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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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Teed-up for a Creaming 

 
 
Ms Pauline Gascoigne had Jojo Heyworth teed-

up perfectly. Jojo was bent as far as physically 
possible across her desk with her backside sitting up 
proud. Pauline neatly folded back Joanna’s skirt and 
carefully turned back the tail of her crisp white 
blouse. The Dame in charge of teaching Economics 
flexed her cane between her hands. She intended to 
absolutely cream Miss Heyworth. 

 
Jojo braced herself as she felt the whippy stick 

tap down across her tautened bumbags. She fixed her 
attention to a small square of wood flooring and 
concentrated on getting into the zone. 

 
Getting absolutely creamed by Miss Gascoigne 

was a mixed blessing for Jojo. On the one hand with 
just three weeks to go before the end of the year the 
beating would move her inexorably closer to 
achieving her goal of regaining her title as the Most 
Whopped Gal in a Single Year. On the other hand 
Pauline Gascoigne was a virtuoso with a cane and the 
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inmates of the Woody Back to School unit considered 
being absolutely creamed to be very tough duty 
indeed. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne was considered a tolerant 

soul. At twenty-eight years old she was one of the 
younger members of the Brass and the same age as 
the more senior inmates. She managed to make her 
lectures on the dry subjects of Politics, Philosophy 
and Economics interesting and encouraged lively 
debate. Nonetheless her tolerance did not include her 
charges winging pellets around the lecture hall with 
high-powered catapults. She tapped the cane down 
and took her measure. 

 
The sound of the cane rebounding off Jojo’s 

bumbags echoed around the corridors. The remaining 
Brass sighed. The inmates in the other lecture rooms 
were instantly distracted, exchanging glances and 
listening intently. There was no mistaking the sound 
and the Brass knew that there was little point in 
continuing their lectures until the caning was 
completed.  

 
Jojo blinked as the sound of the cane exploded 

in her ears. The impact of the first swipe of the cane 
ricocheted around her central nervous system 
electrifying her nerve endings. Jojo Heyworth rather 
fancied that things were going to get extremely hot 
and sweaty over the next few minutes. 

Jojo’s chums watched the proceedings with 
connoisseurs’ eyes. Like all expert practitioners 
Pauline was making the caning look effortless. She 
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swung the whippy stick with a short backswing 
gaining all her power and momentum from a last 
second break of her wrist. She was landing every 
stroke perfectly within the safe band of the sweet 
spot at the zenith of Jojo’s behind. The experts 
nodded their heads sagely. It promised to be a 
perfectly safe thrashing with no miss-hits or 
wraparounds. Jojo was in completely competent 
hands and aside from an extremely hot bottom she 
would suffer no unpleasant after effects. 

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

muttered as she prepared herself for the closer. The 
first five strokes had been exceptionally hot and she 
knew that Miss Gascoigne would be planning to close 
with a five-bar gate. 

 
Pauline shifted her stance slightly and took 

aim. She took a tight grip on the cane and sliced it 
downwards. The final stripe landed diagonally across 
the existing stripes with an explosive crack. Jojo 
remained bent over the desk with her backside slowly 
wriggling from side to side while she caught her 
breath. Pauline reached over and readjusted Jojo’s 
apparel. In the other lecture rooms the Brass 
resumed their tutorials. 

 
Jojo handed over her personal Punishment 

Record Book for post-processing. She watched as 
Pauline entered the number fifty-five in the left hand 
column. Despite the smoke billowing out from 
beneath the seat of her skirt Jojo had a slight smile of 
satisfaction on her face. Her next caning would equal 
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Lisa Sutton’s unfortunate record and Joanna was in 
no doubt that before the end of the year she would 
regain her title.  

She retrieved her book and walked back up the 
aisle. She shrugged on her blazer and gingerly 
lowered herself onto the hard and unyielding seat. 
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Vix to the Rescue 

 
 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe listened anxiously to 

Chief Constable Deason and the representative of the 
Department of Public Prosecution. 

“Unfortunately with you being ostracized from 
your family we will need to take you into custody 
during furlough,” the Chief Constable informed her. 
“The System doesn’t have any full-time guardians 
available. They want you to spend the time in a high-
security prison. They consider you a flight risk.” 

Sarah paled and groaned. “You have my 
passport, the System has frozen my trust fund and 
my family has disinherited me, where am I supposed 
to go?” she asked. 

The representative of the DPP shrugged. “Even 
though we have your statements the case against you 
will remain active unless we secure a conviction 
against Mrs Hayden-White. We will take you into 
custody on the last day of term.” 

Sarah looked over at the Grand Master 
pleadingly. He was expressionless, watching the 
proceedings through hooded eyes. 
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“You may leave now Sarah,” he said 
impassively. “We shall talk about this later.” 

 
“Can’t you do something?” asked Jojo.  
The Grand Master sighed. “I have lodged an 

appeal on her behalf and offered to stand in as her 
Court Appointed Guardian. Unfortunately I have 
business abroad for the first two weeks of furlough so 
she would still have to go to chokey for a fortnight 
and there are no guarantee’s that they will release 
her.” 

“Business abroad?” asked Jojo curiously. “What 
kind of business abroad?” 

The Grand Master smiled enigmatically. “There 
is a matter I need to take care of. You’ll be visiting 
your family and I’ll meet you in Ibiza as arranged.” 

“What kind of answer is that?” asked Jojo. 
“What matters do you need to take care of?” 

Mr Humphries just smiled again. “However, I 
might have a solution to the Sarah problem,” he told 
his lover. 

 
“I wish there was something we could do for 

Sarah,” Joanna mused wistfully.  “It seems so unfair 
that we’re gonna fun in the sun and she’s going to be 
in chokey.” 

Victoria looked thoughtful. “You’ve really taken 
to her haven’t you?” she smiled. 

Jojo shrugged. “She’s really not such a bad 
skin and she’s really tried to fit in. I just think that 
she’s got enough on her plate without spending the 
summer slopping out toilets.” 
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Lady Victoria Brompton picked up her cell 
phone. She winked at Jojo. “There are some 
advantages of being an aristocrat, even if this lady is 
a tramp,” she giggled. 

“Pops,” she said into the phone. “I need a 
really big favor.” 

 
Sarah made her way to the Grand Master’s 

office for the second time that day. She trudged 
through the corridors with a heavy tread. The 
prospect of six weeks in a high-security prison was 
unappealing in the extreme.  

Inside the office Sarah was confronted by a 
man she didn’t recognize from her previous 
encounters with the authorities. He was a tall 
handsome man with dark penetrating eyes that 
reminded her of somebody she knew but couldn’t 
quite place. There were no policemen in the room. 

“Sarah,” said the Grand Master in a gentle 
voice. “This is Lord Brompton, Victoria’s father.” 

“Nice to meet you sir,” Sarah said uncertainly. 
“Lord Brompton has been working on your 

behalf behind the scenes,” explained Mr Humphries. 
“He feels that your incarceration this summer may be 
the wrong approach for the authorities to pursue. He 
has prevailed upon certain parties and they have 
agreed that an alternative approach is more 
appropriate. To cut a long story short Sarah, Lord 
Brompton has agreed to act as your custodial 
guardian for the summer.” 

Sarah staggered backwards. Lord Brompton 
leapt forward and caught her. 
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“Come, come now Sarah, let’s sit you down. 
Do you have a glass of water Grand Master?” 

“Why would you do this for me?” gasped Sarah 
once she had sipped some of the water Mr Humphries 
had poured for her.  

“You’d better ask my daughter,” smiled Lord 
Brompton. There was a knock on the door. “And 
speak of the devil I’ll be bound,” smiled His Lordship. 

 
“Pops!” squealed Victoria. 
“Vicky,” smiled the Lord, “good to see you.” He 

crossed the room and hugged his daughter with 
obvious affection. “I was so looking forward to 
opening up the castle and having a woman about the 
place,” he looked across at Sarah, “and now there’ll 
be two of you.” 

Sarah stood up looking awkward. “I don’t know 
what to say Lady Victoria,” she said. 

Vix smiled. “You’re a Woody gal now. All for 
one and one for all. But just you remember that part 
of the deal is that we see that you behave, and I’ll be 
packing my hairbrush.” 

“Yikes,” giggled Sarah. 
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Ten to One on a Hundred Quid 

 
 
Lisa Sutton bit her lower lip nervously. Lady 

Victoria was seated on the spanking stool and packing 
her hairbrush. Lisa offered Victoria her wrist and 
allowed herself to be hefted up and over the Red-
shirts lap. 

 
Lisa dangled upside down helplessly. The 

height of the spanking stool meant that she couldn’t 
reach the floor on either side and her hands and feet 
dangled freely. 

Lisa had not been surprised when she had 
been delivered a red envelope and told to cut along 
sharpish to the library. During lunch-time she had 
fallen foul of the duty monitor, Helen James, by 
rubbishing her royally. Any prefect worth their salt 
would have immediately red-carded her and 
personally taken her up to the library for a thrashing. 
However, Helen James was the unit’s most notorious 
muff. The enormous howls and bellows she let out on 
the few occasions that she was caned had earned her 
the nickname of Holler. Her attempts at acting as a 
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disciplinarian had met with universal contempt and 
had been humiliating. She had reverted to issuing 
black marks and relying on the Red-shirt to deliver 
retribution. 

 
Holler was delighted when Lisa had rubbished 

her. She regularly studied the Hot Zone of the card-
index on the wall of the Elite common-room and was 
always on the look-out for the gals that were just one 
black mark away from a dangling. Earlier in the day 
she had noticed that Lisa’s card had moved into the 
danger zone. 

 
Lisa Sutton felt the wooden back of the 

ceremonial hairbrush circling on her naked flesh. She 
braced herself. The brush cracked downwards 
unleashing pandemonium in her central nervous 
system. 

For weeks Lisa Sutton had been preaching her 
plans for reform but they had not translated into the 
necessary actions. She was by nature a perennially 
naughty gal, a trait that was not proving conducive to 
fulfilling her plans. Head down, arse up across Lady 
Victoria’s lap Lisa Sutton was just one punishment 
away from scoring her second consecutive Bull. 

 
Lady Victoria was delivering a perfectly paced 

spanking leaving fifteen seconds between spanks. She 
knew from experience that being dangled was a most 
disagreeable feeling. With feet and hands so far from 
the floor the recipient was totally helpless and wholly 
reliant on the Red-shirt to keep a firm grip around 
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their waist lest they tumble forward and topple on the 
floor. 

Victoria had Lisa tucked in tightly to the fold of 
her lap so that her bare behind was perfectly 
positioned for the job in hand. She cracked the 
hairbrush down with dispassionate authority. Lisa 
Sutton could do nothing other than scissor her legs 
spastically and shake her head in consternation. 

 
Victoria helped Lisa on with her blazer and 

took her PRB to register the spanking. 
“So you’re officially Code Red,” smiled Vix 

amiably. 
Lisa scowled. “It’s ridiculous,” she groaned. “It 

doesn’t seem to matter how hard I try to reform I’m 
just always in trouble. But I’m not a bad gal.” 

Victoria rolled her eyes. “I know, you’re a very 
naughty gal but you’re not a bad gal,” she mimicked 
Lisa’s famous mantra. 

 
Lisa stretched out across Bernadette Summers 

lap. The Bounder turned back her best chums skirt 
and gently peeled down her bumbags. She dipped her 
hand into a pot of one of Rosemary Booker’s mystical 
balms and carefully began to rub the potion into 
Lisa’s swollen orbs. 

“I’m not going to score a Bull,” said Lisa 
through gritted teeth. 

“Yeah rock on sister,” laughed the Bounder. 
“There are twenty days left until furlough. When was 
the last time you went twenty days without whops?” 

“There’s a first time for everything,” muttered 
Lisa darkly. 
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The Bounder giggled. “I’ll give you ten to one 
on a hundred quid you don’t make it,” she told Lisa. 
“And I’ll pay up personally. I won’t take it out of the 
kitty.” 

“You’re on,” growled Lisa. “Oh you of little 
faith, you’ve just lost yourself a fucking grand.” 

Bernadette just grinned and continued to 
massage the swollen and scarlet orbs. 
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Not a Single Witty Aside 

 
 
Claire Brooks’ eyes bulged and she struggled 

for breath. 
“Mais non, Madamesoille,” she spluttered. It 

was all she could think of to say as she was yanked 
out of her seat. 

Madame Diderot was not in the best of shapes. 
The previous evening she had emptied the dregs of 
her last bottle of absinthe and had been deeply 
dismayed when the Bounder had told her that the 
next consignment was not due for several days. She 
had considered caning Bernadette for logistical 
negligence but wisely concluded that the supporting 
paperwork might prove a tad tricky to explain. She 
had been forced to fortify herself with a large quantity 
of ouzo that the Bounder had sold her at a discount 
price.  The sweeter liquor had made her quite bilious 
and given her a raging hangover. She was in no 
mood for Claire Brooks legendary wit. 

 
Sprawled out across her desk Claire Brooks 

desperately tried to loosen the knot of her tie that 
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was almost choking her after being yanked out of her 
seat. She felt her blazer, skirt and blouse being 
roughly shoved out of the way and then without any 
warning the cane lashed across her bumbags. 

 
In the early days of the unit the caning of 

prefects had remained the sole domain of Ms Lawton, 
the former principal of the facility. However, during 
the austere year of Operation Scorched Arse Patty 
Hodge had successfully advocated the local caning of 
members of the Elite. The program had been 
introduced to undermine the power of Cathryn 
Cassidy. Patty had used her goons on the Radical 
Right of the Brass to target Cathryn and her chums 
and Cat had become the most caned prefect in the 
unit’s history. 

When Mr Humphries had taken over the unit 
he had prohibited hostile targeting but after some 
consideration saw no reason to rescind the protocol 
regarding the caning of prefects by the Brass as long 
as the paperwork was in order and the beatings were 
properly justified. 

 
For six years Claire Brooks and Lady Victoria 

Brompton had been at the forefront of the 
subterranean cult of mega-minxdom. They both 
resided in the top five of the All-Time Hall of Shame 
and were legends in their own bumbags. 

When Lady Victoria was unexpectedly 
promoted as the new Red-shirt she had announced 
that she intended to forsake her personal pursuit of 
minxdom during her term of office. Victoria reasoned 
that she would be responsible throughout the year for 
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spanking hundreds of bottoms for various activities of 
minxdom. Therefore, she argued, although she would 
never renounce the lifestyle of minxdom, it would be 
hypocritical for her to remain on active duty. Her 
closest allies Claire Brooks, Rachel Cox and Mandy 
San Pierre had also announced tentative plans at 
temporary reform. 

Vix had surprised everybody with her dogged 
determination to keep her promise to the new Grand 
Master. During her year of office she had not received 
a single red card or local beating. Her chums had 
enjoyed varying degrees of success. Rachel and 
Mandy occasionally reverted to form and earned 
themselves whops but for Claire the whole year had 
been an unmitigated disaster. 

