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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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Due for a Dangling 

 
 
Deborah Morton approached the door of the 

library. Wearily she turned and faced the wall, leaning 
forward slightly and pressing her nose against the 
wood-paneling. She raised her arms and intertwined 
her fingers on the top of her head. 

She stared gloomily at the wall. On the way to 
the library she had been mentally reconstructing her 
day’s activities. She couldn’t for the life of her think of 
what she had done to deserve a dangling. 

 
It was Deborah’s second visit to the library in 

the space of sixty minutes. At midday, in her newly 
appointed role of Captain of the Red House, she had 
been obliged to beat Virginia Gardiner on a routine 
matter related to Red House Business. It was an open 
and closed case and Ginny acknowledged that she 
was bang to rights. The caning had been delivered in 
a business-like atmosphere and after it was concluded 
the two gals had shared a quick hug before parting 
on their separate ways. 
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Debs decided to lunch on the run and picked 
up a Greek salad from the cafeteria. She hurried up to 
her study. The deejay at Stacks Monroe’s nightclub 
had sent her the latest remix of the score for the 
West Side Story production. Deborah kicked off her 
shoes, hung up her blazer and loosened her tie. She 
put on her headphones and cranked up her ipod. 

Deborah was startled when Heidi Alexander 
gently tapped her on the shoulder. Debs opened her 
eyes and slipped off her head-phones. 

Heidi looked uncomfortable. “I’m sorry Debs,” 
she said sincerely. She reached into her blazer pocket 
and extracted a red envelope. 

Debs gaped at her. “Who gave you this?” she 
asked in a tone of genuine bewilderment. 

Heidi flushed a little. “You know I can’t tell you 
that Deborah. That’s confidential information,” she 
sighed. “Please don’t shoot me I’m just the 
messenger.” 

Deborah just grunted dismally. She crossed the 
room and collected her blazer from the back of a 
chair. She was straightening her tie in front of a 
mirror when Rosemary Booker came into the study. 

“What’s happening, sis?” asked her best chum. 
“You look pretty blue.” 

“Apparently I’m due for a dangling,” Debs told 
her dismally. 

“Oh dear,” sympathized Rosemary, “who have 
you been rubbishing now?” 

“That’s just it,” responded Debs. “I have no 
earthly idea.” 
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Debs heart began to pound a little faster as 
she heard footsteps approaching in the hallway. She 
had spent the past twenty minutes staring at the wall 
and cogitating. 

The delivery of the red envelope meant that 
Deborah had accumulated five black marks for the ill-
defined misdemeanor of ‘rubbishing a pre’.  

Being punished for rubbishing pre’s was a 
controversial issue. On the wall of the common-room 
used by the Elite there was a large card index system 
containing the names of all of the inmates still in the 
earlier stages of their sentences. Prefects who 
considered that they had been rubbished could 
annotate the cards with black marks. Once a card had 
been filled with four black marks it was moved to ‘the 
Hot Zone.’ Once the card received a fifth annotation 
the inmate was due a mandatory dangling. 

Some prefects favored the system over 
personally delivering thrashings, which required 
paperwork justifying the beating. Black marks did not 
require any such justification. 

Historically the system had been widely 
abused. During the halcyon days of Operation 
Scorched Arse red envelopes were especially rife. 
However, Lady Victoria Brompton ran a tight ship and 
regularly quizzed her prefects if she considered they 
were being over-zealous with black marks. After 
several prefects had found themselves being dangled 
by Lady Vix black-mark abuse went into decline.  

 
Deborah Morton’s irreverent attitude towards 

certain members of the Elite was legendary and 
during her sentence she had frequently been quite 



Born To Cane 
 

 

deservedly dangled. However, staring at the wall she 
couldn’t think which prefect could possibly have 
interpreted her actions as rubbishing them during the 
past few hours. 

Deborah had nothing in principle against being 
dangled if she felt she deserved it. In Debs world an 
occasional sore bottom was a cheap price to pay for 
the considerable satisfaction she got from being really 
rude to a prefect. Nonetheless, a damn good 
whacking with the business side of a hairbrush was 
extremely tough duty and not the kind of duty Debs 
cared to participate in on bogus charges. During the 
past year Deborah had made several excursions over 
Lady Victoria’s knee and was keenly aware how 
potent she was with the ceremonial Red-shirts 
hairbrush. 

 
Debs heard footsteps in the corridor. She 

continued to stare at the wall awaiting the arrival of 
the Red-shirt. 

“The Grand Master wants to see you,” Heidi 
Alexander informed her. “He said for you to cut along 
sharpish.” 

 
Deborah hurried through the labyrinth of 

corridors that led to the Grand Master’s office. She 
was now completely confused. An invitation to cut 
along sharpish to the Grand Master’s office generally 
only had one conclusion. She strongly suspected that 
very shortly she was going to be head down, arse up 
over the straight-backed chair for a twelve-stroke 
bare bender, but for the life of her she didn’t know 
what she had done to deserve to be caned. 
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Abuse and Manipulation 

 
 
“This is ridiculous,” Sally Poffers spluttered. 

The Captain of the Blue House looked as if she might 
faint. “I had a legitimate grievance,” she said 
earnestly. “I made several constructive proposals at 
the House Captain’s conference and Morton refused 
to listen. She’s an inexperienced negotiator and she 
was very rude. I followed the guidelines in the House 
Captain’s Charter and filed a complaint with Ms 
Wharton. I requested that Morton was given a Formal 
House Beating for jeopardizing relations between the 
Red and Blue Houses.” 

“And how did Ms Wharton respond?” asked the 
Grand Master. 

“She was very sympathetic,” said Sally. “She 
agreed with me that Morton is a disrespectful 
degenerate and unfit for office but she said that it 
would be my word against hers. She didn’t seem to 
think that the Red House Council would approve a 
Formal House Beating. She suggested that I confer 
with Ms Hodge to see if there were other avenues I 
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could explore to make sure that Morton didn’t get off 
Scot-free.” 

“And you followed this advice?” 
“Oh yes sir, Ms Hodge was very helpful,” Sally 

said earnestly. 
“I’m sure she was,” said the Grand Master. 
 
Mr Humphries listened carefully while Sally 

explained the other avenues that she and Patty had 
explored. He sighed. 

“There will be a House Council today,” he said 
finally. “But it will not be Miss Morton who will be 
facing charges.” 

Sally gaped at the Grand Master as the penny 
dropped with a loud splash. She burst into tears. 

 
Deborah Morton looked at herself in the mirror 

and straightened her tie. The events of the last sixty 
minutes had been mind-boggling. In that short space 
of time she had gone from facing a wall outside the 
library, resigned to a hot and sweaty dangling, to 
preparing herself to cane one of her greatest 
nemeses. 

 
Patty Hodge gnashed her teeth and wrang her 

hands in despair. She looked at herself in the mirror. 
Her long, elegant frame was shoe-horned into a 
ridiculously under-sized gymslip that Katie Beck had 
provided. The skirt was so short that it barely covered 
her navy blue bumbags. Her eyes burned with 
indignation but she knew that she had no choice but 
to comply with the Grand Master’s instructions if she 
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wished to continue her employment at the Woody 
Back to School unit. 

“Sally Poffers came to me with a genuine 
grievance and I merely advised her of her options,” 
said Patty crossly. “I reminded her that despite this 
ridiculous promotion that Morton is still in Phase 6 
and that if Sally felt that she had been rubbished by a 
subordinate then she was perfectly within her rights 
to issue a black mark.”  

The Grand Master nodded sagely. “Did Sally 
enlighten you on the nature of the rubbishing that 
she had been subjected to?” 

“I didn’t ask,” retorted Patty. “She told me that 
she had been at a House Captain’s conference and 
that Morton had been rude to her. According to 
protocols she doesn’t need to give me any further 
justification.” 

“I take it that Sally explained that she had filed 
a complaint against Morton with the Mistress of the 
House and the application to level charges against 
Miss Morton had been rejected?” Mr Humphries said 
thoughtfully. 

Patty scowled. “As I have said, sir, Sally came 
to me with a legitimate grievance; it would have been 
negligent of me not to suggest alternatives. There is 
absolutely no question that Morton acted 
disrespectfully to a member of the Elite and that she 
was going to escape unpunished. It would have set a 
disastrous precedent. Her position as House Captain 
should not absolve her offer her responsibility to treat 
the Elite with the appropriate level of respect.” Patty 
was puffed up with indignation. “I have made no 
secret that I am strongly opposed to a deplorable 
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degenerate like Morton being allowed to serve as an 
officer when she is not even a member of the Elite. 
She will use her position to abuse and manipulate the 
system. I felt that a black mark would demonstrate 
that she is not above the protocols.” 

“According to my intelligence you were in the 
Elite common-room earlier today,” said Mr 
Humphries. 

Patty narrowed her eyes. “I was posting a 
schedule for performance reviews,” she told him. 

“On a notice-board conveniently positioned 
next to the hot zone of the card index system,” 
pointed out Mr Humphries, “which coincidentally 
contained Miss Morton’s card.” 

Patty flushed slightly. “I was in a hurry; I didn’t 
even look at the status. I had no idea that Morton 
had accumulated four black marks but it certainly 
supports my position that she is a degenerate who 
habitually rubbish’s the pre’s and as it turns out she 
was well overdue for a dangling,” she said rather 
smugly. 

“Miss Poffers provided me with rather different 
version of events,” said the Grand Master. 

“Sally Poffers is in a funk and would say 
anything to save her own bumbags,” Patty said 
disparagingly. “Sally Poffers is a complete muff.” 

Mr Humphries suppressed a smile. “While that 
might be true,” he told Patty, “she gave me 
compelling evidence that you were fully aware of Miss 
Morton’s status and ordered the dangling.” 

“And you believe her?” gasped Patty 
incredulously. “She’s telling you a pile of porkies.” 
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“Ah, porkies,” said the Grand Master. “Abuse 
and manipulation. Let’s talk about that for a moment 
shall we Ms Hodge?” 
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Bend Over, Ms Hodge 

 
 
Patty Hodge crossed the quadrangle dressed in 

a red and black-striped blazer, a white blouse and the 
units tie, and the microscopically ill-fitting gymslip. 
Her face was as red as a beetroot. The inmates gaped 
at her incredulously.  

With her tall stature, distinctive red hair and 
startling green eyes Patricia Hodge rarely failed to go 
unnoticed. Under normal circumstances Patty reveled 
in the attention her high-boned, long-legged beauty 
attracted but as she strode across the quad she was 
clearly uncomfortable to be the center of attention. 

 
Patty stared at the wall outside the library. 

When she had raised her arms and placed her hands 
on top of her head her gymslip had ridden up and she 
was keenly aware that her bumbags were now fully 
exposed to the world at large. Her eyes were burning 
with indignation as she heard the sound of feet 
entering the corridor. 
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Lady Victoria held the cane while Deborah 
removed her blazer and folded it neatly. Debs 
unfastened the cuffs of her blouse and turned them 
back. She loosened her tie and undid the top button 
of her blouse. Victoria handed Debs the cane then 
reached over and hugged her. Vix winked at Debs 
and toyed with her tie so that it was set at a perfectly 
rakish angle. The two chums exchanged glances. 

 
“Bend over, Ms Hodge,” said the Grand Master 

authoritatively. 
“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” said Patty Hodge and 

reached down to touch her toes. 
 
Deborah reached forward and neatly turned 

the skirt of Patty’s gymslip up her back. She placed 
her fingers in the elastic waistband of the Deputy 
Grand Dames bumbags and rolled them over her 
upturned buttocks and down her long extended legs. 

She tapped the cane down once, twice, thrice 
and then unleashed a scorcher. 

It was hard for Deborah to feel dispassionate 
about beating Patty. For the past two years Debs had 
been the subject of one of Patty’s most malicious 
obsessions. 

 
Deborah watched as the long thin red stripe 

etched across the pale flesh of Patty’s rump. Deborah 
was impressed. She figured Patty was probably the 
long side of fifty but her legs and buttocks were in 
exquisite shape. Deborah wondered how the Deputy 
Grand Dame did it. As far as she knew Patty never 
worked out, she never visited the wellness center and 
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as best as Debs could tell Patty got most of her 
exercise in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 
However, Debs knew that she had more pressing 
matters regarding Patty’s rear end to concentrate on 
than admiring its shapeliness and sliced the cane 
through the air. 

 
Lady Victoria was impressed. Deborah was 

showing considerable self-control. The ‘Get Morton’ 
program was well-known at the facility and nobody 
had ever doubted that Patty Hodge was the architect 
and puppeteer. Victoria knew that it must being 
tempting for Debs to lose it and go ballistic. 

Lady Victoria Brompton could attest to 
Deborah’s consummate skill with the cane. A few 
weeks earlier, in a moment of what the aristocrat 
would later put down to temporary insanity, Vix had 
decided to test Deborah’s mettle before promoting 
her to the rank of Captain of the Red House. It had 
been a nerve-jangling, teeth-chattering experience. 

 
The Grand Master watched with considerable 

satisfaction. When he had first taken Deborah down 
to the test range prior to allowing her to flog the Wart 
he had been duly impressed. She had taken a chalk 
covered cane and delivered a perfect five-bar gate 
across the bumbags of the mannequin first time out. 
Clearly the marvelous control she showed when 
throwing her racket head at a moving tennis ball 
translated well and she was clearly ready to go into 
the whopping business. 

Patty’s eyes were burning with pain and 
resentment. The pain in her backside was 
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excruciating and she was only halfway through her 
humiliating punishment. However, Patty Hodge was 
made of sterner stuff than Ms Wharton and had no 
intention of making a muff of herself. She gritted her 
teeth. 

