to pay much needed 
attention to her well-striped arse. With her backside 
burning hotter than Hades she was not in the humor 
for Cassie Cassy pitching up and publicly rubbishing 
her. 

 
Claire Brooks was the first to admit that she 

brought most of her calamities upon herself. As long 
as she could remember she had been a blabber-
mouth and amateur comedienne. Her mother, Ma 
Brooks, who was an internationally acclaimed 
disciplinarian, had started her off with regular hand 
spankings. At the age of eight, in keeping with family 
tradition, Claire progressed to an introduction to the 
heirloom Brooks Hairbrush. Despite having an almost 
permanently red-arse blabber-mouthing and 
backgabbing remained a flaw in Claire’s otherwise 
well-adjusted life. Once she was shipped off to 
boarding school she familiarized herself with the cane 
at a record-breaking rate. Her habit of failing to 
engage her brain before opening her mouth 
continued after she was incarcerated at Woodys and 
she was one of the most eminent members of the 
Hall of Shame. 

Once she had reached the last year of her 
sentence she was proud to be a member of the Elite 
and had been determined to reform. As reform 
campaigns went Claire’s had been an unmitigated 
disaster. The Bounder was soon accepting bets that 
Claire would break Cathryn Cassidy’s record as the 
most caned prefect in history in half the time it had 
taken Cat to establish the record. Bernadette 
Summers Enterprises lost their blazers, blouses and 
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bumbags on the wagers. However, even by Claire’s 
unfortunate standards, two lecture hall canings in the 
space of sixty minutes had caused considerable jaw 
wagging on the Woody gossvine. 

 
 Cassie Cassy was notorious as a wriggler and 

a giggler. When she was confronted with trouble she 
often giggled. She claimed that it was a nervous 
affliction but most of her chums attributed the habit 
to the fact that she was certifiably barking. As she 
had demonstrated at the Grand Spank-off Cassie 
could take a licking with the best of them. She had 
developed another habit of wriggling her bum 
cheekily between strokes. Again she claimed that it 
was involuntarily but Woody insiders were convinced 
that she had developed the impish habit for 
provocative purposes. Her third and most annoying 
trait was to giggle after she had just been thrashed. 
This habit did nothing to endear her to even the most 
liberal elements of the Brass or the Elite. 

 
Claire Brooks considered herself to be a fully 

paid-up card-carrying liberal. She loved Cassie Cassy 
like a sister. Nonetheless, she was finding her chum’s 
apparent self-amusement at being informed that she 
was going to be thrashed somewhat irksome.  

“Bend over and touch them,” she said rather 
testily. 

“Yes Ma’am,” giggled Cassie gaily.      
 
Claire Brooks did not have a malicious bone in 

her body, but it always astonished her how 
therapeutic she found delivering a good, stiff licking 
when she was wearing stripes inside her own 
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bumbags. She stepped in close and seared Cassie’s 
backside with a sizzling strike. 

 
Cassie handed over her punishment record 

book for post-processing. For once she wasn’t 
giggling. “You’re good,” she told Claire admiringly, 
“you’re very, fucking good.” 
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