 
To the uninformed observer Claire was a quiet 

and well-mannered woman. Her breeding was 
impeccable. Her father came from a long line of 
influential public servants and politicians and after the 
Snobs and Rotters tribunal he had taken over as the 
Minster of Extreme Social Rehabilitation. Ma Brooks 
family were famous educationalists and spankers. 
Claire’s great-great grandmother had established an 
expensive school that around the turn of the century 
was dubbed the ‘Reform School for the Errant Rich.’ 
Her advertising literature proclaimed that ‘there is no 
problem that can’t be solved by a sore bottom’ and 
featured a picture of the now famous Brooks Brush. 
The school was a huge success. The mantra and the 
hairbrush had been handed down through 
generations. 
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Unfortunately first appearances can be 
deceiving and the uninitiated were often shocked 
when the neatly attired, conservative looking woman 
would unexpectedly interject conversations with 
language blue enough to make a drunken sailor 
blush. 

Claire’s inability to curtail her penchant for pith 
had long been her downfall and had continued 
throughout her year in the Elite. She had surpassed 
Cathryn Cassidy’s record and was now the Most 
Caned Prefect in the History of the Elite.  

 
Madame Diderot was laying it on thick. Her 

head was aching from lack of absinthe and Claire’s 
tautened bumbags were proving just the cure she 
needed. She lashed the cane down mercilessly. It was 
all over in a matter of seconds. Six swipes of the cane 
sliced across Claire’s slender rear end at a dizzying 
speed, almost raising the Old Gal clear out of the 
heels of her shoes. 

 
Claire felt Madame’s fingers in the scruff of her 

neck and she was yanked to her feet and spun 
around. Madame Diderot screeched something 
indecipherable in guttural Parisian slang and started 
to shove Claire towards the front of the lecture room. 
For once in her life the red-faced Claire couldn’t think 
of a single amusing aside to offer into the 
proceedings. 
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Dotty’s Kitchen 

 
 
Deborah Morton was deeply regretting the 

amusing aside she had chosen to offer into the 
proceedings. Dotty Hammell was lowering Debs down 
across her lap in the middle of the kitchen. Debs had 
good reason to fret. Earlier in the term Dotty had put 
her over her knee and given her six cracks across the 
bumbags with her dreaded wooden spatula. Unwisely 
after the spanking, when Debs had thought Dotty’s 
back was turned she had stuck out her tongue. With 
fortuitous timing the Dame in charge of Cooking had 
turned around. Very calmly Dotty had called the 
Grand Master and after closing her cell phone had 
plonked Deborah down across her lap for a second 
time, rolled down Debs chef’s baggies, followed by 
her bumbags and given her twelve more scalding 
spanks on her bare bottom. 

Ever since Mr Humphries had taken over the 
facility the gastronomic well-being of the inmates had 
taken a turn for the better. Declaring that he saw no 
reason for the Woody gals to survive on the gruel 
served up by outside contractor’s he had appointed 
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Cassie Cassy as Director of Cuisine and quadrupled 
the budget. He had also announced that the unit’s 
kitchens would become self-sufficient and that all of 
the inmates would be required to support Dotty and 
Cassie in the kitchens. 

 
Dotty and Cassie ran the kitchen like a military 

operation. At lunch-time the kitchen crew had only 
one hour and ten minutes to prepare almost a 
hundred soups and exotic salads. The crew needed to 
be at their stations slicing and dicing ingredients and 
preparing dressings. Time was at a premium and 
efficiency was paramount. Preparation of food was 
the only subject matter allowed on shift. 

 
Dotty Hammell had trained as a chef at a 

prestigious culinary school in Théoule-sur-Mer outside 
Cannes. She progressed to work at a famed 
restaurant overlooking Lake Geneva where she had 
learned the true art of kitchen discipline. Tutoring 
under the perfectionist Teutonic chef Nicolas Knecht 
she regularly lined up alongside her colleagues at the 
end of her shift to be spanked for failure to place a 
green bean perfectly or not pairing perfectly 
symmetrical carrots on a plate. It was a lesson well 
learned. 

At the age of twenty-two she won a 
competition for her composition of serving a 
combination of Vegetarian Moussaka, a mille feuilles 
from fig and mocca, a Taleggio cheese soup, smoked 
quail breast and green tea noodles as finger-foods. 
She followed up with a main course of crayfish with a 
pumpkin seed crust served in with yellow beetroot 
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butter sauce, a wonderful three color creation with a 
just a hint of a scent of lemon. She topped it off with 
a dessert of a gingerbread heart with cranberry and 
mascarpone mousse. She was hired as head sous 
chef at the exclusive Wellbury Hotel and returned to 
the Smoke.  

She applied her lessons from Knecht in her 
new kitchen and imposed discipline with a wide 
variety of kitchen utensils. Dotty and her staff gained 
a reputation for providing a menu of exotic offerings, 
all cooked to perfection on plates designed to excite 
the senses of her wealthy clientele. 

However, Dotty also had a wild streak and 
after her kitchen closed she often stopped by the 
clubs and parties inhabited by the Extreme Ladettes. 
She incurred two convictions for Misdemeanor 
Ladetting and was advised by her counsel that she 
faced the prospect of seven years at the Big House 
without the possibility of parole if she was charged 
again. 

She began to notice peculiar coves hanging out 
in the dining room of the hotel. Dotty assumed they 
were government agents as they rarely tipped more 
than five per cent and always wanted blank receipts 
that they assured the wait-staff they would fill in 
later. She began to become nervous. 

By chance she spotted a small advertisement 
placed by Ms Lawton seeking a Dame to teach 
Domestic Science at the Woody Back to School unit. 
Dotty applied for the job. 

At first Susan Lawton was reticent at hiring a 
potential inmate but when Dotty explained her 
techniques for maintaining discipline in the kitchen 
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the former Grand Dame immediately put her on the 
staff. 

In many ways it had been a frustrating time. 
Teaching Domestic Science was unfulfilling and she 
was astonished by the poor quality of food supplied 
by the outside contractors. She constantly begged Ms 
Lawton to turn the kitchen over to her but was 
constantly rebuffed by budget constraints. 

When Mr Humphries finally turned the tide and 
placed her and Cassie in charge of the food chain 
Dotty Hammell was determined that she would run a 
kitchen of the quality she had in her previous life. She 
rolled down Deborah’s baggies and raised her spatula 
in the air. 
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A Kitchen Spanking 

 
 
Deborah’s leg jerked backwards as the spatula 

collided with her bumbags. She was stretched out 
across Dotty’s lap in the middle of the kitchen area. 
The cooking crew had temporarily stopped slicing and 
dicing and were watching the proceedings intently.  

 
Debs gritted her teeth and adjusted her 

position back into a full drape. Dotty Hammell was 
particular about such things and Debs knew that the 
Domestic Science Instructor wouldn’t continue until 
Deborah’s body was correctly aligned. The Dame 
wouldn’t say a word; just wait until her victim 
resumed the correct position. Wearily Debs stretched 
her arms and legs out so that only the tips of her 
fingers and toes were balanced on the floor. The 
second smack cracked downwards. Debs head jerked 
back and her mouth opened into a silent howl. 

 
Debs took her time stretching out. Much as she 

hated being in the somewhat ignominious over the 
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knee position she was in no hurry for the next crack 
of the spatula to arrive. 

Cassie Cassy looked up at the kitchen clock 
impatiently. The spanking was taking up valuable 
time and she was growing concerned that several of 
the dressings might not be completed by the time the 
inmates turned up in the cafeteria. Despite her hair-
brained existence Cassandra Cassidy took the 
business of cooking very seriously. She furrowed her 
brow and willed Dotty to get on with it. 

 
Dotty waited patiently. She knew that Deborah 

would eventually put it up and keep it up. She 
glanced over at Cassie who scowled and pointed at 
the clock. Dotty nodded and gently prompted Debs to 
stretch out. Deborah groaned but she slowly 
complied.  

Dotty took Debs by surprise and fired off two 
cracks in quick succession. Debs back arched and her 
legs crooked at the knees. She slumped forward in a 
semi-drape, her shoulders heaving slightly as she 
caught her breath. Slowly she gathered herself and 
stretched out again. She lowered her head between 
her arms and thrust her buttocks up gamely as if 
tempting Dotty to give it her best shot. Ms Dotty 
Hammell took aim and raised the spatula in the air. 

The last two strikes landed just milliseconds 
apart and echoed around the kitchen like rifle shots. 
Debs hands and feet left the floor and it appeared to 
the observers that she might have levitated if Dotty 
hadn’t maintained a tight grip around her waist. Debs 
slumped forward whistling between her teeth and 
shaking her head in bewildered consternation. 
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Dotty Hammell set the spatula to one side and 
clapped her hands. “Back to work ladies,” she said, 
“fun’s over and time has been wasted.” With that she 
gave Deborah a friendly slap on the rump and yanked 
up her baggies. 

 
Debs didn’t feel much like lunching. As soon as 

the buffet was established she excused herself and 
hurried out of the kitchen. 

Upstairs in her study she rolled down her 
baggies and inspected the damage that had been 
incurred by her derriere. The curve of each segment 
of her rear end was glowing a quite alarming shade of 
red and she could feel the heat with her hands 
several inches from the surface of the flesh. She 
frowned. Sitting down was going to be a challenge for 
the remainder of the afternoon. 

She kicked off her baggies and undid the 
buttons of her kitchen blouson and shrugged it off. 
She took off her beanie and shook out her hair. She 
turned the shower on to cold and stepped out of her 
underwear. 

Debs leaned forward and placed her hands on 
the shelf that housed her and Rosemary’s soap and 
hair products. She bent forward and thrust back her 
hips letting the cold jet of water cascade down her 
scalded rear end. It was a peculiar sensation. 
Momentarily the cold water inexplicably seemed to 
accentuate the heat on the surface of her flesh. She 
clenched her buttocks involuntarily but after a few 
seconds the water seemed to help a little. 

Debs toweled herself off and pulled her blouse 
and gymslip out of the closet. She dressed quickly 
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and then knotted her tie around her neck and her red 
sash around her waist. The heat in her backside was 
still barely tolerable but she put that to one side. She 
pulled on her red and black striped blazer and 
fastened the top button. Deborah picked up her cane 
from a side-board and headed for the library.    
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Miss Ginger Beckett 

 
 
Ginger Beckett was facing the wall with her 

hands on her head when Deborah arrived at the 
library.  

Debs swung the door to the library open. 
“Shall we?” she said. Ginger lowered her arms and 
rolled her shoulders. She cut a glance at Deborah and 
stepped through the doorway. 

Ginger Beckett was an impressive specie. Prior 
to her incarceration Ginger Beckett had been touted 
as having the potential to become a future Prima 
Ballerina. She seemed to glide across the floor as she 
approached the door to the punishment room at the 
far end of the library. Her legs seemed to go on for 
days and her muscles had been beautifully worked 
and stretched by years of tendu and dégagé. She 
exuded power and energy.  

Unfortunately for Ginger her high-profile love 
life often garnered more headlines than the lyricism, 
grace and passion of her dance. The Dark Agents of 
the System constantly lurked in the shadows and she 
was twice charged with Misdemeanor Ladetting. 
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At the age of twenty she fell in love and 
married a Panamanian cattle farmer and playboy. It 
proved to be a catastrophe. Unbeknownst to Ginger 
her husband was planning a coup of a small 
Caribbean island. It went totally pear-shaped and he 
was shot dead for his troubles. At the time the 
unsuspecting Ginger was performing as Carnaval in a 
production of Swan Lake at a festival in the West 
Country. She learned of her husband’s demise from 
the paparazzi baying at the stage door.  

The following morning Ginger set off back to 
the Smoke to make the necessary arrangements. 
Unusually her regular driver was unavailable but 
Ginger had no reason to suspect anything was afoot. 
However, during the journey the limousine was 
involved in a traffic accident and the rozzer’s were 
summonsed. The driver was found to be inebriated 
and in possession of several grams of Bolivian 
Marching Powder. He was arrested and the 
unfortunate Ginger was left to hitch-hike home. 

The following morning she switched on the 
Forsham-Smythe Network and to her dismay she 
found that she was a wanted woman. Apparently the 
driver had told porkies to Plod and she was accused 
of supplying him with his stash. She was vilified as an 
example of Extreme Ladetting. Before she had even 
finished breakfast the Dark Agents swooped down. 
She was handcuffed and taken to one of the covert 
silos of the System where she was tried in camera. 

At the time the government was up to its 
eyeballs in a scandal regarding fiscal impropriety and 
needed to distract the attention of the Great 
Unwashed. 
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Ginger was given an option. She could elect to 

face charges of supplying the driver with his nose 
candy and financing a military coup and face the 
prospect of twenty-five years in chokey, or she could 
pay a visit to the Big House on charges of Extreme 
Ladetting. Within hours Ginger Beckett was swapping 
tutus and ballet slippers for a full set of clobber.  

The following morning the Forsham-Smythe 
Network carried pictures of Ginger dressed in gymslip 
and blazer being escorted to the Woody Back to 
School unit. The network gloatingly complimented the 
government for its tireless efforts at stamping out 
Extreme Ladettism and the Great Unwashed was 
temporarily placated. 

 
Surprisingly Ginger settled into Woodys without 

too much difficulty. She had attended a moderately 
strict boarding school where the cane was generally 
used as a last resort. Ginger’s record of being caned 
fifteen times was considered noteworthy and was the 
subject of considerable correspondence between the 
Headmistress and her parents. In one letter the 
principal requested permission to increase the 
number of strokes she was given from the maximum 
allowable of four to a ‘more conventional six of the 
best.’ When her mother initially resisted the request 
the Headmistress threatened to suspend Ginger from 
the dance program. Ginger immediately wrote to her 
mother begging her to reconsider. “It’s only a 
swishing, mum,” she wrote, “no big deal.” 
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In many ways she was to Woodys born. She 
was a studious and academic cove by nature and the 
advanced curriculum instituted by Ms Lawton suited 
her. During the day she was the quiet bespectacled 
Julie who consistently produced grade averages that 
challenged Debs and Lisa. By contrast once she was 
out of the lecture halls she was the riotous and 
rambunctious Ginger who always seemed to be in 
trouble. 

 
As Debs and Ginger crossed through the main 

room of the library several inmates politely gathered 
their books and papers and stuffed them in their 
satchels. Without needing to be asked they vacated 
the area.  

Ginger Beckett opened the door to the 
punishment room and stepped to one side. “After you 
Ma’am,” she said courteously. 
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The Punishment Room 

 
 
Mr Humphries had renovated the library into a 

light and airy space filled with work stations and 
comfortable lounge chairs. He had subscribed to 
internet access to many of the most prestigious 
libraries in the world. It was a popular hangout for 
the inmates. 

At the far end of the library was a second room 
which was considerably less popular. 

 
The long, narrow room was suitably austere 

and imposing. The floors and walls were paneled in 
dark oak. There was no overhead lighting or 
windows, just some dimmed table lamps placed 
strategically on occasional tables. At the far end of 
the room was a huge ornate fireplace which was 
never lit. The temperature in the room was kept 
purposefully chilly. It was not a room that the inmates 
visited voluntarily. 

 
Deborah and Ginger both knew the form; they 

had both spent more time in the forbidding room than 
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they cared to remember. Without being instructed 
Julie Beckett walked along the wooden floor. She 
slipped off her blazer and folded it neatly before 
placing it on one of the side tables. She turned 
around to face Deborah. Debs placed her cane on a 
table and removed her own blazer. Slowly she 
unbuttoned the cuffs of her blouse and turned them 
back meticulously. Finally she reached up and 
loosened her tie and unfastened the top button of her 
blouse. Ginger watched Deborah impassively as she 
picked up the cane and flexed it between her hands. 

