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Author’s Note 
 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

places and incidents are either the product of the 
author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any 
resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, 
living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

Unit are works of adult fiction based upon the real-life 
fantasy games played by the author, R. Humphries 
and his wife, the inimitable Jojo.  
 

It is the author’s intent to create the Woody 
Back to School Unit as an imaginative world peopled 
with a believable cast and set in familiar surroundings 
within which the readers will become comfortable.  

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

combination of the phraseology derived from writing 
such as the British penny comics from the nineteen 
thirties, current language, slang and idioms, and the 
invented parlance known as Woody Jargon. 

 
As such references to ‘beating’, ‘thrashing’, and 

‘flogging’ have no context to the use or avocation of 
physical violence, with the exception of controlled 
corporal punishment, against the characters of the 
stories. 
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No Slack for Debs 

 
 
With less than thirty-six hours until the unit 

broke up for furlough Deborah Morton received her 
last punishment of the spring term. 

She was bent over a training beam in the 
gymnasium having her flimsy gyms shorts walloped 
with an over-size plimsoll wielded by her good friend 
and tennis coach, Jane Lummell. 

It was a routine affair regarding health and 
safety. Jane Lummell donated considerable time and 
effort to keeping Debs in peak condition for her return 
to the professional tennis circuit so she did not 
appreciate Deborah swinging around on the climbing 
apparatus without the appropriate safety equipment. 

Deborah did not disagree that she had been 
careless and that she thoroughly deserved to be 
slippered for her reckless behavior. Nonetheless she 
was decidedly unenthusiastic as she hung upside 
down over the beam waiting for the rubber-soled 
plimsoll to collide with her upturned rear end. She 
knew from experience that the customized gym shoe 
imparted a disagreeable level of smart and sting. 
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The slipper no longer functioned as it had been 
originally designed. Jane Lummell had sliced off the 
canvas upper and inserted the heel of the quarter-
inch thick rubber sole into a short, sturdy handle. The 
original shoe had been a man’s size thirteen and it 
was a standing joke amongst the Woody Wags that ‘it 
was hardly sporting to use a size thirteen slipper on a 
size one bum’. 

Debs did not claim to have a size one bum but 
even so she knew that every spank would cause 
havoc and mayhem to a large surface area of her rear 
end. 

 
The training beam was an unpopular venue for 

a spanking. Once she had lowered the beam from the 
ceiling and secured it into position Debs had to raise 
herself up onto the balls of her feet in order to go 
over and up. Once she was folded in two she was 
unable to reach the floor with her hands and with 
nothing to hold on to her arms dangled helplessly. 

Deborah licked her lips as she waited for the 
slippering to commence. She did her best to remain 
calm and focused, but each second that ticked slowly 
away was designed to heighten the tension and 
apprehension. 

 
The sound of the rubber sole colliding with her 

thin nylon gym shorts resounded in Deborah’s ears 
like the sound of a bass drum, causing her to shake 
her head in consternation. The large face of the 
slipper had almost lifted her off her feet and the 
immediate change in the temperature of her bum was 
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almost over-whelming. The assault on her senses was 
bewildering.   

As a whop-hardened veteran she knew that 
she had a maximum of thirty seconds to get control 
of herself and get back into the zone. 

She took deep breaths and shook her head 
from side to side to try and clear the giddiness. No 
sooner had she managed to regain a modicum of 
composure than a second resounding crash exploded 
in her ears. 

 
Ms Lummell was an extremely fit cove and 

even using a limited back-swing she was spanking 
Deborah with considerable force. At the moment of 
impact Deborah’s head jerked back from between her 
arms and her face contorted into a silent howl. 

 
Deborah braced herself. Her backside felt as if 

it had quadrupled in size and felt red and raw. She 
knew that the closer would pack even more punch 
than its predecessors. She gritted her teeth and 
squeezed her eyes tightly shut. 

 
Deborah changed quickly. She stuffed her 

singlet and shorts in a laundry bag and padded over 
to the closet and pulled out a tennis dress. She 
carried it to the bathroom, taking time-out to study 
her poor beleaguered bum in the mirror before pulling 
the dress over her head. 

The irony that less than three quarters of an 
hour after having her bottom whapped by Jane 
Lummell she would be back in her company on the 
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tennis court was not lost on Deborah. She picked up 
her racquet and hurried out onto the landing. 

 
“I’m sorry Deborah, if it had been anybody but 

you I probably would have issued them with a 
caution,” said Jane Lummell, “but we really can’t risk 
you getting a silly injury.” 

Debs rolled her eyes. On numerous occasions 
in the past Jane had explained to her that she always 
felt obliged to treat Debs with zero-tolerance to avoid 
being accused of showing her preferential treatment 
due to their special relationship. Previously, the 
sincerity of Jane’s apologies was not of great 
consolation to Debs, but due to her recent revelation 
she had to admit that she had rather enjoyed being 
slippered by Jane and that now all was done she was 
quite content with the afterglow. 

Deborah decided it might not be politic to 
share this thought with Jane so she merely shrugged, 
“You were just doing your job, it was thoughtless of 
me and I don’t expect you to cut me any slack. Now 
let’s play tennis.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

2 

 
No Slack for Jojo 

 
 
The Grand Master was not cutting his fiancé 

any slack. Jojo was spread out across his lap in the 
Brat Chamber having her bare bottom whapped with 
a supple George W leather tawse. 

The grubby’s craned their necks as they closely 
studied the effects the two tailed strap was having on 
Jojo’s rear end. The majority of the audience were 
still in the hand spanking phase of their social 
rehabilitation programs and were always curious to 
get up close and personal opportunities to observe 
the effects of the extensive weaponry that they would 
be faced with when the progressed through their 
sentences. 

 
Mr Humphries habit of escorting the more 

senior members of the Back to School community 
down to the Brat Chamber to administer their 
punishments was one of the least popular programs 
that the Grand Master had introduced. 

Over the past fifteen months Joanna had 
become increasingly enamored with being over the 
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Grand Master’s knee but she considered it preferable 
to take up this position in the privacy of his living 
quarters. Even a whop-hardened veteran like Jojo did 
not find it in the least bit amusing being publicly 
spanked for the education of a dozen gawking 
grubby’s. 

 
“That was not funny,” Jojo told the Grand 

Master grumpily as they cut through the labyrinth of 
corridors back to his study in order to post-process 
the whops. 

“It’s useful for the grubby’s to get an idea of 
what they are in for if they choose to embark on a 
life-style of minxing,” said Mr Humphries. 

Jojo snorted. Smoke seemed to be billowing 
out from beneath her skirt and the fresh leather burn 
marks were chafing against her bumbags. 

 
Jojo didn’t bother to return to the lecture 

room. There was only a few minutes remaining before 
the buzzer would sound to signal the end of the terms 
formal curriculum. Nixdown could collect up her 
textbooks for her and bring her satchel up to the Elite 
landing. She went upstairs to pack. 

 
The Woody gals bustled about the landings, 

saying their goodbyes and making last minute plans 
for the furlough. 

Jojo, Nixdown, Lady Vix, the Grand Master and 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe were scheduled to fly to 
Brompton Castle to continue making arrangements 
for the summer wedding. Joanna placed some 
essential items in a tote bag. She would only be gone 
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for a few days then she and the Grand Master would 
return to the facility. It was somewhat ironic that 
after spending seven years as an inmate she would 
soon take up residence at the facility as the wife of 
the Grand Master. 

Jojo and Nixdown planned on re-establishing 
their successful creative arts company once their 
sentences were complete. Nix had decided to stay on 
in the Old Gal program and would move into Penny 
Ann’s apartment. Mr Humphries had promised to 
renovate an old tithe barn on the campus into a 
studio that Jojo and Nix would use as their center of 
operations. 

The two chum’s status regarding Whops and 
Clobber had yet to be negotiated. 

 
Cassie Cassy stopped by to say cheerio. “When 

you come back from the castle you will stop by at 
Monets won’t you?” she asked insistently. 

Jojo nodded. “Of course we will sweetie, I’m 
sure the Grand Master will welcome the opportunity 
to escape from my cooking.” 

Cassie Cassy was going to spend the furlough 
as guest chef at Monets, the exclusive restaurant 
owned by her fiancé Oliver.  

“Let me know in advance,” said Cassie 
earnestly, “I’ll cook for you off-menu.” 

Jojo grinned. Cassie Cassy had a reputation as 
a ditz but she took two things very seriously. Cooking 
and her quest to become the All-Time Big BUTT. 

“You had a successful term,” grinned Jojo. “If 
you keep up that pace you’re going to break my 
record.” 
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Cassie beamed. At the beginning of the year 
she had announced her intention to take a run at 
Joanna’s record for accumulating the most 
punishments in a twelve month period. It was hot and 
sweaty work but Cassie had remained focused and by 
the end of the spring term she had accumulated forty 
punishments.  

It had been a highly competitive year so far 
with Michelle Morgan and Heidi Alexander both 
racking up high scores and making them serious 
contenders to score the legendary Bull. 

As usual Lisa Sutton remained in contention 
despite being an unenthusiastic participant in the 
BUTT stakes and her persistent claims at reform. 

Nonetheless, despite such commendable 
competition Cassandra Cassidy remained in poll 
position and was a strong favorite to achieve her 
goals. 

She hugged Jojo and hurried off to say 
goodbye to her sister, Cathryn. 

 
 
  
 
 
 
 



 

 

3 

 
Brompton Castle 
 
 

The pilot landed the chopper in the grounds of 
Brompton Castle. His Lordship hurried over to greet 
his guests. 

As usual the guests were awed at the 
magnificent structure sitting on top of a hill and 
overlooking a busy river estuary. The site of the 
ancestral pile dated back to the eighth century when 
it had been a wooden compound. In the tenth 
century construction of the magnificent stone castle 
had begun and the family had spent the next ten 
centuries constantly upgrading and modernizing the 
spectacular structure and developing the seven 
thousand acre estate. 

Unlike many aristocrats the Brompton family 
had managed to maintain their fortune and properties 
for over ten centuries. Lord Brompton had built on his 
family’s traditional publishing business and launched a 
global media company including newspapers, radio 
and TV stations, and most recently an advanced 
Internet search engine. 
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The Brompton’s were benevolent landowners 
providing employment for over a hundred local 
villagers who worked the forests, salmon lakes, 
botanical gardens, the falconry and the busy marina 
owned by the family.  

 
His Lordship had recently completed extensive 

renovations of the castle including installing luxurious 
guest suites that melded the original façade of the 
building with high technology and was keen to show 
his guests around. 

“Look at this,” laughed Jojo clicking a remote 
control at a plasma monitor hanging on the wall in 
the bedroom she was sharing with Mr Humphries. 
The picture on the huge screen changed from a 
Picasso to a Rembrandt.  She clicked on a menu. “He 
has all these famous paintings scanned onto a hard 
drive; you can change the room to look however you 
like.” 

The Grand Master grinned. He kicked off his 
shoes and loosened his tie. “Nicola Jane will be in 
heaven with all this high-tech equipment.” 

Jojo giggled. “At the moment she’s downstairs 
making sure he hasn’t renovated the dungeon!” 

 
“You should have brought Cassie,” Lord 

Brompton complained, “she always livens the place 
up and I would die for a slice of her beef wellington.” 

“If you came by the facility more often I’m 
sure she’d be happy to cook anything you desire,” 
scolded Lady Victoria half-heartedly. “But I know you 
don’t much care for institutions.” 
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“Twelve years of boarding at Eton was enough 
for me,” laughed her father. “Still, how are things at 
the facility? Are you still getting your bottom beaten 
regularly?” 

“Pops!” squealed Vix indignantly, “that is 
hardly polite dinner conversation.” 

Her father chuckled indulgently. 
Lord Brompton was a renowned raconteur and 

a lavish host. The guests were seated around an 
ornate dining table that had been in the family for 
over four hundred years. For dinner they were eating 
canard sauvage with jalapeno cornbread, and pecan 
and oyster stuffing that his Lordship had prepared 
himself. 

“According to the recipe the fresh oysters lift 
the dramatic tension,” he laughed, “but the cornbread 
and pecans anchor the experience.” 

“Bottoms up to that,” giggled Victoria. Then, 
putting her hand to her mouth, “Oops! I thought we 
were avoiding that topic of conversation.” 

Her chums giggled. “Oh what the hell,” 
laughed Jojo. “Bottoms up to the chef! We’re Woody 
gals after all.” 

“Bottoms up, your Lordship,” the guests 
chorused and glugged down on an exquisite Domaine 
du Vieux Telegraphe Chateauneuf-du Pape. 

 
 Nixdown was trying to persuade Victoria to 

spank her down in the dungeons. 
“I know you packed your hairbrush,” Nix told 

her chum, “and I know you weren’t planning on using 
it on yourself.” 
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Lady Vix giggled. “You are truly depraved 
aren’t you Nicola Jane?” 

Nixdown shrugged. “I thought that was part of 
my charm,” she said coyly. “Now how about it?” 

Victoria sighed. She was tired from the journey 
and was full from the scrumptious dinner she had just 
eaten. She really just wanted to retire to bed but she 
had the feeling Nixdown would continue to badger 
her.  

“I don’t get it,” she groaned. “Whenever I had 
to dangle you while I was Red-shirt you were always 
so grumpy.” 

“That was different,” retorted Nix. “I had a 
right to be grumpy. All those red marks on bogus 
rubbishing charges.” 

“Nix, there were no bogus rubbishing charges 
on my watch,” Victoria told her chum. “Every dangling 
I ever gave you was based on documented evidence 
of you rubbishing pre’s royally.” 

Nix scowled, “Whatever,” she snorted 
dismissively. “Now are you going to spank me or 
not?” she demanded. 

 
Wearily Lady Victoria Brompton straightened 

the knot of her black tie under the collar of her red 
blouse. Nix had continued to pester her until the 
aristocrat had finally acquiesced. 

Vix picked up the hairbrush with the initials 
LVB etched into the wooden back and set off for the 
dungeons. 
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4 

 
A Dungeon Dangling 

 
 
Nixdown was already waiting. She was wearing 

a micro-mini gymslip and was facing the wall of the 
cold dank dungeon. Her nose was pressed against the 
brickwork and her fingers were inter-linked on the top 
of her head. 

 
Victoria looked around the room. When she 

was a child her brothers had often brought her to the 
dungeon, locking her in and telling her to pretend 
that she was a damsel in distress and that they would 
be along shortly to rescue her. It did not take Victoria 
long to observe that her elder brothers were often 
economical with the truth and had no intention of 
rescuing her shortly. The memories of the long 
miserable hours that her brothers had left her locked 
up sent a shiver down her spine. 

Nixdown on the other hand appeared quite 
comfortable in her surroundings. From somewhere in 
the castle she had secured a high stool that 
resembled the spanking stool from the library at the 
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Woody Back to School unit. It was perfectly designed 
for a dangling. 

Nix followed Victoria across to the stool looking 
quite cheerful. Over the past few years she had 
regularly visited the castle accompanied by Penelope 
Ann Evans and the dungeon had been the host to 
some of her warmest memories. 

 
The gymslip Nix had selected was so short that 

it barely needed turning back. Nonetheless Victoria 
carefully took the hem and folded it back neatly and 
then did the same with the tail of Nicola Jane’s white 
blouse. She placed her fingers in the elastic waist-
band of Nix’s navy blue gossamer bumbags and 
skillfully slipped them down. Finally, Victoria 
maneuvered Nixdown into prime position across her 
lap and tucked her in tightly. She transferred the 
long-handled hairbrush to her right hand and rubbed 
its oval head across the surface of Nixdown’s naked 
nates. 

 
Nixdown was feeling smug. The minuscule 

femme fatale prided herself on her ability to get her 
own way. However, on numerous previous occasions 
Victoria had politely rejected her solicitations to 
indulge in some gratuitous spanking action. Hung 
head down, arse up across Her Ladyships aristocratic 
lap Nicola Jane Nixon complimented herself on her 
persistence. 

 
Nixdown’s heart was pounding with 

excitement. Ever since she had first come to the 
castle she had always loved the forbidding 
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atmosphere of the dungeon. In the deepest recess of 
the castle she felt totally defenseless but at the same 
time turned upside down over Victoria’s knee she felt 
completely secure. Nicola Jane Nixon could think of 
no better way to end an evening of fine wining and 
dining than being dangled in a dungeon. 

 
Lady Victoria took her time before she brought 

the hairbrush down with a rotund crack. The effect on 
Nixdown’s naked flesh was instantaneous. The pale 
skin turned a fiery red and right in the center of the 
impact area the shape of the reversed initials ‘LVB’ 
were clearly visible.  

