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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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My Beloved  Jojo 
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Anarchy and Chaos 

 
 
With just twenty-eight days remaining before 

the unit was scheduled to break for the summer 
furlough the inmates of the Woody Back to School 
Unit were becoming increasingly rambunctious. The 
sounds of canes, straps and slippers rebounding off 
tautened navy blue gossamer bumbags echoed 
through the corridors of the facility morning, noon 
and night.  

In the lecture rooms the Dames were forced to 
impose a strict regime of zero-tolerance as the 
inmates goofed, gabbed, larked and pranked at every 
opportunity. Patty Hodge, the Wart and Katie Beck 
were in heaven. The unit’s three most notorious whop 
junkies were cutting bumbags to tatters at a record 
rate and they spent long nights in the saloon bar of 
the Bunch of Grapes regaling each other with whop 
by whop accounts of their recent exploits and 
successes. 

  
Deborah Morton valiantly marshaled her Elite 

corps in an effort to maintain some semblance of 
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order when the inmates were released from the 
lecture rooms and to prevent the unit from 
deteriorating into a state of complete anarchy and 
chaos. 

On two occasions, late into the night, Debs 
was woken from her scratch and urgently summoned 
downstairs to the lower phase dormitories to assist 
Claire Brooks and Melons in delivering mass dorm 
beatings when raucous pillow fights had broken out 
after the lockdown curfew siren had been sounded. 

 
The whop-rate was escalating at a pace that 

had not been experienced at the unit since the giddy 
heights of Operation Scorched Arse. The Grand 
Master had already been required to publicly flog 
three of the inmates after they had each achieved the 
dubious distinction of being punished fifty times 
during the current year. The smart money was 
predicting that before the year was out the 
unfortunate trio would not be the last gals taking a 
trip up onto the stage dressed in ceremonial 
whopping bags. 

 
Despite the prevailing state of pandemonium 

Mr Humphries maintained an air of benevolent and 
tolerant amusement. To the Grand Master’s way of 
thinking as long as it was only their bumbags that the 
inmates were putting at risk there was little need for 
his direct intervention. At daily meetings with the 
Brass and the Elite he encouraged them to keep a 
steady hand on the keel. 

 
Despite the ever-increasing whop-rate the 

morale at the unit was high. Major Susan Lawton 
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continued to drip-feed the media tantalizing tidbits of 
information demonstrating Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s 
devilry. The Great Unwashed were braying for the evil 
billionairess to be publicly hung from a lamppost by 
the elastic of her not insubstantial bumbags. 

The press pundits unanimously predicted that 
the Prime Minister, Christopher Brooks, would face 
little opposition as he attempted to push through the 
parliamentary reform bill which would completely 
overhaul the Anti-Ladette laws. There was a very 
strong possibility that before the furlough was over 
the Woody gals would be free women and that it 
would be Malicious Forsham-Smythe cooling her heels 
in chokey. 

The atmosphere around the compound was 
generally exuberant. 

 
Cassie Cassy was exuberant. She stood at the 

front of the assembly hall grinning like a Cheshire cat. 
Not only was she guaranteed six of the best from the 
Grand Master for being booted out of assembly, but 
also, in all likelihood Patty or the Wart would show 
her a second red card so that she would get a 
supplementary slippering for ‘Collar and Tie Abuse’. 
Two punishments for the price of one; it didn’t get 
much better than that for Cassandra Cassidy. 

 
Several weeks earlier Cassie Cassy had seemed 

to be on target to achieve her goal of becoming the 
‘All-time Most Punished Gal in a Single Year’. After she 
had been publicly flogged for acquiring her fiftieth 
punishment she had felt confident that she still had 
an abundance of time remaining before furlough to 
accumulate the nine further punishments she would 
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require to take the title. However things had not gone 
to plan. She had goofed, she had gabbed, she had 
larked and she had pranked up a storm but in return 
she had only received one solitary punishment; an 
over the knee hairbrush spanking from Debs Morton 
after she had accumulated five red marks for 
rubbishing the pre’s. Cassie was bewildered and very 
frustrated. 

Cassie’s chums assured her that this minor 
whop drought was not a conspiracy, nonetheless her 
early optimism had been beginning to wane and until 
Bernadette Summers reached into her blazer pocket 
and extracted her red card Cassy was growing 
increasingly gloomy and pessimistic. 

“Cassidy, Phase 5, step up,” instructed the 
Bounder. “Step up this instant for goofing.” 
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Bib-Down, Tie-Back 

 
 
The Woody gals watched disinterestedly as 

Cassie confidently strutted towards the front of the 
hall. The inmates were used to seeing gals being 
ejected.  

The protocols regarding morning assembly 
dictated absolute silence and decorum to be 
maintained between the moment of ingress to the 
time of egress from the hall. Goofing, gabbing, larking 
and pranking in assembly was generally considered to 
be a mugs game as it attracted a mandatory bare 
bender up in the Grand Master’s office. Nonetheless 
several times each week an inmate would succumb to 
temptation and end up acting the bollocks. Generally 
the miscreants appeared rather shame-faced and 
crestfallen as they trudged towards the front of the 
hall; keenly aware that in the none too distant future 
they would be bending over a chair and preparing 
themselves for six hot ones that could so easily have 
been avoided.  

By contrast Cassie Cassy had a rather jaunty 
spring to her step. 
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“I need to be inspected and I’ll also need to 
make an appointment for a dusting tomorrow 
morning,” Cassie told Katie cheerfully. 

Katie grinned. “Put your hands on your head 
Cassidy,” Katie barked as she swung her long legs off 
the top of her desk and span around in her chair. 

Cassie considered sticking her tongue out at 
the unit Matron but figured it was not really worth it. 
All Katie would do was extend the following mornings 
spanking so it would not count as an additional 
punishment. Just more spanks with no payback. 

 
Katie began to inspect Cassie’s red and black 

striped blazer, carefully running her expert fingers 
over every seam and checking the stitching. Cassie 
stood with her hands on her head staring straight 
ahead of her. Very few of the clobber protocols 
related to blazers and Cassie was confident that she 
would not acquire any additional spanks during this 
phase of the inspection. However, once Katie had 
completed phase one and Cassie had removed her 
blazer, neatly folded it and put it to one side she 
knew that they were entering more dangerous 
territory. 

Cassie unfastened the buttons of her gymslip 
on either shoulder and lowered the bib. Without 
further instruction she took the shaft of her red and 
black striped tie and tossed it over her shoulder. She 
glared at Katie and then returned her hands to the 
top of her head. 

 
Cassie Cassy was one of the most perennially 

clobber challenged amongst the inmates. Despite her 
quite extraordinary natural beauty Cassandra Cassidy 
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had little time or interest in such girlie pursuits as 
hair, clothes or make-up. When she was not dressed 
in clobber she was almost always to be found in the 
kitchens wearing a chef’s blouson, cargo pants and 
her blonde hair stuffed under a beanie. She rarely 
bothered with any makeup other than a touch of dark 
eyeliner that highlighted her sparkling blue eyes. 

Over the years she had been one of Katie 
Beck’s most consistent customers. Cassie rarely 
bothered to fasten her collar or knot her tie in the 
prescribed manner and as a result she was 
particularly susceptible to Katie’s slipper. Predictably 
once Katie had her bang to rights she immediately 
jumped at the opportunity to subject Cassie to a 
rigorous ‘bib-down, tie-back’ inspection which 
regularly revealed hanging threads, chipped buttons 
or a myriad of other abuses listed in the protocols 
known as the ‘Politics of Clobber’. 

 
Katie worked slowly. She took every button 

between her fingers and squinted her eyes looking for 
flaws or discolorations. She even went so far as to 
pull the tail of Cassie’s blouse out from the waistband 
of her skirt and inspect the spares. 

Katie checked every inch of Cassie’s blouse and 
gymslip looking for the slightest imperfection that 
would give her legitimate reason to extend the 
following morning’s spanking. For once Katie came up 
empty and would have to be satisfied with giving 
Cassie the mandatory twelve spanks. 

In the past Katie Beck might have felt tempted 
to manufacture some bogus abuses and add some 
more spanks to the punishment just for shits and 
giggles. However, Katie was well aware that that ship 
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had now long sailed. Mr Humphries had made it clear 
that he would not tolerate any miss-interpretation of 
the Politics of Clobber. Unfortunately, much to Katie’s 
chagrin, on several occasions the Grand Master had 
chosen to punctuate his point of view by putting her 
over his knee and tanning her hide with various 
instruments from his artillery. 

 
“Fix your clobber and go into the anteroom,” 

snarled Katie. “I’ll be in to inspect you in a minute.” 
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Certifiably Barking 

 
 
Cassie Cassy lay face down and bare arsed 

across the oak desk in the anteroom. Having her bum 
inspected by Katie was one of the most distasteful 
parts of the process. Theoretically Katie was 
supposed to take a quick gander to ensure that 
Cassie was not suffering from any recent altercations 
with canes, straps or slippers that might make a 
further application of the cane unreasonably 
damaging.  

In the five years that Katie had been installed 
as Matron at the unit there is not a single recorded 
instance of her advising the Principal that a 
postponement was warranted. Instead Katie took the 
opportunity to make the process even more 
humiliating by pinching, prodding and poking her 
victims’ rear ends and routinely making snide 
comments and observations. 

On a number of occasions Katie had been 
given cause to regret her unsavory practices when 
particularly recalcitrant individuals had kicked 
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backwards, catching Katie painfully on the shins with 
the heels of their shoes. On one occasion Katie had 
complained to the Grand Master, demanding the 
culprit be publicly flogged for assault. She had been 
forced to reconsider this tactic after the Grand Master 
had put her over his knee and lashed her bare behind 
with a leather tawse until she howled. 

Katie stepped to one side, out of hacking 
range, and reached over and pinched a sliver of flesh 
between her fingers and thumb and twisted. She was 
rewarded by a sharp intake of breath from Cassie. 

“Fix your clobber and go out onto the landing,” 
ordered Katie. “Nose and toes, young lady and just 
remember, I’ll be watching you.” 

Cassie pushed herself up from the desktop and 
reached below the skirt of her gymslip and pulled up 
her bumbags and straightened the elastic before 
allowing her skirt to fall back into place. She 
contemplated the wisdom of merely turning around 
and sticking the nut on Katie but decided against it. 
Instead she turned around to face the unit’s matron 
with a big grin on her face. 

“Fuck you, Katie,” she said cheerily. “Ciao for 
now,” and stepped out onto the landing.  

 
Mr Humphries suppressed a grin as he stood 

up and walked around his desk. The Grand Master 
knew that there was nothing to be gained from 
scolding her. Unlike most of the inmates who at least 
attempted to present some semblance of a defense or 
explanation for their actions Cassie had merely 
shrugged and reported that flicking Reggie Bond 
behind the ear as they were entering the hall was 
“just one of those impulse things,” and appeared 
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completely unapologetic over the incident. Mr 
Humphries was reasonably certain that if he started 
to give her a chin-wagging she would stare at him 
giving the impression that she was listening 
attentively while she was more than likely 
contemplating the lunch menu. 

Mr Humphries removed his suit jacket and 
hung it on the coat stand. He rolled back the cuffs of 
his shirt and then loosened his tie. He walked over to 
the tallboy and selected a number one cane from his 
collection. Cassie Cassy watched him with nothing 
more than idle curiosity. When the Grand Master 
instructed her to remove her blazer and bend over 
the chair she just smiled serenely and obliged him. 

The Grand Master was extremely fond of the 
ditzy blonde. As best as anybody could tell Cassie only 
had two interests in life, cooking and minxing. She 
pursued both occupations with an enthusiasm that 
bordered on the pathological. She did not have a 
mean-spirited bone in her body and was one of the 
most popular and beloved members of the Woody 
community. The general consensus was that she was 
also certifiably barking. 

 
The cane that the Mr Humphries had selected 

was in the medium potency range. When the Grand 
Master had first reviewed the numerous rules, 
regulations and protocols that had been authored and 
implemented by Ms Lawton he had questioned why 
such a minor misdemeanor as goofing, gabbing, 
larking or pranking in the assembly hall should attract 
a mandatory bare bender. His predecessor had 
explained that it was one of the rules originally 
imposed by Gertrude Lawrence when she had first 
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opened the original Woody School back in 1857. 
Gertie had argued that it was not too much to expect 
for a gal to have the self-control to spend fifteen 
minutes a day in silent contemplation.  As Ms Lawton 
rather ruefully pointed out this simple exercise in self-
discipline proved quite difficult for some gals, citing 
her own record that showed that self-control had not 
been her long suit and that she had personally been 
beaten for being booted out on several occasions. 
The Grand Master had elected to retain the protocol 
but did not consider it an offense that warranted the 
use of one of his more punishing canes. Cassie 
needed six hot ones and the cane he had selected 
was perfectly designed for the mission at hand. 

He crossed over to the chair and neatly turned 
back the hem of Cassie’s gymslip. 
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The School of Hard Whops 

 
 
Cassie Cassy reached down and calmly took a 

grip on the lowest crossbar of the straight-backed 
armless chair that stood in front of the fireplace in Mr 
Humphries study. Her long blonde hair cascaded 
down between the sharply creased sleeves of her 
white blouse and she vaguely wished that she had 
tied it back before bending over.  

The prospect of six hot one’s did not concern 
Cassie overly. She had graduated from the School of 
Hard Whops and prided herself that she could take a 
whopping and keep on bopping. She was fortunate 
enough to have inherited an extremely healthy whop 
gene from her mother. Caroline Cassidy had always 
advised her that six of the best never hurt anyone 
and that whops were far preferable to spending time 
in detention writing dreary lines. Her older sister, 
Cathryn, had also always seemed sublimely indifferent 
to being beaten bandy and had impressed upon her 
sibling that only muffs howl. The three Cassidy 
women held the unique achievement of each 
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appearing in the list of the top ten most punished 
pupils in history since records began to be compiled 
by the Ministry of Education way back in the 
eighteen-fifties. 

Cassie did not claim to enjoy being beaten with 
whippy sticks but she pragmatically subscribed to the 
put it up, keep it up, suck it up and then go about 
your business school of thinking. 

She sensed the Grand Master was approaching 
and she concentrated on getting into the zone. 

 
Mr Humphries tapped the cane down, once, 

twice, then thrice before unleashing the first whistler. 
A thin red line appeared across Cassie’s upturned rear 
end making her buttocks twitch slightly, but otherwise 
she showed little response. 

 
Mr Humphries waited thirty seconds before 

delivering the second stroke. Caning Cassie was 
always a strictly no-fuss, no-nonsense affair and the 
Grand Master had no difficulty in landing each stroke 
in a perfectly tight formation.  

Although Cassie was officially a member of the 
Double Berkeley Society and generally got twelve 
strokes when she visited the office he considered six 
of the best to be a perfectly adequate punishment for 
some mild goofing in the assembly hall. 

 
Cassie gritted her teeth and braced her for the 

closer. Even though the number one cane was 
nowhere near as punishing as some of the 
instruments in his extensive collection it still packed 
plenty of sting and smart and the final diagonal stripe 
that would complete the five-bar gate tattooed on her 
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rear end would be more than enough to catch her 
breath. 

 
The Grand Master sliced the cane downwards, 

intersecting the five neat parallel tramlines and for 
the first time Cassie’s buttocks clenched and she let 
out a low hiss. He stepped back and placed the cane 
on the top of his desk. He would leave Cassie bent 
over the back of the chair for a further sixty seconds 
before rearranging her clobber and giving her the 
release command. 

 
Cassie was dry-eyed and slightly flushed as she 

handed over her punishment record book for post-
processing.  

“So how was it?” asked the Grand Master as he 
flipped through Cassie’s dog-eared book. 

“Oh a little above middling I should say,” 
responded Cassie in a surprisingly cheerful manner. 

The Grand Master found the correct page and 
started to write. “Number fifty-two,” he said. “Are you 
still making a play for Miss Heyworth’s record?” 

Cassie giggled. “Well I’m due for a roasting in 
the morning so that will be fifty-three, so I’m still in 
with a chance.” 