“Get Morton, Get Morton,” she chanted over 
and over in her head. 

 
Deborah took her time and kept her breathing 

smooth and easy. Patty’s backside was displaying five 
perfectly separated tramlines. Deborah allowed 
herself a smile of satisfaction. 

There was very little Deborah Morton didn’t 
know about the cane. Between school and her stay at 
the Big House she had personally bent over almost 
three-hundred times and had witnessed thousands of 
thrashings. She knew that the secret of a truly great 
caning was accuracy, precision and controlled power. 

Debs raised the cane a mere twelve inches 
above Patty’s striped behind and sliced the stick 
downwards. Just a millisecond before contact she 
flicked her powerful wrist, accelerating the tip of the 
cane. For the first time Patty groaned audibly and 
jolted back, raising her fingers from the tips of her 
shoes. 

 
Patty fumbled with the button of her red and 

black striped blazer. Her face was chalky white and 
her normally perfectly coiffed hair had lost its shape. 
Nonetheless, her eyes burned with a haughty 
defiance, she curled her lip at Deborah.  
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Miss Sally Poffers 

 
 
Patty Hodge jabbed the Wart in the chest with 

a long finger. “This was your fault,” she screeched. 
“This was House Business and you should have taken 
care of it.” 

The Wart recoiled in astonishment. “Are you 
fucking barking?” she spluttered. “If I’d filed an 
application for Morton to receive a Formal House 
Beating on bogus charges the Grand Master would 
have had my guts for garters. It would have been 
obvious to an imbecile that Sally was trying to rig the 
Merit Trophy.” 

Patty snorted scornfully. “You’re such a wuss,” 
she sneered and poured herself a healthy shot of 
Patron tequila. “You owe me big time for this,” she 
snarled at the Wart. “And don’t think that the ‘Get 
Morton’ campaign is over. We’re going to get even 
with that little be-yotch, but I’m going to have to lie 
low for a bit. You see her every day on house 
business so I’m putting you in charge of operations.”  

The Wart gaped at Patty. “You really are 
fucking barking,” she muttered. 
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Sally Poffers burst into tears when the verdict 
was read out. 

“Miss Poffers,” Rachel Cox told her sternly. 
“You have been found guilty of attempting to 
manipulate the system to get a member of the Red 
House punished on bogus charges. As a result the 
Blue House has been fined fifty merit points placing 
us in an unrecoverable situation and almost certainly 
putting us out of the running from winning the House 
Trophy. The council has voted. You will be stripped of 
office and subjected to a Formal House Beating.” 

 
Sally Poffers was in a blue funk. She stood at 

the entrance to the Elite landing dressed in full 
clobber. She felt Rachel place the fingers of her right 
hand inside the collar of her blouse and her arm 
being twisted up behind her. Tears flowed freely 
down her cheeks. 

 
Sally Poffers was not a brave soul by any 

standards. She had spent a miserable year in the 
Elite. During the Year of Operation Scorched Arse 
Sally Poffers had toadied for Yvonne Godfrey and 
been amongst her top snitches. In return Yvonne 
promised to reward Sally by sponsoring her as the 
next Deputy-Commandant of the Secret Sorority of 
Serial Spankers. 

However, when Ms Lawton had finally 
decimated Yvonne’s heinous SS and then astonished 
the inmates by announcing Lady Victoria Brompton as 
the new Red-shirt, the position lost a good deal of its 
allure to Sally. 
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Sally found herself caught between a rock and 
the hard place. Lady Victoria had immediately 
outlawed the heinous practices of collaring, sweating 
and sporting spanking. She told her Elite that she was 
prepared to enforce her new rules with the back of 
her hairbrush.  

Nonetheless despite her lack of enthusiasm in 
embarking upon her new career she was left with 
little choice. During the summer furlough she had 
attended clandestine meetings with Patty Hodge and 
Katie Beck. At one meeting she had foolishly allowed 
herself to get squiffy and be filmed taking a damning 
pledge of allegiance to the SS. Her handlers 
threatened to hand the tapes over to the Grand 
Master if she failed to do their bidding.   

 
Patty and Katie instructed the Sally to go on a 

brat spanking spree, assuring her that she would be 
fully protected from Victoria’s interference under the 
House Captain’s Charter. These assurances proved to 
totally false and the next thing that Sally knew she 
was face down, arse up across the Red-shirts lap 
having her backside blistered in a most disagreeable 
manner.  

It was an unhappy year for the Captain of the 
Blue House. Sally spent most of the year furtively 
skulking around the facility. Patty and Katie stalked 
her making ever increasingly outrageous demands for 
her to meet their targets. Every time that they saw 
her they made veiled threats regarding her bumbags.  

Victoria monitored her activities closely and 
demanded justifications when she caned anybody 
even when it was on the private business of the Blue 
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House. She was a lame duck House Captain and her 
subordinates treated her with barely concealed 
contempt.  

Sally did her best to avert her eyes as she was 
paraded through the landings. The members of the 
Red House leaned against the walls outside the dorms 
and studies, their arms crossed over their chests. Full 
Collar Walkthroughs were generally somber affairs 
but Sally’s attempts to stitch up Debs had pissed the 
Woody gals off royally and there were little signs of 
sympathy as she was propelled through the corridors. 

 
Sally Poffers wept through her Formal House 

Scolding. The Blue House Council had voted Claire 
Brooks in as Sally’s replacement. Claire was better 
known for her comedic skills but everybody agreed 
that she had delivered a world-class scolding. 

 
Sally Poffers looked like she was going to 

refuse to approach the training beam. Rachel Cox 
took her firmly by the elbow and escorted her down 
the gymnasium. 
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A Pathetic Performance 

 
 
Claire Brooks had spent an hour on the 

practice range learning the fine art of delivering 
running benders from Rachel and Debs. Claire was an 
above average tennis player and she caught on fast 
to the two former-pro’s analogy of hitting a cross 
court winner and delivering a perfect strike with a 
cane while on the run. 

 
Rachel had finally persuaded Sally into a full 

hangover. The disgraced House Captain was sobbing 
loudly but she finally pushed up on the balls of her 
feet so that her backside was properly presented. 

 
Claire Brooks tapped the tip of the cane on the 

floor and then set off at a trot. Halfway down the 
gymnasium she began to pick up pace in long, 
graceful strides. As she approached her target she 
swooped in slightly and brought the cane through a 
horizontal plane, swiping it across Sally’s navy blue 
bumbags. Sally Poffers squealed. 
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“One,” announced the Grand Master over the 
intercom. 

 
Up on the landings the members of the Red 

House exchanged knowing glances. The stroke of the 
cane had echoed around the facility.  

Claire Brooks had earned herself a terrific 
reputation for her skill with the cane and it sounded 
like she was delivering the goods. 

 
Sally Poffers was making a complete muff of 

herself. The members of the Blue House watched 
with contempt. Nobody doubted that the thrashing 
was extremely painful but Sally’s performance was 
truly pathetic. 

Between strokes Rachel had to coerce Sally 
back into position. “I’m warning you,” snapped the 
Deputy Red-shirt, “I’ll hold you down if necessary.” 

 
Claire took her time and tried not to get 

distracted. Despite her distaste for Sally Poffers she 
was determined to deliver a good, clean caning. Once 
Sally was back in position Claire Brooks set off at a 
run. 

 
Sally Poffers threw her head back and 

screamed. She was clearly not cut-out for being on 
the receiving end of twelve-stroke running benders. 
During the seven years that she had spent at the 
facility Sally had accumulated one of the lowest All-
time tallies of punishments. She had very limited 
experience of extended benders and as the beating 
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proceeded past the halfway mark Sally Poffers was 
out of her depth. 

Claire took a deep breath. It was difficult to 
concentrate with all the brouhaha that Sally was 
kicking up. Rachel was getting increasingly vexed. 
She put her hands on Sally’s shoulders and pushed 
downwards, forcing her bum back into position. 

“For fuck’s sake, Sally, just put it up and keep 
it up,” she growled. 

Claire gracefully swooped in, the cane making 
another perfect strike. Sally Poffers howled. 

 
Rachel helped Sally to her feet. Sally looked a 

mess, her eyes were scarlet and her nose was 
dripping. She immediately clutched her hands to her 
tortured rear end and began to dance an idiot gig. 

The members of the Blue House rolled their 
eyes. 

 
“Well that was hard work,” sighed Claire as she 

pulled on her blazer. 
“What a fucking muff,” agreed Rachel. “That 

was one of the most pathetic performances I’ve ever 
witnessed.” 

“I think I need a drink,” laughed Claire. 
Rachel Cox slipped her arm into Claire’s, “Let’s 

go and find the Bounder,” she smiled. 
 
Debs sipped a much needed glass of wine. The 

day’s activities had been quite exhausting. The 
opportunity to cane Patty had been exhilarating but 
Debs wondered whether it wouldn’t come with a 
price. Patricia Hodge was not the type of woman to 
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take such a humiliating experience lying down. Debs 
had no doubt that she was already convening a 
council of war in the Bunch of Grapes and planning 
the next moves in her ‘Get Morton’ campaign. 

Debs sighed wistfully; the target painted on 
her bumbags just kept getting bigger and bigger. She 
swallowed down her drink and poured another. 

 
 



 

 

6 

 
The Price of Button-Busting 

 
 
Katie Beck was nursing a serious hangover. 

She had spent the night in the saloon bar of the 
Bunch of Grapes listening to Patty Hodges rantings 
and ravings. She had been politely sympathetic, of 
course, and had taken the opportunity to indulge in 
some bitchy anti-Debs trash-talk. Nonetheless, Katie 
was secretly delighted by Patty’s misfortune. 

 
Katie dragged herself out of her scratch and 

went into her kitchen. She poured herself a cup of 
strong, black coffee and scarfed down three Tylenol. 
She reached over and clicked on the mouse next to 
her laptop sitting on the kitchen counter. The ‘Politics 
of Clobber’ screen came up. Katie clicked on the 
‘Abusive Laundry’ report. For once the unit’s matron 
was hoping that the inmates had managed to hand in 
their clobber for laundry in pristine condition. 
However, the supervisors report documented that 
Rosemary Booker had sent a blouse in for laundry 
that according to the report had a chipped button 
that could easily have been replaced. Katie groaned. 
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Under normal circumstances Katie would have 
considered this manna from heaven, but 
circumstances of late were far from normal for Miss 
Beck. 

Ever since the exposure of her ‘Great Button-
busting Scam’ Katie Beck had been placed on full 
clobber probation. To Katie’s disgust her old 
adversary Cathryn Cassidy had been appointed as her 
Probation Officer. Cat and Katie had history. During 
Cat’s sentence she had been perennially clobber 
challenged and had been a frequent visitor to the 
matron’s office to be slippered for clobber abuse. Cat 
had a long memory and was not making probation 
easy for Katie. 

 
Katie sighed. She swallowed down another cup 

of coffee and went to her closet. She took out a full 
set of clobber and laid it out on the bed. She picked 
up the white blouse and began to inspect it. 

During Katie’s probation period she was 
required to make an application for Cathryn to 
approve all clobber-abuse slipperings. To her chagrin, 
prior to even reviewing the applications Cathryn 
subjected Katie to full bib-down, tie-back inspections 
of her own clobber. 

Cathryn had learned a trick or two from Katie. 
She knew how nerve-wracking it could be to have 
every button, stitch and hem scrupulously inspected. 
Even the ice-cool Cat had occasionally begun to sweat 
as Katie worked behind her, tut-tutting and muttering 
“and what do we have here?” Katie Beck was finding 
inspections most disconcerting. 
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On one occasion Cathryn had exposed some 
minor loose stitching on the hem of Katie’s gymslip. 
Cat had calmly bent Katie over and given her six of 
the best. 

On two further occasions Cathryn had taken 
issue with Katie’s interpretation of the Politics of 
Clobber and had rejected her applications. She had 
caned Katie on both occasions. 

 
Katie held Patty Hodge personally responsible 

for her untoward circumstances. The ‘Great Button-
busting Scam’ had been one of Katie’s greatest coups. 
She had threatened to terminate the services of the 
laundry contractors if they didn’t meet her expected 
weekly quota’s for reporting abusive laundry. They 
had responded by beginning to bust buttons. Katie 
saw a great opportunity for some extra rump-
roasting. She worked out a program and instructed 
the contractors to bust even more buttons. Katie was 
careful; she only targeted the laundry of the most 
clobber-challenged inmates at the unit. The plan went 
off swimmingly and she was scoring two or three 
additional slipperings each week with no questions 
asked. It was whop junkie paradise. 

Katie had made the mistake of gloating over 
her success to her chums in the saloon bar of the 
Bunch of Grapes.  

Patty Hodge was a statistics junkie. The 
following morning she summonsed Katie to her office. 

“I’ve been studying your stats,” she told the 
unit matron. “You’re right; the button-busting scam is 
going very well.” She smiled at Katie. “I want you to 
bust some of Claire Brooks’s buttons.” 
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“Whoa,” said Katie nervously. “I don’t think 
that would be very wise.” 

Claire held a unique record at the facility. She 
was the only inmate in its ten year history who had 
never been punished for breaking any of the copious 
rules, regulations and protocols known as the Politics 
of Clobber. 

“The whole success of the scam is predicated 
on busting buttons of the most clobber-challenged 
inmates,” Katie told Patty. “Busting Claire’s buttons 
would definitely attract attention.” 

“Nonsense,” snapped Patty. “It’s not as if 
you’re going on a spree. One good, hard slippering is 
all I’m asking.” 