 
Victoria did not pretend to share or understand 

Nicola Jane’s predilection for pain. Nonetheless she 
was a consummate hostess and did not want a guest 
at the castle to find the hospitality lacking so she fully 
intended to give Nixdown a spanking to remember. 
She methodically worked landed the spanks on 
alternate cheeks landing them one on top of the 
other. 

 
Nicola Jane purred with genuine pleasure. The 

heat in her backside was raging at fever pitch and 
each spank landing on the scalded flesh was 
excruciatingly delicious. She wriggled and writhed in 
excitement. 

 
Victoria crashed the head of the hairbrush 

down for a twelfth time. Nixdown’s miniscule rear end 
was a vivid crimson. She helped Nix off her lap and 
back into the vertical position. She hopped off the 
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stool. Nixdown was grinning like a Cheshire cat as she 
rummaged under the skirt of her gymslip and 
rearranged her bumbags. 

“You haven’t lost your touch Victoria,” she 
grinned appreciatively.  

“We aristocrats live to serve,” said Vix wearily. 
“Now if you don’t mind I’d really like to turn in and 
get some shut-eye.”    

 
 
 
 



 

 

5 

 
Mother and Daughter Reunion 

 
 
Debs started the spring furlough bent over her 

mother’s knee having her bottom smacked with a 
wood-backed hairbrush. 

 
“Oh Ma,” Debs groaned. “We don’t have time 

for this. We’re already late.” 
“No Deborah,” said Penny Morton, “not we, 

you are already late. Fortunately I was able to 
rearrange our reservation and we have a table for the 
last sitting so we have a little time at our disposal. 
Now go upstairs to your bedroom. I’ll be up to deal 
with you in a moment.” 

 
Penny swirled her glass in her hand. “I’ve been 

reading your blog,” she told her daughter. “It’s going 
to make disciplining you all the more difficult if you 
actually enjoy being spanked.”  

Deborah wriggled and squirmed uncomfortably 
in the restaurant seat. She blushed. “Ma I can assure 
you that the one person I don’t enjoy spanking me is 
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you,” she said emphatically. “That would be just plain 
weird.” 

Penny and Debs were dining at a chi-chi 
restaurant close to chez Morton. The proprietor was a 
close family friend and guarded Deborah’s privacy by 
repelling any nosy paparazzi by setting his Doberman 
on them. 

Debs and her Ma were tight. Penny Morton had 
aged gracefully and to the idle observer the two 
women might have been sisters. 

“You read my blog?” asked Debs. 
Penny sipped her drink. “Religiously, how else 

can I keep up with your shenanigans? I always felt 
vaguely guilty that you had inherited my naughty 
gene. It never occurred to me that you were getting 
into trouble on purpose.” 

Debs giggled. “The naughty gene, that’s what 
Ms Lawton says, that I have an over active naughty 
gene.” 

Penny grinned. “She’s one to talk. Susan was 
the naughtiest gal in the school.” 

“She says the same thing about you,” pointed 
out Debs. 

Penny chuckled. “Well I admit that I was no 
angel. There were three of us, Susan, Chrissie Brooks 
and myself. We were a lot like your chums, we were 
known as the terrible threesome. Even though Susan 
was a year younger than us we were always tight, 
battling against the evil empire of Patty Hodge.” 

“Susan says that you caned her,” remarked 
Debs. 



A Flogging for the Red-Shirt 
 

 

“Actually quite a few times,” said Penny, “but 
she never held it against me. After all I was the Red-
shirt and I was required to cane plenty of my chums.” 

“I know how that goes,” said Debs. 
“I always treated her fairly. Not like Patty. 

Patricia always had a malicious obsession about 
Susan because she was jealous that she was so 
popular.” 

Debs grimaced. “I know all about Patty’s 
malicious obsessions. She’s declared jihad on my 
bumbags.” 

“Well in a few months you’ll be a free woman,” 
said Penny, “so your bumbags will be safe.” 

“So Ma,” said Debs. “If I’m a free woman does 
that mean I’ll be safe from your hairbrush?” she 
asked hopefully. 

“I’m going to be your Court Appointed 
Guardian during your probation year,” replied Penny, 
“so I think it’s a little too early for me to retire my 
hairbrush, but if you behave yourself it would be a 
moot point.” 

Debs frowned. “But Ma I’ll be nearly thirty 
years old. Don’t you think that’s too old to keep 
getting spanked?” 

“Unfortunately Deborah, I don’t think that you 
will ever be too old to need a spanking. It’s one of 
your unfortunate characteristics,” Penny told her 
daughter. 

Deborah pouted. “That’s what everybody keeps 
telling me. Even Pablo’s been getting in on the act.” 

“Speaking of the Spanish stallion are you going 
to marry him?” Penny asked. 
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Debs sipped a glass of chardonnay. “No Ma, 
I’m not going to marry him. He’s sweet and 
affectionate and very gentle, at least when he’s not 
putting me over his knee. I like him but I’m not ready 
for the white picket fence. Besides I’ve got a busy 
year ahead of me.” 

“Have you decided where you’re going to live 
when you’re not on the road? Will you move back 
home?” asked Penny.  

“I had lunch with the Grand Master yesterday,” 
Debs told her mother. “I’m enrolling in the Old Gal 
program. Camford has been very accommodating. 
They’re going to let me start my degree on a part-
time basis.” 

“You’re going to stay on at the unit?” asked 
her mother. “I would have thought that after seven 
years you’d have had enough of formal whops and 
clobber.” 

Deborah laughed. “I think I’m institutionalized. 
I’ll only be there part of the year. Bernadette will take 
over as Red-shirt so I won’t have any official duties. It 
gets lonely when you’re on the road so when I go 
back to the unit I’ll be amongst my dearest friends. Of 
course it all depends on whether the unit’s still open. 
I guess we’ll find out the answer to that in a few 
days.” 

   
 
 



 

 

6 

 
Prime Minister Brooks 

 
 
All around the nation Woody gals were 

crowded around TV screens. During the afternoon the 
chairman of the party had announced that 
Christopher Brooks’s vote of no confidence against 
the government had been carried and that the Prime 
Minister had tendered his resignation at the palace. 
Christopher would replace him with immediate effect. 

At six o’clock the new premier went on live 
television to address the nation. He was brief and to 
the point.  

He apologized to the Great Unwashed for the 
years of fiscal buffoonery and then unexpectedly 
publicly sacked the entire sitting cabinet. 

He announced a full and independent enquiry 
into the Back to School system that he said was 
based on extremely tenuous legal foundation. He 
promised the results of the enquiry in less than three 
months.  

He closed by saying that he would use all 
necessary powers at his disposal to seek out Lord 



23 
 

 

 

Rufus Lewis, Melissa Forsham-Smythe and Armanisuit 
and bring them to justice. 

 
“What does it all really mean?” Jojo asked the 

Grand Master. 
Jojo and her chums were watching the 

proceedings on the deck of Lord Brompton’s yacht, 
which he had named ‘My Vicky’, after his beloved 
daughter. 

 “We’ll just have to be patient,” said the Grand 
Master. “There’s no doubt that the enquiry will reveal 
a very sordid tale of corruption amongst the 
mandarins of Whitehall. Ms Lawton and I will sit on 
the advisory committee. We have already advised 
Christopher that we believe that the Anti-Ladette laws 
should be reviewed and potentially repealed. There is 
a very good chance that you’ll all be released and 
receive an official pardon.” 

“I don’t want to sound ungrateful,” said his 
fiancé, “but that comes about seven years too late for 
us.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “Sadly there’s 
nothing we can do about that,” he agreed 
sympathetically. “Nonetheless we may be able to save 
hundreds of others from being locked up without a 
fair hearing.” 

“Do you think that the units will be closed 
down?” asked Lady Vix. 

“Not completely,” replied the Grand Master. “I 
think that Woodys will remain open as a temporary 
sin-bin. The sentences will be considerably reduced 
but there will still be plenty of young ladies who will 
benefit from a brief period of social rehabilitation.” 
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“Well the Prime Minister campaigned on the 
‘no problem that can’t be solved by a sore bottom’ 
credo, so that’s hardly a surprise,” said Jojo. 

“As I say we’re going to have to be patient,” 
said Mr Humphries, “but until such time that changes 
are announced life at Woodys will proceed as 
normal.” 

“Mother will be going ballistic,” said Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe. “Her whole malicious obsession has 
back-fired on her. She set out to destroy Woodys and 
now it looks like that it’s her beloved System that 
she’s brought tumbling down.” 

“Melissa may be down but she’s never out,” 
warned Lord Brompton. “Her news agency wields 
unbelievable power.” 

Victoria hugged her father. “But so does yours. 
You’re our knight in shining armor.” 

 Lord Brompton blushed slightly and went in 
pursuit of more champagne. 

 
Armanisuit was not having a good time of it. 

After the Scorpion fiasco at the facility he had decided 
that it was time to extricate himself from his long-
time employer. He had been frantically packing his 
trunks when Lord Rufus had pitched up at his 
Piccadilly apartment and roughly bundled him outside 
and into a car. They had driven to Melissa’s private 
air-field and then flown on her Gulfwing to her secret 
hideaway. It had been a most disagreeable journey. 

Melissa and Rufus had got into a screaming 
match over the failure of the kidnapping. As neither 
of them felt inclined to shoulder any blame for the 
debacle it seemed perfectly logical to make 
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Armanisuit the scapegoat. They lambasted him in a 
most disturbing manner. 

Despite the opulent and scenic surroundings 
the hapless lawyer was having a miserable time. He 
was forced to skulk about the huge villa vainly trying 
to avoid Malicious and Rufus who took every 
opportunity to berate him and demand that he come 
up with a recovery plan. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey did her best to hold back her 

tears as she watched the new prime minister on TV. 
She and Janet Mitchell were spending furlough in a 
high-security prison.  

The future looked exceptionally bleak for the 
Ice Maiden. The failure of the Scorpion caper might 
have proved to be the last opportunity for Rufus to 
spring her from Woodys. She had read the papers 
and heard rumors that the Back to School units might 
be closed down. Yvonne Godfrey feared that she 
would be spending several more years sporting an ill-
shapen set of orange prison dungarees. 

Life in chokey was not kind to Yvonne. 
Amongst the population were many ex-Yoofs who 
remembered her autocratic reign as the most 
powerful female criminal in the nation. A number of 
them also remembered being dragged up to her 
penthouse to be tortured and whipped for failing to 
meet their weekly quotas of bribes and extortions. 
Now that she was no longer powerful or feared they 
regularly threatened her with revenge. 

Yvonne Godfrey was forced to sleep with one 
eye open to avoid getting a shiv in the ribs.  

 



 

 

7 

 
Debs Gets Sassy 

 
 
Debs morosely pressed her nose to the 

bedroom wall and linked her fingers on top of her 
head. She had been being entirely truthful when she 
had told Ma that despite her new found penchant for 
pain she was not in the least bit enamored with the 
domestic discipline arrangements at Chez Morton. 
Debs couldn’t deny that she thoroughly deserved to 
be spanked but the prospect of a second trip across 
Penny Morton’s lap in the space of ten days did not 
thrill her in the least. 

 
Earlier in the day Debs had taken a trip up to 

the Smoke where she had met up with Rosemary for 
lunch in a discrete bistro. Rosemary had just returned 
from a week long sojourn to a country cottage with 
her lover, the Silver Fox. She was keen to share her 
adventures with Debs. 

Debs listened with a mixture of curiosity and 
amusement as her best chum regaled her with her 
tales of the debauched vacation. Rosemary was a 
curious cove in some ways. She had always 
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bewildered her chums with her apparent insouciance 
to whops and her admirable gift of seeming to be 
impervious to pain.  

Debs had always been envious of her chum’s 
inexplicable trait. Deborah had been on the wrong 
end of the cane for almost a decade and a half and 
every single stroke had caused her considerable gyp. 

However, during the Great Spank-off Rosemary 
had experienced an unfortunate epiphany. During her 
epic bout against Claire Brooks she had suddenly 
been over-whelmed by an unexpected wave of pain. 
As a result of this disconcerting revelation Rosemary 
had become extremely reticent about putting her 
bumbags in the way of fast moving canes. 

Nonetheless as best as Debs could tell 
Rosemary had willingly spent her whole vacation 
sporting a freshly-reddened rear end. 

“Considering your avoid whops at all costs 
strategy it seems rather a rum way to spend your 
hols,” Debs teased her chum. 

“He’s quite the obsessive sort,” sighed 
Rosemary. “I let him give me a damn good dusting on 
the first night and then there was no holding him 
back.” 

Debs eyes twinkled, “But did you enjoy 
yourself?” she asked. 

Rosemary grinned. “Hey do I look like a gal 
who lets a sore bum get in the way of having a good 
time? So how’s your furlough been?” 

“Quiet,” said Debs. “I’m training hard and just 
hanging with Ma. She likes to lunch.” She looked at 
her watch. “Oh shit, look at the time. I promised I’d 
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pick up supplies for her gin rummy night. She’s going 
to be furious.” 

Rosemary giggled. “You gonna get another 
spanking?” 

Debs frowned. “I hope not,” she said seriously. 
“Ma spanks hard!” 

 
“I’m the house-guest not the house-servant,” 

said Debs poutily when he mother chided her over 
her late appearance and instantly regretted it. 

Her mother raised an eyebrow. “I don’t mind a 
disagreement Deborah but I will not have you sass 
me under my own roof,” Penny said irritably. 

Debs scowled and turned away. “If you want 
to hear some sassing I could show you some 
sassing,” she muttered under her breath. 

“Deborah Morton!” her mother snapped. “I 
heard that!” 

Penny Morton had spent a year serving as the 
Red-shirt at the original Woody School. She had 
developed an acute ear for picking up the disgruntled 
mutterings of gals she had just scolded. 

“I think you’d better go up to your bedroom,” 
she said curtly. 

Debs pouted again. “Aw Ma, we haven’t got 
time for this, we need to get everything ready before 
your guests arrive,” she grumbled.  

“We have plenty of time Deborah. Due to your 
thoughtless tardiness I arranged for caterers,” said 
Penny. “Now cut along sharpish.” 

“Aw Ma,” groaned Debs and trudged towards 
the stairs. 
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 Debs heard the doorbell ring and felt her 
spirits perk. The guests were early. She grinned to 
herself. At least she would get a reprieve until later in 
the evening. If she behaved herself and was witty 
and charming she was sure her mother would forget 
all about being irritated. 

After a few minutes she heard her mother’s 
footsteps on the stairs. 

 
“Come over here, Deborah,” snapped Penny 

Morton as she retrieved a straight-backed chair from 
the corner of the room. 

Debs turned away from the wall and gaped at 
her mother. 

“Aw no Ma, you wouldn’t,” she spluttered. 
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“Oh Yes I Would” 

 
 
“Oh yes I would,” said Penny Morton and took 

Debs firmly by the wrist. “I will not have you sassing 
me,” she said sternly as she marched Debs towards 
the chair. 

“Please Ma,” pleaded Debs as Penny Morton 
sat herself down in the chair. “Can’t this wait?” 

“No it can’t Deborah,” said Penny as she 
dumped her daughter over her knee. “Now spread 
yourself out properly and try not to make a fool of 
yourself.” 

Deborah was furious but she shuffled into 
position. Despite the ignominy of knowing the 
neighbors were downstairs in the living room she 
resolutely put her bum up and resolved to keep it up. 

She knew what to expect, twelve slow, 
methodical spanks before she would be thrust 
forward and zinged. 

 
Debs cringed as the unforgiving hairbrush 

slapped down. The sound echoed in her ears. There 
was no question that despite the bedroom door being 
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firmly closed the sounds of wood rebounding off 
naked flesh would be resounding all over the house. 

Ma spanked fast. Twelve full-bloodied spanks 
that caused Deborah’s teeth to chatter and her nerve-
endings to jangle. Her face was contorted into a 
permanent silent howl as the heat in her rear end 
almost over-whelmed her. She could only barely 
refrain from opening up her vocal chords and bringing 
the rafters down. 

  
“Stay down,” her mother had instructed her, 

“I’m going to zing you,” and with that she had 
brought three explosive cracks down on Deborah’s 
right buttock in a fierce flurry. 

Red faced and red arsed Debs had pulled up 
her bumbags and smoothed down her skirt. She was 
livid at her mother. 

“I hope that was a lesson to you,” said Ma 
Morton. 

“Didn’t hurt,” muttered Debs belligerently. 
“What did you say?” snapped Penny. 
“Nothing,” grunted Debs. 
“Nooooooooooo!” wailed Debs. “Please Ma!” as 

she was yanked towards the door. “It did hurt! It hurt 
plenty! Please, nooooooooo!” 

 
“You know my daughter Deborah don’t you?” 

Ma announced as she marched Debs across to an 
armchair. “I’m sorry to keep you waiting but I have 
some pressing business to attend to.” 

