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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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Thrashed into the Elite 

 
 
The Brass sat in lawn chairs lined up along one 

side of the gymnasium. Against the opposite wall the 
twelve inmates who would form the new Elite waited 
to be thrashed. 

 
“Morton,” announced Katie Beck. “Deborah 

Morton, Deputy Red-shirt, step up and assume the 
position.” 

Debs stepped away from the wall and 
approached the training beam that had been lowered 
into position. Debs was dressed in a crisp white 
blouse, tieless and opened at the neck, with a short 
black, flared and pleated skirt. Without any further 
instruction she leaned against the beam and bent 
forward at the waist. 

Katie reached over and turned back the hem of 
Deborah’s skirt and rearranged the tail of her blouse. 
Deborah pushed back her hips to allow the unit’s 
Matron to roll down her navy blue bumbags until they 
were behind her knees. 



The New Elite 
 

 

The Grand Master had removed his suit jacket, 
rolled up the sleeves of his starched white shirt and 
loosened his tie. Mr Humphries accepted a thirty-six 
inch long crook-handled senior cane from Katie and 
approached the beam. 

 
Debs felt the cane tapping down and prepared 

herself. She heard the ominous whistle of rattan 
cutting through the air and then a line of white heat 
etched across the crown of her upturned behind. 
Debs screwed up her eyes and her mouth contorted 
into a silent howl. Even though the traditional 
thrashings were strictly ceremonial being caned 
across naked flesh was not exactly a walk in the park. 

 
Despite the excruciating pain in her rear end 

Deborah gamely pushed herself up onto the balls of 
her feet so she was teed up perfectly for the closer. 
On the far side of the beam her arms dangled limply, 
her fingers a good six inches from the floor. She 
heard the cane whistle through the air for the twelfth 
time and braced herself for the ‘Final Kiss’. 

 
The expression the ‘Final Kiss’ dated back to 

1857 when the Lawrence sisters had first opened the 
original Woody School for Gals. The sisters had 
fashioned their all-female education facility on the 
famous male bastions which were dominated by the 
power of their prefectorial bodies. Gretchen 
Lawrence, the elder of the pioneering sisters, 
suggested that if the Elite corps she had appointed 
was to be granted thrashing rights over their 
subordinates they should be given one last reminder 
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of the unpleasant effects of being lashed across the 
hind-quarters with an unforgiving whippy stick.  

Theoretically following their ceremonial 
thrashing the all-powerful prefectorial body was 
granted immunity from future canings and the 
Victorian era Woody Wags promptly dubbed the last 
stroke the ‘Final Kiss’. However, Gretchen sensibly 
included a caveat in the Elite Charter that allowed 
caning of prefects under circumstances of Extreme 
Malfeasance. 

Generally the caning of members of the Elite 
was rare but it was not unheard of. The personal 
Punishment Record Books of such Woody luminaries 
as Susan Lawton, Patty Hodge, Ma Brooks and Ma 
Morton all include annotations of several thrashings 
they received during their years of prefectorial office. 

 
When Major Susan Lawton was requested by 

the System to establish the nation’s most austere 
Back to School unit she had used her alma mater, the 
by then defunct Woody School, as her model.  

During the early years of the unit the caning of 
prefects had continued to be rare. Even the legendary 
mega-minx, April Turner, was only caned five times 
during her term as the commander of the Elite, 
known as the Red-shirt. 

However, during the year of Operation 
Scorched Arse the model had changed radically. Patty 
Hodge feared that Cathryn Cassidy and her closest 
chums were going to resist the Deputy Grand Dame’s 
personal corps of bullies known as the Secret Society 
of Serial Spankers. She persuaded Ms Lawton that 
members of the Elite such as Cat and Melons were 
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dedicated mega-minxes and shouldn’t be afforded the 
customary privileges and immunities. Ms Lawton was 
determined to quash Cat’s rebellious cult and 
approved a radical revision to the protocols. 

During Operation Scorched Arse Cat Cassidy 
was caned almost thirty times. Her best chums 
Melanie White and the Butcher twins didn’t fare much 
better each clocking up creditable tallies in the low to 
mid twenties. A new era was born and the following 
year Cat’s record was dwarfed by the performance of 
Claire Brooks. Claire’s legendary penchant for pith and 
ribald humor earned her a spectacular forty-three 
punishments and earned her the status as the first 
prefect in history to appear in the top ten of the 
Annual Big BUTT. 

 
Debs hissed with genuine consternation as the 

‘Final Kiss’ swiped across her backside with nerve-
jangling, teeth-chattering intensity. Mr Humphries 
allowed Debs a short time to gather herself before 
nodding at Katie. The unit Matron approached the 
training bar and pulled up Debs bumbags and turned 
down her skirt. Debs painfully straightened up and 
shuffled towards the wall with a stiff-legged gait. 

“Booker,” said Katie. “Rosemary Booker, step 
up and assume the position.” 
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The New Grubbys 

 
 
Once the ceremonial thrashings were 

completed each new prefect stepped forward and 
solemnly recited the Elite Pledge. They were then 
presented with their Elite blazers, ties, badges and 
prefectorial paraphernalia, including the whippy 
ashplants that they would be required to carry under 
their left arms, cocked and ready for action, for the 
remainder of the year. 

 
Mr Humphries had arranged for Heidi 

Alexander and Linda Ash to circulate around the 
changing room with silver trays loaded with glasses of 
icily chilled Domaine Carneros 2000 Le Reve bubbly.   

Despite their sore behinds spirits in the room 
were buoyant as the new Elite knotted their block red 
ties around their necks and tried on their swanky 
official blazers. The blazers were especially tailored 
for the Elite at a master haberdashery in Hong Kong. 
The red blazers with black trim were made from a 
rich weave of silk and mohair. They were cut longer 
than the conventional blazer and fashioned in the 
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style of a dress riding jacket. They had five buttons 
that would be fully fastened at all times unlike the 
traditional three button blazers worn by the rest of 
the inmates that could only be fastened by the top 
button. 

 
Lady Victoria Brompton circulated hugging her 

new colleagues. Her chums teased Vix about her 
decision to sit out the ceremonial thrashing. 

Lady Vix had now completed her seven year 
sentence at the unit and was beginning her parole 
year. She had elected to enter into the Old Gal 
program, remaining as a resident on the campus and 
studying for her law degree on-line. By popular 
demand she had agreed to repeat her role as the all-
powerful leader of the Elite for a second term. At a 
Whops and Clobber summit with Mr Humphries 
Victoria had successfully negotiated that she would be 
excused from participation in the thrashing ceremony 
on the grounds that she had already been formally 
Thrashed into the Elite at the beginning of the 
previous year. 

 
Satisfactorily revived by several glasses of 

bubbles the new Elite repaired to the Phase 7 landing 
where they would be introduced to the Little Brat who 
had been appointed to act as her Personal Grubby 
during the forthcoming twelve months. 

 
During the summer furlough the Grand Master 

had assiduously studied the profiles of the twelve new 
inmates who had been sentenced under the Extreme 
Ladetting laws to spend the next seven years of their 
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lives at the Big House. He felt that the existing 
method of randomly assigning the Brats to a member 
of the Elite was flawed and had decided to take a 
more systematic approach. 

The majority of the new influx’s sentences 
were based on the Systems ultra-severe ‘three strikes 
and you’re out’ ruling. Under the provisions of the 
Anti-Ladette laws any woman between the ages of 
eighteen and twenty-six who showed rambunctious 
tendencies could be dragged in front of a hearing of 
the Dark Agents. The laws were purposefully obscure 
and sufficiently vague that defense was almost 
impossible and a verdict of guilty of Misdemeanor 
Ladetting almost guaranteed. After two misdemeanor 
verdicts many Ladettes took the option of spending 
two to three years at the less austere Ripley or 
Radcliffe units. However, the System required twelve 
Ladettes per year to be sentenced to Woodys and 
secretly selected the women that they considered 
‘most likely to benefit from the Woody regime,’ and 
denied them the opportunity to take advantage of the 
lighter sentence. 

However, the files of three of the new inmates 
had caught Mr Humphries particular attention. During 
the Snobs and Rotters Tribunal the Systems covert 
‘Loot for Lock-ups’ policies had been exposed and its 
architect Melissa Forsham-Smythe been drummed out 
of office. Nonetheless, the Great Unwashed still had a 
huge appetite for seeing Celebrity Ladettes publicly 
trashed and sent to the Big House. They were 
generally tried in camera without legal representation 
and found guilty of Extreme Ladetting which carried 
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the mandatory sentence of seven years at Woodys 
without the possibility of parole.  

The files of Michelle Morgan, Frankie Reese 
and Lady Derby Huntington were all annotated with 
notes from the Dark Agents categorizing them as 
Priority One for prosecution and extreme sentencing. 

Mr Humphries decided that he would assign 
these new inmates to act as Personal Grubby’s to his 
most trusted members of the New Elite. 
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Runaway 

 
 
Miss Michelle Morgan had a chequered past. 

According to top-secret records made available by the 
Ministry of Education Michelle’s schooldays had been 
less than stellar. She had been caned forty times at 
the exclusive Nottingham Forest boarding school 
placing her as the fourth most caned schoolgirl in 
history behind Debs Morton, Claire Brooks and 
Bernadette Summers. She had already spent a three 
year sentence at the Ripley Back to School unit as a 
result of charges of Misdemeanor Ladetting. At 
twenty-six years old she was the eldest Ladette ever 
to be sentenced to the Big House. Mr Humphries 
decided to assign Miss Morgan to grub for Jojo. 

 
“Why an earth did you break parole?” Jojo 

asked Michelle during their induction interview. 
“I didn’t really mean to,” her new grubby told 

her. “When I was released from Ripley I went to work 
and saved up some money. I had friends in Canada 
and got dispensation from the parole board to visit 
them for three weeks. Anyway I was having a ball 
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and I missed my plane home. So I got to thinking 
that I might as well be hung for sheep as a lamb and 
decided to stay a few more days. One thing led to 
another and time went by and I thought that if I just 
didn’t go back then that would be that.” 

Jojo laughed. “You were in the paper’s you 
know?” 

“Yeah that’s when I kinda freaked and hoofed 
it to Montreal. I met this photographer and we got 
drunk and he took some pictures. He liked them and 
he posted them on his web site unbeknownst to me. 
Anyway some perv in the System must have found 
them and tracked me down. It wasn’t the 
photographers fault; he hadn’t got a clue who I was. 
Missing Ladette’s didn’t make front page news in 
Montreal.”  

“Tough break,” sympathized Jojo. 
“It got worse,” recalled Michelle. “Canadian 

immigration interviewed me but there wasn’t anything 
they could do because my visa was good for a year 
and there’s no extradition treaty regarding missing 
Ladette’s. I was about to disappear when my Court 
Appointed Guardian showed up. He told me I should 
come home and that all that would happen was I 
would finish my parole back at Ripley.” 

“Sounds an okay deal,” said Jojo. 
“Yeah,” agreed Michelle. “Ripley is not like this 

place. No clobber, there are lectures but nobody 
attends. It’s basically just a big social club where 
everybody sits around drinking wine and smoking 
dope all day.” 

“Nirvana,” laughed Jojo. “Did you know Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe there?” 
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“Sarah, oh yeah I know Sarah. She and her 
cronies were the big kahoona’s on campus. Penelope 
Rawlins, Felicity Robertson, and Cynthia Caruthers, all 
super-rich. At first I thought it was strange that they 
were at Ripley serving six year sentences, I mean 
whoever heard of anybody getting a six year 
sentence. The max at Ripley was three years and 
then I found out that money talks.” 

Jojo looked at Michelle inquisitively. 
“You could get a pass anytime at Ripley, there 

was no clocking in or out and curfews were a joke. 
One weekend Sarah and I got a pass to go to Milan to 
a fashion show. We flew over on her parent’s jet. We 
got so loaded that we stayed for a week. 
Theoretically we were in deep doodads and get sent 
up to Hayden-White’s office. She gave us a lecture 
and told us we had to do ten hours detention writing 
lines. Cool as a cucumber Sarah pulls out her cheque 
book and writes a cheque for a grand. Fifty quid an 
hour for each of us and detention went away.”  

“I don’t understand,” said Jojo, “We’ve got 
plenty of wealthy gals here, how come they couldn’t 
cut a deal?” 

“They ain’t Forsham-Smythe’s,” replied 
Michelle. “She had so much power in the System. The 
four of them were at school together and were all 
convicted together. They should have done hard time 
in chokey but Melissa Forsham-Smythe got them tried 
under the Ladette laws and then put in the fix.” 

“Sarah was a law unto herself,” continued 
Michelle. “She was always in trouble and I don’t know 
how many times it was rumored that she had been 
flunked and was being sent to the Big House, but 
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then out would come the platinum card and she 
stayed. Then Hayden-White got wind of the 
shoplifting ring and wanted part of the action. I guess 
you know the rest.” 

“And you? How did you end up here instead of 
back at Ripley?” 

“Well, I got on the plane and when we arrived 
at Gatwick the passengers were told that there was a 
delay in disembarking. Three Dark Agents got on the 
plane and arrested me. They took my coat and 
handcuffed me. The paraded me through the airport 
with my hands cuffed so everybody could see.” 

“Jeez,” groaned Jojo. 
“Then they put me in a car and said the deals 

off and I was being sent to the Big House. So 
basically the System stitched me up and here I am.” 

Jojo looked at her grubby thoughtfully. “And 
what do you know of mega-minxdom?” she asked. 

Michelle Morgan merely shrugged. “I was the 
most caned gal in my school,” she confided. “I got six 
of the best at least two or three times a term.” 

Jojo smiled, “It sounds like you might feel 
quite at home here. So let me tell you how it works.” 
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An Independent Actress 

 
 
Nixdown looked her new grubby up and down. 