The Grand Master glanced up at her. 
“Patty showed me a red card for collar and tie 

abuse, so I’m due for a dusting from Katie,” she 
explained. “I’ve corrected the abuse now of course.” 

The Grand Master nodded and returned to 
recording the punishment. Once he had completed 
entering the details in Cassie’s personal record book 
he pulled out the leather bound ledger, which formed 
the latest installment of the Woody Archive. In a 
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secured room on the compound the official 
Punishment Record Books for every year dating back 
to 1857, when Gertrude Lawrence had first opened 
the original Woody School, were displayed in glass 
fronted bookcases. The last twelve volumes in the 
collection contained every caning, spanking and 
slippering that had landed on the inmates rumps 
since the school was transformed as a government 
correctional institution where the nations most 
Extreme Ladette’s were dispatched for seven years of 
social rehabilitation. 
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Bottoms Up, Sister! 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy threaded a red and black tie 

under the collar of her white blouse and knotted it 
with expert fingers before tucking the shaft down 
under the bib of her navy blue gymslip. She stepped 
back and looked at herself in the mirror. 

In start contrast to her blond haired, blue-eyed 
younger sister Cat had inherited her father’s darker 
looks. She had jet-black hair that cascaded down her 
back in luscious ringlets that almost reached her 
waist. She had coal black eyes and thick pouty lips. 
Her long legs didn’t stop until they reached her 
armpits. Her chums teased her that she looked like 
something central casting would send over when a 
Romany gypsy was required to dance around a 
campfire. 

She was wearing a micro-mini gymslip that 
showed off the tops of her black, seamed stockings 
and exposed her navy blue bumbags as she moved. 
She wore black stiletto heeled shoes and a straw 
boater on her head at a jaunty angle.  
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Shortly she would be thirty years old and 
would have spent the past nine years as a resident at 
the unit. After completing her seven-year sentence 
Cathryn had enrolled in the Old Gal program and 
spent her probation year studying for her degree in 
International Business on-line. Although she was now 
officially a free woman she had once again elected to 
spend a further year at the unit where she planned to 
complete her degree in half the time it would have 
taken if she had gone to a conventional university. 

Cat Cassidy was also enrolled in the Old Gal 
Whops and Clobber program. 

 
In an apartment down the hall Lady Victoria 

Brompton was tying her lush dark hair back into a 
ponytail and fastening it with a bright red bow. Lady 
Vix was also enrolled in the Old Gal program and very 
shortly she was scheduled to join Cathryn in the 
Grand Masters office where they would be punished 
under the terms that Cat had negotiated with Mr 
Humphries some two years earlier. 

 
“That skirt is fawkin’ obscene,” giggled Victoria 

as Cat bent over to get ice from the freezer. Cathryn 
put a handful of cubes into the two glasses and 
turned around and winked at her chum. Cat poured 
two healthy slugs of vodka into the glasses and then 
topped them off with tonic water and freshly 
squeezed lemons. She handed one glass to Vix. 

“Bottom’s up, sister,” she said and took a long 
draft of her drink. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy watched somewhat 

disconsolately as the Grand Master lowered Lady 
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Victoria down over his lap. Cat had rather hoped that 
Mr Humphries would not choose to engage in his 
occasional practice of taking the more experienced 
gals downstairs to the Brat Chamber and punishing 
them in front of twelve gawking grubbies. However 
under the terms of the Whops and Clobber protocols 
he was perfectly within his rights and neither Victoria 
nor Cathryn had voiced their objections. 

 
Victoria kept her head well down between her 

arms so that the Little Brats wouldn’t see her face 
contorting into a silent howl as her arse was being 
lashed with a two-tailed leather tawse. 

The instrument that Mr Humphries had 
selected for the mission was well aged and extremely 
supple. The tails of the strap wrapped perfectly 
around the contours of Victoria’s aristocratic rear end. 

 
Vicky Brompton was not having a terribly good 

time of it. Being pinned down across the Grand 
Master’s lap and being publicly spanked was not her 
idea of fun. She didn’t question that she and Cat 
deserved to be beaten quite soundly for interrupting a 
lecture with a classic water-pistol shoot-out but she 
would have preferred that the spanking had been 
delivered in the privacy of her study. 

 
At the beginning of the year Lady Victoria 

Brompton had agreed to serve an unprecedented 
second term as Red-shirt. The previous year Victoria 
had established a unique record. After she had 
participated in the traditional ritual of ‘Being Thrashed 
in to Elite’ she became the first Red-shirt in the units 
history to complete the remainder of the year without 
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requiring a single further beating. During Ms Lawton’s 
tenure she had continued the long Woody tradition 
that the Red-shirt as most senior gal in the 
community was often held responsible for serious 
outbreaks of mischief and malfeasance. A Red-shirt 
could expect to be caned at least two or three times 
during her period in office. Considering Lady Vix had 
ended the sixth phase of her sentence ranked as the 
third most punished gal in the Unit’s history her 
display of iron will and self-discipline was quite 
remarkable. 

 
About halfway through the winter of her 

second term of office Lady Victoria had begun to 
reconsider her position. For some time Vix had been 
brooding over how she truly missed the joys of 
minxing. She considered that Debs had more than 
adequately proven herself in her role as Deputy Red-
shirt and was ready to take over the reins on a full-
time basis. 

It was a curious incident when Victoria had 
been forced to eject two Old Gals – Melanie White 
and Claire Brooks – out of the assembly hall that 
proved to be the straw that broke the camels back. 
Vix promptly handed in her resignation and 
announced she was putting her bumbags back in the 
game. 

As the leather tawse cracked down across her 
upturned derriere Lady Victoria had considerable 
cause to wonder about the wisdom of her decision. 
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Cool Cat 

 
 
Cat Cassidy walked over and stubbed out her 

fag in a metal trashcan. She took her straw boater off 
her head and handed it to Victoria for safekeeping. 
Cat peeled off her blazer and then elegantly stretched 
her long body across the Grand Master’s lap. The skirt 
of her gymslip was so miniscule that it barely needed 
to be turned back before her bumbags were on 
display. Despite her mild irritation at being brought 
downstairs to be Brat Spanked she feels compelled to 
put on good show for the Grubbies. She wiggled her 
bottom theatrically. 

 
The Grand Master maneuvered Cathryn into 

the crease of his lap and began to spank her with the 
strap. Cat’s long black ringlets swept around on the 
floor of the lecture room as she shook her head from 
side to side as each new delivery increased the heat 
in her rear end. 

 
Lady Derby Huntington, Michelle Morgan and 

Frankie Reese craned their necks across their desks to 
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get a closer view of the action. All three Little Brats 
were already inducted into the Beaten Brat Society 
and were always keen to get an up close and 
personal view of any instruments that they had not 
yet experienced. The particular strap that the Grand 
Master was using was new to all three women and 
they were particularly impressed with the crisp 
reports it made as it rebounded off Cathryn’s 
tautened bumbags. 

 
Cat was not the least bit impressed at the loud 

reports that exploded in her ears as the strap 
rebounded off her bumbags. She had recently been 
taking a breather from her long-term boyfriend, Mark. 
They had agreed to rendezvous later in the day to 
discuss their futures. It occurred to Cat that if they 
concluded the get-together with a friendly game of 
bend over and touch your toes, rumpy-pumpy up it 
goes, as they generally did for old times sake, she 
would have some explaining to do.  

 
“My bum is fawkin’ roasting,” complained Lady 

Victoria. She had joined Cat for a quick cocktail before 
her chums scheduled appointment. Sensibly the two 
women had opted to remaining standing at the bar 
while they sipped their top-shelf margaritas. 

“Yeah, sometimes I think I’m getting too old 
for this,” sighed Cat. “Being put over the Grand 
Master’s knee and being publicly spanked is hardly 
very dignified for a gal just about to turn thirty.” 

Vix smiled at her chum. “But here you are 
planning to open a full-blown vacation resort for 
spanko’s and spankettes, and I’ve no doubt that 
you’re going to let Mark put you over his knee and 
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spank you later tonight. You are an exceptionally 
complex and confusing person, Cat.” 

Cathryn smiled, “Me and Mark, we just do our 
t’ing,” she said. 

“Your t’ing? What the fawk is a t’ing?” 
demanded Victoria. 

“He likes to think he dominates me, that t’ing,” 
said Cat coolly, “so I let him.” 

“Cat nobody dominates you, you are totally 
indomitable,” laughed Vix. “Well except your Mother I 
suppose.” 

“That’s different,” drawled Cat. “She’s just 
Mum.” 

Victoria sipped her drink. It was true that Cat 
confused her. They had known each other since the 
intoxicatingly exciting early days of the Extreme 
Ladette movement. Cat was the most independent 
woman that Victoria had ever met and seemed totally 
fearless as despite the obvious risks she publicly 
raged against the Dark Agents of the System. 

After Cathryn had been arrested and 
sentenced to seven years at Woodys, with no 
possibility of parole, Victoria had persuaded her father 
to use his communications empire to sponsor the 
‘Free Cat’ campaign. Unfortunately Melissa Forsham-
Smythe had other plans and launched a night of the 
long knives to divert the attention of the Great 
Unwashed. She arranged for the Dark Agents to 
arrest Penelope Ann Evans, the Butcher Twins and 
Melanie White on the same night and then launched 
blistering attacks against the Extreme Ladette 
movement in her newspapers and TV networks. On 
the day following the mass arrest and conviction of 
the Extreme Ladettes the Forsham-Smythe press had 
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published a taunting editorial titled ‘Who’s Cat’. The 
fickle masses of the Great Unwashed lost interest in 
Cathryn’s cause and brayed for more celebrity 
Ladette’s to be sent to the Big House. A year later 
Victoria was finally arrested after dancing naked in 
the fountain of Trafalgar Square on the night of her 
twenty-first birthday party and was shortly reunited 
with her old chum. 

Vix was astonished to discover that far from 
being embittered by her treatment Cat was not the 
least bit fazed by being incarcerated and was already 
acting as the spiritual leader of a subterranean cult 
known as the Mega-minxes.  

After spending another eight years in the 
company of her enigmatic chum Victoria had 
concluded that she would never fully understand the 
complexities of Cathryn Cassidy. Vix spotted Mark 
entering the bar and she drained her drink. 

“Don’t let him spank you too hard,” she 
whispered and bid her chum cheerio. 
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I Intend to Slice You 

 
 

Penelope Ann Evans waited in the stables. She 
was holding a riding crop in one hand and she was 
using her left hand to idly soothe the heat in her 
buttocks. Thirty minutes earlier the tall elegant former 
Red-shirt had found herself bent over and touching 
her toes so that the Wart could cut her bumbags to 
tatters with a number one cane. 

Pen did not have any argument that a rather 
unnecessary and uncharacteristically flippant remark 
she had interjected into they proceedings could easily 
have been interpreted as insolence. She had even 
been mildly surprised and relieved that Robin 
Wharton had instructed her to go up to her apartment 
and change into clobber before returning to the 
lecture room so that she could be beaten locally 
instead of sending her up to the Grand Master’s for a 
twelve-stroke bare bender. 

She had not been quite so relieved when it 
came time for the Wart to deliver the Closer and the 
Dame had informed her that she intended to give her 
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a Bacon Slicer. Out of the six Old Gals at the unit 
Penny Ann had the least experience of formal 
punishment. Although she had always been close to 
Cat, Melons and the Butcher Twins she had never 
aspired to a life of mega-minxdom, preferring to sit 
back and observe their antics and to spend all her 
free time with her horse.  

Of course, it was impossible to get through life 
at Woodys without experiencing an occasional 
beating. Nonetheless Penny Ann’s infrequent 
punishments had generally been routine low-profile 
affairs.  Penelope Ann Evans had certainly never been 
sliced before. 

 
The gals in the room leaned forward on their 

desk lids, watching the proceedings carefully. The 
protocols regarding bacon slicing were very precise 
and if the Wart tried any monkey business they were 
ready to intervene. 

Bacon slicer’s are technically very difficult to 
deliver. The cane is brought down through the 
vertical plane and the objective is to just catch a thin 
layer of the victim’s backside as the cane sweeps 
downwards. Delivered successfully the recipient will 
experience the sensation that a sliver of her flesh had 
just been sliced off. The pain is momentarily 
excruciating. The recipient’s problems are further 
exacerbated by the requirement for their fingers to 
remain touching their toes for five seconds after the 
moment of contact. Even a centimeter of jerking 
means that the stroke can be repeated. On the 
reverse side of the protocol if delivery of the difficult 
technique fails then the stroke cannot be repeated. 
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Ms Lawton, who had been sliced several times 
during her school days, considered the stroke so 
difficult to deliver that had she imposed the most 
stringent certification requirements of any technique 
outside of a running bender. 

It had taken Robin Wharton many years to 
finally get certified. At first her execution rate was not 
high, nonetheless, she worked out on the practice 
range determinedly and her recent success rate had 
improved dramatically. 

 
Penelope Ann was a tall English country rose. 

It occurred to the Wart that Penny’s patrician arse 
was ideally shaped for slicing.  

“Unclench your buttocks, Evans, I intend to 
slice you,” she said nastily. “Keep that arse of yours 
steady, if you clench I will repeat the stroke.” 

The tension in the room was palpable. Robin 
Wharton was steadying her nerves and wishing that 
she could have a shot of tequila, Pen was bent in half, 
her head down as far as it could go and her bumbags 
straining, the Old Gals leaned across their desks 
watching like hawks. 

Robin Wharton stepped in and raised the cane; 
it slashed downwards. 

 
“One elephant, two elephants, three elephants, 

four elephants, five elephants,” chanted the Old Gals 
and then they leapt to their feet. 

“She’s good, she stayed down,” said Lady 
Victoria authoritatively. “I suggest you put that cane 
down Ma’am, your business with Penny Ann’s 
bumbags is done for today!!!” 
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Nixdown ambled in to stables with a cheery 
grin on her face. Penny Ann strode over to meet her, 
took her firmly by the elbow and marched her 
purposefully towards a bale of hay. Penny Ann sat 
down, yanked Nixdown over her lap, flipped back her 
skirt and dragged down her bumbags. Without a word 
of welcome Penelope Ann Evans began to scald 
Nicola Jane Nixon’s backside with her braided riding 
crop. 

 
“That was a tad abrupt,” panted Nixdown as 

she pushed herself up from her lovers lap. 
“She fucking sliced me,” said Penny Ann 

angrily. “That fucking be-yotch sliced me.” 
“Which fucking be-yotch,” enquired Nixdown. 
“The Wart,” snapped Pen. “Have you ever 

been sliced? It fucking hurts.” 
Nixdown leant over and put her arms around 

Penny Ann’s neck and kissed her gently. “Yep, I’ve 
been sliced a time or two, I’ve always thought it 
might be rather fun in the right environment.” 

Penny Ann returned Nicola Jane’s kiss and her 
angry scowl softened. “Well, yes, I suppose that is 
the difference between me and you. I love playing 
with you because I love you and you well, I guess 
you just love to play. But being sliced by the Wart, 
that is just the fucking pits.” 

“Come here baby and let me take a look,” and 
Nixdown reached over and began to roll down Penny 
Ann’s bumbags. 
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A Gal’s Night-out 

 
 
Deborah Morton sank back into a cushioned 

booth in the VIP area of Café Woodys. “This place is 
just incredible,” she gasped breathlessly. “It just 
blows me away.” 

Spanky Botts grinned. “Wednesday night’s are 
generally packed, especially when Cat and Vix are in 
town. When the gab went out on the web-site that 
you were planning on visiting tonight we were sold 
out in minutes.” 

“So much for a few quiet drinks and some 
recreational whops,” giggled Debs. “I’m cream 
crackered from all that glad-handing and it’s not even 
ten o’clock yet.” 

For the past hour Debs had been circulating in 
the main bar area sharing hugs with the many guests 
that she recognized from previous excursions to the 
night club that Spanky Botts had opened as the 
headquarters for the Woodette community. Deborah 
always enjoyed putting faces to the names of the 
many guests who regularly commented on her 
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popular ‘Debs Diary’ blog. By the time she reached 
the VIP area and sat down she was exhausted. 