They both understood the ritual. Every second 
was precisely planned to maximize tension and 
anxiety. Nothing was left to chance. From the 
moment that Linda Ash had accosted her in the 
recreation area and told her that she was required to 
cut along to the library sharpish Ginger had thought 
of nothing else but her impending six of the best. As 
she cut through the labyrinth of corridors that led to 
the library all she had thought about was being 
caned.  

Fifteen minutes was considered an appropriate 
duration for a nose and toes session. It left adequate 
time for personal contemplation over the forthcoming 
sensations about to be aroused in one’s rear end. 
Cruel prefects like Yvonne Godfrey and her cronies 
had often left their hapless victims for as long as an 
hour. Debs liked to keep with the program and always 
made sure she was punctual. 

The ritualistic loosening of the clothing was 
designed to send the subliminal message that the 
disciplinarian meant business. It added valuable 
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seconds to the program and continued to increase 
tension.  

 “Would you like to loosen up?” asked Debs. 
Ginger nodded. She unfastened the cuffs of 

her blouse but didn’t turn them back which would 
have been a break with protocol. She loosened her tie 
and unfastened her top button. 

The two gals stood at either end of the 
punishment room staring at each other evenly. 

“Alright, bend over, Beckett,” Deborah said 
finally. 

 
Debs watched as Ginger approached the 

fireplace and folded herself in half, her fingers 
balancing on her toes. She pursed her lips and slowly 
made her way along the wooden floor. She 
understood that Ginger’s heart rate would be 
increasing and her mouth would be drying up as she 
listened to the pad of her feet approaching. 

Debs put the cane on a side table and then 
slowly turned back the hem of Ginger’s gymslip. She 
rearranged the tail of her white blouse so that it was 
out of the firing line. She retrieved the cane and set 
her feet squarely. She tapped the cane down once, 
twice, thrice and brought her arm back. She knew 
from experience that no matter how often you had 
been caned before this was the defining moment. She 
swiped the cane down across Gingers bumbags. 
Game on! 

   
Deborah breathed a sigh of relief. The shaft of 

the cane had reached the target area with perfect 
accuracy. The irony of her circumstances was not last 
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on Deborah. Just forty-five minutes ago she had been 
face down arse up across Dotty Hammell’s lap having 
her backside pummeled with a wooden spatula. Now 
here she was in the role of disciplinarian with her 
backside throbbing in a most disagreeable manner. 

Ginger had heard the rumors about Deborah’s 
legendary right arm but had assumed that they were 
exaggerated. After all she reasoned even legendary 
whoppers like Claire Brooks and Melanie White had 
only been rated eight point five on the GalGab Hottest 
Whoppers hit-list. Ginger had been whopped by both 
gals and doubted very much that anybody was going 
to get any hotter with the short thin ashplant. 

 
Ginger let out an audible hiss. Her back arched 

and her fingers momentarily jerked up from her toes. 
The first swipe had been an absolute scorcher. It 
struck her that it was totally unreasonable that 
anybody could generate that much heat with such an 
innocuous looking weapon. 
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Bees in the Bumbags 

 
 
The ashplants used by the Elite gals at the 

Woody Back to School unit were steeped in tradition. 
When the Lawrence Sisters had first opened the 
original Woody School in 1857 they had created the 
Elite to administrate the school outside of classroom 
hours. The twelve prefects were distinguished from 
the other pupils by their swanky modes. They 
sauntered around the campus in tailored silk blazers 
and regarded themselves as the haut monde. They 
were required to carry their ashplants tucked under 
their arms whenever they were at large around the 
facility and were granted full thrashing rights over 
their subordinates. By all accounts they used them 
liberally. 

 
The first Red-shirt was a girl named Peggy 

Howard-Jones. Reportedly she was a despot that 
could well have served as a role model for later 
tyrants like Katie Beck, Patty Hodge and Yvonne 
Godfrey. 
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The famous diarist Clementine Montgomery 
wrote, “Peggy took delivery of six new ashplants 
shipped in from Dublin today. Saplings from the 
mountain ash that have been specially seasoned in a 
chimney, she told me. She was keen to try them out. 
She selected six of us at random for the trials. 
Afterwards she asked us how it was. Foolishly I told 
her that it was just middling warm so she bent me 
over again and gave me six more”. 

 
The privilege of thrashing the girls from the 

lower school was deeply coveted by the members of 
the Elite corps. It was perceived as a rite of passage. 
Even the most liberal prefects fastidiously practiced 
their art.  

 
For nearly a century and half the O’Hara family 

in Dublin provided thousands of ashplants to the 
Woody School. They came with the assurance that 
they were one hundred percent pre-tested for weight, 
balance and suppleness. Names of the participants in 
the quality trials are not identified in the associated 
literature. 

 
Although the ashplants were lighter and less 

punishing than the number one canes wielded by the 
Brass or the senior canes used by the principal when 
applied correctly the ashplants were very effective. 

Thrashing was considered a competitive sport 
and the Elite vied for the reputation as the hottest of 
the hot. 
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Another famous diarist, Deborah’s mother, 
Penny Morton, recalled in her memoir, “I was 
thrashed again today for running on the back stairs. 
It wasn’t so bad, just six with the ashplant, but I 
spent the rest of the day with the disconcerting 
sensation of having a swarm of bees in my bumbags.” 

 
Hatching about with bees in the bumbags was 

a regular condition amongst the Woody gals. The 
Elite Charter gave the prefects authority to cane the 
gals for the most minor infractions of the rules, 
regulations and protocols. Nonetheless six strokes of 
the whippy ashplant were generally considered 
preferable to boring detentions or the time-consuming 
writing of lines.  

 
Major Susan Lawton was a product of the 

original Woody School and when she was 
commissioned to establish the nation’s most austere 
social rehabilitation center she had elected to use her 
alma mater, the original Woody School, as her model, 
warts and all. 

She contacted the O’Hara family and was 
delighted to discover that they still cut the occasional 
sapling for supply to a private and discerning 
clientele. Ms Lawton ordered six ashplants each for 
her newly appointed Elite and placed a standing order 
for monthly shipments to the facility. 

 
Ginger was no stranger to the sensation of 

having bees in the bumbags. Her irreverent attitude 
towards the pre’s had made her a regular visitor to 
the punishment room. However, on this occasion she 
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was certain that the aftermath was going to be 
considerably more disquieting than just bees in the 
bumbags. 

Ginger Beckett was no muff but she was 
having considerable difficulty maintaining position and 
putting it up and keeping it up. Deborah was into her 
rhythm and delivering perfect strike after perfect 
strike. They were five strokes in and Debs was setting 
up for the closer. 

 
Deborah waited while Ginger straightened her 

legs and got her head well down and her arse well 
up. Despite the ferocious burning in her own bum 
Debs did not allow herself to be distracted.  

“Are you ready?” she asked. 
“Let’s get it on,” grunted Ginger. 
Debs swung the cane through the air and 

closed with a perfect five-bar gate. Ginger Beckett 
groaned. 
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Red Card 

 
 
Deborah spent an uncomfortable afternoon in 

the lecture rooms. The scorched arse effects of the 
spatula spanking showed no signs of cooling down. 
After the last lecture of the day she paid her daily visit 
to the Wart’s lair to discuss House Business. 

Ms Wharton was at her bitchiest. She 
demanded details of the spanking and then 
harangued Deborah for setting a bad example to the 
House. When Debs tried to point out that the 
spanking had nothing to do with House Business she 
was lambasted again. It was a most disagreeable 
visit. 

 
“She’s fucking barking,” Debs complained to 

Lady Victoria. “She just stands there and screams at 
me. I was very tempted to poke her in the eye.” 

Victoria sighed. “I know its tough duty,” she 
told Debs, “but you’re doing a bang-up job. So please 
try and hang-in there.” 
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“Oh I’m not thinking of throwing the towel in,” 
Debs assured her chum. “I’d never let her have the 
satisfaction.” 

 
“I think she’ll crack,” the Wart reported in the 

saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. “She looked 
tempted to hack me in the shins.” 

“You should have thrashed her,” sneered Patty. 
“I keep telling you that beating a House 

Captain is a very dodgy proposal,” groaned the Wart. 
Patty scowled. She was deeply disappointed at 

the lack of progress of her ‘Get Morton’ campaign. 
Ever since Deborah had thrashed her in the library 
Patty had spent sleepless nights plotting her revenge. 
She was furious at the Wart who had daily access to 
Debs bumbags but had steadfastly refused to conjure 
up a single thrashing opportunity.  

Patty continued to scowl into her glass darkly 
as the Wart tried to change the subject. 

 
Deborah blushed deeply. Lady Victoria rolled 

her eyes and reached into her blazer pocket. 
“Morton, Phase 6,” she announced. “Step up 

for goofing.”  
Deborah took up the once familiar position at 

the front of the hall, standing to attention between 
the piano and the swing doors. She couldn’t believe 
her stupidity. There was no question that she 
deserved to be carded. As she had entered the hall 
she had impulsively shoved the gal in front of her in 
the back. It had been a totally unprovoked and 
mindless act. 
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Debs behavior in the assembly hall had always 
been erratic and she held the unit’s record for being 
red-carded. In an effort to curb her misbehavior she 
had been exiled to sit in the front row of the hall 
amongst the Little Brats. With the exception of being 
chucked out for giggling at a remark made by Linda 
Ash regarding business-wear straight jackets she had 
been the model of decorum. Nonetheless her latest 
act of compulsive impulsive behavior was classic Debs 
and she nervously awaited the arrival of the Grand 
Master. 

 
“You are a disgrace to the House,” snarled the 

Wart. “I’m sending you in front of the House Council 
to face charges of bringing the House into disrepute.” 

Debs glared at the Wart contemptuously. 
“You’re wasting your time,” she retorted. “This has 
nothing to do with House Business.” 

“I’ll be the judge of that,” snapped Ms Wharton 
and strode towards the stage. 

 
Deborah breathed a sigh of relief as she 

hurried out of the hall. She had feared that the Grand 
Master might elect to take her up onto the stage and 
give her a damn good spanking. However, he had 
appeared sublimely indifferent to her latest act of 
foolishness and had merely instructed her to go and 
get herself inspected. 

 
Deborah stopped briefly at an en-route 

bathroom and inspected her clobber closely. She 
straightened her tie and brushed some loose hairs off 
her blazer. Best as she could tell Katie would have no 
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reason to subject her to a full bib-down, tie-back 
clobber inspection. 

 
Katie looked Deborah up and down. Debs was 

notoriously clobber challenged and was a regular 
member of Katie’s clientele. Katie was itching to get 
her fingers on her slipper but she was frustrated. 

“Get your arse into the ante-room,” Katie 
snarled nastily, “and bend over the desk; I’ll be in to 
inspect you shortly.” 
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Mission Accomplished 

 
 
Deborah placed her hands on her head and 

considered her situation. There was no question that 
she would start the day with a well-deserved 
whopping. A licking from the Grand Master was 
always tough duty but at least it was guaranteed to 
be delivered in a business-like climate. 

She wondered whether the Wart would go 
through with her threat to subject her to a hearing 
before the House Council. Deborah was fairly certain 
that it would be a futile gesture and that common-
sense would prevail. Nonetheless, it would be another 
opportunity for the Wart to vent her spleen and would 
doubtless be disagreeable. 

 
The Grand Master was in an affable mood. He 

affably informed Deborah that he intended to put her 
over his knee and given her a dozen whaps with the 
two-tailed tawse. Deborah agreed that this was not 
an unreasonable course of action and removed her 
blazer and hung it on a coat-stand beside the door. 
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Deborah waited while her gymslip was turned 
back and her navy blue bumbags rolled down. She 
compliantly stretched herself into a full drape and 
made certain her backside was perfectly primed for 
punishment. 

 
Mr Humphries took his time allowing them both 

to prepare themselves for a long leisurely spanking. 
Mr Humphries was fond of Deborah even though he 
considered her to be high maintenance. He was 
genuinely impressed by the confident and 
authoritative manner with which she dispatched her 
duties as Captain of the Red House and he had 
acceded to Lady Victoria’s request that she would be 
promoted to act as Deputy Red-shirt during the 
forthcoming year. 

The Grand Master and Debs had shared 
several lengthy conversations regarding her 
compulsive impulsive behavior syndrome which they 
agreed was the common cause of most of her 
misconduct. Deborah freely admitted that she was 
frequently astonished by her own actions and her lack 
of self-discipline.  

In many ways her undisciplined lapses in 
conduct were in stark contrast with other aspects of 
her personality. She was extremely studious, her 
training regime was rigorous and she worked 
tirelessly at perfecting pieces that she played on her 
clarinet. Nonetheless as long as she could remember 
she seemed to be in some sort of trouble. 

Mr Humphries was sympathetic towards her 
syndrome but it was his mandate to assist her in her 
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program of extreme social rehabilitation so he 
brought the tawse down with a resounding crack. 

Debs gritted her teeth. She knew from 
experience that the two-tailed tawse was a serious 
adversary. The tawse that the Grand Master had 
selected for his current mission of social rehabilitation 
had aged well and was particularly supple. The tails 
curled around Deborah’s buttocks landing a 
millisecond apart in a most disconcerting manner. 

Gamely Deborah kept her head well down 
between her outstretched arms and pushed her 
buttocks up. The Grand Master had her tucked in 
tightly and she was bent like a bow. Debs Morton did 
her best to settle in to the rhythm of the spanking. 

 
The Grand Master was spanking Debs at a 

leisurely pace to allow her to truly appreciate the full 
splendor of each stroke. He was landing the tails of 
the tawse on alternating cheeks. The first six cracks 
were enough to color each buttock a bright crimson 
from top to bottom. In Debs opinion this was a 
perfectly adequate lesson in social rehabilitation and 
would have been more than happy to have returned 
to the upright. 

 
Debs squeezed her eyes tight and her mouth 

contorted into a silent howl. The second round of 
spanks was going to land on scorched and swollen 
flesh accentuating the effects. Dismally Debs stared 
down at the wooden floor and tried to cope with the 
waves of pain shooting through her body. 

Even for a whop-hardened veteran like Debs it 
was impossible not to wriggle and writhe as the heat 
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in her backside reached epic proportions. After each 
stroke she painfully stretched herself back into a full 
drape.  

Mr Humphries helped Deborah to her feet. 
Debs had managed to put it up and keep it up and 
despite the temporary swelling of her buttocks there 
was no lasting damage done. The social rehabilitation 
mission had been successfully accomplished. 
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Thwarting the Wart 

 
 
Deborah groaned. When she stepped out onto 

the landing Katie was waiting.  
“I need you to step into my office,” she 

commanded, “Ms Wharton’s orders.” 
Debs glared at Katie before following her. 
Katie stepped over to the public address 

system. “Morton, Phase 6, repair immediately to the 
library to face charges of bringing the Red House into 
disrepute,” she barked into the microphone. 

“Oh my gawd,” groaned Deborah, “this is truly 
pathetic.” 

 
“With all due respect Ma’am,” said Mandy San 

Pierre, “we don’t think there are any charges to 
answer. Being red-carded out of assembly is not 
House Business.” 

Ms Wharton glared at Amanda. “This 
degenerate has already been spanked in the middle 
of the kitchen this week and now she’s been red-
carded. What type of example is that for a House 
Captain to set? This is clearly a case of bringing the 
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House into disrepute. Now charge her or I will 
myself.” 

Mandy calmly stared back at the Wart. “I’m 
afraid I can’t do that, the council has voted and she is 
not going to be charged.” 

