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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. 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Dedicated  
to 

My Beloved  Jojo 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 

Contents 
 
A Romantic Spanking ........................... 1 
Bottoms Down ..................................... 5 
Go Forth and Get Whopped ................... 9 
Models of Discretion .......................... 13 
The Kate Enigma ................................ 17 
The No Sassing Rule ........................... 21 
Katherine and Angela ......................... 25 
Safe Ground ....................................... 29 
Grand Obsessions ............................... 33 
Whop Junkie Paradise ........................ 37 
The James Position ............................ 41 
The Nixdown Mantra’s ........................ 45 
Yook Foot .......................................... 49 
Annus Horribilis ................................. 53 
The Definition of Hot .......................... 57 
Sooner or Later? ................................ 61 
Bend Over and Touch Them ................ 65 
A Matter of Principle .......................... 69 
Misinterpreted Intentions .................. 73 
The Wart Takes a Mulligan ................. 77 
The Patty Protocols ............................ 82 
Not Morton! ....................................... 86 
The Wailing Wart ............................... 90 
The Patty Hit-Lists ............................. 94 
The Ungrateful Worm ......................... 98 
Grubby Wart .................................... 102 

 



 

 

1 

 
A Romantic Spanking 

 
 
“Pablo spanked you?” gasped Claire Brooks. 
Debs Morton sighed and nodded. “Why don’t 

you kick back and take a load off? I’ll tell you all 
about it.” Deborah crossed to the fridge and extracted 
a cold bottle of chardonnay. She uncorked the wine 
and poured two glasses. Claire plonked herself down 
in an easy chair and swung her legs over the arm. 

“I’m all ears,” she grinned. 
 
In some strata’s of society two women in their 

late twenties casually comparing how often they had 
been spanked during the festive season might be 
considered a little queer. However for Claire and 
Deborah the exchange of banter seemed entirely 
natural. 

 
Claire Brooks was the daughter of Christopher 

and Christine Brooks. Her father was the Minister of 
Extreme Social Rehabilitation and her mother was a 
widely respected domestic disciplinarian. Ma Brooks 
was regularly seen on TV chat shows advocating the 
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virtues of the regular application of the back of her 
wooden hairbrush. Ma’s widely quoted mantra was 
that ‘there is no problem that can’t be solved by a 
sore bottom.’ 

Claire is fond of saying that she can’t be 
suffering from many problems as had spent the past 
two decades with a permanently sore bottom. 

 
Claire and Deborah’s mothers were old school 

chums and it was Ma Brooks who had convinced Ma 
Morton to introduce the hairbrush into life at Chez 
Morton after Deborah had been officially flunked by 
Ms Lawton for serial malfeasance. 

Deborah had been less than delighted by the 
untoward adjustment to her relationship with her 
mother. At twenty-six years old she had found herself 
face down, arse up across Penny Morton’s lap with 
her bumbags asunder and her backside being 
bombarded with the back of a wooden headed 
hairbrush for the first time in her family life. 

Over the past eighteen months cool-arse 
furloughs had regularly been transformed into sore-
arse furloughs as Penny embraced the benefits of her 
old chum’s mantra. 

Nonetheless despite Ma Brooks’s intervention 
Claire and Debs were tight and it had become 
customary on the first day that the Woody gals 
returned from furlough for Claire to call upon Debs to 
swap war stories regarding the trials and tribulations 
that their poor beleaguered bums had experienced 
during the break.  

“How did you get on?” Claire had asked 
cheerfully. 
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Debs had grimaced slightly. “Two,” she 
responded, “well, three actually. I got two from Ma,” 
she reported and then blushed slightly and giggled. 
“You won’t believe this, but I got spanked by Pablo.” 

 
Claire Brooks sipped her wine and settled in. 

She was used to swapping spank by spank analyses 
of their unfortunate trips across their mother’s knees 
but that could wait. She listened eagerly as Deborah 
recounted her encounter with her Basque boyfriend.   

“He asked me to marry him,” Debs told Claire. 
“I thought he was just being silly and I teased him. I 
didn’t realize that he was deadly serious and I had 
bruised his massive Basque ego. He yanked me over 
his knee and spanked me. He’s got hands like a brick-
layer.” She looked thoughtful. “On some level it was 
quite romantic.” 

 
During the Christmas furlough the Grand 

Master had elicited permission from the System for 
Deborah to travel to Ibiza. Ostensibly she would visit 
a famous tennis coach to work on putting additional 
slice onto her second serve. She would travel with her 
body-guards Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner and 
Sergeant Angie Ashurst, along with her coach Jane 
Lummell and her grubby, Lady Derby Huntington. 
They would rent a small villa, conveniently located 
close to the studio where Pablo, Deborah’s paramour, 
was putting the final touches to his latest collection of 
jazz and flamenco recordings. 

Deborah was being truthful when she told 
Claire that she had thought Pablo’s proposal had been 
made in jest. Deborah’s love life had always been 
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patchy at best. For four years, after leaving school, 
she had been permanently on the road, and had been 
destined to be satisfied with an occasional fling with 
male players on the circuit. For the next seven years 
she had been forced to take up residence at the 
Woody Back to School unit to be socially rehabilitated. 
Even though she was allowed thirteen weeks of 
furlough each year the restrictive curfews imposed by 
the System did not allow much opportunity for dating. 

She had met Pablo in Ibiza during the previous 
summer when the Cassidy’s had rented a villa for use 
by the inmates from the facility. They had made love 
but Debs assumed that once she returned to continue 
her incarceration she would never hear from him 
again. However he called regularly and several times 
he had flown to the small town close to the unit and 
taken her for romantic lunches. 

Still after only a handful of snatched meetings 
Deborah told him she was not ready to commit 
herself. She had been genuinely taken aback by his 
response. One moment they had been sitting on the 
patio overlooking the sea drinking Rioja and the next 
she found herself unceremoniously sprawled head 
down, arse up across his knees having her bottom 
smacked with his over-sized hands.  

“What did you do?” asked Claire. 
“Well after I got my breath back I told him I’d 

give his offer some further consideration,” laughed 
Debs.  
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Bottoms Down 

 
 
Claire Brooks had completed her seven-year 

sentence at the Back to School unit and was on 
parole. She had elected to remain as a resident and 
was entered into the Old Gal program to study for an 
on-line degree in veterinary science. 

Under the terms of the Old Gal charter she was 
allowed to wear civilian clothing and was relatively 
free from the restrictions imposed upon the inmates 
still serving the main body of their sentences. 

The only exception to the civilian clobber 
concession occurred when an Old Gal needed to be 
beaten. Under the terms of the Old Gals Whops and 
Clobber agreement, thrashed out by the Grand Master 
and Cat Cassidy, before being punished an Old Gal 
was required to repair to her quarters and get 
dressed in full clobber. She would be required to 
continue to wear full clobber for the seven days 
succeeding the punishment. 

Claire’s uncontrollable motor-mouth and 
penchant for pith had long been the bane of her life. 
Despite her outward appearance as the quintessential 
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English-rose she was infamous for her potty-mouth 
and ribald humor. Her habit of interjecting 
proceedings with untimely moments of mirth had 
caused her to take up permanent residence amongst 
the top five on the Bottoms Up Table of 
Troublemakers throughout her official sentence.  

Her first thirteen weeks in the Old Gal program 
had not proven to be any more successful. Although 
she spent a considerable time in her apartment 
studying on-line Claire was also required to attend 
lectures and tutorials delivered by the Brass. Unwisely 
she had continued her unfortunate habit of failing to 
engage her brain before putting her mouth in gear 
and she regularly found herself sporting a sore arse 
and back dressed in clobber. By the end of the winter 
term Claire Brooks had added to her notoriety by 
becoming the first Old Gal ever to be featured in the 
top ten of the Annual Big-BUTT. 

 
It was her potty-mouth that had caused her to 

take several trips over Ma’s knee during the Christmas 
furlough. 

“I don’t know how many times I’ve told you,” 
Ma would say, “you are an articulate and intelligent 
young woman and there is no reason for you to resort 
to language more suited to a Pikey. Now go to your 
room, I’ll be up to spank you shortly.” 

It never occurred to Claire or her sister, Jen, to 
question the domestic arrangement. It had been a 
tradition on Ma’s side of the family for generations. 

On New Year’s Eve Claire had travelled to 
Brompton Castle sporting a very rosy red rear end. At 
midnight she announced her resolution to curb her 
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potty-mouth tendencies in the New Year. Her 
declaration was greeted with considerable derision 
and general amusement. 

 
“I’m really going to try, this term,” she told 

Debs earnestly. “I was reviewing my Punishment 
Record Book over the furlough. Do you know that I’ve 
been caned over a hundred times for ‘the use of 
inappropriate vocabulary’ since I started at the facility 
and gawd knows how many six o’clock swishings I got 
at school for cussing. It’s just like Ma says, ‘I’m an 
articulate and intelligent young woman and there’s no 
need for me to resort to language more suited to a 
Pikey’.” 

Debs nodded her head encouragingly but 
privately she was somewhat dubious about the 
success of the venture. Claire was an unlikely 
candidate to be compared to a Pikey. She was one of 
the most clobber conscious amongst the inmates; her 
hair, clothes and make-up were always immaculate. 
At first blush she gave the impression of being rather 
reserved but it only took a few moments in her 
company for that illusion to be dispelled. Once she 
was on a roll her jaw never stopped wagging and 
many of her ribald observations would have made 
Lenny Bruce blush. 

Debs patted her chum’s hand. “I’m sure you’ll 
do just fine,” she said optimistically. 

 
Deborah had also been giving a reform 

program of her own considerable thought. She was 
already well on her way to establishing a new record 
as the most caned Red-shirt in the units history and if 
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she continued on the path she had trodden during the 
winter term she would add the title of most beaten 
Member of the Elite to her tally of records. She 
understood that she needed to break her habit of 
compulsive impulsive behavior but knew it would be 
challenging to curb her life-long syndrome of acute 
misbehavior.  

 
The two chums chinked glasses. 
“Bottom’s up, sis,” toasted Claire. 
“No let’s change that this term,” giggled Debs. 

“Let’s drink too bottom’s down!” 
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Go Forth and Get Whopped 

 
 
Claire Brooks’s declaration of reform had not 

been the only announcement at the New Year’s Eve 
party at Brompton Castle. Cassie Cassy and Oliver, 
the chef and proprietor of Monets, announced their 
engagement. Cassie was sporting a huge rock and a 
grin on her face. 

Her chums were ecstatic. Cassie was amongst 
the most popular members of the Woody Back to 
School community. She was beautiful, blonde, blue-
eyed, vivacious and a complete ditz. Cassie was the 
heir apparent to Jojo Heyworth’s crown as the All-
Time Big BUTT and one of the most-respected mega-
minxes in the unit’s history. As Head Chef and 
Director of Cuisine at the unit Cassandra Cassidy was 
also responsible for keeping the inmates tummy’s 
filled and the only thing in life she took seriously was 
the oversight of the facility’s kitchen. 

At midnight the guests at the ball formed a 
circle and applauded as Cassie and her beau 
welcomed in the New Year with a romantic waltz. 
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Cassie Cassy had returned from furlough with 
no intentions of reform. The previous term she had 
established a personal record by accumulating 
eighteen punishments in the space of thirteen weeks 
and she had no intention of slowing down. 

“Where’s your ring?” asked Jojo. 
“I’m wearing it on a chain around my neck, to 

keep it safe,” Cassie told her.  
Jojo nodded; she did the same thing with the 

ring that Mr Humphries, her fiancé and the Grand 
Master at the facility, had given her. 

“Very wise,” she agreed. “So what’s your 
target this term?” 

“Well, I need to do even better than last term,” 
said Cassie earnestly. “If I only get eighteen a term I 
only score fifty-four for the year and I’ll still come up 
short of your record. I don’t know how you managed 
it. Last term I seemed to be bending over every other 
moment and it still wasn’t enough.” 

Jojo smiled indulgently. She and Cassie were 
tight. When Cassie had first loudly announced her 
determination to break all her records Jojo had been 
slightly affronted but she had long since reconciled 
herself with the fact that Cassie came from the new 
generation of mega-minxes.  

Jojo and her chums had been the vanguard 
and their achievements could never be under-
estimated. When Jojo had first started her sentence it 
was still possible to get alternative punishments to 
whops, such as lines and detentions, but that would 
quickly change. 

Every year Ms Lawton, the Grand Dame of the 
day, found herself confronted with an increase in 
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mischief and malfeasance. Legendary mega-minxes 
such as April Turner, Cat Cassidy, Melanie White, 
Lady Victoria Brompton and Claire Brooks were 
setting new standards of minxdom but it was Jojo and 
her chums who would raise the bar even higher. Jojo, 
Nixdown, Rosemary and Debs Morton embarked upon 
an unprecedented rampage of goofing, larking, japing 
and pranking and they became known as the Famous 
Four. 

The Famous Four set new records for being 
spanked by the Brass and the Elite. Jojo established a 
new precedent when she became the first Little Brat 
ever to be caned. When the Famous Four graduated 
to the second year of their sentences Ms Lawton 
announced her first major revision to the rules, 
regulations and protocols that dictated life for the 
inmates of the facility. All alternative means of 
punishment would be abolished leaving whops as the 
sole remedy to rambunctious behavior. 

The whop-rate increased and at the end of the 
second year of her sentence Jojo had taken her first 
title as Annual Big-BUTT, a performance she would 
repeat in all but one of the following years of her 
sentence. She would go on to become the first gal 
ever to score a Bull, accumulating fifty punishments in 
a single year, an achievement she would repeat in 
three consecutive years and she held the crown as 
the undisputed All-Time Big BUTT. 

Meanwhile a new wave of Extreme Ladettes 
was being sent to the Big House, as the facility was 
known. The newbie’s flocked to enroll in the Cult of 
Mega-Minxdom. The early Big BUTT records 
established by Jojo and her chums were viewed as 
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targets and challenges; mischief and mayhem was 
rampant and whops were in abundance. Cassandra 
Cassidy was the poster-gal of the new generation 
whose number one priority was the pursuit of whops. 

Jojo tousled the hair of her ditzy chum. “Good 
luck,” she smiled sincerely. “Remember you’re up 
against some tough competition.” 

“So were you,” said Cassie, “but you always 
managed to hold them off.” 

Jojo winked at her chum, “I’ve got every 
confidence in you, sis, go forth and get whopped.” 
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Models of Discretion 

 
 
During the Christmas furlough Deborah had 

grown inordinately fond of Kate Faulkner and Angie 
Ashurst. They had been the models of discretion. On 
the two occasions that she had been taken up to her 
bedroom to be spanked by her mother they had not 
passed comment until she felt obliged to apprise 
them of the status quo at Chez Morton. 