Frankie Reese was another go straight to Woodys, do 
not pass go and do not collect two warnings celebrity 
offender. She was a highly acclaimed actress with 
several controversial independent films under her 
belt. She had won numerous awards for her 
performance as a bisexual serial killer that had 
attracted the displeasure of the government who 
were trying to distract attention from another act of 
fiscal ineptitude with a campaign preaching moral 
propriety. Francesca had further displeased them by 
appearing on the red carpet at the awards 
ceremonies sporting a tall blonde female on her arm 
and expounding the joys of switch-hitting. 

Melissa Forsham-Smythe was called in and 
offered a significant bounty to have her goons bring 
Frankie in. They were faced with a minor problem; 
Frankie spent most of her time in liberal mainland 
Europe where her switch-hitting activities were 
considered quite laudable.  
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However, when she returned to the shores of 
the UK to attend a birthday celebration Melissa 
arranged for her to be slipped a Mickey Fin. Frankie 
was found unconscious in a stolen double-decker bus 
and when she woke up she found herself in a System 
silo being measured for clobber. Melissa and her 
goons pocketed the bounty and a large bonus as the 
arrest coincided with more government fiscal lunacy 
and had served to distract the Great Unwashed.  

All things taken into account Mr Humphries 
considered Nicola Jane Nixon as the ideal candidate 
for fulfilling the role of mentor to the somewhat 
eccentric actress. 

 
“You keep your hands to yourself,” warned 

Penny Ann sternly. 
Nicola Jane Nixon grinned coyly. “I’m sure I 

don’t know what you mean,” she told her lover. 
Penny Ann frowned. “Yeah rock on Nix, I saw 

you ogling at that video on the internet of her nude 
sleepwalking soliloquy in that version of Macbeth.” 

“That was just research,” insisted Nixdown. 
“I should put you over my knee right now,” 

said Penny Ann. 
“Now that sounds like a plan,” perked Nix. 
 
“This is what we call the full-drape,” Nixdown 

explained as she lowered Frankie over her knees. 
“During your first year you’ll probably have your 
bumbags dusted quite frequently so you’ll need to get 
used to sniffing carpet.” 

Nicola Jane Nixon spoke from bitter 
experience. During the first year of her incarceration 
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she had the misfortune to be assigned to act as Katie 
Beck’s Personal Grubby. The cruel and sadistic Red-
shirt had delighted in turning Nix over her knee and 
earned her the title of the All-Time Most Spanked 
Little Brat. Katie’s illicit habit of yanking down Nicola 
Jane’s bumbags had earned her the nick-name of 
Nixdown Nixon. 

 
Nixdown helped Francesca to her feet. Frankie 

smoothed down the skirt of her gymslip and pulled on 
her blazer. 

“Although I’m officially your Personal Draper of 
record I’ve assigned my spanking rights to the Deputy 
Red-shirt. She’ll be along shortly to give you a 
training spanking,” Nix told Frankie. “Nothing too 
radical. It’s just a formality; a quick dusting to give 
you a point of reference.” 

“What if I don’t need a point of reference?” 
asked Frankie. “I once got spanked in front of my 
whole school.” 

Nixdown shrugged sympathetically. “I’m sorry, 
but it’s out of my hands. It’s on the official induction 
check-list.” 

Frankie pouted. “What else is on the check-
list?” she asked. 

“Well, I’m going to have to ask you to face the 
wall and place your hands on your head for a little bit 
until Deborah arrives. You’ll need to learn the formal 
nose and toes pose. Believe you me, this kind of 
training is absolutely necessary if you are going to 
survive in this place,” Nixdown told her new grubby. 
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It was almost thirty minutes before Deborah 
Morton arrived. “Sorry I took so long,” she 
apologized, “But this Spanker for Hire business is 
quite time-consuming. So this must be Miss Frankie 
Reese. Why don’t you step away from the wall Miss 
Reese and lower your arms. My name is Deborah 
Morton and I’m the Deputy Red-shirt. I’m here to give 
you a training spanking on Miss Nixon’s behalf. Please 
be so kind as to accompany me to this chair and then 
we can begin.” 

Frankie looked less than enthusiastic but 
nonetheless she followed Debs. Deborah sat down on 
the chair and gently but firmly took Frankie by the 
wrist and lowered her over her knee. Deborah 
glanced over at Nixdown and then she very slowly 
began to turn back Frankie’s skirt. As best Debs could 
tell it was going to be a busy year for her right arm. 
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Ma Morton 

 
 
It had been a roller-coaster of a summer for 

Deborah Morton. With the support of Claire Brooks 
father, who served as Minister for Extreme 
Rehabilitation, Mr Humphries had persuaded the 
System to allow Debs to play in three professional 
tennis tournaments during the furlough. 

Debs had been thrilled during the first two 
tournaments where she had battled her way to the 
third round. She was astonished by the support she 
received. At every game she performed the stands 
were packed with fans dressed in full Woody clobber. 

The paparazzi dogged Debs every move. 
Cognizant that the slightest sign of Ladettish behavior 
would be reported in the international press and could 
potentially result in her being brought before the Dark 
Agents of the System Deborah laid low. 

Between tournaments Debs split her time 
between the vast Ibiza estate that Cathryn Cassidy’s 
parents had rented for the summer and visits to Chez 
Morton. 
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Deborah and her mother had always been 
tight. Penny Morton had once been a famous tennis 
player and had taught her daughter to play as soon 
as she could walk. The Morton residence of Deborah’s 
childhood was a spank-free zone. When Deborah was 
naughty, which was frequently, Penny would sit her 
down and explain to her in graphic detail what would 
happen to her if she misbehaved when she was sent 
to board at the original Woody School. 

“They’ll beat some sense into you,” promised 
Penny. 

In the event the Woody School fell on hard 
times and was forced to shut its doors. Debs was 
shipped off to the equally strict Queensgate Academy. 
Later Deborah would comment ruefully that “they 
certainly beat me but I don’t think they were 
particularly successful at the sense end of the 
equation.” 

 
At the end of the fifth year of her incarceration 

Deborah had been formally flunked for discipline and 
had barely escaped having to repeat her sentence. 

Penny Morton was extremely miffed with her 
daughter and an old school friend, the notorious 
disciplinarian, Ma Brooks offered her a solution. 

“There’s no problem that can’t be solved by a 
red bottom,” Ma Brooks told her old chum and sent 
Ma Morton a wood-backed hairbrush. 

To Deborah’s chagrin at twenty-six years old 
her mother put her over her knee for the first time. 

 
Penny Morton and Chrissy Brooks had been 

tight at school and had earned the reputation for 
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being amongst the naughtiest girls at the academy. 
The only pupil with a worse reputation was none 
other than Susan Lawton. 

Penny and Chrissy had the misfortune of 
attending the school during Patty Hodges reign of 
terror as Red-shirt and had both experienced the heat 
generated by her wye-tipped canes. 

In a radical experiment the Grand Dame had 
decided to elect her naughtiest pupils as the Red-shirt 
and Deputy. Penny got the top spot and Chrissy was 
her loyal understudy. They were widely popular and 
respected for their honesty and decency. 

Susan Lawton recalls, “Penny and Chrissy both 
thrashed me on several occasions. They were both 
very good, particularly Penny who has one of the best 
right arms I’ve ever run in to, but they never made it 
unnecessarily unpleasant which was a relief after a 
year of Patty Hodge.” 

 
Despite her hectic schedule of racing about 

between tournaments and Ibiza Debs still found time 
to take three trips over her mother’s knee during her 
visits to Chez Morton. 

They had established a routine. If Debs got too 
sassy she would be sent up to her room to change 
into her full Woody clobber. She would then face the 
wall with her hands on her head for a period of 
rumination. After fifteen minutes her mother would 
come upstairs and they would proceed with the 
spanking. Debs knew exactly what to expect, twelve 
hot spanks delivered on alternate cheeks then three 
zingers, one on top of the other. 
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Debs would be required to remain in full 
clobber for the remainder of the day. Nonetheless, 
they remained tight and even on days that she had 
been spanked Debs would often be seen gadding 
about town arm in arm with her beloved Ma. 

She faithfully recorded the spankings on her 
Debs Diary blog on the www.woodettes.com web-
site. Her trials and tribulations always prompted lively 
discussions that went on late into the night. 

 
During the last week of furlough Debs was 

invited to play in a tournament in Marbella. In the hot 
Spanish sun she battled her way to the final where 
she would oppose local icon Gabriella Sanchez. The 
atmosphere in the stadium was electric. The screams 
of the local partisan crowd were matched by the 
support of the clobber clad Woodettes. In an 
astonishing performance Debs Morton won her first 
professional tournament for seven years. 

 
Debs flew directly to Ibiza where her best 

chums Jojo Heyworth, Nicola Jane Nixon and 
Rosemary Brooks were waiting to take her for dinner. 
They had a curious proposition. 

 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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Cane for Hire 

 
 
Debs gaped at her chums. “You’re joshing 

me?” she asked incredulously. 
Nixdown shook her head. “It’s the best 

solution,” she said seriously. 
Debs just continued to gape. 
Once they returned to the unit four chums 

would become fully-fledged members of the Elite. 
Deborah had already spent the latter part of the past 
year in the role of Captain of the Red House. She had 
won rave reviews on the GalGab web-site for her 
potency with the ashplant.  

“It’s in your culture,” said Jojo. “You’re always 
telling us that if you’d stayed on at school you would 
have been voted in as President of Posh. How many 
girls would you have caned then?” 

Debs frowned. It was true that there was no 
question that she would have won the presidency by 
a land-slide. Despite her status of being in permanent 
disgrace she was very popular amongst her school 
chums. Her final year, when she was caned thirty-
nine times, turned her into a cultural icon. The 
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manner with which she had been singled out elicited 
considerable sympathy and turned her into a cause 
célèbre. 

It was also true that the cane was in her 
culture. She had been brought up with the 
expectation that she would start being caned when 
she entered the infamous Woody School. However, 
when the school fell on hard times and closed its 
doors she was sent to the equally strict Queensgate 
Academy.  

Her mother’s tales of being caned by the Elite 
meant that it never occurred to Debs to question the 
authority of the prefectorial body known as the Posh. 
To Deborah it seemed totally natural that the older 
girls had thrashing rights. 

When she was sent to the Big House she found 
nothing unusual about the Elite organization that Ms 
Lawton had established. When she had been 
promoted to the role of Captain of the Red House and 
was given thrashing rights Debs had dispatched her 
duties dispassionately. 

Nonetheless she found her chums proposal 
most peculiar. Jojo, Nixdown and Rosemary had 
asked her to stand in for them as disciplinarian during 
their year in the Elite. 

“I’m having difficulty aligning myself with the 
concept of having to punish gals for minxish 
behavior,” confessed Jojo. 

“You know how much I hate anything to do 
with formal punishment,” said Nixdown emphatically. 

“I’m too soft for the job,” explained Rosemary. 
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“And I’m a hard hearted be-yotch?” grumbled 
Deborah. “Maybe I should have cards made up; Debs 
Morton, Cane for Hire.” 

Nonetheless, after a third bottle of exquisite 
Finca Villacreces 2004 Nebro the deal was finally 
struck. 

“Barking,” muttered Debs, “I have to be 
fucking barking.” 

 
Deborah encouraged Frankie into a full drape 

and blew on her hands. It was over six years since 
she had been in the very same position, head down, 
arse up across her own Personal Draper’s lap waiting 
for her first training spanking. 

Deborah had got lucky. She had been assigned 
to a woman named Maria Jones who was a colossal 
fan of Debs the tennis player. She was also extremely 
minx-friendly and a zealous opponent of Katie Beck 
and her gang of Serial Spankers. Maria refused to 
indulge in the SS’s pastime of delivering sporting 
spankings. Following the initial training spanking she 
only ever put Debs over her knee twice more during 
the whole year.  

In fairness to Deborah she was actually a very 
competent, diligent and organized grubby. She had 
learned the ropes during her first year at the 
Queensgate Academy where she had the busy job of 
grubbing for the President of Posh, Vanessa Feldman. 
She was clearly good at the job and it occasionally 
paid dividends. In her diary there are several entries 
that allude to Vanessa saving her bumbags. 

“I dodged a bullet today,” Debs writes on one 
occasion. “I didn’t have much of a defense to offer 
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the Posh. I knew it was touch and go, but I still 
pleaded not guilty. I’m betting there was a hung jury 
and Nessie stepped in and saved my bacon. I was 
fully expecting at least four pops or even six of the 
best. Thanks to Vanessa I’m swanking about with a 
cool-arse. Hooray for Nessie.” 

On another occasion she records that, “Nessie 
knew that I was probably suffering from a touch of 
the residuals from the six I got yesterday evening. I 
believe she actively lobbied the Posh and got me off. 
I definitely deserved at least another six and I’m sure 
some of the Posh were considering giving me the 
max. Nessie is my guardian angel.” 

In her later Woody diaries she praises Maria. 
“Maria had every right to drape me today for tardy 
timekeeping but when she learned that I had been 
otherwise engaged being spanked by the Wart she 
took pity on me. I’m so lucky I don’t grub for Katie; 
she would have delighted in giving it to me good and 
hot. When its time for me to be assigned a grubby I 
will remember the lessons I’ve learned from Nessie 
and Maria and try to be equally compassionate.” 

 
Very compassionately Deborah Morton began 

to spank Miss Frankie Reese. 
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That’s Rock ‘n’ Roll 

 
 
Debs had started her round of compassionate 

training spankings smacking the aristocratic backside 
of Lady Derby Huntington who had been assigned as 
her Personal Grubby.  

 
The arrest and sentencing of Lady Huntingdon 

had been a national obsession. Derby was no 
newcomer to sensational press. Her family were 
wealthy land-owners and her curious moniker 
resulted from her mother giving birth just seconds 
after her father had ridden the winner of the Derby at 
Epsom Downs. The birth was widely reported in the 
press and Derby Huntingdon became a household 
name. 