Katie Beck was aware that Claire Brooks was a 
subject of one of Patty’s malicious obsessions.  

“I’ll see what I can do,” she said appeasingly. 
“No Katie,” retorted Patty. “I’m giving you 

twenty-four hours. I’d really hate for my analysis of 
the recent increase in clobber abuse to fall into the 
wrong hands.” 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Katie. 
Predictably it had all gone pear-shaped in a 

heartbeat. 
  
Katie Beck straightened her tie and pulled on 

her blazer. The pain-killers hadn’t begun to kick-in 
and her hangover was still raging. Dismally she set off 
to see her Probation Officer. 
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Cat Cassidy P.O. 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy was bleary-eyed and half-

asleep when she opened the door to Katie. As an Old 
Gal at the facility Cat had no particular daily schedule 
to maintain. She was not obliged to attend morning 
assembly so she could sleep in as long as it suited 
her. 

Although it had amused Cat that the Grand 
Master had selected her to oversee Katie’s probation 
it did have a downside. The laundry abuse slipperings 
were always delivered before brekker.  

“There’s nothing like a damn good slippering to 
kick-start a gal’s circulation in the morning,” Katie was 
fond of gloating.  

 
Cat yawned. She had been on a gal’s night out 

with Melons and the Butcher Twins and hadn’t 
returned to the facility until almost two o’clock in the 
morning. Four and a half hours did not amount to a 
good night’s kip in Cathryn Cassidy’s opinion. 
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Katie handed Cathryn the folder containing the 
application. Cat took it and tossed it on a desk. She 
reached into the pocket of her kimono, extracted a 
cigarette and lit it with a gold lighter.  

“I’m going to clean my teeth and get a cup of 
java,” she told Katie. “Be ready when I come back. 
You know the form.” 

Katie glared after Cathryn as she went into the 
bathroom. Unenthusiastically she raised her arms and 
placed her hands on top of her head. It was better to 
be safe than sorry. The last thing she wanted was an 
encounter with Cat’s cane on a technicality. She felt 
certain that if she bent forward she would chuck her 
cookies all over her shiny, pointed shoes. 

 
Cat took a leaf out of Katie’s book and left her 

waiting, hands on her head, in the middle of the room 
for almost ten minutes. When she returned Cat could 
tell that Katie was seething. She grinned and blew 
smoke in her face. 

 
Cat started with Katie’s blazer, checking the 

buttons for loose threads, she ran skillful fingers over 
the stitching in the hems and seams, and checked 
under the collar of the garment. She worked in a 
leisurely manner. Once she was satisfied she 
instructed Katie to remove her jacket and fold it 
neatly on the floor at her feet. 

Katie reached up and unfastened the shoulder 
buttons of her gymslip and let the bib fall down. She 
took the shaft of her tie and put it over her left 
shoulder. She returned her hands to the top of her 
head. 
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Cat continued to work slowly. She really didn’t 

expect to find any abuse. Ever since she had caned 
Katie the matron had been meticulous about the state 
of her clobber. Nonetheless, Cat indulged herself by 
lingering over certain items, clicking her tongue and 
chuckling wickedly. She figured if she was forced to 
rise at such an ungodly hour she might as well make 
it worth her while. 

 
Katie was tempted to slap Cathryn’s face, but 

she couldn’t have if she wanted to because her hands 
were still on top of her head. When Cat had finished 
the clobber inspection she had crossed to her desk 
and begun to study the application. She had not 
extended Katie the courtesy of standing easy. 

 
Cathryn sighed when she saw the name on the 

top of the application. She studied the digital 
photographs supplied by the clobber inspector. They 
were all digitally time-stamped in accordance with the 
new procedures put in place in the wake of Katie’s 
scam.  

She studied the close-up of the offending 
button. It was definitely noticeably chipped. The 
inspector had also included pictures of two spare 
buttons available on the inside of the blouse. There 
was no question that if Rosemary Booker had made a 
proper inspection she could have easily corrected the 
situation. Cathryn Cassidy had no choice. She pulled 
out her fountain pen and signed the application. 
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Katie hurried back to her study and sent for a 
grubby. 

“Get Booker up here,” she instructed, “and tell 
her to cut along sharpish.” 

Katie slumped in the chair and rubbed her 
temples. She hoped that the sound of her leather-
soled slipper rebounding off Rosemary’s bumbags 
wouldn’t turn her hangover into a migraine. 
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A Beautiful Mess 

 
 
Katie needn’t have worried. The effects of 

slippering Rosemary Booker had proven to be entirely 
therapeutic.  

Rosemary had always been one of the most 
consistent members Katie’s clientele. Miss Booker was 
quite a stunning creature. Her moon face, huge eyes 
and ruddy cheeks gave her a look of eternal optimism 
and she bordered on the voluptuous. Her full bosom 
seemed to put a constant strain on the buttons of her 
blouses and her luscious behind flared out from her 
narrow waist like two ripe plums.  

However, Rosemary Booker was amongst the 
most clobber challenged of the inmates and despite 
her best efforts she always looked slightly disheveled. 
The blades of her tie always seemed to somehow 
manage to separate and the buttons of her blouse 
were permanently exposed. She constantly seemed to 
need to tuck the tails of her blouse back into the 
waistband of her skirt. Her hair always looked as if it 
could do with a good brushing. 

She was a mess. 
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Rosemary stared bleakly at the blouse. Katie 
was showing her the inspectors report and the signed 
authorization for her to be slippered. Rosemary knew 
that she was bang to rights. 

 
Recently Rosemary had begun to chat 

extensively on-line with a guy going by the moniker of 
the Silver Fox. He was an herbal therapist and she 
had first met him during an on-line debate on the 
relative merits of a Spanish study published in Revista 
de Enfermeria claiming that horsetail speeds the 
healing of wounds. Rosemary had been considering 
mixing the herb with aloe-vera in one of her bum-
soothing balms. They had chatted regularly, swapping 
recipes for their mystical concoctions. 

When Rosemary had revealed that she was an 
inmate of the Woody Back to School unit the Foxy 
one had perked. He confessed that he had been an 
avid fan of the Snobs and Rotters tribunal and was 
addicted to all things Woodys. They began to chat 
privately and were making arrangements to 
rendezvous during the upcoming furlough. 

 
The previous evening Rosemary’s room-mate, 

Debs, had gone to bed early, as usual, in preparation 
for her pre-dawn run. Rosemary had gone on-line to 
chat with the Silver Fox. 

Deborah had woken up momentarily at almost 
eleven o’clock. “Come on, Rosie,” Debs had said 
sleepily, “it’s nearly time for lock-down. Log-off, the 
last thing you want is a whopping from Claire.” 
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Rosemary remembered giving the Silver Fox a 
late night on-line smooch. She had hurriedly 
undressed and put on her pajamas. She had stuffed 
her blouse, bra, socks and bumbags in a laundry bag 
and hurried out onto the landing to throw them down 
the shute. She went back to the study, snuggled 
under her duvet and switched off the light just as the 
lock-down bell rang. A few minutes later Claire 
opened the door of the study and aimed her key-
chain flashlight at the two beds. Satisfied, the Dorm 
Raider quietly closed the door behind her. Rosemary 
breathed a sigh of relief; she’d remember to thank 
her chum in the morning for a whopping averted. 

 
When Katie Beck turned back Rosemary’s 

short, pleated skirt the fog of her hangover seemed 
to miraculously clear. She stared down at the luscious 
curves of Rosemary’s bottom and she felt 
rejuvenated. She raised her favorite leather-soled 
slipper in the air and brought it down with a crack. 
Far from giving her a migraine the explosive sound 
gave her a spiritual uplift. She raised her arm in the 
air and felt exalted. 

 
Rosemary Booker was not feeling in the least 

bit exalted or spiritually uplifted. She was feeling 
extremely hot and sweaty and extremely grumpy. She 
hated Katie with a passion. Over the years Katie had 
cruelly exploited Rosemary’s clobber flaws, constantly 
subjecting her to impromptu bib-down, tie-back 
inspections on bogus charges. Unfortunately for 
Rosemary many of the inspections had exposed other 
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legitimate clobber infractions resulting in disagreeable 
trips across Katie’s knee. 

 
Katie Beck was bombarding Rosemary’s poor 

beleaguered bum with extreme malice. For all her 
despicable traits the inmates of the facility had a 
grudging respect for Katie as an adversary when she 
had a slipper in her hand. She always kept her best 
for Rosemary Booker. 

 
“I’m sorry I had to approve the application,” 

said Cat. 
“It’s not your fault,” Rosemary assured her. “I 

didn’t check my clobber. My fucking tie and skirt were 
in a crumpled heap on the floor when I got up this 
morning. I’m just a mess.” 

“Yes, but you’re a beautiful mess,” smiled 
Cathryn. 
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Maternal Instinct 

 
 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe approached the Grand 

Master’s study with considerable trepidation. She had 
spent the night fretting over her scheduled 
appointment with Chief Constable Deason, of the 
Ripley Serious Crimes Squad, and a senior member of 
the Crown Prosecution. 

As she approached the stairs Bernadette 
Summers squeezed her hand comfortingly. “I’ll be 
right outside,” she assured Sarah. “If you need 
anything I’ll be there.” 

 
“What are you doing here, Summers?” 

demanded Katie. “Why aren’t you attending lectures?” 
“Piss off, Katie,” growled the Bounder. “Get 

back in your office and mind your own business.” 
“What did you say?” spluttered Katie. 
“You heard me,” growled Bernadette. “Now if 

you want to get in my business I suggest you wear a 
nose protector to stop blood getting on your clobber 
when I biff you on the snooter. I’d just hate to have 
to call Cat and get her up here to give you a clobber 
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inspection.” The Bounder reached under her skirt and 
extracted a cell-phone from the waistband of her 
bumbags and waved it in Katie’s face. “I have her on 
speed-dial.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrr!” spluttered Katie Beck. 
“Oh, grrrrrrrrrrrrrr yourself, you sorry be-

yotch,” laughed the Bounder and shoved Katie back 
into her office and slammed the door behind her. 

 
“You may be seated,” the Grand Master told 

Sarah. “I’m sure that you have read the many reports 
in the today’s newspapers today of the latest situation 
in the Hayden-White case?” 

Sarah nodded. “Yes, sir,” she said quietly. 
 

“HAYDEN-WHITE RELEASED ON BAIL – 
MOST SERIOUS CHARGES ON HOLD” 

 
In an extraordinary twist to the Ripley Rackets 

scandal Mrs Melissa Forsham-Smythe today made a 
televised public statement defending Mrs Hayden-White, 
the embattled former Grand Dame of the Ripley Back to 
School unit. 

Speaking on the MFS television station which is 
owned by the Forsham-Smythe dynasty Melissa told an 
interviewer, “Unfortunately after a private investigation by 
my family’s lawyers I am forced to conclude that my 
daughter, Sarah, was the sole perpetrator of the so-called 
Ripley Rackets. It is my family’s belief that Mrs Hayden-
White is merely guilty of some misdemeanor 
misadministration of the Ripley unit and we wish to offer 
her our apologies,” she said. “I regret that I have sometimes 
succumbed to maternal instinct and done my utmost to 
protect my daughter, even at considerable sacrifice to my 
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personnel reputation. However, the Forsham-Smythe 
family has never shirked away from our civil obligations 
and we feel duty bound to make all the evidence that we 
have uncovered available to the authorities.” 

   
Spokespersons from the Department of Public 

Prosecution informed a press conference that Mrs Hayden-
White, the disgraced Grand Dame of the Ripley Back to 
School unit had today been released on bail following 
several weeks in prison. The spokesperson said that, “Mrs 
Hayden-White will be charged with a misdemeanor offence 
of ‘misadministration of funds with regard to the Ripley 
Back to School unit’, but the DPP is unable at this time to 
continue to hold Mrs Hayden-White on matters relating to 
the so-called Ripley Rackets. 

The spokesperson continued on to assure the 
conference that the department would continue to pursue all 
avenues of prosecution vigilantly and did not rule out the 
prospect that former-playgirl Sarah Forsham-Smythe would 
not shortly be charged with racketeering. 

 
“It’s an extremely difficult situation,” said the 

representative of the Department of Public 
Prosecution. “The Great Unwashed are baying for 
blood.” 

“My blood by all accounts,” said Sarah 
dismally. 

The representative nodded. “Yes, Miss 
Forsham-Smythe, your blood and now thanks to your 
mother we have considerable evidence to support a 
racketeering charge. My bosses are thinking about 
fifteen to twenty years.” 
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The blood drained from Sarah’s face. She 
slumped forward in her seat. “Holy shit,” she 
mumbled and buried her face in her hands.  

The Grand Master stepped over and placed his 
hand on Sarah’s shoulder. “Don’t panic,” he said 
reassuringly. “There may be a way out of this mess 
but it will mean you going toe to toe with your 
mother.” 

“Great,” groaned Sarah. “Just fucking great.” 
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Sensitive 

 
 
“It’s not snitching,” said Bernadette 

emphatically. “Your mother is stitching you up like a 
kipper and you have every right to defend yourself.” 

Sarah groaned. “How am I supposed to defend 
myself? The System has frozen my trust fund and my 
mother has disinherited me. I’m absolutely potless, 
Bernadette, and if she wants me in prison there’s 
nothing I can do. You don’t know my mother. She’s 
absolutely ruthless.” 

Bernadette put her arm around Sarah’s 
shoulders. “Don’t you worry,” she said soothingly. “I’ll 
talk to Uncle Stacks and he’ll take care of you.” 

Sarah stared at Bernadette. “Why would you 
do this for me?” she asked. 