When Pablo had turned her over his knee on 
the patio of the cliffside studio she was certain that 
they were within earshot but as usual they 
maintained a discrete silence. 

When Debs and Penny Morton went into town 
to shop and enjoy long leisurely lunches Kate and 
Angie were never anywhere to be seen but Deborah 
knew that her bodyguards were always close by. 

 
The two police women were as different as 

chalk and cheese. Kate was by nature an elegant 
sophisticate. In contrast Angie was loud and slightly 
rough around the edges. If Angie Ashurst hadn’t 
enrolled in the Academy for Plod it was a fair bet that 
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she would have ended up at Woody’s as an Extreme 
Ladette. Debs adored them both.  

 
Nonetheless, Deborah was compelled to put 

her affections to one side as she flexed the cane 
between her hands. In front of the fireplace Sergeant 
Angie Ashurst was bent forward at the waist, her skirt 
was turned back and her fingers balanced on the tips 
of her shoes. To her left Detective Inspector Kate 
Faulkner stood to attention with her fingers inter-
linked on the top of her head. 

 
Deborah sighed. They had only returned to the 

unit twenty-four hours earlier and she was already 
thrust back into the world of whops and clobber. 

She had been rather surprised when the duty 
grubby had knocked on her door and informed her 
that Kate and Angie were waiting for her outside the 
library. Barely thirty minutes earlier her two 
bodyguards had been in Debs study helping Lady 
Derby with grubbing duties. They had said they were 
going out to the recreation area to catch a 
momentary breath of fresh air. 

“Who sent you?” Debs enquired. 
“Miss Johnson,” responded the grubby. 
“What are they charged with?” asked Debs. 
“Excessive goofing,” reported the grubby. 
Debs grunted and dismissed the messenger. 
 
Debs pulled on her black blazer and fastened 

the five buttons down the front. She straightened her 
tie in the mirror and pulled her hair back into a 
ponytail. She was surprised to learn that Charlotte 
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Johnson had found it necessary to show Kate and 
Angie a pair of red cards. At the Elite briefing she had 
requested the prefects to cut the inmates some slack. 
They were bound to be antsy at returning to the 
facility after the three week furlough and it would 
take a few days for them to settle back into the 
routine.  

However, Charlotte was a trusted aide and an 
all-round good egg. She was not in the business of 
sending gals up to be beaten without good reason. 
Debs tucked her cane under her arm and set off for 
the library. 

 
“Have you anything to say?” asked Debs. “Do 

you want to appeal?” 
“No Ma’am,” said Angie, and Kate shook her 

head emphatically. 
Deborah shrugged. “Ok,” she sighed. “I’m not 

sure whether I’m supposed to spank you or cane 
you.” 

Officially the two undercover policewomen had 
been entered into the Back to School unit as grubby’s 
but they spent their days studying with the Elite and 
slept on the Elite landing. Their disciplinary status was 
somewhat nebulous.  

“We’d prefer the cane,” said Angie boldly. Kate 
Faulkner nodded her agreement. 

“Very well,” said Deborah. She pointed her 
ashplant at Angie. “You first Ashurst, remove your 
blazer and bend over in front of the fireplace.” 

Debs wasn’t surprised that the two women had 
chosen the cane over being spanked. She suspected 
she would have made the same choice if she was in 
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their shoes. Deborah had personally spent rather too 
much time in the over the knee position in recent 
weeks. Although the cane was significantly more 
painful than a hand-spanking it had the decided 
attraction of not involving the somewhat ignominious 
process of being held down.  

 
Debs rather fancied that the Bounder would be 

rubbing her bumbags with glee. Before repairing to 
the library Debs had clicked on the ‘Breaking Whops’ 
page of the GalGab web-site. Katie and Angie would 
be the recipients of the first beatings of the new 
term. Debs considered it unlikely that they would 
have attracted much of the smart money which was 
doubtless being punted on the likes of Cassie Cassy, 
Lisa Sutton or Michelle Morgan. The Red-shirt couldn’t 
help noticing that the cagey Bounder was offering 
very narrow odds on Debs own bumbags. 

She was not altogether surprised, during the 
six years she had been incarcerated at Woodys Debs 
had earned an unfortunate record for being the first 
gal of the term to be beaten. She had even started 
her career in the Elite by continuing the untoward 
trend when she was bent over her desk and 
absolutely creamed by Ms Gascoigne during the first 
lecture of the new year. 

She stepped in close and unleashed the first 
hot stripe of the spring term.  
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The Kate Enigma 

 
 
Angie had strong muscular legs and buttocks. 

Debs had seen her in the gym sparring with Suzy 
Scott. She was very flexible and reached down to 
touch her toes effortlessly. Angie remained totally 
stable as the cane slashed across her tautened navy 
blue gossamer bumbags. 

 
Debs caned Angie with her usual methodical 

precision. She landed five hot stripes perfectly inside 
the safety of the sweet spot and then repositioned 
herself to deliver the closer. She sliced the cane 
diagonally across the existing stripes. For the first 
time Angie showed some signs of agitation. Her heels 
rose slightly from the floor and her buttocks twitched. 
Nonetheless, she managed to keep her fingers glued 
to the tips of her shoes and maintained position until 
she was given the release command. 

 
“Your turn, Faulkner,” instructed Deborah 

authoritatively. She couldn’t be certain but she 
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thought she saw a glimmer of a twinkle in Kate’s eye 
and a hint of a smile cross her lips.  

 
Angie was a perfectly straight-forward cove 

and her motivations were easy to understand. At 
school she had been a hell-raiser and had held the 
record for getting the cane. A record greatly envied 
by the boys at the school who were astonished that 
they were being out-whopped by a girl. 

Her Headmistress once wrote on her report 
that, “during a thirty-year career as a teacher your 
daughter is the most thoroughly naughty girl I have 
ever encountered.” Needless to say she had 
effortlessly slipped in to the world of mega-minxdom 
at Woodys and was working assiduously to live up to 
her former Headmistress’s characterization.   

Kate on the other hand was an enigma. She 
had a gold-plated resume filled with academic and 
professional honors. In contrast to Angie she had only 
ever been dispatched to the Headmistress’s study 
once during her entire school career and had only 
received a minor scolding for participating in a 
harmless prank. 

Kate Faulkner always appeared graceful and 
serene. Her appearance was always impeccable, her 
clobber pristine and her hair pinned up in a loose 
chignon. She was friendly, well-mannered, respectful, 
gracious and extremely articulate. Nonetheless, 
uncharacteristically, she appeared to have embraced 
the lifestyle of mega-minxdom with similar 
enthusiasm to her partner. 

Ms Lawton remembers Kate from her brief stay 
at the Ripley Back to School unit, “Katherine is a 
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natural leader and the inmates gravitated to her. 
When she refused to pay the ‘Get out of trouble’ fees 
levied by the Brass she started a trend. Getting the 
cane suddenly became quite fashionable. I called it 
the Faulkner Syndrome. When she left to go on 
assignment at Woodys the inmates lost their spiritual 
leader and went back to paying the duties.”  

 
Debs and Kate were tight. They spent long 

hours discussing literature, politics and philosophy. 
They had a genuine mutual admiration. Several times, 
before she went to meet the highest echelons of the 
Confederacy of Yoofs Kate had insisted that Debs 
take her to the library and cane her. Deborah had 
been reluctant but Kate insisted that it was an 
important ingredient of establishing her undercover 
persona.  

“You need to lay it on thick,” Kate insisted. “I 
need the stripes to be really red.” 

Debs could never be quite certain but it always 
seemed that Kate got some attendant satisfaction 
from getting the cane. Not in the lascivious manner in 
which Spanky Botts, Christy Cranfield or Nixdown 
gained pleasure but something far more subtle. After 
the canings were over and done with Kate Faulkner 
always seemed to be sharing a private joke with 
herself. 

 
Kate Faulkner stepped up to the fireplace with 

an air of serene self-confidence. She turned around 
and folded herself in half at the waist. She managed 
to make bending over and touching her toes look like 
the most natural thing in the world.  
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Deborah stepped in and neatly folded back the 
hem of Kate’s gymslip and the tail of her white 
blouse. She took a tight grip on the whippy ashplant 
and tapped it down three times. She retracted her 
arm and swished the stick through the air. 

 
Deborah did not suffer from a sense of false 

modesty when it came to the business of whops. Her 
ratings on the GalGab web-site were universally high 
and she always qualified first time out at every aspect 
of caning and spanking at the monthly recertification 
down in the gymnasium. She knew that Kate must be 
hurting. Debs had delivered a perfect six. Five 
beautifully delivered whops across the sweet spot and 
a classic closer producing a five-bar gate. Even Angie, 
who was as tough as nails, was looking slightly 
subdued but Kate Faulkner appeared totally 
unperturbed. In fact Deborah couldn’t help noticing a 
look of self-amusement in Kate’s eyes as she handed 
the Red-shirt her punishment record book.    

 
“So how was it?” asked Debs after they had 

repaired to her study so she could rub cooling balms 
into her two chum’s bums. 

“It was interesting,” said Kate enigmatically as 
she folded her elegant frame across Deborah’s lap. 

“Oh,” said Deborah. She stared down at the 
throbbing stripes. It was not exactly the response that 
she had been expecting. 
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The No Sassing Rule 

 
 
Deborah snuggled down under her duvet. As 

usual Debs had experienced mixed feelings as she 
had been driven through the gates and along the 
elm-lined driveway of the sprawling compound. For 
the next thirteen weeks her life would be dominated 
by the rules, regulations and protocols imposed by 
the Ministry of Extreme Social Rehabilitation. She 
would be required to attend lectures and tutorials 
throughout the day, her meal-times and sleeping 
patterns would be dictated, she would operate under 
strict curfews and at all times she would be required 
to dress in a uniform known as clobber. It would be a 
considerable contrast to the whirlwind excitement of 
the past three weeks. 

 
Generously, when the unit had broken up for 

Christmas furlough, Nixdown had dropped Debs, Kate 
and Angie off at Chez Morton in the family chopper. 
They were scheduled to stay for eight days and 
celebrate Christmas with Deborah’s parents. 
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Debs and her mother were tight. Penny Morton 
had aged well and when they walked arm in arm 
through the town they could have passed for sisters.  

Penny liked to lunch and every day they visited 
the chi-chi wine bars and bistros in the local town. 
After years out of the spotlight Debs was becoming 
reconditioned to the intrusion of the paparazzi and 
autograph hunters. She did her best to remain 
gracious. She felt that she was representing Woodys 
and always dressed in semi-clobber of blazer, blouse 
and tie, striped pants and her trademark cowboy 
boots when she was out in public. 

Debs and her mother laughed and joked and 
consumed more wine that Debs was officially allowed 
under the terms of her Team Morton contract but she 
knew that she could trust Kate and Angie not to grass 
her up.  

Occasionally Debs and Penny squabbled and it 
only took three days before Deborah was sent to her 
room to put on her gymslip and perform fifteen 
minutes of nose and toes. 

“I don’t mind you disagreeing with me but I 
won’t tolerate you being sassy,” Penny would tell her. 

Although Debs had been deeply displeased at 
the introduction of the wood-backed hairbrush into 
her domestic life it never occurred to her to object. 
After all it was Ma and mother’s had automatic 
spanking rights. 

Penny Morton had been a nationally ranked 
tennis player in her youth and still kept in shape. She 
had a splendid right arm and on her Debs Diary blog 
Deborah rates her mother as formidable a spanker as 



23 
 

 

 

any of the Red-shirt’s that she had encountered back 
at the facility, Lady Victoria included. Praise indeed. 

Penny liked to deliver long, slow, juicy 
spankings; landing the hairbrush at thirty second 
intervals and leaving a full minute’s break at the 
halfway mark. She also liked to yak during a 
spanking. 

“You know that your life might have turned out 
very differently if I had spanked you as a child,” she 
told Debs. “All those times your teachers told me that 
they had to send you to stand in the corner I should 
have spanked you.” 

Debs didn’t think it appropriate to point out 
that imposing such a regime would have been quite a 
commitment as she had been sent to stand in the 
corner almost every day. In fact head down, arse up 
with the heat in her backside increasing dramatically 
as the spanking evolved Deborah found it somewhat 
inconvenient to engage in an exchange of idle banter. 

After the twelfth spank had landed Debs knew 
what to expect, it just a matter of when and on which 
side. 

“Stay down I’m going to zing you,” Ma 
informed her. 

Debs hung upside down panting. There was no 
escape; Ma had a tight grip around her waist. The 
seconds ticked away. Her backside was throbbing 
terribly but she knew the worst was still to come. All 
she could do was to wait helplessly. 

Suddenly Penny released her grip around 
Deborah’s waist, reached over and placed her hand 
on the back of her daughter’s neck, forcing her head 
further down until her nose was only inches from the 
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carpet and causing her bottom to automatically jolt 
even further upwards. Ma cracked the wooden 
hairbrush down three times in quick succession on 
the crown of Deborah’s right buttock. Debs Morton 
threw her head back and howled. 

Less than two hours later Deborah was 
photographed lunching with her mother at a 
fashionable eatery. She was snapped smiling and 
giggling. A picture in a gossip column the next day 
showed her with her head thrown back in amusement 
looking remarkably unaffected by the unfortunate 
episode that had recently occurred in her bedroom. 

 
For the most part the press was proving to be 

kind and partisan towards Deborah. Kate and Angie 
vetted the newspapers and forbade her from reading 
the Forsham-Smythe sleaze-rags or watching the MFS 
network on TV. Occasionally she was a little 
disconcerted when a pretty picture of her was paired 
with the infamous close-up of her face contorted into 
a silent howl as Lady Victoria’s hairbrush cracked off 
her rear end. Bernadette Summers had secured the 
worldwide rights to the picture and it was widely 
syndicated. 

However, much as she hated the picture Debs 
was able to comfort herself when she checked the 
offshore account that the Bounder had established on 
her behalf. Her reluctant career as a spanking model 
was proving extremely lucrative and would allow 
Team Morton to travel in relative comfort when she 
returned to the Grand Prix circuit. 
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Katherine and Angela 

 
 
“Noooo Ma!” wailed Debs. “I’m sorry, I’m 

sorry, truly I am! Aw shit!” 
“You promised you would be ready on time 

and you’re over half an hour late,” said Penny sternly 
as she dragged Deborah across her lap. “There’s a 
cab waiting outside and Katherine and Angela are 
downstairs kicking their heels. The photographer and 
her crew are waiting at the hotel. Don’t you think 
they have better things to do on Boxing Day than 
wait around to photograph you?” 