Lady Victoria Brompton slid into the booth. She 
reached over and took a bottle of Bolly out of the ice 
bucket and refilled her glass. She wiggled the bottle 
and offered Debs a drink. 

“Hell yes,” giggled Debs. “I have full 
dispensation from Team Morton tonight, so you go 
gal.” Vix grinned and poured. Debs continued to 
giggle, “but don’t let me get too squiffy, I’ve got my 
last meeting with the players union tomorrow and the 
last thing I need is a monumental hangover.” 

Victoria squeezed Deborah’s hand. “We’ll take 
good care of you,” she promised. 

 
On Wednesdays and Thursdays Cat and Vix 

travelled up to the Smoke where Cat interned at her 
fathers music publishing company and Vix worked 
with a barrister who offered free legal services to the 
under-privileged. On Wednesday nights they generally 
enjoyed an early dinner with Cat’s mum Caroline and 
then repaired to Café Woodys for drinks and a 
chinwag with Spanky Botts, Christy Cranfield and the 
Woodette gang.  

Deborah had an appointment the following 
morning to meet with the Professional Lawn Tennis 
Players Union to finalize the paperwork that would 
allow her to play in the upcoming Wimbledon 
tournament. As Cat Cassidy had officially completed 
her sentence and was no longer on probation she had 
been authorized to act as Deborah’s guardian for the 
evening. 
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From the comfort of the cushioned booth Debs 
leaned back to watch the activities out on the main 
plate. The Café practiced a strict clobber policy. Most 
of the guests arrived straight from work and 
immediately went upstairs to the spacious locker 
room where they could change. The club offered a 
full laundry service and guests wanting new supplies 
could step across the landing to the exclusive and 
conveniently situated clobber outlet operated by 
Bernadette Summers Enterprises. 

The guests fell into two distinct categories. The 
first group that was known as the ‘Stripies’ wore the 
official red and black striped Woody Back to School 
Unit neckties. By donning the striped tie the guests 
indicated their willingness to participate in all forms of 
entertainment offered by the club. 

A second group, known as the ‘Blockies’ wore 
solid red ties that indicated that they were at the club 
merely as social observers.  

Just doing a visual count Debs observed that 
the ‘Stripies’ were in the majority by quite a 
significant margin. 

Every fifteen minutes there was a call for 
silence and the names of three ‘Stripies’ were 
announced. They were instructed to immediately 
proceed to the foot of the stairs and face the wall 
with their noses pressed to the woodwork and their 
hands placed on top of their heads. Ten minutes later 
they would be escorted to the top floor of the building 
where the three punishment salons were located. 

The ‘Stripies’ would be ushered into either the 
space designed to replicate the Woody library, one of 
the lecture rooms, or the Grand Master’s office from 
the unit’s compound.  
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Christy Cranfield acted as the Mistress of 
Discipline at the Café and maintained a copious 
database regarding the personal tastes of each 
member, their previous experience and their 
individual level of tolerance. On any given night 
Christy had a dozen fully trained and qualified 
volunteer Dominatrices at her disposal; she was 
meticulous about ensuring that every punishment 
pairing would provide the ‘Stripy’ with the maximum 
satisfaction. 

In addition to the routinely scheduled 
punishments, at any time there might be an 
announcement for immediate silence and everybody 
in the bar would be subjected to a full bib-down, tie-
back clobber inspection. As the evenings wore on and 
the guests became mildly squiffy the standard of 
attention to the Politics of Clobber often went into 
decline. Most evenings numerous Woodettes found 
themselves taking a walk of shame towards the stairs 
so they could be taken up to have their rumps 
roasted for ‘Clobber Abuse’. 

 
“This place is crazy,” Debs told Spanky Botts as 

she watched with rapt fascination. “Very fun but very 
crazy.” 
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A Strict and Stern Dominatrix 

 
 
Deborah hung upside down over Lady Victoria 

Brompton’s lap with her crimson bottom pulsating. 
“Holy shit that smarts,” she panted and 

drummed the toes of her pointed shoes on the floor. 
They were in the living room of the Cassidy’s 

town pile in Eaton Square. Cathryn was leaning 
against the mantelpiece dragging down on a fag and 
idly sipping a glass of bubbles.  

In some elements of society it might have 
seemed a tad queer for a twenty-seven year old 
woman to be draped across the lap of one of her best 
chums while she was having her naked buns warmed 
with a wood backed hairbrush in the middle of the 
living room. However within the social strata’s that 
Cat, Debs and Vix circulated this form of recreation 
seemed like a perfectly reasonable way to cap off an 
already enjoyable evening. 

 
Towards the end of the night, Karen Masters, 

one of the Café Woody luminaries, had availed of 
Victoria to take her upstairs to one of the punishment 
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salons and to give her a damn good spanking with 
the famous Red-shirt hairbrush. In accordance with 
house formalities Deborah had tagged along to act as 
the witness to the proceedings. 

Debs had watched the spanking with 
conflicting emotions. Victoria was certainly putting her 
arm into it. Karen was one of the original Woodettes 
and a die-hard spankette. Victoria was absolutely 
scorching Karen’s buns with the fearsome brush. 
Karen was as tough as nails but her whole body was 
convulsing and kicking as Victoria laid it on thick. Vix 
had to pull Karen in tightly to the crease of her lap to 
keep her from squirming away. It sent a shiver up 
Deborah’s spine as she watched Karen’s pert little 
buttocks swelling up to the size of two juicy 
watermelons. Deborah Morton could attest better 
than anybody to Lady Victoria’s awesome skills with 
the brush. The previous year Debs had taken half a 
dozen trips over Victoria’s knee. The last occasion 
was amongst Deborah’s least favorite memories. 
Following a prolonged and rather futile clash of 
personalities between the two women Victoria had 
ended the feud by taking Debs to the library and 
giving her thirty-six full-blooded spanks of the 
hairbrush in front of the assembled Elite. Later that 
evening Deborah wrote on her Debs Diary blog, “It 
would not be an exaggeration to say that by the end 
of it I was good, red and howling”. Nonetheless, 
despite the chilling effects of watching Victoria 
pummel Karen’s squirming rump Deborah felt a 
twinge of envy. 
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“What would you do if I squirted you with this 
soda syphon?” asked Deborah once they had returned 
to the VIP area of the Cafe. 

“I would probably take you home and give you 
a damn good spanking,” drawled Victoria. 

“I thought you might say that,” said Deborah 
and picked up the syphon. 

 
As they climbed out of the taxicab Lady 

Victoria took a tight grip on Deborah’s left arm just 
above the elbow. “Just wait until I get you inside 
young lady,” she hissed in Debs ear authoritatively 
while Cat was paying off the hack. 

The severe tone of Victoria’s voice had 
immediately jolted Deborah into the here and now. 
Since the syphon squirting incident the subject of 
Deborah being spanked had not been mentioned any 
further. The two gals had burst into fits of giggles 
after Deborah had launched the spray of soda in 
Victoria’s direction. Her aim had not been very good 
and Vix had barely been splashed. Until Vix had 
gripped her arm, Deborah had strongly suspected 
that Victoria had elected to ignore the little prank. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy swung the front door of the 

house open and Victoria hustled Deborah through the 
doorway and into the long wood floored hallway. 
Once Cat had bolted the door behind them the three 
women set off in the direction of the stairway. The 
huge mansion was silent aside from the clicking and 
clacking of the gals’ heels on the floors as they cut 
along quite sharpish. Deborah’s tummy was beginning 
to churn as Victoria marched her through the house. 
Lady Victoria’s sudden transformation from a giggling, 
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fun-loving gal on a night out to taking on the aura of 
strict and stern dominatrix had been quite 
extraordinary. Deborah was completely caught up in 
the moment as she hurried along trying to keep pace 
with Victoria’s stride. She was almost overwhelmed by 
the sense of the inevitable. 

It was a strangely familiar feeling. Over the 
past seven years Deborah could remember dozens of 
occasions when perfectly good days had suddenly 
been turned on their heads when quite unexpectedly 
she had been grabbed by a member of the Elite and 
swiftly marched through the compound on a journey 
that would inevitably conclude in the most painful of 
manners. 

The walls of the Cassidy residence were 
adorned with fine art. Caroline and Christopher’s 
sponsorship of aspiring young artists was legendary. 
On previous visits Debs had spent hours admiring the 
extensive collection but as Victoria purposefully 
marched her up the stairs Deborah had more pressing 
matters on her mind. 

 
“Hang up your blazer and come over here 

young lady,” snapped Victoria as she plonked herself 
down on the seat of an armless chair and slapped the 
back of the hairbrush against the palm of her left 
hand. 

Victoria stared poker-faced at Deborah. “I’m 
waiting. Don’t make things worse for yourself. Just 
remember this is going to hurt you a lot more than 
it’s going to hurt me.” 

Debs Morton groaned inwardly and reached up 
and unfastened the top button of her red and black 
striped blazer and then shrugged it off. 
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The Rhythm of a Spanking 

 
 
Victoria took her time maneuvering Debs into a 

satisfactory full drape. During the fifteen months that 
she had spent fulfilling the role of Red-shirt at the 
unit she had spanked hundreds of bottoms and knew 
exactly how she liked her spankee’s positioned before 
she went about her business. Victoria was universally 
adored and respected amongst the Woody community 
but nonetheless once the gals was over and up with 
their bottom bared they knew that they were about 
embark on one of the hottest experiences of their 
lives. 

 
Debs felt Victoria’s hand gently exert pressure 

of the back of her head lowering it between her 
outstretched arms and inching her nose closer to the 
thick pile carpet. Deborah’s skirt was already folded 
back and her bumbags were concertinaed around her 
ankles. As she stared bleakly down at the floor Debs 
knew there was no further preparatory work 
outstanding before the spanking began. She didn’t 
know whether to laugh or cry. 
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Lady Victoria Brompton did not profess to fully 
understand the masochistic lifestyle but she was well 
aware that once a spankette such as Deborah had 
successfully finagled her way across her knees that 
she was not there in pursuit of any half-arsed whops. 
Victoria pulled back her arm and let loose with a full 
and juicy spank that landed on the lower third of 
Deborah’s right buttock. Debs body jerked in 
response and then sank back into position. Both 
women knew that it was just the first step in a long 
and slow process. 

 
Deborah pursed her lips and stared down at 

the carpet as she waited for the arrival of the second 
spank. With Victoria seated on a conventional chair as 
opposed to the tall spanking stool from the Woody 
library Deborah had resigned herself that Vix would 
take her time over delivering the spanking. 
Nonetheless, for Deborah the arrival destination of 
the second spank would impart critical information for 
her ongoing preparations and she waited anxiously to 
discover the outcome. 

After sixty seconds the conundrum was solved 
when the head of the brush crashed down a second 
time on the same right buttock, landing slightly higher 
than this first with only slight peripheral overlap. Debs 
pursed her lips and squeezed her eyes tightly shut 
while she waited for the excruciating flesh burn to 
marginally diminish. At least she had learned the key 
to the rhythm of the spanking that Victoria had 
selected and she now knew what to expect. She 
stared down at the carpet and did her level best to 
get herself into the zone.    
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Cat Cassidy blew smoke out of her nostrils and 
sipped her glass of bubbles as she observed the 
proceedings through expert eyes. Cathryn had been 
around spanking and corporal punishment for nearly 
twenty years and she knew that she was watching 
two women at the very top of their game.  

Victoria was concentrated and intensely 
focused as she landed every spank with meticulous 
accuracy, distributing the spanks up and down 
Deborah’s naked nates, creating the maximum 
discomfort without causing any long-term damage. 
Debs, for her part, kept her body formation stretched 
out and compliant, with her head well down and her 
arse well up. Rolling with the punches but always 
ready and waiting when the next spank was 
scheduled to arrive. 

Cat Cassidy was duly impressed. 
 
Deborah stared bleakly down at the carpet. 

They had finished the first cycle. Six spanks working 
up the right cheek from bottom to top and then back 
down the opposite cheek. Debs didn’t need a mirror 
to know that her buttocks were now glowing a pretty 
hue of red and she surmised that following the brief 
half-time interval that they were soon going to take 
on the color of freshly harvested summer cherries. 

She kept her head well down between the 
razor sharp creases of the sleeves of her crisp white 
blouse while she waited for Victoria to continue. Her 
mind was racing and her backside was roasting. Debs 
still found it hard to comprehend that in a few 
minutes time when this hell was over she would no 
longer process the excruciating throbbing in her rear 
end as pain but would embrace it warmly as a 
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perverse and comforting form of pleasure. Sometimes 
she wondered about her sanity. 

 
Victoria brought the business side of the oval-

headed, wood backed hairbrush down with such 
enormous force that Cat Cassidy nearly choked on her 
champagne. Deborah rocked and rolled in Victoria’s 
lap, she wriggled and squirmed and she punched the 
air as if she had just nailed the winning point at the 
final of Wimbledon. Victoria pulled Debs in tight and 
waited for her to settle down. They both knew that 
they had just entered the home straight. Vix brought 
back the brush and brought it back down with 
sensational results. 

 
Deborah shuffled over to the mantelpiece and 

accepted a glass of bubbles from Cat.  
“I just don’t get it,” she grumbled. “I had a 

lovely night out with you guys and I could be 
snuggled up in bed with a nice cool arse but instead I 
have this kind of shit to deal with.” She scarfed down 
the glass of bubbles in one and then snatched Cat’s 
fag and took a long deep drag. She handed the ciggy 
back to Cathryn. “I’m going to bed,” she snorted. “I 
really do have to be certifiably fucking barking,” she 
groaned. 

“Woof fucking woof!” drawled Cat laconically 
and gave her chum a goodnight hug. 
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Debs Dilemma 

 
 
The Bounder gaped at the Wart. 
“Are you fucking barking? I’ll do no such 

thing!” Bernadette snapped when she had suitably 
recovered her senses. She glared at the Mistress of 
the Red House with a look of undisguised contempt. 
“Now if you have no further business to discuss I’ll 
take my leave.” 

 
“I don’t know how you put up with that be-

yotch day in day out,” complained Bernadette. “First 
off she gave me some serious tongue pie for no 
reason at all and then the crazy be-yotch threatened 
to make me bend over and touch them.” 

“She does that to me every day,” laughed 
Debs. “I assume that you politely declined the offer?” 

“I wouldn’t say that ‘politely’ would be the way 
that most punters would describe my response,” 
chuckled the Bounder, “but I certainly declined and 
the Wart seemed to get the message.” 

“Well thanks for standing in for me,” said Debs 
warmly. “You’re a saint.” 
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“Yeah, rock on Debs, that’s me Saint 
Bernadette,” grinned the Bounder. 

 
Deborah snuggled up under her duvet. It had 

been an extremely successful and satisfying day. Her 
meetings had gone swimmingly and the results of her 
insurance medical had been tip-top. She was now 
officially cleared to participate in the women’s singles 
tournament scheduled to start at Wimbledon in a little 
over a month’s time. 

After her official meetings she had enjoyed a 
lunch date with a friendly journalist with whom she 
was pursuing a vaguely flirtatious relationship. They 
had known each other since her early days on the 
tennis circuit and he had been responsible for 
rebranding her from little Debbie Morton to ‘Dynamite 
Debs’ after she had defeated Rachel Cox to take the 
national title. 

Recently Deborah had granted him an 
exclusive interview to discuss her plans for returning 
to Wimbledon. After the interview Debs had given him 
a tour of the Woody compound and private lessons in 
the fine art of caning. They had been teasing each 
other on ICQ ever since. 

Deborah had been astonished and immensely 
flattered when towards the end of the luncheon a 
waiter had approached her and asked her discretely 
whether she would mind signing an autograph for a 
fellow guest. He nodded in the direction of a table 
several away from where she was seated and she 
was astonished to discover that her secret fan was 
one her favorite movie actresses. 

When she returned to the facility she was able 
to enjoy a quiet and relaxing evening as Bernadette 
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had agreed to remain on shift until the Dorm Raider 
took over at nine o’clock. After updating her Debs 
Diary blog she had turned in so that she would be 
well rested for the six-mile run she had scheduled 
with Jane Lummell for the following morning. 

 
Deborah stared blearily at her smart-phone. 

She recognized the caller immediately and put the 
phone to her ear. 