The Wart glared from one prefect to another. 
“I am the Mistress of the House,” she raged. “You will 
do as instructed.” 

Mandy shook her head firmly. “The vote was 
unanimous.” 

“Unanimous? What do you mean unanimous, 
you haven’t even heard the case against her,” 
snapped the Wart imperiously. 

“And we don’t intend to,” said Mandy 
unwaveringly. 

 
Deborah hugged the five prefects one-by-one 

after the Wart stormed out of the library. “Thanks for 
the vote of confidence,” she said gratefully, “but I 
doubt that we’ve heard the last of this.” 

 
“This is tantamount to insurrection,” the Wart 

raged at the Grand Master. “As Mistress of the House 
I have the authority to veto the Council vote. I need 
your full support in this matter.” 

“You are correct that you have the right of 
veto, however, I am the final signatory and I have no 
intention of sanctioning a formal house beating,” the 
Grand Master said matter-of-factly. 

The Wart glared at Mr Humphries. “In that 
case you have made my position somewhat 
discommodious.” 
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The Grand Master shrugged. “Well, if that is 
the case, I’m sure that you will dwell upon your 
options,” he said coolly. 

 
“What are you going to do, Warty one?” Patty 

sneered in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 
“Resign? Haven’t you read the newspapers? There’s a 
whop famine going on outside these walls.” 

The Wart pouted and slammed down a double 
shot of tequila. “It’s totally unacceptable that he 
doesn’t support us. I think we should draw up a list of 
complaints and file them with the Minister. It’s time 
you took over, Patty, and restored some order.” 

Patty sipped her drink and looked thoughtful. 
“Perhaps it would be better if you crafted a letter 
yourself, suggesting that it might be time for a 
change of leadership. I don’t want to appear pushy.” 

“You could also suggest that I’m promoted to 
full Brass,” interjected Katie.  

“Yeah rock on, Katie,” chorused Patty and the 
Wart. 

 
Patty tossed and turned in her scratch. In 

many ways she agreed with the Wart. Her own power 
as Deputy Grand Dame had been usurped and she 
was essentially a lame duck. Her whop rate was 
catastrophically low. Patty decided that she needed a 
new strategy to get herself firmly back into the 
business of whops.  

She swung her legs off the bed and padded 
across the room to her desk. She unscrewed the top 
of her fountain pen and began to compose a letter to 
the Grand Master. She outlined her concerns that her 
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talents both as an academic and an educator were 
being under-utilized in her administrative role. She 
proposed that she should be reassigned to the 
mainstream tutoring staff lecturing on a wide variety 
of subject matter. After all, she reasoned, there were 
always plenty of whops to be scored behind the 
closed doors of the lecture rooms. 

Patty climbed back into bed and laid her head 
blissfully down on the pillows. It seemed like a plan to 
Patty. 
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A Serious Jape 

 
 
With just a fortnight remaining until the start 

of the summer furlough the inmates were becoming 
increasingly rambunctious. The sounds of canes, 
straps and slippers rebounding from tautened 
bumbags echoed around the facility as the Brass and 
Elite struggled to maintain control. 

 
Jojo had two things on her mind. The success 

of the upcoming performance of West Side Story that 
she was producing and directing and the recapture of 
her title of the Most Punished Gal in a Single Year. 

The former campaign was time-consuming but 
fun and exciting. The inmates had embraced the 
production and were working tirelessly to ensure its 
success. 

The latter mission preoccupied Jojo. Clearly 
expectations would be high and a serious jape was 
required. Jojo scored a bottle of 2005 Finca El Portillo 
Tempranillo from the Bounder and went to consult 
with Cat Cassidy.   
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“A serous jape?” laughed Cat. 
“Yeah, a major lark” said Jojo. “What would 

you do?” 
Cathryn grinned and poured Jojo a glass of the 

delicious Andean wine. “Well if you really aren’t 
worried about your bumbags and you want to kill two 
birds with one stone there is one person who has 
never been japed.” 

 
“You’re fucking crazy!” shrieked Nixdown. “I 

won’t stand for it!” 
“Even I’m not that dumb,” counseled Debs. 
“NO! NO! NO!” Rosemary insisted. 
“Jeepers Jojo,” said Melanie White, “you’ve got 

to have bigger gazonkas than mine!” 
“Your bumbags are going to be singing,” 

agreed Lady Vix. 
“It’s brilliant!” squealed Cassie Cassy. 
 
Ms MacAllister squinted into the mirror 

admiring her new suit. Generally she favored three-
piece cuts so that she could wear her vintage watch 
piece in her waistcoat pocket. However whilst 
browsing the Bernadette Summers Enterprises on-line 
catalogue she had noticed that the Bounder’s Uncle 
Stacks was offering a summer special on spiffy two-
piece three button linen suits. She rather fancied she 
might cut quite a rug in the new range. 

The Dyke had approached the Bounder 
personally and in an act of surprising equanimity 
Bernadette had arranged for Mickey to bring a pattern 
cutter up from the Smoke and have a pearl gray 
custom suit tailored for her at a generous five per 
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cent discount considering commissions, shipping and 
handling. 

 
The news of Jojo’s planned lark had spread 

through the unit like wildfire. At twelve o’clock when 
the bell rang to signal the end of morning lectures the 
gals hurried to congregate at the windows of the 
science building. They watched as Jojo made her way 
across the quadrangle, giving her the thumbs up and 
whispering good luck. Beside her Nix was making last 
minute pleas for her to reconsider but Jojo just 
grinned and shook her head. She pushed open the 
doors of the science building and headed for the 
chemistry lab. 

 
“Whatthefook?” screamed the Dyke. She 

stared at Jojo in horrified amazement. Joanna was 
standing with a grin on her face and a pair of scissors 
in one hand and the remnants of the Dames tie in the 
other. 

“Oops,” she said and very calmly placed the 
scissors on a nearby desk. “I suppose you’ll want me 
to be bending over?” 

 
The tawse landed across Jojo’s tautened 

bumbags with a crack that could be clearly heard by 
the guffawing gals outside the laboratory. 

“She’s fucking crazy,” was the consensus of 
opinion. 

Joanna was beginning to think she was fucking 
crazy as the two-tailed tawse larruped her backside in 
a frenzied assault. The Dyke was screaming, “take 
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that and that and that!” as she walloped Joanna into 
the history books. 

Although collaring had been officially outlawed, 
Jojo wasn’t surprised when the Dyke hauled her up 
from the desk and dragged her out of the room by 
the scruff of her neck. Her backside was on fire as 
she was scuttled through the quadrangle towards the 
main building. The Dyke had not been content to give 
her six of the best, or even a dozen; the tawse had 
rebounded of her defenseless derriere fifteen times. 

 
The Grand Master listened intently. Ms 

MacAllister’s thick brogue was pretty unfathomable at 
the best of times and her frenzied ranting and raving 
was barely decipherable. 

“Of course she’ll be flogged,” Mr Humphries 
assured the Science Dame, “but first perhaps you’d 
like to try this on.” 

He opened a desk drawer and extracted a tie 
that was an exact replica of the one that Jojo had just 
liberated with her scissors. 

Momentarily the Dame gaped at the tie and 
then she threw her head back and began to laugh. 

“I’m sorry Ma’am,” said Jojo, “but I can 
explain.”  
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Being Rearranged 

 
 
Jojo elected to schedule her ceremonial public 

flogging for Thursday evening to allow her tawse 
frazzled rear end a reasonable cool down period. With 
her record now safely in the bag she was free to 
concentrate on the preparations for the forthcoming 
West Side Story production.  

 
Bernadette Summers was rubbing her 

bumbags with glee. The second night of the 
production which was to be performed before a very 
select group of Woodettes and other international 
Woody fans was a sell-out. Orders for clobber were 
pouring in and she was forced to put Uncle Stack’s 
sweatshops on double shifts. 

She was also rubbing her bumbags with 
consternation. For the second consecutive day she 
had forgotten to put her cell-phone on vibrate during 
assembly. The previous morning she had been red-
carded and received a twelve stroke bare bender up 
in Mr Humphries study. The following morning the 
phone had gone off during the middle of assembly. 
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Mr Humphries had cordially invited the Bounder up on 
stage and put her over his knee. 

The Grand Master had delivered a particularly 
long and juicy bare bottom spanking. Despite her 
legendary pluck and resilience the Bounder was 
clearly not having a good time of it. Her coal black 
hair shook from side to side and her spectacular nut 
brown legs kicked and scissored as spank after spank 
rained down on her dusky rear end. 

 
When Mr Humphries had taken Debs up on the 

stage and put her over his knee in front of the 
assembled unit the inmates had been genuinely 
aghast. However as the Grand Master’s tenure had 
progressed the inmates had learned to be surprised 
at nothing. The Great Spank-off, the gratuitous 
spankings on Saturday nights and the frequent trips 
to the Brat Chamber for Brat Spankings had hardened 
them to exposing their bumbags to a wider audience. 

 
Bernadette Summers was no longer thinking 

about a wider audience. A long and juicy over the 
knee hand spanking is a very personal and intimate 
affair. The Grand Master was mixing up his rhythms, 
slow and ponderous sets of spanks were followed by 
blitz attacks. Even though he had a tight grip around 
the Bounder’s waist he constantly had to rearrange 
her across his lap as she desperately tried to scamper 
forward and make her escape. 

In the public forum on the www.woodette.com 
website the subject of being rearranged has been 
widely discussed. It was generally agreed amongst 
the pundits that being put over the knee of the 
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punisher was in many ways far worse than bending 
over a chair or a desk. It was the ultimate position of 
submission. It was also generally agreed that being 
hand spanked was even more capitulating than being 
whapped with a hairbrush or a slipper. It was totally 
intimate. Being rearranged was an essential element 
of the anatomy of a spanking and added to the mood 
of total acquiescence. 

 
Bernadette Summers was not well known for 

her acquiescence but she was in no doubt who was in 
charge of the operation. Periodically Mr Humphries 
would encourage her to stretch out properly into a full 
drape so only the tips of her toes and fingers were 
balanced on the floor, then he would tuck her back 
tightly into the crease of his lap and continue with the 
spanking. 

 
Mr Humphries unleashed a particularly potent 

blitz attack landing two dozen spanks in quick 
succession. Bernadette was no longer conscious that 
she was having her bare bottom smacked in front of a 
hall filled with people. She wriggled and squirmed and 
pummeled the wooden stage with her fists. The 
Grand Master tucked her in one last time and finished 
off with twelve slow juicy slaps. Bernadette hung 
upside down over his knee’s panting and shaking her 
head from side to side. She felt totally bewildered. 

 
A few minutes head down, arse up over 

somebody’s knees can feel like hours to the recipient. 
When Bernadette was finally returned to the upright 
she looked dazed and bemused. Her mouth was 
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slightly open and her eyes wide as she stared at the 
Grand Master with a look of something that looked 
remarkably like respect. 

 
“That man of yours has hands like house 

bricks,” Bernadette complained to Jojo. 
“Tell me about it,” giggled Jojo. “But at least 

you get to dance it off and don’t have to sit on a hard 
wooden chair all morning.” 

The Bounder just grunted and pulled on her 
leotard. 
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Claire Maintains Her Rating 

 
 
Six of the best from Claire Brooks had not been 

on Deborah’s agenda for the day, but the two chums 
agreed that she needed six so she was touching her 
toes in front of the fireplace in the library. 

Claire neatly folded the skirt of Deborah’s 
gymslip back and picked up her cane. 

“Are you ready?” she asked. Debs just grunted. 
 
 “I’m sorry Debs but I’m going to have to card 

you,” Claire had said quietly. 
Debs grimaced. “Understood,” she groaned, “I 

definitely need six. I’m really sorry I rubbished you, 
sis.” 

Claire sighed and pulled out her vintage Jack 
Webb Dragnet whistle and blew in to it. The inmates 
in the recreation area came to an immediate halt and 
stared in the direction of the duty prefect. 

Claire waved her red card. “Morton, Phase 6, 
red card for rubbishing,” she announced. 

Deborah turned on her heel and trudged 
across the quadrangle. 



A Tiffany Box 
 

 

Debs had been obliged to stand outside the 
library with her hands on her head and her nose 
pressed to the wall for almost thirty minutes while 
Claire finished her monitoring duties in the rec area. 
During lunch the corridor leading to the library was a 
busy thoroughfare and numerous inmates had 
ingressed and egressed through the library door. Most 
of them had stopped and wished her good luck. It 
never entered Deborah’s head to turn and face them, 
she remained in the traditional nose and toes pose 
and responded out of the corner of her mouth. 

 
Debs heart was pounding as she trudged down 

the library. The day had started so well, Stacks 
Monroe’s deejay had sent her the final cut of the 
soundtrack to the West Side Story production and the 
dance cast had reacted ecstatically. Debs had never 
been hugged so much in her life. She was feeling on 
top of the world and then in a classic Debs moment 
she had inexplicably and very publicly rubbished 
Claire Brooks. 

 
Claire sighed and tapped the cane down three 

times before she raised her arm in the air. Claire was 
very fond of Debs but she knew that she had no 
option but to execute her duties with extreme 
prejudice. 

 
Debs heard the ominous whistle of the 

ashplant cutting through the air and squeezed her 
eyes shut. The whippy stick slashed across the crown 
of her bum with extreme venom. Her eyes burst open 
and her mouth spread wide into a silent howl. Her 
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knees buckled slightly but somehow she managed to 
keep her fingers glued to her toes. 

 
Claire set her feet and swung her arm. The 

cane whistled and sliced across Deborah’s tautened 
bumbags for a second time. Debs head jerked back 
but she gamely kept her fingers down. 

 
The last time Claire had been obliged to cane 

Debs she had totally nailed her. It had been an 
unusual situation with Patty Hodge unsettling 
Deborah with her taunts and shoving a camera in her 
face. It had had been an unsavory incident but it 
created a dilemma. Deborah had rated the caning a 
nine for artistic merit and a nine point two five for 
technical expertise on the GalGab web-site. A quality 
rating of such magnitude from somebody as whop-
hardened as Debs was considered to be high praise 
indeed. A substantial downgrading would result in 
suspicion that she had cut Debs some slack and might 
well prove hazardous for Claire’s personal bumbags. 

 
Debs gritted her teeth as the pain of the third 

stroke aggravated every nerve ending in her body. 
With three down and three still to go Debs Morton 
knew that Claire was duty bound to maintain her 
spectacular rating and was beginning to regret her 
enthusiastic evaluation of Claire’s skills. Her teeth 
chattered and her buttocks squirmed and twitched as 
the sensation reverberated throughout her central 
nervous system.     

Claire sighed. She waited while Deborah 
straightened her legs and pushed her bottom back up 
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into a position to allow her a clean shot. She raised 
the cane in the air and sliced it through the air. 

 
Very gingerly Debs returned to the vertical. 

There was no question that Claire had successfully 
maintained her rating. The fifth had been a 
devastating strike across the sweet spot and the 
closer had produced a perfectly executed five-bar 
gate. 

Deborah reached under her gymslip and 
adjusted her bumbags. She smoothed down her skirt 
and retrieved her blazer. Debs handed Claire her 
personal punishment record book and waited while 
the prefect post-processed the beating and then 
wordlessly she wriggled out of the library. 
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The Wart Brokers a Deal 

 
 
Deborah groaned. As she painfully shuffled out 

of the library she found Heidi Alexander waiting for 
her. 