“But Ma I keep telling you, I don’t even want 
to be photographed,” squealed Debs. “Ow, Ma! That 
hurts! This just ain’t fair! Ouch!” 

Despite the scant protection offered by the thin 
material of a pair of grey pin-striped pants that she 
had selected for the photo-shoot the wooden 
hairbrush was getting Deborah’s fullest attention. Ma 
was clearly vexed and intent on making her opinions 
known to her daughter. 
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In fairness to Debs she was not entirely to 
blame. On Christmas Eve Nixdown had sent the 
chopper to bring Debs, Kate and Angie out to the 
coast where she was hosting a beach and bonfire 
party. No sooner had Debs arrived and got herself a 
drink than the Bounder had barreled down upon her. 

“I’ve got you a gig on Boxing Day,” she 
announced. “Nothing strenuous, just a straight semi-
clobber fashion shot.” 

Debs scowled. “No can do Bounder. I’m 
staying with my chaps and they have a brunch party 
arranged,” she told Bernadette. 

“That’s okay,” said the Bounder airily. “I’ve 
already spoken with your mother and she agrees that 
as long as you keep to the schedule you’ll have plenty 
of time to get back for the eggnog.” 

“You spoke to my mother! Who gave you 
permission to speak to Ma?” squealed Debs 
incredulously.  

The Bounder shrugged. “Well seeing as I am 
almost your agent these days, I hardly think I need 
permission.” she said defensively. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Deborah. 
 
“I don’t really want to be photographed,” Debs 

had protested to her mother on Christmas Day. 
“I think it’s a bit late to change your mind now, 

darling,” said Penny soothingly. “Bernadette says 
everything is arranged. She’s such a nice young lady 
and it’s so good of her to look after your interests. 
She says the whole thing will only take an hour and 
you’ll be back in plenty of time for brunch. I’m sure 
you’ll have a lot of fun.” 
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Debs rolled her eyes in exasperation and 
poured herself a brandy. 

 
“The cab is outside,” Kate called through the 

bedroom door. “Is there anything I can do to help 
you get ready?” 

“I’ll be down in a minute,” Debs muttered. She 
sat up in bed and looked dolefully at the clock. She 
vaguely remembered waking earlier and that her 
head had hurt. She was not used to drinking hard 
liquor and she had consumed several large brandies 
the previous evening. Clearly, she had switched off 
the alarm clock and gone back to sleep. 

Debs slipped out of bed and padded across to 
the coffee-maker and poured some java into a mug. 
She hurried into the en-suite bathroom and turned on 
the shower. She was not feeling at her best. 

Periodically Kate or her mother knocked on the 
door. She promised them that her emergence was 
imminent. She couldn’t help but detect that Ma was 
beginning to sound increasingly irritable. Debs was 
doing her best to hurry but nothing was going right. 
Her hair wouldn’t dry and she hadn’t removed her 
make-up the previous evening and she had to spend 
several valuable minutes cleaning it off. Ma knocked 
on the door again. 

“Deborah Morton, will you please hurry 
yourself,” she said rather abruptly. “Everybody is 
waiting.” 

“Coming, Ma,” promised Debs. 
Finally she grabbed her crisp white blouse and 

buttoned it quickly. She stepped into a pair of grey 
pinstriped pants, pulled on a pair of cowboy boots 
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and tucked in the legs of her trousers. She threaded a 
striped tie underneath the collar of her blouse and 
knotted it. She was almost ready. Deborah was 
reaching for a red and black striped blazer when Ma 
stormed into the room brandishing her hairbrush. 

 “Noooo Ma!” wailed Debs. “I’m sorry, I’m 
sorry, truly I am! Aw shit!” 

 
“Katherine and Angela! What is that all about? 

I get a fucking spanking for keeping Katherine and 
Angela waiting?” raged Debs in the back of the cab. 
“I thought that you were my chums.” 

“It had nothing to do with us,” promised Kate. 
“Bernadette’s assistant kept calling your mother every 
few minutes demanding to know where you were. 
She was getting your mother agitated.” 

“Bernadette’s assistant?” squealed Debs. 
“Since when did Bernadette have a fucking assistant? 
Wait until I get my hands on the Bounder. I’ll string 
her up by her bumbags.” 

“I’m afraid you’ll have to wait,” said Kate 
soothingly. “She phoned and said she has been called 
away on urgent business. She said she hoped you 
have a nice Boxing Day.” 
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Safe Ground 

 
 
“Yo Debs,” said Bernadette. “Great news. 

Fantastic pictures. I’ve already lined up an Asian 
distributor. You’ll love the royalties.” 

Deborah glared at Bernadette. “I got fucking 
spanked thanks to you,” she said indignantly. 

Although thirty-six hours had elapsed since 
Deborah’s trip across her mother’s knee she was still 
fuming at the Bounder. They were backstage at the 
theater that Maximillian Heurst had lent to the facility 
to stage Jojo’s West Side Story production. 

Bernadette was playing Bernardo, the leader of 
the Sharks. She was dressed in a black leather biker 
jacket, a tartan kilt, Doctor Martin boots and a multi-
colored Mohawk wig, ready for the final dress 
rehearsal. 

“I’m sorry to hear that, but I expect you 
deserved it,” said Bernadette, not showing the least 
indication of sympathy or remorse, “but I don’t see 
what it could possibly have to do with me.” 

“That twit of an assistant of yours kept calling 
the house and winding my mother up that I was late,” 
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fumed Debs. “Ma is a real stickler about tardy time-
keeping.” 

Bernadette narrowed her eyes. “Oh!” she said. 
“She was just a kid from an agency I used for a 
couple of days. I asked her to check up on you. I 
guess she was just over-enthusiastic. I’m sorry about 
the spanking,’ she said a little more sympathetically. 
“How was it?” 

“How was it?” Debs gaped at the Bounder. “I’ll 
tell you how it was! It was most disagreeable. My Ma 
spanks very, very hard, thank you very much. I 
should string you up by your bumbags.” 

Bernadette looked offended. “I was merely 
looking after your best interests,” she told Debs. “Still 
it’s a shame that we didn’t get any pix. I’m sure a 
shoot of you being spanked by Ma would make a 
fortune.” 

“Oh good grief Bounder,” groaned Debs, “you 
are completely incorrigible.” 

 
The West Side Story production had been a 

triumph and a sell-out. Although the reviews mainly 
focused on Jojo and her cast Debs was flattered that 
her arrangement of the score received several 
honorable mentions. She was relieved to see her 
name in print without a single reference to whops, 
clobber or fabulous farts. 

 
Spanky Botts threw a celebratory party at Café 

Woodys. It was an epic bacchanalian affair filled with 
celebrities and Woodettes adorned in their spiffiest 
clobber. Deborah’s right arm was kept busy and she 
was very much the spanker in demand in the upstairs 
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punishment salons. Considering that the proceeds of 
the evening went to the charitable Spanky Botts 
Foundation she felt it would be churlish not to 
participate. 

The following day Lord Brompton chartered a 
jet and flew the whole gang up to Brompton Castle 
for the annual New Year’s Ball. Debs enjoyed the 
opportunity to play dress-up and wore a shimmering 
turquoise gown that she had been allowed to keep 
after one of her spanking photo-shoots. Nonetheless, 
soon after midnight she retired to bed, her thoughts 
already in Ibiza. 

 
Pablo was recording at a cliff top studio 

overlooking El Vedra. Debs took advantage of the 
mild Catalonian winter climate to pound the beaches 
every morning in an effort to shed the few extra 
pounds she had put on over the past few weeks. In 
the afternoons and evenings she would sit on the 
floor of the studio bare-footed and cross-legged and 
watch as Pablo put the final touches to his new work. 
It was an idyllic and relaxing week. 

 
On the evening before she was scheduled to 

leave they sat on the studio’s private patio, drinking 
rioja and throwing back Spanish oyster shooters 
made with a chilled but spicy gazpacho created from 
tomato, cucumber, red-pepper, onion, garlic and 
vodka.  

It was nearly midnight when Pablo popped the 
question. Deborah was a little light-headed from wine 
and vodka. She giggled and called him foolish. He 
told her that he was serious. 
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“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she had laughed, “rock on, 
Pablo.” 

The next thing she knew she was face down, 
arse up across his lap having her bottom pounded 
with his large hands. 

“Now do you see that I am serious?” he asked 
when he had returned her to the upright. 

Debs just gaped at him. “I’ll give it some 
urgent thought,” she promised. 

 
 Debs and her entourage had flown home with 

just enough time and make it back to Woodys. 
It had not taken long for her to be thrust back 

into the world of whops and clobber that she 
inhabited for much of the year. Within twenty-four 
hours of her return she had been compelled to thrash 
two of her best chums.  

Debs turned off the light. It was strange, but 
somehow it just seemed that she was home after a 
big adventure. It was how she felt after she got off a 
roller-coaster, it had been exhilarating but it was nice 
to be back on safe ground. As she dozed off to sleep 
she wondered whether that was what Woodys had 
finally become to her, safe ground. 
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Grand Obsessions 

 
 
Despite their status as little more than Skivvies 

Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell were relieved to 
be back on the relatively safe ground of the facility. 
Christmas in chokey had not been to their liking. 

Yvonne had spent a week in solitary 
confinement after she had felt compelled to poke a 
lecherous bull-dyke in the eye with her long finger-
nail, causing considerable damage to the dyke’s 
retina. When Yvonne was released from solitary she 
heard rumors that a hit had been taken out on her. 
She was forced to sleep with one eye open for the 
remainder of her confinement. Returning to Woodys 
was something of a relief. 

 
“Aw maaan!” squealed Janet Mitchell as Katie 

Beck dragged her over her knees and yanked down 
her bumbags. 

“Patty wants a meeting with Yvonne to discuss 
strategy,” Katie informed Janet. 

“Then call one!” squealed Janet. “Why do I 
have to be fucking slippered?” 
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“You know the protocols, somebody always 
has to be slippered to divert any suspicion,” said Katie 
curtly. “You are the official Oberstgruppenführer with 
responsibility for Interface and Communications so it 
is appropriate for you to be the one who gets a 
spanking. We’re just working through the agreed 
channels,” said Katie as she whapped her slipper 
down. 

Janet yelped and kicked her legs in 
consternation. 

“There is a woodshed at the back of the 
compound,” said Katie, “nobody’s been in it for years. 
It will probably be full of rats and possibly snakes,” 
cackled Katie, “I’ve assigned you and Yvonne to clean 
it out. Patty will come and see you at her 
convenience.” 

 
“Stop your goddam sniveling,” said Yvonne 

irritably. “Look how many times Patty beat me bandy 
last term and you don’t hear me sniveling. Now go in 
the shed and do a reconnaissance.” 

“Why do I have to do reconnaissance?” wailed 
Janet. “Katie says there may be rats and snakes in 
there.”   

“Because you are an Oberstgruppenführer and 
if you don’t do what you’re told when Rufus busts me 
out I’ll leave you in here to fend for yourself,” 
snapped Yvonne. 

 
“I have reconsidered my position,” said Patty 

imperiously. “I forbid you to make any further contact 
with the Yoofs. You are going to refocus your efforts 
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on specific targets. Katie will provide you with your 
assignments.” 

“Now Mitchell, bend over and touch your toes, 
I need to give you six to divert any suspicion.” 

“Nooooooooo!” squealed Janet. 
“Oh put your bumbags in it and stop you 

sniveling, Bitchypoo,” ordered Yvonne. “Just bend 
over and touch them and take one for the team.” 

Mitch the Bitch burst into tears. 
 
During the Christmas furlough Patty had paid a 

courtesy visit to Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s Caribbean 
hideaway. It had not been a very satisfactory 
excursion. Melissa was as mean as a snake and sly as 
a fox. Under normal circumstances these were 
character traits that Patty admired. However, the 
billionairess was also rude and obnoxious and treated 
Patty like something bad that she had found on the 
bottom of her shoe. Patty, who was by nature 
arrogant, autocratic and over-bearing, was not used 
to being treated as an inferior specie. She became 
enraged when Melissa left her waiting for an audience 
for hours on end and then only deigned to extend her 
the most perfunctory of hearings. 

When Patty brought up the subject of the ‘Get 
Morton’ campaign Melissa snapped at her that, “I 
don’t know why you are here. I have given you the 
name of my intermediary. I am not interested in your 
petty obsessions Ms Hodge,” she said dismissively. “I 
have grand obsessions to attend too.” 

 
Yvonne was furious. Patty was her only source 

of contact with the outside world. In exchange for 
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subjecting herself to an occasional thrashing Patty 
would arrange for Katie to turn off the electric 
transponder the Ice Maiden wore around her ankle 
and supply her with access to an untraceable cell-
phone. The three weeks that Yvonne had spent in 
chokey had made it even more imperative that she 
remain in contact with Lord Rufus Lewis and persuade 
him to bust her out. She had no intention of being 
thwarted by Patty. 

 
“Sometimes I worry that Patty has lost the 

plot,” Yvonne confided in Katie. “Perhaps it’s time for 
a reshuffle.” 

“I wouldn’t let Patty hear you say that if I was 
wearing your bumbags,” replied Katie.  

Nonetheless Yvonne’s passing comment gave 
the unit’s matron pause for thought. For several 
months Katie had been concerned by Patty’s erratic 
behavior and severe mood swings. She suspected 
that Patty had secretly been in contact with Malicious, 
Armanisuit and the Yoofs. 

It made no sense. Patty had always been the 
first to preach that having the unit closed down was 
counter to their objectives. “We would be destined to 
become Whop Junkies released into a world without 
whops,” she was fond of telling her cronies on the 
Radical Right as they whiled away the hours in the 
saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. But now she 
seemed to be sleeping with the enemy. Maybe 
Yvonne was right, thought Katie, perhaps it is time for 
a change. 
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Whop Junkie Paradise 

 
 
The following morning Patty Hodge bent 

Rosemary Booker over the front desk of the Elite 
chamber and beat her bandy with a wye-tipped cane. 

It was a perfectly legitimate punishment for 
gross insolence. Patty could have exercised the option 
of showing Rosie a red-card and sending her up to 
the Grand Master’s study for twelve-stroke bare 
bender but she preferred to take care of business 
herself. 

 
Rosemary dismally peeled off her red prefect’s 

blazer and hung it over the back of her chair. With a 
heavy tread she stepped out from behind her desk 
and approached the front of the lecture room. She 
rather fancied the impending few minutes were going 
to prove to be less than agreeable. 