The Bounder just grinned. “I’ve been in a hole 
a time or two, myself in the past,” she said 
enigmatically. 

 
Sarah and the Bounder were not obvious 

candidates as soul-mates. When she had first been 
transferred to the Woody Back to School unit Sarah 
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had been petrified of the pugnacious Bounder. 
Bernadette had a way of fixing her with a stare from 
beneath her hooded eyes that sent a shiver up 
Sarah’s spine. Sarah Forsham-Smythe had done her 
utmost to give Bernadette Summers a wide berth. 

Making friends amongst the community that 
her family had sought to destroy had not been easy 
for Sarah. Understandably the inmates were 
considerably aggrieved by Melissa’s attempt to have 
the unit closed down and to have them placed in 
high-security prisons. 

Bernadette Summers had been amongst the 
most aggrieved. 

 
As usual at Woodys it had all come down to 

whops. Jojo Heyworth had been amongst the first to 
cut Sarah some slack. Jojo had even managed to 
persuade the eternally cynical Nixdown to at least 
give Sarah a chance. They counseled Sarah that she 
would never have any prospect of being accepted in 
the community if she didn’t get some whops on the 
board. Sarah, whose only previous experience of 
corporal punishment had been the disagreeable 
spanking she had received from Claire Brooks on her 
first day at the facility, was predictably 
unenthusiastic. 

It didn’t help that she shared the lecture rooms 
with Jojo, Nix, Debs and Rosemary and had witnessed 
them being beaten up close and personal. Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe was not convinced that she was 
ready to go into the head-down, arse-up business. 

“It’s only whops,” Jojo, Nixdown, Debs and 
Rosemary assured her.  
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Finally Sarah was convinced and it was agreed 

that she would need to get a truly epic whopping to 
prove that she was not a muff. Pauline Gascoigne was 
selected to carry out the deed. Pauline was a popular 
member of the Brass and Jojo and her chums assured 
Sarah that she could be trusted. “You just have to 
goad her into absolutely creaming you,” they told her. 
“If you don’t howl you’ll instantly gain some respect.” 

 
The plan had gone off swimmingly. Sarah had 

followed the Famous Four’s directions and goofed and 
gabbed and larked and pranked her way through an 
Economics lecture. After giving Sarah several verbal 
warnings and showing her a yellow card the Dame in 
charge of Economics had snatched up her cane. 

 
In some community’s goading an instructor 

into absolutely creaming you with a Number One 
cane might not be considered a sensible course of 
action. However once word spread on the gossvine 
that Sarah had taken her beating without a hint of  a 
howl she found the inmates cool disdain towards her 
beginning to thaw. 

To her surprise one of the first inmates to 
congratulate her and offer her a sympathetic slug of 
vodka was Bernadette Summers.   

The Bounder could be a surly and secretive 
cove. Her stunning beauty was often disguised by a 
sullen scowl and she was prone to communicating in 
cynical grunts. Nonetheless, her chums knew that 
under her brusque demeanor she was a loyal and 
good-hearted soul. Some of her chums had even 
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accused her of being sensitive, but only when she 
was out of earshot. 

 “We’ll need a plan,” announced the Bounder. 
“I’m calling a Council of War.” 

“Listen the gals might tolerate me a little now,” 
said Sarah uncertainly, “but I can’t imagine that 
they’re actually going to want to help me.” 

“Nonsense,” retorted the Bounder. “You’re in 
trouble. Everybody will rally around. Trust me on 
this.” 

“Sometimes I think that Woodys is a very 
weird place,” said Sarah Forsham-Smythe. 
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Deputy Debs 

 
 
Deborah Morton and Lady Vix slipped into a 

darkened booth at the rear of a Woody friendly bar. 
Bernadette Summers and Mickey the Purveyor sat 
down in the booth in front of them. Ever since the 
tribunal it had become increasingly difficult for Debs 
to leave the facility without the Great Unwashed or 
the paparazzi surrounding her. Debs had urgent 
business on her mind and Mickey had come along to 
offer her some privacy. 

 
“She’s fucking barking,” Debs told Vix. “We 

don’t talk about House Business. I pitch up at the Lair 
and she screams at me for fifteen minutes. Mostly I 
try to let it go in one ear and out the other, but, still 
it’s getting old in a hurry.” 

Victoria Brompton smiled sympathetically. 
“Well you knew that working for the Wart was never 
going to be easy when you took the job.” 

“I didn’t exactly take the job, Victoria,” said 
Debs. “You threw me a crumb because I’m too high 
maintenance to be the next Red-shirt.” 
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Victoria nibbled on a bread-stick. She laughed 
and flicked the tip at Debs. “Want another crumb, 
sister? How would you like to be my deputy next 
year?” 

Deborah raised her eyebrows in surprise. “But 
I thought…” 

“Yes you can be high maintenance Debs but 
you’ve done a great job this past month as House 
Captain,” Victoria interrupted. “I’ve heard nothing but 
good reports.” 

Deborah blushed slightly. For the past few 
weeks compliments had been in short supply. 

 
“I have a good mind to cane you, Morton,” 

snarled the Wart when Deborah walked into her lair. 
Debs rolled her eyes. She had become used to 

the Wart starting their meetings with similar 
pleasantries. “Yes Ma’am,” she said politely, “I’m sure 
you do. Should I fix you a drink? We have House 
Business to attend to.” 

Ms Wharton glared at Deborah and muttered 
something indecipherable. 

 
Since she had been promoted to Captain of the 

Red House Debs was obliged to attend daily briefings 
with the Wart to provide updates on house business. 
The meetings were becoming increasingly unpleasant. 
The Wart had no interest in listening to Deborah’s 
status reports taking the opportunity instead to give 
Debs an unsavory daily ration of tongue pie. 

Debs was confident that the Warts persistent 
threats to beat her for gross negligence of duty were 
pretty hollow. She had studied the House Charter. 
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Technically the Mistress of the House was authorized 
to cane her captain in extreme circumstances. 
However, she was required to file a comprehensive 
justification with the Grand Master and the House 
Council. Debs doubted that even the Wart was 
deranged enough to put her bumbags on the line. 

Sensibly Deborah resisted the temptation to 
hack the Mistress of the Red House in the shins or be 
provoked into entering into slanging matches. 
Nonetheless, the Warts scathing attacks and veiled 
threats did little to promote harmonious relations.  

Most of the meetings ended no less 
acrimoniously than they started. 

 “You’re going to slip up one of these days, 
Morton,” the Wart liked to threaten Debs, “and when 
you do I’m going to feed you to Patty.” 

Deborah Morton was not faint of heart but she 
took the Patty threat seriously. Her last visit to Patty’s 
study had been most unpleasant. First Patty had 
subjected her to an epic tongue-lashing. She had 
followed up with a ferocious thrashing with one of her 
wye-tipped canes. Patty had taken her time. She had 
kept Deborah sprawled across the desk for fifteen 
minutes while she taunted her and drank gin and 
tonics between strokes. She concluded the visit with 
another ear-piercing verbal harangue. It had been a 
thoroughly disagreeable experience. 

Since that unpleasant incident Deborah had 
caned Patty up in the library. Debs didn’t like to 
imagine what the repercussions would be for her 
bumbags if she ever stepped into Patty’s office again. 
She rather fancied that given the opportunity Patty 
Hodge would flail her alive. 
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“Does Mr Humphries know about this?” asked 

Deborah. 
Victoria nodded. “He approved me to approach 

you. He’s impressed with the way that you are 
conducting yourself as House Captain and he knows it 
must be difficult working for the Wart. He thinks that 
you’ll do a bang up job.” 

Deborah smiled proudly. 
Mickey came over to the table. “There are a 

couple of Japanese tourists who would like their 
picture taken with you,” he told them. “They seem 
harmless.” 

Debs put her arm around Victoria. “Come on 
sister, what the hell. Let’s go pose for a picture.” 

 



 

 

12 

 
A Ridiculous Question 

 
 
Jojo ambled through the corridors. She wasn’t 

sure whether to feel grateful or miffed. On the one 
hand the forthcoming whops were timely and fitted 
with her schedule. On the other hand she felt that 
she had a legitimate grievance for being red-carded 
for responding to a ridiculous question with a 
perfectly sensible answer. 

 
“Do you fancy six?” Reed the Weed had asked 

her. 
After giving the question appropriate 

consideration Jojo had responded in the negative. Of 
course she had gone on to explain that she didn’t 
fancy sticking her finger in an electrical outlet or in a 
saucepan of boiling water, but that had just been for 
clarification. 

“It’s a ridiculous question,” she told the Grand 
Master. “What am I supposed to say? Yes, whoopee, 
bend me over and whap me on the arse with a rattan 
cane?” 
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Mr Humphries suppressed a grin. “Perhaps a 
simple no Ma’am, might have sufficed,” he suggested. 

“Ms Reed might be well-versed in the Sturm-
Liouville Theory but she’s not very wise in the ways of 
the world,” complained Jojo. “Otherwise she wouldn’t 
ask stupid questions.” 

The Grand Master considered this line of 
reasoning. He didn’t disagree that on some levels the 
Weed’s rhetorical question had little value but as 
usual Joanna had elected to crack wise. Unfortunately 
cracking wise with the Brass was generally considered 
disrespectful and treated with zero tolerance. Of 
course most of the Brass would have dealt with the 
matter locally but due to Reed the Weeds ineptitude 
with the cane she had shown Jojo a red-card. 

 
Jojo shrugged off her blazer and hung it over 

the straight-backed chair. She bent forward at the 
waist and placed her hands on the cushioned seat. 
She heard the Grand Master step up beside her and 
she leaned over further and took a hold of the 
crossbar of the chair. 

Jojo felt her skirt being neatly folded back and 
she pushed back her hips to allow the Grand Master 
to roll down her bumbags. Jojo Heyworth settled in 
and waited to be caned for the fifty-fifth time that 
year. 

 
Mr Humphries tapped the cane down the 

customary three times and then sliced it through the 
air. Jojo winced as the whippy stick cut across her 
naked flesh. 
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Jojo gritted her teeth and concentrated on 
working her way into the zone. The Grand Master was 
caning her with a consistent rhythm landing the 
strokes thirty seconds apart in a very tight formation. 
Jojo kept her head down and her arse up. 

 
Mr Humphries was well aware of Joanna’s 

aspiration to regain her title as the most whopped 
inmate in a single year and respected her lofty goal. 
The Grand Master had invested several quids with 
Bernadette Summers Enterprises so he was happy to 
assist her in any way that he could. He slashed the 
cane through the air. 

 
Jojo pushed herself up from the chair and 

smoothed down her skirt. The past few minutes had 
been a nerve-jangling, teeth-chattering experience. 
She pulled on her blazer and handed the Grand 
Master her punishment record book so that the 
punishment could be post-processed. 

“I still think I should only have got six,” she 
grumbled. “If it had been anybody but the Weed I 
would have been caned locally and I would have only 
got six.” 

The Grand Master shrugged. “You know the 
consequences of being red-carded so you should 
know better than to jape the Weed.” 

Joanna snorted and ran her fingers through 
her hair. Her backside was giving her considerable 
gyp. She retrieved her prb and replaced it in the 
breast pocket of her blazer.  

The Grand Master winked at her. “Are you 
stopping by later for a cocktail?” he asked. 
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“I need to go and watch some new dance 
routines that Ginger and Mickey are working on,” she 
told him. “I’ll drop by afterwards,” and wriggled out of 
the room. 

Jojo was in no hurry to return to the lecture 
room and reunite her burning bottom with a hard 
seat. She ambled through the corridors and made her 
way out into the cloisters. She leaned against a 
column and lit a cigarette. 

There was no question that the whops had 
come in handy. With three weeks left of the year she 
was way ahead of schedule to regain her title. She 
wondered whether it might even be worth taking a 
shot at extending her target and shooting to become 
the only gal in history to be punished sixty times. It 
was good to have goals she told herself and blew 
smoke out of her nostrils. 

 
 



 

 

14 

 
Gotcha! 

 
 
Patty Hodge peeked furtively through the glass 

pane in the door at the far end of the Phase 6 
landing. She watched Claire Brooks step into the 
landing at the opposite end, flashing her pin-light into 
the darkness. Claire padded silently up to the first 
door and gently swung it open, using her torch to 
check that the occupants were settled down in bed. 
She repeated the process at each of the six studies. 
When she was satisfied she went back to the stairwell 
to continue her rounds. 

Patty tip-toed along the corridor in her rubber-
soled shoes. She approached one of the center doors 
and put her ear to the wood. She scowled to herself. 
Not a sound came from inside the room. 

“Rats,” she muttered to herself in 
disappointment. 

 
Patty was having a frustrating time of it. Ever 

since she had been forced to submit to the 
humiliating thrashing from Debs, for trying to rig the 
House Merit Trophy, she had been trying to crank up 
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her ‘Get Morton’ campaign. Without a single SS 
operative at her disposal she was forced to rely on 
her cronies on the Radical Right of the Brass. 
Unfortunately her goons were not performing. 

 
“You have daily access to Morton,” Patty told 

the Wart. “You are Mistress of the House and you 
have every right to cane her for non-performance. I 
want to see some results.” 

The Wart was proving disappointingly 
skeptical. “Beating a House Captain is a very dodgy 
proposition,” she insisted. “I’m giving her a hard time 
but I don’t fancy having to explain caning her to the 
Grand Master. Sorry Patty, not in these bumbags.” 

“Grrrrrrrrr!” growled Patty and put another 
glass of wine on the Wart’s bar tab. 