“I’m sorry Debs, but Ms Wharton wants to see 
you urgently,” said the Little Brat. “She said to tell 
you to cut along sharpish.” 

Recovering from six of the best from Claire 
Brooks was not particularly conducive to cutting along 
sharpish. Every step Debs took seemed to accentuate 
the throbbing of the swollen stripes on her bum. All 
she could think of was getting back to her study and 
allowing Rosemary to knead her mystical balms into 
her wounded rear end. The prospect of a meeting 
with the Wart was extremely unappealing. 

 
 Deborah recoiled slightly as the Wart jabbed 

her in the chest with her long bony finger.  
“I should thrash you for dereliction of duty,” 

she screamed. “While you were busy making a 
disgrace of yourself the house is falling down around 
your ears.” 
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It occurred to Debs that the Wart might have 
been partaking of a few liveners over lunch. She was 
clearly either drunk or deranged. The Wart poked her 
in the chest again and Deborah concluded that it was 
probably both. 

Debs stepped backwards but the Wart followed 
her, jabbing and poking and screaming at her. Finally 
Debs found herself pinned against the wall. The Wart 
leaned her face in close and unleashed another barrel 
load of vitriolic. 

Debs mind was a fog, her backside was 
throbbing incessantly and the persistent jabs in her 
chest were causing her considerable gyp. Instinctively 
she reached out and grabbed the Wart by the wrist. 
Although the Wart was an ample woman and 
outweighed Deborah by a substantial proportion the 
champion tennis player had a grip of iron and 
effortlessly disabled her antagonist. Debs squeezed 
on the Wart’s wrist until the blood drained out of the 
Dame’s face. 

“You wanted to see me Ma’am?” Debs asked 
as the Wart slowly buckled at the knees. 

“Lemmego!” wailed the Wart as she slowly 
dropped to the floor. “I’m gonna beat you so hard 
you won’t sit down for a fortnight!” 

“No you’re not,” sneered Deborah 
contemptuously. “Now tell me why I’m here or I’ll go 
about my business,” she said as she released Ms 
Wharton’s wrist. 

The Wart wailed and flailed about on the floor. 
She ranted and raved and screamed up a blue storm.  

“Oh for gawd’s sake Ma’am,” groaned Debs 
and crossed over to a nearby sideboard. She found a 
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glass and a bottle of Patron tequila. She poured a 
healthy shot and thrust it at the Wart. “Drink this and 
then perhaps you would tell me what this is all 
about.” 

The Wart grabbed the glass and tossed the 
liquid down her throat. “I need you to beat Booker,” 
she spluttered.  

Deborah’s eyes widened. “Did you just tell me 
to cane Rosemary?” she asked incredulously.  

The Wart stumbled to her feet. “You heard 
me!” she gurgled and tottered over to the tequila 
bottle. “I’ve placed her in House custody. She’s in the 
gymnasium under Elite guard. You’re to give her a 
twelve stroke running bender.” 

Deborah stared at the Wart incredulously. 
“What on earth are you babbling about?” she asked.  

Temporarily Debs was completely distracted 
from the copious amount of steam that was 
emanating from beneath the skirt of her gymslip. 
During the past weeks she had trained herself to 
disregard the Wart’s deranged demands but the 
instruction to beat her best chum was hard to ignore. 

“She cussed out the Deputy Grand Dame,” said 
the Wart imperiously. “Ms Hodge wanted her flogged 
but I brokered a deal. She should be grateful.” 

The Wart picked up the bottle and slumped 
back in an easy chair. She unscrewed the top and 
took a long swig and then fell sound asleep. 

 
“What should I do?” Debs asked Lady Victoria. 

“Patty filed a complaint that Rosemary swore at her 
and had Katie witness it. It’s all bogus; they just want 
to force me to cane Rosie.” 
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Victoria put her arm around Debs shoulder and 
hugged her. “Don’t worry about Rosemary, Mandy 
called me and she’s looking after her. Give me the 
complaint and I’ll take it to the Grand Master.” 

Debs smiled gratefully and handed the Red-
shirt the sheet of paper she had found on the Warts 
desk. 

“By the way, how’s your bum?” asked Vix. 
“Smoking!” groaned Debs. 
Vix winked at her. “I’ll get Rosemary released. 

You go and take care of business.” 
“What would we do without you?” smiled Debs 

and squirmed out of the door. 
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The Wart Gets a Spanking 

 
 
Patty Hodge helped Ms Wharton wake up by 

slapping her hard across the face several times.  
“Wotthefuck!” spluttered the Wart, “are you 

fucking barking?” She stared blearily at Patty. “What 
did you do that for? That hurt!” 

“Hurt? I’ll tell you what hurt! Twelve strokes 
across my arse is what hurt,” screamed Patty. “I give 
you a simple assignment and you turn it into a 
fiasco.” Patty grabbed the Wart by her wrist and 
yanked her out of her chair. 

“Whatayadoin’?” squealed Ms Wharton. 
“Making sure you don’t sit down comfortably 

for a week is what I’m doing,” snarled Patty as she 
sat down and dumped the Wart over her lap. 

 
 The atmosphere in the saloon bar of the 

Bunch of Grapes was decidedly chilly. The Wart sat at 
the corner of the bar pouting into her drink and 
refusing to acknowledge Patty and Katie.  

Katie Beck was glowering at Patty. “I have a 
parole hearing tomorrow,” she snarled. “You know 
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Cassidy will use this to her advantage. I should never 
have let you talk me into helping you.” 

“It was a totally legitimate plan,” snapped 
Patty. “If the Warty one hadn’t lost her nerve and got 
legless Morton would have been forced to thrash 
Booker. You know she would have pulled the strokes 
and I’d have had grounds to apply to have her 
flogged.” 

Katie pouted. “Well that all went off 
swimmingly,” she said caustically. “The next time I 
want my bumbags cut to tatters I’ll send you an 
email.” 

Patty muttered darkly and put a round of 
drinks on the Wart’s tab. 

 
Katie had first suspected that things might be 

going terribly pear-shaped when she saw Lady 
Victoria and Rosemary enter the landing and knock on 
the Grand Master’s door. Rosemary had none of the 
tell-tale traits of a gal who had just been beaten 
bandy by her best chum. There was no stiffness to 
her gait; in fact she seemed quite jaunty. 

Katie hurried to the door that separated her 
office from the Grand Masters and bent over to peek 
through the keyhole. 

The Grand Master was ushering the two gals 
over to the seating area and appeared to be offering 
them a drink. Katie frowned. 

 
Victoria and Rosemary reappeared looking 

cheerful. Katie scowled at them. 
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A few moments later Patty appeared on the 
landing and disappeared into the study. Katie’s 
telephone rang and Mr Humphries asked her to join 
them. Katie Beck was beginning to get nervous. 

 
“Katie and I were taking an after-lunch spin 

around the quad,” Patty was explaining. “Rosemary 
Booker was approaching us and Katie commented 
that she thought that she had seen Booker’s neck-tie 
in an abusive condition so we confronted her.” 

“Was her tie in an abusive condition?” asked 
the Grand Master. 

“No, Katie took a measurement and although 
the top button of her blouse was partially visible it 
was not quite fifty per cent,” said Patty. 

“But you still subjected her to a full bib-down, 
tie-back clobber inspection?” asked Mr Humphries. 

“We all know that Booker is perennially clobber 
challenged,” Patty said smoothly. “We suspected that 
we may find other abuses.” 

“But you had no direct cause for carrying out a 
public inspection which required Miss Booker to stand 
in the middle of a crowded quadrangle with her hands 
on her head,” said the Grand Master matter-of-factly. 

Patty blushed slightly. “As I have said Grand 
Master, Booker is a serial clobber abuser and we 
believed it was a valid course of action.” 

“And how much clobber abuse did you 
discover?” asked the Grand Master. 

“Well, none,” admitted Patty. “We were about 
to let her go when she cussed me out.” 
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“According to Miss Booker she commented that 
she thought the inspection was ‘fucking bogus’, is 
that correct?” asked Mr Humphries. 

Patty nodded. 
“So you filed a complaint?” 
Patty nodded again. 
“Why did you take this to Ms Wharton,” asked 

Mr Humphries. 
“Cussing out the Brass is a flogging offence 

and I wanted to give Ms Wharton a heads up that 
Booker being flogged would cost the Red House 
twenty-five merit marks,” Patty explained. “She 
begged me to let the house take care of it. I 
reminded her that a public flogging would be 
composed of twelve strokes. She promised that she 
would have Morton take care of it. I was concerned 
that Morton would pull the strokes because of her 
relationship with Booker. Ms Wharton invited me to 
the gymnasium to act as a witness. I considered this 
to be a satisfactory solution.” 

“Miss Booker is right, this is totally fucking 
bogus,” said the Grand Master, “and the only 
satisfactory solution will be you removing your jacket 
and bending over that chair.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Patty Hodge. 
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A Cheap Price to Pay 

 
 
Katie Beck watched dismally as Patty folded 

her long body over the back of the chair. For the past 
months Katie had been on full clobber probation 
under the supervision of Cathryn Cassidy. The 
following morning Katie was scheduled to file an 
application to be released from her punishment. 

Recently Katie had been extremely careful to 
ensure that her behavior was exemplary. It had been 
several weeks since she had received a swishing from 
Cat and she had high hopes that Cathryn would 
endorse her application. Watching the Grand Master 
folding back Patty’s long skirt Katie Beck began to 
have her doubts that this was going to help her 
cause. 

 
Patty flinched as the super-cane sliced across 

her naked derriere. For all her faults Patty was a 
tough old bird. She had attended the original Woody 
School where corporal punishment had been used 
liberally. Patty’s snooty and imperious attitude had 
earned her numerous thrashings from the Brass and 
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the Elite. Patty never howled or blubbed and despite 
her lack of popularity she was never accused of being 
a muff. 

 
Patty Hodge accepted that an occasional 

caning was a reasonable price of doing business her 
way. She had no intention of allowing a few strokes 
of the cane from interrupting her war on Debs. She 
searched her memory banks and conjured up the 
mental image of one of the infamous pictures she had 
taken of Deborah getting nailed by Claire Brooks. 

“Get Morton, get Morton,” she muttered as the 
cane slashed across her hind-quarters. 

 
“This is not fair, sir,” complained Katie. “I 

witnessed Booker cuss out Ms Hodge. Why am I 
being caned?” 

“If you think for one minute that I can’t see 
through this conspiracy you are even more deluded 
than I thought,” laughed the Grand Master. “This has 
your finger-prints all over it.” 

Katie scowled. “Well it’s not fair that I get the 
same amount as her,” she pouted. “I was just a 
bystander. I should only get six.” 

“Yeah, rock on, Katie. Good try. Now remove 
your blazer and bend over the chair,” laughed Mr 
Humphries.  

 
Katie Beck was also a long-time veteran of the 

cane. At school she had been the ring-leader of a 
group of loutish bullies. In her early teens she 
received her first public spanking and a year later she 
was caned in front of the assembled school. Being 
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punished did not deter Katie and she continued to 
hone her skills as a bully and a thug. 

Despite her tyrannical tendencies she was 
appointed as a prefect which had allowed her to 
mount a campaign of terror over her subordinates. 
Eventually the Headgirl of the school decided to take 
the unusual route of personally caning Katie. Katie 
feared that if she refused she would be expelled so 
she acceded to the punishment. 

The following evening the Headgirl was 
abducted on her way home from school and found 
twelve hours later chained to a tree in the woods with 
a sack over her head. Katie was implicated but was 
able to provide a cast-iron alibi. It was the last time 
the Headgirl ever caned Katie. 

After leaving school she joined the 
Confederacy of Yoofs, where she would first 
encounter Yvonne Godfrey. Katie was ambitious and 
busied herself by boffing her way up the food chain. 
Unfortunately, the government had recently 
announced its purge of the Extreme Ladettes. Katie 
was arrested several times for loutish behavior and 
became one of the first Ladettes to be sentenced to 
spend seven years at the Big House. 

 
Katie had no intention to reform and had soon 

surrounded herself with a group of toadying 
sycophants who would later form the core of her 
Secret Society of Serial Spankers. 

During the early part of her sentence Katie’s 
parents died tragically in a motoring accident. Ms 
Lawton took pity on Katie and formally adopted her 
as her ward. This proved to be a mixed blessing for 
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Katie. Although Ms Lawton was a sweet and generous 
guardian she wanted to avoid any suggestions of 
nepotism. The Brass and Elite were instructed to treat 
Katie with extreme prejudice and for several years 
she held the title of Big BUTT. 

Patty Hodge had scouted Katie and together 
they had written the blue-print for the SS. Patty had 
lobbied Ms Lawton and persuaded her to elect Katie 
as the Red-shirt. Her election coincided with the early 
days of Cat Cassidy’s emerging cult of mega-minxdom 
so Katie had plenty of ammunition to support her 
excessive use of corporal punishment. They were 
heady days for Katie Beck. 

After her release Katie spent a year at college 
but she hated it. She begged Ms Lawton to allow her 
to return to the facility as a member of staff. As she 
did not have any formal training the Grand Dame 
agreed to make her the unit’s matron. 

On her return she immediately aligned herself 
with Patty and her cohorts on the Radical Right and 
spent hours in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes 
planning new ways to create mischief and mayhem 
inside the bumbags of the inmates. 

 
Katie peeled off her striped blazer and hung it 

up. She shared Patty’s philosophy that an occasional 
sore bottom was a cheap price to pay for the thrills 
and spills she enjoyed in making life miserable for the 
inmates. She bent over the back of the chair. 
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Debs Diary 

 
 
Debs had spent a miserable afternoon in the 

lecture rooms. The stripes inside her bumbags were 
pulsating incessantly and she squirmed from side to 
side trying to find a position that was at least 
tolerable on the hard wooden seat. 

After her program of tutorials was complete 
she returned to her study and worked on an 
assignment standing up at her computer. 

Every now and again she would go the 
bathroom and attempt to take some of the heat out 
of the stripes with cold flannels. It was not very 
successful. 

She finished her assignment and logged on to 
the www.woodettes.com website. 

‘Hi gang,’ she wrote on her blog. ‘I got shown 
a red-card today and was sent up to the library for a 
beating. It wasn’t terribly fun. Claire was on form and 
delivered an almost perfect caning. I don’t blame her. 
I definitely needed six and she has a reputation to 
maintain. I’d score her nine point two five for both 
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technical expertise and artistic merit. Her best 
performance to date. The last one’s still smoking.’ 

 
Deborah had always been a keen diarist and 

the Debs Diary blog on the web-site had become a 
popular feature. Before she had even finished the 
entry her inbox was inundated with emails offering 
sympathy and demanding further details. 

Christy Cranfield IM’d her for a blow by blow 
account of the whopping. Christy was fixated with 
rituals and she was fascinated by the red-card system 
operated at the facility. She loved the idea of being 
publicly dismissed from the recreation area and the 
long nerve wracking wait outside the library. She 
pressed Debs for details.    

Deborah Morton poured herself a glass of 
Addamo 2005 Reserve Chardonnay that she had been 
saving for a special occasion and loosened her tie. 
Gingerly lowering her scalded backside into a softly 
cushioned chair she settled in to give her chum a 
minute by minute account of her day. 

 
Deborah found nothing unusual about 

spending her evening gabbing on-line about whops 
and clobber. She had spent the majority of the past 
decade and a half enrolled in institutions where 
whops were a way of life so it did not seem queer to 
discuss them. 