 
Although Rosemary Booker had never been the 

subject of one of Patty’s full-blown malicious 
obsessions, she featured prominently on the shit-list 
that Patty maintained in her little black book. 
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Months earlier Rosemary had been one of the 
participants in an intervention to save Deborah from a 
vicious thrashing after Patty had gone completely 
postal. Patty did not have accurate recall of the 
events that occurred in the lecture room that day but 
she was fairly certain that it was Rosemary who had 
snatched up a pair of fully loaded vintage 1956 laser 
ray water pistols and doused her. She had been 
looking for an opportunity for retribution ever since. 

 
Patty accentuated her diatribe regarding 

Rosemary’s shortcomings by prodding her in the 
breastplate with the long manicured fingernail of her 
index finger. It was extremely annoying and 
Rosemary was growing increasingly tempted to hack 
the Dame in the shins. 

Patty was a tall imposing creature and liked to 
use her physical presence to intimidate the inmates, 
forcing them to crane their necks and look up at her 
when she was addressing them. Rosemary was forced 
to stand to attention with her hands by her sides and 
her face turned upwards as Patty screamed vitriolic 
and constantly jabbed her in the chest. As Rosemary 
had predicted it was a most disagreeable experience. 

 
Patty liked to bend her victims over the front 

desk so that they were facing the other occupants of 
the room. She knew that not even the most whop-
hardened veteran was able to completely hide their 
distress at the exact moment the cane made contact 
with their bumbags. 

She got Rosemary teed-up. The prefect was up 
on the balls of her feet, spread out right across the 
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desk so that her arms hung down over the far side. 
Patty made a performance out of turning back the 
hem of Rosemary’s short pleated skirt and then spent 
some more time rearranging the tail of her blouse. 
Once Patty had Rosemary positioned to her 
satisfaction she took her time preparing herself, 
leaving Rosemary time to sweat. 

 
Patty liked to wear long skirts with splits up the 

sides to show off her long legs and she favored spike-
heeled shoes to make her even taller. She shrugged 
off her jacket and hung it up. She rolled back the 
sleeves of her white silk blouse before retrieving the 
wicked wye-tipped cane. Patty was a mistress at the 
art of exerting mental domination. She swished the 
cane several times through the air knowing that it 
would have an unsettling effect on Rosemary. She 
stepped in and tapped the cane down on the 
upturned orbs and watched Rosemary’s body tense. 

“Relax, Booker,” she snapped, “I won’t begin 
until you’re relaxed.” 

 
Relaxing was not an easy proposition with an 

acclaimed dominatrix standing behind her waiting to 
whip her with a lethal wye-tipped cane. Rosemary 
reluctantly unclenched her buttocks. 

“It’s only whops,” she desperately tried to 
convince herself and then all hell broke loose in her 
bumbags. 

Her chums watched glumly as Rosemary’s 
head reared back, her eyes screwed up in agony and 
her mouth opened in an anguished silent howl. The 
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sound of the cane exploding from her prominent rear 
end echoed around the room. 

 
Patty settled in to enjoy herself. For a Whop 

Junkie Rosemary’s voluptuous derrière made an 
almost perfect target. Rosemary’s bumbags seemed 
to cling to her flesh following the contours, making 
her buttocks look like two ripe apples sat side by side. 
Patty slashed the cane down with extreme prejudice 
and watched with delight as Rosemary’s body bucked 
and writhed in obvious distress. She was in Whop 
Junkie paradise and was determined to savor every 
moment. She licked her lips and wound her arm up 
like a spring. 

 
Deborah spread Rosemary out across her lap 

and gently rolled down her chums bumbags. 
Rosemary flinched as the navy blue gossamer peeled 
away from the red and swollen weals. 

“Jeepers,” whistled Debs. “These are really 
fucking ripe.” 

Rosemary grunted. 
Nixdown scowled “There was no call for giving 

you a thrashing like that,” she said. “I thought she 
was going to cut you in half. Those canes should be 
illegal.” 

“She’s a menace to society,” grumbled Jojo, 
“but one day she’ll hang herself.” 

“I for one can’t wait,” muttered Rosemary as 
Deborah began to massage a soothing balm into the 
weeping stripes. 

 
 



 

 

11 

 
The James Position 

 
 
The Grand Master reviewed the statistics on 

the GalGab web-site. There had been no shortage of 
whops during the first week of term. Predictably 
many of the usual suspects had already opened their 
accounts although the names of Claire Brooks, 
Deborah Morton and Lisa Sutton were notable by 
their absence. 

 
Nixdown Nixon had been less than enamored 

to open her account although she grudgingly 
admitted that it had been unwise to engage in a 
dueling water pistol contest with Jojo, right under the 
beady eye of the Dyke. 

“Penny Ann got the cane this morning,” Nix 
told Jojo as they hurriedly removed their skirts and 
bumbags in the changing rooms. “She’s very grumpy 
so that means she’ll be in the mood to give me a 
really good workout this evening, but she gets all 
wimpy on me when I pitch up with an already swollen 
arse,” she grumbled. 
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Jojo hung up her skirt and buttoned the front 
of her nylon lab-coat. 

“I hate to point this out but you did start the 
duel,” she told her best chum. 

Nixdown pouted. “I wasn’t even aiming at 
you,” she muttered. “I was aiming at Rosemary; she 
gave me a lughole full of h2o during the economics 
lecture.” 

“Well perhaps you should spend some time on 
the target range,” replied Jojo, “now let’s stretch or 
we’ll be due for extra strokes.” 

 
Ms MacAllister was looking dapper in a pearl 

grey three piece suit, tab-collared white shirt and silk 
tie. She was wearing a pair of white Scrooge McDuck 
spats over patent leather ankle boots. Phyllis 
MacAllister had a monocle screwed into her left eye 
and an eight inch bone and ivory cigarette holder 
clamped between her teeth. She held an eighteen-
inch leather two-tailed tawse in her right hand. She 
watched intently as Jojo folded herself across the tall 
lab stool. 

 
Jojo hooked her ankles around the legs of the 

stool. It made her calves stretch uncomfortably and 
her buttock spread tightly. It was known as the 
‘James Position’, named after the notorious muff 
Holler James.  

Years earlier Ms MacAllister had been 
assiduously researching the perfect manner to tee-up 
her victims for punishment. 

She was a personal advocate of defenestration, 
a technique practiced at her Highland school where 
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the victim was required to lean out of a third floor 
window while the sash was lowered across their 
backs to discourage them from leaping to their 
deaths. Phyllis MacAllister had been disappointed 
when Ms Lawton had vetoed her proposition to 
introduce the practice at Woodys. 

Phyllis had tried out many alternatives 
including bending the inmates over the front bench or 
requiring them to touch their toes. She never felt that 
she had them appropriately primed. 

 
Helen James was deeply averse to being 

whopped. She was not a brave creature by nature 
and the prospect of bending over to be tawsed by the 
Dyke had caused her to immediately meltdown in 
convulsions of tearful blubbing. Unusually Ms 
MacAllister did not dispatch her to the changing 
rooms to relieve herself of her skirt and bumbags but 
instructed her to bend over the front bench without 
further ado. Helen took some coercing but was finally 
positioned with her lab-coat and skirt turned back. 
Her fellow inmates were treated to the sight of a pair 
of bumbags cut from enough material to provide 
curtains for a fair-sized picture window. 

Right from the off it was destined to be a 
difficult affair. The Dyke stepped in and delivered a 
hot one, Helen responded by hollering and kicking 
back and catching the Dame under the knee with the 
heel of her shoe. A second slap of the tawse 
produced a repeat response. While Ms MacAllister 
hopped around rubbing her wounds Helen James 
leapt up and took refuge in the corner of the 
laboratory. The Dyke had a reputation as a persistent 
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cove and sent an envoy to the Elite chamber to 
engage the assistance of two athletic prefects. They 
were tasked with dragging Helen back over the front 
bench and holding her down. Despite being restrained 
by the shoulders Helen managed to kick back for a 
third time causing Ms MacAllister to reconsider her 
strategy. Helen was dragged over to a tall lab-stool 
and forced over. With considerable difficulty the 
prefects secured her ankles and wrists to the chair 
legs with Bunsen-burner tubing. Her clothing was 
rearranged so that her only protection was the thin 
nylon seat of her lab-coat. 

Somehow during the completion of the 
thrashing Helen’s feet managed to get intertwined 
around the chair legs. It had the effect of spreading 
out her voluminous posterior to the extent that the 
bottom button of her lab-coat failed and shot across 
the floor. Ms MacAllister concluded that she had 
finally discovered an appropriate alternative to 
defenestrating her victims. 
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The Nixdown Mantra’s 

 
 
The Dyke removed the jacket of her suit and 

placed it on a clothes hanger. She unscrewed her 
monocle and set her cigarette holder to one side. She 
poured herself a generous three fingers of Famous 
Grouse and swallowed it down. Having fortified 
herself satisfactorily she picked up the tawse and 
approached Jojo.  

In her ascent to the rank of All-Time Big BUTT 
it had been inevitable that Joanna Heyworth would 
become acquainted with the full artillery of the Brass. 
On several previous occasions she had found herself 
assuming the James Position and presenting her 
behind for sessions with the Dyke’s tawse. She did 
not have fond memories of the experiences. 

 
Phyllis MacAllister was old school. “Thees ees 

goona hoot yoo a fook seet more than it hoots ma!” 
she was fond of warning her victims before she 
proceeded to give them a leathering. 

The tawse cracked down across Jojo’s spread 
buttocks, the two-tails landing a millisecond apart and 
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scraping the hundreds of minuscule nylon waffle-
weaves across her naked flesh. It was a most 
disagreeable sensation. Jojo gritted her teeth and 
gripped the legs of the stool. “It’s only whops, it’s 
only whops,” she repeated over and over in her head. 

 
Phyllis MacAllister favored the Highland Swing 

technique that had been practiced by the prefects at 
her school. The first three strokes would be delivered 
forehand, concentrating the two-tails on the right 
buttock. She would then shift position and using a 
backhanded approach lash the tawse across the left 
cheek. 

She knew from personal experience how 
effective the technique was. She could still remember 
many occasions when she was hanging out of the 
window of the Ice Chamber, three storeys up, her 
arms and hair dangling helplessly on the outer edge 
of the sill with her bared buttocks still inside the 
room, fearfully awaiting the arrival of the tongues, as 
the tails were known. Often it would be freezing cold 
and she would be bombarded by the harsh Scottish 
elements. The heavy weight of the sashed window 
lowered across her back made it impossible to move.  

The Headgirl would finally step in, larruping 
her right buttock unmercifully and then step back. 
Phyllis could remember the strange sensations. Her 
hair and blouse soaked and freezing at one end, her 
right buttock burning ferociously and by contrast her 
left buttock still cool, at the other. It was a state of 
affairs which would always shortly be redressed. 
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Jojo hung panting over the stool. Her right 
buttock was throbbing alarmingly. Phyllis MacAllister 
was taking time-out to replenish and swiftly empty 
her glass. Once she felt adequately refortified she set 
herself up for the series of back-handers. 

 
Jojo pushed herself up from the stool. There 

was no question that the Dyke did good work. Jojo 
crossed her arms in front of her chest and resisted 
the temptation to rub her seared rear. 

Nixdown glowered at the Dyke before replacing 
Jojo across the stool. Phyllis appeared not to notice 
Nicola Jane’s hostile glare and calmly replenished her 
glass, albeit with a slightly smaller shot. 

 
Under different circumstances Nicola Jane 

Nixon would have been the first to sign up for a good 
lashing with a two-tailed tawse. However, despite her 
predilection for pain in her private life Nix deplored 
the concept of formal punishment.  

Unlike the majority of the inmates who 
subscribed to the ‘it’s only whops’ mantra Nix 
muttered a series of obscure hexes as the tawse 
lashed her arse. However, according to scholars on 
the subject, the Nixdown Mantras can generally be 
loosely translated as ‘Fuck you! Fuck you!’ 

 
As usual the Dyke added an extra touch of vim 

while she thrashed Nixdown. The Dyke was deeply 
aggrieved that Nix resolutely refused to extend her an 
invite to the late night trysts she hosted in the stables 
for Penny Ann Evans and Miss Suzy Scott. She had 
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dropped many unsubtle hints but Nix claimed a moral 
high ground. 

“It wouldn’t be right,” she told her chums, “It 
would be tantamount to sleeping with the enemy.” 

 “I had no choice,” Jojo told her fiancé over 
dinner at Monets. “Nixdown squirted me so I was 
duty bound to defend myself.” 

The Grand Master smiled indulgently. “I quite 
understand the difficult situation you found yourself 
in,” he assured her. “But what on earth was Cassie 
thinking?” 

“Apparently she was experimenting,” giggled 
Jojo. 
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Yook Foot 

 
 
Jojo and Nixdown were not the only one’s 

opening their accounts with a tawsing from the Dyke.  
 
“Cassidywotthefookrudoin’?” rasped the Dyke. 
Cassie giggled. “Nuffink, Ma’am. Just trying a 

little experiment.” 
“Experiment? That’s a fookingboonsenburner 

you’re playing with.” 
Cassie grinned. “I know what a Bunsen burner 

is Ma’am.” 
“Weeeellwhatthefookareyoudoin’?” asked the 

Dyke incredulously.  
“Experimenting Ma’am,” said Cassie patiently 

as if she was speaking to a slow child. 
The Dyke scowled and bustled towards the lab 

bench where Cassie was working.  
“Wotisthisstoof?” the Science Dame demanded. 

“Eetfookingstinks.” 
“Tibetan yak fat,” said Cassie innocently. “I 

wanted to see what heat would turn it into crackling.” 
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The Dyke looked taken aback. “Yook foot? 
What the fookare yadoin’withyookfoot in ma 
looborootory?” 

“I was worried it might smell,” Cassie 
explained, “and I didn’t want to stink up the kitchen.” 

“Soooo it’s oookay to stink up ma loob?” 
growled the Dyke incredulously. 

“It was an HSE decision,” said Cassie. 
“HSfookingE?” barked the Dyke. “Well HSE 

your fooking oose to the changing rooms and I’ll 
shooow ya some HSfookingE decisions.”   

“Oh,” said Cassie Cassy. “That doesn’t sound 
too environmentally friendly.” 

 
“What the fuck were you doing with Tibetan 

yak fat?” laughed Jojo. 
“The Bounder found a source,” said Cassie 

earnestly, “it’s very fucking rare.” 
“I should imagine it is,” smiled Jojo. 
Cassie Cassy was lying face down across 

Joanna’s lap. Jojo was tending her chum’s wounds 
with an aloe vera balm she had secured from 
Rosemary. 