 
“You need to instruct your contractor’s to 

scrutinize every stitch of clothing Morton hands in for 
laundry,” Patty instructed Katie Beck. “With her 
record for clobber abuse you should be putting her 
over your knee at least once a week.” 

Katie looked dubious. “You know that I have to 
get approval from that be-yotch Cathryn Cassidy. 
She’s tight with Morton; if she suspects me of a 
slippering spree she’ll cut my bumbags to tatters. I’d 
love to help you Patty but right now you’re on your 
own.”  

“Grrrrrrrrr!” growled Patty and put another 
glass of wine on Katie’s bar tab. 

 
Patty lingered outside the door of the study 

shared by Debs and Rosemary. It was frustrating. For 
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the past two weeks she had made it her nightly ritual 
to sneak onto the landing in the hopes of hearing 
them gabbing, goofing, larking or pranking. She had 
come up empty and was beginning to give up hope. 
She looked at her watch. It would be a full ten 
minutes before Claire returned for her next check-up 
on the landing. Patty wrung her hands and prayed to 
her Whops Deity. 

 
Deborah Morton eyes blinked open as Claire 

flashed her torch into the room. As usual Debs had 
turned in early so she would be fresh for her morning 
run. Rosemary had spent most of the evening tapping 
away on her laptop, chatting with her on-line lothario, 
the Silver Fox. 

Debs heard the door shut behind the Dorm 
Raider and closed her eyes again. 

 
“Pssssst, are you awake Debs?” whispered 

Rosemary through the darkness.  
“No,” Debs whispered back. “Go to sleep.” 
“I want to show you something,” hissed 

Rosemary, “you’ll laugh your bumbags off.” 
Debs groaned quietly. She knew Rosemary 

would persist in pestering her. Fortunately they were 
in a safe period, Claire wouldn’t return for at least ten 
minutes so there was no danger of whops. Debs 
swung her legs off the bed and padded barefoot 
across the room. 

“What is it?” she hissed. 
Rosemary opened the laptop and clicked on an 

icon. She scrolled down through her conversation 
with the Silver Fox. 
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He had written … After you sent me those 
pictures of your voluptuous behind I purchased a 
cane through Bernadette Summers Enterprises. I 
hope that you will let me experiment on your 
bumbags when we meet next month. 

“Rosie!” squealed Debs. “You sent him 
pictures? Are you fucking barking?” 

 
Deborah Morton gaped incredulously as the 

door burst open. The last person she expected to see 
was Patty Hodge. 

“Gotcha!” squealed the Deputy Grand Dame 
with delight.  

 
 



 

 

14 

 
A Very Rosie Bottom 

 
 
Deborah Morton placed her pillow over the end 

of the bed and stretched herself out. 
Behind her Patty was barking into her cell-

phone. “Brooks, get your scrawny little arse up to the 
Phase 6 landing, and make it sharpish; I need you to 
beat Morton and Booker.” 

“I’m sorry Ma’am,” replied Claire, “I’ll be there 
as soon as I can. I’m down on the third phase landing 
and I was just about to cane Cassandra Cassidy when 
you called. She’s ready and primed, I think I should 
proceed.” 

Patty grinned. “Oh take your time then 
Brooks,” she cackled. “These two aren’t going 
anywhere.” 

 
Patty used the delay to vent her spleen on 

Deborah. Debs was at distinct disadvantage. Bent 
across the end of the bed with her arse higher than 
her head was hardly a position conducive to putting 
up a show of defiance or contempt. She was forced to 
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bury her face in the duvet and try to shut out the 
spiteful diatribe. 

“This is going to be so much fun,” cackled 
Patty, wringing her hands with glee. 

 
“I’m not going to cane them without cause,” 

said Claire emphatically. “I was on another landing 
executing my duties. I need evidence.” 

Patty grinned and pulled out her cell-phone. 
She showed Claire a time-dated snap of Debs and 
Rosemary standing beside the laptop computer with 
their hands on their heads. The photograph was 
digitally timed several minutes after Claire had 
conducted her check of the study. 

Claire sighed. “With all due respect Ma’am, 
what were you doing here?” 

“I’m preparing another performance review of 
your behaviors,” Patty said imperiously. “I am going 
to challenge your appointment as Captain of the Blue 
House on the grounds of your abysmal performance 
as Dorm Raider. I wanted to be fair on you, so I 
decided that I should monitor your behavior before I 
accused you of dereliction of duty.” 

Claire glared at Patty. Patty just grinned 
wolfishly. 

“I am going to photograph the beatings,” she 
told Claire. “If you try to cut them any slack and pull 
the strokes I’m going to have you flogged. Remember 
Brooks every picture tells a story.” 

 
Deborah Morton gritted her teeth. She heard 

the cane slicing across Rosemary’s tautened jimjams. 
Under different circumstances Debs impending caning 
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could have been cause for celebration. After nearly 
six spectacular years of goofing, gabbing, larking and 
pranking she was about to move into joint second 
place on the All-Time Hall of Shame. However, Patty 
Hodge had managed to sabotage the momentous 
occasion. 

Debs and Rosemary had been forced to remain 
ignominiously bent over their beds for a full ten 
minutes before Claire had arrived. Patty had used the 
time fruitfully to taunt and berate Deborah in a most 
disagreeable manner. To add insult to injury Patty 
had taken several photographs of Deborah’s upturned 
backside on her cell-phone camera. Deborah’s eyes 
burned with humiliation.  

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

Rosemary as the effects of the first stroke imploded 
through her central nervous system. The sensation 
was excruciating, every nerve ending from her nose 
to her toes seemed to be electrified. Rosemary 
Booker was impressed and alarmed at the same time. 

For almost the whole year Rosemary had 
managed to avoid a run-in with Claire Brooks’s cane. 
When Deborah Morton had proclaimed Claire as the 
new whop goddess Rosemary had taken notice. She 
had considerable faith in Deborah’s judgment in such 
matters. 

The second stroke whistled through the air, 
slicing across Rosemary’s curvaceous buttocks with 
the power and accuracy of a heat seeking missile. 
Rosie gasped. With just two down and four still to go 
Rosemary Booker fancied that she was in for quite a 
workout. 
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Patty grinned and took photographs. She hated 

Claire with a passion but she couldn’t help but be 
impressed. Claire swung the cane with an effortless 
grace. The slow backswing was deceptive. Patty 
Hodge who studied such matters knew that the secret 
of delivering a world class whopping was in the finish. 
As Claire completed each stroke she flicked her wrist 
at the last moment accelerating the cane to Mach 
One. The sound of the cane rebounding off 
Rosemary’s jimjams echoed around the room. 

 
Rosemary lay panting across the bed. She felt 

quite giddy. Her first outing with Claire’s cane had 
been memorable. Rosemary Booker guessed that she 
might have been whopped harder but she couldn’t for 
the life her remember when. 

 
 



 

 

15 

 
Nailed 

 
 
Deborah Morton’s body jerked spastically, her 

leg scissored back and she threw her head back and 
let out a silent howl. Patty Hodge took a photograph. 

 
Deborah was in a panic. Patty had completely 

rattled her and thrown her off her game. She was 
desperately trying to focus but Patty’s spiteful taunts 
were still ringing in her ears. Debs Morton was 
completely unprepared for embarking on a world 
class whopping. 

 
Claire glared at Patty. During Rosemary’s 

caning Patty had stayed in the background and taken 
her snaps from afar. Now she was all over Deborah, 
taking a full facial photo of Debs face contorted in 
anguish. 

“Is this really necessary,” snapped Claire. 
Patty scowled. “One more word out of you 

young lady and I shall be beating you for insolence,” 
she said nastily. 

Claire curled her lip contemptuously. 
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Debs head shook from side to side. Her tear 
ducts exploded. Her mouth was dry and she was 
struggling for breath. After only two strokes Debs 
Morton, a whop hardened veteran of over two 
hundred and fifty canings knew that she was being 
totally nailed. 

 
Claire felt wretched. There was no question 

that Rosemary and Deborah needed to be caned but 
Patty had turned the punishment into a grotesque 
pantomime. 

Claire Brooks had the highest regard for Debs. 
During the past twelve months Claire had caned Debs 
more than any other member of the community. They 
had a mutually healthy respect for each other. When 
they had analyzed the canings together Deborah had 
given Claire the highest accolade, telling her that she 
was an even hotter whopper than all-time greats such 
as Melanie White, the Butcher Twins and Cathryn 
Cassidy. Claire had enthusiastically praised Deborah 
for her ability to put it up and keep it up.  

Claire sensed that Debs was not her usual self 
and was certain that Patty had somehow unnerved 
her. Patty’s gloating grin and obvious glee at 
Deborah’s distress was sickening to the prefect. 
Nonetheless she was duty bound to deliver the 
thrashing in a professional manner. Claire Brooks took 
a tight grip on the cane. 

 
Debs threw her head back; her eyes squeezed 

shut and her mouth open. The pain was unbelievable. 
She opened her eyes to be confronted with the sight 
of Patty kneeling down, snapping away with her 
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camera and grinning like a Cheshire cat. Debs sunk 
her head back into the duvet. For the first time in 
years she felt tears running down her cheeks. 

 
“She’s really in her groove,” Deborah had 

reported after her fifth outing with Claire’s cane. Her 
chums had inspected her backside and were 
impressed. The stripes had landed a hairs-breadth 
apart, right on the sweet spot. She had closed 
perfectly with a five-bar gate. That evening, on a poll 
on the GalGab web-site, Claire Brooks had been voted 
as the Hottest Elite Caner in History. 

 
Debs gripped the duvet with white-knuckle 

desperation. She still had three hot ones to go and 
she was a mess. There was absolutely no possibility 
of getting into the zone. She knew she was going to 
experience the full majesty of every stroke. The cane 
slashed across her jimjams sending her into a 
paroxysm of spastic jerks and squirms. 

 
Patty Hodge was salivating. Catching 

Deborah’s anguished reactions on camera was an 
unexpected bonus. She used the motor-wind feature 
of her camera to snap pic after pic of Deborah’s tear-
stained face.  

 
Debs braced herself. She buried her head 

between her arms and pressed her face into the 
softness of the duvet. Her eyes burned and her face 
was wet with tears. She could sense Claire behind her 
setting up for the closer.  
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Claire glared at Patty. The Deputy Grand Dame 
was kneeling down with her camera primed and ready 
to capture Deborah’s reaction to the closer. 

Deborah’s jimjam covered behind was still 
twitching from the penultimate delivery. Claire waited 
until Debs had finally collected herself and settled 
back into position. She raised the cane and brought 
her arm down swiping. 

 
Deborah dug deep into her resolve and slowly 

unclenched her twitching buttocks. Bravely she thrust 
her hips out slightly to give Claire her best shot. She 
heard the unmistakable whistle of the ashplant 
cutting through the air and squeezed her eyes tightly 
shut. 

 
“Gotcha,” Patty sneered into Debs face and 

snapped a photograph.  
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

16 

 
Baby, You Were Born to Cane 

 
 
Deborah spent a miserable night tossing and 

turning. It wasn’t just the ferocious throbbing in her 
rear end that kept her awake. Debs had spent more 
nights than she cared to remember with stripes 
pulsating beneath her jimjams. However, the notion 
that Patty now had a collection of photographs that 
she would doubtless show around the saloon bar of 
the Bunch of Grapes was extremely disturbing and 
completely humiliating.   

She had finally risen early and had thrown on a 
pair of shorts and a tee-shirt and set off for her 
morning run. She had already completed two laps by 
the time Jane Lummell arrived. 

“You’re early,” commented Jane. 
“Claire gave me six last night,” Debs said 

ruefully, “I’m trying to run them off.” 
Jane Lummell smiled sympathetically. “Any 

luck?” 
Debs shook her head. “She really nailed me.” 

she reported. “They’re still sizzling.”  
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Deborah and her coach began to trot around 
the field side-by-side. Deborah gave Jane a whop-by-
whop account of her latest misfortune. Jane Lummell 
was a card-carrying member of the Liberal Left of the 
Brass. She was considered strict but fair. She would 
never have dreamed of resorting to Patty’s cruel 
tactics. 

“Patty’s such a be-yotch,” sympathized 
Deborah’s tennis coach. “If you like I can talk to the 
Grand Master and see if he can retrieve the photos.” 

“Patty’s smart,” groaned Debs. “She’ll have 
downloaded them and secreted them somewhere.” 

“It’s still worth a try,” insisted Jane. “Now why 
don’t you try and behave yourself today and stay out 
of trouble.” 

“Believe you me Ma’am the shape my bums in 
I’ll be giving trouble a very wide berth,” agreed 
Deborah. 

 
Deborah Morton inspected her bum in the 

mirror. The stripes were still prominent and tender to 
the touch. Rosemary came out of the shower. 

“I don’t know about you but I’m still sizzling,” 
she groaned.  

“Thank you for comforting me last night,” said 
Debs. “I’m sorry I made a muff of myself with all that 
moaning and groaning.” 

“Deborah Morton!” said Rosemary 
emphatically, “you did not make a muff of yourself! 
You were operating under extreme duress.” 

Deborah, Rosemary and Cassie Cassy 
congregated in Claire’s study to have their canings 
post-processed.  
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“I’m so sorry it went down like that,” Claire 
told Debs.  

“There was absolutely nothing that you could 
do,” Debs reassured her. “She had us bang to rights 
on candid camera. We needed to be beaten. You 
were just doing your job, but, baby, you were born to 
cane.” 

Claire Brooks blushed. 
 
By the time Debs entered the cafeteria for 

brekker the news that she had moved up to level 
pegging with Lady Victoria Brompton as joint number 
two on the All-Time Hall of Shame was all over the 
unit. 

