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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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A Classic Debs Moment 

 
 
As one of the first orders of business on 

Monday morning Maestra Kerimov bent Deborah 
Morton over the piano stool and beat her with a violin 
bow.  

The sounds of the customized bow, known as 
the ‘Morton Special’, exploding off Debs tautened 
navy blue gossamer bumbags echoed around the 
music room like rifle shots. 

Despite her best endeavors Deborah wriggled, 
writhed and squirmed; her head shook from side-to-
side, her fists punched the air and her legs scissored 
gymnastically as the excruciating pain ricocheted 
around her central nervous system like a pinball. 

Maestra Kerimov waited patiently between 
strokes until Deborah had managed to gather herself 
and had stretched out her body and pushed up her 
backside so that it was sitting up proud in preparation 
for the next delivery. 

 
Jojo, Rosemary and Nixdown leaned over their 

desks and watched the proceedings with sage eyes. 
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The events leading up to Deborah being given the 
instruction to remove her blazer and to bend over the 
stool had followed an all too familiar pattern of 
Deborah’s unfortunate disciplinary shortcomings. 

Earlier in the course of the lecture Maestra had 
given Debs a gentle but well-deserved chiding for 
interrupting the proceedings with an unnecessarily 
pithy observation. A few minutes later Tatyana 
Kerimov had been forced to formalize the warning by 
showing Deborah a yellow card and had informed her 
that, “If you are very much in the market for six Miss 
Morton I shall be forced to deliver the goods you wish 
to procure.” 

“Yes Maestra, I’m sorry Maestra,” Debs had 
responded hurriedly. “It won’t happen again.” 

Maestra Kerimov merely grunted and using her 
long wooden staff she limped back towards the front 
of the lecture room to continue the discussion 
regarding the rivalry between Wolfgang Amadeus and 
Antonio Salieri. 

Unbelievably within minutes of receiving her 
formal warning Debs found herself unable to resist 
the urge to succumb to temptation and chose to add 
yet another ribald aside into the discussion.  

As a graduate of the notorious Dzerzhinsky 
Academy Tatyana Kerimov was not much given to 
making idle threats and she responded immediately. 

“Very well, Miss Morton, as you please. 
Remove your blazer and step up,” she snapped in a 
stern voice.  

Deborah’s heart sank. She had recently been 
experiencing a rather disturbing spell of disciplinary 
indiscretions. Earlier in the day, while she was 
showering, she had challenged herself to attempt to 
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enjoy a rare whop-free week. Sadly she hadn’t even 
managed to get through the first lecture of the day 
without being required to point her bumbags 
skywards.  

Deborah pushed her chair back and rose to her 
feet. Dismally she began to unfasten the five buttons 
down the front of her tailored black hacking jacket. 

 
At the front of the room Maestra was moving 

the piano stool up onto the raised dais. She was a 
curious looking bird; she walked with a limp and 
carried a tall wooden staff. She wore an ankle length 
shroud and generally kept her face hidden in the 
darkness of its over-sized hood. She spoke with a 
strong East European accent and it was rumored that 
she was on the lam from the KGB after her 
sponsoring oligarch had been dispatched to the 
Gulags. She was strict and stern and dispensed 
discipline with dispassionate authority. However, 
during the heady days when the unit was being 
attacked by the mercenaries hired by the Confederacy 
of Yoofs the heroics of Tatyana Kerimov had won her 
the hearts and souls of the inmates. 

 
Deborah was not feeling the love as she 

trudged wearily towards the front of the room. On her 
way she stopped beside a display cabinet that 
contained a selection of violin bows. She raised the 
wood and glass lid and reached inside. Without 
hesitation she selected the item that sat in the center 
of the display. She extracted the bow and closed the 
lid. She looked down at the wicked instrument. 
Alongside the signature of the Brazilian artisan who 
had been responsible for crafting the customized 
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bow, the words ‘The Morton Special’ had been 
embossed in an ornate script. It had often occurred to 
Deborah Morton that she might well be the only 
individual in the world who had had a violin bow 
specifically commissioned for the sole purpose of 
beating her bandy. 

Having retrieved the bow Debs continued her 
journey to the front of the music room. Once she 
arrived she rather unenthusiastically proffered the 
violin bow to Tatyana. The Maestra swept back her 
hood revealing her wizened face and thick iron-grey 
hair. She reached out her strong hand and took the 
bow from Debs and pointed at the stool. 

“You will be bending over Miss Morton,” she 
said emotionlessly. 

“I suppose I will,” muttered Debs despondently 
and she stepped up onto the dais. 
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The Flogging of the Century 

 
 
Debs was perspiring profusely as she awaited 

the arrival of the Closer. She could hear Tatyana 
tapping the tip of the bow on the wooden floor of the 
stage. She knew that in just a matter of seconds the 
Maestra would raise the bow in the air and bring it 
down with extreme prejudice. The thought made 
Debs Morton feel quite bilious. 

 
Debs body seemed to levitate from the stool 

and her arms and legs jerked out in opposite 
directions as the power of the final stroke surged 
through her body. She slumped back down panting, 
gurgling and spluttering. Every nerve ending in her 
body felt like it was under full-scale assault. 

Maestra reached out the violin bow and used 
the tip to flip Deborah’s skirt back into place. She 
went across and placed the bow on top of the baby 
grand and then reached back and pulled her hood up. 

“You may rise, Miss Morton,” she said idly and 
then turned around to address the remaining seated 
members of the Elite. “Now where were we?” 
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Deborah handed her Punishment Record Book 
to Maestra so that the thrashing could be post-
processed. Tatyana turned to the latest page and 
unscrewed the top of her fountain pen. In the first 
column Maestra Kerimov very neatly wrote the 
number forty-nine. 

 
“This is huge,” squealed the Bounder. “This will 

be the flogging of the century. We’ll put it out on pay-
per-view, we’ll make squillions.” 

“Put your bumbags in it, Bernadette,” said 
Debs wearily. “Firstly I do not intend to get caned 
again this year and secondly, even if I do have the 
misfortune of being flogged it certainly will not be for 
the entertainment of the Great Unwashed.” 

The Bounder rolled her eyes despairingly. “I 
know you’re probably feeling pretty sore right now so 
you’re not thinking straight, but you’ll come around to 
my way of thinking. You always do.”  

“Bounder you are incorrigible,” sighed Debs, 
“now beat it before I feel compelled to spank you.” 

 
The prospect of Deborah accumulating fifty 

punishments during her year in the Elite was all the 
gab on the Woody gossvine. 

Predictably Deborah had received an imperious 
summons to repair to Robin Wharton’s lair where the 
Mistress of the Red House was in rare form. The Wart 
backed Debs into a corner and got right up in her 
face, screaming at the top of her lungs and breathing 
tequila fumes all over her. At first Deborah chose not 
to defend herself. After all, she reasoned, for once 
the Mistress of the House had some just cause for her 
outrage. After all, along with being Red-shirt of the 
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Woody Back to School Unit Deborah also served as 
the Captain of the Red House and it would be hard to 
justify taking the position that being punished forty-
nine times throughout the course of the current year 
could be described as setting an example to the other 
members of the house. Although she had never 
developed a taste for crow Deborah elected to allow 
the Wart to rant and rave uninterrupted knowing that 
Ms Wharton would shortly run out of steam and 
become distracted by her need for her next shot of 
tequila. 

However, Debs began to become a little more 
belligerent when Ms Wharton threatened to bring her 
before the Council of the Red House and file an 
application to have her subjected to a Formal House 
Beating for ‘Bringing the Red House into Disrepute’. 

“Ma’am we have discussed this before,” said 
Debs politely but firmly, “and we both know what the 
outcome of a Council Hearing will be. I will be 
exonerated, because being caned in the music room 
has no possible bearing on House Business. You will 
be made to look foolish and vindictive and your 
judgment will be questioned. For my part I would be 
obliged to file a complaint against you with the Grand 
Master and we both know that you don’t want that. 
Perhaps we should drop the subject Ma’am. You have 
had your say and now I would like to cut along.” 

Debs had kept her voice even and had stared 
straight into the Wart’s bloodshot eyes without 
wavering. Very gently she placed the palm of her 
right hand against Robin Wharton’s chest and 
maneuvered her back into the room so she had an 
escape route.  
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“And before you ask me to bend over and 
touch them, don’t bother,” continued Debs evenly. 
“Because I can assure you I will decline the offer. 
Now Ma’am if we have no further business to discuss 
I shall bid you farewell and take my leave.” 

“Grrrrrrrr!!!” growled the Wart and reached for 
the tequila bottle. 

 
Deborah’s dealings with Mr Humphries had 

been far more cordial. When Debs had originally 
agreed to perform the role of Red-shirt she had made 
a pact with the Grand Master that her personal 
disciplinary performance would not reflect adversely 
on her performance as the most powerful gal at the 
unit. Nonetheless it had occurred to Deborah that 
when they had made the pact neither of them had 
even considered the possibility that a member of the 
Elite would actually find herself confronted with the 
very real possibility of being subjected to a 
Ceremonial Bull Flogging for accumulating fifty 
punishments in a single year. 

Fortunately the Grand Master had been 
thoroughly accommodating and had assured Debs 
that he would keep his end of the bargain and she 
was in no danger of being stood down as the Red-
shirt as a result of her disciplinary crisis. 

He had rather nonplussed Debs by joking that 
he had heard on the gossvine that Bernadette was 
already billing the upcoming event as the Flogging of 
the Century. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” muttered Debs, “I’ll 
hang that gal up by her bumbags!” 
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A Dark Horse 

 
 
Bernadette Summers was rubbing her 

bumbags with glee. The last few weeks of the 
summer semester were always the most precarious 
for the unit’s bookie. Jockeying for position amongst 
the mega-minxes became highly competitive as they 
vied to confirm their infamy and notoriety by 
appearing amongst the highest echelons of the Hall of 
Shame. With the top four positions already 
guaranteed to be filled by some combination of Cassie 
Cassy, Lisa Sutton, Michelle Morgan and Debs Morton 
the much-envied number five slot was still up for 
grabs.  

Over the past few weeks Heidi Alexander, 
Linda Ash, Ali Stone and both the Bond twins had 
briefly occupied the position only to be quickly 
unseated by a competing minx. 

The high-level of activity and the ever-
increasing whop rate had worked in Bernadette’s 
favor. The Bounder was able to offer a wide-array of 
betting options at attractive odds with a relatively low 
risk profile to Bernadette Summers Enterprises. 
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Bernadette reached under her skirt and pulled 
out several sheaves of banknotes and added them to 
the pile already on the coffee table of the study that 
she shared with Lisa Sutton. 

“Another bumper day,” she chortled.  
“Well at least I finally got through a Monday 

without being whopped,” said her business partner, 
“do you know I was whopped on every Monday for 
the last four weeks.” 

“Oh yes, I noticed that,” said Bernadette 
breezily, “I was offering five to one that you would 
continue your Monday run. We made out like bandits, 
I’ll give you an extra ten per-cent when I’m finished 
balancing the books.” 

Lisa rolled her eyes. She was not greatly 
impressed by Bernadette’s magnanimous gesture. It 
seemed to her that every time that the Bounder 
offered her a bonus she was informed that the 
gambling arm of Bernadette Summers Enterprises had 
encountered some unforeseen expenses that had 
adversely impacted the bottom line and that the 
outcome was that instead of the mooted bonus Lisa 
ended up getting less than the standard fifteen per-
cent that was normally due to her. 

Lisa knew that if she challenged Bernadette’s 
accounting practices she would be given short shift 
and all she would get was a lecture on the vagaries of 
the business world.  

Lisa just smiled sweetly and thanked her 
partner. It wasn’t as if Lisa needed the money, she 
was the daughter of a billionaire and her trust fund 
contained more squids than she could spend in three 
lifetimes. Arguing with the Bounder just wasn’t worth 
the waste of valuable oxygen. She flipped open her 
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laptop and studied the complex statistical model that 
she had built to help to establish the odds offered by 
BSE on the Big BUTT Stakes. 

“We need to keep an eye on Ginger Beckett,” 
she advised the Bounder. “She got spanked by Dotty 
during kitchen duty and her whop rate has been 
steadily increasing over the past month or so. She 
may not be a contender but remember last year when 
you lost your blouse, your blazer and your bumbags 
after she sneaked into the top ten at the last 
moment.”  

Bernadette grimaced with genuine pain at the 
memory. The Bounder was as rich as Croesus and 
generous by nature but she could not abide losing 
money on a wager. The previous year BSE had failed 
to pay attention to Ginger Beckett slowly moving 
through the ranks or the amount of small bets that 
were following her progress. Bernadette had ended 
up paying out some serious squids when Ginger had 
ended the year ranked tenth on the Annual Bottoms 
Up Table of Troublemakers Hall of Shame. There was 
nothing the Bounder liked less than a Dark Horse. 

“Run a special analysis case and reduce her 
odds with immediate effect,” snapped the Bounder. 
“How exposed are we?” 

Lisa tapped a few keys and watched as a 
graph came up on her screen. “Oh shit Bernie,” she 
gasped. “You are not going to like this.” 

 
Julie Beckett gasped as the wooden spatula 

slapped down on her bumbags with an explosive 
splat.  

“Holy shit,” she muttered. 
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Dotty Hammell was the darling of the Liberal 
Left and one of the most popular Dames at the Unit. 
Nonetheless she ran her kitchens with military 
authority and when Ginger Beckett flipped one of her 
co-workers beanies off her head Ms Hammell 
considered it a matter of insurrection. 

Ginger had hardly been able to keep up as she 
was grabbed by the wrist and marched across the 
kitchen. Along the way Dotty snatched up her 
infamous wooden spatula from a butcher’s block, 
dragged Ginger across to a nearby chair, pulled her 
down across her knee’s, yanked down her cargo 
pants and slammed the spatula down with 
considerable force.  
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A Kitchen Blitz 

 
 
Cassie Cassy frowned. There was nothing she 

liked less than the work flow and progress in her 
kitchen being interrupted by some poor wretch being 
put over Dotty’s knee and being given a damn good 
spanking. 