“I’m sorry to bother you Debs but I need you 
to come to the Phase Six landing,” said Claire Brooks 
earnestly. “We have a rather tricky situation.” 

Deborah blinked her eyes open. “Okay Claire, 
give me a few minutes and I’ll come down,” she 
sighed and swung her legs out from under the duvet. 

 
Deborah opened the door to the landing that 

housed the dual occupancy studies where the inmates 
in the sixth phase of their sentences spent the night. 
The corridor was mostly shrouded in darkness with 
the exception of a single doorway that was slightly 
cracked open and had a light on. She made her way 
along the landing. 

“We’re in here,” she heard Claire call out 
somewhat redundantly. 

Debs swung the door of the study open. The 
unmistakable figures of Bernadette Summers and Lisa 
Sutton were standing facing the far wall with their 
hands linked on their heads. Claire Brooks was 
leaning back against a vanity table idly flexing her 
cane between her hands. Leaning against another 
wall with her arms folded across her chest and a 
ghoulish grin on her face was Ms Patricia Hodge. 
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Deborah surveyed the scene thoughtfully 
before stepping across the threshold and entering the 
room. 

 
“I was downstairs on the ground floor when Ms 

Hodge summoned me,” explained Claire. “When I 
arrived Ms Hodge informed me that she had caught 
Bernadette and Lisa on the computer and instructed 
me to beat them soundly. They’re bang to rights but I 
wasn’t sure of the protocol regarding Miss Summers, 
after all she is a member of the Elite and I don’t think 
that I am authorized to thrash a pre.” 

Patty’s eyes narrowed. “Summers may be a 
member of the Elite but she is still a Phase Six inmate 
and is subject to the lockdown protocols. I don’t 
much care which one of you does it but bend them 
over and beat them soundly so we can all get some 
sleep.” 

Momentarily Deborah remained silent. It was 
not the first time that Bernadette’s curious status had 
caused a dilemma. Unfortunately Patty Hodge was 
correct; the Bounder was still in the penultimate 
phase of her sentence and was not yet formally 
afforded the many privileges granted to the inmates 
in the final phase of their incarceration. A few months 
earlier the Wart had instructed Deborah to cane 
Bernadette on a matter regarding Red House 
business. Before executing the punishment Deborah 
had consulted with the Grand Master and Bernadette 
had ended up touching her toes in the library. 

Deborah had little doubt that if she took this 
matter under advisement the result would be the 
same. She sighed wearily. 
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Covert Patrols 

 
 
“Alright Claire, lend me your ashplant, I’ll beat 

them myself,” said Debs finally. “You first Summers, 
fetch your pillow and bend over the end of the bed.” 

Bernadette turned away from the wall. Her 
face was a mask, her eyes hooded as she glanced 
over at Debs before going and retrieving a pillow. 

Deborah shrugged off her black blazer and 
handed it to Claire. She unfastened the top button of 
her red shirt and loosened the knot of her black tie. 
She rolled back the sleeves of her blouse and flexed 
the cane between her hands while Bernadette was 
lowering herself face down over the pillow that she 
had placed across the end of her bed. 

 
Patty watched the proceedings with 

considerable satisfaction. Earlier in the evening she 
had been in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes 
listening to the Wart kvetching over Bernadette’s lack 
of respect and general degeneracy. Patty had 
considerable sympathy with the Wart’s complaints. 
Patricia had been one of the most vocal opponents to 



Six Shades of Red 

 

the Bounder’s unconventional appointment as Deputy 
Red-shirt. 

When she had arrived home from the bar Patty 
had put on a pair of crepe soled brothel creepers and 
set off to perform a spot check of the landings. 
Although she had resigned her commission as Deputy 
Grand Dame of the unit and was no longer directly 
responsible for monitoring the performance of the 
Elite she still liked to poke and pry about and see if 
she could hustle up some trouble for her enemies. 

Patty knew the Dorm Raider’s routine so she 
prowled the corridors in the reverse order knowing 
that the inmates knew precisely when they had a 
window of opportunity to partake of some unnoticed 
goofing, gabbing, larking or pranking with the 
minimum potential for discovery and a painful six on 
the silks. 

As she entered the accommodation wing Patty 
saw that Claire was on the ground floor where the 
Phase One and Two inmates slept in large open-plan 
dormitories. Claire was also wearing brothel creepers 
that would make little sound as she padded along the 
wood floored corridors. She carried a small torch that 
she used to occasionally look into the dorms to 
ensure everybody was settled down and sleeping. 

Patty Hodge climbed the back stairs until she 
reached the landing on the third floor where the 
inmates from Phase Six resided in dual occupancy 
studies. Soundlessly she began her covert patrol. 

 
Bernadette and Lisa knew the routine. After 

Claire had opened the door and shone her flashlight 
into the room the two chums waited a few minutes 
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before slipping out of bed and tiptoeing over to a 
desk and opening Lisa’s laptop. 

“Come on, hurry up,” hissed Lisa. “I for one 
don’t fancy another six on the silks.” Even though the 
late night posting of the odds on the BUTT Stakes 
was a nightly ritual it still always made Lisa nervous. 

“Oh hush,” drawled the Bounder confidently as 
the laptop booted up. “You know we’re in a black 
hole, now post the odds and then let’s get some 
sleep.” 

 
Patty could not believe her ears, she reached 

down and grabbed the doorknob and burst into the 
room. “Gotcha,” she squealed with fiendish delight. 

Bernadette and Lisa were caught by surprise; 
they swung around with their mouths open as they 
gaped at Patty. 

“Hands on your heads and face the wall,” 
gloated Patty. She pulled out her smartphone and 
dialed. “Brooks, get your scrawny arse up here,” she 
commanded nastily. “I’ve got Summers and Sutton 
bang to rights and you’re going to beat them bandy.” 

 
 Claire almost choked as Patty Hodge grabbed 

her by the knot of her tie and yanked her forward 
until they were nose to nose. “Where have you 
been?” Patty demanded. 

Claire tried to explain that she had been 
downstairs and had come as quickly as possible but 
all she could do was splutter incoherently. Finally 
Patty released her grip and Claire was able to catch 
her breath and take in the situation. Patty didn’t need 
to fill in the details. The open laptop with the screen 
lit up told the story. When Claire had carried out her 



Six Shades of Red 

 

last inspection the room had been in total darkness. 
There was no question that Patty had the two 
inmates bang to rights. 

“Get on with it Brooks, we haven’t got all 
night,” snapped Patricia. “Bend them over and beat 
them soundly.” 

“I’m not sure I can do that Ma’am,” said Claire 
uncertainly. “Miss Summers is a member of the Elite 
and I don’t think I have the authority to cane her.” 

“Miss Summers is a degenerate low-life,” 
interjected Patty, “ and she contravened the lockdown 
protocols now get on with it and beat her before I get 
angry and feel compelled to cut your own bumbags to 
tatters.” 

Claire’s heart sank. She and Patty had a long 
and ugly history. She knew that Patricia would like 
nothing better than to stretch her out over a desk and 
thrash her with one of her wye-tipped canes. 
Nonetheless, she plucked up her courage and took a 
deep breath. 

“I’m sorry Ma’am I am going to have to consult 
with Deborah Morton, I’m sure she can clarify the 
protocols,” Claire said, and before Patty had time to 
respond she snatched out her phone and dialed Debs 
number. 

Patricia Hodge looked very much like she was 
about to have a coronary arrest. 
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Beating the Bounder 

 
 
Deborah pursed her lips while she waited the 

ritual sixty seconds before moving in to beat the 
Bounder. She took a deep breath and stepped in. 
Debs tapped the cane down across the red and black 
striped seat of the Bounders jimjams. The Bounder 
was fully stretched out with her pert round backside 
sitting up proud. Deborah brought her arm back and 
sliced the cane downwards. 

 
Bernadette gritted her teeth. Prior to the 

Bounder’s appointment as Deputy Red-shirt Debs had 
been compelled to beat her on several occasions. 
Even since she had taken up her new position 
Deborah had been compelled to cane Bernadette 
twice on matters in regard to Red House Business. 
The Bounder was well aware that the next few 
minutes were going to be extremely hot and very 
sweaty. 

 
Claire Brooks watched Deborah’s performance 

with considerable admiration. Debs swung the cane 
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with the same elegant stroke she used to direct tennis 
balls across the court from right to left, and with just 
as much precision and accuracy. 

Claire knew that the Bounder was a very tough 
nut to crack and her jerking, squirming responses to 
every stroke left Claire in no doubt that things were 
getting very hot and steamy inside the Bounders 
jimjams. 

 
Lisa’s buttocks twitched at every crack of the 

cane rebounding from the tautened trews of her dear 
chum’s striped jimjams. Her tummy was doing 
somersaults in a most disagreeable manner. The 
prospect of being caned by Claire Brooks had been 
most unappealing in the first place and the 
subsequent introduction of Debs into the equation 
had left her feeling quite bilious.  

 
Patty was grinning like a Cheshire cat. She 

couldn’t believe that the Gods of Whops had smiled 
upon her so magnanimously. The primary objective of 
her secret patrols was to let Claire know that she was 
under observation and to send the subliminal threat 
that if she caught Claire cutting any of her chums 
slack that Patty would be all over her like a badly cut 
set of clobber. Nabbing the Bounder red-handed had 
been an unexpected but delightful bonus. Patty was 
in no doubt that she would be able to dine out on the 
Wart’s tab for at least a week to come. She rubbed 
her hands with glee. 

 
Deborah felt like a heel. She and the Bounder 

were tight and Debs was eternally grateful to her 
chum for the number of times that she had 
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volunteered to stand in for her as Red-shirt to allow 
Debs to concentrate on her training schedule. She 
wondered whether she should have deferred and 
taken them up before the Grand Master. However she 
somehow doubted that Bernadette or Lisa would have 
thanked her for getting them subjected to an extra six 
strokes apiece which would have been delivered with 
the far more severe senior cane across their bare 
behinds. She sighed and raised the cane in the air. 

 
Patty Hodge had to suppress the temptation to 

audibly chuckle as the cane sliced across Bernadette’s 
upturned rear end. Deborah had just delivered an 
absolute smoker and the Bounder had responded with 
uncharacteristic animation. Her legs both crooked at 
the knees and she grabbed handfuls of duvet in 
obvious consternation. Her head swung from side to 
side as she tried to absorb the sting of the cane. Patty 
Hodge wished that she could take pictures. 

 
Deborah glared at Patty. The Dame’s glee at 

witnessing Bernadette’s obvious discomfort was 
giving her a serious dose of the pip. Although Debs 
very much doubted that Patty Hodge had just been 
roaming through the darkened corridor by 
happenstance there was nothing in the Brass 
protocols that specifically prohibited her from being 
out and about in the facility morning, noon or night. 
Similarly Patty was unfortunately completely within 
her rights to stay and witness the thrashing. She 
would simply be able to argue that she had 
reasonable cause to believe Deborah was likely to pull 
the strokes due to her close relationship with the 
Bounder. Whether she liked it or not Debs had no 
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choice other than to deliver the beating in the 
presence of the hated Dame. She pulled back her arm 
and let rip with another fiery stroke.   

 
The Bounder was not having a good time of it. 

She prided herself that she was as tough as nails but 
she was having considerable difficulty staying still as 
the cane rebounded off her backside with earsplitting 
reports. She tried to gather herself as she psyched 
herself up for the Closer. The cane whistled behind 
her then Armageddon broke out in her silk jimjams. 

 
“You may rise, Miss Summers,” instructed 

Deborah. “You’re next Sutton, fetch the pillow.” 
 
The Bounder generally specialized in curling 

her lip contemptuously after she had just been beaten 
bandy but as she pushed herself up from the bed and 
turned to face Deborah her expression might well 
have been interpreted as awed admiration and 
possibly even a hint of respect. 

 



14 

 
The Hapless Minxster 

 
 
There was no mistaking the look of 

apprehension on Lisa Sutton’s face as she turned 
away from the wall and set off to retrieve her pillow. 

Deborah was also fond of Lisa and felt a pang 
of sympathy for her chum as she slowly leaned 
forward and lowered herself across the end of the 
bed. 

In some ways the two women were birds of a 
feather. They were both extraordinarily intelligent and 
academically gifted. They routinely challenged each 
other for the annual award of Scholar of the Year. 
However, they were also equally guiless when it came 
to the subject of minxing. They had both been born 
with hyperactive naughty genes and both suffered 
from acute strains of compulsive impulsive behavior 
syndrome. However, there the similarity ended. 
Whereas Deborah had selected mega-minxing as a 
chosen lifestyle and had actively pursued whops in 
her gargantuan struggle with Jojo for the title of All-
Time Big BUTT, Lisa attracted whops purely by dint of 
her perennial naughtiness. Her personal assessment 
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that she was a very naughty gal but not a bad gal 
was generally considered to sum her up perfectly. 
Lisa had no aspirations of starring as number one on 
the Hall of Shame and regularly gabbed to anybody 
who would take the time to listen with regard to her 
new and earnest plans for behavioral reform. 
However, as she stretched herself out across the bed 
she was about to receive her fifty-first punishment of 
the year, which in some strata’s of society might not 
be considered an indication of a successful reform 
program. 

 
Deborah stepped in and prepared herself. 

Thrashing Lisa was nothing new to the Red-shirt. Out 
of the first fifty punishments that Lisa had received 
over the past eleven months Debs had been 
responsible, either directly or indirectly, for twenty 
percent of the tally. She had personally been 
responsible for thrashing Lisa on half a dozen 
occasions upstairs in the library and Debs had also 
been compelled to show Lisa four red cards for 
goofing, gabbing, larking or pranking in the assembly 
hall resulting in the hapless Minxster receiving bare 
benders up in the Grand Masters study. 

Debs tapped the cane down and then whipped 
it through the air. 

 
Lisa was desperately trying to gather herself 

and to get into the zone. Standing facing the wall 
listening to the cane exploding from her chum’s 
jimjams had thrown her into a blue funk. It had taken 
all her willpower to fold herself across the bed 
without making a muff of herself and blubbing and 
pleading for a reprieve. 



55 
 

 

The sizzling opener got Lisa’s full attention. Her 
mouth opened in a silent howl and her whole body 
convulsed at the electrifying sensations bombarding 
her nervous system. She bit down on the duvet and 
despite a healthy academic atheism she began to call 
to the deities’. 

 
After the fourth stroke Deborah took a longer 

than usual break. She sensed that Lisa was in some 
difficulty. After thirty seconds had elapsed she had 
remained propped up on her elbows with her face 
buried in her hands. Her backside was swaying from 
side to side and one leg remained crooked at the 
knee. 

“What are you waiting for Morton? Get on with 
it damn you,” said Patty testily.  

“I’ll get to it when I’m ready,” Debs snapped 
back. “Are you okay Lisa?” she asked in a gentler 
tone. 

Lisa’s shoulders shuddered and then she 
slumped forward, stretching her arms out and laying 
her chin on the duvet. She returned her right foot to 
the floor. 

“Yes Ma’am, I’m fine,” she muttered. 
“Are you ready?” asked Debs gently. 
“Yes Ma’am,” muttered Lisa again. “Lay it on, 

hot as you like,” she said with considerably more 
bravado than she was feeling. 

Debs took a tight grip on the cane and 
mentally prepared herself. She had to remain cool 
and calm and most importantly detached. She needed 
to complete the caning with her customary authority 
and professionalism. She raised the cane and slashed 
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it downwards. Lisa bucked and writhed on the bed 
but somehow she didn’t howl. 

 
“You did well Morton,” said Patty Hodge in a 

most condescending manner.  
Deborah fastened the cuffs of her blouse and 

the then allowed Claire to straighten her tie and help 
her into her blazer. She glared back at Ms Hodge. 
“Our business is done here,” she growled. “Perhaps it 
is time for everybody to turn in.” 

“I’ll turn in when I’m good and ready Morton,” 
retorted Patty. “I am in the mood for a stroll, perhaps 
I should accompany Brooks while she completes her 
rounds.” 

“That really won’t be necessary Ma’am,” said 
Claire. “I’m just going to do one last circuit and then 
I’ll be turning in too.” 