She had decided to put her intimate knowledge 
of corporal punishment to good use and for several 
months Debs had been researching a book she 
planned to write on the history of Woodys from its 
opening in 1857 to its current incarnation as the 
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nation’s most austere Back to School facility. She 
planned on calling it ‘Waiting to be Caned’ which she 
considered an apt title as this seemed to have been 
one of the primary occupations of the Woody gals for 
over a century and a half.  

 
Christy’s desire for detail was insatiable so it 

was nearly ten o’clock before Debs bid her chum 
goodnight and got ready for bed. She took a quick 
shower and pulled on her jimjams. She climbed into 
bed and curled up. She yawned; she had drunk 
slightly more than usual so she wanted to get some 
shut-eye in order that she would be fresh in the 
morning for her run. 

Across the room Rosemary was still on-line 
chatting to her amour, the Silver Fox. 

“Don’t be staying up late,” said Debs, “and 
don’t be disturbing me. The last thing I need is 
another six from Claire tonight.”  

She reached over and turned out her bedside 
light. She ran her fingers over the seat of her 
jimjams. Even through the material she could still feel 
the swelling of the stripes and her bottom was still 
tender to the touch.  

Over the past decade and a half she had gone 
to sleep literally hundreds of times with the effects of 
the cane burning beneath her jimjams. This year she 
had accumulated a personal record of fifty-four 
punishments. Although she remained firmly in second 
place to Jojo on both the Annual and All-Time Big 
Butt it was still a commendable achievement. With 
just over two weeks remaining before furlough she 
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wondered whether there was still room for 
improvement. 

In the forthcoming year she would be 
promoted to the Elite and had already been honored 
with the appointment as Deputy Red-shirt. She had 
already conferred with Lady Vix and promised that 
she would do her best to curb her natural instinct for 
minxdom during her term of office. 

Debs Morton drifted into the land of nod 
wondering whether her glory days as a mega-minx 
were nearly over. 

 
 



 

 

20 

 
Jojo’s Big Day 

 
 
During the six years that she had been 

incarcerated at the Woody Back to School unit 
Hurricane Jojo had established numerous records. 
She was the All-Time Big BUTT and had earned the 
title of Annual Big BUTT on four occasions. She had 
been the first inmate to score the elusive Bull, a feat 
she had repeated in three consecutive years. During 
Callover she was scheduled to acquire two new 
records. She would regain her title as the most caned 
inmate in a single year and she would also gain the 
title of most publicly flogged gal in the history of the 
unit. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon was fussing over Jojo’s 

clobber. The Grand Master was hosting a pre-flogging 
champagne reception for selected guests and 
Nixdown wanted her champion chum to look her best 
for the occasion. 

The Grand Master had declared a loose tie and 
minimum whops day. All day Jojo’s friends and fans 
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had been stopping by to compliment her and wish her 
luck.  

At four o’clock Nixdown chased them all out of 
the study so that they could finalize preparations. Jojo 
sat down at her vanity table and allowed Nix to brush 
out her red hair. 

 
Cassie Cassy had deployed Heidi Alexander and 

Leslie Ash to distribute tray loads of swordfish 
skewers with chilli-lime dressing, chargrilled lamb 
cutlets in a honey sesame marinade, angels on horse 
back, and deep fried fois gras served with risotto 
croquettes. 

Jojo had invited Spanky Botts, Christy 
Cranfield, Cathy Cooper and Karen Turner to watch 
the show. Spanky had sent several cases of 
Schramsberg 2003 Blanc de Blancs which were being 
liberally distributed amongst the guests. 

Jojo circulated cheerfully, glad-handing her 
guests and sipping champagne. At five o’clock she 
slipped out of the Great Hall and made her way to the 
Grand Masters office where she was scheduled for 
her warm-up spanking.  

 
Jojo slipped off her blazer and hung it up. 

Unusually Jojo had elected to wear a bib-fronted 
gymslip for the occasion with a ‘J’ embroidered on the 
front. However, this was not an ill-fitting off the peg 
number that was so despised by the inmates in the 
earlier phases of their sentences. Nixdown had 
commissioned her haberdasher to cut a perfectly 
tailored garment made from a mohair and silk blend 
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that hugged Jojo’s form and sashayed as she moved. 
It was an exquisite item of clobber. 

Jojo offered the Grand Master her wrist and 
allowed herself to be lowered downwards and settled 
in.  

 
The Grand Master knew how important this 

ceremonial flogging was to his lover and wanted her 
to be properly prepared. He rolled her bumbags down 
her legs until they were concertinaed around her 
ankles and tucked her in tightly. 

Jojo was a firm advocate of warmers so she 
appreciated that the Grand Master was doing a 
thorough job and helping her get into the zone. She 
kept her head well down and her bum well up so that 
he was free to go about his business without 
constantly needing to rearrange her. Over the past 
year they had developed a highly effective spanking 
partnership and Jojo understood that her part of the 
deal was to put it up and keep it up. 

 
Mr Humphries gave Jojo a very thorough 

spanking. He started slowly spanking up one side of 
her bum and back down the other until her pale flesh 
had taken on a crimson hue. Satisfied with the 
undercoat he proceeded to launch a blitz attack of 
fast and powerful spanks that he landed randomly on 
either cheeks of her upturned bum. Jojo kicked her 
legs spastically as the spanks landed with bewildering 
speed. 
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Having delivered the blitzkrieg of spanks the 
Grand Master he allowed Jojo a few seconds to get 
her breath back.  

“Alright,” he said not unkindly, “Let’s finish you 
off,” and tucked her tightly into the fold of his lap. 

Jojo stretched out and put her head down and 
her arse well-up. 

They both knew that finishing her off was a 
critical element of a professional spanking. The slow 
build-up had allowed her to get into the zone as the 
heat began to build in her bum, the blitz attack had 
sent her into sensory over-load as the heat in her rear 
end escalated to inferno level. Now that she had been 
given time to get her breath back and gather her 
senses she now felt completely under his control as 
she waited to be finished-off. 

 
Nixdown was waiting in their shared study. In 

a break with tradition Jojo was not required to change 
out of her gymslip in the ante-room of Katie’s study. 
Jojo had been allowed to pre-select a comfortable 
pair of whopping bags under the supervision of Cat 
Cassidy. Katie had also been excluded from the 
setting of the height of the vaulting horse on the 
stage. Mr Humphries wanted his lover to enjoy her 
day. Katie, of course, was apoplectic at being 
excluded from the proceedings. 

 
Nixdown insisted that Jojo change her blouse 

and spent several minutes making sure the knot of 
her chums tie was a perfect vee. Debs hurried in to 
give Jojo a hug and a last glass of bubbles. For the 
past six years the two chums had fought tirelessly for 
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the right to hold the title of Big BUTT. Despite her 
envy that Jojo was now the undisputed champion of 
the Whops and Clobber world Deborah was genuine 
when she wished her chum good luck on her big day. 

 
 



 

 

21 

 
Jojo’s Sets the Record 

 
 
The assembly hall was filled with the complete 

compliment of the inmates, Old Gals, Brass and 
Spanky’s Gang. The atmosphere was electric when Mr 
Humphries escorted Jojo through the swing doors. 

Jojo looked confident and match fit. She wore 
her fresh crisp white blouse with the red and black 
striped tie, whopping bags with starched razor 
creases, white ankle socks and flat heeled shoes. She 
had pulled her hair back into a pony tail and wore 
only the slightest hint of make-up. She strode onto 
the stage like a prize-fighter entering a ring. 

 
Mr Humphries removed the jacket of his dark 

suit and rolled up the sleeves of his white shirt. He 
unfastened the top button of his shirt and loosened 
his tie.  

Jojo was bent over the vaulting horse; the 
whopping bags that she had selected fit her like a 
second skin and were stretched as tight as a drum. 

The Grand Master picked up the long thin 
super cane and stepped into position. 



83 
 

 

 

Around the hall the inmates were crossing 
fingers, holding hands and exchanging slightly 
anxious glances. 

Nobody questioned Jojo’s ability to take a 
licking or the Grand Master’s ability to deliver the 
flogging perfectly safely. Nonetheless, eighteen 
strokes was tough duty for even the most whop 
hardened veteran and with the probable exception of 
Nixdown and Spanky’s Gang there were very few gals 
in the room who fancied being in Jojo’s bumbags at 
that exact moment in history. 

 
The Grand Master swung the cane with 

deceptive ease. However, anybody who might have 
been under the misconception that he was about to 
cut Jojo some slack was immediately corrected as the 
crack of the cane rebounding off her whopping bags 
discharged around the room. 

 
Joanna Heyworth had come to the party 

completely mentally prepared and despite the 
mounting heat in her backside she felt strangely 
relaxed. The swipes of the long thin cane were falling 
in a predictable rhythm precisely fifteen seconds 
apart.  

 
The audience watched in admiration. It was a 

showcase caning with both players performing at the 
top of their game. The Woody connoisseurs could see 
that Mr Humphries was carefully applying every 
stroke across the sweet spot. Aside from an 
occasional twitch of her ankle Jojo was showing no 
sign of being in any distress.  
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Pain management was a popular subject of 

gab amongst the inmates and Jojo was deep into 
what the Woody gals called the zone. 

Jojo knew the importance of getting out of the 
‘oh shit’ mode. No matter how whop hardened the 
inmates became they universally admitted that they 
all experienced the mode. 

The queasy ‘oh shit’ mode generally kicked-in 
when they were instructed to remove their blazers, 
which represented the absolute point of no return. It 
increased with the physical act of bending over and 
presenting their bottoms and reached its peak while 
their clothing was being rearranged. Once they were 
properly positioned the inmates had just a few critical 
seconds available to them to get out of ‘oh shit’ mode 
and into the zone. 

Jojo personally concentrated on keeping her 
breathing easy, focusing on a single spot on the floor 
and repeating the popular Woody mantra of ‘its only 
whops, its only whops’ over and over in her head. 

It was a proven and successful formula that 
had allowed her to sustain two hundred and fifty 
punishments without ever uttering a howl and had 
served her in good stead during her triumph in the 
Great Spank-off. 

 
The cane continued to rebound from Jojo’s 

tautened whopping bags with the regularity of a 
metronome set at four beats per minute. 

Despite the mounting heat in her rear end Jojo 
continued to keep her breathing even and her focus 
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solid. The seventeenth stroke sizzled across the sweet 
spot making her flinch but she held position. 

She gritted her teeth. The closer was always 
the real tester. She rallied her resolve and took a tight 
grip on the legs of the vaulting horse. 

 
As Jojo unfolded herself from the horse the 

inmates were instantly whooping and hollering and 
stamping their feet. To her many friends and fans it 
was a magical moment. Jojo was actually grinning 
and looked quite radiant. She curtsied politely to the 
Grand Master and waved at her fans. 

At the front of the hall Miss Spanky Botts stood 
up and shouted, “Come on gals, the drinks are on 
me!” 

 
 



 

 

22 

 
The Over-sized Slipper 

 
 
On the Friday morning before Family Visitation 

Weekend any fears that Debs had that her glory days 
of minxdom were over were rudely allayed when she 
was slippered and caned within the space of a couple 
of hours. 

  
The slippering was a straight-forward safety 

issue. For reasons best known to herself Debs had 
decided that it would be a wizard wheeze to launch 
herself across the gymnasium swinging from a 
climbing rope. Deborah was an athletic cove and had 
landed gracefully with a nip and a tuck. However, her 
failure to put down a landing mat was in strict 
contravention of the gymnasiums safety plan so Jane 
Lummell bent her over a training beam and pounded 
her rump with a slipper. 

Debs and Jane were tight. Ever since Deborah 
was sentenced to the Big House Jane had worked 
voluntarily as her personal trainer and tennis coach. 
Every morning they rose at dawn and ran laps of the 
grounds. Over the years they had become personal 
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chums but the friendship had a distinct downside for 
Debs. Ms Lummell was determined that their special 
relationship shouldn’t reflect in the manner with 
which she treated Deborah in disciplinary matters. 
Jane Lummell was universally considered strict but 
fair; however she treated Debs with considerably less 
tolerance than the other inmates. 

Nonetheless on this occasion Deborah didn’t 
disagree that she needed to be slippered. As Ms 
Lummell pointed out Mr Humphries had worked 
tirelessly with the authorities to gain approval for her 
to participate in several prestigious tournaments in 
Europe and the States during the summer furlough. 
Swinging about like a crazed baboon and risking 
twisting an ankle was hardly the most sensible way of 
showing her appreciation of his efforts. 

 
Debs might have acknowledged that she 

needed to be slippered for her reckless stunt but that 
did not make the prospect any more appealing. She 
dismally watched Ms Lummell go to the store 
cupboard and extract her infamous over-sized slipper. 

The shoe no longer served its original function 
as footwear. The canvas upper had been sliced off 
leaving just the rubber sole. The original shoe was a 
men’s size thirteen plimsoll. 

Plimsolls had been in common use for corporal 
punishment ever since the line was first introduced by 
the Liverpool Rubber Company in the 1830’s. They 
had been the popular weapon of the teachers at the 
school Jane Lummell attended and she could 
personally attest to their potency. 
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After attending teachers training college Jane’s 
first assignment was as Physical Education teacher at 
a particularly rough inner-city school. Traditionally 
miscreants were sent down to the gymnasium to be 
slippered by either the gym master or mistress. When 
her male counter-part witnessed her slippering a girl 
with one of her own petite plimsolls he took her to 
one side and introduced her to his own weapon of 
choice the customized over-sized slipper. Jane 
Lummell was an instant convert. 

When Ms Lawton was trawling the market for 
Brass Ms Lummell’s name appeared on the list of the 
nations top disciplinarians. Ms Lawton was impressed 
with Jane’s no-nonsense approach to corporal 
punishment and got out her cheque book. 

 
Skimpy nylon gym-shorts offer little protection 

from a quarter inch thick piece of ribbed rubber being 
brandished by an extremely fit young woman and Ms 
Lummell was fit by anybody’s standards.  

Debs felt certain that if she hadn’t been 
secured over the beam she would have been knocked 
halfway across the room as the sound of the slipper 
exploded in her ears. 

Aside from its heat generating qualities the 
sound that the slipper made on landing was a most 
disconcerting side-effect. The over-sized slipper 
certainly quashed the urban legend that the loud ones 
don’t hurt.  

 
Debs let out a low whistle as the slipper almost 

raised her off her feet. Being bent over the training 
beam presented its own set of challenges. Although 
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her feet were on the floor, on the other side of the 
beam her arms dangled freely, unable to offer any 
sort of support. It was quite unnerving. 

Ms Lummell was all business. She worked 
Deborah’s right cheek and then worked the other. 
Debs had no doubt that her backside would be the 
color of a Turner sunset and it felt as if it had swollen 
up to the size of Melanie White’s gazonkas. She 
tottered to her feet and was actually quite thankful 
when Ms Lummell sent her to stand in the corner with 
her hands in her head. It was the best way to resist 
the temptation to rub. 

 
 
 
 



 

 

23 

 
Yanked and Dragged 

 
 
Less than two hours after the slippering 

Deborah found herself being yanked out of her seat 
by the knot of her tie.  

 
Debs was fluent in French and regularly won 

the annual French prize for composition and 
translation. She had recently read all eleven volumes 
of Jean Jacques Rousseau’s Confessions in the 
original.  