The upside, Cassie figured, was that Dotty 
understood that there was absolutely no time to be 
wasted and she would deliver the spanking in double-
quick time before returning Ginger to the upright and 
sending her back to her workstation. 

 
Julie Beckett was reeling from a mixture of 

wide-eyed bewilderment and excruciating pain as she 
reached out with trembling fingers and retrieved a 
vegetable peeler and a carrot that had been grown in 
the facilities gardens. 

Like the other inmates of the self-sufficient 
facility she was required to work several shifts a week 
in the kitchens and was fully conversant with the 
health and cleanliness requirements. In truth she had 
not actually meant to knock the beanie off Ronnie 
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Bond’s head, she had intended to affect nothing more 
than an annoying tilt but had been somewhat heavy-
handed in her execution. It was just a mindless prank 
and not even particularly amusing, nonetheless Dotty 
Hammell’s response had been immediate and entirely 
ruthless. 

Ginger had only caught Dotty’s approach out of 
the corner of her eye and was caught off-balance as 
the Director of Culinary Affairs grabbed her by the 
wrist and hustled her across the kitchen floor. 

In her former life Ginger Beckett had been 
considered to be one of the great ballerina’s of her 
generation and had been touted as a future Prima 
Ballerina. Around the unit she was admired for her 
grace and elegance, when she walked she seemed to 
glide across the floor. However, there was nothing 
graceful or elegant about the way she stumbled along 
in Dotty’s wake and went tumbling forward as Dotty 
yanked her down across her lap. 

The tail of Gingers blouson went in one 
direction and the waistband of her cargo pants in the 
other. The spanking was fast and furious. Dotty’s arm 
pumped up and down without a moment’s reprieve.  

Ginger was still giddy from her downward 
descent when she was unceremoniously grabbed by 
the collar of her blouson, set back on her feet and 
sent scurrying back in the direction of the 
workstation. 

 
Ginger bounced up and down on the balls of 

her feet as she tried to peel the carrot. She clenched 
and unclenched her buttocks that were burning 
furiously. The dimensions of the wide flat head of the 
spatula meant that one spank pretty much covered 
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the sweet spot on both cheeks and that all six spanks 
had landed one on top of each other. Julie felt as 
though her backside had swollen up to twice its 
normal size and she began to panic that the seams of 
her cargo baggies might give way under the strain. 
Miserably she cut the ends off the carrot and reached 
for another. 

 
“I hear you were spanked by Dotty today,” 

Bernadette said in a smooth tone as she linked arms 
with Ginger in the cloisters. “Was sorry to hear that 
sis, Dotty spanks hard. She put me over her knee a 
few months ago and whapped me with that wooden 
spatula. Damn near brought tears to my eyes.” 

Ginger eyed Bernadette curiously. The Bounder 
was a notoriously cagey cove and not much given to 
idle banter. Ginger and Bernadette had grown quite 
tight during the rehearsals for the Westside Story 
Production while the former ballerina had coached 
Bernadette for her role as Bernardo. However since 
the production they had not remained particularly 
close and their last real interaction had involved 
Ginger touching her toes up in the library while 
Bernadette scorched her bumbags with a whippy 
ashplant. 

“Thank you for your concern,” Ginger replied 
rather uncertainly. “It was rather sharp I must say.” 

“I couldn’t help noticing that you seem to have 
been up to your lugs in whops of late,” Bernadette 
said nonchalantly. “Thinking of making a late run at 
the top ten?” 

Ginger grinned to herself. Clearly the Bounder’s 
new found concern over the state of her bumbags 
was nothing more than a fact-finding mission. 
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“Not particularly,” said Ginger, “Just having a 
run of rum luck, you know how that goes. Why do 
you ask?” 

“No reason,” said the Bounder cheerily, “just 
making idle chatter. Sorry to hear about the spanking 
but looks like you’re well on the road to recovery.” 
She looked down theatrically at her watch. “Oh dear 
me, look at the time. I’ve gotta cut along, Elite 
business to attend to, catch you later sis.” 

Julie Beckett watched Bernadette’s retreating 
back thoughtfully. 
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Speedy Gonzalez 

 
 
Rosemary Booker nearly gagged as Mdme 

Diderot grabbed her by the knot of her tie and 
yanked her across the lid of her desk. The noxious 
mixture of the previous night’s absinthe on the French 
Dames breath and her cheap bordello scent made 
Rosemary’s eyes water. The only reason she wasn’t 
choking from being dragged out of her seat by her 
necktie was that Rosemary was notoriously lax about 
complying with the collar and tie protocols.  

Rosemary was not a complete duffer when it 
came to the French lingo but when Mdme Diderot 
grew angry she reverted to a style of guttural Parisian 
slang that not even the keenest scholar was able to 
decipher. However, it was clear to Rosemary that the 
French Dame was extremely vexed and she suspected 
that six of the best was not far over the horizon.  

 
“Holy Buddha,” groaned Rosemary as Mdme 

slammed her face downwards across the hard 
wooden desktop, her chin made an uncomfortable 
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impact with the far edge of the desk making her eyes 
water. She barely had time to register the pain in her 
jawbone before her skirt was dragged back and the 
slim number one cane was cutting her bumbags to 
tatters. 

Mdme Diderot was not given to lengthy set-ups 
or dramatic build-ups prior to delivering a thrashing, 
she came from the Speedy Gonzalez School of Caning 
and barely thirty seconds elapsed between the first 
stroke landing and the last. Nonetheless, despite her 
unconventional lack of set-up the French Dame was 
highly respected for the consistent results that she 
delivered. She rarely miss-hit and always delivered 
the strokes in a tight formation. 

Unlike the popular ‘Five Minute Six’ that left 
time for the cycle of each individual stroke to be fully 
experienced the ‘Diderot Technique’ relied upon the 
psychological philosophy of shock and awe.  

Mdme’s habit of yanking gals out of their seats 
by their ties was deeply unpopular. Even more 
unpopular was her practice of roughly slamming her 
victims down over their desks and adding insult to 
injury by placing her hand on the backs of their necks 
and holding them down as if she feared that they 
might bolt. 

 
As Rosemary tottered towards the front of the 

lecture room the sting and smart of the initial flesh 
burns from the whirlwind whopping were swiftly 
transforming into a smoldering cauldron of sensations 
in a most disconcerting and discombobulating 
manner. By the time she reached the front of the 
room her steaming buttocks were twitching and 
pulsating most disagreeably. She rather fancied that 
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smoke was billowing out from beneath her short black 
pleated skirt. 

Mdme had lit a Gauloise and she blew smoke 
in Rosemary’s face. She took Rosemary’s Punishment 
Record Book and tossed it on the desk. She pulled 
open a drawer and pulled out a bottle of absinthe and 
a tumbler. She poured herself a healthy slug and 
drank it down in one.  

 
Mdme Diderot was considered something of a 

queer bird. Although it was clear to everyone that she 
enjoyed meting out punition corporelle she had never 
fully aligned herself with the Radical Right. She was 
quite chummy with Patty Hodge but she was by no 
means in her thrall and danced to her own drummer. 

The French Dame chain-smoked and her 
romance with the green fairy was well known, but 
despite her unhealthy life-style she remained a 
handsome woman. She dressed with an unmistakably 
Parisian style favoring brightly colored taffeta trench 
coats which she wore with the collars turned up and 
the belts knotted around her waist.  

Her knowledge of French Literature was 
encyclopedic and when she was speaking in her more 
cultured tone she was considered a great educator. 
Many of the inmates who had entered the unit with 
only a basic grasp of the French language were 
grateful to her for her tutelage. Despite her many 
eccentricities she was not altogether unpopular.   

  
“Comment était-il?” enquired Mdme after she 

had completed the post-processing of the recent six 
des meilleurs. 
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“Chaud,” said Rosemary gloomily, “très, très 
chaud.” 

“Très bon Mlle Booker, vraiment très bien. 
Maintenant, allez vous asseoir,” said Mdme cheerily, 
“et attachez votre col et une cravate, tu ressembles à 
un clochard.” 

Rosemary considered Mdme’s last observation 
to be unnecessarily tart but refrained from 
commenting as she made her way, stiff leggedly back 
to her seat. 

 
Deborah put Rosemary over her knee and 

rolled down her chum’s bumbags. She let out a low 
whistle. 

“Man those stripes are tight,” she said in a 
quite admiring tone of voice. “I don’t know how she 
does it with that technique. I’ve tried it down on the 
training range and it’s very difficult to control.” 

Nixdown ambled into the study arm in arm 
with Jojo. She wolf-whistled. “Whoa cool stripes,” she 
said. 

“Hot stripes more like it,” corrected Jojo. 
“Alright, alright already, would you all stop 

gawking at my arse and rub some cream into my 
poor beleaguered bum, its fucking sizzling,” grumbled 
Rosemary. 

“Sorry sis,” giggled Debs, “I’m on it.” 
Deborah had just put her hand into the pot of 

soothing balm when Lady Derby Huntington came 
into the room. 

“I’m terribly sorry to disturb you Ma’am,” she 
addressed Debs, “but Lisa Sutton is outside the library 
waiting to be caned.” 
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Hot and Sweaty Times Ahead 

 
 
Lisa Sutton stood at the far end of the corridor 

that led to the heavy oak door of the library with her 
neck craned slightly forward and the tip of her nose 
touching the wood paneling. Her arms were raised 
and her fingers were interlinked on the top of her 
head. Her mouth was dry and her heart was pumping 
uncomfortably fast. Lisa’s buttocks were twitching 
involuntarily as she thought about her impending 
appointment with Deborah’s cane. She blinked back 
hot tears of exasperation at once again finding herself 
in such an unfortunate situation and what made it 
worse was that she knew that she had nobody to 
blame but her self. 

 
Charlotte Barber was one of the most popular 

and respected members of the Elite. She had a 
reputation for only showing red cards when it was 
absolutely necessary and there were dozens of gals 
that had reason to be grateful to her after she had let 
them off with a warning when more pedantic 
monitors would have sent them up to the library for 
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six hot ones. Unfortunately on this occasion Lisa 
Sutton had left her no room for maneuver. 

In general, lunch in the cafeteria was a 
relatively informal affair. Activities such as poking, 
prodding and pinching while in the food line were not 
looked upon kindly but a reasonable amount of 
goofing, gabbing, larking and pranking was tolerated. 
The primary governing factor regarding behavior in 
the cafeteria was that lobbing food around like a 
chimpanzee at a shit-throwing contest was strictly 
forbidden. 

When Lisa Sutton picked up her spoon and 
flicked hummus in the direction of Ali Stone Charlotte 
Barber had no choice but to reach into her blazer 
pocket and produce her red card. 

 
Lisa stared at the wall miserably and strained 

her ears to hear the sound of Deborah’s feet in the 
lower hallways. She figured that it had been well over 
fifteen minutes since she had been ejected and she 
was certain that Charlie would have sent the Duty 
Grubby in search of Debs immediately.  

At least the eviction from the hall had been 
mercifully discrete. Charlotte had come up behind Lisa 
with the card palmed in her hand and whispered in 
her ear that she needed to go upstairs and wait 
outside the library. “Miss Morton will be along to beat 
you shortly,” she informed her. Lisa’s early departure 
from the hall had gone largely unnoticed. 

Lisa was in a quandary. The last thing she 
wanted was to get the cane and in some ways she 
cherished every cool-arse moment still available to 
her. Nonetheless, she always found waiting to be 
caned a traumatizing experience. No matter how hard 
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she tried to distract herself she could not focus her 
mind on anything other than the fact that in the very 
near future she was going to experience Armageddon 
in her bumbags. She dearly hoped that Deborah was 
not delayed on other Red-shirt business or even 
worse that she was outside, training on the tennis 
courts. Every moment that Lisa spent standing in the 
corridor caused her to feel increasingly nauseous. 

 
Jojo had taken over the ministrations of the 

weals on Rosemary’s bum while Deborah got ready to 
cut along and cane Lisa. As usual Lady Derby fawned 
over Debs, straightening her tie, helping her on with 
her blazer and brushing her down. 

Debs retrieved a cane from an umbrella stand 
and set off to carry out her duty. 

 
Lisa finally heard the sound of footsteps in the 

lower landing. Her tummy instantly bunched into a 
knot. There was no question that it was Debs 
downstairs. The library was located in a rather 
isolated area of the main building. When the campus 
had housed the original private sector Woody School 
over three hundred pupils had been enrolled each 
year but since converting to a government owned 
Back to School Unit for Extreme Ladettes it only 
housed eighty-four inmates and some areas of the 
building were no longer in use. 

Lisa listened as Deborah mounted the stairs 
that led to the third floor where the library was 
located. She did her best to gather herself and calm 
her nerves. In the not too distant future the waiting 
would be over, the deed would be done and all that 
would be left was the long painful recovery period. 
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Lisa Sutton bent forward at the waist and 
reached down to touch her toes. It was a position she 
particularly hated but recently she had been taking 
yoga classes so the muscles in her calves and thighs 
strained less than normal. 

As usual Deborah had been entirely 
professional and cordial during the preliminaries. She 
had not even scolded Lisa for getting herself booted 
out of the cafeteria. Although Lisa was grateful to 
Debs for not making the affair any more unpleasant 
than necessary she had not foolishly allowed herself 
to be lulled into a false sense of security. Just seven 
days earlier Deborah had also been extremely cordial 
while she had been giving Lisa an eye-watering six on 
the silks. Lisa was anticipating that hot and sweaty 
times lay ahead of her. 

 



7 

 
Misery and Grief 

 
 
The dimly lit library was eerily silent. The only 

audible sound in the room was Lisa’s slightly heavy 
breathing as she waited in her stooped position for 
Deborah to step in and make her final preparations. 

 
The library was steeped in history as a venue 

for the administration of corporal punishment. In 
1857 Peggy Howard-Jones, the first gal to be 
appointed Red-shirt at the original Woody School had 
brought a miscreant named Katherine Riley up to the 
library and had thrashed her for impertinence. She 
had positioned Katherine touching her toes in front of 
the very same fireplace that Lisa was stooped before.  