“I read in a magazine that it makes 
unbelievable crackling but when you first ignite it it 
fucking stinks,” Cassie explained, “so I didn’t want to 
try it in the kitchen.” 

“But you thought the Dyke might not mind?” 
giggled Jojo. 

“Well I underestimated what unpleasantly 
pungent might mean,” growled Cassie, “these writers 
ought to be more explicit. How was I supposed to 
know that it would smell like burnt car tyres?” 
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“So after this burnt car tyre smell?” asked Jojo. 
“This becomes some kind of aromatic delicacy?” 

“I didn’t get a chance to find out,” complained 
Cassie, “Be-yotch Dyke threw my whole supply in the 
trash.” 

“Just as an ‘oh by the way’,” said Jojo, “Who 
exactly were you planning on using as the Tibetan 
yak fat guinea pigs?” 

“You guys of course,” replied Cassie. “I was 
going to serve it at Saturday nights feast.” 

“Thank heavens for the Dyke,” giggled Jojo. 
 
Penelope Ann Evans stared down at her lover’s 

swollen rear end. 
“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” she grumbled. “I told you to 

stay out of trouble. I can’t possibly cane you now, it 
could be dangerous.” 

“Dangerous my arse,” retorted Nix. “I only got 
six. Katie Beck would have no problem certifying me 
as in perfect condition for a few more whops. Now 
get on with it and maybe it will improve your cranky 
disposition.” 

Nixdown was bent over a saddle horse in the 
stables with her gymslip turned back and her 
bumbags around her ankles. Her backside was still 
throbbing from the lashing with the tawse but she 
desperately wanted to be caned by her lover. She 
wiggled her red bottom temptingly. 

 
Penny Ann took a deep breath. For the past 

several hours she had been looking forward to her 
tryst with Nixdown. She had arrived early and set out 
candles and a bucket filled with ice and a bottle of 
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Veurve de Cliquet. She had paced up and down 
restlessly while she waited for Nixdown to arrive. Her 
own backside was still throbbing and she was feeling 
extremely grumpy. 

“I’m only going to give you six,” she told Nix. 
“Oh get on with it will ya,” grunted Nicola Jane. 
Penny Ann sighed. She tapped the cane down 

to take her measure then brought her arm down 
swiping. 
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Annus Horribilis 

 
 
“Do you fancy six, Evans?” Patty asked quite 

charmingly. 
“No Ma’am, of course not,” said Penny Ann. 
“Good,” smiled Patty Hodge, “because I’m 

sending you up for twelve.” Theatrically Patty dug 
into her jacket pocket and produced a red card. 

Penelope Ann glared at the Dame. Patty just 
smiled smugly. She pointed at the CCTV camera. “You 
have the right to appeal of course,” she grinned, “but 
the tape will show you telling me not to be ‘bloody 
ridiculous’. If your appeal should fail the Grand Master 
will have no choice but to administer a public 
flogging,” Patty continued cheerfully. “Give it some 
thought while you get changed into full clobber.” 

 
“I told her not to be bloody ridiculous,” 

admitted Penny Ann. “It’s on tape so there’s no 
denying it.”  

“You have the right of appeal,” said the Grand 
Master. 
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“I made an inappropriate response to a 
question,” replied Pen. “It was foolish and I accept 
that I deserve to be caned. I’ll decline the appeal Sir. 
I rather think that if you reviewed the tape you’ll be 
obliged to support Ms Hodge and you’d be forced to 
flog me for untruthfulness, but thank you for the 
offer.” 

 
Mr Humphries reviewed the tape regardless of 

Penny Ann’s decision to forgo an appeal. She was 
correct that there was no question that Patty had 
acted within the protocols when she issued the red-
card. Telling Dames not to be bloody ridiculous was 
strictly prohibited regardless of the context of the 
comment so he bent Pen over the back of the 
straight-backed chair and caned her soundly. 

 
Penny Ann Evans had spent the majority of the 

remainder of the day in her study sitting on an 
overstuffed cushion. She was furious at herself for 
allowing Patty to lure her into her trap. Penny Ann 
and Patty had a disagreeable history dating back to 
Pen’s tenure as Red-shirt. 

Her appointment had been the result of a 
protracted negotiation between Patty and Ms Lawton. 
Following the unexpected success of the notorious 
minx April Turner in the role of Red-shirt Susan 
Lawton had intended to appoint Cathryn Cassidy as 
her successor. Patty Hodge was vehemently opposed 
to the nomination. She had spent years nurturing 
Yvonne Godfrey for the position and had grand plans 
for her puppet to command the most heinous corps of 
the SS ever assembled. 
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Susan Lawton recognized Yvonne as a vicious 
bullying thug and vetoed Patty’s counter-proposal to 
Cathryn. However Patty wielded tremendous power 
and influence in her role as Commandant of the 
Radical Right and several senior members of the 
Brass supported her anti-Cat campaign. Ms Lawton 
was forced to concede that causing a rift between the 
staff was going to be unproductive and a Summit of 
the Brass was convened. 

Patty and her cronies from the Radical Right 
proposed Janet Mitchell, Jackie Ivanhoe, Juliet Spage 
and Jayne Underly as alternates to Yvonne. Dotty 
Hammell and the Liberal Left countered by sponsoring 
Cat’s chums, Melanie White and the Butcher Twins. It 
was a stalemate. With few alternatives remaining 
Penelope Ann Evans, an unassuming and quiet 
member of the community was proposed as a 
compromise. 

 
Penny Ann was astonished when she was 

summonsed to Ms Lawton’s office and offered a glass 
of sherry. Imbibing of alcohol was strictly prohibited 
and attracted a mandatory public flogging. 

“I understand your misgivings,” Ms Lawton told 
Penelope Ann when she initially rejected the proposal. 
“But the alternative is that I concede and appoint 
Yvonne. I’m sure that you will agree that would not 
be in the best interests of the unit. If you accept I will 
allow you to appoint Melanie White as your deputy. I 
also have tacit agreement from the Mistresses of the 
Houses to allow the Butcher Twins to act as House 
Captains. The only stipulation is that Cathryn Cassidy 
does not hold any position of power.” 



Get Katie 
 

 

 
It was a difficult and traumatic time in the 

history of Woodys. The upsurge of mischief and 
malfeasance caused Susan Lawton to unleash the 
wrath of Operation Scorched Arse on the unit. Patty 
embraced the opportunity and used her power as the 
Dame with responsibility over the Elite to give Yvonne 
complete impunity to marshal her troops into the 
fearsome Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers. 

Every afternoon Penny Ann was required to 
report to Patty for a review of Elite performance. Pen 
constantly filed applications for an official 
investigation into SS activities and requested 
audiences with Ms Lawton. Patty responded by 
subjecting her to unsavory rations of tongue pie and 
accused her of collusion with Cathryn. She was 
forbidden from approaching the Beak without Patty’s 
personal authority. 

Unfortunately under the radical revisions of the 
rules, regulations and protocols that had accompanied 
the launch of Operation Scorched Arse the beating of 
prefects by members of the Brass had been 
sanctioned and courtesy of the Radical Right Cat, 
Melons, and the Butcher Twins had quickly become 
the most caned prefects in history. Patty used this as 
a vehicle to discredit Penny Ann’s allies and to 
advocate the virtues of Godders and her gang. It had 
proved to be Penny Ann’s personal annus horribilis. 
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The Definition of Hot 

 
 
Jojo snuggled up to Mr Humphries in a booth 

in the VIP lounge at Monets. 
“So how was it?” The Grand Master asked his 

fiancé. 
“It was hot as Hades,” replied Joanna. “The 

Dyke always does good work, especially when 
Nixdown is involved.” 

Mr Humphries chuckled, “Considering her 
somewhat tenuous moral fibre I’m surprised Nicola 
Jane has never succumbed and given her a piece of 
the action.” 

Jojo laughed. “Nix says it would be sleeping 
with the enemy. She says she has standards.” 

  
“See, you didn’t break me or cut me in half,” 

giggled Nixdown. She was lying in a makeshift hay 
bed with her lover. 

Penny Ann stroked Nixdown’s hair. “You were 
right. I don’t feel the least bit grumpy anymore. I was 
just so furious at myself for letting Patty goad me.” 
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Nixdown reached down and gently ran her 
fingers over Penny’s buttocks. “So how was it?” she 
asked. “Did the Grand Master cane you hard?” 

“Not too hot, in fact it was really only middling 
warm,” smiled Penelope. “I think he took the context 
of my comment into consideration. After all she was 
being bloody ridiculous.” 

“She’s always bloody ridiculous,” laughed 
Nixdown and snuggled up to her lover. 

 
Deborah and Claire were celebrating. Debs had 

been granted dispensation by Team Morton to share 
a bottle of champagne. 

“By my standards this week was a success,” 
she told Claire. “This is the first time in five years that 
I wasn’t beaten at least once during the first week of 
a new term.” 

Claire raised her glass. “Here’s to us,” she 
toasted. “Cool arse’s rule ok!” 

“Here’s to bottoms down!” agreed Debs and 
chinked her chum’s glass. 

 
Bernadette Summers bottom was very much 

up. She was bent over the end of her bed with two 
pillows under her tummy. The silk material of her 
jimjam trews clung to her pert behind like a second 
skin.  

Melanie White rolled up the sleeves of her 
white blouse. She flexed the ashplant between her 
hands. 

“Sorry Bounder, but you know this is going to 
be hot. Are you ready?” she asked. 

The Bounder grunted. 
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On alternate nights Melons fulfilled the role of 

Dorm Raider. She was in her second year in the Old 
Gal program and was amongst the most respected 
elders in the community. She had served as Dorm 
Raider during the steamy days of Operation Scorched 
Arse and had gained a reputation for her expertise 
with the ashplant. 

 
The Bounder felt the cane tap down and 

braced herself. It was by no means her first 
encounter with Melanie’s swishy stick so she had a 
good understanding of what hot meant in the current 
context. 

The Bounder had bent over without complaint. 
She was bang to rights. She had been out on a date 
with Mickey the Purveyor but had failed to secure a 
late pass. On her return she had shimmied over a 
back wall and entered the living quarters through a 
conveniently open window, hoping to avoid detection. 
Unfortunately Melanie had already performed her first 
inspection of the Phase 6 landing and the Bounder 
had been conspicuous by her absence. Melons was 
waiting, cane in hand, when Bernadette sneaked into 
the study. The Bounder went into the bathroom and 
changed into her jimjams without needing to be 
instructed. 

 
Following a sumptuous supper of several dozen 

fresh oysters, a bottle of Dom and a passionate bone-
rattling session in the back of a chauffeur driven 
stretch limousine six on the silks was a bit of a 
downer for Bernadette. Even the tough as nails 
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Bounder was not immune to the effects of having her 
backside sliced and diced by a consummate pro. 

“So how was it?” Melanie asked Bernadette in 
the morning when they were post-processing the 
thrashing. 

“Oh you’re hot, Melons,” said the Bounder 
admiringly, “in fact last night you were fucking 
sizzling!” 
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Sooner or Later? 

 
 
At Woodys the inmates were sometimes 

confronted with curious dilemmas. On Saturday 
morning Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash were shown 
red cards and ejected from the recreation area for 
excessive goofing. The duty grubby was dispatched to 
inform Debs that the two miscreants were waiting 
outside the library. 

 
“Miss Morton is indisposed,” Lady Derby 

informed Heidi and the Lash. “She has a hectic 
schedule today and is busy with a tennis pro having 
her grips resized but she has a couple of openings in 
her diary. What time would you care to be swished?” 

 
There was never a particularly favored time of 

day to be swished. An early morning slippering from 
Katie Beck or six of the best for being chucked out of 
assembly made for a long and uncomfortable day 
wriggling and squirming on the hard seats of the 
lecture halls. A late night beating from the Dorm 
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Raider would result in an uncomfortable and often 
sleepless night.  

Claire Brooks had a theory. “At school we were 
generally swished at six o’clock in the afternoon. At 
that time we had finished our lessons and completed 
our private study work so a sore and stripy bum 
wasn’t a distraction from anything important. The first 
few hours of the aftermath following a swishing are 
the worst so by the time we were locked down for the 
night at nine o’clock we were sufficiently cooled down 
to at least have a chance of getting some shuteye. 
The six o’clock swishings were designed to minimize 
distraction from the curriculum and to maximize our 
discomfort during free-time. I suppose you could call 
them swishings of convenience.” 

 
The “is sooner better than later?” question is 

widely debated on the www.woodettes.com web-site. 
While some of the inmates favor keeping the longest 
time and distance between the cane and their 
bumbags the majority subscribe to the “let’s get it 
over with’’, philosophy. They reason that spending 
hours contemplating a beating is unproductive and 
introduces unnecessary stress into an already 
disagreeable process. 

Heidi and Linda were aligned the latter school 
of thought and asked Derby to make the earliest 
possible appointment. 

 
“I’ve scheduled them in for one thirty,” 

reported Derby. “I figured that would give you time to 
shower and change while I prepare you a light lunch. 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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After you have beaten them you’ll still have time for a 
short power-nap before your next training session.” 

Deborah couldn’t keep herself from smiling. It 
was not that she had any desire to repair to the 
library for no other reason than to beat the bumbags 
of two women she considered personal friends, but 
Lady Derby’s efficiency never ceased to amaze her. 

“You are quite extraordinary,” she laughed. 
 
“You are quite extraordinary,” said Heidi 

Alexander quite sincerely. “Aside from the Grand 
Master I don’t think of anybody can add that extra bit 
of fizz you seem to manage. Maybe it’s because I was 
beaten yesterday and might have a slight case of the 
residuals but that was probably straight ten’s for 
artistic content, style and heat factor.”  

Deborah blushed. “I’m sorry, I’ve probably hit 
a thousand tennis balls this morning, my eye must 
have been in,” she apologized. 

“Poor fucking tennis balls,” giggled Linda Ash. 
She winked at Heidi. “Maybe we should have waited?” 

“Seems like sooner is not always better than 
later,” agreed Heidi. 

 
Deborah spent another hour on the tennis 

court before she had to cut along to the Wart’s Lair to 
give her daily update regarding House Business. It 
was a predictably disagreeable experience. Both Heidi 
and Linda were members of the Red House and 
although their beatings had no relation to matters 
associated with the house the Wart did her best to 
coerce a whop by whop account out of Debs. When 
the House Captain refused to be drawn the Wart 
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petulantly informed her that, “I am seriously 
considering beating you Morton.” 

Debs merely nodded. “You were considering 
beating me yesterday Ma’am and the day before that 
as I recall but you didn’t and I very much doubt you 
will today. Now if we’re finished I will take my leave.” 