Lady Vix was the first to congratulate her. “I’m 
kinda jealous,” she told Debs, “but what the fawk. 
You’ve goofed, gabbed, larked and pranked hard 
enough so you deserve it. Congratulations, sister. 
With three weeks left you’re bound to overtake me.” 

Debs hugged Vix. “Well, it won’t be today,” she 
told her chum, “and you can take that to the bank.” 

 
Behaving herself and staying out of trouble had 

never been Deborah’s long suit. As long as she could 
remember she had constantly had problems with the 
authorities.  

At her prep school, despite being top of her 
class she frustrated her teachers with her constant 
interruptions, and spent many hours banished to 
stand in the corner of the classroom. 

When she transferred to the ultra-strict 
Queensgate Academy her behavior was so deplorable 
that she established the national record as the most 
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caned schoolgirl since records were first established in 
the mid-eighteenth century. 

On the professional tennis circuit she had 
gained a reputation for courteous and sporting 
behavior on the court. Nonetheless, her life in the 
fast-lane off the court had caused her to be brought 
before numerous association tribunals and she had 
suffered several suspensions and fines. 

Finally, at the Woody Back to School unit she 
had embraced the life of mega-minxdom and had 
made little or no effort to either behave herself to try 
to stay out of trouble. 

Nonetheless, as she filled her satchel with the 
books for the day Debs Morton promised herself that 
she would do just that, even it was only for the 
immediate future. 
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A Fiasco 

 
 
Debs scowled. Madame Diderot was thrusting 

a yellow card into her face. 
“Yes, Madame, sorry Madame,” she muttered 

when the French Dame scolded her. 
In truth Debs knew that she was very lucky 

that she hadn’t been yanked out of her seat by her tie 
and dragged over her desk for six of the best. 

As efforts to behave herself went Debs had not 
made a particularly good start to the day. She had 
been in the language laboratory barely fifteen 
minutes before she received an official verbal warning 
for speaking out of turn. Her next interruption had 
bordered on the ribald and as soon as she opened her 
mouth she knew that she was potentially going over 
her desk. However, fortunately Madame Diderot did 
not quite catch the semi-vulgar subtlety of her 
comment and elected to use her yellow card instead. 
Debs spent the remainder of the lecture in stony-
faced determined silence. 
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“I thought that you were going to behave 
yourself?” laughed Rosemary when they sat down for 
lunch. 

Deborah groaned. “I’m trying, believe you me 
I’m trying,” she told her chum. “I hear myself saying 
these things and I can’t believe they’re coming out of 
my mouth.” 

The morning had been a total fiasco. During 
each of the first three lectures of the day Deborah 
had been shown yellow cards and had only escaped 
being caned by the skin of her threadbare bumbags. 

She had proceeded from the lecture rooms to 
the kitchen to assist in the preparation of lunch. After 
making another unnecessarily lewd quip she had been 
absolutely certain that Dotty Hammell was going to 
put her over her knee and spank her with the wooden 
spatula. Debs had been greatly relieved when Dotty 
inexplicably let her off with a terse warning. 

 
Deborah fared better in the afternoon session. 

Her first lecture was with the Wart. In recent weeks 
Debs had forced herself to be on her best behavior 
during geography lectures. She took the Wart’s threat 
of ‘feeding her to Patty’ seriously. Debs somehow 
managed to harness her compulsive impulsive 
behavior disorder to avoid the dreaded return to the 
Deputy Grand Dame’s study. 

The geography lecture was followed by an 
hour and a half in the Science laboratory under the 
supervision of Ms MacAllister. Phyllis MacAllister was 
considered the strictest Dame at the facility. Even the 
most notorious mega-minxes tended to behave 
themselves. The Science Dame had set them to work 
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on a paper on nucleic acid structure. Debs was a 
studious cove by nature and had quietly settled in 
and not allowed herself to get distracted. 

 
It was Ms Stephanie Powell who finally showed 

her a red card. The English Dame had turned around 
just in time to catch Deborah with a pea-shooter 
pressed to her lips, blasting a dried pea in the 
direction of Nixdown. 

In fairness to Debs it was a retaliatory action. 
Throughout the lecture paper-pellets and peas had 
been flying around the room when the Dame’s back 
was turned. Deborah had suffered several direct hits. 
This was not a situation that a self-respecting mega-
minx could suffer long. Debs Morton reached into her 
satchel and rummaged through her arsenal. 

 
Deborah bent across the desk in the ante-room 

of Katie Beck’s study with her skirt turned back and 
her bumbags around her ankles. 

“I hear you got nailed last night,” Katie 
gloated. She took her finger and thumb and pinched 
Debs bum in the center of the sweet spot. Deborah 
hissed with consternation. Without thinking Debs 
kicked back and caught Katie squarely on the shin 
with the heel of her shoe. 

Katie leapt backwards. “You fucking be-yotch,” 
she squealed. Debs pushed herself up from the desk 
and turned around. She stared at Katie.  

“Do you want to make something of it?” she 
growled. 

Katie Beck stood several inches taller than 
Deborah. She considered grabbing Debs and putting 
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her over her knee. Debs continued to look straight 
into Katie’s eyes. Katie Beck decided that trying to flip 
the athletic inmate over her knee may prove fraught 
with problems. Debs calmly reached down and pulled 
up her bumbags. 

Katie Beck pouted sulkily. “I hope he takes the 
skin off your arse,” she said petulantly and rubbed 
her shin some more. 
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Not Good at All 

 
 
Debs watched gloomily as the Grand Master 

uncurled the long strap and laid it out on the desk. 
Mr Humphries was generously sharing the 

provenance of Reform School Straps with Deborah. 
He assured her that the strap was an exact replica of 
those used until quite recently in women’s 
reformatories all across the southern United States. 

He advised her that there were a number of 
biographies of southern bad gals that described the 
Sunday ritual of being manacled down across the 
flogging horse in the reformatory chapel to be beaten 
for their sins. He offered to send her an email 
containing suggested reading on the subject. 

In general Deborah was keen on history. At the 
age of fourteen she had published a well-received 
fictional memoir of Mary Queen of Scots entitled 
‘Waiting to be beheaded’. Under other circumstances 
she might have been quite interested in the history of 
the Reform School Strap but the current focus of her 
attention was the considerable damage it was 
imminently scheduled to cause to her rump. 
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The news that she was to beaten with the 
Reform School Strap did not exactly thrill Debs. 
Deborah Morton knew that every instrument had a 
different feel and effect. She had been beaten with 
canes, slippers, straps, paddles, tawses, violin bows, 
hair brushes and a variety of kitchen utensils. She had 
also been beaten with the Reform School Strap and 
was aware of its unique characteristics. 

 
“Why don’t you remove your blazer and loosen 

your tie and then make yourself comfortable,” the 
Grand Master said affably. 

In some walks of life the concept that bending 
oneself across a desk with your bum in the air could 
possibly be considered comfortable might be quite 
alien. But Debs was grateful for the opportunity to 
loosen her tie and the cuffs of her blouse. She knew 
that it was best to be as unrestricted as possible 
during one of these missions. 

 
“Are you ready?” asked Mr Humphries. 
“Yes sir,” grunted Debs. “Go ahead.” 
 
Truth be known Debs was not in the least bit 

ready. She had had several earlier encounters with 
the strap and it was not the type of duty that one 
could ever be fully prepared for. 

The first barrage was over with bewildering 
speed. Some tools are designed for long, slow 
penetration; others such as the Reform School Strap 
are best delivered in a blitz attack. 

The first six whacks knocked the breath out of 
Debs and made her feel dizzy. She was glad that she 
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was supported by the heavy desk otherwise she 
might have been knocked clear across the room. 

The blade of the strap was four inches wide 
and a single blow covered the majority of the sweet 
spot across the central buttock region. The design of 
the robust handle and the quality of the saddle 
leather gave it considerable heft. 

Deborah lay panting across the desk. The strap 
had the most alarming effect. She felt as if her 
backside was literally swelling up. She wondered 
whether she would be able to get her bumbags back 
over her buttocks. 

 
“Are you ready?” the Grand Master asked. 
“Yes, Sir,” grunted Debs bravely. “Let’s get it 

over with.” 
 
The second barrage was over as quickly as the 

first. Six hefty slaps clean across the crown of her 
bum turning the flesh the color of a Malibu sunset.  

“Sheesh,” groaned Debs. She took her time 
before pushing her torso up from the desktop and 
returning herself to the vertical. She reached under 
the skirt of her gymslip and very gingerly straightened 
her bumbags. The gossamer material chafed against 
the swollen flesh. She felt as if her buttocks had 
doubled in size. She wondered whether the seam of 
her bumbags would take the strain. 

 
Deborah gratefully accepted the Grand 

Master’s offer of a glass of icy champagne. She 
politely declined his offer of a seat. 

“So how was it?” Mr Humphries asked. 
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Deborah’s eyebrows nearly hit the ceiling. 
“How was it,” she spluttered incredulously. “With all 
due respect, Sir, I have to say that from my 
perspective it was not good, not good at all.” 
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A Gals Night Out 

 
 
Nixdown Nixon was feeling at her most 

lascivious. During the past forty-eight hours the 
recent spate of whops had been the hot topic. The 
inmates of the facility liked to dissect and analyze 
every beating in minute detail. This type of 
conversation always made Nixdown’s juices flow. 

 
When Jojo returned to the study she shared 

with Nix she noticed a gymslip and fresh white blouse 
on her chum’s bed. Nixdown came out of the shower 
wearing a turban and sarong made out of white 
towels. 

“You going out to play?” asked Jojo. 
Nixdown grinned. “Penny Ann’s been off-

campus at the university for the past few days. Suzy 
and I are giving her a welcome home party.” 

Jojo just chuckled. 
 
Nixdown pushed open the door of the tack-

room. Earlier she had come down to the stables and 
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set out candles and an ice bucket with two bottles of 
vintage Dom Perignon.  

Penelope Ann Evans and Ms Suzy Scott were 
waiting for her. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon was a clothes-horse. Prior to 

her incarceration she had featured regularly in gossip 
magazines and was considered a fashion icon. At 
Woodys she had seen no reason to drop her 
standards and spent considerable amounts of quids in 
having her clobber customized by her personal tailor.  

The gymslip she had selected was form-fitting 
over her upper torso with a flared skirt that was so 
short it barely covered her bumbags. Nixdown spent 
fortunes on research for the fabrics of her blouses 
and had recently found a material that was soft and 
sensual against her skin and still looked crisp on the 
outside. She had her collars cut slightly longer than 
the conventional blouses available at high-street 
haberdasheries. She favored silk ties that she had 
made on Saville Row. 

She wore her blonde hair loose on her 
shoulders and only a hint of make-up. 

 
Penny Ann was dressed in a black hacking 

jacket over a snow-white show shirt and stock tie. 
She wore skin-tight jodhpurs and knee-length 
dressage boots. She had pinned her hair up under a 
black top-hat with a four and a quarter inch crown. 
She was wearing black leather gloves. Nixdown 
thought that her statuesque lover looked magnificent. 
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Ms Suzy Scott liked nothing better than to 
dress up in Woody clobber. Nixdown had taken the 
Music Dame to her tailor and had her fitted out with 
an extensive wardrobe. However, Suzy knew that 
Nixdown loved to see her honed arms and tattoo’s so 
she had elected to wear a gymslip without a blouse 
below it and a striped tie knotted loosely around her 
neck. 

 
Penny Ann had lit the candles and uncorked 

one of the bottles of champagne. On a shelf a riding 
crop, cane and a two-tailed tawse had been laid out. 
Suzy went across and poured three glasses of bubbly 
and distributed them. 

“Welcome back, Pen,” toasted Nix and Suzy. 
Penny Ann smiled prettily. 

 
Nixdown loved the smell of the tack-room. She 

found the mixture of aromas of leather and saddle 
soap to be highly exotic. She could think of no better 
venue for a gal’s night out. 

 
Penelope Ann Evans lowered Nixdown over her 

knees and maneuvered her into full drape. She was 
seated on a tack trunk. She turned back Nix’s mini-
skirt and slowly rolled down her bumbags. With Nix 
properly positioned and primed Penny Ann raised her 
arm and brought her leather-gloved hand down with 
a smack. 

 
Nicola Jane wriggled in Penny’s lap 

appreciatively. She loved the feeling of the soft 
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leather glove against her flesh even if it did contain a 
strong right hand. She sighed with pleasure. 

Nixdown hopped to her feet giggling. “More 
champagne,” she demanded gaily and kissed Penny 
on the lips. 

While Suzy poured more drinks Nixdown 
played with the toys on the shelf, swishing them 
through the air playfully. She handed Penny the riding 
crop. “Let’s start with this,” she grinned. 

 



 

 

20 

 
Miss Suzy 

 
 
Suzy Scott sipped her champagne and watched 

Penny Ann thrashing Nix with the riding crop. She felt 
the usual rush of exhilaration that she experienced 
when she was invited to participate in Nixdown and 
Penny’s private world. 

She wriggled in excitement on the bale of hay 
she was seated upon; Penny was laying it on thick 
but she knew that Nixdown didn’t want it any other 
way. Suzy sipped her drink and hoped it would be her 
turn next. 

 
Suzy had always been attracted to the wild 

side of life. At school she had hung out with the bad 
boys. She had been fascinated when they got caned 
in the classroom and would pester them for details. 
She learned to kick-box and was the only girl allowed 
to participate in the nightly street fights in her tough 
urban neighborhood. 