The O’Hara family of Dublin had supplied the 
whippy ashplant that Peggy had wielded during that 
historic punishment. Over a century and a half later 
the very same specialist purveyor had also provided 
the cane that Deborah held in her hand. 

 
Debs stepped forward and planted her feet, 

going through her final mental preparations before 
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raising the cane. She knew better than most the 
chilling effect the austere, isolated punishment room 
could have at the last few moments before the 
fireworks actually began. The tension was palpable as 
both the protagonists sensed the moment had finally 
arrived. Deborah tapped the cane down once, twice, 
thrice and then she unleashed hell. 

 
Deborah hadn’t bothered to question Lisa 

about why she had decided to flick hummus at one of 
her lunch companions. It would have been a pointless 
conversation and besides Deborah already knew the 
answer. Lisa had not acted out of pre-meditation; 
rather she had been driven by a spontaneous impulse 
that she could not control and she had felt compelled 
to respond to the urge no matter how great the risk 
or how unpleasant the outcome.  

Deborah knew better than anybody what it 
was like to suffer from compulsive impulsive behavior 
syndrome and she sympathized with Lisa. 
Nonetheless, Debs knew that she must set her 
sympathies aside and remain dispassionate. She 
landed a second stroke with scorching power and 
accuracy. Lisa’s knees quivered as she struggled to 
maintain position. Deborah lowered the cane and 
started to count back from fifteen. 

 
Lisa was not having a good time of it. Her 

nerve endings were jangling, her teeth were 
chattering, her eyes were watering, her knees were 
knocking and her bumbags felt as if they had caught 
on fire. Each new scorching stroke brought renewed 
waves of misery and grief. 
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On several occasions Lisa’s quivering fingers 
momentarily jerked up from the tips of her toes but 
Deborah chose to ignore the minor breach of the 
protocols.  

She could sense Lisa’s trepidation as they 
approached the moment to deliver the final stroke. 
Lisa’s knees were slightly bent and head was slightly 
raised. 

“You ready?” asked Debs not at all unkindly. 
Lisa grunted miserably. 
“Then I’m going to need you to put it up, we 

don’t want any accidents,” Deborah said softly but 
authoritatively.  

For a few seconds Lisa didn’t move, then she 
sighed audibly and straightened her legs and lowered 
her head down between the sleeves of her crisp white 
blouse causing her backside to sit up proud. Deborah 
whipped the cane down, the sound of impact 
reverberated around the wood paneled room like a 
rifle shot. 

Somehow Lisa managed to keep her fingers on 
her toes for the required five seconds and then slowly 
slid her hands up her shins and raised her head 
slightly, remaining stooped over but in a far less 
physically stressful pose. 

Deborah saw no advantage from prolonging 
Lisa’s misery and after turning her skirt down she 
immediately gave her the release command.  

Lisa straightened up slowly without turning 
around. She stood with her back and neck arched 
backwards. Her hands reached back and hovered 
close to her blazing bum. 

Deborah turned away and went over to collect 
her black hacking jacket. If Lisa chose to rub that was 
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her own affair. As far as Deborah was concerned 
what went on in the library stayed in the library. 

 
Lisa looked wretched as she watched Debs 

post-processing the beating. Unlike many of the 
inmates who liked to put on an act of ‘didn’t hurt’ 
defiance in the aftermath of being caned Lisa wore 
her heart on her sleeve. She absolutely hated being 
caned and didn’t care who knew it. 
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Hot and Feisty 

 
 
Nicola Jane Nixon walked Penelope Ann Evans 

back against the stable wall and reached up and 
unfastened the shoulder buttons of her gymslip so 
that the bib fell downwards. Nix reached up and 
began to loosen Penny Ann’s red and black striped tie 
and to unbutton her crisp white blouse. Nixdown 
Nixon had just been caned by her lover and was 
feeling hot and feisty. 

 
Nicola Jane made no secret of her abhorrence 

of being formally punished. Her strong dislike dated 
back to her early schooldays when she had been 
summoned to be thrashed for ‘Gobbing a Goddess’, or 
being rude to a senior prefect in more common 
civilian parlance. Unfortunately Nicola Jane was a 
cynical, rude and belligerent creature by nature, traits 
that had not endeared her to the authorities and for a 
decade and a half she had been bending over and 
raging against the machine. 

By contrast, recreationally Nixdown was a die-
hard algophiliac and her love of the lash was 
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legendary. She had always been precocious and 
wildly promiscuous and at Woodys she had wiled 
away the boredom of incarceration by seducing a 
wide array of members of the Elite. She had initiated 
her campaign amongst the foot soldiers but had 
quickly worked her way up to House Captains and 
Deputy Red-shirts before finally bedding and boffing 
April Turner who had been appointed Red-shirt.  

For the majority of the inmates it was their first 
dalliance into a sensual encounter with another 
woman but once Nix had set her eyes on a target she 
was rarely refused. Standing barely five foot in 
stockinged feet she liked to joke that her lovers got 
the best value per square inch available anywhere on 
the market.  

Two years earlier Nixdown had been engaged 
in a number of relationships that included both the 
Butcher twins and Melanie White, who was better 
known to the Woody Wags as Melons due to her 
gargantuan gazonka’s. Following an incident in the 
assembly hall when Penny Ann Evans had stepped in 
and spoken up on Nix’s behalf and saved her 
bumbags Nixdown had felt it would be churlish not to 
show her gratitude in the way she knew best. 

Nixdown had known Pen for the better half of 
a decade. They had both starred on the national 
equestrian team until Melissa Forsham-Smythe had 
conspired to have them banged up for seven years 
without the possibility of parole. Surprisingly Nixdown 
had never suspected that the shy and demure Pen 
had harbored a crush on her for all those years. 

Penny Ann’s closest confidantes counseled her 
to keep a safe distance from the promiscuous 
Nixdown or else she would end up being hurt. 
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However, to everybody’s astonishment Nicola Jane 
and Penny Ann had settled in to a monogamous and 
enduring relationship. 

 
When Nixdown had arrived at the library 

Penelope Ann Evans was dressed in an outrageously 
short gymslip, dark silk stockings and three-inch high 
heels. She held a thirty-six inch long cane cut from 
the finest Indonesian kooboo loontie rattan flexed 
between her hands. The comically short gymslip was 
a gift from Nixdown that Penny Ann only wore on 
special occasions such as this.  

In her high heels Penelope Ann towered over 
the minuscule Nixdown. Fearlessly Nix looked up at 
her lover. With her wide-open features, her flawless 
complexion and her blonde curls bundled up on top of 
her head Pen looked like the quintessential English 
rose. Nixdown thought she looked magnificent. 

“I’m here to be thrashed,” she told Penny Ann. 
 
Nixdown spent fortunes on clobber. She had a 

personal clobber consultant who sourced the finest 
materials and had a bespoke haberdashery tailor the 
clobber to Nixdown’s exacting specifications. Nix had 
been particularly excited by a new cloth that her 
consultant had recently discovered. A mill in Suzhou 
City had experimented with a new silk mix that was 
soft on one side and crisp on the other. It was perfect 
for making blouses that were sensual against the skin 
yet looked crisp and pristine on the outside. 

The material felt soft and sensual as she slid 
her tummy across a handcrafted walnut stained 
leather Sheridan saddle that she had placed over a 
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maplewood saddle stand. She wiggled with pleasure 
and anticipation and settled in.  

Nicola Jane loved the many smells of the 
stables, particularly the intoxicatingly exotic smell of 
the leather saddle she was using for support. Her 
small body fitted perfectly across the seat and the 
saddle stand was perfect for her height. She felt 
entirely comfortable with her head down and her arse 
up. Her bumbags were concertinaed around her 
ankles and her skirt was turned back. 

Nixdown was in no hurry for Penny Ann to 
start, she was comfortable and contented. Unlike 
some spankettes Nixdown Nixon enjoyed the physical 
sensation of pain while it was actually being inflicted, 
not just the foreplay and aftermath. She rather 
enjoyed tantalizing herself with thoughts of the 
exquisite pain that would shortly surge through her 
body. 
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Slippered at Seven-Thirty 

 
 
Penelope Ann casually swished the cane 

through the air. It had arrived by special delivery 
earlier in the day. Nixdown had sourced the cane on-
line from a highly respected outlet from Sacramento. 
It was a long straight run cane in the new fashion and 
the delrin handle had been covered with soft red and 
black braided leather. Just a single swish left Penny 
Ann in no doubt over the quality of the rod she was 
wielding, it cut through the air with a sweet whistle. 
Penny Ann walked across the stables and positioned 
herself slightly to the right of the saddle stand that 
was supporting the prostrated body of her lover. She 
took her measure and whipped the cane downwards. 

 
Two years earlier Penny Ann would have been 

unable to imagine herself feeling comfortable 
participating in these eclectic and often theatrical 
trysts she now enjoyed with Nixdown. 

At the onset of their relationship Penny Ann 
had struggled to fully understand Nixdown’s passion 
for pain. At first she had only agreed to participate in 
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the play sessions out of a fear that if she refused Nix 
would cast her aside and move on to her next 
conquest. However, as their relationship matured and 
evolved she had become increasingly confident. She 
had never really embraced her partner’s penchant for 
pain and although she occasionally allowed Nix to 
warm her orbs with a cane or a crop she was far 
more comfortable in playing the role of Nixdown’s 
patrician dominatrix.  

 
Penelope Ann Evans slashed the cane up and 

down, skillfully slicing and dicing her lover’s rear end 
until it resembled complex latticework. Nixdown was 
moaning and groaning and her feet were dancing a 
fandango on the stable floor; Penny Ann smiled to 
herself, she knew that her lover’s reaction was not 
one of distress but one of pure unadulterated ecstasy. 

 
Nixdown looked at her watch and leaned over 

and gently shook Penny Ann awake.  
“Rise and shine, sleepy-head,” she whispered 

in Pen’s ear, time to stretch our legs. Jane Lummell 
and Debs will be here any minute.” 

Nixdown ran her fingers through her hair and 
shook out some straws of hay. She padded over to 
where she had left her clothes. She retrieved several 
sticks of gum from her blazer pocket and shared one 
with Penny Ann. It was five forty five and the first 
wake up bell was still three quarters of an hour away. 
Although their relationship enjoyed the firm 
endorsement of the Grand Master the lovers preferred 
not to flaunt his patronage and generally departed 
from the stables before the rest of the community 
was up and about. 
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Debs jogged into the cafeteria wearing a 
singlet and running shorts. She nodded her 
appreciation at Nix and Pen for preparing the first 
batch of coffee and poured two to-go cups. She 
winked knowingly at Nix and jogged off to keep her 
rendezvous with Jane Lummell for a casual three mile 
run. 

 
Cassie Cassy ambled into the cafeteria yawning 

and bleary-eyed. She poured coffee and went over to 
join Nix and Penny Ann. She shook out her mane of 
blonde hair and bundled it into a hairnet. She perched 
a beanie on top of her head and buttoned up her 
electric pink blouson. 

“You’re early,” commented Nix. 
“Yeah, well I’m getting slippered at seven-

thirty,” she said cheerily, “so I need to make sure 
everything’s organized for brekker.” 

Nixdown raised an enquiring eyebrow. 
“Clobber abuse,” explained Cassie. “My blouse 

was missing when my laundry was returned this 
morning. The inspectors must have found something 
amiss. Still I’m not complaining. Even after this 
dusting I’ll still need four more punishments to take 
the record and I’m running out of time.” 

Nixdown and Penny Ann exchanged grins. 
Cassandra Cassidy’s goal to end the year by breaking 
Jojo Heyworth’s record of accumulating fifty-seven 
punishments in a single year was no secret. Cassie’s 
record attempt was the subject of considerable 
debate and speculation amongst the inmates. Jojo 
had set her record during the whop-laden days of 
Operation Scorched Arse. Her closest competitors Lisa 
Sutton and Debs Morton had both achieved their 
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highest tally’s during periods that they were each 
officially branded as the ‘Unit’s Public Enemy Number 
One’ and been treated as hostiles. Cassie was staging 
her attempt in a far more benign and benevolent 
environment and the smart money was betting she 
would fall at the last hurdle. Cassandra Cassidy was 
determined to prove them wrong. 

 
“Morning Katie,” said Cassie cheerfully. “Oh 

dear you do look poorly. Should I call a sawbones?” 
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Katie Feels Under the Weather 

 
 
Katie Beck was not feeling her best. Her first 

fear when she had awoken was that she had suffered 
an aneurism during the night. Her head was pounding 
and she could barely see out of her right eye. Her 
mouth felt like the inside of a parrot’s cage and she 
was forced to crawl to the bathroom on her hands 
and knees. 

After a brief conversation down the big white 
telephone she forced herself into the shower, 
alternating between dousing herself with hot and cold 
water in an effort to clear her head. 

In forty-five minutes time the unit’s matron 
was scheduled to put Cassie Cassy over her knee and 
roast her rump with a leather soled slipper. Under 
normal circumstances this would be exactly the way 
that Katie would have chosen to start the day.  

Unfortunately Katie had spent the evening in 
the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes in the company 
of Patty Hodge and the Wart. Patricia was demanding 
to know what progress was being made on the secret 
mission known as ‘Operation Get Summers’. Katie had 
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informed Patty that she had assigned Janet Mitchell to 
keep the Deputy Red-shirt under close observation 
but reported that so far her agent had come up 
empty. 

Patty was unimpressed and she proceeded to 
lecture Katie on her many shortcomings and her 
unsuitability to hold the exalted title of Commandant 
of the Radical Right. It was tiresome stuff and 
unwisely Katie began to avail of shots from the Wart’s 
bottle of Patron Tequila. She could barely remember 
returning to the compound. 

 
Katie had been contemplating chucking up her 

cookies in the trashcan when Cassie hammered her 
fist on the door to her office. 

“Morning Katie,” Cassie had greeted her 
cheerfully. “Oh dear you do look poorly. Should I call 
a sawbones?” 