As a teenager Derby was entered into several 
prestigious boarding schools where she immediately 
gained a reputation as a hellion and was promptly 
expelled from all of them. On one occasion, after a 
very brief enrollment, she was escorted to the front 
gates and forcibly evicted. She was forced to sit on 
her trunk and wait while the family chauffeur arrived, 
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with a group of baying paparazzi snapping 
photographs. She made the front-pages. 

She was briefly enrolled at the ultra-strict 
Queensgate Academy that had been attended by 
Debs, Christy Cranfield, Pauline Gascoigne and 
Bernadette Summers.  

During her short stay she was beaten on three 
occasions by the President of Posh. However, her 
attendance at the academy coincided with the 
governors’ decision to abolish the use of corporal 
punishment. Once the abolition came into effect the 
Dame’s took the unprecedented action of delivering a 
unanimous petition to the Grand Dame demanding 
her removal. As usual the paparazzi were at the gates 
when she was driven home. 

Finding schools that would accept her became 
an increasing challenge and once she was sixteen all 
hope was abandoned and Derby was free to pursue 
the life of a full-time socialite. She was considered to 
be the spokesperson of the jeunesse dorée and was 
regularly photographed dancing on tables in famous 
night-clubs. 

Predictably she was stalked by the Dark Agents 
of the System. On the night of her eighteenth 
birthday party they raided her family’s mansion and 
arrested her. The Great Unwashed was factionalized. 
Many considered it an outrage that she could be 
arrested at a private party in a family dwelling. Others 
brayed for her head and called her the worst example 
of contemporary Ladetting.  

In a rare public hearing the System invited 
Grand Dame Jennings to proffer an opinion. The 
principal of the Queensgate Academy, who had been 
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responsible for sentencing Deborah Morton to be 
beaten on thirty-nine consecutive Fridays, had bitterly 
opposed the decision to abolish corporal punishment. 
She assured the Dark Agents and anybody else who 
would listen that Derby would greatly benefit from the 
austere disciplinary system imposed at the Big House. 
The Grand Dame prevailed and Her Ladyship was 
dispatched to be kitted out for clobber.  

 
Deborah was impressed. Lady Derby did not 

seem to be the least bit intimidated by her new 
surroundings. She listened intently while Deborah 
briefed her on the induction course that she would be 
subjected to over the following week. 

“It sounds just like Queensgate,” she 
shrugged. “You’re still a legend there,” she told Debs. 
“Not just for your tennis. Did you really get thrashed 
thirty-nine times in your last year?” 

Debs blushed. “Yes, but I’d like to think that I 
was remembered for some other stuff.” 

Derby chortled. “Yeah, like anybody cares 
about your brainy stuff or playing the clarinet. Getting 
caned every Friday for a year? Now that’s mega! 
That’s rock ‘n’ roll.” 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Debs. 
  
Debs was impressed. Lady Derby Huntingdon 

did not seem the least bit fazed by her training 
spanking. She had wriggled and squirmed a few times 
but she hopped up cheerfully enough. She retrieved 
her blazer and shrugged it on and stuffed her hands 
into her pockets. 
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“I know,” she grinned. “No rubbing, only muffs 
rub. I’ve read the web-site.” 

Deborah suppressed a grin. It occurred to her 
that it was entirely possible that she might have a 
lunatic in her charge.  

 
Lady Derby was dispatched to the wall for a 

period of nose and toes. 
“I’ll be back as soon as I can,” said Debs. “I’ve 

got three more bottoms to smack.” 
“Busy gal,” giggled Her Ladyship and placed 

her hands on top of her head.  
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Debs Disaster 

 
 
Debs groaned. Ms Gascoigne sighed. Deborah’s 

chums exchanged resigned glances. The Dame 
responsible for lecturing in economics retrieved the 
number one cane from a hook on the wall. 

“Alright Deborah,” she said. “If this is really 
how you want to start the new year you’ve left me no 
choice. Remove your blazer and bend over your desk. 
I intend to absolutely cream you.” 

 
Ever since she had returned to furlough 

Deborah had been fretting. During the summer 
vacation in Ibiza she had promised Lady Victoria that 
she would make a concerted attempt at reform while 
she was in prefectorial office. Nonetheless, as the 
time approached for her to return to the facility she 
was becoming increasingly dubious that she would be 
able to fulfill the bargain. She had desperately tried to 
behave herself while she was staying at Chez Morton 
but she had somehow managed to accumulate three 
trips across her mother’s knee. 
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Upon her return to the facility she had sought 
out Claire Brooks. Claire had finished her sentence 
and had elected to remain at the facility and enter 
into the Old Gal program. Deborah was sure that 
Claire would be sympathetic to her concerns. Claire 
Brooks’ year in the Elite had been tumultuous. She 
had gained the reputation as one of the most 
respected prefects in history. However, by contrast, 
her personal disciplinary record had been truly 
abysmal. She required beatings on forty-three 
occasions, establishing her as the most punished 
prefect in history. 

“Vix was always very understanding,” Claire 
reassured Debs. “She knew I was trying really hard 
but I just can’t control my motor-mouth.” 

 
During Deborah’s meeting with the Grand 

Master to establish her personal performance targets 
for the forthcoming twelve months Mr Humphries was 
equally reassuring. “Your performance as a prefect 
and your disciplinary record are quite separate issues. 
Much as I would like to see an improvement in your 
behavior I don’t expect you to become a paragon of 
virtue over-night.” 

 
Rosemary, Jojo and Nix all counseled her. 

“You’ve said you’ll try,” they told her, “just do your 
best to control you compulsive impulsive tendencies 
and you’ll be fine.” 

“I just don’t want get stood down,” groaned 
Debs. “That would be too humiliating.” 
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Debs disconsolately peeled off her new red 
blazer and hung it over the back of the chair. She 
bent forward at the waist and slithered her upper 
torso across the desk. She slid further and further 
over the lid of the desk until she was bent over as far 
as humanly possible, her hands gripping the legs of 
the desk close to the floor. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne sighed. She reached forward 

and neatly turned back the hem of Deborah’s short 
black skirt. Pauline tapped the cane down on the new 
Deputy Red-shirts tautened bumbags to get her 
measure then raised her arm in the air. She had a 
momentary feeling of déjà vu.  

When she had risen in the morning Ms 
Gascoigne had never imagined that history would 
repeat itself. Precisely twelve months earlier during 
the first tutorial of the previous year she had been 
forced to deliver a caning to another prefect, Miss 
Claire Brooks. Now after just thirty minutes of the 
formal start to the educational curriculum she had the 
Deputy Red-shirts bumbags in her sights. 

 
Pauline and Debs were tight. Their friendship 

dated back to their schooldays at Queensgate. 
However, they also had a long record of disciplinary 
encounters. 

During the year that Pauline had fulfilled the 
role as the President of Posh she had been forced to 
cane Deborah on nineteen occasions, which at the 
time was a school record. Nonetheless, they 
continued to remain friends and Pauline had dined 
with Deborah on the eve of her famously public arrest 



The New Elite 
 

 

by the Dark Agents. When Deborah was sentenced to 
serve hard time at the Big House they had made a 
pact that their friendship would not interfere with 
Woody business. Deborah’s first spanking in a lecture 
hall was delivered with her stretched out across 
Pauline’s knees. Over the coming years Pauline had 
caned Debs a dozen times, including the infamous 
first ever Absolute Creaming. 

Pauline Gascoigne was generally a tolerant 
soul. She understood that the inmates found the first 
week back in the lecture room’s quite difficult. The 
new prefects were no exception and she had 
accommodated a reasonable amount of levity and 
jocularity during the first few minutes of the lecture. 
Nonetheless there was work to be done and she 
gently chided Jojo, Debs, Nixdown and Rosemary to 
settle down. She was mildly irritated when Deborah 
continued to try to distract her chums and issued her 
a second verbal warning. When Debs continued to 
cause distractions Pauline showed her a yellow card. 
For the next fifteen minutes Deborah appeared to 
heed the warning and huddled over her books. Then, 
to Pauline’s dismay, for reasons apropos of nothing, 
Deborah rolled up a piece of silver paper and flicked it 
across the room in the direction of Nixdown. 

Pauline sighed wearily and snatched down her 
cane. 
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A World Class Whopping 

 
 
Debs was defenseless. She was up on the balls 

of her feet, her backside in the most prominent 
position possible and most of her upper body was 
dangling over the far side of the desk. There was 
nothing she could do but grit her teeth and wait for 
all hell to break loose in her bumbags.  

 
Debs head reared back and her mouth 

contorted into a silent howl as the cane sliced across 
her tautened bumbags. 

Jojo, Nixdown and Rosemary exchanged 
glances. As distinguished aficionados of whops they 
nodded their heads sagely and silently concurred that 
things did not look good for their chum. The first 
stroke had been a genuine smoker and they knew 
from experience that Pauline Gascoigne wasn’t in the 
habit of slowing down any as a caning progressed. It 
was clear that when she had promised Debs that she 
intended to absolutely cream her she was deadly 
serious. 
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Deborah hung panting across the desk waiting 
for the arrival of the second swipe. She had the 
highest regard for Pauline’s ability with the cane and 
the power of the crucial and telling first stroke was all 
the confirmation that she required to acknowledge 
that she had foolishly managed to once again embroil 
her bumbags in a world class whopping.  

 
Pauline flexed the cane between her hands, 

taking her time. She tapped the cane down and then 
sliced it through the air. It was another absolute 
scorcher and the sound of rattan rebounding off navy 
blue gossamer echoed around the room and out into 
the corridors.  

In the lecture rooms all along the hallway the 
Dames had fallen silent as they listened to the rifle 
shots ricocheting down the hallway. 

 
Debs squeezed her eyes tight. The spasms that 

wracked her body were positively seismic and she 
rather fancied that she could hear her flesh sizzling. 
She let her breath out in a long whistle and did her 
best to settle in to the rhythm of the whops. 

 
Pauline swung the cane with grace and 

elegance. It whistled ominously through the air before 
landing with a rotund report. At the moment of 
scalding impact Deborah’s body jerked spastically and 
her leg crooked back. She slumped forward panting 
as the stroke started its ricocheting voyage around 
her central nervous system, electrifying her from the 
tips of her fingers to the ends of her toes. All the 
while the pain of the stripe across her bottom was 
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intensifying towards a crescendo, making her 
buttocks squirm and twitch. Pauline was leaving thirty 
seconds between strokes to allow Deborah to fully 
appreciate the amalgamation of the effects. 

 
Debs licked her lips and steadied herself as the 

wave of pain subsided slightly. She gritted her teeth 
and braced herself and waited for the arrival of the 
next world class whop. 

 
Deborah’s chums watched in awe. There was 

no question that they were witnessing a consummate 
performance by both participants. It was clear that 
Debs was receiving an extremely sound thrashing but 
she had put it up and was keeping it up. Not that she 
had a lot of choice; she was so far over the desk that 
her backside was naturally teed up to perfection. 
Nonetheless, aside from the odd flick of an ankle and 
a twitch and squirm of her buttocks she was showing 
no sign of the terrible discomfort she must be in. 

 
Pauline took a deep breath and stepped in. She 

was pleased with the way the beating was 
progressing. There was no question that thrashing 
the new Deputy Red-shirt on the first formal day of 
the year was an extremely serious business. She had 
no concerns about completing the paperwork and was 
confident that Deborah would concur that the caning 
was justified and carried out in the most professional 
of manners. She carefully took her measure, she was 
determined there would be no mistakes. 
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The fifth stroke was another classic. Delivered 
perfectly across the center of the sweet spot it almost 
raised Debs heels clean out of her shoes.  

While she waited for Debs to experience the 
majesty of the whop Pauline Gascoigne adjusted her 
stance, setting herself up at a slight angle. 

 
Debs did her best to collect herself. Five down 

and one to go and she knew that things were just 
about to get a whole lot tougher. She felt as if she 
had been thoroughly smoked and was just about to 
be finished off on the grill. She squeezed her eyes 
shut and waited for the closer. 

 
By any standards it was a world class whop. A 

perfectly delivered five stroke that sliced diagonally 
across the previous five stripes to produce a five-bar 
gate. Deborah’s shoulders shuddered and her head 
shook from side to side. The pain was excruciating 
but she gripped the legs of the desk with all her 
strength and clenched her teeth tightly. “It will pass! 
It will pass!” she told herself as the waves of agony 
almost overwhelmed her. She hung her head down 
and tried to catch her breath. It was over. 
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The Imposter 

 
 
Debs chums gasped. Over the years they had 

witnessed many instances of Deborah’s inexplicable 
moments of madness but she had just managed to 
excel herself. 

 
After the thrashing Debs had retrieved her 

swanky new five button red blazer and followed Ms 
Gascoigne to the front of the room to complete the 
post-processing formalities. When she turned to walk 
back up the aisle to return to her seat her face was 
chalky white and her lips set in a thin line. She walked 
with an unmistakably stiff-legged gait and wore an 
ominously sullen scowl on her face. 

Deborah gingerly lowered herself onto the hard 
wooden chair and then quite purposefully extracted 
another piece of silver paper from her pocket, rolled it 
up and flicked it straight at Ms Gascoigne. 

The Dame in charge of Economics jaw dropped 
incredulously. Momentarily she seemed lost for 
words. Finally she spoke in a weary tone. “Oh 
Deborah,” she sighed, “why did you have to do that?” 
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Then, in what seemed to the onlookers to be slow-
motion, Pauline Gascoigne reached into her jacket 
pocket and extracted her red card.    

Deborah continued to scowl sullenly as she 
pushed back her chair and stomped out of the room. 

 
As the door slammed shut behind her Deborah 

was jolted back to her senses. Momentarily she stood 
still as a statue, her backside throbbing unbearably, 
her stomach churning biliously and her eyes welling 
up with uncharacteristic tears. She finally tottered 
down the corridor desperately trying to make sense of 
her latest calamity. 

On her Debs Diary blog she had once lamented 
rather colorfully that for the past decade and a half 
trouble had followed her around like a bad case of 
flatulence. She also often refers to a deranged alter-
ego that she called the Imposter.   