One day after one of her bad boys had 
received a particularly ferocious thrashing she had 
been so excited that she had enticed him back behind 
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the bicycle shed. They were caught in a 
compromising situation and after considerable fuss 
she became the first girl in the schools history to be 
sentenced to be caned. Much to Suzy’s chagrin she 
was going to be caned across the palms of her hands. 
Fortunately Suzy was the school table tennis 
champion and was scheduled to play in a critical 
match that evening. She persuaded the Headmistress 
that it would be to everybody’s benefit if she was 
caned on the bottom. It was a life-changing 
experience. 

Suzy hankered for some spanking action but 
her paramours seemed reticent over putting a 
competitive kick boxer over their knees.  

 
The Snobs and Rotters tribunal had been a 

mystical revelation and she was determined to find a 
way to join the Woody community. She figured it 
wouldn’t be hard for a punk-singing, kick-boxing, 
illegal gambler to wrack up three anti-Ladetting 
charges but she feared that it might take some time. 
She decided to take an outside chance and make an 
unsolicited application to Mr Humphries to replace the 
disgraced Ms Whitton as the units Music Dame. 

Despite her lack of formal qualification she had 
a trump card up her sleeve. She had procured a cane 
and embarked upon an intense training campaign. 
The results had been awesome. She had an uncanny 
knack to land stroke after stroke unerringly one on 
top of the other. Mr Humphries had been duly 
impressed and had agreed to hire her in the position 
of interim Music Dame. 
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On Suzy Scott’s first day at Woodys she had 
been obliged to bend Debs Morton over a piano stool 
and beat her with a violin bow. Earlier, due to Suzy’s 
diminutive stature and the fact that she was wearing 
an over-sized jacket Deborah had confidently 
predicted that the new Dame looked incapable of 
whopping her way out of a wet-paper bag. 

The beating would earn Suzy a place in Woody 
lore. When she removed her jacket the inmates in the 
audience were startled to behold the obvious 
muscularity of her arms. She proceeded to beat 
Deborah with consummate precision. Later when a 
shaken Debs was giving her chums access to inspect 
her arse Suzy’s technique became known amongst 
the Woody wags as the ‘Perfect Weal’. 

 
Nixdown had been fascinated, but had no 

intention of being bent over a piano stool at the front 
of the music room. She invited Ms Scott to join her 
and Penny Ann at one of their trysts in the stable 
complex.   

At first Suzy had been reticent but Mr 
Humphries had sanctioned her attendance at the 
proposed rendezvous. “What you guys do with your 
bumbags is not my business,” he told her. 

 
Life at Woodys was good for Suzy. She was 

young and vivacious and immensely popular with the 
inmates. The Liberal Left of the Brass had embraced 
her. Suzy hadn’t been particularly effective as a Music 
Dame but she had worked tirelessly as Jojo’s assistant 
producer on the West Side Story production and 
gained the respect of the cast and crew. It had been 
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Dotty Hammell, the darling of the Left, that had 
suggested to the Grand Master that he should 
promote Suzy to the position of Chief of Operations. 

 
Suzy felt an adrenalin rush. Penny Ann was 

pointing the cane at her. “You’re next Miss Suzy,” she 
said. 

Suzy Scott slipped off the bale of hay and 
approached the tack trunk. 

 



 

 

21 

 
Whippersnapper 

 
 
Suzy politely bade Penny Ann and Nixdown 

goodnight and cut into the night. Her backside was 
totally frazzled but she felt electrified with a 
champagne and adrenalin high. She had caned and 
been caned. She had tawsed and been tawsed, and 
she had been at both ends of the riding crop. She 
would sleep well she told herself. 

 
Patty Hodge glared out of the darkened 

window of her apartment. Suzy Scott was cutting 
across the quadrangle in the direction of the Brass 
Quarters. Patty squinted; Suzy appeared to be half 
dressed, wearing just a gymslip and tie, with no 
blouse. There was no question in Patty’s mind where 
Suzy was coming from. She had been at a rendezvous 
with the degenerate Nixon. 

Patty gnashed her teeth and wrung her hands. 
She had not had a good day. Early in the morning she 
had been summonsed to the Grand Master’s office to 
discuss her behaviors in Deborah and Rosemary’s 
study the previous night. 
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Patty was as wily as a fox and had predicted 
that their may be some fall-out over her photographic 
junket so she had come prepared for the meeting. 

“These are the photographs, Grand Master,” 
she told Mr Humphries. “I was performing a 
legitimate review of Brooks’s performance and I 
wanted evidence that she wasn’t pulling the strokes 
or cutting her chums any slack. I have to admit that 
she did a bang-up job so I made hard copies for the 
file and deleted them from my camera.” 

“I would be extremely disappointed if I was to 
discover that these pictures had fallen into any third 
party hands,” said the Grand Master coldly. 

“Oh no, sir,” said Patty hurriedly. “That would 
be unprofessional and unethical.” 

 
“Where are the photographs?” demanded Suzy 

Scott. 
Patty gaped at Suzy. “What did you say you 

stupid little whippersnapper?” 
Suzy crooked her head back and stared evenly 

at Patty. “I asked where the photographs were.” 
“Who on earth do you think you’re talking too, 

young lady? I’m the Deputy Grand Dame of the unit.” 
“And I’m the Chief of Operations,” snapped 

back Suzy. “The Grand Master asked me to 
investigate.” 

Patty looked like she might explode or faint. 
“Investigate?” she spluttered. “I placed hard copies 
on the Whop Report and deleted the files from my 
telephone. I have already informed the Grand Master; 
now get out of my way. I have Senior Brass business 
to attend to.” 
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Patty tried to push passed Suzy but despite her 
twelve-inch height advantage the new Chief of 
Operations stood her ground. 

“Why don’t you come by my quarters after 
lectures are over?” she said coolly. “We can discuss 
this further.” 

Patty glared at Suzy and pushed her out of the 
way. 

 
Patty watched Suzy tap in her entry code-

number to the keypad on the front-door. She 
considered going and confronting her but thought 
better of it. She swallowed down a gin and tonic and 
poured herself another. 

It stuck in her craw that Suzy was getting 
some Nixdown action. During the Lawton years Nix’s 
penchant for pain and pleasure had been a badly kept 
secret. Patty had inside intelligence from her snitches 
amongst the SS that Nix was bedding down with 
senior members of the Elite. She had mounted many 
campaigns to catch Nix in the act but had always 
come up empty. 

 
Patty had once approached Nixdown about the 

potential for establishing an agreement for some 
mutually beneficial private thrashings. To Patty’s 
dismay Nixdown had belligerently hacked her in the 
shins. Nicola Jane had been publicly flogged of 
course, but Patty had been loathe to broach the 
subject ever since.  

Patty slumped on her bed. It gave her a 
headache to think that some little parvenu 
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whippersnapper was scoring gratuitous whops and 
she was totally out of the loop. 

Nixdown and Penny Ann lay on a make-shift 
bed of straw wrapped up in each others arms. They 
felt warm, safe and secure. Earlier in the evening Nix 
had stopped by the Grand Masters study to request 
permission for them to sleep-over in the stables and 
Mr Humphries had given his approval. He was a great 
fan of Nicola Jane and Penelope Ann and as long as 
they were safely ensconced within the walled confines 
of the community he had no objection. 

“Keep your cell-phones on,” he smiled, “and I’ll 
inform Claire that you are excused lockdown,” he told 
Nixdown. He winked at the two lovers, “Enjoy.” 

 
 



 

 

22 

 
Bend Over, Miss Botts 

 
 
On Saturday afternoon the inmates of the 

Woody Back to School unit gave their first full 
rehearsal of their ambitious West Side Story 
production.  

 
Jojo and Suzy Scott sat side-by-side holding 

hands. As the curtain rose and Cathryn Cassidy led 
her black-suited, finger-clicking Jets into the spotlight. 
By the time Bernadette and her brightly dressed punk 
Sharks had finished the number the producers were 
letting out a huge sigh of relief. 

“It’s gonna be great,” breathed Suzy and 
reached over and hugged Jojo. 

 
The atmosphere in the Great Hall was electric. 

The success of the rehearsal had buoyed the spirits of 
the guests at the Saturday night feast. As usual 
Cassie Cassy had excelled herself and had provided a 
sumptuous array of delicacies for the usual suspects 
to chow down on. 
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As an appetizer she had served a pumpkin and 
dill seed soup served with celery garlic toast. She had 
followed up with an entrée of tagine chicken served 
with couscous, and topped it all off with honeyed 
noodles in vanilla ice cream. 

The guests had washed the food down with 
bottles of icy 1996 Jacquesson et Fils Avize Grand Cru 
Extra Brut and by the time it came for the gratuitous 
spankings to begin they were all quite squiffy. 

As usual when they arrived at the feast the 
guests had been handed the playing cards that would 
dictate who would participate in the after-dinner 
entertainment. 

 
Miss Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield had 

driven up from the Smoke in Spanky’s flame red 
Ferrari 360 Spider F1. The two women had now 
become fixtures at the unit during the weekends. 
Ostensibly they were IT consultants who helped 
Nicola Jane maintain the server. However, in reality 
Spanky and Christy paid considerable amounts of 
wedge to indulge their fantasies and participate in the 
Woody experience. 

Spanky’s philanthropic donations to the Woody 
trust fund guaranteed that on most Saturday 
evenings she featured in the entertainments. 

   
Spanky Botts was a natural born entertainer. 

She had first discovered her love of exhibitionism bent 
over the balustrade of the Venetian Palazzo she had 
shared with the renowned artist, the late William 
Graham. At first tourists on the Grand Canal had been 
shocked to see Spanky bent over the balcony having 
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her backside caned. However, she soon became a 
celebrity and was featured in several alternative 
guides to the city. 

 
Spanky beamed as she turned over her first 

card and exposed an ace of hearts. She beamed even 
more broadly when the cards dictated that she would 
be caned by Cat Cassidy. 

 
Spanky and Cat were a stark contrasts in 

styles. Spanky Botts aligned herself with the Nixdown 
School of Clobber. She used the same tailor to 
customize her outfits and wore them like a dandy. 

Cat on the other hand favored the loose tie 
and shockingly revealing gymslip look. As she strode 
onto the stage she wore her trademark straw boater 
at a jaunty angle and held her ever-present cigarette 
in her right hand. 

 
“Remove your blazer and bend over the chair, 

Miss Botts,” instructed Cathryn.  
Spanky grinned and shrugged off her blazer. 
Cat stubbed out her cigarette and peeled off 

her own blazer. She picked up the short cane and 
flexed it. 

Although the cane was shorter and slimmer 
than the deadly senior or super-canes everybody who 
had ever felt it could testify that it still packed plenty 
of zip. 

 
Spanky folded herself over the back of the 

chair and settled in. She thrust her hips out so that 
Cat could turn back the hem of her gymslip and roll 
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her bumbags down to behind her knees. Once her 
apparel had been adjusted Spanky Botts put her head 
well down and her bum well up. 

Cathryn Cassidy stepped in close and tapped 
the cane down three times to get her measure then 
raised her arm in the air. 

 
 



 

 

23 

 
Five-Bar Gates 

 
 
Cat whipped the cane through the air, slicing it 

across the sweet spot of Spanky’s naked derriere. It 
was an awesome strike. 

 
Spanky Botts felt a surge of exhilaration as the 

cane scorched across her arse. She had paid big 
bucks for the privilege of being caned by Cathryn 
Cassidy and was determined to enjoy herself.  

 
Cat Cassidy and Spanky Botts were tight. The 

rooms that Spanky had rented in the Old Gals 
quarters adjoined Cathryn’s and when the Woodettes 
were in residence they generally ended up kicking 
back and gabbing in Cat’s apartment late into the 
night. 

Cat was amused by Spanky’s constant desire to 
satisfy her inner id and occasionally allowed herself to 
be cajoled into putting her deranged chum over her 
knee.  
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“Here’s the rent cheque,” Spanky told Mr 
Humphries. “And here’s a donation to the trust fund. I 
want Cat to cane me. She sometimes spanks me but 
if I mention her giving me a thrashing she just 
laughs. It’s very frustrating.” 

 
The guests at the feast were impressed. The 

nonchalant manner with which Cat swung the cane 
was deceptive. During the period that she had served 
as a member of the Elite Cathryn had earned a 
reputation as an artiste with the ashplant. Despite her 
role as the leader of the resistance in the struggle 
against Yvonne Godfrey’s brutal SS Cat had 
discharged her duties diligently. Her integrity was 
never questioned and gals finding themselves 
touching their toes in front of the fireplace in the 
library waiting to be caned by Cathryn knew that they 
deserved to be thrashed.  

 
After nearly two decades of attending the 

school of hard whops Cat Cassidy understood the 
intricacies of delivering a world class caning.  

 
Spanky Botts liked nothing better than to be 

center stage with her skirt turned back and her 
bumbags rolled down. The cane sizzled across her 
behind in a most delightful manner. She felt giddy 
with euphoria.  

 
Cat stepped in close and scorched the cane 

through the air. She was in no doubt that Spanky had 
paid handsomely for the privilege and out of respect 
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she was determined to deliver a world class 
whopping. 

The cane was slicing and dicing Spanky’s bum 
with calculated precision. The first five stripes were 
etched across the narrow sweet spot with no overlaps 
or wraparounds. The guests watched with expert 
eyes as Cathryn shifted position slightly and set 
herself up to deliver the closer. 

 
The five-bar-gate was entrenched in Woody 

lore. The first known use of the term dates back to a 
diary entry in Ms Susan Lawton’s schoolgirl journal … 
“Thrasher Hodge was on form this afternoon. She 
delivered the last stroke diagonally across my existing 
stripes. I have to take my hat off to her it was the 
perfect caning. My bottom looks like a five-bar-gate.” 