“No trouble Brooks,” said Patty, “you can never 
have too many eyes and ears out on patrol. Now 
come along young lady, I’m sure Morton can make 
sure Summers and Sutton settle down.” With that 
Patty Hodge strode towards the door. 
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Operation Get Summers 

 
 
Debs slipped her arm through the Bounders as 

they hurried across the quadrangle on their way to 
their morning meeting with the Grand Master. “I’m so 
sorry about last night Bernie,” said Deborah earnestly.  

“It wasn’t your fault Debs,” said the Bounder 
tightly. “You were just doing your job. It wasn’t you 
sneaking about the landings in fucking brothel 
creepers. I’m gonna get that be-yotch. You mark my 
words.” 

“Just be careful,” Debs counseled. 
The Bounder just grunted. 
 
Deborah had taken up her normal position at 

the front of the assembly hall as the Brass swept in 
through the doors. For the first time in several days 
none of the Elite had found it necessary to show an 
inmate a red card. Debs swapped cheery morning 
smiles with her friends amongst the Dames from the 
Liberal Left as they passed by and headed towards 
the stairs to the stage. 
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As usual Patty and the Wart were the last to 
arrive. Patty barreled down on Debs. 

“Thank you for the fireworks display last night, 
I do so enjoy watching a well-executed thrashing,” 
she said cheerily and then leaned her head forward. 
“And you tell Miss Summers that if she tries anything 
I’ll be ready and waiting. I’ll string her up by the 
elastic of her bumbags and that will just be the start 
of her troubles,” she whispered in Deborah’s ear. 

Deborah did her best to keep her face an 
inscrutable mask. “I’ll be sure to pass the message 
on, Ma’am,” she said as politely as she could muster. 

Patty gave her the look and then continued on 
her way. 

Deborah sighed. She would have to keep a 
close eye on Bernadette. A few weeks after the 
Bounder’s controversial appointment as Deputy Red-
shirt Patty had managed to find an excuse to give her 
a damn good thrashing. Later that evening when 
Patty had returned from a delightful evening in the 
saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes she had decided to 
take a bubble bath and enjoy a last nightcap. She had 
changed into her dressing gown and slipped her feet 
into her moccasin slippers. She was dismayed to find 
that her moccasins had been filled with some form of 
adhesive gum and her toes were covered in a 
translucent goop. It was a most disagreeable 
sensation. 

Bernadette was the prime suspect and Patty 
demanded that she was handed over to Plod and 
charged with breaking and entering. It had taken all 
of the Grand Master’s political dexterity to calm the 
situation and to avoid the Bounders bumbags being 
thrown into chokey.  
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The incident known in Woody lore as ‘the 
Curious Affair of the Gummy Slippers’ remained an 
unsolved mystery. Patricia Hodge had never forgiven 
Bernadette. 

 
Earlier in the morning Patty Hodge had walked 

into Katie Beck’s office carrying a tray with a bowl of 
fresh berries with natural yoghurt, a lightly cooked 
omelette, a pot of freshly pressed coffee, two glasses 
filled with mimosas made with freshly squeezed 
orange juice, and a vase filled with clipped pansies. 

“Hey ho, Katie,” Patty said unctuously. “I 
thought I’d save you a trip to the cafeteria, I’ve 
brought you your favorites.”  

Katie smiled. “That’s very sweet of you Patty,” 
she said charmingly, “you are always so thoughtful.” 

Patty placed the tray on Katie’s desk and pulled 
up a chair. She poured two cups of coffee and 
continued to smile at Katie. 

 
Katie Beck took a bite of omelette. “Delicious,” 

she smiled. “How can I help you Patricia?” 
Patty smiled back. “I need a small favor,” she 

began and then proceeded to give Katie a detailed 
account of the previous evenings activities on the 
Phase Six landing.  

“Sounds like extreme fun,” said Katie, once 
Patty had finished her story, “but I’m not sure what I 
could help you with. Strikes me that it’s all done and 
dusted.” 

“Quite possibly,” said Patty, “but I believe that 
that be-yotch Summers might be of a mind to 
retaliate so I need her put under close observation, if 
you get my drift.” 
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Katie nodded. “Of course I do Patricia. It’s at 
times like this that we must put our differences 
behind us and stick together,” she told Patricia. “We 
shall implement Operation Get Summers with 
immediate effect.” 

Katie Beck punched a number on her 
smartphone. “Send me the Bitch,” she growled. 

  
 



 

16 

 
Katie and the Bitch 

 
 
Despite the general atmosphere of joie de 

vivre that was otherwise permeating around the 
compound Janet Mitchell was not feeling the love. 
Mitch the Bitch had just spent almost ten minutes 
head down, arse up across Katie Beck’s lap having 
her bum pounded with a leather-soled slipper. 

As usual the reasons that she needed to be 
slippered had not yet been made entirely clear to 
Janet.  

Mitch the Bitch had been extremely alarmed 
when she had received word that the Commandant of 
the Radical Right wished to see her and that she 
should cut along sharpish to Katie’s office. Janet’s first 
instinct was to cut along sharpish in entirely the 
opposite direction. Unfortunately Janet Mitchell was 
required to wear an electrical tracking device around 
her ankle at all times and the device was capable of 
zapping her in a most disagreeable manner if she was 
suspected of attempting to have it on her toes. Janet 
knew from experience that Katie Beck had no 
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compunction about pressing the trigger and 
unleashing untold volts of electrical power when she 
considered it might be to her advantage. Not being 
too enthused by the prospect of another painful 
zapping Mitch the Bitch had wearily trudged into the 
main building and made her way upstairs to keep her 
appointment with her nemesis. 

 
Once upon a time Katie and Janet had been as 

thick as thieves. Their relationship dated back to the 
heady days when Katie had been the all-powerful 
President of the female chapter of the notorious 
Confederacy of Yoofs and Janet had been an aspiring 
foot soldier.  

By the time they had become reunited at the 
unit Katie Beck had finagled her way into the position 
of Red-shirt. She enrolled the services of Mitch the 
Bitch to act as her number one snitch.  

Katie and Patty Hodge also began to covertly 
train Janet and her evil cohorts in preparation for 
their future roles in the heinous Secret Sorority of 
Serial Spankers. 

However, of late their relationship had taken a 
turn from the worse, at least from Janet’s point of 
view. After completing her seven-year sentence Janet 
and another former inmate, Yvonne Godfrey, had 
reestablished their association with the Yoofs. They 
had formulated an ill-fated plan to kidnap Cathryn 
Cassidy and hold her for a ransom of five million 
squids. It had all gone terribly pear-shaped and the 
two conspirators had been captured and their 
bumbags unceremoniously dumped back at the unit 
where they were placed under the permanent custody 
of Mr Humphries. 
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Janet and Yvonne were assigned to full-time 
maintenance duties and were responsible for 
performing the enormous number of menial tasks that 
were needed to keep the sprawling campus in full 
working order. 

Yvonne and Janet were determined to escape 
and had solicited the assistance of their former 
handlers with promises of untold squids being placed 
in offshore bank accounts once they were sprung. 

Patty Hodge was as shrewd as a serpent and 
recognized that due to their former alliance any 
lengthy public meetings with the two rotter’s would 
attract considerable suspicion. So she decided to put 
a communications plan in place. 

Yvonne and Janet were required to carry out 
even the filthiest of tasks dressed in full clobber so 
Patty assigned Katie to persistently subject them to 
random tie-back, bib-down inspections whenever 
communication regarding the escape plans was 
required. Katie had no trouble manufacturing bogus 
reports of clobber abuse and taking the gals upstairs 
to her office. After several disagreeable trips across 
Katie’s knee to have her rump roasted with a leather-
soled slipper Yvonne cottoned onto this dastardly 
wheeze. She assigned Janet to act as go between 
while she and Patty masterminded the breakout plot.  

The escape plan proved to be another comedy 
of errors and resulted in Janet and Yvonne being 
placed under even higher security, hence the lethal 
electronic tracking devices.  

After the failed breakout Patty and Katie had 
largely disassociated themselves from their former 
allies, leaving them to wallow in their pitiful lives of 
scrubbing floors and cleaning windows. Nonetheless, 
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there were occasions that the Radical Right required 
particular undercover tasks performed and invariably 
Katie summoned the Bitch to her study and put her 
over her knee. 

 
Janet Mitchell was hopping up and down 

rubbing frantically at her scalded rear end. Despite 
her bullying and toadying ways Janet Mitchell was a 
total muff when it came to the business of whops and 
was not cut out for a slippering of the scale that Katie 
had just administered. 

“It’s not fair,” blubbed Janet. “That fucking 
hurt.” 

“Oh cease those ridiculous noises,” snapped 
Katie. “Stop acting like such a muff and listen 
carefully, I have a very important assignment for 
you.” 

Janet Mitchell’s heart sank all the way down to 
her shiny black sandals. 
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Of Mice and Minxes 

 
 
Jojo Heyworth spread her legs apart and 

wrapped her ankles around the outside of the foot of 
the legs of the laboratory stool causing the nylon 
material of her lab coat to stretch tightly across the 
naked flesh below. 

This rather ungainly posture was known to the 
Woody Wags as the James Position; named after the 
legendary muff Holler James who had once needed to 
be secured over the lab stool by Bunsen burner cords 
so that her thrashing could be administered. 

While Jojo arranged herself into the James 
Position Ms MacAllister was calmly sucking down on a 
crystal tumbler filled with three fingers of Famous 
Grouse. The Dyke was dressed in a white on white 
shirt with a spread collar and double Frenched cuffs, 
high waisted pleated bags held up with red 
suspenders, a matching red tie perfectly knotted and 
she sported a pair of black and white Scrooge McDuck 
spats on her feet. She had a monocle screwed into 
her right eye and a nine-inch long black onyx 
cigarette holder clenched between her teeth. Her top 
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hat and black tailcoat with alligator skin lapels hung 
on a coat stand in the corner of the room.  

On the front desk she had laid out the 
legendary two-tailed Lochgelly tawse that she favored 
for operations of this nature. 

 
Jojo could legitimately consider herself a tad 

unfortunate to find herself in such untoward 
circumstances. Throughout the day Debs Morton and 
Rosemary Booker had been staging a covert guerilla 
war in the lecture rooms. Paper pellets and dried peas 
had been flying about the rooms as they each sought 
to out maneuver the other and get in a telling strike. 
Jojo had observed the proceedings with mild 
amusement; it was nothing more than standard 
pranking and there was no malice involved. Jojo 
doubted whether Debs or Rosemary could even 
remember who had started the fray. 

“Whoa sister, are you really jonesing for six?” 
Jojo had teased Deborah over lunch. “You’ll need to 
be careful this afternoon. If the Dyke catches you 
acting the bollocks she’ll be more than happy to take 
the skin off your arse.” 

“If I end up getting six it will be her fault,” 
Debs grumbled pointing at Rosemary. “She started 
it.” 

“Did not,” retorted Rosemary. “You fucking 
started it and well you know it.” 

Jojo held up her hands. “Come on sisters, 
peace in our time and all that, but if either of you 
ends up bending over don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 

 
The problem with these kinds of minor 

skirmishes was that it was all too easy for innocent 
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bystanders to find themselves unexpectedly 
embroiled in the action.  

Jojo had been minding her own business and 
taking notes on the relative stability of copper II 
products when a piece of heavy duty cartridge paper 
folded into a missile beaned her on the back of the 
head.  

There was no question with regard to who was 
the perpetrator of this outrage. Deborah was seated 
directly in front of Joanna and was clearly the 
intended target. When Jojo span around and scowled 
at Rosemary her chum just shrugged and did not look 
in the least bit apologetic. 

Jojo frowned. The unfortunate interruption to 
her studies had left her with a predicament. No self-
respecting mega-minx was going to allow even an 
accidental beaning pass without any response. 
However, Rosemary’s location in the room made her 
a difficult target. Jojo stared studiously at her exercise 
book and considered her response strategy. 

 
Sometimes even the best laid plans of mice 

and minxes went horribly pear-shaped. Jojo had 
palmed a fully loaded electric pink water pistol and 
had waited for her opportunity. At the front of the 
room Ms MacAllister had her head down and was 
thumbing through a hefty tome. Jojo raised the water 
pistol and span around in her seat. She had just 
opened fire when one of her fellow inmates raised her 
hand and coughed loudly to get the Science Dame’s 
attention. The timing sucked. The Dyke looked up at 
the exact moment that the spray of water hit 
Rosemary Booker right between the eyes. 



Six Shades of Red 

 

“Och the fookin’ noo, Heewart,” growled the 
Dyke and snatched up her strap. Jojo flushed.  

“I’ll be back in a few minutes,” she said 
dismally and headed towards the door of the 
laboratory. 
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The Waffle Weave Effect 

 
 
Jojo winced as the fearsome tawse slashed 

across the tautened seat of her nylon lab coat. The 
twin tails landed mille-seconds apart and each caused 
the scratchy nylon material to chafe uncomfortably 
across her flesh. She gritted her teeth and did her 
best to settle into the zone. 

Jojo was no stranger to the tawse that the 
Dyke referred to as Big Bertha. Although being 
thrashed by Phyllis MacAllister was considered to 
some of the toughest duty on the Woody punishment 
menu Jojo was among a very small group who had 
managed to clock up double figures of making trips 
over the stool. 

 
Phyllis MacAllister was a queer duck. Despite 

her almost unfathomable brogue she was a masterful 
educator, supplementing her complex lectures with 
brilliant visual aids. Even the most scientifically 
challenged amongst the inmates concurred that she 
had greatly enhanced their understanding of 
chemistry, physics and biology. In return for her own 
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efforts Ms MacAllister expected a reciprocal response 
from the inmates. She instituted an absolute zero-
tolerance regime in the laboratories and even minor 
goofing, gabbing, larking or pranking resulted in a trip 
across the stool for a larruping. 

However, despite her strict and authoritarian 
policies she was well respected and extremely 
popular. Despite Patricia Hodge’s overtures she had 
never aligned herself with the Radical Right and was 
openly contemptuous of Patty, Katie and the Wart. 

 
Phyllis MacAllister had graduated from the 

school of extremely hard whops and was of the mind 
that there was no point in thrashing a gal if you 
weren’t going to do the job properly. She pulled back 
her arm and slashed the tawse down with 
considerable force. 

 
Jojo stared down at the highly polished wood 

floor of the laboratory. Earning herself a healthy dose 
of the strap had not been amongst her plans for the 
afternoon. Later that evening she was scheduled to 
have dinner at Monets with her fiancé Mr Humphries, 
Lady Victoria Brompton and her father to discuss the 
final arrangements for her upcoming nuptial’s at 
Brompton Castle. A sore and swollen arse was 
unlikely to enhance her enjoyment of the evening.  

Nonetheless she forced herself to set such 
thoughts aside as she prepared herself to absorb the 
remainder of the punishment. 

 
Ms MacAllister delivered her third forehand 

smash before repositioning herself to the other side of 
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the stool to deliver the second half of the punishment 
with a backhand stroke. 

Jojo’s chums watched sympathetically. They 
each knew from personal experience that it was not 
much fun being whupped with the heavy weight 
straps cut from smooth tan hide that the famous Dick 
family had used for centuries. They crossed their 
fingers as Phyllis MacAllister raised her arm and set 
off down the home straight. 

 
Jojo wriggled down the corridors as quickly as 

her legs could carry her. She knew that she had only 
four minutes to reach the changing room, retrieve her 
skirt and bumbags and get back to the lab for the 
punishment to be post-processed. 

She unfastened the buttons down the front of 
her lab coat, briefly reaching back and running her 
fingers over the sore and swollen weals. It was 
uncanny the part that the nylon material of the coat 
played in the overall effect of being thrashed by the 
Dyke. The coats were constructed of thousands of 
waffle weaved fibers that when the tawse dragged 
the material across the naked flesh had a most 
disquieting effect. 

Jojo took her bumbags of the hook and 
stepped in, pulling them gingerly over her swollen 
orbs and then grabbing down her navy blue pleated 
skirt. As soon as she was dressed she dashed out of 
the door and hurried back to the lab. 