Deborah desperately tried to struggle free but 
her mother had her pinned face downwards with her 
nose only inches from the pile carpet. She kicked and 
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struggled as the skirt of her gymslip was turned back 
and then she howled plaintively as she felt her 
mother’s fingers in the waistband of her bumbags. 

Deborah Morton did not have much time to 
ruminate on the indignity of being spanked in front of 
the neighbors. The oval head of the hairbrush cracked 
down on her already ripened orbs sending her into 
paroxysms of anguished kicking. With her backside 
already as hot as Hades the second onslaught was 
devastatingly effective. Whop hardened though she 
was Deborah Morton was unable to restrain herself 
from providing ample evidence to the startled 
onlookers that she was feeling the heat. 

Like Deborah, Penny Morton had been a top 
ranked tennis player and she still kept in shape. 
Oblivious to her daughter’s gymnastic performance in 
her lap she kept Debs pinned down and let rip with a 
blistering salvo. 

Deborah kicked her legs helplessly and 
drummed her fists on the carpet and spank after 
spank rained down. Her bottom felt like it had swollen 
up to the size of a pair of watermelons and every 
smack of the brush set her nerve endings jangling 
and her tear ducts on fire. 

Her mother put her hand on the back of her 
neck and pushed downward. Deborah’s nose was 
literally buried in the carpet. 

“Stay still,” her mother snapped, “I’m going to 
double zing you!” 

Deborah’s hapless howl was drowned out by 
the explosive cracks of wood meeting flesh. Three 
fierce spanks on her right cheek followed by three 
more on the left. 
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Deborah lay panting across her mother’s lap. 
She was sure she’d been spanked harder in her 
illustrious career but she couldn’t remember when. 
Her mother rearranged her clothing and helped her to 
her feet. 

“Perhaps you’ll feel less like sassing me in the 
future,” she scolded as Debs trudged from the room. 

Deborah Morton returned to her room to 
resume the thirty-minute nose and toes that her 
mother insisted upon following a zinging. With her 
backside as a throbbing reminder Debs had plenty of 
time to contemplate the wisdom of sassing Ma 
Morton. 
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Domestic Jojo 

 
 
Jojo moved into the Grand Master’s residence 

for the duration of the furlough. Despite the 
compound being deserted she had no shortage of 
projects to occupy her. Plans for the wedding needed 
to be finalized, preparations for the Whops and 
Clobber production were reaching critical mass, and 
she had daily meetings with the architects of their 
new house. 

Jojo had selected a plot behind the orchard at 
the far edge of the compound. The land was slightly 
elevated and she planned on constructing a second 
storey balcony that would offer them a sumptuous 
view of the sweeping Sussex Downs.  

 
For the sake of convenience Jojo and Mr 

Humphries dined most evenings at Monets. Cassie 
Cassy was starring as the guest chef and prepared 
off-the menu dishes for her special guests. 

Jojo was determined to coerce information out 
of the Grand Master regarding his past. He had 
invited no family or friends to the wedding with the 
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exception of Lord Brompton who would act as his 
best man. Her fiancé was proving to be frustratingly 
elusive. 

“Do you have some dark secret that you’re 
protecting?” she asked but he just chuckled cheerily 
and sipped his wine. 

 
Jojo spent the furlough sporting a sore arse. 
“Whoa, I’m getting more spankings than 

during regular term-time and that’s saying 
something,” she giggled as she wriggled around the 
apartment after a good crisp six with the tawse, but 
she wasn’t complaining. 

The quiet domesticity suited her. During term 
she wore her engagement ring on a chain around her 
neck but during the furlough she had slipped it onto 
her finger. In a few months time she would finish her 
sentence and be free to become Mrs Humphries. 

Jojo and Nixdown planned to reopen their 
successful creative arts company operating from a 
renovated tithe barn on the campus. The two chums 
had also both signed lucrative contracts with Cat 
Cassidy to join the staff of the planned Woody Resort 
and would make guest appearances in the lecture 
rooms to give the paying guests some tips on the 
finer art of minxing. Jojo suspected that between her 
duties at the resort and her life with the Grand Master 
sporting a sore arse would continue to be a way of 
life for the foreseeable future. 

 
On the night before the end of furlough Jojo 

bent over the end of the bed for six on the silks. The 
Grand Master had chosen one of his lighter canes for 
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the mission, nonetheless by the time he finished the 
operation with a perfectly delivered five-bar gate Jojo 
was panting with consternation. 

“For your information that thing really stings,” 
she observed as she pushed herself up from the bed. 

The Grand Master was hanging the crook-
handled cane up in the dresser. “Well a touch of the 
residuals will help remind you to behave yourself 
when you’re back in the lecture rooms tomorrow,” he 
chuckled. 

Jojo scowled theatrically. “I always behave 
myself, I’m just occasionally misunderstood.” 

The Grand Master laughed. “Helluva a lot of 
misunderstandings last term,” he commented. 

At the beginning of her year as a member of 
the Elite Jojo had made a pact with Lady Victoria to 
take a sabbatical from minxing. However, when the 
aristocratic Red-shirt had retired her commission and 
handed the reins over to Deborah Morton the new 
Red-shirt had invited Jojo to get back into the game. 
Joanna had needed little encouragement and reverted 
back to Hurricane Jojo mode. She didn’t deny that 
despite the painful consequences that she reveled in 
the joys of minxing.  

Jojo padded across the room and extracted a 
bottle of Dom Perignon from the ice bucket and 
replenished the two glasses. 

“Under the current circumstances will you be 
informing the Brass to cut us some slack?” she asked. 

The Grand Master shook his head. “It’s going 
to be business as usual until we are given official 
notification that the unit is closed. If Christopher 
Brooks is unsuccessful everybody will need to have 
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graduated. If Christopher fails to carry the vote then 
the System is going to be baying for blood and we 
can’t risk anybody getting flunked.” 

“But Christopher won’t fail will he?” asked Jojo. 
“I very much doubt it but this is still politics 

and politics is a very dirty game,” said the Grand 
Master. “We need to be sure that everybody’s 
bumbags are well and truly covered.”   
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More Tardy Timekeeping 

 
 
Jojo wasn’t the only one having her bottom 

smacked on the evening before the end of furlough. 
Debs finished the spring furlough exactly as she had 
started, bent over her mother’s knee having her 
bottom smacked with a wood-backed hairbrush. 

 
“Ma you spank too hard,” complained Debs as 

she wriggled and squirmed in the front seat of the 
car. “My bum’s on fire.” 

Penny patted her daughter’s leg affectionately. 
“We had made specific arrangements and as usual 
you ignored them and it was me rushing about having 
to pick up your clobber from the haberdashers and 
making sure you have adequate supplies for the new 
term. What was the last thing I told you before you 
went gadding about?” 

“I know Ma, you said you would spank me if I 
was late, but a double zinging? Was that really 
necessary?” groaned Debs. 

“As you pointed out this is the third time I’ve 
had to spank you in as many weeks and every time 
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it’s been for tardy timekeeping and your petulant 
attitude,” retorted Penny. “I think I let you off lightly.” 

 
“Ma this is ridiculous,” Debs had said petulantly 

as she trudged up the stairs to her bedroom. “Why 
don’t we just make a weekly appointment? It would 
save you so much stress.” 

Deborah’s suitcase was on the bed with the lid 
open. Ma had neatly packed away the piles of newly 
tailored clobber. Nixdown had insisted on sending her 
clobber consultant over to have Debs measured up. 
Deborah had argued that her current inventory was 
perfectly adequate to see her through the last 
thirteen weeks of her sentence but Nixdown was 
adamant. 

“Pops is paying,” she told her chum. “Just be a 
good gal and indulge me.” 

Ma had left two full sets of clobber out of the 
suitcase. A brand new Red-shirt outfit for the journey 
back to the facility and a white blouse, striped tie and 
gymslip for the immediate business in hand. 

Debs stripped off and put on the spanking 
clobber. As she stepped in to a brand new pair of 
navy blue bumbags it struck her as ironic that she 
was only pulling them up so that they could be 
yanked down again in a few minutes. 

 
Deborah pressed her nose to the bedroom wall 

and placed her hands on her head. Her stomach was 
knotted into a nervous ball. Despite her new found 
predilection for pain and humiliation she hated being 
spanked by Ma.  
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The fifteen minutes seemed interminable and 
she had worked herself up into a state of nervous 
agitation by the time Penny arrived brandishing the 
hairbrush. 

“Please Ma, do we have to do this?” she 
pleaded. Penny ignored her, taking her daughter 
firmly by the wrist and marching her over to an 
armless chair. 

For a decade and a half Deborah Morton’s rear 
end had been spanked, caned, slippered, strapped 
and beaten with sundry other instruments. No matter 
how hard she was beaten Debs had refused to howl; 
but when she was alone in the bedroom with Ma 
getting up close and personal with a hairbrush Debs 
couldn’t help herself. She opened her lungs and 
screamed blue murder. 

 
Ma was a slow and meticulous spanker. She 

ignored Deborah’s fevered howls and worked her way 
up one side of her daughter’s bum and then back 
down the other. Deborah writhed and squirmed as 
the heat in her bum increased with every resounding 
spank. 

Once the first twelve spanks had colored her 
backside thoroughly crimson Deborah felt her mother 
push down on the back of her neck until her nose was 
almost into the carpet. Her bottom was forced 
upwards. She knew what to expect. 

“Please Ma,” she begged but it was to no avail. 
Three zingers rained down on her right 

buttock. Deborah howled and tried to scramble up but 
Ma had her pinned down. The second set of zingers 
on her left buttock caught her unawares. 
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“Holy fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!!!!” she squealed. 
 
Deborah hugged her mother. 
“I’ll miss you Ma,” she sighed. 
Penny hugged her daughter back. “This is your 

last few weeks as an inmate,” she said. “I’ll watch 
your blog. I have a feeling you and your chums are 
going to want to go out in a blaze of glory.” 

“The trouble with blazes of glory is that the 
only thing that ever ends up blazing is my poor 
beleaguered bum,” giggled Debs.   

 
“Are you alright Ma’am?” asked Lady Derby 

Huntington. “You look a little pale.” 
“Ma spanked me before we drove up,” grunted 

Debs. “I don’t know what it is but when she spanks 
me it seems to hurt ten times as much as usual.” 

Derby was bustling about the study unpacking 
Deborah’s clobber and stowing it away in the closet.  

Debs took off her skirt and hung it up. She 
padded into the bathroom dressed in her bumbags 
and red shirt. Tentatively she turned around and 
rolled down her bumbags and inspected the damage 
in the mirror. 

Derby let out a low whistle. “Whoa,” she said, 
“your Ma does good work.” 

Deborah sighed and replaced her bumbags. 
Recently her brain had not been processing the after 
effects of being punished as pain, but when Ma 
spanked her it was different and her bum was giving 
her considerable gyp. She wriggled uncomfortably 
back into the living room and went to the fridge. She 
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opened a bottle of chardonnay and poured a glass for 
herself and her grubby. 

“Welcome home, Ma’am,” smiled Derby. 
“Bottoms up sister,” said Debs without much 

enthusiasm.  
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Roman Wit 

 
 
“We will proceed with business as usual,” the 

Grand Master informed Deborah and Bernadette at 
the morning briefing. “We can’t assume that the 
enquiry will find in our favor so we need the gals to 
remain focused on their rehabilitation goals.” 

Deborah and Bernadette nodded. “We’ll brief 
the Elite,” Debs promised. 

 
Patty Hodge breathed a sigh of relief. She had 

feared that the Grand Master had assembled the 
Brass to instruct them to cut the inmates some slack 
but he had stressed that the rules, regulations and 
protocols remained in place until further notice. It 
was music to Patty’s ears. 

 
The crack of the wye-tipped cane rebounding 

off Lisa Sutton’s tautened bumbags was music to 
Patty’s ears. 

Despite her many failings as a human being 
Patricia Hodge was a brilliant academic and lecturer. 
After she had stepped down from the role of Deputy 
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Red-shirt she had returned to the lecture rooms. 
Unlike the other members of the Brass who lectured 
on specific subjects Patty hosted lectures on a broad 
array of topics. 

Her morning lecture with the Phase 6 gals was 
on the career of Marcus Licinius Crassus. It was an 
interesting and enlightening dissertation and made all 
the more so when Lisa decided to interject a side-
note. 

Lisa was also a brilliant academic and was 
extremely well-read. She supplemented her allowance 
by hosting high-stakes quiz and trivia games in the 
study she shared with Bernadette.  

Lisa had a habit of brightening up lectures by 
interjecting moments of minutiae into the 
proceedings. On occasions her knowledge sharing had 
been misinterpreted with unfortunate ramifications for 
her bumbags. 

However on this occasion she had been rather 
more prudent than normal and when Patty’s back was 
turned she had leaned over a privately shared her 
trivia with Bernadette. 

Unfortunately for Lisa, Patty was sporting her 
customized spectacles that had been fitted with rear 
view mirrors as favored by competitive cyclists.  She 
span around and snatched out a yellow card.  

“Sutton, if you have something to share put up 
your hand and you will be given the opportunity to 
share with all of us,” snapped Patty. 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Lisa meekly. 
Patty barreled down upon her. “Well speak up 

young lady, I am keen to share your latest insights,” 
she snapped again. 
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Lisa turned red. “It was nothing Ma’am,” she 
mumbled. 

Patty was leaning across the desk getting in 
Lisa’s face. 

“I shall be the judge of that,” she said 
imperiously. “Now speak up Sutton and I warn you if 
you tell me any porkies I shall take you upstairs and 
make sure that you are publicly flogged. Do you fancy 
a flogging Sutton? Being flogged on the first day back 
from furlough would be quite an achievement.” 

Lisa continued to blush. “I just commented 
that while Crassus was a brilliant general he was 
considered to be something of a one-trick horse in 
the humor department.” 

Patty was taken aback. “Excuse me?” she 
asked. “What are you babbling about?” 

Lisa took a deep breath. “Well Ma’am, 
according to legend Crassus only ever told one joke,” 
she explained. 

Patty gaped at Lisa. “And that would be?” 
“Well Ma’am apparently he caught sight of a 

donkey eating thistles and remarked that thistles are 
like lettuce to the lips of a donkey.”   

Patty continued to stare at Lisa. “What is that 
supposed to mean?” 

“Well I don’t know exactly but it was 
considered quite witty back in the day,” said Lisa. 

Patty looked nonplussed. She had never 
forgiven Lisa for an incident the previous term when 
she had bamboozled Patty out of some legitimate 
whops with some well-crafted porkies. She had no 
doubt that there was some motive behind Lisa’s 
surreptitious whispering but whispering in the lecture 
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room was hardly a flogging offense. Patty was keenly 
aware of the CCTV that monitored the room and she 
would have considerable difficulty defending 
whopping Lisa when she had not received the 
appropriate prior warnings. 

“I suggest that you keep your Roman 
witticisms for outside my lecture rooms,” Patty said 
huffily and turned away to stalk back to the front of 
the lecture room. 

In a prudent world Lisa would have been well-
advised to heed Patty’s warning. After all she had 
avoided whops by the skin of her brand new 
bumbags. Nonetheless as Patty stomped down the 
aisle Lisa felt inexplicably compelled to mutter, 
“Crassus Hodge,” under her breath. 

After thirty years as an educator Patricia Hodge 
had developed a highly sensitive system of peripheral 
hearing. She span around again, grinning like a wolf. 
“I may not have much of a sense of humor Sutton but 
I do a have a little joke I’d like to share with you, now 
step up. Step up this instant.” 

 
  



 

 

12 

 
The New Clobber Phenomena 
 
 

Lisa’s mouth contorted into a silent howl. Patty 
was laying into her as if she was beating a carpet. 
Lisa pressed her fists to her temples as the 
excruciating pain threatened to over-whelm her. 

Patty took her time. She could hardly believe 
her good fortune. The formal curriculum was only two 
hours old and she was already scoring whops.  

 
Lisa bucked and writhed on the desktop as 

Patty slashed her bumbags to tatters. The Minxster 
could take her whops with the best of them but with 
the best will in the world she was having considerable 
difficulty in resisting the temptation to open her lungs 
and howl. 

 
Patty made no effort to disguise the genuine 

pleasure that she was experiencing from delivering 
the beating. She had a self-satisfied smirk on her face 
as she constantly mocked poor Lisa during the 
intervals between strokes. 
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“How’s it going Sutton, warm enough for you 
down there?” she mocked.  

Under less stressful circumstances Lisa might 
have been tempted to kick back and hack Patty in the 
shins but she was feeling totally befuddled. She 
slumped back into position and gasped for breath. 