However, Madame Diderot did not appear 
inclined to take these credits into account as she 
pulled Debs in close and raged at her in guttural 
Parisian slang. Madame had Deborah’s nose just 
inches from her own and as usual the stench of 
absinthe and Gauloisse’s was over-whelming. 
Unfortunately despite her superior strength Debs was 
in no position to recoil. The French Dame’s bony 
fingers had a stranglehold on Deborah’s tie and she 
had no option but to lean forward and try to keep 
from choking.  
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Despite her fluency Deborah was having 
difficulty following much of the tirade but she got the 
gist of the matter. Clearly the French Dame did not 
care for Deborah’s observation that it would make 
things far simpler if she set them an assignment to 
write a paper on the subject of Great French Military 
Defeats as opposed to their victories. Madame 
Diderot was not well known for her sense of humor 
when it came to Frog-bashing and was ranting and 
raving about Napoleon Bonaparte. 

 
Madame began to step backwards dragging 

Debs forward so that her hips were pressed against 
the edge of her desk and she was forced to bend 
forwards across the lid. Then without warning 
Madame released her grip on Deborah’s tie and 
roughly slammed her down across the desktop.  

Debs was gasping for breath and when the 
Dame set off to retrieve her cane she furiously clawed 
at her collar and tie, which were in danger of 
strangling her. She raised her chin and watched 
Madame striding back up the aisle, her face still as 
black as thunder. It occurred to Deborah that the 
next few moments were going to be most 
disagreeable. 

 
Being beaten by Madame Diderot was always 

disagreeable.  
Her habit of yanking inmates out of their seats 

was considered unnecessary. Her pungent diatribes 
made the gals feel giddy and being dragged across 
the desk was considered the height of bad manners. 
However, the greatest indignity was her habit of 
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placing her hand on the back of her victim’s neck 
during the beatings as if she needed to hold them 
down lest they attempted to scarper. 

  
Madame roughly pushed Deborah’s blazer back 

and her skirt out of the way. Equally roughly she 
pushed down on the back of Debs neck and started to 
cane. 

 
Deborah did not have long to wait before her 

nerve-ending’s were sent into electrifying over-drive 
for the second time in the space of two hours. 
Madame had an unusual punishment technique. 
Unlike the other Dame’s she did not bother with the 
meticulous set-up techniques that were designed to 
increase the recipient’s sense of nervous tension. 
When the French Dame was in the mood to whop she 
got straight down to business. 

 
Every nerve ending in Deborah’s body was 

jangling. Her already red and swollen bum twitched 
and squirmed as the thin rattan cane sliced across her 
bumbags. Despite her lack of set-ups Madame was a 
skilled practitioner and never wasted a stroke. The 
cane was landing in the sweet spot of Deborah’s 
upturned derriere with remarkable accuracy and 
devastating force. 

The speed of the caning was extraordinary and 
barely thirty seconds elapsed between Debs being 
slammed down across the desk and being yanked by 
the collar of her blouse back into the vertical. 
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Before she knew it she was being thrust into 
the aisle and marched to the front of the room. It was 
a dizzying experience. 

Debs pouted sullenly while the punishment was 
post-processed. Her backside was on fire, the six 
swipes of the cane had cut through her swollen orbs 
like a knife through ripe fruit and second by second 
the heat inside her bumbags seemed to be increasing 
at an alarming rate.  

The French Dame was muttering 
indecipherably as she annotated the little punishment 
record book. Despite her linguistic skills Debs was 
only able to follow the gist of the muttered diatribe 
but she did gather that the absinthe-crazed Dame 
was threatening to bend her over again and give her 
another six just for the hell of it. Deborah took a step 
back from the desk just in case a bony hand reached 
out again in the direction of her tie. She had very little 
enthusiasm for being slammed down across the front 
desk for a repeat performance. Despite the 
considerable pain in her bum she made plans for 
evasive action. 

However, finally Madame handed Deborah 
back her punishment record book and satisfied herself 
by bitchily instructing Debs to stand on a chair at the 
front of the room, with her hands on her head, for 
the remainder of the lecture. Deborah sighed wearily 
and clambered up onto the furniture. 

 
 



 

 

24 

 
Family Visitation 

 
 
Family Visitation weekend got off to a good 

start. The families and friends of the inmates were 
treated to a fabulous final of the tennis trophy 
between Debs and Rachel Cox.  

A year previously Rachel had been injured and 
the final had been played between Debs and Mitch 
the Bitch. Despite Deborah giving her opponent the 
greatest allowable handicap and playing at quarter 
speed the match had been a bore and whitewash.  

As a result of her humiliation Janet vindictively 
arranged for Deborah to be ignominiously red-carded 
out of the unit chapel in front of her family and 
friends and had launched a calamitous period in Debs 
life. 

Debs was determined that there would not be 
a repeat of the previous year’s events. 

 
Rachel and Debs had been competing against 

each other since they were young teenagers. They 
knew each others games inside out. 
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Rachel was tall and rangy and favored the 
serve and volley game. Debs, who at five foot four 
was quite small for a tennis champion, liked to play 
from behind the baseline and relied on her 
phenomenal stamina and low rate of failed returns to 
wear down her opponents before unleashing her 
trademark cross-court winners. 

It proved to be an enthralling match. In the 
first set Rachel had Deborah racing from side to side 
of the court and forced her to lob her returns. 
Stepping back Raitch unleashed overhead volleys that 
even Debs couldn’t hope to chase down. Rachel won 
the set six games to two.  

In the second set Deborah rallied with a 
superlative exhibition of both serves and returns of 
serve. She took the second at the same margin as 
Rachel had won the first. 

The private audience was on tenterhooks. In 
the summer sun, they sipped champagne and nibbled 
strawberries as the two chums took to the court for 
the third set. 

It was thrills and spills on the center court of 
the Woody Back to School unit. Rachel went ahead 
but Debs doggedly rallied again and forced her 
opponent away from the net. It was a successful 
tactic and Debs edged ahead. But, Raitch wasn’t 
finished, she played a perfect serving game to equal 
the match at five each and the next two games went 
with serve. 

The tie-break was a classic, neither player 
giving an inch until Debs managed to break serve 
after a magnificent thirty-five stroke rally. Despite her 
indominatable spirit Rachel had run out of juice and 
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she finally succumbed. Far from the madding crowd 
of the Great Unwashed and the critics the private 
audience knew that they had just watched one of the 
great exhibitions of skill and athleticism in the history 
of tennis. 

 
After the tennis match the visitors were treated 

to an exhibition of Cassie Cassy’s extraordinary 
culinary skill and tables laden down with gourmet 
snacks had been set out in the Great Hall. 

While the guests chowed down on the 
gastronomic extravaganza Mr Humphries delivered a 
rousing speech congratulating the inmates on their 
performance during the past year. He was especially 
complimentary of the core team that had participated 
in the tribunal. He gave every inmate a plaque 
graduating them from the appropriate years of their 
sentences. He handed out many awards for academic, 
sporting and artistic performance throughout the 
year.  

Once lunch was over with the inmates had 
several hours with their families and friends before it 
was finally time to prepare for the West Side Story 
production.  

 
While Mr Humphries hosted a champagne 

reception for the visitors, down in the theatre gals 
were doing their best to offer each other support and 
to settle their increasing stage fright. Seven o’clock 
and the opening curtain was looming fast. 

 
A random number generator had allocated the 

seating arrangements. The parent’s came into the 
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theatre, nursing their drinks and finding their seats. 
Mr Humphries had written them a letter explaining 
the incredible effort that the cast and crew had put 
into the production and at his personal request the 
families and friends were adorned in fine evening 
gowns and full black tie.  

 



 

 

25 

 
A Woody Triumph 

 
 
At seven o’clock the curtain rose and Cathryn 

Cassidy led her black-suited, finger-clicking Sharks 
into the spotlight. By the time Bernadette and her 
brightly dressed punk Jets had finished the number 
the audience was enraptured. It was clearly an 
amateur production like they had never seen before. 
Mickey and Ginger’s choreography, Nixs’ electronic 
sets and stunning lighting, and Deborah’s sweeping 
score were far beyond the expectations of an amateur 
performance. 

Nix and Penny as the love torn Maria and Tony 
were truly heart wrenching and Katie Beck almost 
stole the show as the leather clad Officer Krupke. 

By the time the finale was sung the audience 
was already on their feet, clapping and shouting 
bravos. The curtain came down and when it came up 
the entire cast swept onto the stage, the Jets from 
the right and the Sharks from the left, to take a 
collective bow. The lead players had insisted that 
there would be no individual credits. The cast stepped 
aside and Ms Scott stepped onto the stage. She 
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praised Nicola Jane for the sets and lighting. Nix 
stepped forward, taking her bow hand in hand with 
her helpers Linda Ash and Heidi Alexander. Debs 
received rapturous applause for her incredible score. 
Ginger and Mickey took a bow together. Then Ms 
Scott went on to introduce every gal who had 
participated in the production. Cathryn Cassidy for her 
fantastic costumes. Lisa Sutton and her crew of 
painters. Melanie White who had acted as stage 
manager and overseen health and safety during 
construction. Ali Stone who had acted as drama 
coach.  

Finally Ms Scott introduced every gal in the 
unit, giving each equal praise in the team effort. 

It took fifteen minutes of clapping and 
whistling before the cast and crew finally stood aside 
and whooped and cheered as Joanna Heyworth finally 
stepped onto the stage. 

Looking flushed with excitement Jojo took her 
bow and then held hands with Ms Scott who she told 
the audience had been, “our strength and stage-
mother throughout.”  

Jojo said she wanted to give one last special 
thank you and invited Stacks Monroe onto the stage 
in recognition of his generosity in donating his many 
staff and assets to help with the complex show. 

As Jojo took her final bow the audience came 
forward tossing roses at her feet. Jojo smiled shyly. 

 
“I’d like you to meet somebody,” Stacks told 

Jojo. “This is Maximillian Heurst.  Max and I go back 
along time.” 
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Mr Heurst was a tall man with gray hair. He 
held out his hand and smiled at Jojo. 

“Superb show,” he said in a huge voice.  
Jojo blushed. 
“Thank you,” she smiled. 
“I own several theaters in the West End,” he 

smiled. “And I have a proposition that I’d like you to 
think about.”  

 
Mr Humphries had organized a back-stage 

party with a catered Indian buffet. The families and 
friends of the inmates were truly impressed by the 
scope and vision of the performance and they all took 
turns to congratulate Jojo and her cast and crew. 

Over the years Jojo had got to know many of 
the families of the inmates. She regularly stayed at 
Nixdown’s chap’s beach house and at Brompton 
Castle. 

She had always adored the Cassidy’s. Chris and 
Caroline were the epitome of style and elegance and 
even amongst the other chic parent’s they stood out 
like hipsters, looking cool beyond cool. 

Jojo’s own parents were clearly proud of their 
daughter’s endeavor but were quick to congratulate 
Nix and Debs on their fantastic contributions to the 
success. 

 
As usual Stacks Monroe was fawning over his 

beloved god-daughter, Bernadette. Jojo smiled 
indulgently as she watched the pure happiness on 
Bernadette Summers face as she escorted Uncle 
Stacks around her chums. It occurred to her how 
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tough and lonely it must be for the Bounder with her 
old man locked up in chokey. 

   
Excitedly Jojo took Maximillian Heurst to meet 

the Grand Master so Mr Humphries could hear Max’s 
proposal first hand. 

  



 

 

26 

 
Christy and Debs 

 
 
The audience for the second night’s production 

was a very different bag. Bernadette had invited 
many of the guests from the final of the Great Spank-
off and it amused the inmates to see so many stars of 
stage and screen all dolled up in their best clobber.  

Spanky had organized several coaches to bring 
die-hard Woodettes from the Smoke. They were 
thrilled to be on the actual grounds of the infamous 
Back to School unit. Bernadette had deployed Linda 
Ash and Heidi Alexander to sell guided tours of all the 
top whopping sites and was making a fortune. 

 
For the second night in a row the audience was 

in raptures and gave the inmates a ten minute 
standing ovation. 

In the foyer of the Great Hall the Bounder and 
her minions had set up a pay-bar and several 
concession stands selling clobber and Woody 
memorabilia.  

The cast had changed quickly and were 
circulating glad-handing, signing autographs and 
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selling photo opportunities. Clearly the party would 
still be going strong long into the night. 

 
Spanking Nick Warren and Bottom’s-up Beally 

had flown in from Hollywood and were touting for 
some action. Nick was offering considerable quids for 
some exhibition caning and the Bounder was looking 
for volunteers.  

Bernadette encountered no difficulty in 
persuading Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield to 
participate in the lucrative business venture. Nick had 
promised to pay a bonus if Debs delivered the caning.  

“I don’t know,” groaned Debs. “It seems kind 
of weird.” 

“He’s been reading the blog’s on the web-site 
and he’s seen that you’ve been getting great 
reviews,” the Bounder told Deborah. “You’re a fucking 
celebrity and he’s willing to pay for some celebrity 
caning.” 

“Hmmm,” muttered Debs. “It still seems 
weird.” 

 
Debs loosened her tie and rolled up the sleeves 

of her white blouse. Out of courtesy Mr Humphries 
had given her dispensation from wearing her gymslip 
during the visitation weekend so she wouldn’t suffer 
the embarrassment of being the only Phase 6 inmate 
dressed in full clobber. 

Spanking Nick and Bottoms-up Beally sat in 
wing-backed leather armchairs, smoking cigars and 
drinking Desin cognac. 

Christy Cranfield and Spanky Botts stood in the 
center of the library with their hands on their heads. 
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Deborah had brought a senior cane with her 
and she flexed it between her hands before pointing it 
at Christy. 

“Cranfield,” she said formally, “proceed to the 
fireplace and assume the position.” 

Debs couldn’t help noticing a flicker of a grin 
on Christy’s face and a twinkle in her eye as she span 
around and strode purposefully down the library. 

 
Debs watched admiringly as Christy calmly 

peeled off her red and black striped blazer and set it 
to one side. Without any hint of nerves Christy 
approached the huge ornate fireplace and bent 
forward at the waist. 

When Christy had confided in Debs that she 
had a submissive side and a passion for being caned 
Deborah had been astonished. Christy Cranfield was 
the one of the courtliest and self-assured women that 
she had ever encountered. Christy had been an 
enormous influence on Debs.  

Their first encounters had been in the 
infamous Tank at the Queensgate Academy. From the 
moment she arrived at the academy Deborah always 
seemed to be in trouble. Although she was clearly 
gifted and talented she was also reckless and 
uncontrollable. The Dames at the academy 
considered themselves to be far too refined to 
administer corporal punishment themselves and 
operated a system known as ‘the menu’. Pupils who 
were put on the menu were required to report to the 
Posh HQ at six o’clock where they would be given the 
opportunity to defend themselves in front of the 
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prefectorial council. Debs swiftly became a frequent 
inhabitant of the Tank. 

Deborah couldn’t help noticing Christy who was 
also a frequent visitor to the Tank. She cut an 
imposing figure. She was tall and wore her hair in a 
thick braid that reached down passed her waist. She 
had huge opal eyes that always seemed to twinkle 
with some unshared joke. While most of the other 
inhabitants of the Tank shuffled about nervously 
rehearsing their defenses Christy seemed sublimely 
indifferent to her circumstances. She always stood 
alone, leaning back against the wall, her arms folded 
across her chest and an enigmatic grin on her face. 