“I don’t like you Morton,” said the Wart nastily. 
“Yes Ma’am, you have told me that on several 

occasions,” said Debs, “I rather think I get the 
picture.” She turned on her heel and closed the door 
behind her. She sighed. 

It was a ridiculous ritual. Every day she was 
required to report to the lair ostensibly to plan 
strategy for the house to maintain its advantage in 
retaining the Merit Award trophy but the Wart had 
little interest in such trivialities and preferred to use 
the time to attempt to provoke Deborah.  

“If you dislike me so much why don’t you let 
me step aside and find a replacement?” Debs had 
once asked after the Wart had served up a 
particularly unsavory ration of tongue pie. 

The Wart had just chuckled. “You don’t get off 
that easily,” she snorted. So every afternoon Deborah 
was forced to endure a disagreeable tongue lashing 
and the routine, but, hollow threats from the Mistress 
of the House that she was considering bending her 
over. 
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Bend Over and Touch Them 

 
 
The Wart jabbed Debs in the chest with the tip 

of her cane. “Bend over and touch them,” she 
ordered.  

“You intend to cane me?” asked Debs evenly. 
Ms Wharton glared at the House Captain. “Of 

course I intend to cane you Morton, why else would 
you be touching your toes? I have every authority to 
cane you,” she spluttered. 

Deborah folded her arms across her chest. She 
showed little inclination towards bending over. 

 “Yes Ma’am, and I respect that authority,” said 
Deborah politely. “If memory serves me correctly you 
have exercised that authority on at least a dozen 
occasions in the past and I have always touched them 
without question. However, before I bend over I’d like 
to clarify something.” 

“Clarify? What the devil is there to clarify?” 
raged the Wart. “Now remove your blazer this instant 
and bend over and touch them. I intend to thrash you 
so hard you won’t sit down for a week.”  
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Debs continued to show little inclination to 
comply. “Well first Ma’am I would just like to clarify 
why I am being caned on this occasion. I know it 
might sound petty but when I’m touching my toes I 
find it a little comforting to know why I’m being 
whopped.” 

“I am going to beat you for gross impertinence 
and chronic disobedience,” shouted the Wart. 

“Oh,” said Debs. “Then in that case I feel 
obliged to decline your offer.” 

The Wart looked astonished. “Are you joking, 
Morton?” she shouted. 

“No Ma’am,” said Debs soberly. “I’m not 
joking. I take the business of being caned very 
seriously. I would like to invoke my right to appeal 
your decision.” 

The Wart gaped at Deborah incredulously. 
“If the Grand Master agrees with you that I 

deserve to be licked then you have my assurance that 
I will bend over and touch them without complaint,” 
said Deborah coolly. “And look on the bright side 
Ma’am, then you’ll have the opportunity to give me a 
Double Berkeley and I’m sure you’d enjoy that.” 

“Oh,” was all the Wart could think of offering 
as a response. 

 
The day had started pleasantly enough. On 

Sunday’s the inmates were allowed the luxury of a lie-
in. The previous evening Debs had attended the first 
feast of the new term and had been delighted that 
she had not been called upon to actively participate in 
the after-dinner entertainments. Following the 
revelries Debs had repaired to the library where she 
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had caned Spanky, Christy and Lady Derby. They had 
shared a bottle of King Krug and it had been almost 
two o’clock before she climbed into her scratch. 

As usual Derby had woken her with a cup of 
fresh coffee. 

“I have an automatic coffee-maker,” Debs 
laughed. “There is no reason for you to get up early 
just to make me coffee.” She knew it was pointless. 
Derby just ignored her and proceeded to lay out Debs 
clobber. 

Debs sipped her coffee and watched her 
grubby earnestly going about her business.  

“So how was it?” she asked. 
Derby grinned. “Excellent Ma’am, you were in 

fine form, the closer nearly lifted me out of my shoes. 
I’m still simmering nicely.” 

Debs rolled her eyes. “You’re bonkers,” she 
smiled, “but beautifully bonkers.” 

Derby seemed to like that and began to whistle 
while she worked. 

 
Debs spent a satisfactory hour with the tennis 

pro. The previous day he had hooked her up to all 
kinds of high-tech gizmos and compiled analytical 
data. She was delighted to discover that she had 
added over five per-cent power to both her forehand 
and backhand strokes in the past few months without 
sacrificing a single per-cent of her legendary 
accuracy. 

 
After lunch she retired to her study hoping for 

a quiet afternoon. The hockey team had a match at a 
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local club and many of the inmates were off campus 
to offer support. She settled in at her computer. 

During the Christmas furlough she had 
communicated extensively with Susan Lawton, the 
former Grand Dame at the facility. Ms Lawton had 
agreed to give Debs access to some of her private 
papers and Deborah was keen to incorporate the 
information into her magnum opus, “Waiting to be 
caned, A History of Woodys.” 

She was poring over the transcripts from the 
former Beak when her phone rang and her peaceful 
day abruptly took a new direction. 
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A Matter of Principle 

 
 
Derby was the first caller. “Just to give you a 

heads up, Ma’am,” said her grubby. “Michelle Morgan 
just got red carded out of the game. It was totally 
bogus. Ginger has been playing a blinder. She’s 
already scored a hat-trick and two of the Oaks players 
just crocked her. They were about to stick the boot in 
so Michelle beaned one of them with her hockey stick 
and got ejected.” 

Charlie Johnson, the duty monitor who had 
travelled with the team, was next. “We’ve got a bit of 
a situation,” she told Debs. “Michelle Morgan’s been 
chucked out of the game. It’s totally bogus. The 
umpires are complete crooks.” 

Debs had barely closed her cell-phone before 
she received a summons to cut along sharpish to the 
Wart’s lair. 

“Oh good grief,” Debs muttered as she pulled 
on her blazer. 

 
“It’s an outrage,” screamed the Wart. “Morgan 

is a complete thug. As soon as she returns to the 
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facility you will make the necessary preparations for a 
Formal House Beating.” She thrust an official looking 
document at Debs. “Sign this.” 

Deborah looked down at the paper and then 
looked up at the Mistress of the House. She 
suspected that the Wart had already started on the 
tequila slammers. Robin Wharton was an 
unpredictable cove at the best of times and she could 
be borderline psychotic when she was snarked up on 
cactus juice.  

“I suggest that might be a little hasty Ma’am,” 
Debs said cautiously. “I think we should wait for the 
team to return and review our options.” 

“Options? What do you mean options,” snarled 
the Wart. “It’s an open and shut case. I have already 
spoken on the phone with the umpires; Morgan 
beaned an opponent with a wooden stick. Now sign 
the paper and make the preparations. I need to 
apprise the Grand Master of the situation.” 

“Ma’am, I don’t have the authority to authorize 
a Formal House Beating even if I thought that Morgan 
deserved one,” said Debs. “She has the right of 
representation and a hearing before the House 
Council.”  

“I am Mistress of the House and I can 
authorize what I want,” said the Wart imperiously. 

Deborah felt her heart rate increasing. Best as 
she could tell Robin Wharton was a little shaky but 
she was still vaguely compos mentis. She took a deep 
breath. 

“Ma’am, I’m not sure you can,” she said as 
politely as she could muster and braced herself for 
the response.  
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It was predictably disagreeable. The Wart blew 
a gasket and unleashed a venomous tirade at 
Deborah. Debs did her best not to recoil under the 
potency of the Wart’s tequila breath. She braced 
herself and pushed her face up close to the Dame’s. 

“Ma’am,” she said firmly, “I insist that we 
follow the House protocols.” 

To her amazement the Wart staggered across 
the room and snatched up a cane from an umbrella 
stand and waved it at her. The Dame jabbed Debs in 
the chest with the long stick and instructed her to 
bend over and touch them. 

 
Debs waited outside the Grand Master’s office 

anxiously. He had elected to interview them 
independently and had given her the opportunity to 
give her version of events first. He had listened 
intently with his elbows on his desk and his chin 
resting in his hands. His face had been impassive and 
inscrutable. When she had finished he had thanked 
her and asked her to step outside. Deborah felt that 
she had presented her side of the story 
dispassionately and honestly, however, she felt 
certain that the Wart was inside telling him a stream 
of porkies.  

 
After a decade and a half of spending 

considerable time with her arse higher than her head 
Deborah had learned to take a pragmatic approach to 
the cane. There were occasions when she had felt 
that she had been unlucky to be whopped but there 
were many more occasions when she knew her 
misbehavior had warranted whops but somehow her 
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bumbags had escaped unscathed. Even during the 
steamy days of Operation Scorched Arse when she 
was being ruthlessly targeted by the Radical Right 
and the SS she had never lodged an appeal. Although 
considering her status as Public Enemy Number One 
and Ms Lawton’s personal bête noire appeals might 
have proved to be a dodgy proposition in any case. 

Even her whop-hardened chums Jojo, Nixdown 
and Rosemary had encouraged her to file a formal 
complaint against the demented Music Dame, Ms 
Whitton, but she feared that the incident of the 
Fabulous Fart would be leaked to the skank sheets 
and she preferred to endure the reign of terror than 
rather endure the humiliation of another trashing by 
the gutter press. 

However, on this occasion she felt compelled 
to invoke her right of appeal as a matter of principle. 
It was not only her own bumbags that were at stake. 
The idea of subjecting Michelle Morgan to the 
indignities of a Formal House Beating was abhorrent 
to her. She looked down at her watch. For once she 
was being allowed to stand on the landing without 
assuming the pose of nose and toes. The Wart had 
been inside the Grand Master’s office for more than 
ten minutes. Debs assumed that she must be telling 
porkies on a biblical scale. 

 
 



 

 

19 

 
Misinterpreted Intentions 

 
 
“Morton is being purposefully disingenuous,” 

the Wart told Mr Humphries. “My displeasure with her 
bore no relation to her insistence that we convene an 
assembly of the House Council, it was her impertinent 
and discourteous manner that I took umbrage with. 
Besides I believe she misinterpreted my intentions.” 

“She says that you jabbed her in the chest with 
a cane and told her to bend over and touch her toes,” 
pointed out Mr Humphries. “I find it hard to see 
where she might have had much room for 
misinterpretation.” 

“I was speaking metaphorically,” explained the 
Wart. “I didn’t expect her to take me seriously.” 

Mr Humphries nodded his head slowly. “I see,” 
he said thoughtfully. “I’m glad we have cleared that 
up. Now perhaps we should focus on the Morgan 
situation.” 

 
Patty and Katie listened sympathetically. The 

Wart was weeping into her tequila. “I esclaped bleing 
whopped by the shilk of my bumbags,” she wailed. 
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“We should be shelabrating a Formal Houshe 
Bleating. It’s intolable!” 

“Intolerable!” agreed Patty. “Michelle Morgan is 
a thug of the first order and deserved to be beaten 
within an inch of her life. This just confirms how 
imperative it is that we proceed with the ‘Get Morton’ 
offensive with all haste.” 

“Shglet Smorton,” agreed the Wart. 
“I suggest we retire to my apartment,” said 

Patty. “I have something to show you that might 
make you feel a little better.” She snapped her fingers 
at the barman. “Give me two bottles of your finest 
Pinot Noir and put them on Ms Wharton’s tab,” she 
commanded. “Come on Warty-one there is fun to be 
had.” 

 
“I can’t thank you enough for standing up for 

me,” said Michelle. “I know you risked your bumbags 
for me.” 

Debs hugged her. “You’re very welcome but 
don’t thank me thank Mr Humphries.” Debs grinned at 
Jojo. “Your man is quite the master politician. He 
turned a very ugly situation on its head and before 
she knew it the Wart was on the ropes.” 

Jojo giggled. 
“I hope that I haven’t made trouble for you 

Miss Morton,” Michelle said earnestly. 
Debs grimaced. “Sometimes I just feel that the 

target on my bumbags just keeps getting bigger.” 
 
Patty retrieved her mannequin from the closet 

and positioned it so it was bent over the arm of the 
sofa in her apartment. 
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“What are shose?” asked the Wart. 
“They are a pair of Morton’s bumbags that 

happened to come into my possession,” cackled 
Patty. 

“You shtole her bumbagsh?” squealed Ms 
Wharton. 

“They were appropriated as a legitimate tariff 
in return for my services when I was forced to grub 
for her,” said Patty. 

She crossed the room and collected one of her 
wye-tipped canes and handed it to the Wart. “Give 
them a dozen or so whacks and I think you’ll feel so 
much better.” 

 
The Wart was feeling a little better. The sight 

of the navy blue gossamer clinging to Rosemary 
Booker’s curvaceous rear end was enough to make 
her salivate. 

Robin Wharton had awoken with a raging 
hangover and had started the day on her hands and 
knees paying homage at the porcelain altar. 

She had made her way to the assembly hall. 
She had glared at Deborah. When the Red-shirt 
winked at her the Wart had felt quite bilious and had 
been forced to take her leave. 

Morning lectures had been a chore. She had 
abandoned any pretext of teaching and set the 
inmates tedious assignments while she sat at the 
front of the room with her head palpitating in her 
hands. At lunchtime she had returned to her 
apartment for a few liveners and began to feel slightly 
better. 
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Her first lecture of the afternoon was 
conducted in the Elite chamber where she promptly 
showed Deborah a yellow card apropos of nothing. 
Debs was considerably miffed to have her first card of 
the new term on the record but doubted the Dame 
had any intention of taking the matter further so she 
just rolled her eyes and carried on setting out her 
books.  

 
The Wart was a bully and a coward. It had 

occurred to her that it would be somewhat rash to 
start slashing away at Debs bumbags without good 
reason but she was delighted when the opportunity 
arose to indulge herself in the next best thing. 

“Bend over, Booker,” she instructed Rosemary 
as she snatched down her cane. “I intend to make 
sure you won’t be sitting comfortably for some time 
to come.”   

 
 



 

 

20 

 
The Wart Takes a Mulligan 

 
 
Rosemary Booker put the pea-shooter down on 

the lid of her desk. Bleakly she stood up and peeled 
off her red prefect’s blazer and hung it over the back 
of her chair. She stepped into the aisle and 
approached the front of the lecture room. 

 
Pea-shooting was generally inadvisable during 

lectures but at lunch-time Rosemary had received a 
package containing a seventeen centimeter long 
vintage tinplate shooter that she had acquired at an 
on-line auction. The literature that accompanied it 
promised improved power and accuracy up to six 
yards. She was keen to try it out. 

Jojo was seated several desks away from 
Rosemary and was ideally situated for the trial run. 
She waited patiently for the Wart to turn her back 
and lifted the shooter to her lips. Disappointingly her 
first shot appeared to lose direction early in its flight. 
She scowled and put another pea in her mouth. She 
took aim and was preparing for launch when she 
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heard her name being screamed at the top of the 
Wart’s lungs. She sighed. 