 
Patty wound her arm up for the closer. In her 

spike-heeled shoes she stood six-foot-one and when 
she brought the cane down with a full-blooded swipe 
the shaft and tip were travelling at phenomenal 
speed. The sound of the cane rebounding off Lisa’s 
tautened bumbags echoed around the room. It 
appeared to Lisa’s watching chums that Patty was 
intent in cutting her luckless victim in two with the 
vicious cane. 

Lisa’s head and shoulders reared back, her 
face contorted into a ghastly grimace. Patty Hodge 
chuckled to herself. 

 
During the furlough Patty had invited Katie 

Beck and the Wart to a summit. Although she had 
pretended to be appropriately respectful of Katie’s 
seniority as the Commandant of the Radical Right it 
was Patricia Hodge who had dominated the summit. 

She had shared her fears that with the future 
of the unit uncertain that the Grand Master would be 
tempted to reduce the rigors of the whops and 
clobber regime.  

“We must stand strong and united,” she told 
her cronies. “Our opportunities for whops may well be 
reduced but that just makes it doubly important that 
every opportunity must be exploited.” 
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Even Katie agreed it would be prudent to put 
their differences behind them. 

“So no more sucking up to Dotty Hammell and 
those fools on the Liberal Left,” Patty warned Katie. 

 
Katie Beck grinned to herself. On her desk was 

a pile of white blouses. Each of them was tagged with 
inspection notices. It always amazed her how many 
gals fell foul of what she called the ‘new clobber 
phenomena’. 

During the furloughs many of the inmates 
replenished their wardrobes. Some of them favored 
bespoke tailors but the majority relied on acquiring 
their clobber from on-line catalogues and having them 
sent directly to the facility. 

Often when the gals extracted their new 
blouses from the packaging they never bothered to 
inspect them, quite reasonably expecting to receive 
them in pristine condition. Unfortunately catalogue 
clobber had not always undergone the rigorous 
quality checks imposed by the bespoke tailors and 
often had stitching defects. 

Even Mr Humphries, who did not always agree 
with Katie’s interpretations of the ‘Politics of Clobber’, 
conceded that it was not unreasonable for the 
inmates to take the minimum time that would be 
required to perform an inspection for signs of clobber 
abuse.  

The clobber inspectors had found half a dozen 
reasons for Katie to indulge in some serious 
opportunity exploitation. 
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All around the unit gals groaned when they 
went to their pigeon-holes to retrieve their laundry. 
Attached to their bags were notelets inviting them to 
repair to Katie’s study and instructing them to cut 
along sharpish. 

 
Katie lined the six gals up on the landing and 

down into the stairwell. She positioned them facing 
the wall performing noses and toes. She had 
requisitioned the duty monitor to ensure that they did 
not move their noses from the wall or allow their 
elbows to inadvertently make contact with the 
paneling. 

 
 
 
  
 
 
  
 
  



 

 

13 

 
Kick-Starting the Circulation 

 
 
Katie brought her victims in one by one. 

Warning the duty monitor to be vigilant in her 
surveillance and closing the door of the office behind 
her. 

According to the protocols the gals in Phases 
2-4 would receive a basic six stroke spanking for the 
first element of clobber abuse, further abuses 
attracted an additional three spanks. The two gals 
from Phases 5 and 6 would receive double. 

Further spanks could be attracted for any 
additional abuses discovered during the full bib-down, 
tie-back clobber inspections Katie would perform. 

 
Katie indulged herself during the clobber 

inspections. Over the years she had developed 
numerous tricks to make the inspections as 
unpleasant as possible. She inspected every stitch 
and thread in minute detail, muttering and cackling to 
herself as she worked. She constantly insinuated that 
she had found additional elements of abuse but did 
not declare her findings until the inspection was 
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completed. Even the coolest heads found themselves 
perspiring profusely by the time Katie was through 
with her examination. 

 
Katie was satisfied by the first tranche of her 

morning victims. Two of the earlier phase inmates 
had attracted additional spanks. Virginia Gardiner had 
received a healthy fifteen spanks which Katie had 
found deeply satisfying. She looked forward to 
dealing with the two more senior members of the 
community. 

 
“Place your hands on your head, Bond,” said 

Katie. 
“I know the form,” retorted Veronica rather 

truculently. 
Katie glared at Ronnie. She did not like her 

tone. Nonetheless, the Phase 5 inmate had a 
reputation as a firebrand; in the past Ronnie had 
reacted unfavorably towards some of the unit 
matrons more dubious activities during inspections. 
Katie felt it was prudent to satisfy herself with a 
hostile glare. 

 
Katie started work on Ronnie’s blazer, 

inspecting every stitch and seam. Once she was done 
she told Veronica to remove the garment and set it to 
one side. Next Ronnie reached up and unfastened the 
buttons on the shoulders of her gymslip and lowered 
the bib. She took the shaft of her tie and placed it 
over her left shoulder before returning her hands to 
her head. 
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Katie worked the blouse buttons, searching for 
hanging threads. The matron could tell from the folds 
on the white blouse that it was brand new and had 
come straight out of the bag but she persisted in her 
quest. She checked the stitching around the arms and 
cuffs and then raised the front of Ronnie’s skirt to 
inspect the stitching around the tail. 

 
Ronnie Bond stared off into the middle 

distance, trying to ignore Katie’s muttered veiled 
threats. She hated the unit matron with a passion. 
Although Ronnie did not rank amongst the most 
seriously clobber-challenged of the inmates, such as 
the notorious Scuff or Rosemary, she had paid her 
fair share of visits to the office to answer to charges 
of clobber abuse. She was well aware of Katie modus 
operandi and refused to be intimidated. 

   
 Despite her minute examination Katie could 

find no reason to extend Ronnie’s spanking and would 
have to satisfy herself with twelve good whaps.  

“Fasten your bib, Bond, and follow me,” she 
sneered. “Let’s see if we can’t give your circulation a 
good kick-start.” 

Katie went to her desk and retrieved the 
leather soled-slipper. 

 
Ronnie stretched out across Katie’s lap. She 

felt the unit matron turn back the hem of her gymslip 
and then roll down her bumbags. She felt Katie 
pulling her in tightly to the crease of her lap. She 
closed her eyes and muttered dark mantra’s as Katie 
proceeded to let rip with the slipper. 
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Katie spanked Ronnie with gay abandon. The 

earlier spankings had got her blood rushing and even 
though she had failed to secure any extra spanks she 
was determined to get Veronica’s circulation moving 
with the twelve spanks available to her. 

 
Despite her unsavory character Katie Beck did 

have the grudging respect of the inmates for her skills 
as a martinet. When Katie slippered a gal she 
intended for every spank to count. She concentrated 
her attention on a small area of each buttock landing 
the spanks on top of each other. She worked the right 
buttock first. Six spanks without relent and then 
moved over to work on the left. She knew that the 
slipper landing on top of already ripened flesh was 
excruciatingly effective. 

 
Ronnie did her best to maintain position and 

not give Katie the satisfaction of knowing that she 
was causing her considerable consternation. 
However, Katie’s technique was extremely effective 
and it was impossible not to wriggle and squirm as 
her flesh began to feel as if it had burst into flames. 

 
Ronnie did her best to curl her lip 

contemptuously as she handed over her punishment 
record book for post-processing but Katie didn’t seem 
to be paying much attention. 

Katie signed off the slippering and dismissed 
Ronnie curtly. She felt a rush of adrenalin. She was 
about to embark upon one of her favorite 
occupations. 
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“Stone,” she bellowed through the doorway. 
“Get in here this instant.”   

 
 



 

 

14 

 
Stalemate 

 
 
During the early years of the Woody Back to 

School unit Katie had only been authorized to punish 
gals who were in the first five stages of their 
sentences. Inmates who were in the sixth or, on very 
rare occasions, the seventh phase of their sentences 
that were guilty of clobber abuse were automatically 
sent to Ms Lawton for the cane. 

Katie had lobbied the Grand Dame for years to 
allow her to relieve the principal of the inconvenience 
of having to discipline gals regarding the Politics of 
Clobber. Ms Lawton had always promised to give it 
some thought but had not gotten around to changing 
the protocols until the Radical Revisions introduced at 
the outset of Operation Scorched Arse. Katie 
considered earning the right to slipper the most 
senior inmates as one of her greatest achievements. 

 
Katie was particularly looking forward to taking 

down Ali Stone’s bumbags. Miss Stone was a quirky 
cove. She had once been a well-known independent 
actress who had been tipped as the next new thing 
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until she had fallen foul of the Forsham-Smythe 
Corporation. She had been unfairly blamed for a cost 
and schedule over-run of a movie financed by the 
corporation and had been punished by Melissa with a 
trip to the Big House. 

Ali was a popular member of the community 
who was notorious for her penchant for pranks and 
practical jokes. She had once worked with a troupe of 
magicians and clowns and had learned sleight of 
hand. She was partial to making paper cut-outs with 
witticisms written on them and securing them to the 
garments of unsuspecting punters.  

Earlier in the year Katie had been disconcerted 
to discover that she had spent the day sporting a sign 
proclaiming her as a ‘Former Professional Bicycle’ on 
the back of her matron’s uniform. The message had 
been printed in the traditional kidnappers’ font cut out 
of newspaper headlines. Katie had never been able to 
produce sufficient evidence that Ali had been the 
perpetrator of the prank to have her punished but she 
had never forgiven her. 

 
Frankly Katie had been surprised to find Ali 

Stone’s name on the clobber abusers list. Although 
she did not indulge herself with bespoke tailoring Ali 
was a fastidious dresser and not the type to make 
such a simple error. 

Katie had taken the precaution of checking the 
inspection reports. The blouse had definitely been 
tagged as abusive when it was first received at the 
laundry. Katie grinned when she read the report. The 
hawk-eyed inspectors had earned their wages. The 
button in the abusive state was one of the spares 
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stitched into the inside of the blouse. It was hardly 
surprising that Ali had over-looked the barely hanging 
thread. 

 
Ali Stone had not been best pleased to find the 

summons in her pigeon-hole. She clearly remembered 
that she had performed her nightly ritual inspection of 
her clobber before bagging it and putting it into the 
shute. She strode purposefully into the room 
determined to straighten this matter out. 

Before Ali had a chance to speak Katie slid the 
last remaining blouse across the desktop. 

“Look at this Stone, it’s a disgrace,” she 
sneered. 

Ali picked up the garment suspiciously. She 
looked inside the collar. Her name was embroidered 
on the label. She unfolded the white blouse and 
shook it out. Very carefully she began to examine the 
blouse, checking buttons, seams, stitching and the 
red braiding around the collar. She was aware of 
Katie watching her intently. 

Ali finished her inspection and could find 
nothing that could be described as clobber abuse. 
Just to be on the safe side she double-checked. 

“There’s nothing wrong with this blouse,” she 
announced finally. 

Katie cackled and snatched the blouse out of 
Ali’s hand. “Not to the amateur eye, but I am a 
professional,” she said condescendingly. Theatrically 
she laid the blouse out flat on the desk. “It looks 
perfect doesn’t it?” 

Ali scowled. Katie reached down to the front 
tail and turned it inside out. Two spare buttons had 
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been sewn inside for convenience. She pointed to the 
lower button. “That is not properly secured, an 
excessive length of thread is hanging.” 

Ali gaped at Katie. “You have to be kidding 
me?” she gasped. “That’s a spare. How can that 
possibly be interpreted as clobber abuse?” 

“I assume that after six years you have 
familiarized yourself with the Politics of Clobber?” 
Katie sneered. 

“Every goddam word,” snapped Ali, “and I’ve 
never seen any reference to spare buttons. This is 
bogus and I refuse to be slippered. I’m invoking my 
right of appeal.” 

“I strongly advise you against that course of 
action, Miss Stone,” said Katie. “I can assure you that 
in appeal situations the protocols will prevail and 
there is no room for miss-interpretation. Your 
punishment will be doubled.” 

Ali considered that proposition momentarily. “I 
don’t care,” she told Katie. “I’m appealing and you 
can’t stop me.” 

“Very well Stone, I shall take this up with the 
Grand Master, now get out of my sight,” snapped 
Katie. 

“Not without that blouse,” scoffed Ali. “If you 
think that I’m going to leave that with you then you 
must be barking. I want it taken into custody. Call 
Deborah or Bernadette, we can give it to them for 
safe-keeping.” 

Katie scowled. “I shall do no such thing.” 
“Then we have a stalemate don’t we, because 

I’m not leaving you in possession so that you can 
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tamper with the evidence,” said Ali firmly and crossed 
her arms across her chest. 

 



 

 

15 

 
Solomon 

 
 
Bernadette hurried over. “Debs we have an 

MIA situation. Ali was last seen on her way to Katie’s 
before brekker to be slippered for clobber abuse and 
she hasn’t been spotted since. She hasn’t turned up 
for assembly.” 

Debs creased her brow. “That’s odd,” she said. 
Deborah knew better than most that even the most 
extended pre-brekker slippering would always be 
done and dusted in plenty of time for a gal to wriggle 
uncomfortably to the assembly hall. She pulled out 
her cell-phone and dialed Katie’s number. 

“It’s Deborah Morton,” she said. “We’re trying 
to locate Ali Stone. I know she had an appointment 
with you this morning but nobody has seen her since. 
Do you have any idea where she went after she left 
your office or should I call in a MIA report?” 

“Stone is still in my office,” snapped Katie. “We 
have Politics of Clobber business to resolve. This is 
none of your business Morton; I shall deal with this 
with the appropriate authorities.” 
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“With all due respect Miss Beck, I am the 
appropriate authority when a gal is absent from the 
assembly hall,” said Debs. 

“Well now you know where she is, so log her 
as currently indisposed and I shall take the 
appropriate actions,” snapped Katie. 

“Put Ali on the phone,” said Debs calmly. 
“I shall do no such thing,” retorted Katie. “This 

is now Brass business so I will thank you to keep your 
nose out.” 

“Katie, I hate to remind you but you are not 
Brass, you are not even semi-Brass, you are just a 
lowly administrator in charge of laundry,” Debs 
sighed, “but I can hear the real Brass approaching so 
I’ll let you go while I confer with the Grand Master.” 

“Morton, I’m warning you, butt out,” Katie 
yelled but Debs had hung up. 

 
“What seems to be the problem?” asked Mr 

Humphries. 
“Stone’s clobber was found to be in an abusive 

condition by the inspector’s, Grand Master,” said 
Katie. “When I showed her the garment in question 
she invoked her right to appeal. Obviously Grand 
Master I reminded her of the consequences and 
offered her the opportunity to reconsider. She chose 
to continue to proceed with the appeal and I informed 
her that I would compile the appropriate paperwork 
and dismissed her. She refused to leave my office.” 

“Is this correct Miss Stone?” asked the Grand 
Master. 

“Well yes and no, sir,” said Ali. “I requested 
that my blouse was placed into independent custody 
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until my appeal hearing. When Katie refused I felt it 
prudent to remain here so that she would not be able 
to tamper with the evidence.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “Is the paperwork 
completed?” he asked Katie. 

“I have the inspection report which cites the 
protocol that has been breached and,” she pointed at 
the folded blouse, “this is the garment itself sir. The 
abuse is quite clear. One of the buttons has a hanging 
thread that leaves it in perilous danger of becoming 
unsecured and possibly lost. It would have been a 
simple matter to correct if Stone had bothered to 
carry-out the appropriate level of inspection before 
putting it in to be laundered. She was negligent and 
deserves to be punished.” 

“Miss Stone, I understand that you disagree?” 
asked the Grand Master. 

“Sir, I check my clobber every night. The 
button in question is a spare that is stitched into the 
inside tail of the blouse. If it falls off or gets lost, so 
what? I have plenty of other buttons in my sewing kit 
that I can use if one of the front buttons needs 
replacing,” said Ali earnestly. “I just don’t see how 
this can be interpreted as clobber abuse.” 

Mr Humphries picked up the paperwork. Katie 
was quite correct that it had been the inspector’s who 
had filed the report. He told Katie to pull up the 
appropriate protocol on the screen of her laptop. 

The Grand Master often marveled at the level 
of minutia that had been included in the protocols. 
The Politics of Clobber were particularly exhaustive 
and comprised of page after page of detailed clauses. 
The clause relating to blouse buttons included 



A Flogging for the Red-Shirt 
 

 

definitions of chipping, discoloration, the precise 
manner of stitching and the exact length of cotton 
thread that was allowed to hang. The clause did not 
differentiate between the buttons down the front of 
the blouse and the spares. 

Mr Humphries picked up the blouse itself and 
studied the abusive button. There was no question 
that the inspector’s measurements were correct and 
that the hanging thread was longer than allowed by 
the protocols. 

He looked over at Ali. She was dressed 
immaculately. He turned the laptop to face him and 
navigated his way to the electronic punishment record 
book. He typed in Ali’s name and then went to pull-
down menu that allowed him to filter the offenses 
that had caused her to be punished. In the six years 
she had spent at the facility Ali Stone had only been 
punished for clobber abuse on one previous occasion. 
He looked over at Katie. 