The first time Deborah had failed to 
successfully defend herself and was sentenced to be 
popped, as canings were known in Queensgate 
parlance, Christy had been the only other girl in the 
Tank. When Debs had tottered out of the HQ reeling 
from her first experience of the cane Christy had 
winked at her and told her to wait for her outside. 

“I won’t be long,” she smiled. “I think I’ll only 
get six. We can go suck on a fag if you like.” 

It proved to be the beginning of an enduring 
friendship. 

 
Debs Morton turned back her chums skirt and 

tapped the cane downwards. Even in her stooped 
position Christy Cranfield seemed completely relaxed 
and self-assured. 

 



 

 

27 

 
Exhibition Caning 

 
 
When Christy and Spanky had first approached 

her to participate in their role playing fantasies Debs 
had been extremely reticent. Deborah didn’t pretend 
to understand Christy’s penchant for pain but years of 
chumming around with Nixdown Nixon had allowed 
her to gain a keen insight into the eccentricities of 
sado-masochistic tendencies. She had consulted Nix 
who had counseled her and helped her get to a 
comfort zone. As time passed she had begun to enjoy 
the private rendezvous’ that generally included plenty 
of boozing, laughing and gabbing along with the arse 
whacking.  

 
Deborah Morton was not by nature of a 

nervous disposition. At twelve years old Debs had 
played a clarinet solo at the Albert Hall and during her 
tennis career she had played in front of enormous 
crowds. Nonetheless she could never remember being 
quite as nervous as preparing herself to deliver an 
exhibition caning to one of her greatest chums for the 
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entertainment of two of the world’s most famous 
movie stars.  

 
Deborah swung the cane with the relaxed style 

that had become her trademark. Although her arm 
seemed to cut through the air in a leisurely manner 
the explosive crack that echoed around the library left 
nobody present in any doubt that the tip was actually 
approaching Mach One at the moment of contact. 
Debs breathed a sigh of relief. The opener had gone 
off perfectly and she began to feel less pressured by 
her high-rolling spectators. 

 
Spanking Nick and Bottoms-up Beally sucked 

on their cigars and sipped their cognac watching the 
show unfold. They exchanged satisfied glances. They 
were certain that they were going to get a bang for 
their buck.  

 
Debs got into her rhythm. It had been agreed 

that Christy and Spanky would each get a 
conventional six of the best. Deborah figured the 
strokes should be at twenty second interludes so that 
the recipients would only be in the difficult toe-
touching position for two minutes. She glanced at her 
watch and swung the cane. 

 
Christy pursed her lips as the cane sliced 

across her drum-tight navy blue gossamer bumbags. 
The impact of the stroke reverberated through her 
central nervous system and she shuddered with 
excitement. The first two strokes had been perfectly 
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delicious. She purred with delight and wiggled her 
backside flirtatiously. 

Deborah waited patiently, her confidence 
building. She had overcome her nerves and was 
warming to her work. 

After twenty seconds Debs swung the cane 
through the air and made another splendid strike. 
Standing with her hands her head and a vaguely 
lascivious gleam in her eye, Spanky Botts positively 
smirked as the sound of the cane echoed around the 
library. 

 
Christy Cranfield’s rear end was heating up 

significantly and the pain from each stroke was 
coming in exquisite waves. Christy’s breathing was 
coming in long appreciative purrs as her excitement 
increased. 

 
Debs stepped in for the kill. The first five 

strokes had landed perfectly in the area of Christy’s 
backside that the Woody gals affectionately called the 
sweet spot. Deborah took her time, measuring her 
stroke before slicing the cane diagonally across the 
existing stripes. 

 
Spanking Nick and Bottoms-up Beally grinned 

with satisfaction. They had paid handsomely for an 
exhibition caning and there was no question that 
Deborah Morton was delivering the goods. 

 
Christy Cranfield unfolded her elegant frame 

and turned to face Debs. She wore an ethereal 
expression on her face and her eyes twinkled with 
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pleasure. She reached out and hugged Deborah 
warmly. 

“Perfect,” she whispered in Debs ear, 
“absolutely perfect.” 

Deborah grinned. “You’re barking you know 
sister?” she laughed, “absolutely fucking barking.” 

 



 

 

28 

 
Bend Over, Miss Botts 

 
 
While the courtly and patrician Christy had 

struck Deborah as an unlikely candidate for indulging 
in sado-masochistic fantasy games, nothing surprised 
Debs about Miss Spanky Botts. 

There was something edgy and bohemian 
about Spanky and she gave the impression that she 
had never established any boundaries in her pursuit 
of divine decadence. It was not surprising that she 
had become the muse of a famous artist; she was 
quite beautiful to behold. Her pixie-like features were 
framed with a mane of jet-black curls. She had a 
wickedly crooked grin and the longest black eyelashes 
imaginable. 

Miss Botts took her clobber seriously. Her silk 
and mohair blazer was custom cut and slightly longer 
than the conventional blazers worn by the inmates. 
The collar of her blouse was cut in an extra wide 
spread with three inch points which allowed room for 
her to knot her tie in a Full Windsor. She always wore 
a tailored gymslip with an ‘S’ embroidered into the 
bib. Deborah had made her an honoree member of 
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the Red House so she wore a red sash around her 
waist. She made clobber look like the most elegant 
apparel available to a beautiful woman. 

 
Spanky lowered her arms and stood to 

attention in front of Deborah. Debs flexed the cane 
between her hands. Over the past few months she 
had come to adore Spanky. Miss Botts was a kind and 
generous soul. She had explained that when her 
lover, William Graham, had passed away he had left 
her his fortune and instructions to waste it on a life of 
decadence. Out of respect Spanky was doing her best 
to honor his memory. After their caning sessions 
Spanky never failed to send Deborah dozens of roses 
and she regularly sent cases of champagne for the 
inmates to enjoy.  

Debs did her best to keep in role and not to 
grin at her chum. “Bend over, Miss Botts,” she said as 
authoritatively as she could muster. 

 
 Debs swung the cane with the accuracy of a 

heat-seeking missile, slicing it across the crown of 
Spanky’s arse. Despite the magnificence of the strike 
Spanky barely twitched. 

 
There was no question that Spanky Botts was 

the real deal. At the Saturday Night Feasts she was a 
regular participant in the after-dinner entertainments. 
She had gained the respect of the inmates with her 
stellar and stoic performances. 

On Sunday’s she insisted that Deborah didn’t 
pull the strokes. 
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“Everybody on the GalGab web-site rates you 
at nine point five, so I want to see some nine point 
five action,” she instructed Debs.  

 
Deborah beat Spanky with the same precise 

rhythm she had caned Christy. She prided herself that 
since her appointment as Captain of the Red House 
she had never delivered a single wraparound, low-
rider or any dangerously high strikes. Her victims 
always reported that all the strokes had landed in the 
safe zone and apart from a sore arse that they were 
none the worse for the experience. 

 
Spanky was enjoying herself. She had 

complete confidence in Deborah’s ability to control 
the cane. Although the actual moment of impact was 
excruciating the aftermath was exquisite.  

 
As usual Deborah delivered a perfect closer. 

Even Spanky jerked up a little as the cane sizzled 
across the existing stripes but she immediately 
returned her fingers to the tips of her shoes and 
waited for Deborah to give her permission to rise. 

 
Deborah placed the cane on a side-table. She 

rolled down the cuffs of her blouse and fastened 
them. She adjusted her collar and tie and pulled on 
her blazer. 

Spanking Nick poured the three chums snifters 
of brandy. Debs sank into an easy chair and lit a 
cigarette. Spanky and Christy elected to sip their 
drinks in the upright position. 
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“So Miss Morton, how much would it cost to 
cane you?” asked Spanking Nick. 

Debs giggled. “In your dreams, Nick.” 
“I was thinking about seventy-five grand,” said 

Nick casually. 
Deborah Morton choked on a mouthful of 

brandy. 
 



 

 

29 

 
High Roller Whops 

 
 
Debs Morton unenthusiastically reached down 

and touched her toes. Spanking Nick Warren had 
been persuasive. 

“I’ve read in the newspapers that the System 
has given you dispensation to play in some 
tournaments this summer. You’ll be needing some 
traveling wedge. There will be hotels and planes to be 
paid for and all kinds of out of pocket expenses,” Nick 
told her. “It’s a generous offer. I only paid sixty-five 
grand to cane April Turner at the Spank-off and I got 
thirteen strokes for that. Seventy-five grand for six is 
a great deal for you.” 

Debs just laughed. “I’ll make do,” she replied. 
“I’ll take the train and stay in local pensiones. Just 
like when I first started out.” 

Nick sipped his drink thoughtfully. “Oh, what 
the hell,” he shrugged. “Let’s make it a straight 
hundred.” He reached into the pocket of his jacket 
and extracted a cheque book and pen. He began to 
write. 
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Deborah Morton stared at the cheque made 
out in her name. When she had been sentenced to 
the Big House her assets had been seized by the Dark 
Agents of the System. Ostensibly the millions she had 
won on the tennis courts would contribute to the 
upkeep and maintenance of the Back to School unit 
but Deborah suspected that they had been re-routed 
to Caribbean bank accounts. It was true that she 
would have to travel on a shoe-string budget 
provided by her parents. 

Debs continued to stare at the cheque lying on 
the table. Over the past decade and a half Debs had 
received literally thousands of whacks on the bum. 
What was six more in the great scheme of things she 
wondered? 

“Oh what the hell,” she said finally and 
snatched the cheque of the table and stuffed it in her 
blazer pocket. 

 
At the Great Spank-off Spanking Nick had 

impressed the inmates with the skill and care he had 
taken when he caned April. Debs Morton hoped that 
he would show similar constraint when he aimed the 
cane at her own behind. 

 
Deborah blinked. The opener had been highly 

effective. It had landed in the safe zone with 
considerable zip. Deborah Morton’s backside was a 
highly calibrated whopometer and she was left in no 
doubt that at over sixteen and a half grand a pop 
Spanking Nick was looking for value for money. 

Spanky and Christy exchanged glances. For 
spanking enthusiasts and aficionado’s this was a 
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chance in a life-time. The opportunity to witness Nick 
Warren, who regularly featured in polls of the worlds 
sexiest men, caning Debs Morton, who had once been 
the most photographed woman in the nation, didn’t 
come along every day. 

 
Debs gritted her teeth and got with the 

program. Although she had never gained any sensual 
pleasure from being caned it had always been her 
punishment of choice. At school she had hated being 
set hundreds of lines or being detained for hours in a 
lonely classroom which kept her from the tennis 
courts. A caning was brief and aside from the minor 
inconvenience of her backside sizzling for a few hours 
she was free to go about her daily business. For a 
hundred grand Debs was more than willing to put up 
with another minor inconvenience. 

 
Spanking Nick was enjoying himself. Despite 

his fame and fortune spanking opportunities in 
Hollywood were not particularly bountiful. Particularly 
since a starlet had chosen to go public with his 
predilection. The opportunity to cane a legend like 
Debs Morton was worth every penny. He slashed the 
cane downwards. 

 
Debs straightened up. She was duly 

impressed; Spanking Nick had done a bang-up job. It 
was by no means the hardest she had ever been 
caned but she credited him with at least eight point 
five for artistic merit and content. She retrieved her 
blazer and shrugged it on and then went over and 
hugged Spanking Nick. 
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“Not bad for a novice,” she told him 
admiringly, “they’ll simmer nicely for most of the 
night.” 

Spanking Nick beamed from ear to ear. 
 



 

 

30 

 
A Tiffany Box 

 
 
Jojo beamed from ear to ear as she read the 

morning paper. Bernadette had only invited a single 
journalist to the performance. He had been selected 
due to his highly partisan reporting during the 
Tribunal when he had been the first to support the 
Woody gals and constantly attacked Melissa Forsham-
Smythe for her rogue tactics. 

His review of the West Side Story production 
was entitled ‘A Case for the Cane’ and argued that the 
professional quality of the production was a further 
demonstration of the success of the Woody Back to 
School disciplinary program. 

Jojo rolled up the newspaper and hurried over 
to the Grand Master’s quarters for an early morning 
cup of coffee.  

“Congratulations,” Mr Humphries smiled. “It 
looks like if Maximillian Heurst comes through for you 
you’ll have a sell-out.” 

Jojo grinned and poured some coffee. “He 
wants me to come up to the Smoke during the first 
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week of furlough. He’s a friend of Stacks Monroe so 
I’m sure we can trust him.” 

Mr Humphries nodded. “Stacks will keep things 
straight. I’m sorry I can’t come with you.” 

Jojo frowned. “Just where are you going?” she 
asked him. 

Mr Humphries just shrugged. “I have business 
to attend to.” 

“What kind of business?” enquired Jojo. “The 
chasing fancy women kind of business?” 

The Grand Master sipped his coffee and 
continued to smile. “Just business,” he told her. 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” Jojo growled. “It’s very 
frustrating when you don’t tell me stuff,” she 
complained. 

“Don’t worry,” said the Grand Master, “I’ll meet 
you in Ibiza as planned.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” muttered Jojo again and 
hurried off to get ready for assembly. 

 
The last week of the summer term was given 

over to preparing for the upcoming year. Mr 
Humphries had declared a week of loose ties and 
minimum whops while the inmates went about their 
chores.  

 
“I want you to move into Victoria’s study,” 

Debs told Jojo. “Vix is moving to the Old Gal 
complex.” 

“Don’t be silly,” laughed Jojo. “It’s the best 
room in the house and you’ll be ranking gal on the 
landing, you should have it.” 
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Debs shook her head firmly. “Rachel’s study is 
fine for me. Your study has always been the hub. The 
balcony will give you more room for entertaining.” 

Jojo continued to argue but she knew it was 
pointless, once Debs had made up her mind she was 
generally intractable.  

 
Jojo was contented. The year had been a great 

success. She had helped the unit stave off disaster 
during the Tribunal, her production had been a 
roaring success and she had achieved her mission of 
regaining her status as the most whopped gal during 
a single year. 

 
Lisa Sutton was ecstatic. Against all the odds 

she had managed to go for twenty days without 
scoring a single whop. Bernadette Summers, on the 
other hand was apoplectic, when on the last day of 
term she was obliged to reach under her skirt and 
extract a thick wad of notes from the waistband of 
her bumbags and hand over a grand to her best 
chum. 

 
Jojo looked out of the window in the Grand 

Master’s office and watched Nixdown’s chaps chopper 
landing in the grounds. Jojo was planning on 
spending a few days at Nix’s folk’s beach house 
before going to visit her own family and then flying to 
Ibiza to rendezvous with Mr Humphries. 

As usual she was waiting for Nixdown who was 
in the stables getting in some last minute whops with 
Penny Ann. 
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Jojo had just got some last minute whops 
herself, spending a satisfactory few minutes bent like 
a bow across the Grand Master’s knee. 

She turned away from the window distracted 
by the familiar sound of a bottle of bubbly being 
uncorked. She grinned to herself as Mr Humphries 
handed her a glass of icy bubbles. 

“I’m going to miss you,” she told him as they 
chinked glasses. 

Mr Humphries grinned. “I’ve got something 
that might help you remember me,” he said and 
reached into his pocket. 

He extracted an instantly recognizable blue box 
and handed it to her. 

“I was wondering whether you would consider 
marrying me?” he asked, and then he kissed her.  
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