Katie glared gloomily across her desk.  
After leaving instructions for her kitchen crew 

Cassie had returned to the Phase Five dormitory and 
changed out of her chef’s uniform. She had dressed 
quickly but had been careful to ensure that she was 
in complete compliance with the ‘Politics of Clobber’ 
and had even run a brush through her hair before 
tying it back into a ponytail. Getting more slaps of the 
slipper for additional clobber abuses was of no help to 
Cassie’s record attempt. No matter how prolonged 
her punishment it would still only be recorded as a 
single spanking and as far as Cassie was concerned 
the least time that she spent turned over Katie’s knee 
the better. 

Although Cassie clobber showed no overt signs 
of abuse Katie still considered subjecting her to a bib-
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down, tie-back inspection. Cassie was perennially 
clobber challenged and historically Katie’s inspections 
had uncovered numerous chipped, cloudy or even 
missing buttons, loose seams or hanging threads. She 
could easily justify an inspection on the grounds of 
likely cause. However, for once, her goal was to get 
rid of Cassie as quickly as possible so that she would 
be left in peace to go in search of a cold compress to 
hold against her fevered brow. 

 
Cassie Cassy sprawled herself casually across 

Katie’s lap. She was surprised when Katie hardly 
waited for a second before she turned back her 
gymslip, yanked down her bumbags and began 
slippering her. Katie was notorious for her prolonged 
preparations, she loved to maneuver and manipulate 
her prey until they were stretched out and positioned 
to her satisfaction. She liked to make her slipperings 
long and juicy, punctuating them with snide and 
irritating remarks such as her favorite observation 
that there was nothing better than a damn good 
slippering, before brekker in the morning, to kick-start 
a gal’s circulation in readiness for the coming day. 

In stark contrast to her normal modus 
operandi Katie Beck appeared to be in a hurry. The 
unit’s matron slippered hard and she slippered fast. 
The pressure of having Cassie’s weight pulled tightly 
into her lap had made Katie feel nauseous and the 
reports of the leather slipper rebounding off Cassie’s 
naked nates had made her head pound even more 
insufferably. 

She landed all twelve spanks in a matter of 
less than a minute and swiftly yanked Cassie’s 
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bumbags back into position and hauled her up into 
the upright position. 

“Come back later today and I’ll post-process 
you, now buzz off, I have urgent Brass business to 
attend to,” muttered Katie threw gritted teeth. 

“Are you sure you’re okay Katie, you look 
terribly peaky,” said Cassie. “I can call a sawbones if 
you like, I assure you that it would be no trouble.” 

Katie could wait no longer. She stood up and 
dashed into the anteroom where she succumbed to 
temptation, straight into the trashcan. 
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Katie Takes the Cure 

 
 
Katie left a sign on her door informing visitors 

that she had been called away on urgent business. 
She had summoned a taxi to pick her up at the main 
gate and instructed the hack to deliver her to a high-
class cocktail bar in the west end of the local town. 

Having felt as rough as a badger’s arse for 
most of the morning Katie figured she needed to 
make a comeback.  

She had dressed in one of her most fetching 
crisp white uniform’s which was just short enough to 
show off the tops of her stockings and she had 
unfastened the buttons to show off her well-formed 
breasts to best effect. No sooner had she walked 
through the doors of the upscale watering hole than 
she was surrounded by local lothario’s keen to buy 
her a drink. 

 
Following swiftly ingesting three very dry 

vodka martinis, each infused with liberal drips of 
jalapeño juice, Katie’s hangover was beginning to 
recede. After a fourth she was beginning to feel quite 



The Final Flogging 

 

jolly and a little befuddled. It distressed her that such 
a fine spanking opportunity had gone to waste earlier 
in the day and it occurred to her that somebody 
needed to make some reparation for the lost 
opportunity. She bade her admirer’s good day and 
whistled a cab and returned to the compound. She 
hurried upstairs to her office and dialed Yvonne 
Godfrey’s cell-phone. 

“Send me the Bitch,” she snapped.  
 
Janet Mitchell looked like she might faint and 

then she promptly burst into floods of tears.  
“Are you fucking barking?” she blubbered. 

“You can’t slipper me, Patty just caned me. She beat 
me bandy in the middle of the recreation area. Where 
were you? Everybody else in the unit was fucking 
watching.” She put her face in her hands and 
continued to sob. 

Katie squinted across her desk at Janet and 
slowly processed this curious information. She opened 
her laptop and logged into the security room cameras 
using her classified password. 

“What time did she beat you?” she snapped at 
Janet. 

“I don’t know,” sniveled Janet. “Right at the 
end of lunch break, the first warning bell had just 
sounded.” 

Katie scrolled through a menu until she found 
the central high definition security camera that 
covered the recreation area. She typed in twelve-
forty-five to start the replay. The rec area was quite 
busy. They had been enjoying a spell of exceptional 
weather and most of the inmates were outside 
getting some fresh air before returning to the lecture 
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rooms. Katie panned the picture right and left looking 
for Janet or Patty. After a minute or two Janet came 
into view pushing a wheelbarrow that appeared to be 
filled with potting compost. She was crossing the rec 
area in the direction of the quadrangle. 

“Where are you going?” Katie asked, showing 
Janet the video. 

“I was supposed to be changing out the soil in 
some pots over on the north side,” Janet informed 
her. 

Katie continued to watch. Seconds later the 
unmistakable figure of Patty Hodge appeared in the 
frame. Everything about Patty was imperious and 
autocratic. Her height and flame red hair made her a 
conspicuous individual. She marched through the rec 
area clearly expecting a path to clear before her. She 
appeared to be heading for the main building where 
doubtless she was scheduled to host a lecture, but 
suddenly something seemed to distract her. Katie 
watched a glimmer of a smile appear on Patricia’s 
face. It was a smile that she was familiar with. It was 
not one of warmth; in fact it was positively reptilian. 
It was a smile that informed Katie that somebody’s 
life was about to take a turn for the worse, and she 
figured that that someone was Mitch the Bitch. 

Katie watched as Patty reached into her pocket 
and pulled out a whistle and put it to her lips. There 
was a communal rolling of eyes around the rec area 
as the inmates came to a halt and slowly raised their 
arms and linked their fingers on their heads looking 
uneasy. Katie grinned, she could remember from her 
own days as an inmate at the unit how disquieting 
these occasions could be. No matter how confident 
that they might be that they would not be the target 
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every gal was slightly nervous that for some obscure 
reason they had been selected to spend an 
unpleasant few minutes upstairs in the library. 

Katie zoomed out so that Janet was in the 
frame. She had let down the wheelbarrow and raised 
her arms. Katie could sense that Janet did not 
consider herself to be under any threat. However, 
momentarily her disposition changed dramatically as 
it became obvious to her that it was she that Patty 
was barreling down upon. Her eyes widened and her 
jaw dropped slightly. She looked terrified. 

Patty stood several inches taller than Janet and 
leaned her head down as she began to speak. 
Although the lecture rooms and the majority of the 
interior of the buildings were fully miked the rec area 
was only serviced by the video cameras. 

“What is she saying?” demanded Katie. 
“She said that my top button was exposed and 

that the cuffs of my blouse were covered in mud,” 
replied Janet, still snorting and sniveling. “I told her I 
had been out grubbing in the gardens all morning and 
that once I had finished with this last barrow I was 
planning on going to my room and smartening up.” 

“How did that go?” asked Katie.  
“Not well,” wailed Janet. “Not well at all,” and 

she burst into a renewed flood of blubbering. 
Katie was beginning to enjoy herself. Although 

she had already concluded that this would prove to 
be another spanking opportunity that got away she 
felt certain that she was about to be treated to some 
prime time viewing. She leaned back in her seat and 
stared at the screen, feeling the last vestiges of her 
hangover disappear into the distance. 



 

12 

 
Cease Those Ridiculous Noises 

 
 
Katie watched the scene in the rec area 

unfolding with great amusement. Without sound it 
was like watching a bizarre mime-show. Patty was 
leaning in and continued to whisper in Janet’s ear, 
Janet in turn was extremely animated and clearly 
becoming more desperate by the second as she 
waved her arms, shook her head and even at one 
point stamped her foot. 

All around the rec area the other inmates 
remained with their hands on their heads idly waiting 
for Patty to produce the inevitable red card. However 
to everybody’s surprise Patty turned and summoned 
the Duty Monitor over. They conferred briefly and the 
prefect handed Patty the ashplant that she kept 
tucked under her left arm.  

 
Janet Mitchell was clearly already blubbing 

when she turned around and bent forward to touch 
her toes. Patricia shrugged off her tailored jacket and 
handed it to the monitor for safekeeping. She pulled 
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herself up to her full height, flexed the cane between 
her hands and then positioned herself ready to whip 
Janet’s butt. As she raised the cane in the air she 
shifted her hip slightly and her calf-length skirt split 
open slightly to show off her long and elegant 
stockinged leg. 

 
Despite the fact that Janet Mitchell was 

universally despised there was a general air of 
sympathy amongst the inmates as they watched 
Patty’s macabre pantomime begin to play-out. Even 
for the whop-hardened veterans of the Woody Back 
to School Unit the concept of being spontaneously 
instructed to bend over and touch them in the middle 
of the crowded rec area seemed a tad harsh. 

 
Katie rubbed her bumbags with glee as she 

watched the video feed. It was obvious that Patty 
was laying it on thick and that Janet was not having a 
good time of it. Although the ashplant was 
significantly shorter and lighter than the wye-tipped 
canes Patty was used to wielding she was a highly 
skilled practitioner and Katie Beck knew from personal 
experience that the whippy stick was more than 
capable of delivering considerable sting and smart in 
the right hands. 

Katie noticed that Janet was consistently 
jerking and pulling her fingers up from her shoes as 
the cane blistered her butt. The unit’s matron 
watched with interest to see whether Patty would 
take advantage of Janet’s pathetic performance and 
proceed to give her an extended bender. 
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Patty sliced the cane down for a sixth time and 
was rewarded with yet another anguished squeal. She 
flexed the cane between her hands and considered 
her next move. Patricia Hodge was as mean as a 
snake but she was also as crafty as a fox. She was 
quite certain that former Police-Sergeant Ellen Millar 
and Suzy Scott would be carefully watching every 
stroke of this unusual punishment from their vantage 
point in the security room. There was no question 
that if Patty did decide to extend the caning beyond 
the traditional six strokes that she would be able to 
demonstrate legitimate cause based upon Janet’s 
persistent jerking. However, that would mean having 
to justify herself with some tiresome paperwork. Her 
thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the final 
warning bell signaling that lectures would 
recommence in five minutes. Patty decided that she 
had indulged herself adequately for the time being. 
She pulled out her whistle and blew. 

“Cut along now,” she instructed the inmates. 
“Cut along sharpish to the lecture rooms and no 
goofing or gabbing on the way.” She turned around 
to where Janet remained bent in half with her arms 
outstretched. Mitch the Bitch was still sobbing loudly. 

“Straighten up fool,” Patty said nastily, “and 
cease those ridiculous noises. You’re giving me the 
pip.” 

With that Patty turned on her heel and strode 
towards the main building. 

 
“Aw man, that was so cool,” grinned Katie 

when the show was over. 
Janet was standing looking forlorn with her 

head bowed and tears continuing to stream down her 
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face. Katie couldn’t resist taking advantage of Janet’s 
distress and putting the boot in. 

“I’m going to give you a twenty-four-hour 
reprieve,” she told Janet, “but I’m warning you 
Bitchypoo, if you don’t come up with some dirt on 
Bernadette Summers you will be going over my knee 
and I can assure you that I won’t let you get off as 
lightly as you got off today.” 

Janet tried to respond but her jawbone 
seemed to have come unhinged and all she could do 
was splutter and snort.  

“Now cut along,” snapped Katie. “I’m sure all 
of your ridiculous shenanigans have caused untold 
delay to the maintenance program. I shall instruct the 
duty monitor to be extremely thorough when she 
goes through the checklists tonight, and gawd help 
your sorry bumbags if her report is unsatisfactory. 
Now take your sorry arse back to work.” 

Janet Mitchell turned and trudged miserably 
towards the door. She sometimes wondered whether 
her nightmare would ever end.  
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Exciting and Titillating 

 
 
Joanna Heyworth felt the cane tap down and 

braced herself. She was dressed in a pair of red and 
black striped pajamas and was bent over the back of 
a sofa in the living room of Mr Humphries apartment. 

Jojo knew that her fiancé was only going to 
use one of the lighter junior canes that he favored on 
the rare occasions that she stayed over during the 
week. The cane packed just enough immediate smart 
to be exciting and titillating but would only have some 
minor residual sensitivity the following morning, 
which would not unduly exacerbate any punishment 
canings she might have the misfortune to incur. 

 
Earlier in the evening Jojo and her fiancé had 

dined extravagantly at Monets. It had been an 
extremely convivial affair and they had washed down 
oysters, lobsters and crab legs with a bottle of 
perfectly chilled Dom while they discussed the 
forthcoming events. In a little over a month they were 
scheduled to be married at Brompton Castle. It was 
now becoming increasingly likely that the Prime 
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Minister, Christopher Brooks, would be successful in 
his campaign to overhaul the Anti Extreme Ladette 
laws and to secure full pardons for the inmates of the 
Woody Back to School Unit. There was a high 
potential that by the time they were married Jojo 
would officially be a free woman. 

However, once they were married the couple 
would continue to live at the facility. Under the new 
reforms the unit would continue to function as a 
government correctional facility where special case 
Ladettes could be dispatched for a brief spell of 
whops and clobber. However, the harsh sentences of 
seven-year without the possibility of parole would be 
abolished and the magistrates would only be allowed 
to sentence miscreants to periods ranging from 
thirteen to thirty-nine weeks. Mr Humphries had been 
contracted to continue his role as Grand Master of the 
unit. 

Jojo and Mr Humphries were in the process of 
designing a house on a two-acre plot on the 
compound that would enjoy panoramic vistas of the 
sweeping Sussex Downs to the south and a view of 
the ornate Woody building to the north. 