“To describe this button of being in perilous 
danger of becoming unsecured and possibly lost is a 
bit of a stretch,” he told the matron. “It appears to be 
perfectly secure even if the hanging thread is slightly 
beyond the allowance. I accept that the inspectors’ 
have been dutiful in their quality control process and 
were correct in highlighting this oversight on Miss 
Stone’s part. However, the protocol states that the 
abuse must materially render the garment unusable 
prior to correction. I do not believe this to be the case 
and therefore I do not think that Miss Stone has 
actually breached the protocol. She is free to go.” 

Katie scowled, but resisted the temptation to 
argue against the reprieve. She made a mental note 
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to instruct Patty and the Wart to treat Ali as a hostile 
target with immediate effect.    

 



 

 

16 

 
Code Pink 

 
 
Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner and 

Sergeant Angie Ashurst sat in the Grand Master’s 
office. 

“How are you feeling Kate?” asked Mr 
Humphries. 

“Much better thank you, Grand Master, I was 
still pretty nauseous when they released me but 
Angie, Deborah and Debs Ma took good care of me,” 
she smiled. “I’m back fighting fit.” 

The Grand Master smiled. “I’m glad to hear 
that,” he told Kate. “So what will you ladies do now, 
will you go back to the force?” 

Kate shook her head. “Until Malicious, Rufus 
and Armanisuit are apprehended I don’t think that 
you should drop your guard. I think they might try 
one more time.” 

“They’ve tried kidnapping, grand theft, 
assassination and an outright assault on the facility, 
there’s not much left except blowing the whole 
compound up,” growled the Grand Master. 
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“Don’t count that out,” warned Kate. “Anyway 
we’re sticking around. I always wanted to nail 
Malicious’s tits to the mast and now I’ve added nailing 
Rufus’s balls to the floor to my wish-list.” 

Mr Humphries nodded. “I appreciate your 
commitment and I can assure you that you are both 
very welcome to stay around as long as you like,” he 
told Kate and Angie.  

 
Major Susan Lawton was dressed in her official 

military whites. “The Scorpions are to be deported,” 
she reported. “I lunched with the ambassador. His 
government has been deeply embarrassed by the 
incident and is going to throw the book at them. They 
will get far harsher sentences back home.”  

“Have the Scorpions given you any useful 
intelligence?” asked Mr Humphries. 

Susan shook her head. “Nothing much that we 
didn’t already know. However, they are willing to sing 
like canaries to avoid being deported. I suspect that 
they are terrified that they will end up in C Max in 
Pretoria. I’m on my way to interview them one last 
time, see if I can’t pick up anything that will help 
track Rufus and Armanisuit down.” 

“So you don’t think that they are hiding out on 
Malicious’s island?” asked the Grand Master. 

Major Lawton shrugged. “I agree it’s not a bad 
assumption, but Rufus is a man of independent 
means and he’s resourceful. He managed to elude the 
authorities when they were investigating his bank. He 
could be anywhere. I’ll be back later and will brief you 
on how the interviews go.” 
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Susan Lawton put on her peaked cap and 
strode purposefully out of the door. 

“I’ll keep my crew on-site for a while,” said 
Stacks Monroe. “If that aristocratic little toe-rag or his 
fucking Confederacy shows their faces again they’ll 
wish they’d all had their sorry arses shipped off to 
Africa along with the Scorpions.”  

Former Police Sergeant Ellen Millar patted her 
lover’s hand affectionately. “We appreciate your help 
and protection,” she smiled.  

The Grand Master had invited Stacks, Ellen and 
Stacks’s god-daughter, Bernadette Summers, for 
lunch in the private dining room at the facility. Cassie 
Cassy had prepared a delicious appetizer of Tranche 
de fois gras Poêlée served in a morel mushroom and 
port wine reduction and garnished with roasted pears. 
She had scoured the Grand Masters wine cellar and 
selected a bottle of Palmina Alisos 2004 for 
accompaniment. 

Stacks forked some of the seared fois gras into 
his mouth and washed it down with a sip of wine. 

“I think that I should send some of the lads on 
a Caribbean golfing holiday,” he said thoughtfully. 
“See how Rufus and that gobshyte lawyer like having 
their arseholes used as tee-boxes.” 

“I’m sure that Melissa has her island guarded 
like a fortress,” said Ellen. 

Stacks just shrugged. “You think that would 
keep Mickey out? He’s had about enough of these 
punters threatening Bernadette and her chums. This 
is getting very personal.” 

“Let’s wait until Major Lawton gets back before 
we make any decisions,” said the Grand Master. 
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“She’s interviewing the Scorpions this afternoon. 
She’ll return to the facility this evening. I’ll arrange to 
have the VIP bar at Monets reserved and we’ll have a 
council of war.” 

Stacks nodded his agreement. 
After the dishes from the appetizers had been 

cleared away Cassie personally served the entrée. 
Baked red snapper with braised fennel and a tomato 
basil confit was accompanied by a light and fruity 
Badet Clement Cuvee Prestige.  

“For a government institution you guys don’t 
live too badly,” chuckled Stacks as he tucked into the 
exquisitely flaky fish. “I’m not sure anybody will want 
to leave if the Prime Minister decides to close you 
down.” 

“Let’s just make sure that he has something 
left to close down,” observed the Grand Master. “I’ll 
keep the unit under pink alert but we need to be 
ready to move back to code red at a moment’s 
notice.” 

“Bottoms up to that, Grand Master,” chorused 
his guests. 

 
 
  
 
 
 
 



 

 

17 

 
The Prime Minister’s Daughter 

 
 
“If you think that being the Prime Minister’s 

daughter extends you any special privileges, Brooks, 
you have another think coming,” snarled Patty Hodge, 
“now go and get into clobber; I intend to thrash you 
within an inch of your life.” 

 
Claire Brooks stretched her long legs as she cut 

across the quadrangle heading in the direction of the 
Old Gals living quarters. She could have kicked herself 
for be so foolish as to offer Patty an opening to beat 
her. As usual, it was Claire’s habit of opening her 
mouth before fully engaging her brain had proven to 
be fatal.  

 
The past few weeks had been tumultuous for 

Claire. Her father’s elevation to premier of the nation 
had thrust the Brooks family into the spotlight. 
Predictably Malicious had used her media empire to 
denounce Christopher as a ‘liberal charlatan with the 
economic savvy of an over-cooked turnip’. 
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The Forsham-Smythe Network had singled 
Claire out for special attention. Scurrilous news ink 
was generally accompanied by the unfortunate 
picture of Claire’s V-sign gesticulation at Melissa 
Forsham-Smythe that had originally provoked the 
Snobs and Rotters tribunal or the photo of Claire 
being spanked by her mother with a hairbrush during 
her Caned Laughter revue. 

To Claire’s embarrassment Malicious’s news-
hound revealed her record as being the only 
schoolgirl to be formally horsed and birched during 
the past fifty years. Baroness Fielding, the school 
governor who had authorized the dastardly 
punishment described Claire as a wanton derelict. The 
hacks failed to mention that by coincidence the 
Baroness was Malicious’s sister or that the barbaric 
birching had followed quickly on the heels of Claire 
having just displaced Sarah Forsham-Smythe on the 
national junior equestrian team. The Forsham-Smythe 
cartoonists had a field day and published a four-panel 
strip of the incident showing Claire being hoisted over 
the back of a burly prefect and thrashed with a spray 
birch and dubbed her ‘Scarecrow’ Brooks. 

The newshounds managed to get their hands 
on the Dayton Manor punishment book and revealed 
Claire’s dubious distinction of being the second most 
whopped student in history. They secured an 
interview with Monica Rodgers who had the 
distinction of being the first Head Prefect to invite 
Claire up to her study for a six o’clock swishing. 

Miss Rodgers reported that Claire had taken up 
semi-permanent residence in the detention room and 
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in an effort to deter this serial poor behavior she had 
invited Claire along to her study. 

“I suggested that we should try a swishing,” 
recalled Monica. “Claire didn’t offer any objection so I 
bent her over the back of the sofa and gave her three 
tight ones across the seat of her bumbags.” According 
to Monica it didn’t have the desired result and she 
was compelled to invite Claire back a few days later 
for a second swishing. 

“It was clear to me that three strokes had not 
proved to be enough of a deterrent so the next time I 
gave her six of the best,” recalled Monica. The former 
Head Prefect admitted that even though the extra 
strokes didn’t seem to do much good she continued 
to “give Brooks six whenever she needed them and 
would have given her more if I had been allowed”. 

She went onto make several snide and 
derogatory remarks regarding Claire’s character traits. 

What the unbalanced article neglected to 
report was that Miss Rodgers was stood down in 
disgrace from the role of Head Prefect. Or that she 
was caned in front of the assembled school for ‘abuse 
of privilege and excessive use of the six o’clock 
swishings’. 

Angela Sills and Jane Lummell, two other 
former Head Prefects at Dayton Manor who had 
reason to beat Claire, declined to be interviewed. 

Claire’s comedy revue ‘Caned Laughter’ was 
denounced as a squalid homage to a life of 
delinquency and readers were encouraged to boycott 
the shows. 

Predictably the Great Unwashed was fascinated 
by these revelations. Bernadette Summers rubbed her 
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bumbags with glee at the publicity and increased 
Claire’s asking price as comedy clubs around the 
country clamored for bookings. 

Debs Morton, who was no stranger to being 
savaged by the Forsham-Smythe gutter press and 
whose own bumbags had been lucratively 
commercialized by the Bounder, teased Claire that 
they should compete to become the proud owner of 
the nation’s first official pair of Million-Squid 
bumbags. 
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Million Squid Bumbags 
 
 
Claire fastened her collar and slipped the knot 

of her tie so that it neatly covered the top button of 
her crisp white blouse. She extracted a brand new 
pair of navy blue gossamer bumbags from a drawer 
and stepped into them.  

She had spent the previous evening in the 
Bounders study signing contracts. She was astonished 
to discover that Debs joke about million squid 
bumbags was not so far from the truth. She had a 
shed-full of offers of twenty-five thousand squids a 
night for her basic stand-up revue, most of the offers 
had been significantly sweetened if she agreed to 
take a trip over Ma’s knee to be spanked live on 
stage. 

It occurred to Claire that it would not be such 
a bad thing for a gal to have a million squids stuffed 
in her bumbags. 

 
Claire Brooks was wishing that she had 

something like a book stuffed in her bumbags. Patty 
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was laying it on thick. She was whipping the wye-
tipped cane down with extreme prejudice. She was 
determined to reap the maximum mischief and 
mayhem inside the squirming bumbags of the hapless 
Old Gal. 

Earlier in the year Patty had decided it would 
be a wizard wheeze to simulate the notorious horsing 
to pay Claire back for the impersonations that she 
included in her revue. The whole affair had gone 
totally pear-shaped when Patty and her cohorts were 
caught live on video in their bungled attempts. As a 
result Patricia Hodge, Katie Beck and the Wart had 
been forced to subject themselves to the humiliation 
of being publicly horsed and beaten to save their 
jobs. It was not an event that a woman given to 
harboring malicious tendencies was likely to forget in 
a hurry. Patty was in the business of pay-back. 

 
Claire’s chums watched the proceedings 

distastefully. Patty made no effort to disguise the glee 
she was deriving from thrashing her old nemesis. 
There was no question that the beating was being 
delivered on legitimate grounds so there was nothing 
the observers could do to intervene.  

 
Patricia Hodge was a cruel and brutal martinet. 

For over thirty years she had reveled in the power 
that brandishing a cane offered her. She had spent 
thousands of hours honing her craft and prided 
herself that she could bring tears to the eyes of even 
the most whop-hardened veteran. 

She raised the cane high in the air and slashed 
it down with all the force she could muster. She felt a 
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surge of adrenalin as Claire Brooks’s body shuddered 
and jerked like a fish on a hook as the devastating 
pain wracked through her body. She waited thirty 
seconds before raising her arm and then bringing it 
down swiping. 

 
Claire pushed herself up from the desktop. Her 

face was as white as a sheet and her pretty features 
were distorted into a ghastly grimace. She shuffled 
down the aisle to retrieve her punishment record 
book from the breast pocket of her red and black 
striped blazer. She resembled a refugee from a war-
zone. Claire Brooks had just been totally nailed. 

 
Patty made Claire stand on a chair at the front 

of the lecture room with her hands on her head. 
“If you so much as blink you’re going over 

again,” she said spitefully. 
Despite feeling vaguely ridiculous Claire was 

relieved not to have to lower her sore and swollen 
rear end onto a hard wooden seat. After two decades 
of having her bum blistered Claire Brooks was 
something of an expert on the long-term effects of a 
licking. Claire was keenly aware that she had been 
beaten bandy and predicted that all she had to look 
forward to in the foreseeable future was experiencing 
what the Woody Wags termed as ‘a keeper’. 

 
Claire stretched her long lithe body out over 

Lady Victoria’s lap. Lady Vix gently retracted her 
chum’s bumbags being careful as she pulled the 
material away from the weeping weals. She let out a 
low whistle. 
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“These are keepers,” she observed.  
Claire squirmed as Victoria traced her balm 

moistened fingertips along the thin red stripes. 
“Just my luck,” she groaned. “We’ve got a 

cross-country ride planned this afternoon. This is not 
going to make it very enjoyable. She fucking nailed 
me. I can’t believe I let my guard down.” 

“She’s a fawkin’ menace to society,” said Vix 
sympathetically. 

 



 

 

19 

 
 

Menace to Society 
 
 
At Yvonne Godfrey’s Extreme Ladette trial she 

had been described as a menace to society. For years 
the combined law enforcement agencies had tried to 
build a criminal case against her, but despite 
numerous court appearances she had remained at 
large. Finally in desperation they charged her as an 
Extreme Ladette and dispatched her to the Big House. 

Yvonne had naturally assumed that her 
notoriety as the most powerful female gangster in the 
country would allow her to turn Woodys into her 
personal fiefdom. 

During the same trial several of her cohorts 
including Mitch the Bitch, Ivan the Terrible, Spanker 
Spage and Jayne Underly had also been sentenced to 
the Big House so she figured that she had a ready-
made crew at her disposal. She also had a long 
association with Katie Beck from their old days as 
partners-in-crime in the Confederacy and Katie owed 
her some considerable favors. After Katie had been 
sentenced Yvonne had persuaded the board of 
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directors of the Yoofs to continue to pay Katie a 
generous annual dividend for services rendered into 
offshore bank accounts managed by Lord Rufus. Katie 
was an extremely rich woman due to Yvonne’s 
largesse and Godders did not plan on letting the unit 
matron forget this. 

 
Godders had not arrived at Woodys sporting a 

virgin arse. Even at school she had indulged in 
extortion, blackmail and the occasional punitive 
kidnapping of her enemies. Her strong-arm tactics 
regularly attracted the attention of the school 
authorities and she was frequently beaten for 
bullying. For all her personality flaws Yvonne was by 
no means a muff and she earned herself the epithet 
of the Ice Maiden due to her ability to take a licking 
without flinching. 

However, despite her displays of disdain at 
being punished Yvonne did not appreciate being bent 
over chairs and desks for six of the best. She often 
responded by having huge quantities of building 
materials delivered to the homes of her teachers 
while they were otherwise engaged in the practice of 
education. The deliveries caused considerable 
inconvenience and often financial hardship to the 
hapless recipients. 

Yvonne maintained an ongoing feud with the 
school prefects. She objected to them poking their 
noses in her business, particularly when they sneaked 
on her to the Brass and got her caned. After one 
Headgirl had reported her for bullying Yvonne made 
contact with Lord Rufus Lewis. In return for allowing 
him to fondle the stripes from her caning he had the 
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hapless Headgirl bundled into the trunk of a vehicle 
and taken for a bumpy tour of the countryside. It was 
the start of a lucrative relationship that was only 
terminated by Yvonne’s dispatch to the Big House.   

 
The Ice Maidens plan for world domination at 

the Woody Back to School unit was not entirely 
successful. She had not expected to meet the 
resistance of Cathryn Cassidy. 

Immediately prior to the capture of the highest 
echelons of the female Yoofs the arrest of Cat Cassidy 
had dominated the national news. Cat was widely 
perceived as the pioneer and jeunesse dorée of the 
Extreme Ladette movement.  

Free-wheeling and wildly independent Cathryn 
Cassidy was a fixture in the society columns and 
inspired the burgeoning Ladettes to ‘don’t wait to be 
asked, just go and do it’. 

She cut an imposing figure with her dark gypsy 
looks and her trademark electric pink biker jackets, 
black turtle-necks and ever-present shades. She was 
rarely photographed without a glass of champagne in 
her left hand and a cigarette in her right.  