She hung her head as she trudged through the 
labyrinth of corridors leading to her destination. She 
tried to think clearly but the searing pain in her 
backside was too overwhelming. She felt her heart 
pounding and her hands getting clammy as she 
approached the stairwell that led to the Grand 
Masters study. 

She wondered how she could have been so 
foolish. 

 
Katie Beck rubbed her hands with glee as she 

stared down at Deborah’s bottom. 
“Now those are some tight whops,” she 

cackled. “They’re still sizzling.” 
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Debs was bent over the desk in the ante-room 
with her skirt turned back and her bumbags around 
her knees. She was very tempted to kick her leg back 
and hack Katie in the shins. 

Much as she hated the indignity of having her 
bottom inspected the ritual had served to thrust her 
out of her blue funk and back into the here and now. 
She was beginning to think more clearly. 

“Fix your clobber and go next door,” said Katie. 
She flicked open her cell phone. “Excuse me Grand 
Master, I’m sending Morton in, but I thought I’d 
better tell you, she’s been licked quite recently and 
she’s still pretty ripe.” 

 
Deborah stood to attention in front of the 

Grand Master’s desk. Her arms were pressed tightly 
to her sides and she stared straight ahead. 

“I’m sorry, Sir,” she said timidly, “but Ms 
Gascoigne showed me a red card.” 

Mr Humphries nodded. “I know, she just called 
me. Would you care to explain yourself?” 

Deborah grimaced slightly. On the way up to 
his office she had tried to think of some way to 
explain her ridiculous behavior but the fire raging in 
her bumbags distracted her and she couldn’t think of 
a damn thing to say. She just stood there dumbly. 

Mr Humphries waited patiently. 
“Nothing?” he asked finally.  
Debs pulled a hopeless face. “I’m really sorry, 

sir, I just think that I’m fatally flawed,” was all she 
could think of to say. 
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Mr Humphries looked across the desk at 
Deborah, to his surprise she looked like she was on 
the brink of tears. 

“Look Deborah you got the cane, you didn’t 
murder anybody,” he told her.  “I won’t pretend that 
I’m happy about this but it was not, after all, 
completely unexpected,” he continued not unkindly. 
“Besides I really should thank you. I had a little flutter 
with Bernadette and you’ve won me two hundred and 
fifty quid.” 

Deborah gaped at the Grand Master. 
“So tell me. Did the Imposter come out to 

play?” he asked. 
Debs just continued to gape. 
“Oh yes Deborah, I read your blog 

occasionally. You’re a very witty and articulate young 
woman,” the Grand Master told her. “Your 
descriptions of whops are very realistic.” 

Deborah shook her head in disbelief. She 
wondered if Lady Derby Huntington had spiked her 
morning coffee with a halucigenic pick-me-up. 

“So Deborah this is what we are going to do,” 
said the Grand Master. 
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Fantabulous 

 
 
At morning break Deborah sought out Pauline 

Gascoigne. 
“I am so sorry Ma’am,” she told her old chum 

shamefacedly. “I’m such a jerk.” 
Pauline reached out and hugged Debs. 
“No need for apologies,” she told her friend. 

“You’re a dedicated minx and I’m the Brass. I’m sorry 
I had to thrash you so soundly but you are the 
Deputy Red-shirt now and that has some downsides. 
According to the Brass Charter in the event that the 
Red-shirt or her deputy are required to be beaten 
they are to be treated with extreme prejudice.” 

“Oh,” said Deborah Morton. 
 
After her conversation with Pauline, Deborah 

sought out Lady Victoria Brompton. 
“I am so sorry Vix,” she told her chum 

shamefacedly. “I am such a jerk.” 
Victoria reached out and hugged Debs. She 

astounded Deborah by spreading her lips into a large 
grin. 
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“Oh, don’t be such a silly goat,” laughed 
Victoria. “You’re a minx. A high maintenance minx, 
but you’re my high maintenance minx, now.” 

 
Bernadette Summers threw her arms around 

Deborah and smothered her in kisses. She reached 
under her skirt and extracted a wad of banknotes 
from the waistband of her bumbags. 

“I’m cutting you in for ten percent,” she 
grinned. “We made out like bandits. Hardly anybody 
bet on you being the first gal of the year to be 
whopped. But I’ll let you into a secret. Guess who 
did?” 

Debs grimaced. “I know, the Grand Master, he 
told me.” 

The Bounder laughed. “Wise man, that Grand 
Master,” she said. 

 
In some strata’s of society Deborah’s ridiculous 

and petulant behavior might have attracted adverse 
criticism. However, in the whops and clobber 
environment that she inhabited Debs misbehavior was 
held in high esteem. She was inundated by inmates 
wanting to hug her and shake her hand and listen to 
a whop by whop account. Finally, she was forced to 
host a public viewing of her poor beleaguered bum so 
that the connoisseurs could judge for themselves the 
quality of the creaming in terms of artistic merit 
based on the tightness and precision of the stripes. 

“Nix, will you stop fussing,” groaned Debs. “I’m 
going for a spanking, not getting ready for my 
wedding.” 
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Nicola Jane ignored Deborah’s protests and 
flicked some loose hairs off the shoulders of her 
jacket. Nixdown was a notorious clothes horse and 
during the summer she had made it her business to 
take Debs under her wing. 

“You’re going to be the Deputy Red-shirt,” she 
told Debs, “so you should dress like one.” 

Deborah was amongst the most clobber 
challenged of the inmates of the Woody Back to 
School facility and had been frequently punished for 
her infractions of the protocols known as the Politics 
of Clobber. She held the record for being caned for 
collar and tie abuse. 

“I hate having my top button fastened,” she 
complained. “I always feel like I’m being choked.” 

“That’s because you buy all those cheap 
catalogue blouses,” sneered Nixdown. “I’m having my 
clobber consultant fly down to Ibiza and we’re going 
to have you measured up properly. You’ll soon see 
the difference.” 

Debs had been unenthusiastic. Since childhood 
she had been happiest wearing training sweats and 
even at the height of her fame she had to be 
persuaded to get dressed up for photo-shoots or red 
carpet ceremonies. However, Nixdown was persistent 
and when Debs arrived on the Mediterranean island 
for a break between tournaments she found herself 
locked in her room so she could be measured up for 
perfectly tailored clobber. 

Secretly Debs was thankful to her chum. When 
Nix and her clobber consultant had finished with her 
she was stunned by the results. Throughout her life 
Debs had been sensitive about the way she looked. 
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She was pretty in a conventional way but the gutter 
press had always reveled in publishing shots of her at 
her worst moments. When she lost tennis matches 
they had accused her of being over-weight and unfit 
despite her almost inhuman work-out regime. In 
recent months she had accomplished a radical 
transformation with the help of a new miracle diet 
Rosemary had designed for her and the kick-boxing 
exercises she performed daily with Suzy Scott. 

With the help of very little make-up, an easy to 
maintain loosely permed shag hairdo and perfectly 
tailored clobber Debs Morton was feeling fantabulous. 
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Less than Fantabulous 

 
 
At four forty five in the afternoon Debs Morton 

was feeling less than fantabulous. She was perspiring 
profusely. Despite the warmth of the accolades she 
had received from the whops and clobber clan 
throughout the day they had done nothing to relieve 
the throbbing in her behind. She had tried every trick 
in the book, Rosemary’s mystical balms, a long walk 
around the quad and pressing soft flannels dunked in 
icy water against her swollen rear end. Nothing had 
proved effective. Now bent like a bow across the 
Grand Masters knee’s with a leather tawse being 
stroked across her inflamed flesh Deborah was having 
considerable difficulty in feeling fantabulous. 

 
Under the circumstances the atmosphere of 

the appointment had been remarkably convivial. 
Deborah had arrived promptly at four thirty and the 
Grand Master had spared her the ignominy of 
enduring a second inspection of her backside by Katie 
Beck. 
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Mr Humphries was impressed by Nixdown’s 
meticulous preparation of Debs clobber and she was 
secretly flattered when he complimented her on her 
pristine appearance. 

The Grand Master produced an ornately carved 
pearwood box with a ‘W’ chipped into the grain. 
Inside the presentation box was a three pronged 
leather tawse, twenty-one inches in length, one and a 
half inches wide and three eighths of an inch thick. It 
had been specially commissioned, he explained, by 
the Dick family from Cowdenbeath to celebrate their 
bi-centenary of producing high-quality Lochgelly 
tawses. The instrument had been hand-cut by crafts-
persons under the personal supervision of the grand-
daughter of George Wilson Dick and had been sent to 
Mr Humphries as a gift. On each tip of the three tails 
a ‘W’ had been neatly etched into the leather. Mr 
Humphries showed Debs a certificate of quality 
personally endorsed by Margaret Janet Dick.  

The tawse was cut from heavy British harness 
leather. To avoid undue discomfort the edges of the 
tails were marked with a saddlers crease line and fully 
beveled, burnished and finished. 

Deborah was forced to acknowledge that it 
was a magnificent specimen. 

 
Generously Mr Humphries offered Deborah the 

courtesy of loosening her collar and tie and 
unfastening the cuffs of her blouse before putting her 
across his knee. 

After arranging her to his satisfaction he 
allowed her a period for personal contemplation. 

“Are you ready?” he asked gently. 
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Debs forced herself to put her head down and 
her arse up. “Yes Sir,” she grunted. “I’m ready.” 

Truth be known this was not an entirely 
accurate statement. Debs backside was still throbbing 
intensely and she did not feel in the least bit ready for 
any further increase in her flesh heat to her already 
scorched arse. However, she sighed and gritted her 
teeth. 

 
Deborah Morton was perspiring profusely. She 

had always prided herself that she could take a licking 
and keep on kicking. Nonetheless, the rotund retorts 
of the thick leather strap rebounding from her naked 
nates were testing her resolve to the extreme. 

 
The Grand Master spanked Debs at a leisurely 

pace. The supple tawse curled around her shapely, 
muscular orbs. Her body jerked like a fish as the heat 
intensified but he had a tight hold around her waist 
and she was helpless to scamper off his lap even if 
she tried. 

 
The sound of the tawse landing on her tortured 

nates rang in her ears like landmines exploding. The 
heat in her rear end was reaching fever-pitch. She 
scissored her legs and punched the air and wriggled 
and writhed in the Grand Masters lap. Debs Morton 
was not having a good time of it. 

 
The new Deputy Red-shirt spread herself out 

across Rosemary Bookers lap. Jojo and Nixdown 
studied the welts on her backside sagely. 
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“Now those are some damn good whops,” 
Nixdown pointed out to Michelle Morgan, Frankie 
Reese and Lady Derby Huntington. 

The three new grubby’s were gaping down at 
Deborah’s behind in astonishment. It was a vivid 
scarlet and appeared to have blown up to the size of 
a beach ball.  

“This is exactly the kind of nonsense that you 
need to try and avoid,” advised Jojo.  

“Come on; come on,” grumbled Debs, “enough 
with the analysis. My arse is on fire,” and then her 
cell phone rang. 

Lady Derby crossed the room and extracted 
Deborah’s phone from her blazer. 

“Miss Morton’s grubby speaking,” she said 
politely, “How may I assist?” 

“She is a little indisposed at present,” Lady 
Derby continued, “but I’m sure she’ll cut along 
sharpish as soon as she’s available.” The aristocratic 
grubby disconnected. “Ma’am, I’m sorry to interrupt 
you,” she said, “but apparently you are required to 
repair the Phase 6 landing. Ms Wharton says that you 
need to beat the Bounder.” 

“Whaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaat?” squealed Deborah.  
 



 

 

13 

 
Splanking 

 
 
“Why the fuck have I got to beat the 

Bounder?” Deborah demanded. 
Lady Victoria looked shamefaced. “A bit of an 

oversight really Debs, you see we have never really 
appointed a new captain of the Red House, you’re 
kind of on dual duty by default.” 

Debs gaped at Lady Victoria. “I’m still House 
Captain?” she asked incredulously.  

Lady Vix nodded. “I’m trying to fix it, but the 
Wart won’t accept anybody else.” 

“The Wart hates me,” spluttered Debs. 
“Exactly,” said Victoria. 
Debs groaned. She had assumed that with her 

promotion to the position of Deputy Red-shirt another 
prefect would have taken over her role as House 
Captain. The news that she would be required to 
continue in her daily dealings with Ms Wharton which 
had historically proven to be most disagreeable. 

She sighed. “I’ll go downstairs and see what all 
the fuss is about,” she said unenthusiastically, “but do 
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me a favor and be on standby, just in case things get 
out of hand.” 

“Roger on that,” said Lady Victoria. 
 
The Wart poked a long bony finger into 

Bernadette’s eyeball. 
“You she? She’s as pished as a pirate!”  
Debs recoiled slightly. The Wart reeked of 

Patron tequila. “Ma’am with all due respect,” Debs 
said, “but you seem to be slightly under the weather 
yourself.” 

The Wart glared at Debs. “What are you 
inslingulating?” 

“Well far be it for me to inslingulate,” 
responded Debs, “but I do think that your judgment 
might be slightly impaired.” 

The Wart narrowed her eyes. “I’m the slosh,” 
she growled. “Now take this degenerate up to the 
library and beat her before I put you over my knee 
and splank you.” 

“You’re going to splank me?” asked Debs and 
reached into her pocket for her phone. “Victoria,” she 
said. “The Wart wants to splank me. I have no idea 
what that means but perhaps you could come down 
and help me get some clarification.” 

 
Bernadette Summers was comatose and 

sublimely unaware on the drama surrounding her. 
She snored blissfully. 

“Help her to bed,” said the Grand Master. 
“She’s just had one or two glasses of pop too many. I 
think she’s been drinking the profits of all the dosh 
she won on the BUTT stakes today.” 
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“Slee needs to be beaten,” fumed the Wart, 
“and that little be-yotch should be splanked.” 

The Grand Master suppressed a grin. “Any 
splanking that is required will be deferred until the 
morning. Now cut along to your quarters Ms Wharton 
and I’d like to see you in my office at seven-thirty. 
Please be prompt and, by the way, I’m putting you in 
full clobber for a week.” 