 
In the event that the reform bill was passed 

Cathryn Cassidy and Spanky Botts had negotiated to 
lease the compound and would turn it into the worlds 
premiere spanking resort and spa. Woodettes would 
be able to book time to go and enjoy the full Woody 
experience. Jojo had signed a lucrative one-year 
renewable contract to perform the role of one of the 
Resident Minxes at the resort and would be 
responsible for helping and mentoring the less 
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experienced Woodettes so that they would get the 
maximum fulfillment out of their visits.  

 
Jojo also planned to renovate one of the old 

barns on the property and turn it into the 
headquarters for the multi-media and performing arts 
company that she would reestablish with Nixdown, 
once their legal rights had been restored.  

During the first week of the summer furlough 
the inmates were scheduled to perform the 
production of  ‘Whops and Clobber … The Musical’. 
The lighthearted pastiche of life at the unit would be 
presented over three nights at a west end theater, 
which had been generously leant to Jojo and the 
gang by the theatrical impresario Maximillian Heurst. 
Tickets for all three performances were sold out. Jojo 
and Nixdown figured that the predicted success of the 
production would do them little harm as they 
attempted to re-launch their business. 

 
Jojo flinched as the cane bit down and sliced 

across the tautened silks trews of her jimjams. Until 
she began her relationship with the Grand Master Jojo 
had never imagined that she would ever develop a 
taste for recreational spanking activities.  

She had arrived at Woodys sporting a virgin-
arse. Her only real experience of the spanking world 
had been through Nixdown. When they had been in 
business together Jojo had been fascinated as Nix 
had begun to produce and direct increasingly risqué 
music videos, often starring herself in a variety of 
BDSM situations. They had regularly joked about 
Nixdown’s kinky predilections but Jojo had never felt 
the inclination to personally experiment. Even though, 
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during the Lawton-era, Jojo was established as the 
units premiere mega-minx and held the title of All-
Time Big BUTT her spectacular career had not been 
motivated by a penchant of pain, but rather a 
genuine enthusiasm for the joys of mega-minxdom 
and a legendary whop for whop competitiveness with 
Debs Morton. 

 
The Grand Master caned Jojo with a leisurely 

backswing landing each stroke in the safety zone 
known as the sweet spot. Even though Jojo’s buttocks 
twitched and squirmed under the tautened silk he 
was confident that the sharp sting was no more than 
an inconvenience to his whop-hardened fiancé and 
would have no adverse effects in the unlikely event 
that she would be required to bend over the following 
day. 
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The Temptation of Shin Hacking 

 
 
Jojo blinked as the cane sliced across her 

tautened navy blue bumbags. She was bent forward 
and reaching down to touch her toes. She did not find 
anything in the least bit exciting or titillating about 
being caned by Ms Robin Wharton.  

Slightly to one side of them Nixdown Nixon 
was standing with her arms folded across her chest 
and an angry glower on her mush.  

 
The Wart was delighted with herself. 

Legitimate opportunities to cane members of the Elite 
were in relatively short supply and with less than nine 
days remaining before the unit closed for furlough 
she figured that it might be her last shot ever at the 
bumbags of Jojo and Nix. She was determined to give 
it her best shot. 

 
Jojo had nothing in principle against being 

caned by the Wart. She acknowledged that her 
showdown with dueling catapults with Nixdown had 
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not been in the least bit subtle and was entirely 
reckless. Nonetheless, the long and unpleasant 
tongue lashing that the Wart had given her and 
Nixdown had given her a serious dose of the pip. 
Even as the cane lashed across her bumbags she was 
contemplating the risks associated with hacking the 
GeoDame in the shins after the thrashing was 
completed.  

 
Deborah watched the proceedings anxiously. 

Nixdown was glaring at the Wart with a face as black 
as thunder and Debs could tell that her chum was 
mulling over her options. Debs was well aware of 
Nixdown’s incendiary personality and colorful history. 
In her youth Nicola Jane had been expelled from 
several prestigious boarding schools after she had 
responded to corporal punishment by hacking her 
martinets in the shins. She had completed her 
education at a government reform school after she 
had set fire to the Headmistress’s car following 
another bottom warming session. At Woodys during 
her yearlong war of attrition with Katie Beck she had 
routinely hacked Katie’s shins after illegal off-the-
record spankings and the practice had become quite 
fashionable at the unit. On several occasions Nixdown 
had been publicly flogged after she had hacked 
members of the Elite in the shins when she felt that 
they deserved it. 

Debs watched Nixdown like a hawk and was 
prepared to leap up and stage an intervention if 
Nicola Jane decided to act the bollocks.  

 
Jojo gritted her teeth as the Wart let rip with a 

particularly hot one. As the waves of pain coursed 
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through her central nervous system the thought of 
hacking the Wart’s shins became more delicious by 
the second. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon watched her best chum 

being thrashed with considerable distaste. The Wart’s 
obvious relish at delivering the punishment really got 
Nixdown’s goat. The prospect of having to bend over 
herself just so the Wart could lash her hindquarters 
with a whippy cane made Nixdown quite irritable. 

For the most part during her year in the Elite 
Nixdown had kept her bumbags out of the firing line. 
She had always despised the concept of formal 
punishment and considering that her disciplinary 
performance in the Elite did not contribute to her 
formal ranking on the All-Time Big BUTT she had 
generally hung up her bumbags from the world of 
mega-minxing. 

She grudgingly conceded that her participation 
in the dueling catapults incident had probably been 
unwise but that did not make the prospect of being 
thrashed by the odious Wart any more appealing. 

 
The Wart took aim and sliced the cane 

downwards for a sixth time. She grinned to herself as 
Jojo’s buttocks twitched and squirmed as the heat 
burned in. It had been an absolute scorcher and she 
rather fancied that Joanna would be sizzling for quite 
some time to come. 

“Alright Heyworth, get out of the way, the 
Wart instructed imperiously.  “Your turn, Nixon. Bend 
over and touch them and make it sharpish,” she 
snapped. 
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Nixdown unfolded her arms and narrowed her 
eyes. Momentarily she stared at the Wart and then 
very pointedly she lowered her head and stared 
directly at the Dame’s shins. The Wart’s eyes opened 
wide and she took several steps backwards. Deborah 
nearly bust a gut laughing as Nixdown calmly winked 
at the Dame and then turned around and bent 
forward at the waist and reached down to touch her 
toes. 

 
“I really thought you were going to do it sis,” 

gushed Debs. “She nearly pooped in her bumbags. 
The look on her face was priceless.” 

Nixdown giggled. She was lying facedown 
across Deborah’s lap having the hot, fiery weals 
tended to with soothing balms. “I was sorely 
tempted,” Nixdown assured her chum, “she’s such a 
fucking be-yotch.” 

“You can say that again,” agreed Debs as she 
ran her finger along a particularly hot looking weal. 

“She’s such a fucking be-yotch,” giggled Nix. 
“Smart arse,” smiled Debs. 
“Smarting arse more like it,” groaned Nixdown, 

“now quit gabbing and get on with the job in hand.”  
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The Eff Bomb 

 
 
Pauline Gascoigne prided herself in her ability 

to encourage spirited and erudite debate during her 
lectures. She allowed the participants considerable 
latitude to voice their opinions on the selected topic 
of the recent failings of the global banking system 
and the subject had prompted a lively discussion. 

Claire Brooks was the daughter of the sitting 
Prime Minister and extremely politically informed. She 
had a rare ability to extemporize intelligently, but 
unfortunately this positive trait was often also her 
greatest weakness. When people first encountered 
Claire they were always instantly impressed by her 
natural poise and grace and her air of sophistication; 
her hair, clobber and make-up were always pristine. 
Claire held the enviable record of being the only gal in 
the history of the unit who had never been put over 
Katie Becks knee and slippered for clobber abuse. 
However, first impressions can be deceiving, and 
frequently her new acquaintances were quickly 
obliged to make a second assessment. Claire Brooks 
had considerable difficulty in holding forth for any 
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extended period before she was firing of the eff bomb 
hither and thither. No matter how hard she tried once 
she was on a roll she just could not manage to keep 
her brain and motor mouth engaged in concert with 
each other. 

As soon as Claire exploded the eff bomb into 
the banking debate she knew that she was headed 
for a very sore bottom and another week in clobber. 

Pauline Gascoigne was fond of Claire and 
admired the wit and sparkle that she could bring to 
any debate or conversation, but they both knew that 
the eff bomb came with a hefty price tag. 

It was unnecessary for Pauline to dispatch 
Claire back to her apartment to get changed. Due to 
the Old Gals appalling disciplinary record, over the 
past twelve weeks she had been permanently attired 
in full Woody clobber. 

“Alright Brooks,” she said tightly. “Remove 
your blazer and bend over your desk. I intend to 
absolutely cream you.” 

 
Claire Brooks rolled her eyes heavenwards and 

pushed back her chair. She reached up and 
unfastened the top button of her red and black 
striped blazer and shrugged it off. She hung the 
jacket over the back of her chair and then 
unenthusiastically she leaned forward and slithered 
her upper torso across the varnished lid of her desk. 
She pushed herself up on to the balls of her feet and 
stretched her arms out, reaching down and gripping 
the legs of the desk until she was bent over as far as 
was humanly possible without taking a tumble.  

Claire enjoyed a reputation for her ability to 
maintain a cool head, even under the most extreme 
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circumstances. However, this was not the first time 
that Pauline had found it necessary to bend Claire 
over the desk and to absolutely cream her. Despite 
Ms Gascoigne’s impeccable liberal credentials she was 
a consummate artiste with the cane. Claire’s 
memories of her past encounters with Pauline’s fiery 
canes were most disagreeable. For once Claire Brooks 
was not feeling the least bit cool, calm or collected. 
She felt a bead of perspiration breaking out on her 
brow while she bleakly waited for Pauline Gascoigne 
to make the necessary preparations before 
proceeding to cream her. 

 
Pauline had removed her jacket and turned 

back the sleeves of her silk blouse. She picked up the 
cane and flexed it. She tapped the cane down across 
Claire’s flat and slender rear end and then pulled her 
arm back and let rip.  

 
Claire grimaced as the cane slashed down 

across her defenseless bumbags. It was a stunning 
opener. It was exactly the type of whop that could 
bring tears to a gal’s eyes. Claire Brooks was well 
aware that she would have to dig very deep into her 
reserves if she wanted to retain at least a semblance 
of dignity during the course of the thrashing. 

 
The lecture room was populated with some of 

Woodys most senior and whop-hardened veterans. 
Lady Victoria Brompton, Cathryn Cassidy and Melanie 
White all featured in the top ten of the units all time 
Hall of Shame. They watched the proceedings with 
seasoned eyes. Although they felt considerable 
sympathy for their chum’s unfortunate plight it was 
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difficult not to be impressed by the technical 
proficiency being exhibited by Ms Gascoigne. She had 
an elegant stroke that might have appeared lazy to 
the ill informed. However, like all true experts Pauline 
knew that the fine art of caning was all about the 
finish. As her arm swept down and the shaft of the 
cane approached its target she would snap her wrist 
and build momentum so that at the moment of 
impact the whippy rod had accelerated to 
approximately Mach Two. The cane rebounded off 
Claire’s tautened bumbags with reports that echoed 
around the room like a series of Chinese firecrackers.  
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Claire Creamed 

 
   
Claire Brooks felt her eyes widen and her 

mouth contorted into a silent howl as another surge 
of pain coursed through her body. She felt her right 
leg involuntarily crook back at the knee and then 
stamp back down on the ground. Her hands gripped 
the wooden legs of the desk in white-knuckle 
desperation. They were halfway through the 
thrashing and there was no question that Pauline was 
delivering on her promise to absolutely cream Claire.  

“It’s only whops, it’s only whops, it’s only 
fucking whops,” Claire repeated over and over as she 
struggled to gather herself and to prepare for the 
next wave of pain and misery to engulf her. 

 
Ms Gascoigne watched Claire bouncing up and 

down on the balls of her feet as she desperately tried 
to come to terms with the effects of the penultimate 
stroke. Pauline had considerable respect for the Old 
Gal’s ability to take a licking and keep on clicking. She 
was confident that by the time Claire’s internal 
stopwatch advised her that the final stroke was about 
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to be delivered she would be completely still and 
perfectly still. 

 
Claire felt the waves of pain wash over her. 

She pursed her lips and stared down at the wooden 
floor of the lecture room. She was vaguely aware that 
she was bouncing up and down on the balls of her 
feet and clenching and unclenching her scorched 
buttocks but for the next few seconds she 
concentrated on not being overwhelmed by the 
gyrations of the nerve endings at every extremity of 
her body. She let out a low hiss and slowly caught her 
breath. Instinctively she knew that she was about 
two-thirds through the interval between strokes. She 
stopped bouncing up and down, settling her feet on 
the floor and then reaching further down the legs of 
the desk. She lowered her head between the crisply 
starched sleeves of her white blouse, closed her eyes 
and bravely pushed her bottom up until it was sitting 
up proud and perfectly presented. 

 
Pauline delivered the closer with extreme 

prejudice and a complete absence of malice. The 
report of the cane rebounding from Claire’s bumbags 
echoed around the room causing even the veterans in 
the rooms eyebrows to shoot skywards. 

“Holy fucking Buddha,” hissed Claire. She had 
braced herself for a spectacular close to the show but 
even by Pauline Gascoigne’s high standards she had 
excelled herself. Claire’s flesh was sizzling like 
bratwurst on a hot grill, with mustard already added. 
She hung over the desk panting. She felt her skirt 
being turned down. 
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“Take your time,” said Pauline gently. “We can 
post-process you anytime that you’re ready,” and with 
that she strolled back towards the front of the room. 

 
In some strata’s of society the concept of 

being prostrated over a piece of furniture with your 
arse higher than your head would be so humiliating 
that to immediately return to the vertical would seem 
a matter of the ultimate urgency. However in the 
environment that Claire Brooks inhabited her primary 
concern was to take the time to collect herself 
enough to be able to appear relatively unperturbed to 
the observers that had just watched her getting 
absolutely creamed. It was almost a full sixty seconds 
before she finally pushed herself up from the desk 
and turned around and retrieved her blazer from the 
back of the chair. She shrugged the red and black 
striped jacket on and fastened the top button. She 
took a deep breath and then slowly made her way to 
the front of the room with a decidedly stiff-legged 
gait. 