Yvonne’s first mistake was to try to bully and 
intimidate Cathryn’s long time best friend Melanie 
White. When Cat observed her miniscule chum 
surrounded by Yvonne and her feral pack Cathryn 
took them by surprise, striding over and without any 
warning dragging her finger nails down Yvonne’s right 
cheek. Not that Melons needed much protection. 
Despite her diminutive physical stature, over the 
years she proved herself more than able to go toe-to-
toe with the Ice Maiden’s cronies and had suffered 
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several public floggings for bopping the likes of Mitch 
the Bitch on the hooter. 

Yvonne remained determined to become the 
big cheese on campus. She made overtures to Cat to 
form a non-aggression pact but was generally 
disappointed when the ultra-laid-back Cat either 
poked her in the eye or hacked her in the shins.  

She was further aggrieved that her burly 
henchwomen Ivan the Terrible and Spanker Spage 
appeared unwilling to deploy their strong-arm 
intimidation tactics on Cat and Melons. Cat had 
befriended the quiet and private Butcher twins. 
Although Patsy and Lindsey would never fully 
embrace a lifestyle of mega-minxing they were 
decidedly minx friendly and loyal to Cathryn. Their 
remarkable Amazonian physiques gave them the 
impression that they might be handy in a scrap and 
they scared the bejaysus out of Ivan and the 
Spanker.  

 
The Godders/Cat feud festered for years 

culminating in Yvonne and the Yoofs attempting to 
kidnap Cathryn and extort millions from her father. 
The result of this debacle was that Yvonne and Mitch 
the Bitch were returned to Back to School unit to act 
as general grubby’s and all-round skivvies. 

Yvonne was becoming increasingly antsy. With 
Lord Rufus having disappeared off the radar and the 
increased speculation in the media that the unit would 
be closed down her prospects looked bleak. She had 
no friends amongst the inmates and if she was 
transferred to prison she feared she would be knifed. 
In desperation she decided she would have to put 
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pressure on another menace to society to repay her 
for the financial favors she had organized; namely 
Miss Katie Beck. 



 

 

20 

 
Not in These Bumbags 

 
 
“How are you going to explain where all that 

money came from if I turn supergrass?” sneered 
Yvonne. “I’ve put up with you and Patty’s bullshit for 
long enough. I ain’t going to chokey and if I have to 
take you, Rufus and anybody else down to stay on 
the outside I will.” 

Katie Beck narrowed her eyes. “Don’t be 
ridiculous,” she snapped. “You don’t scare me 
Godfrey. You’d have to confess to being part of the 
Confederacy and all those old criminal charges would 
resurface. You’d be banged up and they’d throw away 
the key. You’re losing your nerve Godfrey. Fucking 
Ice Maiden?’ she snorted contemptuously. “You’re 
just another fucking muff!” 

Yvonne’s eyes blazed. She seriously considered 
hacking Katie in the shins. Nonetheless she 
acknowledged that Katie might be her last bastion of 
hope so she resisted the temptation. 

“I’m not threatening you, Katie,” she said 
smoothly. 
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“You’re not?” snapped Katie. “That sounded 
very much like a threat to me.” 

“Perhaps I didn’t phrase that very well,” 
Yvonne continued in a placatory tone. “I would never 
do anything to harm the Confederacy. I just need 
your help. I’m in a very tricky situation.” 

Katie did not look impressed. “There’s nothing 
I can do for you Godders. I left the Confederacy many 
years ago and I have no influence.” 

“I’m not asking you to contact the 
Confederacy,” insisted Yvonne. “I need to escape. I 
have plenty of money stashed away so that won’t be 
a problem. I just need for you to make some 
arrangements.” 

“Escape? You’re wearing a fucking 
transponder,” laughed Katie. “How are you going to 
escape?” 

“You can control the transponder. You’ve 
switched it off before to help Patty,” said Yvonne. “I’ll 
just need you to do it one more time when the time is 
right for me to have it on my toes. I’ll just need a 
getaway car and a ferry ticket. If I can get to Europe 
I can disappear. ” 

“Not in these bumbags,” retorted Katie. “Now 
get back to work before I feel compelled to slipper 
you.” 

 
Katie went on-line a perused her bank 

accounts. There was no question that Yvonne had 
treated her generously. Also when Ms Lawton had 
agreed to employ her back at the unit, even though 
she was only classified as minor Brass at best, she 
had attracted a healthy salary. With her food and 
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lodging paid for by the Ministry of Extreme Social 
Rehabilitation her only real expense had been footing 
Patty Hodge’s formidable bills in the saloon bar of the 
Bunch of Grapes. She had managed to squirrel away 
the rest of her income. She was a wealthy woman. 

 
Along with the other members of the Woody 

community Katie had been carefully monitoring the 
progress of the Prime Minister in his investigation of 
the Back to School system. She had been heartened 
by the proposal that even if the system was 
dismantled the Woody facility would remain open as a 
sin-bin although the sentences Ladettes received 
would be far shorter than under the current rules. 
She saw no reason why she should be relieved of the 
position that allowed her to satisfy her Whop Junkie 
fixation. 

Katie had also heard rumblings on the gossvine 
that Cat Cassidy and Spanky Botts had put together a 
business plan to purchase the compound and convert 
it into a commercial resort for the Woodettes if the 
unit was closed or down-sized. Katie was waiting for 
an opportunity to make overtures to Cathryn about 
investment possibilities. 

Katie Beck had no intention of risking her 
future to assist Yvonne Godfrey in some lame-brained 
escape plan. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell were on 

their hands and knees in the Great Hall waxing the 
wooden floor in preparation for the Saturday night 
feast. 
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The Ice Maiden was not in the best of humor. 
The summit with Katie had not been in the least bit 
encouraging. Yvonne had been truthful when she had 
said that she would never do anything to hurt the 
Confederacy. She was certain that if only she could 
escape she and Lord Rufus would be reunited. Even if 
they were forced to go into hiding she was convinced 
that they would be able to continue to operate the 
criminal network.  

It was imperative that she found a way to get 
Katie Beck to put her bumbags on the line.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

21 

 
You Cane Hard, Ma’am 

 
 
Michelle Morgan’s bumbags were in the firing 

line. It was Saturday afternoon and Michelle was 
folded in half in front of the fire-place up in the 
library. 

 
Debs had groaned when the duty grubby had 

stopped by to inform her that Michelle was waiting 
outside the library. 

Debs had spent the past three hours on the 
tennis courts in a grueling workout with Jane Lummell 
and Rachel Cox. She had dearly hoped to take an 
afternoon nap before it was time to get dressed for 
the Saturday night feast. 

Deborah scanned the paperwork. It had been 
signed by Charlie Johnson who was acting as duty 
monitor. Charlotte was a trusted aide and Debs did 
not need further confirmation that the rubbishing 
complaint was legitimate. 

“Should I lay out your clobber,” asked Lady 
Derby. 
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“I don’t suppose that Bernadette is on 
campus?” asked Debs hopefully. 

“I’ll check her calendar Ma’am,” said Derby and 
pulled out her smart-phone. “Unfortunately Miss 
Summers has a town-pass Ma’am. There’s a race on 
at Cheltenham that’s not on TV. She’s probably at the 
bookies.” 

Deborah grunted. “I’m going to take a quick 
shower,” she told her grubby. “I’ll try not to leave 
Michelle waiting too long.” 

 
Debs climbed the last stairs that led to the 

corridor that housed the library. She carried an 
ashplant tucked beneath her left arm. As she entered 
the landing she saw Michelle dutifully performing nose 
and toes outside the library door. Deborah sighed and 
walked purposefully down the wood floor. 

“Come on let’s get this over with, I’m sure we 
both have better things to do on a Saturday 
afternoon,” she said a little grumpily. 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Michelle and turned to follow 
Deborah through the outer library and into the back 
punishment room. 

“Do you wish to lodge an appeal?” asked Debs. 
“No Ma’am,” responded Michelle. 
“Then let’s not waste any time. Get ready and 

then go and bend over and face the fire-place,” 
instructed Debs. 

 
Debs shrugged off her blazer and loosened her 

collar and tie. She rolled back the cuffs of her blouse 
and retrieved her cane. Michelle was already stooped 
into position. 
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Debs flexed her cane and stepped in close. 
Sometimes Deborah wished that the other 

members of the Elite would perform these disciplinary 
services. Back in the day all twelve members of the 
Elite had regularly caned the gals under their 
supervision. However, when Debs had been elected 
Red-shirt the other prefects had unanimously ceded 
their thrashing rights over to her. Debs had learned to 
be dispassionate about fulfilling her duties but 
sometimes she found the constant interruptions to 
her day rather tiresome.  

 
Deborah tapped the cane down and tried not 

to be irritated with Michelle for spoiling her plans for a 
nap. Michelle acted as Jojo’s personal grubby and was 
an intimate member of the community that resided on 
the Elite landing. Deborah’s own grubby, Derby, was 
best chums with Michelle and Miss Morgan often 
voluntarily assisted in the complex organization of 
Debs life.  

 
Michelle Morgan was a waif-like creature. Debs 

turned back the hem of the grubby’s gymslip 
exposing a slender and slightly bony bum. Debs 
expertly whipped the cane across the tautened 
bumbags. 

It was a classic six of the best involving two 
consummate professionals. Debs landed the strokes 
with power and precision, Michelle did her bit by 
putting it up and keeping it up. 

When they were finished neither gal spoke as 
they rearranged their clothing. Michelle handed Debs 
her punishment record book so that the whops could 
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be post-processed. Once that operation was 
completed the two gals strode purposefully towards 
the door. 

“Are you going to the feast tonight?” Debs 
asked finally. 

Michelle nodded. “Cassie is going to kill me, I 
promised to help her out in the kitchen,” she told the 
Red-shirt. 

“Keeping busy will help take your mind off the 
stripes,” commented Debs. 

Michelle giggled. “I don’t think there’s much 
chance of that. You cane very hard, Ma’am,” she said. 

 
 
 



 

 

22 

 
Indispensable 

 
 
Christy Cranfield caned hard.  
“Holy smoking bumbags,” groaned Debs. “I 

can’t believe that I enjoy this. You really do cane 
hard, Christy,” She said as she jumped up and down 
on the spot rubbing her scorched arse. 

“Talk about the pot calling the kettle black,” 
giggled Spanky Botts. 

As was usual on Saturday nights, after 
attending the feast in the Great Hall, Debs, Christy, 
Spanky and Lady Derby had repaired to the library. 
Their tummies were full and they were all mildly 
inebriated. None of the quartet had been featured in 
the after-dinner entertainment so Debs had felt no 
compunction about dangling her chums over her lap 
and giving them each a damn good spanking with her 
wood backed hairbrush. 

Once she had fulfilled her role as martinet 
Deborah had felt obliged to bend over the back of a 
leather armchair so that Christy Cranfield could thrash 
her with the ceremonial popping stick. It seemed like 
an appropriate way to complete an exciting evening. 
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During the feast Cathryn Cassidy and Spanky 
Botts had unveiled the details of their business plan. 

Cat gave a presentation outlining her proposal 
to buy the Woody Back to School property in the 
event that the facility was closed or down-sized. The 
campus would be transformed into a resort where the 
Woodettes could enroll to indulge their role-playing 
fantasies. The inmates past and present would be 
given an opportunity to invest in the resort and Cat 
assured them that her initial market survey had 
shown that the new venture would turn a very 
healthy profit in double quick-time. 

 
Lady Derby replenished her chum’s glasses 

with bubbly. The bob-haired aristocrat had been 
delighted by Cat and Spanky’s plan. Derby Huntington 
made no secret of her love of Woodys. She really 
didn’t consider herself to be serving a custodial 
sentence. She often told Debs that her days at 
Woodys were amongst the happiest of her life. 

Under Cat’s plan Derby would be free to 
continue her sentence as if the abolition of the 
Extreme Ladette laws had not occurred.  

“Will I still be able to grub for you, Ma’am?” 
she asked Deborah. 

“Well theoretically you’d be in Phase 2 and 
you’d be out of the grubbing business,” laughed 
Debs. 

“But I like grubbing,” said Derby. “It keeps me 
occupied and you’re going to be so busy you’ll need 
someone to take care of you,” she insisted. 

Debs smiled at her chum. Deborah had served 
two terms as a grubby. The first at Queensgate 
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where she had grubbed for the President of Posh, 
Vanessa Feldman, and subsequently at Woodys 
where she had been assigned a gal name Maria Jones 
as her mentor. In her diaries she writes affectionately 
of both of these periods and by all accounts she was 
a diligent and efficient grubby and had been 
rewarded with kindness and protection. 

Despite being occasionally uncomfortable with 
Derby’s constant attention and vigilance she was 
forced to admit that her grubby had become 
indispensable. She had long given up on trying to 
persuade Derby not to refer to her as Ma’am or to 
kick-back and take some free-time for herself. They 
had become bosom buddies and throughout their 
relationship Debs had not felt compelled to give her 
grubby a single punishment draping. 

“I’m sure that if we talk to Cathryn we can 
make whatever arrangements you want,” Debs 
laughed.  

“Good, that’s settled then,” said Derby 
enthusiastically, “I’ll make sure it’s written into my 
contract.”  

 
Despite Sunday’s being a loose tie and 

minimum whops day Debs was kept moderately busy. 
She was required to spank two grubby’s for tardy 
time-keeping and to cane Heidi Alexander for 
excessive goofing in the recreation area. 

Between fulfilling her Red-shirt duties Debs 
worked on her magnum opus ‘Waiting to be caned, a 
history of Woodys’. When Ms Lawton generously 
assumed the role of her editor she had gained access 
to material that had never previously been released 
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by the Ministry of Education. She had also made 
contact with hundreds of former pupils of the original 
school and had been delighted by the enthusiastic 
responses. She had been lent private diaries and 
letters of the alumni filled with nuggets of information 
that added invaluable insights into the history of the 
school that dated back to 1857. She pored over the 
journals searching for nuggets of information for 
inclusion into her masterwork. 

At nine o’clock she officially went off duty and 
handed the facility over to the Dorm Raider. She 
picked up her cane and hurried off to the library 
where she knew Spanky and Christy would be 
waiting. The two guests to the facility were scheduled 
to drive back to the Smoke the following morning and 
they always liked to end their weekend forays with a 
final bottom warming. 

 
Before turning in for the night Deborah availed 

of Christy to come to her study and give her six on 
the silks. 

“Are you sure that’s sensible,” asked her chum. 
“You’re back in the lecture rooms in the morning.” 

“Hey I got through the whole of last week 
without scoring a single yellow card,” said Debs 
proudly. “I think I’ve finally got the Imposter under 
control.” She bent over the end of her bed and 
wiggled her silk covered rear end at Christy.  

  
 
 



 

 

23 

 
Inept Minxing 

 
 
Deborah Morton bent over and touched her 

toes. Ms Sills carefully folded back Debs skirt and 
picked up her cane. 

 
At the end of the previous week Deborah had 

been celebrating a personal record. She had survived 
the first week back from furlough without a single 
whop rebounding off her bumbags. This mini whop-
drought had ended a sustained record of being caned 
during the first week that dated back for fifteen 
consecutive terms. 

Deborah was notoriously unsettled during the 
critical first week. Her abysmal record included being 
chucked out of assembly on the first day of term on 
five occasions and during her first week as a member 
of the Elite, after she was beaten on three occasions, 
the naughtiest gal in the unit had been a prefect for 
the first time in the unit’s history.  

On Friday evening the Grand Master had 
joshed her that her unexpected week without whops 
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had cost him the fifty squids he had wagered with the 
Bounder at the generous odds of 6-5 on. 

However, the new week was not proving quite 
so successful and on Monday morning Deborah found 
herself in the unfortunate position of bending over to 
touch her toes and waiting to be caned for the second 
time in the space of sixty minutes. 

 
When Deborah had awoken on Monday 

morning she had been aware that she was suffering 
from a dose of the residuals. A busy weekend of 
recreational spanking in the company of Spanky 
Botts, Christy Cranfield and Lady Derby Huntington 
had culminated with her bent over the end of her bed 
getting six on the silks from Christy. Even in the 
recreational theater Miss Cranfield caned hard and 
when Debs had inspected her rear end in the 
bathroom mirror the following morning the six stripes 
were still prominently painted across the center of her 
buttocks. 

 
The morning had started innocuously enough. 

Debs had joined Jane Lummell for a four mile run 
before repairing to the Grand Master’s quarters for 
the morning briefing. Assembly had been a quiet 
affair without the excitement of any red cards being 
issued. 