 
“I’m sorry,” said Rosemary cheerfully as she 

turned back the hem of Jojo’s skirt and gently rolled 
down her bumbags.  



Six Shades of Red 

 

“Yeah right, rock on Rosie,” growled Jojo. 
“You’re not in the least bit sorry.” 

“Let’s just say that you have my sympathies 
and leave it that,” said Rosemary as she dipped her 
fingers into a pot of her latest prototype mint and 
aloe vera cooling balm. 

 
Jojo slid gingerly into the back of the limousine 

seating herself between the Grand Master and Lady 
Vix. Despite Rosemary’s ministrations her backside 
was throbbing in a most distracting way. The Grand 
Master had given Jojo and Victoria dispensation to 
dress in semi-clobber and Jojo had selected a pair of 
tailored grey pinstriped trousers. She was beginning 
to question the wisdom of choosing such a tight-
fitting garment. She put on her game face and 
gratefully accepted a glass of bubbles from Victoria. 
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Freedom Plans 

 
 
“No! No! No! Let go of me you brute!” 

squealed Jojo. “Awwwww man that smarts!” 
Jojo had been caught completely by surprise 

when the Grand Master had taken her by the wrist, 
deftly tipped her over his knee and given the seat of 
her pinstriped pants a damn good dusting. 

“That was just too tempting,” he laughed as he 
helped her up and then sat her down in his lap. She 
nuzzled his neck and began to loosen his tie. 

“I’m not kidding, that really did smart,” she 
whispered in his ear, “But that nice, warm, delicious 
kind of smart,” she giggled and began to open the 
buttons of his shirt. 

 
Jojo was wearing a red and black striped silk 

dressing gown over her jimjams when she opened the 
door for Debs and Bernadette.  

“He’s on the phone to the Prime Minister,” she 
told the Red-shirt and her deputy. “There’s fresh 
coffee on the counter, he’ll be out in a few minutes.” 
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Jojo was pouring her chums coffee and 
gabbing about the wedding plans when Mr Humphries 
emerged from his study with a broad beam on his 
face. 

“Good news ladies,” reported the Grand 
Master. “The reading of the reform bill has been 
scheduled and the Prime Minister is confident that it 
will meet little or no opposition. However, 
unfortunately the bill cannot be heard until a few days 
after we close for furlough. Nonetheless Deborah, I’m 
pretty certain that when you play at Wimbledon you 
will officially be a free woman and therefore you 
won’t be required to have a Court Appointed Guardian 
following you about and stinking the place up.” He 
turned and smiled at Jojo, “and you my darling will 
most definitely be completely free by the time we 
exchange our vows.” 

Jojo, Debs and Bernadette exchanged smiles 
and hugs. 

“In the meantime we should continue with 
business as usual?” enquired Debs. 

The Grand Master nodded. 
“Roger on that, sir,” said the Red-shirt and in 

her usual businesslike manner began to run through 
the agendas for the various activities that were 
scheduled throughout the day. 

 
Cassie Cassy perused the calendar. Jojo had 

just shared the news that the Woody Back to School 
Unit would continue to operate on a business as usual 
basis until it broke up for summer furlough. 

So far, throughout the year, Cassandra Cassidy 
had accumulated fifty-three punishments and knew 
that she had just twenty-one days left to score a 
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further five sets of whops if she was to achieve her 
dream of earning the title of ‘All-Time Most Whopped 
Gal in a Single Year’. She knew that she would have 
to plan her campaign with military precision. 

 
Mrs Caroline Cassidy sat at the owner’s table in 

Monets dressed in immaculate clobber. Her elder 
daughter Cathryn sat opposite her looking 
uncharacteristically pristine. 

“The foundation has accumulated enough 
funds to make sure that everybody will be solvent 
when you are all finally released,” Caroline told Cat. 
“We have first option on leases on dozens of flats and 
houses that we will execute as soon as we get a 
better handle on the extent of each inmates potential 
needs. I have also arranged for a team of lawyers 
and forensic accountants to be made available so that 
the gals can track down all of their assets that the 
System stole as quickly as possible.” 

“You know that I am very grateful for 
everything that you are doing Mother,” said Cat. “I 
am also now resigned to the fact that that you are 
going to be allowed to book time and stay at the 
Resort; so I have decided that I will stay up in the 
Smoke while you are in residence. I shall assign 
Victoria, Debs and the Bounder to cover your 
bumbags in my absence. If Patty tries any dodgy 
business I will personally come back and nail her tits 
to the mast.” 

Caroline rolled her eyes. “How many times do I 
have to tell you Cathryn? I am not going to the Resort 
as a protected specie. I am going there to have fun. 
If that means that I get the cane once or twice, so 
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what? It’s no big deal. I can assure you I am more 
than able to look out for myself.” 

Cat Cassidy scowled. “I’m going outside to 
burn a fag.” She growled darkly. 

 
Deborah Morton stood at the net methodically 

exchanging forehand and backhand volleys with 
Rachel Cox. In thirty-one days’ time she would make 
her first appearance at Wimbledon for seven years. 
She held out little hope of progressing much further 
than the first round but she was determined that she 
would not make a fool of herself. 
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Three Straight Aces 

 
 
“Bend over Morton,” snapped the Wart nastily. 

“Seeing as you seem determined to make a total fool 
of yourself I feel obliged to give you something that 
will make you feel foolish for the rest of the 
afternoon.”  

Deborah recoiled from the pungent fumes of 
Robin Wharton’s lunchtime tequila shots. She was 
forced to admit that she did feel somewhat foolish for 
having allowed herself to have landed in this 
unfortunate predicament. A few moments earlier the 
Wart had exercised the unusual option of merely 
showing Debs a yellow card after she had interjected 
some untimely pith into the lecture. Of course the 
Wart had supplemented the yellow card with a 
lengthy and very unsavoury ration of tongue pie and 
a dire warning regarding the future of Debs bumbags 
in the event that she chose to continue to act the 
fool.  

Despite the unpleasant lecture within a matter 
of minutes Deborah had found herself unable to resist 
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the temptation to drop a further witty aside into the 
proceedings. 

Robin Wharton hung up her jacket and rolled 
up the sleeves of her blouse. The GeoDame picked up 
her cane and desperately tried to steady her nerves. 
She hated Deborah with a passion and some of her 
fondest memories were of cutting Deborah’s 
defenseless bumbags to tatters. However, their most 
recent altercation had ended disastrously. After 
delivering five teeth-chattering, nerve-jangling, eye-
watering cuts the Wart had prepared herself to 
deliver a corker of a Closer. Unfortunately her 
enthusiasm had got the better of her and her delivery 
had been disastrous. The cane had slashed across the 
fleshy sulcus where Deborah’s buttocks met her 
thighs. To make matters worse Ms Wharton had not 
only landed a low rider but she miscalculated the 
trajectory of her swing so badly that she had 
accentuated the excruciating pain by extending her 
arm and allowing the tip of the cane to wraparound 
and strike Deborah’s hip. It was an appalling stroke. 

There had been an enquiry, of course, which 
had resulted in Robin Wharton having her thrashing 
rights rescinded for a week. As she stepped in close 
to Deborah’s stooped body the Wart felt certain that 
up in the security room former Police Sergeant Ellen 
Millar and Suzy Scott would be paying close attention 
to the proceedings. 

 
“I told you to bend over,” snapped the Wart. 

“Now bend over and touch them this instant or I shall 
take you up before the Grand Master and have you 
publicly flogged for flagrant disobedience.” 
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Deborah sighed and elegantly bent forward at 
the waist and effortlessly reached down and placed 
her fingernails on the tips of her highly polished 
shoes. 

Deborah felt a shiver of apprehension as she 
felt the Wart’s fingers on the hem of her skirt. She 
was more than aware of Ms Wharton’s extreme 
animosity towards her. Every evening Debs had the 
misfortune to spend fifteen minutes in the Wart’s lair 
where she was routinely subjected to lashings of 
spite-filled vitriolic. She was in no doubt that the Wart 
intended to lay it on thick. Her only vague consolation 
was that she suspected that the Dame would whop 
her with extreme care. The last thing the Wart would 
want was another suspension of her thrashing rights 
with so little time left before the break-up for summer 
furlough. 

 
Deborah’s eyes opened wide and her mouth let 

out a silent howl. By any standards the Wart had 
opened with a screamer and it had landed squarely in 
the safe zone known as the sweet spot. Debs knees 
buckled but she managed to keep her shoulders down 
and her fingers glued to the tips of her shoes. Debs 
was determined not to have the thrashing extended 
due to spontaneous jerking. She dug deep into her 
reserves. 

 
The Wart swelled up with self-aggrandizement 

as she watched Deborah’s buttocks twitching below 
the tautened navy blue bumbags. Robin Wharton 
knew that she had opened with a straight ace and felt 
confident that such a sensational start would have 
unnerved Deborah. 
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Deborah counted back from fifteen she heard 

the ominous whistle behind her and braced herself. 
The sound of the cane rebounding off her bumbags 
exploded in her ears and echoed around the room. 
The pain imploded beneath her bumbags and began 
to ricochet around her central nervous system. It was 
another corker of a stroke. 

 
Nixdown, Jojo and Rosemary exchanged 

sympathetic glances. There was no question that the 
Wart was giving it her best shot. Once upon a time 
being beaten by the Wart was an inconsistent hit and 
miss affair, but in recent years she had spent more 
time on the practice range and had learned the 
benefits of precision and accuracy as compared 
uncontrolled brute force. They watched as she raised 
the cane in the air a third time and brought it down 
as if she was determined to cut poor Deborah in two. 
They were halfway in and the Wart had delivered 
three straight aces. 
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In the Heart of a Whopping 

 
 
Deborah gritted her teeth. The pain in her 

backside was almost over-whelming but she knew 
that she had no choice other than to hang tough and 
maintain her concentration. There was no question 
that she had been caned much harder on many 
previous occasions but in the heart of a whopping 
such comparisons were largely incidental. The fourth 
stroke sliced down and made her teeth chatter. 

 
The Wart took deep breaths and flexed the 

cane between her hands. She stared down at the 
contours of Deborah’s curvaceous navy clad rear end 
and took her measure. She could hear Deborah’s 
breath coming in short but audible pants as she 
awaited the arrival of the penultimate stroke. The 
Wart waited an additional five seconds to put 
Deborah off her guard before whipping the cane 
down for a fifth time. She was rewarded by an 
audible gasp as the cane sliced down with extreme 
prejudice. 
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The tension in the room was palpable. Nobody 
wanted a repeat of the previous encounter between 
Debs and the Wart. Nixdown, Jojo and Rosemary 
leaned forward across their desks giving the Wart the 
fish eye.  

 
Deborah pursed her lips and squeezed her 

eyes closed as she made the countdown. In a few 
seconds it would be over; all she had to do was grit 
her teeth and resist the temptation to howl. 

 
The Wart sorely wished that she had a hip 

flask in her jacket. Her fingers were trembling as she 
readied herself to deliver the Closer. Nothing must go 
wrong she told herself repeatedly. A botched delivery 
would doubtless result in another enquiry and the 
thought of a further suspension made her feel quite 
bilious. She tapped the cane down and then brought 
her arm back. 

  
Debs hissed in consternation as the Wart 

completed a perfect five-bar gate to close her 
performance. Miraculously Deborah managed to keep 
her fingers on the tips of her shoes for the mandated 
five seconds. Once the five seconds had elapsed she 
was allowed to raise her hands and rest them less 
uncomfortably on her knees but she could not fully 
return to the vertical until the Wart gave her the 
release command. 

Unkindly the Wart left Debs in her ignominious 
stoop for an unnecessarily length of time. Finally she 
snapped at Debs to stand up and to go and fetch her 
Punishment Record Book from her blazer so that the 
thrashing could be post-processed. 
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Deborah placed a straight-backed chair in the 
corner of the room and climbed up on the seat. She 
linked her hands on top of her wavy fair hair. She 
leaned slightly forward and pressed her nose to the 
wall. Although she was mildly relieved to not have to 
lower her extremely sore rear end onto an unyielding 
wooden chair her eyes burned with resentment at 
being sent to spend the remainder of the lecture 
standing in the corner.  

 
“What a fucking be-yotch,” groaned Debs as 

she gratefully stretched herself out across Rosemary’s 
lap. “Beating me bandy is one thing but making me 
stand in the fucking corner for almost an hour was a 
bit strong.” 

Rosemary gently peeled her best chum’s 
bumbags down and inspected the weals. 

“You’ve had a lot worse sis but these are still 
going to smart for a good while.” She reached her 
fingers into a pot of balm. “I’ll do what I can to 
mitigate your suffering.” 

Deborah snorted. “Well hurry, I’m due at her 
lair in fifteen minutes and I bet you she is already 
cooking up the ration of tongue pie that she’s 
planning on serving me. I am going to be sorely 
tempted to hack her in the shins or poke her in the 
fucking eye,” she said belligerently. “My arse is on 
fire.” 

“Shin hacking and eye poking is probably 
inadvisable,” counseled Rosemary sagely. “She’ll just 
stitch you up like a kipper and you’ll end up being 
flogged during callover.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrr!!!!” grumbled Debs. 
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“You are a disgrace and a degenerate, 
Morton,” the Wart greeted the Captain of the Red-
House. “So how was it?” 

Deborah tried to keep her features even. 
“Warm to middling,” she responded calmly. 

The Wart raised an eyebrow. “Warm to 
middling? Yeah rock on, Morton!” she drawled. “I can 
smell the smoke of burning flesh billowing out from 
under your skirt. You can act as tough as you like but 
I can assure you that won’t be the last time I take a 
cane to you bumbags.” 

Deborah cocked her head slightly. “Is that a 
threat Ma’am?” she asked curiously. 

“The Wart smiled wolfishly. “Don’t get cute 
with me Morton or you really will be sorry.” 

“I’ll bear that in mind Ma’am, now do we have 
any business to discuss or shall I cut along?”  

The Wart glared at Deborah. “I don’t like you 
Morton,” she snarled. 

“I believe that we have established that some 
time ago Ma’am, now may I leave, I have other 
business to take care of,” muttered Debs and backed 
towards the door. 
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An Historic Encounter 

 
 
Deborah wriggled across the quadrangle with 

her fists stuffed into the pockets of her black hacking 
jacket. The weals on her backside were throbbing and 
pulsating. Despite her recently acquired love of the 
lash, as Nixdown termed it, there was nothing in the 
least bit pleasurable or titillating about the sensations 
she was currently experiencing. 

Debs was not naïve and understood that her 
rather flamboyant and mercurial personality tended to 
inspire extreme responses from people. Although she 
was generally popular and admired she had also 
attracted considerably more than her fair share of 
enemies during the past twenty-eight years. 
Unfortunately for Deborah when people decided that 
they disliked her their aversion often bordered on the 
rabid and obsessive. Even more unfortunately her 
many nemeses, such as the Wart, were generally 
empowered to beat her bandy with a wide array of 
canes, straps and slippers. 

Nixdown caught up with Debs and linked arms 
with her chum. 
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“How was it?” she asked. 
“Very unpleasant,” Deborah said somewhat 

tartly. “I hate to admit it but that fucking be-yotch did 
a fantastic job. I’m going to be smoking for hours.” 

Nix smiled sympathetically. “She certainly 
looked like she was enjoying herself. I bet she’ll be 
glugging down the champers in the Bunch of Grapes 
tonight, and speaking of champers I’m meeting Penny 
Ann and Suzy over at the stables after supper, why 
don’t you join us? Giving me a damn good spanking 
might help take your mind of your own poor 
beleaguered bum.”  

Deborah smiled weakly. “Thanks for the invite 
sis, I’ll give that some thought, but first off I’ve got to 
go up to the library. I’m scheduled to cane Cassie at 
four-thirty.” 

Nixdown gave Debs a friendly squeeze. “Well 
go and take care of business and then come along 
and join the fun,” she said teasingly and headed off in 
the direction of the stables to make preparations for 
her evening tryst. 

 
Debs climbed the stairs that led to the library 

landing. At the far end of the corridor, a few feet 
away from the heavy wooden door, Cassie Cassy was 
standing facing the wall with her hands on her head. 
She didn’t move a muscle until Deborah approached 
her and instructed her to accompany her into the 
punishment room. 