 
The Bounder reached under her skirt as she 

sidled up to Claire. Bernadette extracted a sheaf of 
notes from the elastic waistband of her bumbags and 
handed them to Claire. 

“What’s this?” enquired the Old Gal. 
“A gratuity,” smiled the Bounder. “You made 

me plenty of squids today. You only had one lecture 
today and it was pretty low risk. There were a lot of 
punters prepared to bet you’d finally make it through 
a week without getting your arse roasted, especially 
at the attractive odds I was offering.” She chuckled. 
“So take this as a little thank you for your trouble. I 
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knew you’d come through for me, I’m proud of you 
sis.” 

Claire shook her head in bewilderment, but 
nonetheless she took the wedge and flicked through 
the banknotes. “Just another proud moment,” she 
muttered as she stuffed the wad of wonga into the 
waistband of her own bumbags.  
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The Bad Boy 

 
 
The sound of the over-sized rubber soled 

slipper rebounding off Cassie Cassy’s thin white gym 
shorts reverberated around the gymnasium.  

The plimsoll that Jane Lummell was wielding 
was no longer designed to serve its original function 
as footwear. The canvas upper of the shoe had been 
sliced off and discarded. The large rubber sole that 
remained had been secured to a conveniently 
customized wooden handle for ease of use. The 
instrument was generally known around the unit as 
the Bad Boy. 

 
Even for a whop-hardened veteran like Cassie 

Cassy the simultaneous implosion of pain in her rear 
end and the deafening explosion in her ears as the 
slipper slammed down was quite disorientating. She 
was hung upside down over a balance beam that had 
been lowered from the ceiling and secured at a height 
that required her to rise up on the balls of her feet 
and left her arms dangling aimlessly so that she was 
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unable to reach the floor or offer any form of support 
on the far side.  

 
Jane Lummell had evolved from the school of 

hard whops. She had attended the notoriously strict 
Dayton Manor boarding school where she had 
graduated from being a regular on the six o’clock 
swishing circuit to becoming Headgal. During her 
term of office she had regularly caned such Woody 
luminaries as Claire Brooks and Miss Stephanie 
Powell.  

Jane had subsequently attended teacher’s 
training college and then taken up employment in a 
roughhouse school in Liverpool. Every Friday evening 
at four o’clock groups of boys and gals would line up 
outside the gymnasium waiting to participate in the 
Friday Night Slipperings. It was Jane’s job to deal with 
the gals and her male counterpart took care of the 
boys. 

The male gym teacher was a cove named Mays 
and he was a no nonsense brute of a man.  

“Shirttails out of the bags boy and bend over 
the beam, I intend to damn near beat you out of 
those bags,” he would chant and then go about his 
business with devastating power. His party trick was 
his grand finale. After making good on his promise to 
beat his victim damn near out of his bags with the 
first five spanks of the slipper he would reposition his 
prey, bending him over right in front of the swing 
doors to the gymnasium. The final onslaught was 
delivered from a ten pace run-up and the force of the 
slipper landing was enough to propel the hapless lad 
clean through the double doors and back into the 
changing rooms in a most undignified manner.   
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Life soon got a whole lot hotter inside the 
bumbags of the luckless Liverpool Lassies when Gym 
Master Mays presented Jane with her first Bad Boy. 
Jane Lummell built up a formidable reputation and 
became something of a local celebrity when a local 
newspaper christened her as ‘The Dame with the 
Golden Arm’ and gave her an award as “Regional 
Disciplinarian of the Year’. When Susan Lawton was 
recruiting her new Brass for the Woody Back to 
School Unit Jane Lummell was one of her first targets.   
 

The Woody Wags liked to joke that using a size 
thirteen slipper on a size two bum hardly seemed 
sporting. Cassie Cassy was a svelte like individual, the 
total antithesis of the old adage to never trust a 
skinny chef, and the oversized slipper covered a 
considerable percentage of her undersized bum with 
each booming blow. The huge slipper was causing 
her considerable gyp. 

 
Jane Lummell was fond of Cassie but she could 

not tolerate dangerous and reckless behavior in the 
gymnasium. Cassie swinging about on a rope like a 
crazed chimp, with no safety mats laid out, met with 
that criteria. 

Cassie needed to be slippered and she needed 
to be slippered hard. Jane Lummell pulled her arm 
back and brought it down with another near 
deafening boom. 

Cassie’s head swung from side to side in 
consternation and her long blonde pigtails waved 
about in the air. She pummeled the air with her fists 
and her feet tap-danced on the gymnasium floor. 
Every colossal spank gave her the eerie sensation that 
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if the training beam hadn’t been supporting her she 
might very well have been lifted clean off her feet. 
She braced herself for the closer. 

 
Cassie inspected the damage to her rear end in 

the mirror. She wasn’t much given to dwelling upon 
her misfortunes but she couldn’t help but brood that 
the impressive swelling of her buttock cheeks was 
going to make sitting down somewhat disconcerting 
for the foreseeable future. She sighed to herself. 
There was little that she could do other than to just 
suck it up. After all the slippering had been invaluable 
to the cause. She now just had three more 
punishments to accumulate before she finally won the 
title of ‘Most Punished Gal in a Single Year.’ 
Unfortunately time was running out and she only had 
seven days left to achieve her dream. 
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The Final Feast 

 
 
The atmosphere in the Great Hall was electric 

with anticipation. It was the largest ever turnout to a 
Saturday Night Feast. Besides the usual contingent of 
inmates the Brass had turned out in force. The full 
contingent of the Liberal Left had been joined by the 
likes of Major Susan Lawton, Maestra Kerimov and 
the Dyke. Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield had 
brought their top lieutenants, Karen Masters and 
Cathy Cooper, up from the Smoke. Woody veterans 
including the Butcher Twins, April Turner and Liz 
Lancelot had pitched up fully kitted out in clobber. 
Mrs Caroline Cassidy, Ma Brooks and Penny Morton 
were in attendance by special invitation. 

As usual Lady Derby Huntington, Michelle 
Morgan and Frankie Reese were working the floor, 
circulating amongst the guests offering a choice of 
Veuve Clicquot Rosé Reserve 2004 or her deliciously 
rich Blanc sister, from the same year, accompanied by 
a selection of exotic canapés prepared by Cassie and 
her team of helpers. 
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With the exception of Ma Brooks and Ma 
Morton the wearing of full clobber to the feast was de 
rigueur. The guests had spent the afternoon 
pampering themselves. Luxuriating in bubble baths 
and making themselves look pristine. 

 
“Are you nervous?” Detective Inspector Kate 

Faulkner asked Debs. 
Deborah rolled her eyes. “I cannot believe that 

I let the Bounder persuade me into this,” she sighed. 
“I know that the last few month’s have been kinda 
crazy but this just confirms that I am genuinely well 
and truly certifiably barking!” 

Kate reached over and hugged Deborah. 
“Yeah, well, but you’re Debs Morton type of barking 
and that’s a very special kind of barking.” 

 
“This is fucking insane,” groaned Claire. “I 

can’t believe that I let the Bounder con me into this. I 
need to have my fucking head examined.” 

“All in the name of fawkin’ charity,” chuckled 
Lady Victoria. 

“Charity my fucking arse,” growled Claire. 
“Exactly,” chortled Vix, “Never a truer word 

spoken in jest.” 
 
By popular demand Cassie and her team had 

prepared an Arabian feast including brochettes of 
chicken rubbed in ras el hanout, couscous, batinjaan 
zalad and slices of watermelon served with sprigs of 
fresh mint. A spicy red wine from the Guerrouane 
region of Morocco, which Bernadette had secured 
with the compliments of Stacks Munroe, accompanied 
the feast. Once the fine repast had been completed 
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and the guests were comfortably settled on the 
floor pillows Derby, Michelle and Frankie circulated 
with silver ewers, pouring perfumed water over the 
fingers of the guests, catching the drips in small 
basins and then drying them with Turkish hand 
towels. 

There was an excited buzz in the hall. For 
once the planned after dinner entertainment was 
not going to be determined by the random 
determinism of a deck of cards.  

Four hours earlier it had been announced 
that Deborah Morton and Claire Brooks had agreed 
to participate in a spanking exhibition on condition 
that the international Woodette community pledged 
half a million squids for charity. When it was 
announced that the two Ma’s, Chrissie Brooks and 
Penny Morton would be delivering the spankings the 
financial target was reached within half the time 
allocated. 

 
The Bounder sauntered into the backstage 

dressing room. “I’m so proud of you Debs. We’ll 
make squillions for charity tonight and we’ll whet 
the Woodettes appetite for watching your flogging 
on pay-per-view next week,” she beamed. 

Deborah scowled. “I hate to burst your 
bubble Bounder but I have no intention of getting 
myself flogged so you can just forget about your 
fifteen per-cent. This is crazy. I’m thinking of going 
to talk to Claire and shutting this show down.” 

Bernadette shrugged. “Oh good luck with 
that. Think of the damage it would do to your 
reputation when we’re forced to advise the charities 
that they’ll have to find other means of raising 
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money because Debs Morton is scared of a silly old 
sore bottom,” she said airily. 

Debs eyes narrowed. “I wouldn’t be bandying 
about terms like silly old sore bottom if I were you,” 
she said tartly. “I’m sure that there are a lot of fans 
out there that might be willing to part with a few 
more squids if they thought they were going to get 
to watch a bonus spanking before the night was 
out.” 

“I’ll go and check on Claire,” said Bernadette 
hurriedly. “Now don’t be late, we’re scheduled to go 
live at twenty-one hundred sharp.” With that the 
Bounder retreated out of the changing room 
forthwith. 
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The Two Ma’s  

 
 
At twenty-one hundred sharp, Smoke-time, 

thousands of Woodettes logged on to 
www.woodettes.com and were greeted by the familiar 
figure of Miss Christy Cranfield seated behind a desk, 
demurely her elbows on the desk and her chins on 
the backs of her cradled hands. She was looking 
directly into the camera. 

“Greetings fellow Woodettes,” she said warmly. 
“As you are aware this evening Claire Brooks and 
Deborah Morton have agreed to participate in what 
will almost certainly be remembered as a historic 
event. These two brave young ladies have agreed to 
subject themselves to bare bottom spankings from 
their respective Ma’s in the cause of a number of 
grateful charities. The number of spanks delivered to 
each has been mutually agreed to be twenty-four, 
however safe words have been selected and if at any 
time either of the participants feels that they have 
reached their limits of tolerance the spanking will be 
immediately terminated. Now it is my great pleasure 
to introduce Ma Brooks and Ma Morton.” 
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The curtain on the stage rose and from 
opposite wings Mrs Christine Brooks and Mrs 
Penelope Morton strode onto the stage. 

Ma Brooks was an internationally familiar 
figure; she was regularly seen on television 
alternating between stumping for the current Prime 
Minister, who just happened to be her husband, or 
advocating the liberal use of wood-backed 
hairbrushes on the bottoms of recalcitrant daughters. 
Like Claire she had feline facial features framed by 
dark chestnut hair and she carried herself with an 
elegant grace. But in contrast with her daughter she 
was notably shapely, an asset that she showed off to 
good effect with the figure hugging lime green 
sleeveless dress she had chosen. In her right hand 
she carried a long-handled, oval-headed, wood-
backed hairbrush. She waved at the guests as she 
approached one of the two straight-backed chairs 
that had been placed on the center of the stage. 

From the opposite side of the stage Deborah’s 
mother Penny emerged. She wore a red dress with 
matching make-up; her blonde hair fell over her 
shoulders giving her a decidedly youthful look. In her 
younger days Penny had been a nationally ranked 
tennis player and a noted concert pianist. After her 
marriage and the birth of Deborah she had retired 
from public life and had concentrated on nurturing 
the many talents of her prodigious daughter. She 
smiled at the audience and approached her old chum 
Chrissie Brooks and shook hands. In her left hand 
Penny Morton was carrying an equally formidable 
looking hairbrush. 

The two women sat down on the chairs and 
awaited the arrival of their daughters. 
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Deborah exchanged hugs with Derby, Kate and 
Rosemary. She stuck her tongue out at Bernadette. 
“I’ll get you for this Bounder,” she muttered, “you 
mark my words,” and then set off across the stage 
with as much confidence as she could muster. 

 
Debs stared into Claire’s eyes and was almost 

tempted to start to giggle. Her current situation was 
so incongruous it was almost laughable. She would 
shortly be twenty-eight years old and in less than a 
month she would be competing at Wimbledon in the 
worlds most prestigious tennis tournament, but right 
now she was turned face down across her mothers 
lap and was about to be spanked on her bare bottom, 
with a lethal hairbrush, in front of a gawking 
audience. 

The chair’s had been placed side to side and 
the two young women had been bent over face to 
face to accommodate the fact that Deborah’s mother 
was a leftie. For the thousandth time in the past few 
hours Deborah Morton wondered whether she was 
stark raving bonkers. 

 
Debs reached out and took Claire’s hand. 

“Good luck, sis,” she whispered. Claire responded by 
squeezing Debs hand tightly and blowing her a kiss.  

“Let the spankings begin,” announced Christy. 
“One!” 

Chrissie and Penny’s arms went up and then 
the backs of the brushes came down landing on the 
naked nates of their respective daughters in perfect 
synchronization.   
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In over sixty countries around the globe die-
hard Woodettes were glued to the video stream being 
sent live and direct from the Great Hall of the 
infamous Woody Back to School unit. For days the 
chat-rooms had been filled with rumors about the 
forthcoming event, but even after the announcement 
the Woodettes had not been quite sure what to 
expect. What they were actually witnessing caused 
them to gape at their screens in jaw-dropping 
incredulity. 
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A Synchronized Nailing 

 
 
Claire and Debs were each having good reason 

to reconsider the current state of their sanity. The 
two chums wriggled and squirmed, they hissed and 
panted, and moaned and groaned as the two Ma’s 
blistered their bums with unrelenting tenacity. The 
two chums had unenthusiastically conceded that 
given the extraordinary generosity of the international 
spanking community that they were duty bound to 
put on a good show for the fans. The two mothers 
had been instructed not to hold back and to lay it on 
thick. Chrissie Brooks and Penny Morton were 
delivering the goods in spades. 