Debs first lecture of the day was in the 
geography room. Despite her newly acquired 
penchant for recreational pain Deborah had sensibly 
been behaving herself when she was around 
members of the Radical Right. She was keenly aware 
that Patty had issued a jihad on her bumbags and 
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that her cohorts had been instructed to treat the Red-
shirt with zero-tolerance. 

Deborah had settled in to listen to the Wart 
waxing eloquent on plate tectonics. Deborah was 
dutifully taking notes when her concentration was 
rudely interrupted when she was beaned with a flying 
object clearly launched from a catapult. 

After a brief survey of the lecture room 
Deborah concluded that the most likely culprit was 
her best chum Rosemary. Deborah had no choice 
other than to retaliate. 

All things considered, despite a lifetime of 
minxing Deborah Morton was surprisingly inept at the 
sport. If anybody was to be caught with the 
proverbial smoking gun it was ten squids to a 
chocolate cup cake that it would be Debs. On this 
occasion the smoking gun was actually a small water-
loaded derringer and she was caught red-handed as 
she unleashed a stream of icy water at her chum. 

 
Deborah’s relationship with the Wart had never 

been anything less than acrimonious. In her role as 
Captain of the Red House Debs was obliged to report 
to the Wart’s Lair every evening to discuss house 
business. The Wart had little interest in the progress 
of her house and used the meetings as an 
opportunity to be disagreeable towards Deborah. Of 
late the Wart had been forced to temper her diatribes 
but nonetheless she still regularly threatened to beat 
Debs apropos of nothing. 

When Debs approached the front of the lecture 
room she knew that she had given the Wart the 
perfect opportunity to vent her spleen. 



A Flogging for the Red-Shirt 
 

 

 
The Wart wasted no time in getting in 

Deborah’s face. Debs did her best not to flinch under 
the diabolical diatribe. She knew that the Wart’s 
ranting and ravings were nothing more than hollow 
threats but that did not make them any less 
disagreeable. As usual the Wart threatened to haul 
Debs up before the Red House council and have her 
subjected to a Formal House Beating or to have her 
publicly flogged for bringing the role of Red-shirt into 
disrepute. She delivered the harangue with her face 
just inches from Deborah’s. Debs had to will herself 
not to recoil from the GeoDame’s toxic hangover 
breath. 

 
By the time that Deborah finally turned around 

to touch her toes she was in doubt that the Wart 
intended to give her a ferocious thrashing. It was all 
most disagreeable. 

For many years whoppings from the Wart were 
hit and miss affairs. In her enthusiasm she had often 
slashed the cane through the air without much 
control. Although her lack of control resulted in the 
occasional painful wraparound or low rider she also 
had a tendency to miss-hit and deliver glancing 
blows. Patty had finally become tired of the Wart 
kvetching over wasted strokes and had taken her 
down to the practice range and worked on her 
technique. 

The Wart did the breathing exercises Patty had 
taught her before lashing the cane down across 
Deborah’s bumbags. Debs chums’ exchanged glances; 
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they rather fancied that the Red-shirt was in for a hot 
and sweaty few minutes. 

  



 

 

24 

 
Debs Scores a Hat-trick 

 
 
When Deborah returned to the vertical position 

her face was pale and her mouth set in a tight line. 
She was forced to endure another unsavory ration of 
tongue pie before finally being forced to spend the 
remainder of the lecture standing on a chair with her 
hands on her head. 

 
Deborah had no time between lectures to seek 

any respite for her sizzling behind from Rosemary’s 
mystical balms. She wriggled painfully along the 
corridor to attend a lecture on the subject of the 
works of Sir Philip Sidney conducted by Angela Sills. 

Deborah Morton was a scholar of renaissance 
sonnets and had submitted an excellent paper on 
Astrophel and Stella. 

The lecture had started well enough. Ms Sills 
had been gushing in her praise of Deborah’s well-
researched paper and had graded it A+. Nonetheless 
within fifteen minutes Deborah Morton was touching 
her toes and waiting to be caned. 

 



101 
 

 

 

Deborah was not in any disagreement that she 
needed to be caned. There was a threshold of 
tolerance to ribald commentary amongst even the 
most liberal of Dames. Deborah’s first interruption of 
the lecture had been rewarded with a scowl and a 
verbal warning. Considering the hard wooden seat 
served as a constant reminder to Debs that her bum 
was in no shape for further whops it was somewhat 
foolish that she succumbed to the temptation to inject 
some further ribald mirth into the proceedings. Her 
reckless interruption earned her an invitation to step 
up to the front of the room and to bend over and 
touch her toes.  

 
Deborah hissed in genuine consternation. Due 

to her weekend activities and her recent altercation 
with the Warts cane her sweet spot was highly 
sensitive. The cane lashed painfully across her already 
sore and swollen behind. 

 
Angela Sills was unaware that Deborah was 

sporting a shed-load of stripes underneath her 
bumbags. She was extremely fond of Deborah and 
greatly admired her comprehensive knowledge of 
renaissance literature. She had even secretly found 
Deborah’s off-color remark quite amusing. 
Nonetheless Debs blatant disregard of an earlier 
warning could not be allowed to go unpunished so 
she set about giving Debs six of the very best. 

 
Deborah willed herself to keep her fingers 

glued to the tips of her shoes as her body shuddered 
with shock. The ‘it’s only whops’ mantra was proving 
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ineffective. Every stroke of the cane was sending her 
body into nerve-jangling, teeth-chattering, eye-
watering spasms. Her heart was pumping, her blood 
was rushing and her muscles straining as she 
struggled to maintain position. Angela Sills did good 
work and poor Debs was almost over-whelmed by the 
desire to howl. 

 
“Jeepers, this is a mess,” said Rosemary. 
“Stop gawking and hurry up,” grunted Debs. “I 

am in urgent need of maintenance.” 
Rosemary dug in deep to her pot of balm and 

smoothed the aloe based potion into the swollen 
weals. 

“Goofing right under the Wart’s nose was not 
very sensible,” observed Nixdown. 

“What was I supposed to do?” snorted Debs. 
“Rosie beaned me with a pellet. I had no choice but 
retaliate.” 

“Sorry about that,” said Rosemary, “I wasn’t 
actually aiming at you.” 

“I can assure you that does not come as much 
consolation to me,” grunted Debs. 

 
Deborah’s heart missed a beat and the blood 

drained out of her cheeks. Madame Diderot was 
leaning across her desk and thrusting a red card in 
her face. Debs looked as if she was in a trance as she 
pushed back her chair and trudged towards the door 
of the lecture room. 

 
Deborah had difficulty thinking as she trudged 

through the labyrinth of corridors that led to the far 
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wing of the main building. She could taste the salt as 
tears freely rolled down her cheeks. She was forced 
to stop at a convenient bathroom to do her best to 
dry her eyes and clean herself up. She couldn’t 
remember when she had felt so totally bereft and 
miserable. 

 
Katie Beck’s eyes were the size of saucers as 

she stared down at Deborah’s bum. The pale flesh 
was decorated with vivid red stripes stretching across 
the apex. For once Katie was at a loss for words. She 
had been greatly amused when Deborah had knocked 
on her door and told her that she needed to be 
inspected, but she had also been slightly confused. 
Debs showed no sign of her normal combatitive self-
assurance or her pugnacious defiance of Katie’s 
authority. She had appeared listless and nervous as 
she had obediently gone to the ante-room and 
compliantly raised her skirt and lowered her bumbags 
before bending over the desk. 

Katie stared at the stripes. Finally her face 
broke into a huge grin. She got the feeling that Debs 
Morton was about to meet her Armageddon. 
 
 



 

 

25 

 
Debs Treasure Trove 

 
 
The Grand Master looked across his desk at 

Deborah. She was visibly distressed and looked on 
the brink of tears. 

“I suppose you’ll want me to stand-down, Sir,” 
she said in a small voice. “I’m so sorry that I’ve let 
you down so badly.” 

Mr Humphries shook his head. “That won’t be 
necessary. We have a perfectly valid agreement in 
place. Your delinquency in the lecture rooms has no 
bearing on you suitability to act as Red-shirt,” he said 
calmly. “Unfortunately though, under the protocols I 
shall be obliged to publicly flog you.” 

Deborah smiled. “Really Sir?” she gasped. 
“You’re not going to stand me down.” 

“Really Deborah,” he assured her. “I am not 
standing you down. Now let’s discuss the 
arrangements for your flogging.” 

  
“Are you alright Ma’am?” asked Lady Derby in 

a concerned voice. 
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Deborah nodded. “I’ll be fine,” she assured her 
grubby. “I’m going to be flogged but that’s not such a 
big deal. Here let me show you something.” 

Debs opened a drawer in the closet. She 
extracted a pile of pairs of crisp white cotton gym-
shorts. “These are the whopping bags that I’ve worn 
during my other floggings,” she told Derby. 

Each pair of whopping bags had a card neatly 
pinned to the seat containing the date, time and 
details of Deborah’s previous public floggings. 

She turned the pile over and picked up a pair 
from the bottom. “These were my first pair. It was 
during my second summer at the unit. I got into a 
scrap with Janet Mitchell and we were both flogged. 
It was worth it just to hear her make a muff of herself 
and howl in front of the whole unit. Of course, I 
sucked it up,” she said proudly. 

She turned over the pairs one by one, telling 
Derby the stories behind each flogging. Her offences 
had ranged from the mundane, acquiring three red 
cards in a week or being chucked out of assembly 
three times in the same term, to the more 
extraordinary. She showed Derby the whopping bags 
that she had worn for the legendary flogging that 
Woody historians associate with Ms Lawton’s decision 
to launch the austere Operation Scorched Arse. “She 
broke her senior cane across my butt,” giggled Debs. 
“She had to finish with an ashplant so she gave me 
two extra strokes which I thought was rather 
unnecessary.” 

She showed Derby the bags she had worn for 
her two ceremonial floggings for scoring Bull’s. She 
showed her grubby another two pairs. “I was flogged 
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twice in the space of three days. The first for being 
chucked out of chapel on family visitation day and 
then two days later I needed another beating to score 
the Bull so I got my own back on Mitch the Bitch in 
the assembly hall.” She smiled. “Those were the 
golden days of minxing.” 

She went to the drawer and pulled out three 
pairs of navy blue gossamer bumbags. “I wore these 
during my three Formal House Beatings,” she told 
Derby. “I had been declared Public Enemy Number 
One and the SS was all over me like badly cut 
clobber. Yvonne held the balance of power on the 
Red House council so she was at liberty to stitch me 
up like a kipper. I was the first gal ever to be 
subjected to a full-collar walkthrough and taken to 
the gymnasium for a twelve-stroke running bender in 
front of the assembled house. I never wore these 
bumbags again.” 

Derby listened in rapt fascination. She had 
idolized Deborah since her own days at the 
Queensgate Academy. She had been inspired by Debs 
reputation for having been beaten on eighty-three 
occasions and for her record of her hundreds of 
appearances in front of the Posh. She had kept a 
picture of Debs beside her bed. Derby had also been 
amongst the thousands of screaming Debettes at 
Wimbledon on the fateful day of Deborah’s public 
arrest.  

She had been ecstatic when she was informed 
that Deborah Morton would act as her mentor and 
personal draper at the facility. The two women had 
become close. Despite Deborah’s efforts to 
discourage her Derby insisted on fulfilling the role of 
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Deborah’s personal valet. She refused to allow Debs 
to lift a finger around her study and happily fetched 
and carried for her mentor. 

Lady Derby Huntington made no secret of her 
penchant for pain and had become an active 
participant in Deborah’s inner circle that visited the 
library during the weekends to indulge their fantasies 
and need for ritual. 

“This is a treasure trove,” gasped Derby. “Do 
you know how much these whopping bags would be 
worth at public auction?” 

Debs smiled. “Don’t you dare tell the Bounder 
about my collection,” she said. “Some memories are 
worth more than money.” 

 
 



 

 

26 

 
It’s Only Whops 

  
 
Deborah chose to spend the eve of her Red-

shirt flogging in the quiet seclusion of her study. The 
flogging had been scheduled for the following 
morning’s assembly. 

Throughout the afternoon many well-wisher’s 
had stopped by to give her a hug and to wish her 
luck. Former Red-shirt’s Penny Ann Evans and Lady 
Victoria Brompton brought her bunches of roses. 
Susan Lawton who had delivered the majority of 
Deborah’s earlier floggings arrived with a bottle of 
Veuve Clicquot and teased her that she was very, 
very naughty gal. Her old chum from Queensgate, 
Pauline Gascoigne, and her tennis coach Jane 
Lummell dropped in to wish her luck. Debs was 
flattered that her chums universally endorsed the 
Grand Master’s decision that despite this unfortunate 
affair she should remain on as Red-shirt. 

 
Debs chatted on-line to Christy and Spanky. 

She updated her blog with news of the impending 
flogging and phoned Pablo to keep him in the loop. 
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Even her mother called to tell her that she had read 
the blog posting. 

“Oh Deborah Morton,” laughed Penny. “What 
are we going to do with you? You are completely 
incorrigible.” 

“Don’t be getting ideas Ma,” giggled Debs, “I 
can claim double jeopardy.” 

 
 Finally she switched off her computer and 

decided to collect her thoughts. She went over to the 
wall of her living area and pressed her nose to the 
paintwork. She raised her arms and linked her fingers 
on top of her head. 

The concept of being publicly flogged had 
never particularly perturbed Deborah. Back at the 
Queensgate Academy punishments had been 
delivered in the Posh HQ with all twenty-one 
members of the prefectorial body present. She had 
been spanked and caned so often in the lecture 
rooms that she merely considered public floggings to 
be whops with a few more people than usual 
watching. 

Facing the wall she tried to sort out her 
emotions. Just a few weeks earlier she had publicly 
outed herself as a fully-fledged spankette. It had 
been an exhilarating and exquisite feeling shared with 
the inmates and Brass of the facility. She wondered 
whether being formally flogged would be quite so 
exhilarating. 

Certainly the beating from the Wart had been 
no fun and the subsequent thrashing from Angela 
Sills had followed too soon after to be even vaguely 
enjoyable. 
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When Madame Diderot had shown her the red 
card she had not felt the familiar rush of adrenalin of 
knowing that she was once again in serious trouble. 
She had been devastated and had felt physically 
bilious at the unthinkable prospect that she would be 
stood down from her cherished position as Red-shirt 
in public disgrace. 

However, all that was now behind her and she 
remained the proud bearer of the Red-shirt; albeit 
she was about to become the first Red-shirt in the 
unit’s history to be publicly flogged. 

 
Debs was by no means the first member of the 

Elite to be flogged. During Operation Scorched Arse 
Cat Cassidy, Melanie White and the Butcher Twins 
had all been caned in front of the unit. Spanker Spage 
had received several floggings before she was finally 
banished to a high-security prison. Nonetheless, Red-
shirts such as Katie Beck, Liz Lancelot, April Turner 
and Lady Victoria had only ever been beaten in the 
privacy of the principal’s office. The following morning 
Debs Morton was scheduled to make Woody history. 

 
After fifteen minutes Debs lowered her arms. 

She removed her black blazer and hung it up. She 
kicked off her shoes and loosened her collar and tie. 
She poured a glass of the remaining champagne and 
scrounged around for a battered pack of cigarettes. 
She slumped into an easy chair with her legs dangling 
over the arm. The nose and toes session had been 
therapeutic but not particularly conclusive.  

She sipped her drink and sucked down on her 
fag. Debs was grateful that the Grand Master had 
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disassociated her delinquency from her formal duties. 
She was also aware that in Woodyworld her reckless 
spate of minxing was perceived to be an 
accomplishment and not something that she should 
be ashamed of. She suspected that she was being 
over-analytical and that she should just go with the 
flow. She swallowed down her drink and stubbed out 
the fag. 

“It’s only whops,” she reminded herself and 
padded barefoot to the bedroom in a mildly euphoric 
state of confusion. 

 
 
 
 



 

 

27 

 
Expect to be Nailed 

 
 
Deborah looked at the clock. It was seven-

twenty in the morning. Despite having cancelled her 
morning run she had risen early. As usual Derby was 
fussing over her. 

Deborah reached up and fastened the top 
button of her blouse and toyed with the knot of her 
tie. Derby hurried over. “Let me help you with that 
Ma’am,” she insisted. 

Debs had postponed fastening her collar until 
the last minute. There was something symbolically 
final about Derby neatly slipping the knot upwards 
until it neatly covered the top button, and then held 
out Debs red and black striped blazer so she could 
slip her arms in. Debs Morton now considered herself 
to be formally dressed for a spanking. 

“You will be alright Ma’am, won’t you?” asked 
Derby. 

“I’ll be fine sweetie,” smiled Debs. 
“We’ll all be rooting for you,” said Derby 

earnestly. 
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Deborah was relieved to find the landing empty 
and Katie Beck’s door firmly closed. She knocked on 
the door of the Grand Master’s study and waited for 
the entry light to flash green. She turned the door 
handle and stepped inside. 