 
Cassie displayed no signs of nerves as she 

watched Deborah methodically performing her 
preliminary preparations. Deborah hung up her blazer 
and finished loosening her tie and rolling back the 
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cuffs of her red blouse. She retrieved her cane and 
turned to face Cassie. It was something of an historic 
encounter; Cassie would be the first gal at the unit 
that Deborah would personally have been required to 
cane ten times during her period of tenure as Red-
shirt.  

As usual Cassie looked charmingly unkempt. 
Her blazer hung open, her tie was loosened and her 
collar unfastened, one tail of her blouse hung over 
the waistband of her short pleated skirt and her shoes 
looked as though she had been kicking rocks around 
the recreation area. Deborah chose to ignore these 
items of blatant clobber abuse and requested Cassie 
to remove her blazer and to turn around and touch 
her toes in front of the fireplace. 

 
Deborah’s backside was throbbing most 

disagreeably. She did her best not to let the pain 
distract her as she neatly turned back Cassie’s skirt to 
reveal two pert orbs encased in navy blue gossamer 
bumbags. She pursed her lips and stepped back, 
giving Cassie thirty seconds of cool arse rumination 
before she stepped in and tapped the cane down to 
get her measure. 

 
Cassie Cassy flinched as the cane scorched 

across her bumbags. Being caned by Deborah was 
always tough duty but it was a mixed blessing. Cassie 
desperately needed to score a set of whops to keep 
her on schedule to achieve her goal of becoming the 
‘Most Whopped Gal in a Single Year’ and engineering 
a trip to the library was a sensible strategic move. No 
matter how excruciating, she had total faith in 
Deborah to beat her safely. She stared down at the 
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wood floor and absently wondered whether she had 
remembered to instruct her kitchen crew to add an 
extra hint of mustard powder to the rub that she had 
designed for the roasted pork loin she was offering as 
one of the entrées for the evening supper. The arrival 
of a second screamer reminded her to concentrate 
and get back into the zone before the whole episode 
ended in tears. 

 
Deborah was performing with textbook control 

and accuracy. Her delivery was impeccable; the tip of 
the cane landing in the sweet spot without a hint of a 
dangerous wraparound, her timing had the precision 
of a metronome. Her backside continued to throb 
unpleasantly. Between strokes she idly wondered 
whether she would ever get another shot at the 
Wart’s bumbags. 
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Eye in the Sky 

 
 
Deborah put her arms around Cassie and 

stroked her long blonde hair. “I’m sorry sis,” she 
whispered into Cassie’s ear, “I know that was hot but 
it’s just kinda how I cane.” 

Cassie returned Debs hug. “It’s okay Ma’am,” 
she half-giggled, “it goes with the territory.” 

“So number fifty-four and just five away from 
the record,” said Debs as she pulled out a pen and 
started to post-process the swishing. “You know, 
during Operation Scorched Arse when I was declared 
Public Enemy Number One and everybody was all 
over my bumbags twenty-four-seven I still only 
managed to score fifty-six.” She bit her lower lip 
pensively. “But somehow Jojo still managed to nudge 
ahead and break the record; I guess that’s why she’s 
such a legend.” She chuckled, “So, when and not if, 
you break her record you’ll have created another 
legend. Good luck little sister.” 

 
Debs peeked into the dimly lit stables. In the 

shadows Suzy Scott was perched up on a bale of hay. 
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She was dressed in a minuscule navy blue gymslip 
with no blouse beneath it. She was flexing a riding 
crop between her hands, an action that caused her 
honed muscles to ripple in the candle light. In the 
semi darkness Debs thought that she saw the eagle 
tattooed on Suzy’s shoulder wink at her. 

Penny Ann Evans was seated on another bale 
of hay with Nicola Jane Nixon spread-out and bare 
arsed across her lap. Pen was dressed in a white 
ascot dress shirt, dark jodhpurs and knee-length 
riding boots. She also held a braided riding crop in 
her leather-gloved hand and she was thrashing 
Nixdown’s naked nates with an intense concentration. 

Debs kept discretely out of view until Penny 
Ann had completed her business and had returned 
Nix to the upright. Deborah cleared her throat and 
rather shyly stepped across the threshold. 

“Hey sis, glad you could make it,” smiled 
Nixdown as she casually rearranged her bumbags and 
smoothed down the skirt of the micro-mini gymslip 
that she had selected for her evenings attire. 
“Champers?” 

Debs took another tentative step into the 
stable and ran the tip of her tongue along her lips. 
“Maybe just one,” she said in a low voice. “I don’t 
have dispensation from Team Morton for any more 
and besides every time I get even vaguely squiffy I 
always end up with a super sore arse and a super 
sore head in the morning. I’ve already got a super 
sore arse and I don’t need a sore head tomorrow, I’ve 
got a really long run at the crack of dawn. I just kinda 
thought I’d stop by for a few minutes if you don’t 
mind and then I’ll cut along.” 
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Nicola Jane retrieved her tailored red and black 
striped blazer from a hook on the wall. She shrugged 
the exquisite mohair and silk jacket on and fastened it 
by just the top of three hand made buttons. She 
shook out her hair and brushed some stray strips of 
hay from her shoulders. She crossed over to an ice 
bucket and retrieved a bottle of Bolly and picked up a 
glass from a table nearby. She poured the bubbles 
into the glass and walked across the room and 
handed it to Debs. 

Suzy remained on her bale of hay, swishing her 
crop idly through the air. Pen was retrieving her 
hacking jacket and helping herself to a glass of 
bubbles. 

“You can stay as long as you want, you know 
that,” said Nix. “But if you think you’re going to 
escape without spanking me you have another think 
coming.” 

Deborah’s eyes flickered in the direction of 
Penny Ann. Penelope just shrugged and grinned. 

“Well if I’m not interrupting,” Debs said. 
“Oh for gawd’s sake, Deborah,” laughed Penny 

Ann, “you were invited, now come on in and pull up a 
bale of hay.”  

Suzy Scott winked at Debs and beckoned her 
to come and sit beside her.  

“Okay, okay already,” giggled Debs, “but don’t 
you be getting any ideas with that crop,” she told 
Suzy. “I got a real roasting from the Wart this 
afternoon and my bum is still throbbing most 
disagreeably. Getting whopped by a be-yotch like the 
Wart is really no fun at all.” 

Suzy nodded. “I know, I watched it up on the 
security camera’s, Ellen was ready to come down and 
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string the Wart up by her bumbags if she got out of 
control again.” 

Deborah chuckled. “Well of course it’s good to 
know that we have guardian angels watching over 
our bumbags but it’s also mildly disconcerting to think 
that every time I bend over there’s an eye in the sky 
capturing the proceedings for posterity.” 

“Man, those tapes would be worth a fortune at 
auction,” giggled Nixdown. 

“The tapes are encrypted and secured every 
night,” Suzy reassured Debs. 

“What would you care anyway Debs?” teased 
Nix. “Your bumbags are already plastered all over the 
internet. Just think of the fees the Bounder could 
negotiate for you if the Great Unwashed got an 
opportunity to see the great Debs Morton being 
caned live, upfront and personal and direct from 
Woodys. You’d make a fortune.” 

Deborah blushed. “That kind of crazy talk could 
get you spanked Nixdown,” she retorted. 

“I wondered when we were going to get 
around to that,” grinned Nixdown. 
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Crazy Thinking 

 
 
It was nine-thirty before Deborah finally left 

the stables and she was in considerably better spirits 
than when she had arrived. Despite her best 
intentions Debs had indulged in three glasses of 
bubbly and was feeling rather jolly. In her capacity as 
a senior member of Team Morton Suzy Scott had 
given Debs the necessary dispensation for the 
additional flutes of bubbles in return for Deborah’s 
written assurance that she would abstain completely 
for the next two days. 

 
Throughout the evening both Nicola Jane and 

Suzy Scott had taken trips across Deborah’s lap so 
that she could redden them up with a series of damn 
good spankings. In the recreational arena Deborah 
felt totally unconstrained and she knew that both the 
women shared a penchant for pain and that they 
would be disappointed if she held back. 

Even Penny Ann got in on the act. She was a 
little tipsy when she began to tease Debs and 
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provoked her to give her a quick licking so that she 
could ‘see what all the noise is about’. 

When she folded her statuesque frame over a 
bale of hay Pen took the sensible precaution of 
keeping her jodhpurs in place. However, despite the 
protection, albeit scant, by the time Deborah had 
finished giving her six cuts with a braided leather 
riding crop Penelope Ann Evans was duly impressed 
and she was somewhat rueful when she thanked 
Debs for participating in the experiment. 

As the evening wore on the throbbing in 
Deborah’s own rear end had subsided significantly 
and by the time she arrived at the sixth phase landing 
she was feeling quite buoyant. 

 
Deborah stuck her head around the door to the 

Bounders study. Bernadette was seated in an easy 
chair with her bare legs swinging over the arm. The 
knot to her black tie was loosened and the collar of 
her official red-shirt collar was unfastened, her black 
skirt lay in an untidy mess on the floor. She was 
smoking a cigarette and sipping a glass of red wine. 

“How did it go?” asked Debs. 
Bernadette scowled. “Not so great. I had to 

swish Ali Stone after she got red-carded for acting the 
bollocks in the rec area,” she said rather gloomily. 

Debs grimaced. “Well that sucks big bananas, 
it’s always tough when we have to thrash a really 
good chum, but Ali’s tough and she knows the score,” 
Deborah sympathized. “I’m sure there are no hard 
feelings.”  

Bernadette rolled her eyes. “I know. I brought 
her back upstairs and put her over my knee and 
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cooled her down a bit. It still doesn’t stop me from 
feeling a bit of a heel.” 

Debs went over and gave Bernadette a hug. “I 
know that feeling, but unfortunately it goes with the 
territory,” she told her deputy. “Anyway thanks for 
covering for me, I’m going to cut along. I’m running 
in the morning at some ungodly hour so I need a 
good night’s rest.” She yawned. “You couldn’t spare 
me a fag could you?” 

 
Deborah stepped out of her pleated black skirt 

and hung it up in the wardrobe. She went into the 
bathroom and rolled down her bumbags and surveyed 
the warzone. The stripes were still visible but were 
already fading. She ran her fingers over the red 
areas. Her flesh was still mildly tender to the touch 
but was no longer any more than a mild irritation. She 
continued to undress and then put on a pair of freshly 
laundered red and black silk pajamas and a pair of 
slippers. She went back into the small living area and 
crossed over to the fridge. She poured a half glass of 
chardonnay and sat down at her laptop and started to 
dash off a late night update to her Debs Diary blog.  

“I was whopped by the Wart today and it was 
most disagreeable,” she began. Uncharacteristically 
she stopped typing after the first sentence and stared 
at the screen. After a few unproductive minutes she 
closed the lid of her laptop and took her drink into the 
bedroom. She retrieved the fag that she had bummed 
from the Bounder from her blazer pocket and then 
slid under the duvet. 

She had been perfectly correct; being whopped 
by the Wart had been thoroughly disagreeable and 
not even vaguely titillating. She felt that she had 
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behaved sensibly in the stables by keeping her own 
rear end out of the firing line, but now as she lay in 
bed reviewing the days events she got to wondering 
whether it might not be a good idea to call one of her 
chums and invite them up to give her a good night six 
on the silks. She sucked down on the fag. She could 
call Suzy Scott or Susan Lawton or even the Bounder 
herself. 

Deborah finished her drink and stubbed out 
her cigarette. “That’s crazy thinking,” she told herself 
as she switched off the night-light and squeezed her 
eyes firmly shut. 
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A Special Kind of Crazy 

 
 
“No! No! No!” squealed Deborah as she danced 

an idiot gig on the carpet and clutched her tortured 
rear end with both hands. “Oh Ma’am I can’t tell you 
how much that smarts! What was I freaking 
thinking?” 

Susan Lawton put the cane down on a 
sideboard. “I did tell you that this might not be a 
good idea Deborah, but you can be quite stubborn 
when you want to be,” she said.  

Debs made a weak attempt at a grin. “I’m 
hard-headed and hard-arsed? Is that what your trying 
to tell me? Or maybe I’m just plain stupid? Awww 
man, my jimjams are smoking!” she wailed. 

“I have known you for seven years Deborah 
and I have described you in many ways, not always 
positive I can assure you, but never once have I 
referred to Deborah Morton as stupid,” the former 
Grand Dame said quietly. 

“Well maybe I’m just freaking crazy,” muttered 
Debs. 
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“There has never been any question about 
that,” smiled Susan Lawton, “it is just that you are 
Debs Morton kind of crazy and that is a rather unique 
and special kind of crazy.” 

“Awww man!” groaned Debs and continued to 
rub her scalding bum. 

 
Deborah raced down the stairs two at a time 

and hurtled through the doors that led out into the 
cloisters and across the quadrangle. She glanced up 
at the clock on the tower and stretched her legs. She 
burst into the stables with just seconds to spare. Jane 
Lummell was waiting for her. 

“Morning Ma’am,” panted Debs, “Are you 
ready?” 

Deborah’s tennis coach narrowed her eyes and 
stared at Debs. “Overslept?” 

“Long story Ma’am,” said Debs, “I’ll tell you 
while we’re running. Come on, let’s go.” 

Deborah had good reason for encouraging her 
coach to start their run as soon as possible. Several 
mornings a week Jane Lummell voluntarily rose 
before dawn to accompany Debs on her training runs. 
Not unreasonably Jane Lummell expected Deborah to 
be punctual and on several occasions when Debs had 
not kept her end of the bargain Jane had calmly put 
her tennis star over her knee and whipped her 
soundly with a riding crop. Considering the state of 
her rear end following the smoking six on the silks 
she had received from Susan Lawton just hours 
earlier being whipped soundly was not high on 
Deborah’s agenda. 

To Debs great relief Jane just shrugged and 
started jogging towards the door. 
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 Major Susan Lawton sat opposite the Grand 
Master with her white military tunic unbuttoned, her 
collar and tie loosened and her cap set to one side. 
Spread out between them on the coffee table were 
thick files filled with the copious printouts of 
Armanisuit’s confession. In return for a suspended 
sentence Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s lawyer and 
bagman had agreed to turn Queens Evidence. 

“It is absolutely amazing that a woman who 
has more money than she could spend in a hundred 
lifetimes engaged in this enterprise,” said Susan, “and 
it all started just so that her daughter would be on 
the Olympic riding team.” 

Mr Humphries nodded his agreement. 
“Obviously that didn’t turn out quite as planned but 
Melissa is naturally malicious and compulsive and she 
saw an opportunity to ruin numerous lives at the click 
of her fingers and that made her feel omnipotent.” 

“Well she is going to chokey for a very long 
time and we’ll see how omnipotent she feels in 
there,” said Major Lawton emphatically. “I know I 
shouldn’t take this so personally but in some ways I 
feel I was duped and feel somehow complicit to her 
rotten conspiracy. I know about as much about being 
caned as any woman alive and I certainly still believe 
that a gal is born broad of beam and perfectly 
designed to absorb six of the best with no adverse 
lasting effects. That was why I introduced the Lawton 
Alternative into the military and I can’t begin to tell 
you how many women thanked me for giving them a 
damn good swishing as the alternative to months in 
the brig. Perhaps I was wooed into a false sense of 
confidence by the success of that program but the 
Back to School Unit experiment seemed to make 
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perfect sense. I had no idea of the corruption that 
went on behind the closed doors of the secret silos’ of 
the System. But now that I do, I intend to nail 
Melissa’s tits to the mast and you can take that to the 
bank.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “I’m sure you will,” 
he acknowledged, “and what of Lord Rufus and the 
Yoofs?” 

Susan Lawton grimaced. “His Lordship will no 
doubt have to do a little bit of bird, but nothing like 
what he deserves for poisoning Kate and trying to 
have Claire assassinated. The foot soldiers of the 
Yoofs may be as stupid as three sheep but Rufus and 
his cronies’ are very smart. There is almost no 
evidence against Rufus except Armanisuit’s testimony 
and even that is quite tenuous.” She chuckled. “It 
might be better for us to just let him go and let 
Stacks and Mickey take care of him.” 