 
After twelve crashing spanks had been 

delivered Christy Cranfield announced a thirty-second 
breather. The inmates used the brief interval to make 
bets on their smartphones via the newly developed 
Bernadette Summers Enterprises on-line gambling 
app, wagering whether either gal would invoke the 
safe word or whether they would choose to go the 
distance. 
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Claire hung upside down panting. Very slowly 
she raised her head and looked over in Deborah’s 
direction. Debs did the same. Throughout the first 
session both gals had chosen to keep their heads well 
down, lost in their own private worlds, repeating their 
mantras over and over and desperately trying to 
remain focused and to stay deep in the zone.  

“You okay, sis?” Claire whispered. 
Debs rolled her eyes and grimaced, but she 

nodded emphatically. She reached out her hand and 
they exchanged another supportive squeeze.  

“Ten seconds ladies,” announced Christy. 
Debs gave Claire’s hand a final squeeze and 

then released it before lowering her head down 
between the crisply starched creases of her white 
blouse. 

 
Christy kept the proceedings going at a brisk 

pace of six spanks a minute. The two Ma’s arms 
pumped up and down in perfect synchronization. The 
images of Claire and Debs vividly scarlet bums being 
flashed around the globe via Nixdown’s hi-definition 
video rig left the gaping Woodettes in no doubt that 
they were witnessing the Real McCoy. 

 
Debs Morton was in no doubt that she was 

experiencing the Real McCoy. Her eyes were 
watering, her teeth were chattering and her nerve 
endings were jangling as the rhythmical spanks 
worked there way up her right buttock and back 
down her left. 

“Just six more to go,” she told herself. “I can 
take it, I will not blub and I will not howl.” 
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The oval head of the hairbrush crashed down 
on her right cheek once, twice and then thrice. Debs 
braced herself for the final onslaught on her left 
buttock. 

“Okay ladies, let’s zing them,” called Christy. 
Deborah and Claire’s responses were 

immediate. “Nooooo! Noooo!” they squealed in 
unison, but to no avail. They felt their mothers press 
down on their necks pushing their noses towards the 
floor of the stage and thrusting their buttocks 
upwards. The hairbrushes crashed down landing 
three final spanks on each gals quivering left buttock 
one on top of the other. 

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!” howled Debs. 
“Yarooh!” hollered Claire. 
In the space of just six rapid spanks two of the 

communities most whop-hardened veterans had both 
been nailed in perfect synchronization. 

 
Around the world Woodettes gaped at their 

screens. All around the Great Hall the guest’s chins 
dropped. On stage Claire Brooks and Debs Morton 
were gyrating in their mother’s laps, legs kicking, fists 
air-pumping and buttocks wriggling and squirming as 
they tried to cope with the overwhelming effects of 
being zinged. 

“Not funny,” Debs was panting. “Not funny at 
all.” 

“Man, oh man oh fucking man!” groaned 
Claire. Fortunately Chrissie Brooks did not appear to 
appear to notice her daughter unleashing the eff-
bomb and was busying herself rolling up Claire’s 
bumbags and smoothing down her skirt. 
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Deborah was not surprised that tears were 
rolling down her cheeks as her Ma helped her to her 
feet. She put her arms around her mother and slowly 
rested her head on her shoulder. Penny stroked her 
hair gently. 

“There, there,” she whispered in Debs ear. “It’s 
over now and you’ll cool down in a few minutes. Just 
take your time.” 
 

“That was not funny Ma,” Debs complained as 
she tried to repair her makeup. “How is that you’re 
the only one that always makes me howl and always 
makes me blub?” 

“It must be a mother-daughter kind of thing,” 
smiled Penny. “See it’s not just you,” she said 
nodding in Claire’s direction.  

Debs Morton patted her face with cold water. 
“You know what Ma, I’m going to go and get good 
and damned squiffy.” She turned around and slipped 
her arm into her Ma’s. “You coming?” 

“Sounds like an appropriate plan,” smiled 
Penny. 
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The Scale of the Opportunity 

 
 
Deborah blinked her eyes open a tad warily 

and looked around the room. Lady Derby Huntington 
smiled at her and handed Debs a cup of steaming 
java.  

“Morning Ma’am, drink this,” Derby said 
cheerily. “How are you feeling? Sizzling quite nicely I 
should imagine. That was a real blistering your Ma 
gave you last night.” 

Debs sipped her coffee. Only Derby could 
consider the after effects of being pounded with a 
wood-backed hairbrush to be sizzling nicely. Debs 
considered the question. There was no doubt that she 
was experiencing some residual tenderness. Under 
some circumstances - such as if she had been caned 
by Christy or spanked by Nixdown - the sensations 
might have been described as being quite delicious. 
However, being spanked by her mother had not been 
in the least bit delicious or pleasurable. She had 
participated in the spanking exhibition for the sole 
purpose of doing her bit for charity and that was the 
end of it. 
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“I am a tad sore,” she admitted to her grubby, 
“but I’m sure I will recover in the fullness of time.” 
She put her coffee cup down on the bedside table 
and then swung her legs out from under the duvet. 
She padded barefoot into the bathroom and rolled 
down the trews of her jimjams to inspect the 
damage. The angry redness caused by distressed and 
agitated capillaries had largely diminished but there 
were still telltale signs that both buttocks had been 
given a very thorough workout. She idly ran her 
fingers over the tender flesh and then pulled up her 
trews and returned to the bedroom. 

The Grand Master had given Debs semi-
clobber dispensation and Derby was neatly laying out 
Deborah’s clothes for her lunch-date with her mother.  

Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner ambled into 
the bedroom. “Nixdown and I checked the security 
settings on the video feed and as best as we can tell 
nobody managed to hack in,” she advised Deborah. 
“You’ll need to check your email, your inbox is over-
flowing and slowing down the server. There are 
hundreds of comments posted on your blog. While 
you’re at lunch Derby and I will try to organize 
everything and prepare a practical response strategy. 
You can’t possibly reply to every individual email or 
comment. You’ll probably have to think about a big 
bang approach. Of course there are hundreds of 
requests for autographed photos from the event.” 

Debs rolled her eyes. There were literally 
thousands of pictures of her to be found on the 
Internet dating back to her glory days on the tennis 
circuit. In most of them she looked young, tanned 
and fit, and even Deborah was forced to grudgingly 
concede she often looked quite attractive. 
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Nonetheless, the most popular pic of her to be found 
on the web was one that featured her face contorted 
into a ghastly grimace, coinciding, of course, with a 
hairbrush landing with a resounding whack on the 
crown of her right buttock.  

Despite Nixdown’s security precautions and 
firewalls Debs very much doubted that it would be 
very long before screen grabs from the video shot the 
previous night began to circulate and she was sure 
that she would not look at her most flattering as yet 
another wood-backed hairbrush pounded down on 
her naked nates. 

“Thank you Kate,” she smiled. “I’m going to 
shower. 

 
The unit was quite well represented at the 

Monets Sunday brunch buffet. Debs and Claire were 
lunching with their respective Ma’s. Caroline Cassidy 
was entertaining her two daughters along with Lady 
Victoria Brompton. April Turner and Liz Lancelot had 
invited several old chums to dine with them. Mr 
Humphries and Jojo were breaking bread with 
Nixdown and Rosemary. The atmosphere was warm 
and gregarious. Oliver, the owner of the eatery, had 
trained his staff to ensure that the privacy of his 
guests from the Back to School unit was not overly 
invaded. It was a house rule that all smart-phones 
and other media devices were strictly prohibited. 
Former Police, Sergeant Ellen Millar, Suzy Scott and 
Mickey the Purveyor ensured that nosy paparazzi 
were politely declined entry to the restaurant. 

 
“Bernadette told me that she’s expecting you 

to participate in another showcase caning before the 
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weeks out,” Ma Morton told Deborah chattily. “I must 
admit I am rather impressed. I got caned six times 
while I was Red-shirt at Woodys and that was 
considered quite noteworthy. To get caned fifty times, 
well I just don’t know how you find the time.” 

Deborah blushed slightly. “Mother, for your 
information I have no intention of getting caned next 
week and even if by some unfortunate twist of fate I 
do end up getting myself flogged I can assure you 
that it will be a private affair.” 

Her mother patted Deborah’s hand, “Well I 
don’t know about that, dear, but Bernadette does 
seem to have it all very well organized. We’ll just 
have to wait and see,” said Penny and changed the 
subject. 

 
“Bounder I will string you up by your 

bumbags,” growled Debs. “You have no right telling 
Ma that I am going to get caned on pay-per-view.” 

“Deborah, I don’t think that you grasp the 
scale of this opportunity,” sneered Bernadette. “Last 
night just whet their appetites. You know what they 
say, everybody wants to spank Debs Morton, but if 
the opportunity doesn’t arise then the next best thing 
is to watch her getting spanked.” 

“Who says that?” demanded Debs tetchily. 
“Everybody,” snorted the Bounder. 
“Oh good fucking grief,” was all Debs could 

think of in the way of a response. 
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The Monday Blues 

 
 
Monday proved to be one of the most 

disappointing of Cassie Cassy’s life. She had gabbed 
and goofed, larked and pranked all day long. She had 
accumulated numerous scoldings and six yellow 
cards; nonetheless as not a single cane, strap or 
slipper had rebounded off her bumbags they were of 
no value to her whatsoever.  

She rubbished pre’s royally but they indulged 
her and just laughed cheerfully. Cassie even tried 
gabbing after lights out but unfortunately Melanie 
White, the Dorm Raider du jour, was otherwise 
engaged whopping the piss out of Ginger Beckett and 
didn’t show up as scheduled. To Cassie’s great dismay 
she somehow avoided bending over the end of her 
bed for six on the silks. It was all terribly frustrating.  

With less than four days remaining before 
furlough Cassie Cassy was forced to concede that 
time had run out and that her run at becoming the 
Most Whopped Gal in a Single Year was probably 
over. 
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In a touching open letter that she posted on 
the GalGab website she paid tribute to Jojo 
Heyworth’s historic achievement and expressed her 
awe at the quality and quantity of minxing that it 
must have required. She acknowledged that unless 
something extraordinary happened over the next 
forty-eight hours Joanna would deservedly retain her 
crown. 

   
Monday had been extremely disappointing for 

Lisa Sutton. Midway through the morning she had 
found herself sprawled across her desk sweating 
bullets. Not three feet away Bernadette Summers was 
also bent across her desk and was in the process of 
being absolutely creamed by Ms Pauline Gascoigne. 

The Bounder was stamping her foot on the 
floor and shaking her head in consternation as the 
whippy rattan stick exploded off her bumbags. In 
between strokes Bernadette was audibly panting. 
Clearly Pauline was executing the punishment with 
her customary power and precision. The Bounder’s 
disgruntled responses to being thrashed did not bode 
well for the Minxster’s own bumbags. 

After her recent encounter with Deborah 
Morton’s cane Lisa had made her usual 
pronouncements regarding her planned reform 
campaign and she had even wagered serious squids 
that she would reach furlough without incurring 
another single stripe on her bum. Now that she was 
faced with impending disaster Lisa rather fancied that 
she would be sporting six scalding stripes in the not 
too distant future. She heard the Bounder emit a 
heartfelt groan as the closer sliced across her 
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tautened bumbags. Lisa Sutton began to perspire 
profusely.  

 
Rosemary Booker was perspiring profusely. 

The Grand Master had escorted her down to the Brat 
Chamber, put her over his knee and was whapping 
her naked nates with an extremely supple tawse. 

Rosemary had made several previous visits to 
the Brat Chamber but on those occasions her luscious 
orbs had remained encased in her navy blue 
bumbags. This was the first time that the grubbies 
had the opportunity to inspect the unit’s most talked 
about protuberance up close and personal in it’s 
naked glory. The Little Brat’s were duly impressed. 

Rosemary was deeply unimpressed. She fully 
understood that ‘Japing the Weed’ was always a risky 
business. Ms Reed, the Dame in Charge of 
Mathematics, had long since gone out of the personal 
whopping business. Her early attempts with the cane 
had been met with contemptuous mockery and 
despite paying significant squids for one-on-one 
training from Patty Hodge it was apparent that Reed 
the Weed was not cut out to be a player in the 
disciplinary game.  

Despite the risks, even after the Weed had 
shown her a yellow card, Rosemary had recklessly 
carried on japing. Ms Reed snatched out her red card 
and Miss Booker found herself trudging dejectedly in 
the direction of the Grand Master’s office. 

As a fully paid up member of the Double 
Berkeley society Rosemary was well aware that she 
was on her way for a twelve stroke bare bender. 
Initially, when Ms Reed had resorted to handing out 
red cards by the shedload there had been some 
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chatter regarding the introduction of a ‘Weed 
Protocol’. However Ms Lawton had immediately made 
her position clear. 

“If you come to my office you are on for a bare 
bender,” she had announced emphatically. “If you are 
a member of the Double Berkeley Society you will 
receive a double bare bender. There will be absolutely 
no compromises. My advice to you all is that if you 
don’t care for bare benders then I suggest that you 
refrain from ‘Japing the Weed’.” Unfortunately Mr 
Humphries had shown no inclination to revise Ms 
Lawton’s policy so Rosemary Booker was resigned to 
the fact that she was looking down a twelve-stroke 
hot one. What she had not been expecting was a 
twelve-stroke hot one delivered across her naked 
flesh while she was head down, arse up down in the 
Brat Chamber. It was enough to give a gal the blues. 

 
Six across the silks from Melanie White was 

enough to give Ginger Beckett the blues. It was also 
enough to nudge her into tenth place on the Annual 
Hall of Shame. As she lay face down beneath her 
duvet with her stripes throbbing disagreeably Ginger 
couldn’t help wondering whether she hadn’t just put 
Bernadette Summers’ blouse, blazer and bumbags in 
financial jeopardy for the second consecutive year. 
She loved the Bounder like a sister but, nonetheless, 
the thought made her giggle and for a few seconds it 
distracted her from the searing heat in her poor bum. 
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Eyes in the Back of Her Head 

 
 

On Tuesday morning Deborah Morton’s day 
had begun conventionally enough. She had risen at 
dawn and embarked upon a three-mile run in the 
company of Jane Lummell. Once they were finished 
she repaired to the tennis court and hit one hundred 
practice serves. She had jogged back to her study 
and quickly showered while Lady Derby laid out her 
clobber. 