 
The Grand Master was dressed in a dark suit, 

white shirt and a patterned tie. He was behind his 
desk sipping coffee. A straight-backed armless chair 
had been placed in the center of the room. 

Mr Humphries greeted Debs cheerily. “You’re 
looking exceptionally neat and tidy,” he complimented 
her. 

“Well it’s kind of a special occasion I guess,” 
said Debs, “and Derby doesn’t allow me to go out 
looking like a hobo these days.” 

The Grand Master put down his coffee and 
removed his suit jacket. “Shall we?” he asked as he 
stepped out from behind the desk. 

 
Deborah slipped off her blazer and hung it up. 

She had selected a custom tailored gymslip with a ‘D’ 
embroidered on the chest, for the occasion. She 
figured that wearing a skirt was more practical than 
having to struggle to get a pair of whopping bags 
lowered while she was in the over-the-knee position. 

The Grand Master loosened his cuffs and rolled 
up his sleeves and then sat down on the chair. He 
nodded at Debs. 

The atmosphere in the office was relaxed. The 
Grand Master was calm and cheerful. Debs appeared 
supremely self-confident. An uninformed outsider 
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might have been surprised to watch the proceedings 
unfold. 

Deborah meekly offered the Grand Master her 
wrist and offered no resistance as her turned her over 
and up. 

They spent a brief period arranging her 
properly before the Grand Master folded back her 
skirt and the tail of her blouse before rolling down her 
bumbags. 

 
Deborah kept her head well down between her 

outstretched arms as she felt the first spanks 
rebounding off her naked flesh. The Grand Master 
was in no hurry and was smacking her at a leisurely 
pace, slowly warming her up. 

 
Debs was deep in the zone, staying with the 

rhythm of the spanking. She felt completely mentally 
prepared for her ordeal. She was determined to make 
the best of her unfortunate circumstances. 

The time-honored tradition of turning a 
delinquent head down, arse up with their bottom 
bared for the sole purpose of being spanked was 
designed to place the recipient in a position of total 
subjugation. Deborah knew that she was entirely at 
the mercy of the Grand Master. There had been no 
pre-determined agreement regarding the number of 
spanks that she would receive and she had no idea 
when he would alter the tempo of the spanking. All 
she could do was helplessly hang upside down and do 
her best to ride out the storm. 
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The blitz barrage was inevitable but when it 
arrived without warning Debs reacted gymnastically. 
A dozen hearty spanks landed on each buttock in 
quick succession. She wriggled and writhed, her legs 
scissored and her fists pummeled the air. Aficionados 
acknowledge that the timing of the blitz is critical. A 
blitz should never be used in the opening stage of a 
spanking. A seasoned veteran knows that the blitz is 
coming and during the leisurely build-up her sense of 
apprehension will be heightened as she knew that 
every slow juicy spank was inexorably taking her 
closer to the barrage.  

In an article posted on her blog called ‘the art 
of being beaten’ Debs counseled her readers to never 
under-estimate the power of a hand-spanking. 
“Always go into a spanking expecting to be nailed,” 
she wrote. “At some point the blitz will come. It will 
leave you giddy and confused. You will be totally 
breathless and in the post-blitz trauma you will find 
yourself feeling totally helpless and unable to conjure 
up even the slightest show of dignity or defiance.”  

 
Debs hung upside down gasping for breath. 

The blitz had transformed the temperature of her rear 
end from a slowly building heat to a raging furnace in 
the space of a matter of seconds. She no longer felt 
self-confident and in mental control of the spanking. 
Debs Morton knew that she had just been totally 
nailed. 

 
 



 

 

28 

 
Bend Over the Horse 

 
 
“So how was it?” asked the Grand Master 

cheerily. 
“You spank hard,” grumbled Debs as she 

retrieved her blazer. “They’re called warmers because 
they’re supposed to warm me up a bit, not set my 
poor beleaguered bum on fire.” 

The Grand Master smiled benignly. “You have 
an hour to cool down, and you know you’ll thank me 
when we get into the main event,” he told Debs. 

Deborah grunted. Although she was a staunch 
advocate of the warmer theory she did not feel much 
inclined to offering her gratitude while she felt as if 
smoke was billowing out from beneath her skirt. 

The Grand Master crossed to the tall-boy. He 
extracted a long slender cane. “We will be using this 
for your flogging,” he informed her. He held it out. “It 
is an exquisite specimen,” he assured her. “It is 
crafted from the finest koboo rattan from Malaysia 
and was hand-sanded and polished in a workshop 
just outside Durham. According to several references 
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it imparts an exceptional degree of sting. Would you 
like to test it?” 

“No sir,” said Deborah emphatically. “I am 
quite sure that I will be more than qualified to offer 
my opinion in a little less than an hour’s time. Now sir 
if you will excuse me I have my preparations to 
attend too.”   

  
At eight-fifty Deborah returned to the Grand 

Master’s study. She had changed out of her gymslip 
and was now dressed in her white blouse, striped tie, 
a pair of white gym shorts, bare legs and flat-soled 
pumps. She had pulled her shoulder length hair up 
beneath a red head band that matched the piping 
around the collar of her blouse and the color of one of 
the stripes in her tie. 

She had spent the past hour walking about her 
study to keep her bum muscles supple. The initial 
heat of the spanking had cooled down to a 
manageable glow and she had refused all offers of 
mystical balms, cold flannel compresses or any other 
alleviants.  

“Are you ready?” the Grand Master asked. 
Debs nodded. “Ready as I’ll ever be,” she said 

as bravely as she could muster. 
 
Once again an outside observer might have 

been surprised to learn that the purpose of the Grand 
Master escorting Debs to the assembly hall was to 
bend her over a vaulting horse and lash her with a 
cane. The Grand Master engaged Deborah in idle 
conversation unrelated to the business in hand as 
they cut through the corridors. Debs grunted 
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appropriate responses but her mind was not 
distracted from the long cane Mr Humphries had 
tucked under his arm. 

As they approached the double swing doors of 
the hall she felt her tummy tighten and had to 
swallow hard to make some moisture in her mouth. 
The Grand Master opened the door and stepped aside 
to allow Deborah to enter. 

 
Debs was momentarily taken aback when the 

inmates rose to their feet and applauded her 
entrance. She cut a look at the Grand Master who 
appeared unconcerned. She gave a slight courtesy 
before proceeding up the steps.  

The suede saddled vaulting horse was 
positioned in the center of the stage. Deborah went 
over and stood beside it. She put her hands by her 
sides and pulled her shoulders back and stood to 
attention. 

 
The Grand Master placed the cane on the table 

and walked to the front of the stage. He kept his 
hands in his pockets as he calmly addressed the 
inmates. He explained that Deborah had violated the 
zero-tolerance protocol of engaging in three activities 
that attracted corporal punishment on the same day. 
He pointed out that despite her ranking seniority as 
Red-shirt while she remained an inmate serving a 
sentence she was subject to the same protocols as 
everybody else. Without further elaboration he turned 
around and invited Deborah to bend over the horse. 
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Ever since she had risen Deborah had felt like 
a player in a surrealistic film. In the past when she 
was being punished she experienced a gamut of 
emotions. Apprehension, panic, anger, resentment, 
and obstinacy all melding together into a ball of 
confusion. She had learned recently that it was this 
myriad of conflicting feelings that stimulated her inner 
psyche and forced her to constantly fulfill some deep 
desire to be punished for being naughty.  

However this morning she felt like an observer 
of her own fate. Earlier in her study she had 
purposefully risen early to allow herself to experience 
the nervous tension that came from knowing that in 
the not too distant future she would have to present 
herself to be caned. Unusually she had felt sublimely 
calm and not felt even a hint of nerves until she had 
finally fastened her collar and allowed Derby to 
straighten her tie when it came time to make her way 
to the Grand Master’s study. 

Even the long walk that normally was 
consumed by the mental preparation for the 
unpleasantness that lay ahead had taken on a 
dreamlike quality and she had ambled through the 
corridors with her hands nonchalantly stuffed in her 
blazer pockets. 

There was no doubt that the spanking itself 
had rudely jolted her back into the here and now but 
once it was over her sense of serenity had quickly 
returned and she did not feel the least bit 
apprehensive about the prospect of being publicly 
flogged. 
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29 

 
Cane Technology 

 
 
Debs placed her hands on the saddle of the 

horse and bent forward. She slid her hands down the 
legs on the far side as she folded her torso over the 
apparatus. Mr Humphries had dispatched Bernadette 
Summers to oversee the preparation of the horse to 
ensure that Katie did not raise the saddle 
uncomfortably high. 

Debs pushed herself up slightly on the balls of 
her feet so that her bottom was best presented to 
allow the Grand Master to get a clean swing at her. 

Deborah Morton calmly settled in and waited to 
be flogged. 

 
Deborah felt the shaft of the cane tapping 

down on the white whopping bags. The Grand Master 
had allowed Deborah to personally make her choice 
from the selection Katie maintained in her supply 
cupboard. She had selected a snug fitting pair of bags 
that followed and clung to the contours of her 
buttocks. 
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As a result of her new diet and the kick-boxing 
exercise regime she practiced with Suzy Scott 
Deborah was secretly proud of the current shape of 
her bum. She did not feel the least bit uncomfortable 
having her backside as the center of focus of nearly a 
hundred pairs of eyes in the hall. 

 
Whatever inner serenity and out-of-body state 

that Debs had been experiencing was rudely 
interrupted by the arrival of the first whop. The 
references provided by the purveyor of the cane had 
not been exaggerated when they alluded to an 
exceptional degree of sting. She blinked in 
consternation. 

 
“Yikes,” whispered Jojo, “that had to smart.” 
“Poor Debs,” groaned Rosemary. 
“Poor Debs my arse,” chuckled Nixdown, “she’s 

having a ball up there.” 
 
Nix assertion was not entirely accurate. The 

force of the opening whop had given Deborah grave 
cause for concern. In the same article that she had 
counseled her readers to expect to be nailed during a 
spanking she had warned them about the criticality of 
the crucial first whop. 

“Be warned,” she wrote, “if the first whop is 
hotter than expected do not plan on it getting any 
better. You will only have a few seconds to adjust 
your expectations.” 

 
Debs tried not to panic as she did her best to 

manage the extraordinary pain, while desperately 
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adjusting her expectations. When the Grand Master 
announced that the flogging would be comprised of 
fifteen strokes she had been mildly disappointed but 
had accepted the decision impassively. Now hung 
upside down head down, arse up over a vaulting 
horse it occurred to her that fifteen whops of the 
quality of the opener was going to prove to be very 
tough duty indeed. 

 
Nixdown watched the proceedings with 

considerable interest. For the past few months she 
had acted as Debs confidante as her chum had 
struggled with the discovery of her inner spankette. 
Nixdown had always secretly suspected that there 
was more to Deborah’s continuous trials and 
tribulations than the fact that she was a hapless and 
inept minx. Nix had regularly irritated Debs by 
accusing of her of show-boating to hog the limelight. 
Now Nixdown understood that Deborah suffered from 
a fatal fascination with being caught and punished. 
She wondered idly whether Deborah was 
experiencing a sense of gratification at being bent 
over a vaulting horse and flogged in front of a 
hundred pairs of intensely watching eyes. 

 
Deborah was not feeling a sense of 

gratification as the long, slender caned sliced and 
diced her whopping bags. The strokes were landing at 
fifteen second intervals and she barely had time to 
gather herself before the next cycle of pain wracked 
through her central nervous system. 

 



A Flogging for the Red-Shirt 
 

 

Mr Humphries swung the cane with his usual 
elegant stroke. The design of the new breed of super-
canes that were now widely available from 
international outlets were perfectly balanced and 
required very little back-swing to impart the 
maximum levels of mischief and mayhem in a 
tautened pair of whopping bags. 

  For hundreds of years school masters and 
ma’ams had wielded crook-handled canes. The canes 
had been mass-produced by approved work-shops 
and sold to schools by the bundle. Even canes formed 
from the most exotic cuts of rattan had a limited shelf 
life and after two or three uses were generally retired. 

One famous Headmaster wrote in his 
biography that he went through ‘a gross of canes’ a 
year. In a notorious incident when he felt compelled 
to beat every pupil in the school he says that after 
every third beating he had the Head Prefect snap the 
canes in two and discard them, ‘lest I inadvertently 
used an instrument that had lost some of its sting.’ 

After the use of corporal punishment was 
largely abolished in the mainstream education system 
many of the original workshops went out of business. 
However, the government’s ridiculous decision did not 
meet with popular favor amongst the Great 
Unwashed who felt that if the education system could 
not deal with their unruly off-spring they would have 
to take care of business themselves. 

Specialist cane-makers were more than happy 
to fulfill the basic laws of demand and the design and 
sale of canes to the hoi polloi became a boom 
business. Giant strides were made in cane 
technology. 
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The most significant advance in cane 
technology was to make straight run canes that fitted 
into a sheaved handle; this innovation added 
considerable improvements in accuracy and control. 



 

 

30 

 
Poor Debs, My Arse 

 
 
Deborah gripped the legs of the horse with 

white-knuckled determination. The strokes of the 
cane were landing in the narrow target area known to 
the Woody Wags as the sweet spot. Although this 
offered the maximum level of safety for the recipient 
it also meant that some degree of over-lapping of the 
stripes was unavoidable. 

By the time she had received twelve strokes 
Debs was becoming increasingly whop-weary. Each 
new arrival had the disconcerting effect of enlivening 
its predecessors. She felt as if her whole body had 
been rigged to a car battery. 

 
The Grand Master swung the cane for the 

thirteenth time. It landed with an explosive crack 
causing Deborah’s right leg to hook backwards at the 
knee. She brought her foot down on the wooden 
stage with a thump and her bottom wriggled from 
side to side. 
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He waited for fifteen seconds while she settled 
down and sliced the cane down for the penultimate 
time. 

 
Debs braced herself for the closer. She had 

distinguished herself by enduring the flogging without 
a murmur escaping her tightly pursed lips. She had 
no intention of making a muff of herself at the last 
minute. 

 
Rosemary squeezed Jojo and Nixdown’s hands 

as they watched the Grand Master raise the cane for 
the last time. She flinched as the sound of the whippy 
sticky rebounding from Deborah’s whopping bags 
echoed around the hall. 

“Poor Debs,” she breathed. 
 
Deborah was in no hurry to straighten up. She 

hung over the horse panting while she gathered 
herself. The pain in her backside was excruciating but 
she knew it would pass. She took several deep 
breaths and then slowly pushed herself up. She 
turned to face the inmates and was treated to a 
standing ovation. She grinned and curtsied. 

The Grand Master was putting on his suit 
jacket and straightening his tie. He turned and winked 
at her. 

“Well taken,” he said cheerily.  
“Thank you, sir,” she replied. 
“You are free to cut along,” the Grand Master 

informed her. “Be so good as to report to my study in 
thirty minutes so that we can record this for 
posterity.” 
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Debs nodded and left the stage to the 
continued applause of her chums in the hall. 

“Poor Debs my arse,” giggled Nixdown. 
 
All things considered Deborah was not in bad 

shape. The Grand Master had excused her from her 
first lectures of the day to allow her a brief cooling-off 
period. They had repaired to Mr Humphries study to 
post-process the flogging and he had been 
complimentary of her brave performance. 

Debs returned to her study on the Elite landing 
to inspect the damage. As she suspected the stripes 
were in tight formation and they had all been expertly 
applied within the sweet spot. 

She undressed and stepped into the shower, 
turning on the cold water and aiming the shower-
head at her scalded posterior. The cold spray tingled 
against the red raw area but didn’t offer much relief. 
She turned the dial to warm and quickly showered. 
She wrapped a towel around her and went into the 
bedroom. 

Lady Derby had left Deborah’s Red-shirt 
clobber laid out on the bed. Debs dried herself off and 
began to dress.  

She pulled up a brand new pair of bumbags. 
The soft material felt warm and snug. She fastened 
her brassiere and then pulled on her silk red-shirt of 
office and buttoned it leaving her top button undone. 
Derby had knotted the tie for her so she slipped the 
loop over her head and tucked it under the collar of 
her blouse. 

She sat down on a stool and began to dry her 
hair. She began to replay the past few hours in her 
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head. It had certainly been an eventful morning. Her 
backside throbbed furiously but she found the 
sensation quite pleasurable and she was over-
whelmed with a feeling of well-being. 

It occurred to her that the majority of twenty-
eight year old women might have found the events 
that she had recently experienced rather unsettling. 
She smiled to herself, but then again the majority of 
twenty-eight year old women were not Woody Gals 
and they were not Debs Morton. She felt a little sorry 
for them. 
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