Victoria, Deborah and the Grand Master burst 
into fits of laughter as the Wart reeled out of the 
room. 

 
Debs and Lady Vix did their best to wake the 

Bounder but it was not an easy task. They managed 
to get her to her feet but as soon as they released 
her she slumped back into the chair and continued to 
saw logs. 

“This is hopeless,” giggled Victoria. “Let me go 
and try and find Lisa, she can look after her.” 

“You’re certainly having quite a day of it,” the 
Grand Master remarked to Deborah after Victoria had 
left the study. “I’m sure that Debs Diary will attract a 
lot of attention this evening.” 

Debs blushed slightly. “I think I’m going to 
have to post it standing up,” she said ruefully. “My 
poor beleaguered bum is giving me considerable 
gyp.” 

“So I take it that I can give Ms Margaret Janet 
Dick your full endorsement of her fine wares,” 
chuckled Mr Humphries. 

“I should advise Ms Margaret Janet Dick that it 
would be unwise for her to travel south any time 
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soon,” groaned Debs. “I have the feeling she’s about 
to become extremely unpopular around these parts.” 

Deborah stood at her laptop and logged on to 
the www.woodettes.com web-site and opened her 
blog. 

‘Good news and bad news folks,’ she wrote. 
‘Bad news is that I’m standing here with smoke 
billowing out from under my skirt and probably won’t 
be able to sit down comfortably for days. The good 
news is that the Wart is in for a splanking!’   

 
 
 
 
 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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A Bad Day in Wartworld 

 
 
“Good morning Ma’am,” said Lady Derby 

Huntington cheerfully. “Miss Morton asked me to drop 
by and lay out your clobber for you.” 

The Wart was sitting at the dining table with 
her head in her hands. The previous evening was a 
blur to her but she had a most unsettling feeling in 
her stomach that all was not well in Wartworld. She 
looked at Lady Derby suspiciously. 

“What did you just say?” she demanded. 
“I said Miss Morton asked me to come and lay 

out your clobber for you, Ma’am. You have an 
appointment with the Grand Master at seven thirty 
sharp. Miss Morton was concerned you might 
oversleep,” said Lady Derby innocently. “Would you 
like me to run you a shower?” 

Ms Wharton’s jaw dropped open in horror as 
the mists of confusion began to slowly clear. 

“Oh … my … god,” she groaned. 
 
Ms Wharton stood to attention in front of Mr 

Humphries desk. Large, fat tears were rolling down 



The New Elite 
 

 

her cheeks. The Grand Master had placed the 
presentation box on his desk and was generously 
sharing the provenance of the three pronged tawse 
with the Dame. 

Suddenly, without warning, Ms Wharton turned 
and dashed for the door. She darted across the 
landing into Katie’s office, snatched up a waste paper 
bin and promptly disposed of the previous night’s 
excesses. 

 
Katie Beck peeked through the keyhole of the 

door that adjoined the Grand Master’s study. She 
chuckled gleefully. Ms Wharton was kicking and 
screaming and making a terrible brouhaha as the 
tawse exploded off her rear end with stunning force. 

Although Katie and the Wart were cohorts 
amongst the tyrannical Radical Right branch of the 
Brass the unit’s matron was ecstatic to witness Ms 
Wharton in such untoward circumstances. 

For month’s Katie Beck had been on full 
clobber probation and was forced to dress in gymslip, 
blouse and tie. The Wart and Patty Hodge mocked 
and taunted her and referred to her sneeringly as 
‘Semi-Brass’. The vision of Ms Wharton crammed into 
an ill-fitting gymslip had amused Katie no end. 

 
Robin Wharton was a life-long bully and a 

sneak. She had first earned her nickname during her 
schooldays where she had been a well-known snitch 
to the Brass and prefects. Her class-mates were 
regularly astonished to find themselves hauled in 
front of the Headgirl to be caned for crimes that had 
been manufactured and reported by Robin. On the 
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few occasions that she was personally due to be 
beaten Robin would brazenly offer up the bumbags of 
several other girls in return for her own punishment 
being reduced to a few hours of community service. 

In recognition of her good works she was duly 
appointed Headgirl and developed her life-long 
addictions to whops and tequila. Robin Wharton was 
a tyrant and spent her year in office devising ways of 
making life miserable for the other pupils that she 
commonly referred to as her ‘serfs’. 

According to the protocols at the school the 
Headgirl was authorized to deliver three-stroke 
canings without them appearing on the recipient’s 
official report. These punishments were known as 
‘privates’. The alternative to a private was an official 
six-stroke caning from the Headmistress. Not only 
were sixer’s considerably more painful but they also 
attracted an unwelcome official letter to the pupil’s 
parents detailing the circumstances that had caused 
them to be caned. Naturally when Robin asked ‘three 
from me or six from the Beak, which would you 
prefer?’ the serfs chose the former option. 

Unfortunately, the serfs soon learned that 
three strokes did not necessarily mean three strokes. 
A pupil caned in the morning would frequently find 
herself bending over a second time in the afternoon. 
On several occasions diarists have reported that they 
were even punished a third time, normally just before 
bed-time. 

The well-known socialite Countess Parkin 
recalls, “I was just pulling on my jimjams when I was 
summonsed across the quad to the Headgirls 
quarters. It was snowing but she forbade me to wear 
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my coat and I had to go outside in my dressing gown. 
I was freezing and miserable. I had already been 
swished twice that day by Robin and my bum was still 
throbbing. When I arrived she told me that one of the 
prefects had reported me for backgabbing. It was a 
total lie. She asked whether I’d like to explain myself 
to the Headmistress. Of course I didn’t want a letter 
going home to Mop and Pop and I allowed her to 
swish me again. After we were finished she 
confiscated my dressing gown and made me return to 
the dorm in my pajamas. I caught a chill and spent 
two days in the infirmary.”    

 
 It was this incident that caused Robin 

Wharton to finally be caned for the first time. She was 
given a choice, she could be stood down as Headgirl 
or she would agree to being subjected to a caning in 
front of the whole school. For the first time Robin was 
faced with the dilemma of having to relinquish her 
whop fix or to pay the price for her heinous behavior. 
Robin Wharton gloomily agreed to be thrashed. By all 
accounts it was a fiasco. 

 
The Countess records, “I have never heard 

such a fuss. Robin Wharton howled and blubbed 
throughout. She is a total muff.” 

 
Katie Beck tickled her ribs with mirth. The Wart 

was howling the walls down. Her squeals were 
punctuated with blue language and veiled threats to 
unknown parties. Katie couldn’t help noticing that Mr 
Humphries appeared to be quite amused. 
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Patty Strikes Back 

 
 
Patricia Hodge chuckled to herself. She walked 

along the aisle until she reached the desk where 
Cassie Cassy was seated. She reached out her long 
arm and grasped Cassie by the scruff of her collar and 
lifted her out of her seat. 

In her spiked heels Patty stood almost six feet 
one inches tall, in flat shoes Cassie Cassy was barely 
five feet four and at a considerable disadvantage as 
she was propelled towards the front of the lecture 
hall. 

 
Patty Hodge took her time as she selected a 

wye-tipped cane from the umbrella stand she had 
placed by the side of her desk. She grinned wolfishly 
at Cassie and whipped one through the air. 

“This one will do nicely,” she chuckled, “now 
remove your blazer and bend over the desk.” 

Patty Hodge carefully turned back the hem of 
Cassie’s gymslip and folded back the hem of her 
blouse. Next she put her fingers in the elastic 
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waistband of Cassie’s navy blue bumbags and yanked 
them upwards until her bare buttocks were exposed. 

 
Cassie Cassy was stretched out face down 

across Rosemary Booker’s lap having her stripes 
anointed with mystical balms. 

“So she’s really handing out bare benders?” 
grumbled Nix. 

Cassie nodded. “Every one of them hit under 
my bumbags.” 

“Fucking be-yotch,” growled Nicola Jane.  
The general consensus in the room was that it 

was very bad form for a Dame to be using such 
bogus tactics and that the return of Patty to the 
lecture rooms did not bode well for the mega-minxes. 

 
Ms Hodge was in the saloon bar of the Bunch 

of Grapes regaling Katie Beck with her successful 
thrashing of Cassie Cassy. Conspiratorially she shared 
her new technique with her cohort. 

“It’s perfectly legitimate, I didn’t lower her 
bumbags, I raised them!” she whispered. 

Katie was suitably impressed. “That’s such a 
great idea,” she gushed. “When is a bare bender not 
a bare bender? When a gals bumbags are retained!” 

“Totally legal,” expounded Patty gleefully. 
The two members of the Radical Right 

chuckled. 
The Wart glared into her tequila. “Well I’m glad 

you’re having fun,” she growled.  
Patty winked at Katie. “You’re looking very 

fashiony,” she grinned. “Look around the bar, 
clobbers all the rage, although I would have thought 
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you’d invest in some that fit’s you properly. You look 
like something the cat brought home.” 

The Wart glowered. During the summer 
furlough she had been suffering from whop 
withdrawal and had resorted to large quantities of 
chocolate and tequila as a replacement and had 
added considerable poundage to her frame. To her 
dismay her clobber barely fitted her and she felt like 
she was trussed up like a chicken. If it wasn’t bad 
enough being put over the Grand Master’s knee and 
whapped with a leather tawse, afterwards he had 
informed her that her full clobber punishment did not 
include dispensation when she was out on the plots. 

Katie grinned smugly. She was also on full 
clobber probation but unlike the Wart she looked 
immaculate. Katie’s clobber was tailored by the same 
haberdasherers favored by clothes-horses like, 
Nixdown, Claire Brooks, Spanky Botts and Christy 
Cranfield. During the summer furlough she had 
earned a small fortune posing for fashion magazines 
that were selling record-breaking copies by featuring 
the Whops and Clobber Zeitgeist. Several nights a 
week Katie left the saloon bar with local lothario’s 
who were happy to waste their hard-earneds on 
indulging her taste for caviar, champagne and fine 
jewelry. Full clobber probation had had it’s upsides for 
Katie Beck. 

“Patty’s right,” Katie gloated. “You look a mess. 
You’d better make a lot more effort before you have 
your first inspection with Cathryn Cassidy. She’ll cut 
your bumbags to tatters if you pitch up looking like 
this.”   
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The Wart looked like she might scratch Katie’s 
face with her long bony fingers.   

“It’s not fair, what he did,” muttered the Wart 
darkly. “The Bounder was as pissed as a pirate and 
he let her off Scot-free.” 

“There, there Warty-one,” smiled Patty 
cheerfully. “Let’s have another round and put it on 
your tab. I forgot my purse.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled the Wart. 
 
Patty climbed into her scratch and snuggled 

down contentedly. Her decision to stand down as 
Deputy Grand Dame and resume a day-to-day role as 
a lecturer was a stunning piece of Whop Junkie 
genius. For the first time in years she did not have to 
rely on being supplied freebie whops by her cohorts. 
In the lecture rooms she could pick and choose her 
targets and she had one particular target in mind. 

“Get Morton! Get Morton!” she muttered 
blissfully as she fell into the Land of Nod.   
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An Inopportune Phone-Call 

 
 
Patty’s obsessive ‘Get Morton’ campaign played 

no part in Deborah’s next disaster. Her troubles 
related solely to a Spanish stud-muffin named Pablo. 

 
During the summer, while she was traveling 

from tournament to tournament, Deborah had been 
relentlessly pursued by the paparazzi. She was forced 
to avoid the social whirl that surrounded the Grand 
Prix circuit for fear of being caught in any activities 
that could be interpreted as Ladette behavior. After 
each match she retreated to her hotel where she 
would dine quietly with Jane Lummell and Rachel Cox 
before turning in.  

However, following her sensational victory in 
Marbella Caroline and Christopher Cassidy had thrown 
a celebratory ball for her on their vast estate in Ibiza. 

Bernadette Summers uncle, Stacks Monroe, 
had flown in a team of hard-bodied security guards to 
discourage the press. For once Debs had an 
opportunity to let her hair down. 
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It had been a wonderful night and Deborah 
was flattered by the attentions of a famous flamenco 
guitarist named Pablo. She succumbed to his charms 
for a blissful night of passion. 

Deborah’s adult life had been split into two 
phases. After leaving school she had joined the 
professional tennis circuit and had traveled three 
hundred and thirty days a year. It was not a life-style 
conducive to establishing enduring relationships and 
she became used to brief flings. At twenty years old 
she had been sentenced to seven years at the Woody 
Back to School unit without the possibility of parole. 
Her sentence had done little to improve her love-life. 
She hadn’t expected to hear from Pablo again so she 
was thrilled when her cell-phone rang even though 
the timing was inopportune.  

 
When the phone rang Deborah was busying 

herself preparing the private dining room for a 
luncheon that Mr Humphries was hosting for 
Christopher Brooks, the Minister for Extreme Social 
Rehabilitation. 

As senior member of the day’s kitchen crew 
Debs had elected to take personal responsibility for 
ensuring the room looked pristine. She was halfway 
through the preparations when her phone rang. She 
was surprised to recognize the international number 
belonging to Pablo. 

The Spaniard was excited; he had just been 
offered a lucrative recording contract by Christopher 
Cassidy and was flying to the Smoke to sign the 
paperwork. He asked Debs whether there was any 
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possibility that she could get a town-pass on Saturday 
so that they could meet up for lunch and a drink. 

Against her better judgment Debs slipped out 
of the dining room and went outside the back door of 
the cafeteria to plan the meeting. It would prove to 
be an unwise decision. 

 
Dotty Hammell was furious. She had dropped 

by the private room to give Debs a heads up that the 
Grand Master and his guest would be arriving in 
fifteen minutes. To her astonishment she found the 
table only half decorated and no sign of Deborah. 

Dotty was a well-loved cove but she ran her 
kitchen with military authority. In Dotty’s opinion 
Deborah’s tardiness was inexcusable. She 
immediately mobilized two of the junior kitchen crew 
to complete the preparations of the room and went in 
search of the missing prefect.  