 
Reluctantly Rosemary Booker bent forward at 

the waist and reached down until her fingers were 
balanced on the tips of her toes. Her heart was 
pounding uncomfortably.  

As usual the Wart had considered it necessary 
to go into nauseatingly graphic detail regarding her 
plans for Rosemary’s bumbags before bending her 
over. It had not made for cheery listening. 

 
Rosemary stared bleakly down at the wooden 

floor of the lecture room and slowly let out her breath 
in a long gasp. The opener had absolutely sizzled. 
There was no question that this did not bode well for 
her bumbags. Historically being caned by the Wart 
could be a hit or miss affair but recently Patty had 
been taking her down to the practice range and 
giving her some advice. She had slowed down her 
delivery and took deep breathes between strokes. Her 
performance had improved dramatically. 

As a whop-weary veteran Rosemary knew that 
the Wart would be buoyed by the spectacular success 
of the opening stroke and would be brimming with 
confidence and enthusiasm. Rosemary cringed as she 
heard the ominous whistle of the cane slicing through 
the air for a second time and then all hell let loose in 
her bumbags. 

 
Rosemary’s chums watched gloomily. The Wart 

was laying it on thick and their hapless buddy was 
clearly having difficulty maintaining position. Her 
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knees buckled as each explosive crack rebounded off 
her tautened navy blues. Rosemary was struggling 
desperately to keep her fingers glued to the tips of 
her toes. Rosemary was a voluptuous creature and 
not ideally designed for touching her toes for 
extended periods but it was imperative that she didn’t 
jerk her fingers. The Wart loved to take advantage of 
the protocols regarding the ‘Politics of Jerking’. 
According to the small print, in the event that the 
victim’s fingers left the leather of her shoes the stroke 
could be discounted. The protocol was rarely invoked 
by any but the cruelest of the Dames but 
unfortunately the Wart fitted into that category. 

 
Rosemary was hissing with consternation. They 

were five strokes in and the Wart was taking a 
breather and contemplating her closing strategy.  

The Wart tapped the tip of cane on the back of 
Rosemary’s cranium. 

“Head down as far as possible and don’t move 
a muscle,” she nastily. “I’m going to slice you.” 

 
It is generally accepted that the five-bar gate is 

the perfect finish to a world-class whopping. The 
diagonal delivery joins up the stripes and brings the 
caning to an eye-watering, teeth-chattering, nerve-
jangling crescendo. Ms Lawton, who was an expert in 
such matters, never deviated from the five-bar gate 
technique and claimed that the intersecting stripes 
prolonged the painful aftermath by several valuable 
hours. 
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However, occasionally, if the Dames were 
feeling particularly fancy they would jazz the 
proceedings up by closing with a bacon slicer.  

The fine art of slicing is a highly specialized 
technique and requires considerable skill, control and 
accuracy. The cane is brought down through the 
vertical plain and only makes the barest contact. 
However the effect is momentarily devastating as the 
victim feels like a slice of her buttocks has been 
shaved off. Although it does not have the long-term 
qualities of the five-bar gate closer many respected 
authority’s in such matters regard the fleeting 
moment of impact as one of the most alarming 
sensations imaginable. 

 
The tension in the room was palpable. The 

Wart was taking deep breaths and steadying her 
nerves. Poor Rosemary was bent in half, her head 
between her arms, her calves aching and her 
throbbing backside sitting up proud. 

Robin Wharton slashed the cane downwards. 
 
Nixdown, Jojo and Debs were out of their 

seats. “You missed,” they chorused angrily, “beating 
over!” 

“Silence, silence in the room,” snapped the 
Wart. “Stay down Booker. I’m taking a Mulligan and if 
you don’t like it look it up in the protocols.” 

 
“She took a fucking Mulligan,” yelled Suzy, 

pointing at the CCTV. “Is that legal?” 
Ellen Millar raised her eyebrows. “A Mulligan? 

Who ever heard of such a thing?” 
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21 

 
The Patty Protocols 

 
 
“The protocols are specific,” insisted the Wart. 

“I’m obliged to take a Mulligan if she moves. Booker 
clearly clenched her buttocks to make me miss.” 

Mr Humphries looked curious. “I’ve searched 
the database and there is no reference to Mulligan’s 
as far as I can tell.” 

“It’s a protocol addendum, Sir,” said the Wart. 
“The search engine may not recognize the key word, 
but if you type in the Whitton versus Morton ruling 
you’ll find the case notes. The addendum is attached. 
I’m sure you’ll see that my decision satisfies all the 
Mulligan criteria.” 

 
Deborah blushed furiously. 
“I’m sorry Sir but every time there’s a 

controversy I seem to be involved,” she said. 
The Grand Master offered her a seat and a 

glass of chardonnay. “You’re not in any trouble,” he 
told her. “I’m just trying to get to the bottom of this. I 
don’t want to make any rash or hasty judgments; I 
just need to understand the facts.” 
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Deborah nodded. She took a deep breath. 
“It was during Operation Scorched Arse, Sir,” 

she explained. “As you know I had been designated 
Public Enemy Number One and it was pretty well 
open season on my bumbags. One Saturday morning 
Ms Whitton thought it would be a jolly jape to bend 
me over the piano stool and beat me in front of the 
whole orchestra.” She sighed. “I can’t remember what 
excuse she used but there was nothing I could do but 
bend over and suck it up. She liked to finish up by 
slicing me. She was really pretty good and strictly 
enforced the no jerking protocol,” she grimaced. “On 
quite a few occasions I ended up getting a couple 
extra for jerking up, but this time she missed. She 
was pissed but there were too many witnesses so she 
had to let me go. She made me stand on a chair with 
my hands on my head for the rest of the practice.” 

Debs sipped her wine. The Grand Master was 
listening intently. As usual his face was an inscrutable 
mask. She sometimes wondered whether he had any 
eastern blood in his ancestry. 

“A few hours later I was summoned to the 
music room,” she continued. “Ms Whitton informed 
me that she was taking a Mulligan under a new 
amendment to the slicing protocols. She told me to 
touch my toes and sliced me. She got me good and I 
jerked so she gave me another.” She blushed again. 
“They’re known as the ‘Morton Amendments’. There 
are quite a few of them.” 

The Grand Master raised an eyebrow. “It 
seems you had a very tough time during Operation 
Scorched Arse,” he observed. 
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“We all had a tough time during Operation 
Scorched Arse,” said Debs.  

 “Why does the Mulligan amendment not 
appear in the central database?” asked the Grand 
Master. 

“Patty said that as long as the amendment 
contained a cross-reference that would be sufficient,” 
replied Katie. 

“What does Patty have to do with this?” asked 
Mr Humphries. 

“She approved the amendment while Ms 
Lawton was off-site,” Katie told the Grand Master.  

“But surely Ms Lawton had to sign the 
amendment?” asked Mr Humphries. 

“No Sir, it was one of the Patty Protocols,” said 
Katie. 

“Oh good grief,” said the Grand Master. 
 
“Lemme go you fucking lunatic,” squealed 

Katie as Patty dumped her face downwards across 
her lap. “What do you think you’re doing?” 

Katie had been taken by surprise when Patty 
had marched into her office, grabbed her by the ear, 
yanked her out of her chair and marched her across 
to the large laundry chest. 

Patty dragged back the skirt of Katie’s white 
overall and roughly dispatched with her bumbags. 

“You treacherous little vixen,” Patty fumed, 
slapping her hand down as hard as she could against 
Katie’s naked flesh.  

“Lemme go, I tell you,” squealed Katie. “Have 
you lost your fucking mind?” 
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“The Grand Master’s been all over me like a 
badly cut suit,” screamed Patty and slammed her 
palm downwards. 

Katie kicked and writhed. She tried to escape 
but Patty twisted her arm back behind her and 
continued to bombard her backside with a barrage of 
spanks. 

 
The Grand Master grinned to himself. The 

sound of a hand slapping down against naked flesh 
emanating from the next room was unmistakable. He 
liked nothing better than to generate a little discord 
amongst the Radical Right. 

He hit the speaker-phone. “Suzy, would you be 
so kind as to upload the Mulligan tape I’d like to 
review it?” 

“Yes Sir,” said Ms Scott. “I’ll upload it to your 
personal folder immediately.” 

 
 



 

 

22 

 
Not Morton! 

 
 
The Wart buckled at the knees, gurgling and 

spluttering. “It’s not fair,” she wailed. “I showed you 
the protocol; I was obligated to take a Mulligan.” 

“I have read the Whitton versus Morton case 
notes as you suggested,” said the Grand Master, “and 
I have interviewed Miss Morton. According to Ms 
Whitton’s application Miss Morton clenched her 
buttock muscles causing her backside to retract thus 
avoiding the violin bow to fail to make the intended 
contact. She strongly denies this.” 

“She would,” muttered the Wart. 
“Nonetheless the protocol is clear and you 

claim that Miss Booker was also guilty of buttock 
clenching causing you to miss your slice,” Mr 
Humphries continued. 

“She did,” nodded the Wart. “As soon as I 
started my stroke she went into a defensive clench.” 

“High-definition video is a wonderful thing,” 
mused the Grand Master. “May I suggest we watch 
the tape of the incident?” 
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Robin Wharton looked unenthusiastic at the 
suggestion. The Grand Master pointed a remote 
control at a flat screen plasma monitor on the wall of 
his study.  

 
“Come along Warty,” grinned Cat Cassidy. It 

would be rude to keep everyone waiting.” 
“Are you going to come quietly or am I going 

to have to collar you?” asked Lady Victoria. 
The Wart looked nauseous. She was shoe-

horned into a gymslip. She had been forced to 
acquire it several months earlier but over the yuletide 
season she had indulged copiously of the fattened 
goose and the garment was severely challenged by 
her colossal girth. Tears were rolling down her 
cheeks. 

Cat swung open the door of the Dame’s 
apartment. “It’s your choice Warty-one,” she smiled. 

 
The inmates watched intently. The Wart looked 

as if she had been weeping. Her eyes were red 
rimmed and her nose shiny. Despite her predilection 
for imparting pain the Wart had regularly 
demonstrated that she was not in the least bit partial 
to being on the receiving end. 

 
Rosemary and Debs had spent the past hour 

down at the practice range.  
“I don’t think I can do this,” said Rosemary. 
“Of course you can,” encouraged Deborah. 

“Just think of all the times she’s whapped the crap 
out of you. It’ll help.” 
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Rosemary shook her head. “Please Debs can’t 
you stand in for me. You whop gals every day. I’ll just 
make a fool of myself.” 

Deborah sighed. “I’m not sure that would be 
such a good idea considering that after yesterday I 
am number one on her shit-list.” 

Rosemary looked forlorn. “Please Debs,” she 
begged. 

 
“Nooooooooo!” squealed the Wart. “Not 

Morton!” 
The Grand Master shrugged. “Miss Booker is 

perfectly within her rights to appoint Miss Morton as 
her alternate. You know the alternative. Now I 
suggest that you either bend over the back of the 
chair or otherwise return to your apartment and pack 
your belongings and stop wasting everybody’s time.” 

Robin Wharton looked as if she might faint. 
She gaped imploringly at the Grand Master. He stared 
back at her impassively. 

 
Deborah tapped the cane down on the vast 

expanse of navy blue gossamer stretched across the 
Wart’s over-sized rear end.  

She wondered how she had allowed Rosemary 
to persuade her to put herself in this situation. She 
was in no doubt that her veto of the formal house 
beating had further poisoned her already precarious 
relationship with the Mistress of the Red House. She 
doubted that whopping the bejaysus out of her was 
likely to improve matters.  

Although Deborah’s status as Red-shirt offered 
her some limited protection she was still an inmate 
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with twenty-five long weeks of her sentence 
remaining. There was bound to be payback. 

Nonetheless she brought her arm back and 
sliced the cane through the air with impressive power. 
The Wart threw her head back and wailed. 

 



 

 

23 

 
The Wailing Wart 

 
 
Robin Wharton was not taking her licking 

quietly. She screamed and squawked at every stroke. 
She writhed and wriggled her gargantuan rump and 
almost took a tumble trying to jump up.  

The Woody gals giggled. It was a muffish and 
shabby performance by the evil Dame and they 
waited in breathless anticipation for the Grand Finale. 

 
 Deborah stepped over and pointed her cane to 

the center of the stage. “Go over there, roll down 
your bumbags and touch your toes.” 

“My bumbags!” screeched the Wart, “are you 
fucking barking? You’re not going to slice me on the 
bare.” 

“New rules for Mulligan’s,” said Debs, “didn’t 
you get a copy of the amendment?” 

The Wart scowled. “You fucking be-yotch!” 
Debs just smiled. “Shall we?” 
 
The Wart was not a fit woman; she smoked 

heavily, enjoyed her tucker and drank like a fish. 
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Touching her toes with her legs perfectly straight was 
not an easy operation. Her calf and thigh muscles felt 
as if they may snap. 

Thoughtfully Deborah left her straining to stay 
in position for almost a full minute before she stepped 
forward and turned back the hem of the GeoDame’s 
gymslip. The Wart was making gurgling sounds and 
Debs suspected that she might well be sobbing. 

 
In the hushed atmosphere of the assembly hall 

Deborah took a deep breath and raised her right arm 
and brought it down swiping. Even for an artiste as 
skilled with a cane as Debs Morton consistently 
delivering perfect bacon slicers was a challenge. The 
cane sliced through the air with a high pitched 
whistle. Considering her un-athletic predisposition the 
Wart’s leap in the air was impressive. 

“Holy fuck,” she howled as she sprung 
upwards. When she landed on terra firma her 
bumbags, which were concertinaed around her 
ankles, caused her to stumble over into an inelegant 
heap on the floor. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” chorused the Woody 
gals. 

Debs felt comfortable she had hit a winner. 
Nonetheless she stared down in confusion at the 
blubbering Wart who was rolling around on the floor 
of the stage with her hands clasped to her tortured 
nates. Deborah knew as well as anybody that a well 
delivered bacon slicer could be excruciatingly painful 
but even so the Warts anguished reaction seemed a 
little theatrical. She looked askance at the Grand 
Master. Theoretically, according to the protocols, Ms 
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Wharton had jerked and therefore the slice didn’t 
count. 

Mr Humphries walked over with his hands in 
his pockets, “Cease those ridiculous noises,” he told 
the sobbing Dame. “Pull yourself together. I’ve never 
seen such nonsense in all my puff.” 

Ms Wharton appeared not to have heard him 
and continued moaning and groaning.  