“I can’t tell you how much that idea appeals to 
me,” grinned the Grand Master and went to the fridge 
to fetch a bottle of bubbles. 

 
 



 

26 

 
Random Determinism 
 

 
At seven o’ clock the guests to the Saturday 

Night Feast were gathering in the Great Hall. As usual 
Lady Derby Huntington, Michelle Morgan, and Frankie 
Reese were circulating with silver trays filled with 
flutes filled with a choice of Nicolas Feuillatte Brut 
Rosé 2000 or its contrasting partner from the same 
year that Cassie Cassy had selected from the 
compounds wine cellar. To accompany the icy 
bubbles Cassie had prepared her own deconstructed 
oyster Rockefeller featuring freshly shucked imported 
Malpeque oysters served over piles of the usual 
suspects and topped off with grated licorice root. 

 
Since the inaugural feast almost two years 

earlier the guest list to the Saturday night repasts had 
expanded. Mega-minxes now rubbed shoulders with 
Old Gals, special guests such as Spanky Botts, Christy 
Cranfield and their close associates from the 
www.woodettes.com community, and most recently a 
wide representation from the more liberal left leaning 
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members of the Woody Brass. The single criterion for 
entry into the prestigious dinner was for a guest to 
guarantee their willingness to put their bumbags up 
and keep them up during the legendary after supper 
entertainment. 

 
Deborah looked along the long oak dining table 

at the Grand Master with considerable suspicion. The 
card she had turned over showed a black ace. Further 
along the table Susan Lawton had turned up a red 
ace. The name of the evening’s game was black 
heart, red arse. The matching of the two cards 
dictated that Deborah Morton was going to cane Ms 
Lawton, the legendary former Grand Dame of the 
unit, in front of a diverse and gawking audience. Mr 
Humphries appeared sublimely indifferent to the 
random determination of the playing cards and 
nodded in Deborah’s direction indicating that she 
should continue. Debs was not entirely convinced of 
the random nature of the deal; she had long 
suspected that the Grand Master might be something 
of a card sharp. 

Deborah glanced across the table at Ms 
Lawton. Over the past few months the former Grand 
Dame had taken to attending the feasts dressed in 
full clobber. During her tenure as Grand Dame Ms 
Lawton had been widely admired by the inmates for 
her seemingly effortless ability to look permanently 
poised and elegant, so it came as no surprise that she 
had invested serious squids with Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises in procuring the finest tailored clobber 
that the outlet made available. Susan Lawton winked 
at Deborah and rose to her feet, a flicker of a smile 
on her face. 
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“Follow me, Lawton,” said Deborah in the most 
authoritative tone that she could manage to muster 
and she turned and strode towards the stairs leading 
up to the stage. 

 
The audience looked on incredulously as 

Deborah and Susan Lawton stepped up on to the 
stage. Over the past two years they had witnessed 
many extraordinary spectacles during the feasts 
hosted by the Grand Master inside the secluded 
confines of the Great Hall but this remarkable reversal 
of roles was quite eye-popping and mind-boggling to 
behold. 

 
Deborah’s tummy was doing somersaults as 

she mounted the steps. She tried to gather her 
thoughts and to stride purposefully forward with a 
confident gait, but she felt inelegant and self-
conscious. She reached the top of the stairs and 
stepped aside and ushered Susan onto the platform. 
Ms Lawton looked calm and collected as she strode 
towards the center of the stage, taking up position 
beside a straight-backed chair that had been placed 
beneath a single stark white spotlight. She turned to 
face the audience and arranged her body into an 
erect attention. There was not a hint of nerves or 
apprehension on her face.  

Deborah found the former Grand Dames 
serene composure quite disconcerting as she began 
her preparations by shrugging off her red and black 
striped blazer and hanging it up on a coat-stand. She 
pointedly avoided looking in Ms Lawton’s direction as 
she unfastened the cuffs of her crisp white blouse and 
folded the cuffs back to just below her elbow. She 
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loosened her red and black striped tie and undid her 
top button. She went over to an umbrella stand 
where a thirty-six inch long super cane had been 
conveniently deposited. She took a deep breath, ran 
her fingers back through her hair, picked up the cane 
and then turned around to face Susan Lawton. 

“I need you to remove your blazer and bend 
over the chair Lawton,” she said tightly. “You will 
receive six strokes of the cane with your bumbags 
retained.” 
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A Daunting Proposition 
 

 
The guests in the Great Hall exchanged 

glances of flabbergasted incredulity as they watched 
Susan Lawton calmly bend forward at the waist and 
fold herself over the back of the straight-backed 
chair, reaching down and gripping the lowest 
crossbar. They were mesmerized as they watched 
Deborah step up and neatly fold the hem of Ms 
Lawton’s gymslip up her back, exposing a compact 
rear end tightly encased in navy blue gossamer. 

 
To almost everybody in the hall Susan Lawton 

was an iconic figure. For a decade she had dominated 
the unit with her iron will and gimlet gaze. Although 
her perspicacity had faltered during the ill-conceived 
campaign known to Woody historians as Operation 
Scorched Arse she had long since made amends for 
her uncharacteristic error of judgement. Her 
testimony during the infamous Snobs and Rotter’s 
tribunal was widely considered to have pivotal in 
tipping the scales of justice in the direction of the 
Woody Gals, and she had unwaveringly risked her life 
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on several occasions during the dangerous dying 
throes of the unit’s war against the evil Confederacy 
of Yoofs.  

Seeing Ms Lawton bent over the back of a 
chair waiting to be caned was a concept many of the 
guests were having considerable difficulty coming to 
grips with. 

 
Deborah Morton took a deep breath before 

setting her feet and moving into position. As a 
professional sportswoman Debs had learned to 
maintain a game face no matter what the slings and 
arrows of outrageous fortune chose to throw at her, 
but as she stared down at the tautened navy blue 
bumbags there was no disguising her apprehension 
about the mission ahead of her. 

The majority of the inmates seated around the 
dining table had been caned by Deborah at least 
once. They were absolutely unanimous in their praise 
of the composed and business-like manner with which 
she approached the delivery of corporal punishment. 
It was extremely unusual to witness Deborah 
suffering such an obvious case of stage fright. 

 
Deborah pursed her lips and tried to settle her 

nerves. It was not the first time that she had caned 
Ms Lawton. A few months earlier, after a similar feast 
in the Great Hall Susan had made a curious 
proposition to Debs.  Ms Lawton had requested that 
once the feast was over that Deborah come over to 
the private apartment that Susan maintained on the 
campus and give her a sharp six on the silks with a 
senior cane. Despite having considerable reservations 
about fulfilling this peculiar request Deborah had 
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obliged the former Grand Dame and pitched up for 
the unusual assignation. In the privacy of Susan 
Lawton’s bedroom Debs had remained calm and 
efficient and had delivered the type of sizzling six that 
had made her a legend. However, the prospect of 
caning the former Grand Dame in front of a roomful 
of gaping onlookers was a far more daunting 
proposition. She continued to take deep breaths and 
stare down at the tautened material. 

 
Susan Lawton waited patiently. When she had 

availed upon the Grand Master to rig the deck and 
set-up this unexpected exhibition she had suspected 
that it might cause Deborah some confusion and 
consternation. Nonetheless, she had decided not to 
forewarn Debs before the feast and was quite 
confident that once Deborah gathered herself the 
exhibition beating would go off swimmingly. 

 
Deborah shook her head to clear her senses 

and raised the cane. Clearly she couldn’t leave Susan 
waiting any longer. She gritted her teeth and with a 
look of rapt concentration on her face she tapped the 
cane down once, twice, thrice then brought her arm 
back and let rip with a scorcher. Susan Lawton ‘s eyes 
opened wide and her mouth formed into a silent howl 
as the sharp lash of the cane seared her nerve 
endings.  

 
Deborah breathed a sigh of relief and felt as if 

a tremendous load had been lifted off her shoulders. 
She was convinced that this match-up was not the 
result of random determination. She had no idea what 
might have prompted Susan Lawton to arrange to 
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have her bumbags publicly sliced and diced but in 
some ways it was irrelevant. Three days earlier when 
Deborah had called the former Grand Dame and 
invited her to come to her study to give her six on the 
silks Susan Lawton had obliged her without question 
or hesitation. Deborah figured that the least that she 
could do was return the compliment. After all 
Deborah Morton knew better than most that what a 
gal chose to do with her bumbags was her own 
business. Debs pulled back her arm and released a 
second screamer. 
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Born Broad of Beam 
 

 
Susan Lawton squeezed her eyes tightly 

closed. They were only two strokes in and her 
backside was already fried, she knew that she would 
need to dig deep into her considerable resolve in 
order not to make a muff of herself. 

 
Ms Lawton had given the matter of allowing 

herself to be publicly caned careful consideration. She 
had begun to attend the feasts after she had moved 
back onto the campus to offer the unit additional 
security as they were laid siege by the Confederacy. 
Over the month’s she had watched as the other 
Dame’s who attended the weekly soirees had 
sportingly thrown their bumbags into the ring and 
participated in the after-dinner festivities. With so 
little time before the facility broke up for summer 
furlough or was even permanently closed down she 
felt it would be churlish if she did not participate at 
least once so she had prevailed upon Mr Humphries 
who she just happened to know was a dab hand with 
the cards. 
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Once she had conquered her nerves Debs 
immediately got into her groove and began to beat 
Susan with her usual confidence. The straight run 
super-cane that she was using had the perfect heft 
and balance to offer her maximum control over the 
shaft and tip. With her powerful wristy finish to each 
she barely needed a to use a backswing to deliver the 
stripes with a lethal potency.   

 
Once they overcame the sticker shock of 

seeing Ms Lawton bending over a chair and waiting to 
be caned it had occurred to the guests that they were 
witnessing a once in a lifetime historic event and they 
became enthralled. 

 
Ms Lawton flinched as the third stroke slashed 

across her bumbags, landing squarely across the cusp 
of her curvaceous rear end. When she had advised 
the Grand Master that she wanted Deborah to be her 
partner during the after-dinner entertainment she 
knew that she was committing herself to experiencing 
a very sore arse. After their last encounter in her 
apartment Susan had absolute confidence that 
despite the pressure she would be under Debs would 
rise to the occasion and deliver a perfectly safe 
beating. So far she was not disappointed. 

 
As the thrashing proceeded Deborah did not 

dwell upon the fact that she was beating the former 
Grand Dame, she concentrated on the mechanics of 
the caning. Although she made the fine art of caning 
look effortless her delivery was far from lackadaisical. 
She always ensured that her feet and shoulders were 
perfectly set to allow her to sweep the cane through 
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the air with a precision and accuracy that would 
guarantee a one hundred per cent success rate of 
striking the sweet spot. She knew that her set-up was 
never more important than when she was preparing 
to deliver the Closer. 

 
With five perfect tramlines distributed beneath 

Ms Lawton’s bumbags Deborah took her time as she 
took up a slightly difference stance and prepared to 
close the caning with a technique known amongst 
corporal punishment aficionados as the Five-Bar Gate. 

 
Some historians mistakenly credit with Susan 

Lawton as the inventor of the devastating closing 
technique. However Susan corrected this perception 
during lengthy interviews she afforded Deborah in 
support of her magnum opus ‘Waiting to be Caned, a 
History of Woodys’. Susan acknowledged that she had 
learned the technique from Patty Hodge when they 
had schooled together at the original Woody School. 

 
Debs pulled her arm back, steadied herself 

then unleashed an elegant sweeping stroke that 
landed with a sharp crack and was greeted by an 
audible hiss of consternation as it sliced diagonally 
across the existing stripes. 

 
The guests exchanged glances. In general the 

spankings after the feasts were delivered with 
somewhat less severity than the punishments that the 
inmates routinely received as an element of their 
every day life, however the caning they had just 
witnessed had been the Real Magillar. Debs Morton 
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had just treated Susan Lawton to a fully loaded six-
gun salute. 

 
Deborah stepped away from the chair, 

lowering her cane. She crossed the stage and 
returned the whippy stick to the umbrella stand and 
retrieved her blazer. She began to adjust her clothing. 
Ms Lawton remained bent over the back of the chair 
with her bumbags on display waiting patiently for the 
release command. Deborah fastened the top button 
of her blouse and covered it with the knot of her tie. 
She fastened the top button of her striped blazer and 
then crossed back to the chair. She turned down Ms 
Lawton’s skirt. 

“You may rise Lawton,” Deborah said finally. 
 
Susan Lawton pushed herself up from the chair 

and turned to face Debs. Her lips were set in a tight 
line but the guests recognized the practiced look of 
feigned indifference that any mega-minx worth her 
salt had perfected. Clearly this was not Ms Lawton’s 
first trip to the circus. 

Susan calmly stuck out her hand and shook 
Deborah’s. 

“Thank you Miss Morton,” she said in a clear 
voice. “Will that be all?” 

“Yes Lawton, you are dismissed,” replied Debs. 
“Oh and by the way Ma’am, very well taken.” 

Ms Lawton smiled. “How many times do I have 
to tell you Deborah?  Women are born broad of beam 
and perfectly designed to absorb six of the best. Now 
lets go back to the table and find us a drink.” 
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Stir Crazy 

 
 
With just fourteen days remaining before the 

unit broke for the prolonged summer furlough the 
inmates were becoming increasingly stir crazy and 
consequently bums were sizzling all around the 
compound. 

 
Cassie Cassy had nudged her way methodically 

towards reaching her record. Lisa Sutton constantly 
wrung her hands, gnashed her teeth and touched her 
toes as her reform plans continued to go pear-
shaped. Michelle Morgan had become resigned to 
routinely being whopped once or twice a week. 

  
By now Debs had left every other member of 

the Elite in history in her dust as she continued to 
bend over with a monotonous frequency. It had 
begun to look precariously like Deborah Morton might 
establish the inauspicious record of becoming the first 
member of the Elite ever to score a Bull.  
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Claire Brooks had already added yet another 
achievement to her colorful mythology. She had 
established a record amongst the Old Gal’s by 
spending eleven consecutive weeks dressed in full 
clobber after being caned every week since the unit 
had returned from spring furlough. 

 
As usual the Whop Junkies from the Radical 

Right were in their element. Patty Hodge and the 
Wart were whopping up a storm in the lecture rooms 
and every morning queues formed outside Katie 
Beck’s office as the inmates clobber began to show 
increasing signs of wear and tear. 

 
Mitch the Bitch was having a particularly bad 

time of it. She had been assigned the tasks of digging 
up any conspiracy dirt related to either the Cassidy 
family or Bernadette Summers. However, Janet 
Mitchell’s lowly status as the units Permanent Grubby 
offered her little access to meaningful information 
collection and the content of her reports to her 
handlers were generally somewhat thin. Patty and 
Katie were intolerant souls and almost daily Janet was 
required to offer up her arse so that it could either be 
cut to tatters by one of Patty’s wye-tipped canes or 
pummeled to mince-meat with one of Katie’s leather 
soled slippers. It was all most disagreeable. 
 

Cat Cassidy and Miss Spanky Botts continued 
to work assiduously on their plans to transform the 
compound into an exclusive luxury spankette resort in 
the event that Christopher Brooks’ bill to reform the 
Extreme Ladette’s laws was passed by the new 
government. 
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The resort had already pre-booked for two 
years in advance by members of Café Woodys and 
the guests to the www.woodettes.com website. Cat 
confidently predicted that the enterprise was 
guaranteed to operate at a profit within months of 
opening its gates. 

 
The Caroline Cassidy Foundation continued to 

raise vast quantities of squids that would go towards 
reestablishing the inmates once they were pardoned 
and assisting in paying legal fees so that they could 
regain the goods and chattels that had been illegally 
seized by the Dark Agents of the System. 

 
The Grand Master calmly oversaw the 

proceedings and the unit operated on a business as 
usual basis. Privately he suspected that the corridors 
and hallways of the facility would continue to be filled 
with the swishes and thwacks of canes, slippers and 
straps rebounding from navy blue gossamer bumbags 
as they unit entered the penultimate week of the 
summer period. 
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