 
To Dotty’s astonishment she found Deborah 

standing outside yakking on her cell-phone. Debs was 
taken by surprise when Dotty grabbed her by the 
wrist and spun her around. 

“Oh shit,” Debs groaned into the phone, “I 
gotta go!” 

 
Dotty took a tight grip on Deborah’s lower 

forearm and began to stride purposefully across the 
cafeteria dragging Debs in her wake. Deborah’s heart 
sank as she tried to keep in step with Dotty’s longer 
stride. As she was hustled through the cafeteria 
towards the kitchen area Debs mind was racing and 
her stomach churning. Deborah Morton was in no 
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doubt that her life was about to take another 
unfortunate downward turn. 

 
The other members of the kitchen crew were 

astonished as Dotty and Deborah burst into the 
kitchen area. The two women’s faces were a contrast. 
Dotty’s face was as black as thunder and Deborah’s 
was bright red with embarrassment as she was 
marched across the room. 

 
Dotty was in no mood for niceties. She 

snatched up her wooden spatula and led Debs 
towards a straight-backed armless chair. Deborah 
groaned audibly as she was yanked downwards 
across Ms Hammell’s lap, knocking the breath out of 
her. 
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Top of the Whops is a Prefect 

 
 
Dotty was all business. She yanked down 

Deborah’s cargo baggies and pushed the tail of her 
blouson aside. 

Momentarily Deborah feared that Dotty may be 
inclined to yank down her bumbags and give her a 
repeat of the bare bottom spanking she had received 
in the kitchen a few months earlier. She almost 
breathed a sigh of relief when the spatula cracked 
down on her tautened navy blues but her relief was 
brief. 

Debs had no chance to prepare herself or get 
into the zone before Dotty unleashed a blitz attack. 
Deborah responded gymnastically as the spatula 
pounded her rear end. Her legs scissored spastically, 
her fists pounded the air and her head shook from 
side to side so hard that her beanie shot across the 
room. 

The other members of the crew watched in 
awed silence. Dotty Hammell was a highly respected 
spanker but this was a truly virtuoso performance by 
any standards. She had raised the spatula back 
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behind her shoulder and brought it down with all her 
force. The sound of the wooden blade rebounding off 
Deborah’s squirming backside was explosive.  

The spanking was all over in a matter of 
seconds, six tremendous spanks on the right cheek, 
one on top of the other, followed by a repeat 
performance on Deborah’s left buttock. 

Deborah hung limply over Dotty’s lap with her 
face in her hands. She felt dizzy and she was 
convinced that she could hear the flesh of her 
backside sizzling. 

Dotty tossed the spatula to one side and 
dragged Deborah’s cargo baggies back into place 
before yanking her to her feet. 

 
Deborah tottered across the kitchen, her eyes 

wide and her mouth half open. She looked slightly 
shell-shocked as she gaped at Dotty. 

“Put on your hat and go and welcome our 
guests,” snapped Dotty in an uncharacteristically 
harsh tone. “I’ll see you in my office at four o’clock to 
discuss this further.” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Debs rather humbly and 
she wriggled painfully in the direction of the private 
dining room. 

 
“Hello Deborah, terrific performance in 

Marbella,” said the Minister amiably. “How are you? 
Been behaving yourself I trust.” 

Deborah smiled weakly and concentrated on 
filling two glasses with an exquisite 2005 La Posta 
Malbec. She dearly hoped that her somewhat stiff-
legged gait was not too revealing. Her backside felt as 
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if it was on fire and she was still reeling from the 
speed with which her fortunes had changed. One 
minute she had been ecstatic at the surprise call from 
Pablo, the next she was being hauled 
unceremoniously across the cafeteria, turned upside 
down and ferociously spanked. 

“I’ll fetch the appetizers,” Debs muttered and 
squirmed painfully out of the room. 

 
Dotty was in a forgiving mood and hugged 

Deborah. “So how was it,” she asked Debs cheerfully. 
“How was it?” Debs gasped incredulously. “You 

dump me over your knee and beat me bandy with a 
wooden spatula and you want to know how it was? 
Frankly, Ma’am, with all due respect, I have to say it 
was rather unpleasant.” 

“Well no real harm done I dare say,” smiled 
Dotty. “The Grand Master says that you did a bang-up 
job serving lunch. Quite impressive under the 
circumstances. I’ve got a bottle of chardonnay in the 
fridge would you care for a glass?” 

 
When Deborah returned to her study Lady 

Derby informed her that the Grand Master wished to 
see her. 

“You’re not going to get caned are you?” asked 
Derby in a concerned voice. 

“I sincerely hope not,” groaned Debs, “My arse 
is not in great shapes for being sliced and diced with 
a whippy stick.” 
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Debs nervously knocked on the door to the 
Grand Master’s study but to her relief she found him 
in a jovial mood. 

“Heyho, Deborah,” he greeted her. “Have you 
looked on the GalGab web-site? You’ve made history. 
For the first time a member of the Elite is Top of the 
Whops.” 

Deborah turned bright red. “I’m truly sorry, 
sir,” she muttered. 

“Nonsense,” laughed the Grand Master 
amiably. “It’s really a rather spectacular achievement. 
I’ve got a bottle of bubbles in the fridge. Would you 
care for a glass?” 

 
“I’m so sorry Victoria. I wouldn’t blame you if 

you dangled me over your knee and spanked me with 
your hairbrush,” groaned Debs. 

“Oh don’t be silly,” giggled Vix. “I think it’s 
quite funny. The naughtiest inmate in the facility is a 
prefect.” 

“I think there was a song with a title like that, 
back in the day,” groaned Debs. 

“I’ve got a bottle of champagne in the fridge if 
you fancy a glass,” smiled Lady Vix. 

“Oh good grief,” laughed Deborah, “there 
seems to be a conspiracy to get me squiffy.” 
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Godders and the Bitch 

 
 
On Friday evening Mr Humphries invited his 

fiancée, Joanna Heyworth, for dinner at Monet’s, their 
favorite restaurant in the nearby town. 

Jojo looked dazzling in an electric blue dress 
that matched her eyes. She wore her Tiffany 
engagement ring and was sporting an extremely red 
bottom as a result of the gratuitous pre-dinner 
spanking she had received in the Grand Master’s 
residence. 

“Look what the cat dragged in,” gasped Jojo, 
pointing across the dining room. 

At the far side of the restaurant being shown 
to a table were Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell. 
They were escorted by two young men dressed in 
Edwardian drape coats and brothel creepers. 

“Looks like they’re back with the Confederacy 
of Yoofs,” said the Grand Master. 

As she sat down Yvonne noticed Jojo and the 
Grand Master seated at the prestigious owner’s table. 
She glared at them and stuck her nose in the air. 
Mitch the Bitch pointedly ignored them. 
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For the past twelve months, since her release 
from the Woody Back to School unit, Yvonne had 
been reestablishing her power-base amongst the 
Confederacy. Much like the freemasons the 
Confederacy of Yoofs had many levels. The lower and 
public face of the organization was the scruffy yobos 
who plagued the streets of most towns and cities. 
However, above them was a secret level of Extreme 
Yoofs who were often wealthy and held executive 
positions in prestigious consultancies. These Yoofs 
were the puppeteers of an international organization 
of thugs and yahoo’s. For several years, before her 
incarceration, Yvonne Godfrey had been the most 
powerful female in the Confederacy, taking over from 
Katie Beck when she was sent to the Big House. 

Yvonne was cruel and haughty by nature and 
ruled over her sycophantic followers with an iron fist 
and a thirty-six inch long cane. Her great beauty and 
brilliant criminal mind allowed her to effortlessly 
infiltrate the highest echelons of the Confederacy.  

She lived in a luxurious penthouse where she 
was served on by half a dozen low-ranking foot 
soldiers from the organization. She beat them 
regularly but they remained inexplicably faithful to the 
cause. 

Janet Mitchell had started life in the 
Confederacy as one of Yvonne’s personal slaves. 
Godders immediately recognized that Janet possessed 
a number of useful personality traits. She was 
unctuous, sycophantic and malleable in the extreme. 
She was also a ruthless be-yotch. Yvonne was 
concerned about the growing Anti-Ladette movement 
and despite the secrecy of the Confederacy she was 
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warned that she was a potential target for the Dark 
Agents of the System. She needed a stooge and it 
occurred to her that Mitch the Bitch could fulfill the 
role. She promoted her to the position of Vice-
Commandant of her organization. 

Janet Mitchell loved the power. She 
surrounded herself with a group of goons including 
Jackie Ivanhoe and Juliet Spage as her enforcers, and 
Jayne Underly as her personal gopher. Bitchypoo and 
her cronies drove from cocktail party to cocktail party 
in stretch limousines collecting dues from the lower 
ranking members of the organization. Most evenings 
ended with a number of hapless foot-soldiers being 
dragged up to Yvonne’s penthouse by Ivan the 
Terrible and Spanker Spage to be thrashed 
mercilessly by the Commandant for failing to meet 
their financial quotas. 

 
Yvonne was rich, beautiful and powerful. She 

dispassionately sold favors to the most important 
Yoofs but always froze them out when they tried to 
get close to her. She was known as the Ice Maiden. 

Her fatal flaw proved to be her arrogance and 
gigantic ego. When Janet Mitchell was arrested and 
charged with Misdemeanor Ladetting a newspaper 
described her as the ‘Queen of the Yoofs’. Yvonne 
was apoplectic and began to make more frequent 
appearances at Yoof events where she made it a 
point to publicly boss Janet around. The Dark Agents 
swooped in and she was seized, along with her inner 
sanctum. During a public hearing she refused to 
acknowledge the existence of the Confederacy and 
stood stony-faced while she was sentenced. Beside 
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her Janet Mitchell, Jackie Ivanhoe, Juliet Spage and 
Jayne Underly openly wept. 

 “She’ll be looking for revenge,” said the Grand 
Master. “We’ll put the facility under pink alert and 
make sure that everybody is adequately protected 
when they come into town.” 

Jojo grinned. “Do you really think that the 
Yoofs would dare to go to war with Woodys?” 

Mr Humphries winked. “It’s always best to be 
prepared,” he told his fiancée. “Now let’s forget about 
them and see what specials Oliver has on the menu 
tonight.” 
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“Let the Spankings Begin” 

 
 
On Saturday night Mr Humphries hosted the 

first feast of the year in the Great Hall. Spanky Botts, 
Christy Cranfield, Karen Masters and Cathy Cooper 
had driven up from the Smoke and taken up 
residence in the Old Gals quarters. 

At Jojo’s suggestion Michelle Morgan, Frankie 
Reese and Lady Derby Huntington had been invited to 
wait tables. Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash were 
delighted to find themselves promoted to the official 
guest-list.  

For the first time Dotty Hammell and Pauline 
Gascoigne had requested invitations and as a 
courtesy had dressed in full clobber. 

Throughout the day the invitees worked on 
their appearances, making sure that their clobber was 
pristine for the big event. 

Cassie and Dotty worked tirelessly in the 
kitchens. At seven o’clock the guests arrived at the 
hall to take their places at the long table in the center 
of the room. 
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Seating Arrangement 
Mr Humphries 

Joanna Heyworth Nicola Jane Nixon 
Cassandra Cassidy Penelope Anne Evans 
Julie Beckett Claire Brooks 
Veronica Bond Regina Bond 
Lindsey Butcher Patsy Butcher 
Heidi Alexander Linda Ash 
Jennifer Gardiner Virginia Gardiner 
Deborah Morton Rosemary Booker 
Christy Cranfield Spanky Botts 
Ms Pauline Gascoigne Ms Dotty Hammell 
Cathy Cooper Karen Turner 
Rachel Cox Melanie White 
Mandy San Pierre Lisa Sutton 
Ali Stone Bernadette Summers 
Ms Suzy Scott Cathryn Cassidy 

Lady Victoria Brompton 
 

Michelle Morgan Francesca Reese 
Lady Derby Huntington 

Table Support 
 

 
Dining Courtesy of Miss Cassandra Cassidy  

and  
Ms Dotty Hammell 

Fine Wines Provided by 
Bernadette Summers Enterprises 
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Cassie Cassy and her crew of minimum-wage 
grubby’s had surpassed themselves with their table 
decorations. Cassie had selected an animal print 
table-cloth accentuated by ostrich and peacock 
feathers. She had augmented the animal votives with 
floating candles and exotic orchids. 

Michelle, Frankie and Lady Derby offered the 
guests glasses of 1995 Veuve Clicquot Ponsardin 
Reserve Rose and segments of blood orange dipped 
in Louis Alexandre Grand-Marnier. The champagnes 
finesse, with its delicate yet forward ripe fig and spice 
flavors, and the liqueurs aroma of candied orange 
with nuances of citrus zests with a touch of bergamot 
essence, complimented each other perfectly. 

 
Cassie and Dotty excelled themselves with a 

Nile River Split Pea Soup, followed by an African 
chicken and coconut milk curry, served over brown 
rice and accompanied by tomato chutney and a 
delicious onion hot sauce. The meal had been 
concluded with a raspberry trifle with nectarine sauce. 
Cassie had used homemade yogurt cheese, layering it 
with pound cake and fresh raspberries in individual 
soufflé molds, serving it with the refreshing nectarine 
sauce flavored with orange juice and cognac. 

 
After dessert was cleared away Mr Humphries 

granted his guests thirty minutes to allow their food 
to digest, toy with their choices of aperitifs, fix their 
clobber and prepare for the after-dinner 
entertainments. 
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The guests feigned nonchalance but they 
drank heavily and smoked like troopers as the time 
for the entertainments approached. 

At ten o’clock the Grand Master tapped a 
dessert spoon against the side of his wine glass and 
attracted the attention of his guests. 

Briefly Mr Humphries welcomed his guests to 
the feast and then clapped his hands. 