 
The inmates were clapping and whooping and 

stamping their feet on the floor of the hall. The Wart 
continued to flounder on the floor and wail and rub 
her arse furiously. 

“Grand Master, let’s just leave her to crawl 
back into her Warthole,” suggested Debs uncertainly, 
“I don’t think she’ll be taking many more Mulligan’s in 
the future.” 

The Grand Master just shrugged and grinned. 
“Bounder, roll out a crate of champagne on every 
landing, drinks are on the house,” he said cheerfully. 

The Woody gals whooped and cheered 
enthusiastically. 

 
The video file of the Wart’s less than stellar 

performance was popular viewing on the GalGab web 
site. Even Patty was amused by her cohort making a 
spectacle of herself and joshed her mercilessly in the 
saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 

“It fucking hurt,” the Wart wailed. “I really 
thought she’d taken the skin off my arse.” 

“You’re such a muff Warty,” Patty taunted, 
“one little bacon slicer and you’re squealing like a 
stuck pig.” 
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The Wart pouted. “You might be squealing 
tomorrow,” she said darkly. 

Patty raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?” 
“Katie says that she’s going to leak the Patty 

hit-lists to the Grand Master,” she told Ms Hodge.  
Patty narrowed her eyes. “What the fuck are 

you talking about? The lists were deleted from the 
server every night,” she snarled. 

“I think Katie might have kept a copy,” said the 
Wart. “I don’t think she’s taken kindly to being 
spanked Patricia. She seems quite miffed.” 

“Oh that pathetic little be-yotch,” growled 
Patty. She swallowed down her drink and stomped 
out of the bar. She needed time to think. She was 
furious. The last thing she needed was Mr Humphries 
nosing around in her lurid past. Patty called a cab and 
hurried back to the facility to initiate an urgent 
program of damage limitation. 

 
 



 

 

24 

 
The Patty Hit-Lists 

 
 
Katie Beck was planning her program for world 

domination. She tapped on the door of the Grand 
Master’s office. 

“My reports and the work orders are all up to 
date, Sir,” she told him, “so I wondered if you’d mind 
if I went into town for a few hours. I have scheduled 
an audit of the local clobber haberdasheries just to 
ensure that they are maintaining our quality 
standards. I might even get myself kitted out with 
some new clobber, just in case I need it in the 
future.” 

“Why so?” asked the Grand Master. “Are you 
planning on getting up to more of your mischief?” 

“Oh no Sir,” Katie said hurriedly. “It’s just that 
in the past there have been some misunderstandings 
over my motives. It’s best to be prepared for all 
eventualities don’t you think?” 

The Grand Master smiled. “Cut along, Katie, 
and do your best to keep out of trouble.” 
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Katie selected a quiet bar that she had noticed 
that was used by several local businessmen to work 
on their laptops. She felt comfortable that she 
wouldn’t attract attention to herself. She slid the jump 
drive into her computer and pulled up a list of files. 
She grinned to herself.  

 
Katie’s recent excursion across Patty’s knee 

had been the final straw. Although Patty was 
unquestionably architect and founder of both the 
Radical Right and the SS, Katie now viewed her as a 
spent force.  

In the past, Patty’s plots and conspiracies had 
always been well thought out and implemented with 
military precision. But recently her behavior had 
become erratic and unpredictable. To have the 
audacity to spank her most faithful lieutenant was a 
clear sign that she was demented.  

Katie was determined to protect the sanctity of 
the Radical Right under any circumstances and it 
would be Patty’s turn to be a pawn.  

 
Katie reread the copious emails thoughtfully. 

They made interesting reading and were a testament 
to Patty’s heinous mind and her ruthless abuse of 
power during the steamy days of Operation Scorched 
Arse. Katie was forced to acknowledge how ruthlessly 
efficient Patty had been in her heyday.  

Patty had issued daily hit lists giving precise 
instructions to her subordinates, listing the targets, 
detailing how the plays should go down, the 
humiliating practices to be used, the manner in which 
the punishments would be delivered and, most 
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importantly, the way the thrashings should be written 
up to avoid attracting attention. 

 
Patty was a statistical analysis genius and she 

had developed software that ensured that the 
beatings delivered in accordance with her hit-lists 
would appear random and legitimate. Her statistical 
profiling had resulted in several hundred undeserved 
beatings during the year of Operation Scorched Arse. 

 
Of course Katie had benefited from Patty’s 

Machiavellian connivances. When Ms Lawton was off-
campus Patty had signed off on amendments to the 
Politics of Clobber that made it hard for even the 
most clobber proud inmates to avoid an occasional 
slippering. The more clobber challenged gals were 
slippered at a record breaking pace. 

Nonetheless, Patty was a mistress politician 
and she had trained her cohorts to write up their 
punishment reports in an innocuous manner, using 
wide and sweeping generalizations and avoiding the 
specifics. 

The recipients of the Patty hit-lists were 
instructed to delete the emails before midnight each 
night so they would have vanished by the time the 
server went into automatic backup mode.  

Katie Beck had dutifully complied with Patty’s 
instructions but unbeknownst to her mentor the unit’s 
matron had secretly kept private back-ups of all of 
Patty’s instructions to the Radical Right and members 
of the SS. She felt certain that Patricia Hodge would 
not wish for any further evidence of her historical 
connivance to be exposed to the Grand Master. 
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Katie Beck finished her drink and closed her 

computer. She called a cab on her cell phone and 
hurried back to the facility to confront Patty with the 
damning evidence. 

 
Patty Hodge was literally gob-smacked. Katie 

had stalked into her apartment without so much as a 
by your leave and promptly slapped her around the 
kisser. 

“Sit down Hodge,” the Matron snarled.  
Patty gaped at Katie. “Have you taken leave of 

your senses,” she spluttered. 
Katie grinned wolfishly. “No Hodge, I am very 

much in control of my faculties. Now sit down and 
allow me to explain the new organization.” 

 
 
 



 

 

25 

 
The Ungrateful Worm 

 
 
Patty Hodge’s bumbags were twitching 

uncontrollably as she read the sample files Katie had 
kindly printed out for her. 

“I gave strict instructions for these to be 
deleted,” she wailed. 

“Email management is notoriously lax,” said 
Katie consolingly.  

Patty continued to stare at the files. Her 
instructions to the likes of Yvonne, Janet, the Wart, 
Ms Whitton and Katie were explicit. If Mr Humphries 
got his hands on them there was bound to be a fuss. 

“I’m really sorry I spanked you,” she muttered 
lamely. 

“It’s a bit late for that now,” responded Katie 
abruptly. “I’m standing you down as Commandant; 
I’m taking over with immediate effect.” 

“Are you fucking barking, you little pipsqueak?” 
fumed Patty. “You’re nothing more than a laundry 
administrator.” 

Katie shrugged. “Well, I’m a laundry 
administrator who happens to have certain papers 
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that might be of interest to the Grand Master,” she 
said smugly. 

Patty glowered. “Just because we had a minor 
misunderstanding there is no reason for you to take 
this ridiculous attitude.” 

“A minor misunderstanding?” snapped Katie. 
“You burst into my office and put me over your knee. 
I hardly rank that as a minor misunderstanding.” 

“I’ve already apologized,” retorted Patty. 
“Apologized? You call that an apology, you 

should be down on your knees and kissing my feet,” 
said Katie rather imperiously.  

Patty narrowed her eyes. “I made you, Katie. I 
had you elected as Red-shirt. I’ve spent years feeding 
you bumbags to slipper and this is how you repay 
me?” 

“You’ve treated me as your personal serf is 
what you’ve done all these years,” said Katie bitterly. 
“I’ve done all your dirty work and picked up your bar-
tabs without so much as a please or thank you.” 

“But we’re best friends,” gasped Patty. 
Katie sneered. “You’ve never had a friend in 

your life.” 
 
Patty watched Katie’s retreating back. She was 

reeling with the shock of her former subject’s 
audacity and duplicity. She considered Katie’s threats 
to be an act of high treason. 

Over a decade earlier she had scouted Katie 
and taken her under her wing. Katie Beck had 
preceded Yvonne Godfrey as the most powerful 
female in the Confederacy of Yoofs. She was one of 
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the first young women to be arrested under the newly 
imposed Anti-Ladette laws.  

Patty was immediately impressed by Katie. She 
was charming and ravishingly beautiful and 
surrounded herself with a group of toadying 
sycophants that she treated like serfs. Katie was 
extremely bright and extraordinarily manipulative. She 
unctuously ingratiated herself to the Brass and had no 
qualms about feeding them the bumbags of her 
followers if she could see some personal advantage to 
be gained. 

Patty had been given responsibility as the 
Dame in Charge of the Elite. She cajoled and coerced 
the early Red-shirts to increase their whop-rates. She 
had devised the idea of a Secret Sorority of Serial 
Spankers while she had fulfilled the role of Red-shirt 
at the original Woody School. For a year the gals at 
the school, including Susan Lawton, Ma Morton and 
Ma Brooks, had been subjected to what became 
known as ‘Thrasher Hodge’s Reign of Terror’. She saw 
the Back to School unit as an ideal vehicle to reenact 
that heady twelve months. She had no doubt that 
Katie Beck was capable of helping her accomplish her 
vision and set about ensuring that Katie was installed 
as Red-shirt. 

 
At first Ms Lawton was reticent. A few years 

earlier she had applied to become Katie’s Court 
Appointed Guardian following the death of her 
parents. She was concerned of accusations of 
nepotism. Patty enrolled the lobbying power of her 
cronies on the Radical Right and Susan Lawton 
eventually capitulated. 
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Patty set Katie the target of beating every 

eligible inmate during her first hundred days of office. 
Katie fulfilled her assignment in half the time. 

Katie and Patty were as thick as thieves. Every 
night Katie would call upon the Deputy Grand Dame 
and entertain her with tales of her daily round-up of 
the slew of spankings and canings she had delivered. 
Although smoking and drinking were strictly 
prohibited at the time, Patty would ply the Red-shirt 
with cigarettes and chardonnay.  

When Katie returned to the facility as an 
administrative assistant Patty had sponsored the 
increase in her responsibilities including her control 
over the Politics of Clobber and gaining associated 
slippering rights over the inmates. For years they had 
spent most nights in the saloon bar of the Bunch of 
Grapes regaling each other with the tales of their 
latest devious misadventures. In Patty’s mind Katie 
owed her a lifelong debt of gratitude but now the 
ungrateful worm had turned.  

Patty gnashed her teeth and wrung her hands 
in frustration. 

 
 



 

 

26 

 
Grubby Wart 

 
 
Robin Wharton reported for duty at Rosemary 

Booker’s study. In addition to the public flogging she 
had been sentenced to fourteen days back in clobber 
and the humiliation of having to perform grubbing 
duties for Rosemary. 

 
Rosemary Booker was not a malicious woman 

by nature and was considered to be the resident 
earth mother at the facility. However over the years 
Rosemary’s spectacularly voluptuous rear end had 
proved to be an irresistible temptation to the Wart 
and she had thrashed Rosemary at every opportunity. 
In the early part of her sentence, due to her 
legendary insouciance to the effects of the cane, this 
had not overly troubled Rosie. However, since her 
unfortunate epiphany during the Great Spank-off 
Rosemary had become increasingly ticked off at the 
raids on her bumbags by the sadistic and intolerant 
Dame. 
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Rosemary looked the Wart up and down. “This 
clobber is a complete shambles,” she said sharply. “I 
suggest that after lectures are completed this 
afternoon you repair to the town and get yourself 
kitted out properly. I shall expect you back at the 
facility at six thirty sharp so I can perform a thorough 
inspection.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” said the dejected Wart. 
 
“Why don’t I buy you dinner at Monets?” Patty 

asked Katie charmingly.  
“Why would you do that?” Katie asked 

suspiciously. 
“I’ve been mulling over your proposition,” said 

Patty suavely. “You’ve always been a good chum to 
me and it was unreasonable for me to spank you like 
that and I deserve to be punished. I will inform the 
interested parties that I am standing down as 
Commandant and that in the future you will have full 
authority to establish policy and set direction for the 
organization.” 

Katie slit her eyes. Patty was not well known 
for acts of generosity. Despite her ample wealth she 
had always expected her cohorts to pick up her 
extravagant tabs in restaurants and bars.  

“You’re paying?” asked Katie. 
Patty nodded. “Now why don’t you take a long 

hot bath and I’ll come by and pick you up in an hour.” 
Katie Beck bit her lower lip. “You’re not doing 

this to get me in a corner so that you can try and 
persuade me to cover your bumbags?” 
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“Absolutely not,” Patty assured her. “You go 
and put on your bath robe and I’ll draw you a nice 
bath.” 

“Hmmm,” said Katie, but she went to get 
changed. 

 
Patty waited until Katie was up to her neck in 

bubbles in the tub and then sneaked into the 
bedroom. She slipped open a drawer and extracted a 
pair of Katie’s navy blue gossamer bumbags. She 
stuffed them into her pocket and hurried from the 
apartment. 

 
Patty took down her dummy buttocks and slid 

off the pair of Deborah Morton’s bumbags. She folded 
them neatly and put them away. She took out the 
bumbags she had stolen from Katie’s apartment and 
slipped them over the replica orbs. 

She set the effigy out over the arm of her sofa 
and went back to the cupboard where she kept her 
collection of wye tipped canes. 

Patty prepared herself mentally. She intended 
to nip Katie’s insurrection in the bud but she needed 
time to think. 

Patty Hodge rolled up the sleeve of her blouse 
and then raised the cane high in the air. She brought 
her arm down with all the force she could muster. 

“Get Katie! Get Katie!” she muttered as she 
sliced the stolen bumbags to tatters. 

 
Patty tried not to panic when the Grand Master 

arrived at the restaurant with Jojo on his arm. She 
had not expected to see them so early in the week as 
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they generally only frequented the eatery on 
Thursday and Friday’s. 

“Good evening Patty,” the Grand Master said 
cordially, “evening Katie. I’d invite you to join us but I 
have wedding arrangements to discuss and I fear 
you’d be bored to tears. Enjoy your dinner,” he said 
pleasantly and strolled over to the VIP table that 
Oliver, the chef and owner, always made available 
when he was visiting. 

 
“I wonder what they’re plotting and 

conspiring?” laughed Jojo. 
The Grand Master smiled serenely. “If I was a 

betting man I’d wager that a certain spanking might 
be the subject of discussion.” 

“They didn’t seem too chuffed to see us,” 
grinned Jojo. “Patty is looking really antsy.” 

“Then we should send them another bottle of 
wine,” said Mr Humphries. “So they are forced to stay 
a little longer.” 

“You’re a bad man,” laughed his fiancé. 
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