Unfortunately for hundreds of subsequent 
backsides not only had Ms Lawton embraced the 
technique as her trademark and signature she had 
also trained her troops on the practice range in the 
gymnasium. Deliveries of five-bar-gates had become 
a Woody tradition. 

 
Cat Cassidy swiped the cane down with 

consummate precision. The shaft of the whippy stick 
perfectly dissected the five strikes on Miss Botts 
behind. Spanky’s back arched and her head reared up 
as the heat surged through her central nervous 
system.  

 
Slowly the guests rose to their feet, clapping 

their hands and then raising their glasses. There was 
no doubt that they had just witnessed a world class 
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whopping and in Woodyworld that was something to 
celebrate.  

 “Oh … my … god!” panted Spanky. “Cat, you 
are the best!” 

For the first time in anybodies recollection 
Cathryn Cassidy blushed. 
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Pay-Back Sucks 

 
 
The after dinner entertainment continued in 

earnest with Claire Brooks’s feline form stretched out 
across Melanie White’s lap with her skirt turned back. 
Melons was armed with a wood backed hairbrush.  

Claire viewed her trip across Melanie’s knee 
with some trepidation. On the previous Saturday the 
roles had been reversed and Claire had given Melons 
a healthy workout with a two-tailed tawse. Claire 
rather fancied Melanie White might be in the market 
for pay-back. 

 
Melons was not a vindictive gal by nature but 

she was of the opinion that the tawsing she had 
received from Claire at the last feast had been a little 
riper than necessary. She pulled Claire tightly into the 
crease of her lap and brought the hairbrush down 
with a hearty crack.  

Claire Brooks counted herself amongst the 
world’s leading connoisseurs of the effects of wood-
backed hairbrushes on upturned backsides. For the 
past twenty years her mother, the noted pro-spanking 
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campaigner, had been putting Claire over her knees 
and walloping her daughter with the heirloom family 
brush. At Woodys Claire had augmented her database 
of knowledge dangling over the laps of numerous 
Red-shirts.  

After several spanks of the wood-backed brush 
Claire had already concluded that Melanie White was 
proving to be rather a dab hand. 

 
The guest-list at the Saturday night feasts 

included the most whop-hardened members of the 
community. Although the spankings were delivered in 
an atmosphere of convivial bonhomie the guests took 
the business of spanking very seriously.  

 
The audience watched with rapt attention. 

Melanie and Claire were certainly taking the spanking 
seriously. Melons had a look of acute concentration 
on her face as she cracked the brush downwards. 
Claire Brooks was showing increasing signs of 
agitation as the spanking progressed. Her ankles 
began to twitch and her fingers splayed out as the 
heat in her backside escalated. 

 
Melanie and Claire were tight. When Melons 

and Cat Cassidy were first recruiting mega-minxes to 
the cause Claire had caught their attention. Even as a 
Little Brat her flair for ribald comic humor was 
legendary and the numerous spankings she received 
were regular topics on the gossvine.  

Claire viewed being spanked as a minor 
inconvenience.  By the time she had been dispatched 
to boarding school Claire Brooks was already 
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thoroughly whop-hardened. Hardly a week had gone 
by since she was eight years old when she hadn’t 
taken a trip over Ma’s knee to be spanked with the 
family hairbrush. At Dayton Manor it soon became 
clear that impositions and detentions were not a 
deterrent to Claire’s habit of opening her mouth 
before engaging her brain. 

Frustrated by the quantity of lost house marks 
Claire’s errant behavior was costing her the Head 
Prefect had suggested they try a swishing. Seemingly 
the three strokes she received did not prove much of 
a deterrent either as according to the school records 
she was caned on over fifty occasions before she was 
finally expelled. 

On the second day of Phase Two of her 
incarceration Claire Brooks became reacquainted with 
the cane. She was shown a red card by the normally 
affable Stephanie Powell and sent up to Ms Lawton’s 
study for a six stroke bare bender. 

Once she had emerged from the twilight zone 
of bratdom Claire took little persuading to join the 
subterranean cult and quickly made a name for 
herself as one of the greatest mega-minxes in the 
unit’s history.  

It was a glorious time for minxing and Claire 
slugged it out with Cat, Melons, April Turner and Lady 
Vix for the privilege of holding the rank of Big BUTT. 
It was a source of great amusement to her chums 
when the slender Claire held the title. 

During her period in the Elite Melanie White 
had served as the Dorm Raider. She was obliged to 
beat Claire on three occasions for gabbing after 
lockdown. Even the whop-hardened Claire had been 
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alarmed and impressed by Melon’s considerable 
talents with the cane. 

When, at the previous weeks feast, Claire had 
drawn Melanie as a partner she had been unable to 
resist the temptation to take the skin off Melanie’s 
arse with the lethal tawse. 

 
Melanie and Claire were tight. Claire had often 

regaled her chum with stories of the frequent 
spankings she received during furloughs. She was 
particularly articulate when describing Ma’s habit of 
completing the spankings with an art-form known as 
zinging. 

 
“Heyyyyyyy!!!” howled Claire as she felt 

Melon’s suddenly lean down and push down on the 
back of her neck. Claire’s nose nearly hit the floor and 
her backside jolted upwards sharply. Melanie White 
whapped the hairbrush downwards, landing it three 
times, one on top of the other on Claire’s right 
buttock in a blitz attack.  

“Awwww maaaaaaaaaan!” groaned Claire as 
she staggered to her feet. “Pay-back sucks!” 
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The Gift 

 
 
Bernadette Summers was grumpy and her rear 

end was giving her considerable gyp. After the dress 
rehearsal she had changed hurriedly back into clobber 
and repaired to the library.  

Deborah Morton had no choice other than to 
cane the Bounder. Earlier in the day Bernadette had 
failed to appear for an assignment to chalk the tennis 
courts. The assignment was scheduled to be 
performed in conjunction with a member of the Blue 
House.  

The Mistress of the Blue House was justifiably 
miffed and applied for the Red House to be fined ten 
points. The Wart was apoplectic and sent Bernadette 
up before the Red House Council to face charges of 
bringing the house into disrepute. If she was found 
guilty she would be subjected to a Formal House 
Beating. 

Although she was officially supposed to be 
neutral Debs had used her considerable powers of 
advocacy on Bernadette’s behalf. The council had 
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voted unanimously that the matter could be dealt 
with adequately with a personal caning from Debs.  

 
It was Deborah’s unfortunate duty to deliver 

the findings of the council to Ms Wharton. She had 
spent a most disagreeable fifteen minutes having her 
face mauled off and being accused of rigging the 
vote. 

“I’m very tempted to thrash you for dereliction 
of duty,” she snarled nastily.  

Deborah contemplated the wisdom of hacking 
the Wart in the shins. It would doubtless result in a 
public flogging and quite probably she would be stood 
down as House Captain. Sensibly, Deborah satisfied 
herself with conjuring up a mental image of the Wart 
hopping up and down on one foot and bellowing at 
the top of her lungs. 

 
Bernadette turned and faced the wall and 

placed her hands on her head. She felt 
uncharacteristically anxious as she waited for Debs 
arrival. She was genuinely grateful to Deborah for her 
intervention. Her last appearance before the council 
had not gone well. The council had been split. Sally 
Cobb, the disgraced former captain of the house, had 
held the casting vote and had carried out the Wart’s 
instructions. The Bounder was sentenced to a full 
collar walkthrough and a formal house beating. 

Even the nerveless Bounder had found the 
experience beastly in the extreme. She was grateful 
not to be enforced to endure a repeat performance. 

Bernadette heard Deborah’s footsteps in the 
corridor and felt a film of perspiration on her brow. 
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Despite her defiant claim that “they can’t hurt 

me, I’m the fucking Bounder,” Bernadette was not 
immune to the bite of the cane. 

A few weeks earlier she had become the first 
gal that Deborah had been obliged to cane in her new 
position as House Captain. Bernadette Summers had 
been truly impressed. 

“I’ve been caned by the best,” Bernadette said 
afterwards, “but outside a bare bender that is the 
hardest I’ve ever been caned, bar none.” 

 
“Follow me,” said Deborah as she opened the 

door to the library. 
Debs was growing in confidence and authority. 

Despite the daily diatribes she was subjected to from 
the Wart she was genuinely proud of the job she was 
performing. 

During the past few weeks she had been 
obliged to cane half a dozen members of the Red 
House on legitimate house business. There had not 
been a single complaint or even a hint of an appeal. 
Her victims gushed over the compassionate 
atmosphere in which the punishments were executed. 
On the GalGab web-site she had already been ranked 
as number two on the list of hottest whoppers with a 
nine point five average for both style and content, a 
full quarter point ahead of Suzy Scott and Ms Lawton. 

The Grand Master and Lady Victoria regularly 
complimented her on her performance. 

“I don’t want people to get the impression that 
I’m trying to thrash the living daylights out of them,” 
Debs worried. 
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“They don’t,” Lady Vix reassured her. “You just 
have the gift and everybody understands that.” 

Bernadette and Debs chatted amiably. The 
Bounder thanked Debs profusely for her support in 
front of the council. Deborah told the Bounder that 
she fully understood that she had a dilemma. The 
huge success of www.woodettes.com and the 
Bounders commercial outlet was time-consuming and 
her participation in the West Side Story production 
was another burden on her time. Nonetheless, cutting 
assignments was reckless and they both agreed that 
there was no question that Bernadette needed to be 
caned. The two chums hugged warmly and then 
slipped off their blazers. Deborah picked up the cane 
and pointed at the fireplace. 

“Go and bend over,” she said quietly and 
Bernadette strode down the library. 
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The Night is Still Young 

 
 
Rosemary Booker accepted that one of the bi-

products of accepting invitations to the sumptuous 
feasts was the weekly prospect of ending up with a 
sore bottom. She pushed back her chair and prepared 
to head for the stage. 

Despite having spent considerable time getting 
ready for the feast and looking immaculate when she 
had arrived at the hall, Rosemary already looked a 
mess. One of the tails of her blouse was hanging out 
and the knot of her tie had somehow disappeared 
under the wing of the collar of her blouse. 

Nixdown sighed and stood up. She stopped 
Rosemary and patiently helped her chum correct her 
clobber. Rosemary grinned and headed towards the 
stage. 

 
The Bounder gingerly lowered her backside 

onto the seat of the straight-backed chair. Sitting 
through the feast had been extremely uncomfortable. 
The stripes on her bottom were throbbing incessantly. 
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Rosemary offered Bernadette her wrist and 
allowed herself to be lowered downwards. Bernadette 
visibly winced as the additional weight pushed her 
backside down further into the seat. She maneuvered 
Rosemary into position and carefully turned back her 
skirt and rolled down her bumbags. 

 
Bernadette spanked Rosemary like a woman 

inspired. She started with a three spank blitz on 
Rosie’s right cheek and followed with a similar assault 
on her left. They took a breather to allow Rosemary 
to catch her breath and then repeated the process. 

Rosemary bucked and writhed, and wriggled 
and squirmed. She kicked her legs and shook her 
head from side to side. She pummeled the floor of the 
stage with her fists. 

For many years Rosemary had baffled her 
chums by her insouciance. Most of the inmates had 
embraced her legendary comment that “it’s only 
whops,” as their personal mantra. However, since her 
great revelation during the Spank-off Rosemary 
Booker had developed a healthy respect for the 
various artillery that laid siege to her bumbags. She 
had a particularly healthy respect for the wood-
backed hairbrush. 

She lay panting across the Bounder’s knees, 
her backside glowing like a police-beacon. She wiped 
her eyes with the sleeve of her blouse and painfully 
pushed herself to her feet. 

The Bounder looked somewhat apologetic. “I’m 
sorry,” she whispered. “I don’t know what got into 
me.” 
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Rosemary hugged Bernadette. “It’s okay,” she 
whispered back, “but just remember at these feasts 
what goes around, comes around.” 

The Bounder grinned ruefully. “I’ll know what 
to expect,” she chuckled. 

 
After the spankings were over with Nixdown 

plugged in her ipod and put on her latest mix of 
dance grooves. The inmates continued to suck down 
champagne and hit the dance floor. Spanky, Claire 
and Rosemary danced particularly enthusiastically in 
the hope that they could extinguish some of the 
flames billowing out from under their skirts. 

 
Nixdown slid her hand into Penny Ann’s and 

led her onto the dance-floor. They made a beautiful 
couple. Nix was miniscule but perfectly formed. Penny 
Ann statuesque and graceful. They held each other 
tight as they moved together. They looked into each 
others eyes and knew it would be only a matter of 
time before they slipped into the night and went to 
play in the stables. 

 
Christy slipped her hand into Deborah’s. “Can 

we go to the library?” she whispered into Debs ear. 
Deborah sighed. “I suppose so,” she said 

resignedly. 
Christy handed her the key to her apartment. 

“Go and put on the Posh Coat and fetch the popping 
stick, I’ll go and wait outside the library.” 

Debs nodded. She glanced over at Spanky. 
“Are you coming too?” she asked. 
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Spanky Botts grinned. “You’ll need a Sergeant-
at-Arms,” she smiled. 

“I suppose I do,” said Deborah wearily. 
 
Jojo slid her hand into the Grand Masters. 

Although she had escaped a public spanking she 
knew that the night was still young. She would shortly 
slip away with her lover for a nightcap in the privacy 
of his quarters and inevitably a good night spanking. 
She looked forward to the assignation immensely. 
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