“Let the spankings begin” he laughed. 
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The Crème de la Crème 

 
 
The guests seated around the table 

represented the crème de la crème of mega-minxdom 
and the Whops and Clobber culture. Every Saturday 
they met to sample examples of Cassie Cassy’s 
gastronomic genius and to savor the finest wines 
from the unit’s cellars. The Saturday night spankings 
had become part of their weekly routine. Collectively 
the guests had been punished thousands of times and 
figured that an occasional gratuitous spanking was a 
small price to pay for the camaraderie they 
experienced in the Great Hall. 

 
The guests gasped. They had become used to 

the odd pairings Mr Humphries selected for the 
entertainments but he had taken them by surprise. 

“Ladies,” he smiled cheerfully. 
Pauline Gascoigne, Dotty Hammell and Suzy 

Scott rose to their feet. Predictably the inmates 
assumed that it would be the three Dames delivering 
the spankings. 
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“Ladies,” said Mr Humphries, addressing the 
guests. “Rather sportingly our guests from the Brass 
have volunteered to extend you the courtesy of a 
little pay-back.” 

The inmates gaped at the Grand Master and 
the Dames. Pauline, Dotty and Suzy made their way 
onto the stage. 

Pauline stepped forward first. “Christy,” she 
said, “did you bring your popping stick?” 

 
Christy Cranfield looked magnificent. She was 

dressed in the ankle length embroidered robe that 
she had worn when she was the President of Posh. 
Her waist length hair was tied back in her signature 
braid. She strode onto the stage with unmistakable 
authority. Beside her Deborah Morton, who she had 
nominated as her Sergeant-at-Arms, carried the 
famous Queensgate popping stick. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne stood to attention and 

looked eerily composed as Christy and Deborah 
approached her. There was a thrill of excitement in 
the hall. Everybody seated at the table knew the 
history of the three women that dated back to their 
schooldays at the Queensgate Academy.  

Pauline Gascoigne had preceded Christy 
Cranfield as the President of Posh and had been 
responsible for disciplining both Deborah and Christy.  

Debs had been in the fourth form and was the 
naughtiest girl in the school. The school operated a 
system where miscreants were ‘Put on the Menu’ and 
required to appear before the prefectorial body 
known as the Posh. During her fourth year Deborah 
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had been at the height of her legendary unruliness 
and was placed on the menu with increasing 
frequency; often two or three times a week. Pauline 
describes Deborah as the greatest advocate of her 
generation and it was a tribute to Deborah’s 
extraordinary mental and verbal dexterity that she 
only received the cane on nineteen occasions out of 
well over a hundred and fifty appearances before the 
Posh during Pauline’s reign. 

The climax of Deborah’s relationship with 
Pauline’s cane came during the last week of the 
summer term. Spectacularly Debs was placed on the 
menu three times on the same day. In a bold and 
somewhat rash play, Deborah elected to plead not 
guilty to each of the charges. 

Pauline remembers, “She was absolutely 
brilliant and I thought that she might pull it off. The 
first ballot came in and her defense was accepted. 
Unfortunately for Debs the other two ballots found 
her guilty as charged. She was sentenced to one of 
the severest punishments ever. She was accused of 
serial malfeasance and would receive the maximum 
allowable punishment of nine strokes for each 
offence. The beatings would be delivered twenty-four 
hours apart. Unusually the Grand Dame demanded to 
witness the punishments, so I had no choice but to 
thrash her terribly soundly.” 

 
Christy was in the lower sixth form at the time 

and was pretty much immune from being put on the 
menu. However, towards the end of the year she was 
charged with subversive behavior and brought before 
the Posh. Pauline begged Christy to plead guilty but 
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she refused. Unbeknownst to Christy the Grand Dame 
had taken a personal interest in the case and had 
made special provisions in the event that Christy was 
found guilty. Despite a stellar defense the verdict 
went against her. Christy Cranfield was sentenced to 
an unprecedented punishment of twelve strokes and 
became the only girl in the school’s history to be 
caned on the bare bottom. 

 
“Miss Gascoigne of the Brass,” said Deborah. 

“You have been charged with malfeasance in the First 
Degree. How do you plead?” 

“Not guilty, Ma’am,” replied Pauline. 
“Enter your defense,” said Deborah soberly. 
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A Christy Caning 

 
 
Deborah Morton helped Christy off with her 

Posh Coat and hung it up. She handed Christy the 
popping stick. 

“Sergeant-at-Arms,” said Christy, “escort Miss 
Gascoigne of the Brass to the popping seat and 
prepare her to be popped.” 

A large over-stuffed leather armchair had been 
brought from the library. Debs and Christy assured 
everybody that it was a replica to the popping seat 
from the Queensgate Posh HQ. 

Pauline approached the chair and slowly 
unfastened the top button of her red and black 
striped blazer. She shrugged it off and handed it to 
Debs. 

“Miss Gascoigne of the Brass,” instructed 
Deborah, “prepare yourself to be popped.” 

Debs felt a tingle of déjà vu as she watched 
Pauline Gascoigne fold herself over the arm of the 
chair, cross her arms on the cushion and balance her 
chin on her wrists. Deborah stepped forward and 
neatly rearranged the hem of Pauline’s skirt. 
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Pauline felt the popping stick tapping down. It 
had been almost a decade since she had last received 
corporal punishment. She had been attending 
university at the time. She was a brilliant scholar but 
during her first year she got side-tracked by the social 
mêlée and her results were disappointing. She was in 
danger of flunking. 

Her tutor gave her an ultimatum, she could 
pay a visit to the residence of Ms MacAllister, who 
was a senior physics lecturer at the college or she 
could be failed. 

Pauline understood what a visit to the 
MacAllister residence entailed. The Dyke was a legend 
on campus. With no real option Pauline had miserably 
presented herself before the Dyke. Six ferocious 
swipes of the two-tailed tawse was all it took to 
refocus Pauline and she finished college with a first 
class honors degree and an award as overall 
academic of the year. 

 
Christy Cranfield moistened her lips and took a 

tight grip on the cane. The reenactment of the 
Queensgate rituals had thrilled her. Earlier in the 
afternoon she had been quite taken aback when her 
old school chum had outlined her plan. 

“I want it to be as real as possible,” Pauline 
assured her. “It’s something I’ve wanted to do for 
some time, but couldn’t pluck up the nerve. I want 
you to give me a genuine Christy caning.” 

“Oh,” was all Christy Cranfield could think of to 
say. 
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Christy tapped the cane down three times and 
then sliced it across Pauline’s bumbags with the 
accuracy of a heat seeking missile. The Dame’s right 
ankle twitched slightly but she maintained position 
with her head well down and her bum well up. 

The guests watched with expert eyes and were 
duly impressed. Deborah was always expounding the 
qualities of a Christy caning but she was occasionally 
given to exaggeration so they were interested to get 
a first-hand demonstration. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne wondered whether she had 

lost her mind. The searing heat in her backside was 
almost overwhelming her. She had been caned on 
dozens of occasions back at the academy but she 
could never remember it being as bad as this. 

 
Christy was totally immersed in her role. She 

was completely at ease at either end of a cane. She 
regularly caned Spanky, Karen, and Cathy, and she 
was certain that she would end the evening touching 
her own toes up in library while Deborah cut her 
bumbags to tatters. 

She loved Pauline like a sister but she felt no 
compunction about whipping the long slender stick 
across her bumbags with extreme prejudice. 

 
Pauline dearly wished that she had not 

demanded that she get a nine stroke caning. The first 
six had been more than adequate for a test run. She 
felt a line of perspiration forming on her brow as she 
heard the ominous whistle of rattan slicing through 
the air behind her. 
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Pauline took a rueful curtsey to the applause of 

the guests at the table. Deborah handed the Dame 
her blazer and then went to retrieve Christy’s Posh 
Coat. The three principals in the drama hugged each 
other and then joined hands to take a mutual bow. 

As the three old chums turned to leave the 
stage Dotty Hammell stepped forward. 

“Not so fast Deborah,” she said with a twinkle 
in her eye and produced the wooden spatula from 
behind her back. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me?” gasped Debs 
Morton. 
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Do the Hustle 

 
 
Deborah had arrived back at the facility flushed 

with excitement. Pablo had taken her to lunch at 
Monet’s and had discretely discouraged autograph 
seekers from pestering her. The Grand Master had 
given Debs dispensation to dress in semi-clobber. She 
had worn her white blouse with the top two buttons 
unfastened and her red silk tie rakishly loosened, 
form-fitting grey pin-stripe gaucho pants tucked in to 
cowboy boots and a frayed denim jacket with a ‘D’ 
embroidered on one breast pocket and ‘W’ on the 
other. Nixdown had brushed Debs hair back under a 
red head band that matched her tie. 

The Grand Master had also granted her 
dispensation to share a bottle of champagne with 
Pablo on the condition that she took a taxi back to 
the facility and watched out for Yoof’s. 

Pablo was polite and charming and although 
he was scheduled to return to Ibiza to begin 
recording he promised to come back and visit shortly. 
Debs was elated. Jojo had the Grand Master, Nixdown 
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had Penny Ann, and Rosemary had the Silver Fox. 
Now she had her own sweetie. 

Later in the afternoon she had happened upon 
Mr Humphries in the quad and after enquiring about 
her date he had idly tossed into the conversation that 
he felt that her backside had seen enough activity 
over the past few days and that she should sit back 
and enjoy the evening. He had not mentioned putting 
Dotty Hammell across her knee. 

 
When Pauline Gascoigne had suggested that it 

would be a bit of a lark to see if the Dame’s could put 
it up and keep it up as well as the inmates Dotty had 
been hesitant. Her last experiences of being spanked 
had been while she worked in the kitchens of the 
perfectionist Teutonic chef Nicolas Knecht. Generally 
the chef saved the staff spankings until after the 
restaurant was closed. However, one evening when 
Dotty had the audacity to marginally alter the design 
of one of his creations he had put her over his knee 
and spanked her within ear-shot of the startled 
patrons. It had been a most disagreeable experience. 

Nonetheless, Dotty was a sporting cove by 
nature and agreed to take a spin into town and 
procure some clobber. 

 
Dotty took Debs into the wings of the stage. 

“You owe me a hot one,” she told the Deputy Red-
shirt, “I know I spanked you ultra-hard the other day 
so don’t feel the need to hold back.” 

“But I deserved to be spanked, Ma’am,” 
pointed out Deborah. “What have you done?” 
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Dotty giggled. “That’s for me to know and you 
to find out, now lead on Macduff.”  

“Oh good grief,” muttered Debs. 
 
The gymslip that Dotty had selected was of the 

shorter variety and showed off her shapely legs to 
great effect. Her dark lustrous hair fell over her 
shoulders framing her pert features. The guests were 
used to seeing her in cargo baggies, an over-sized 
chef’s blouson and a beanie on her head. She 
brushed up nicely, they all agreed.  

 
Debs took a deep breath and reached over and 

took a firm grip on Dotty’s arm just above the elbow. 
“Come with me,” she told the Dame and 

without further ado set out purposefully across the 
stage, hustling Dotty along beside her. Debs knew 
from long experience how effective ‘Doing the Hustle’ 
could prove. She walked fast so Dotty had to trot to 
keep up. Although it was preferable to being escorted 
under a Full Collar it was nevertheless disconcerting 
and somewhat ignominious. Dotty, who was not 
experienced in being hustled, looked suitably red-
faced and submissive when they reached the straight-
backed chair that had been placed in the center of 
the stage. She stood with her head bowed as 
Deborah unfastened the five buttons of her red 
prefect’s blazer and hung it across the back of the 
chair. 

 
“Holy smoking bumbags,” said Nixdown. 
“That has to fucking smart,” breathed Jojo. 
“Poor Dotty,” whispered Rosemary. 
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Debs arm had pumped up and down furiously. 
In an almost blow-for-blow reproduction of her own 
recent spanking Deborah Morton had blitzed Ms 
Hammell. The Cooking Dame hung upside down 
panting, her legs swaying idly in the air. 

 
Deborah fastened the collar and cuffs of her 

blouse and straightened her tie. She pulled on her 
blazer and fastened the five buttons. She looked 
uncertainly at Ms Hammell.  

“I’m sorry Ma’am,” she whispered, “but you did 
say don’t hold back.” 
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Mind-Ki-Unity 

 
 
Ms Suzy Scott stretched herself out over the 

piano stool and waited to be beaten with a violin bow. 
It was an experience that she was looking forward to. 

Above her Patsy Butcher was loosening her tie 
and rolling up her sleeves. Her twin sister, Lindsey, 
was hanging up Patsy’s blazer and holding the violin 
bow. 

The guests had each paid twenty-five quid into 
a charity lottery for the opportunity to thrash Suzy 
with the violin bow. 

 
On stage Patsy and Suzy were a stark contrast. 

Patsy stood five feet and ten inches tall in her 
stockinged feet. She was magnificent, her ebony skin 
glowed with health and her Olympic standard 
sprinters body rippled with muscle. She wore her hair 
in long beaded braids. 

Suzy was four feet ten inches tall and looked 
like she might weigh eighty five pounds with two 
rocks in her pockets. She wore her hair in a short, 
spiky, punk style hairdo and vaguely resembled a 



The New Elite 
 

 

pixie. However, appearances can be deceiving and as 
every inmate of the facility knew Suzy Scott’s body 
was honed and toned to perfection. She was a black 
belt in numerous martial arts and had previously 
earned a living on the professional kick-boxing circuit.  

Suzy Scott loved to be caned. 
 
Patsy Butcher was considered an expert with 

the cane. During her year as a prefect she had 
become the first member of the Elite to be fully 
certified for every technique, including close-ups, 
running benders and bacon slicer’s, at her first 
attempt. In her role as Captain of the Red House she 
was obliged to give Deborah Morton the first ever 
Formal House Beating; a twelve stroke running 
bender that is rated on the GalGab web-site amongst 
the top five most perfect beatings in history. She 
remains number three on the rankings of All-Time 
Hottest Whoppers to emerge from the Elite behind 
Debs and Claire, and remains in the top ten of the All-
Time Hottest Woody Whoppers. 

Even after she was released on probation she 
was occasionally drafted back, most famously for the 
Formal House Beating of Bernadette Summers and, 
later, the Plod Beating of her best chum, Cat Cassidy. 

 
Suzy Scott was no slouch in the business of 

whops either and during her short stay at Woodys she 
had already risen to number five on the All-Time 
Hottest Whoppers behind Mr Humphries, Debs 
Morton, Ms Lawton and Patty Hodge. Her specialty 
was the perfect weal. She had an uncanny ability to 



91 
 

 

 

deliver six strokes perfectly overlaid on top of each 
other.  

Patsy and Suzy were tight and often worked 
out in the Woody Wellness Center together. 
Occasionally they went to the practice range together 
to maintain their whops certification. Patsy had 
studied Suzy’s technique and had successfully 
emulated it on the bumbags of the mannequin. Patsy 
tapped the cane down and wondered whether she 
could repeat her training performance in real-time. 

 
Suzy Scott gasped as the violin bow sliced 

across the sweet spot of her upturned rear end. An 
exquisite wave of agony surged through her body.  

Suzy Scott resolutely concentrated on a small 
section of the floor of the stage. While she had been 
studying karate budo her master had taught her the 
importance of mind-ki-unity; the harmonization of 
concentration and relaxation. She had discovered that 
the lessons she had learned from her master came in 
handy when she was head down, arse up having her 
rump warmed.   

“I am one with the bow,” she repeated over 
and over in her head. 

 
Patsy helped Suzy to her feet. 
“That was impressive,” Patsy whispered 

admiringly. “You didn’t move a muscle.” 
Suzy smoothed down her skirt and reached for 

her blazer. She looked up at Patsy and smiled. “That 
doesn’t mean you don’t whop hard,” she confided, 
“because that was several degrees warmer than I 
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would have liked. I just used mind-ki-unity to 
transcend the heat.” 

“Mind-ki-unity?” laughed the Butcher Twins. 
“Sounds like we need to get us some of that.” 

“Drop by the music room some time,” said 
Suzy conspiratorially, “and I’ll teach you to become 
one with the violin bow.” 

“Yeah, rock on Suzy,” giggled the Twins. 
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After Midnight 

 
 
Nixdown walked Penelope Ann Evans back up 

against the wall of the tack-room. She slowly began 
to unfasten the buttons of her statuesque lover’s red 
blazer. Penny Ann leaned back and purred softly as 
Nix helped her out of her jacket. Nicola Jane reached 
up and unfastened the top button of Penny’s blouse 
and loosened her tie. 

“Did you bring the new crop?” breathed Nix as 
she ran her fingers down Penny’s cheek. 

“Of course I did,” whispered Penny Ann and 
leaned down and pressed her lips to Nixdown’s. 

 
Nixdown and Penny Ann had found a vintage 

riding crop in an antique shop in the local town. It 
had a stag-horn handle and a seventeen-inch woven 
leather shaft with an over-sized flapper. Nixdown was 
keen to try it out. As usual her juices were in full flow 
after witnessing the evenings entertainments. 

 
Penny Ann spread her lover out across her lap 

and flipped back her skirt. She rolled Nixdown’s 
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bumbags down around her ankles and pulled her 
tightly into the crease of her lap.  

Penelope Ann raised the crop in the air and 
sliced it downwards. 

Nixdown squealed with delight. “Harder,” she 
giggled, “thrash me harder!” 

Penelope Ann whipped the riding crop through 
the air and slashed it down across Nixdown’s naked 
nates. 

“Hard enough for you?” she giggled and 
slashed the crop down again. 

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!!!” yelped Nixdown 
appreciatively and wiggled her bum flirtatiously. 

 
Deborah Morton approached the library. She 

had a super cane tucked under her arm.  
Lined up along the wall were Spanky Botts, 

Christy Cranfield, Karen Masters and Cathy Cooper. 
The four Woodettes had their hands on their heads 
and their noses pressed to the wall. 

Deborah swung the door of the library open 
and beckoned them to follow. She instructed them to 
keep their hands on their heads. The four guests 
trooped after Deborah in a crocodile and followed her 
into the austere punishment room at the back of the 
library. Debs lined them up against the far wall and 
placed the cane on a side table.  

She removed her red blazer and rolled up the 
cuffs of her blouse. She loosened her tie and 
unfastened her collar.  

The excitement in the punishment room was 
palpable as she picked up the cane and approached 
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the four Woodettes. She pointed the long slender 
cane at Spanky. 

“Bend over Miss Botts,” she instructed. 
 
Pauline Gascoigne was stretched out across 

Suzy’s lap with her skirt turned back and her 
bumbags rolled down. Suzy stuck her hand into a pot 
of mystical balms that she had obtained from 
Rosemary and ran her fingers along the thin red lines 
on the crown of the Dame’s rump. 

“Christy does good work,” said Suzy 
admiringly. “That’s a pretty tight formation.” 

Pauline groaned. “It’s been a long time since 
I’ve been caned and I think it might be a long time 
until the next time. I must have been fucking 
barking.” 

 
Dotty Hammell took her turn across Suzy’s lap. 

Her backside was scarlet from top to bottom and the 
flesh was still warm to the touch. 

“That spatula of yours is a lethal weapon,” 
observed Suzy, “and Deborah’s got a very good right 
arm.” 

Dotty groaned. “I can’t really blame her for 
wanting a bit of pay-back,” she said, “I gave her such 
a spanking on Wednesday I’m rather surprised she’s 
been able to sit down ever since.” 

Suzy Scott chuckled. “I read the reports on her 
Debs Diary blog, she was quite complimentary.” 

 
Suzy Scott hung her clobber up in the closet 

and went into the bathroom to inspect her stripes in 
the mirror.  
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Patsy had done a bang up job. The red lines 
across the center of her backside were barely 
separated. It wasn’t quite a perfect weal but it was an 
admirable effort.   

Suzy grinned to herself and pulled on her 
pajamas. She snuggled down under the duvet. She 
loved the burning sensation in her rear end. She 
switched off her bedside light and settled in to dream 
of Whops and Clobber.  
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Six on the Silks 

 
 
“This is very, very weird,” said Jojo as she 

snuggled into bed beside the Grand Master. 
“What’s weird?” asked Mr Humphries sleepily. 
“I swear my bottom’s getting hotter by the 

minute,” complained Jojo. “These silk pajamas seem 
to be acting as heat conductors.” 

“What possible scientific basis do you have for 
that?” laughed Mr Humphries. 

“I don’t know,” grumbled Jojo, “but I can 
assure you it’s a fact and it’s very fucking weird.” 

 
When Jojo and the Grand Master had retired to 

his residence it had been agreed that she would get a 
six stroke swishing as a night-cap. Jojo had changed 
into her spiffy new red and black striped silk pajamas. 

During the summer furlough Joanna had 
scored a major coup for the inmates. She had 
persuaded the Grand Master that it was unnecessary 
for the inmates to wear the regulation cotton jimjams 
that dated back to the Lawton era. She showed him a 
new line of black and red striped silk pajamas that 
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Bernadette Summers Enterprises were planning on 
making available via her on-line outlet. Mr Humphries 
indulged his fiancée’s request and had the Bounder 
order a shipment from her contacts in Hong Kong. 

 
The Grand Master had selected one of his 

shorter, twenty-four inch canes for Jojo’s bedtime 
caning.  

Joanna had collected two pillows and placed 
them over the end of the bed before bending over. 
She pushed her buttocks upwards and the thin silk 
clung to her shapely rear end like a second skin. 

The lighter cane was considerably less severe 
than the senior cane but it still packed plenty of sting 
and zip when administered by a consummate 
professional. In the spirit of gratuity The Grand 
Master wasn’t laying it on too thick but nonetheless 
the sharp sting of the whippy stick was getting Jojo’s 
attention.  

Over the years an array of Dorm Raiders had 
been beaten Jojo across the seat of her regulation 
cotton jimjams. It was never a pleasant experience 
trying to catch some shut-eye while waiting for the 
heat in her rear end to die down to a tolerable 
temperature.   

As she snuggled up to the Grand Master Jojo 
began to experience a strange sensation. Rather than 
cooling down, her backside seemed to be getting 
inexplicably hotter. As far as Jojo could work out this 
was some form of heat conduction caused by the silk 
jimjams.  
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“I’m telling you it’s true,” said Jojo 
emphatically. “It’s a fucking scientific phenomenon.” 

“It’s a fucking urban legend,” laughed Nixdown 
in her usual cynical manner. 

“I’m telling you, my bum got hotter and hotter 
as the night went on,” grumbled Jojo. “Plus the silk 
seemed to weld to the flesh.” 

Debs patted Jojo’s hand sympathetically. “We 
believe you, sis, but I’m not sure there’s much 
scientific evidence to support this theory. We should 
consult Lisa Sutton, she’s the science wiz.” 

“Try it for yourselves, you’ll see,” said Jojo 
stubbornly. 

“I think I’ll pass on that one,” giggled 
Rosemary. 

“At least now that we’re prefects we won’t 
have to engage in that particular experiment,” 
chuckled Debs. 

“Hmm,” said Nixdown thoughtfully. “Six on the 
silks. That sounds so divinely decadent. I wonder 
whether Penny Ann is up and about,” she mused. 
“Perhaps I’ll go and take her a cup of coffee and a 
croissant.” 

“Oh Nixy darling, you are such a divine 
degenerate,” giggled Jojo. 

Nixdown stuck out her tongue and winked at 
her best chum before hurrying over to the coffee 
station. She filled a cup and hurried off to test out 
Jojo’s theories about the heat conducting qualities of 
silk jimjams. 

 
Lady Derby Huntington came over and 

whispered in Deborah’s ear. “The Grand Master wants 
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to see you,” she said. “He told me to tell you to relax, 
he has everything under control.” 

Debs grimaced and chugged down her 
mimosa. “I’ll see you guys later,” she told her chums, 
“I need to cut along sharpish.” 

 
Deborah had been expecting the summons 

ever since Lady Derby had shown her the newspaper 
with a picture of Debs kissing Pablo splashed across 
the front page. 
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Debs in the News 

 
 
Deborah opened her eyes and groaned.  
It had been three o’clock in the morning before 

she had left Spanky’s gang and staggered up to bed. 
She had consumed considerably more Dom Perignon 
than her usual moderate quota and her head was 
thudding in a most disagreeable manner. 

“Here, drink this coffee and take these two 
Excedrin,” said Lady Derby gently.  

Deborah smiled weakly. “You’re such an angel, 
Derby,” she told her grubby and sipped the steaming 
java. 

Derby Huntington sat down on the bed beside 
Debs and handed her a newspaper. “You made front-
page,” she grinned. 

“Oh my god!” groaned Debs and slugged down 
the two tablets. 

She stared incredulously at the picture of her 
tip-toeing up and pecking Pablo on the lips as they 
left Monets the previous lunch-time. 
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Debs on the Tear 
By Gossip E 

 
The disgraced tennis super-star Debs Morton was 

spotted yesterday up to her old tricks. Miss Morton who 
resides at the infamous Woody Back to School unit 
supposedly embarking on a program of social rehabilitation 
was seen drinking and cavorting out on the town. 

“It’s a disgrace,” said Yvonne Godfrey, a former 
inmate at the facility, who happened to be lunching at 
Monet’s restaurant. “She was slugging down champers and 
making out with some Spanish stud-muffin. Back in the 
day she would have been publicly flogged for her 
scandalous behavior.” 

Miss Morton is no newcomer to scandal. Once 
dubbed as the ‘Greatest British Hope of Women’s Tennis’ 
she destroyed her career by pursuing a wanton lifestyle 
fuelled by champagne and caviar. She consistently let down 
her legions of supporters by appearing on court looking 
unfit and over-weight after nights out on the tiles. 

“This is classic Morton behavior,” observes the 
learned advocate Mr Armanisuit. “She has undeservedly 
groveled her way back into the good graces of the Great 
Unwashed by winning an insignificant tennis match in 
Marbella and has immediately chosen to brazenly abuse her 
position. During the Tribunal I was unfairly accused of 
unduly criticizing Miss Morton’s history of reprehensible 
behavior, but today I can feel justly vindicated.” 

Miss Morton was unavailable for comment. 
 
“That is so unfair,” groaned Debs. 
Lady Derby Huntington squeezed Debs hand. 

“I’ll run you a bath and lay out your clobber. It’s just 
Gossip E blathering on. Nobody takes any notice of 
what he says.” 
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“Except his three million readers,” groaned 
Debs. 

“Well at least it’s a nice photo,” smiled Derby. 
“You look hot and he’s a fucking hunk.” 

“Hmmm,” muttered Debs and scrambled out of 
her scratch. 

 
“Miss Morton has nothing to fear from the 

System,” the Minister of Extreme Social Rehabilitation 
told the talking head. “She had a legitimate town pass 
endorsed by the Grand Master and dispensation to 
consume two glasses of champagne with lunch. The 
wait staff at the restaurant have signed affidavits 
confirming that she complied with the terms of her 
pass. Miss Morton is now in the final year of her 
sentence and her progress in her social rehabilitation 
has been honored by her being elected into the 
prestigious position of Deputy Red-shirt at the unit. 
The Grand Master has confirmed that no disciplinary 
action will be taken regarding this incident.” 

Deborah gaped at the Grand Master. “You 
arranged this?” she asked. 

Mr Humphries shrugged. “Gossip E works for 
the Forsham-Smythe dynasty. If you remember they 
tried to railroad Claire. Mr Brooks is not a great fan of 
the Forsham-Smythe’s. Now why don’t you go and 
have another mimosa? You look like you need one.”  

 
“How come you never spank me?” asked Lady 

Derby. 
Debs furrowed her brow. “You’ve done nothing 

to deserve a spanking,” she laughed. “You are an 
exceptionally diligent grubby.” 
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Derby Huntington frowned. 
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