With her hair barely dry Debs had hurried 
downstairs and cut across the quadrangle to attend 
her morning briefing session with the Grand Master. 

During assembly the inmates had been 
uncharacteristically well behaved and for the first time 
in weeks nobody needed to be shown a red-card. 
After overseeing egress from the hall Debs had 
collected her satchel and repaired to the lecture 
rooms. 

With furlough approaching the last remaining 
lectures were generally dominated by discussing the 
final assignments that the gals had handed in during 
the previous week. Debs had been pleased that 
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Pauline Gascoigne and Sandy Powell had both given 
her ‘A’s, almost certainly cementing her position as 
Scholar of the Year for the seventh straight year. 
Even the lecture with Patty Hodge had got off to a 
good start when Patricia had taken the highly unusual 
course of actually complimenting Debs on the 
outstanding standard of her submission. Although 
Patty always marked Deborah’s assignments fairly she 
generally limited her praise to merely informing Debs 
that her work was no better or worse than should be 
expected. 

However, like on too many previous occasions 
it had only taken seconds for Deborah’s life to be 
suddenly turned terribly pear-shaped. 

 
Debs gaped at Patty with genuine incredulity. 

She had been absolutely positive that her retaliatory 
water pistol attack on Nixdown had been perfectly 
timed and executed. She had taken advantage of 
Patty momentarily turning her back to the room while 
she cleaned off the whiteboard. Deborah had palmed 
her water pistol, spun around, caught Nixdown right 
between the eyes with a powerful squirt, turned 
around and was in the process of secreting her 
shooter back in her satchel when Patty had spun on 
her heel grinning wolfishly. 

“Gotcha,” Patty squealed with undisguised 
delight. “You’re out of here Morton,” she grinned and 
theatrically waved a red card in the air. 

Momentarily Debs remained glued to her seat, 
trying to process and digest her misfortune. 

“Move it Morton, unless you’d like me to give 
you six of the best to help you on your way out of the 
door,” Patty said nastily. “If you don’t fancy bending 
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over and touching them I’d suggest that you cut 
along sharpish.” 

Deborah scowled and pushed her chair back. 
She dropped the water pistol on the desk lid and 
walked towards the door with as much bravado as 
she could muster. 

 
Patty Hodge couldn’t believe her good fortune. 

When she turned around to clean the board it had 
only been an afterthought to put on her customized 
spectacles, which were fitted with Tour de France 
style rear view mirrors. The last thing she had 
expected was to be extended the opportunity to nab 
Debs Morton with a smoking gun in her hand. With 
Debs teetering precariously on the brink of scoring an 
historic ‘Bull’ Patty had resigned herself to the fact 
that she would probably never get another 
opportunity to cut Debs bumbags to tatters. However, 
booting Deborah out of the room offered her some 
small degree of consolation. Patty Hodge was smugly 
satisfied at playing the role of facilitator in Deborah’s 
ultimate disaster. 

 
Debs did not feel greatly inclined towards 

cutting along sharpish. She strolled through the 
familiar labyrinth of halls, corridors and stairways that 
led to the Grand Master’s office contemplating the 
consequences of her latest act of folly. She was still a 
little nonplussed as to how exactly Patty had 
managed to detect the perfectly-executed sneak 
attack. It was wholly plausible, Debs decided, that the 
evil and conniving be-yotch had actually been born 
with eyes in the back of her head.  
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In some ways, Deborah conceded, it was 
probably fitting that it was Patty who had dispatched 
her on what was in all likelihood her final walk of 
shame. Their relationship had always been 
acrimonious and their loathing was mutual. Deborah 
sighed as she approached the final flight of stairs that 
led to the Grand Master’s study. Patty had played the 
last remaining card in her ‘Get Morton’ campaign and 
unfortunately it had been an ace. 

 
Deborah felt a familiar tightening in her tummy 

as she crossed the landing and approached the door 
to the unit matron’s office. 

“I need to be inspected,” Debs told Katie Beck. 
Katie leaned across the desk displaying all her 

splendor. Although Miss Beck had been blessed with a 
quite extraordinary beauty her face was twisted into 
such an angry scowl that it made her appear quite 
ugly. 

“Mr Humphries says that he will see you 
immediately,” she spat out tightly. 

Deborah managed to suppress the urge to 
grin. She could only imagine the agonies that her old 
adversary was experiencing at missing out on her last 
opportunity to put Deborah through the grueling and 
humiliating ritual of having her backside inspected. 
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A Roaring Inferno 
 

 
The Grand Master put Deborah over his knee 

and spanked her until she squeaked. It was a dizzying 
affair and Debs was exhausted and disorientated by 
the time they were through. 

 
When Deborah had arrived at the Grand 

Masters office at the appointed time she had 
expected the proceedings to commence with the 
usual preliminaries. Instead she was surprised to find 
Mr Humphries ready and waiting, his tie loosened and 
the sleeves of his white shirt already turned back. No 
sooner than she had entered the room before she 
found herself being helped out of her blazer. The 
Grand Master hung the jacket on a hook on the back 
of the door, then took Deborah firmly by the arm and 
marched her across the room. Before she knew it she 
was sprawled across his lap, her skirt was turned 
back and her bumbags were down around her ankles. 
Even the spanking started with unexpected speed and 
gusto. A flurry of twelve hard spanks crashed down 



The Final Flogging 

 

on her right buttock followed by the same treatment 
to her left. 

“Jeez,” Debs panted when the blitz attack 
temporarily halted.  But before she had time to gather 
herself it started all over again. She kicked her legs 
and punched the air. The abrupt start to the 
proceedings had caught Deborah completely off her 
guard and she was helpless to settle in or get 
anywhere close to the zone. It was an exhibition of 
total august authority. Mr Humphries heavy right 
palm was landing in an unrelenting and unpredictable 
onslaught. Every inch of each buttock was a blaze of 
fire. Deborah was completely at the mercy of the 
Grand Master, who was dictating the pace of events, 
and all she could do was respond with a display of 
frenetic and anguished energy. 

 
Every twenty or thirty spanks the barrage 

would stop momentarily. Debs was thoroughly 
bewitched and bewildered. She had no idea how 
many spanks had rained down on her squirming 
buttocks and at each brief intermission she prayed to 
the spanking deities that it was finally over. 
Unfortunately the goddesses appeared to have been 
otherwise occupied and seconds later another salvo 
would scorch and redden her poor beleaguered bum. 

 
Gently but firmly Mr Humphries rearranged 

Deborah. He pulled her into the crease of his lap and 
encouraged her to spread herself out into a full 
drape. He felt Deborah’s body stiffen and tense 
before she finally obliged him. He could sense that 
she understood that they were about to enter into the 
home straight. Very slowly she stretched out her arms 
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and legs and lowered her head. Her scarlet buttocks 
quivered in anticipation as she gritted her teeth and 
waited for the crescendo to commence. 

The Grand Masters arm pumped up and down, 
huge spanks rained down on alternate cheeks, the 
sound of impact crashing in her ears and sending her 
into paroxysms of kicking and punching, hissing and 
moaning. He kept a tight hold around her waist as 
she jerked and twisted like a hooked fish. Thirty-six 
full-bloodied spanks landed in quick succession that 
turned her already blazing bottom into a roaring 
inferno. 

 
Deborah hung upside down panting. Her 

backside was pulsating and glowing like a police 
beacon from the dilation of the capillaries. Debs had 
always been a vocal advocate of warmers. She 
believed that a damn good spanking before a flogging 
helped to loosen up the muscles and that the release 
of endorphins helped to mentally prepare her for the 
main event. Nonetheless, she was not quite sure that 
the spanking that she had just experienced actually 
fell into the category of mere warmers. 

 
Mr Humphries helped Debs to her feet. Before 

repairing to the Grand Master’s office Debs had taken 
considerable care over her appearance. The Grand 
Master had agreed to Deborah’s request for 
permission to change out of her official Red-shirt 
regalia and revert to more conventional clobber for 
her flogging.  

She had selected a freshly laundered crisp and 
starched white blouse. Lady Derby had assisted Debs 
by knotting her tie into a perfect vee that neatly 
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covered the top button of her blouse. Debs had 
selected a short pleated skirt that displayed her 
tanned and athletically shapely legs to great effect. 
She had tied a red sash around her waist and put on 
a red and black striped blazer, which she had 
fastened by the top button of the three that ran down 
the front. She had chosen to wear her thick wavy hair 
loose so that it hung down past her shoulders and 
applied just a hint of mascara and a light touch of 
lipstick. When she had arrived at the Grand Masters 
office she looked pristine. 

However, in the aftermath of the epic spanking 
she was looking somewhat disheveled. The tails of 
her blouse had come out of the waistband of skirt and 
her tie was skew-whiff. Throughout the spanking she 
had been desperately rubbing her face in her hands 
and as a consequence her mascara was somewhat 
smudged. Her hair had become tangled from 
constantly pushing it away from her face as her head 
shook from side to side in anguish as the heat in her 
rear end intensified.  

 
Debs nodded her head gratefully when the 

Grand Master offered her a glass of bubbly to help 
her steady herself. She took the glass with trembling 
fingers and gulped it down. He poured her a refill, 
which she sipped rather more demurely and tried to 
gather herself. Deborah Morton was keenly aware 
that she now just had sixty minutes to prepare herself 
for a public flogging that was scheduled to be 
watched by thousands of Woodettes from around the 
globe. 
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Corner Time 
 

 
Deborah had selected a pair of white cotton 

gym shorts that clung to her buttocks like a second 
skin. She had bent over and touched her toes to 
ensure that the seams would not embarrassingly give 
out under the strain. She had put on a fresh blouse 
and reapplied her makeup. She sat in front of a mirror 
at her vanity table while Lady Derby brushed the 
tangles out of her hair. 

 
Nixdown stopped by to apologize for beaning 

Debs with a paper pellet during Ms Hodge’s lecture 
and precipitating this historic event. She assured Debs 
that she had not been the intended recipient of the 
missile. Deborah was glad of the reassurance. Briefly 
it had crossed her mind that Nixdown had somehow 
been persuaded to participate in some dastardly 
conspiracy with Patty to engineer the monumental 
flogging. She accepted her chum’s apology with good 
grace. 
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While Debs was completing her preparations 
Bernadette rattled off some last minute instructions. 
The videographer and her crew were familiar figures 
who had filmed the ‘Two Ma Spankings’ on the 
previous Saturday night. Bernadette informed Debs 
that the viewers would be hoping for plenty of lively 
facial affects and contortions. 

“Bounder, I am about to get twelve strokes 
from a very serious cane, which will be delivered on 
top of a very well spanked bottom,” grunted Deborah. 
“I don’t think that your crew will be short of an affect 
or two.” 

“Just saying,” retorted the Bounder. “You have 
your job to do and I have mine and as producer of 
this event I am perfectly entitled to give some last 
minute stage directions.” 

Deborah rolled her eyes. She couldn’t believe 
that she had finally succumbed and allowed 
Bernadette to cajole her into allowing the public 
flogging to be filmed for a select pay-per-view 
audience. The flogging would be shown live and 
direct on the www.woodettes.com website. After 
deducting production costs and Bernadette’s 
significantly reduced commission Deborah stood to 
add nearly half a million squids to her Team Morton 
war chest. As Bernadette was keen to point out that 
by the end of the evening Debs would become the 
world’s first official millionaire spankette. 

Deborah thought that it would be churlish to 
point out that despite Bernadette agreeing to halve 
her usual commission for organizing the actual event 
she would make fortunes from the spin-offs. The 
Bounder’s business partner, Lisa Sutton, had told 
Debs that Bernadette Summers Enterprises had 
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shipped thousands of commemorative wood-backed 
hairbrushes in the twenty-four-hours that followed 
the showing of the video of Debs and Claire being 
spanked by their respective Ma’s. Debs suspected that 
the wily Bernadette would have gone ahead and pre-
invested some serious squids in having hundreds of 
pairs of genuine white whopping bags knocked up in 
her Uncle Stacks’ sweatshops in the east end of the 
Smoke in anticipation of Debs actually scoring a ‘Bull’. 

 
After Lady Derby had finished brushing her hair 

out Deborah requested a little privacy. Once Derby, 
Kate Faulkner and the Bounder had left Debs got up 
and went and stood in the corner with her hands on 
her head. 

In many ways it was a curious choice, she had 
always abhorred being made to stand in the corner. 
In some ways it represented the venue for the first of 
her many lifelong skirmishes with the authorities. 

She had always been a rambunctious and high-
spirited individual but it was not until her last year at 
prep school that Deborah’s naughty gene really began 
to surface and seriously kick-in. It had started slowly 
enough but throughout the winter term Debs began 
to be sent to stand in the corner with increasing 
frequency. After a particularly bad run where she was 
put in the corner on three consecutive days she was 
summoned to the Headmistress’s study. 

“Deborah Morton, if our ridiculous governance 
did not forbid it I would put you across my knee and 
spank you so hard that you would not sit down for a 
week,” she was told.  

It is a matter of conjecture as to what 
influence being put over the Headmistress’s knee 
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might have had on Deborah’s future. What is a matter 
of record is that Debs behavior continued to 
deteriorate. 

Despite being a permanent gold star pupil and 
her prodigious talents for tennis and music already 
beginning to emerge, as the year progressed it 
became a matter of course that she would end the 
school day facing the wall in the corner of the room. 
It was very frustrating and Deborah’s diaries from the 
period are filled with personal pep talks encouraging 
herself to get through at least one day without being 
told that it was time for her to go and stand in the 
corner. 

Nonetheless, despite her abhorrence of 
constantly being in disgrace she grudgingly conceded 
that not being able to see the blackboard caused her 
to teach herself to mentally assimilate and digest 
complex subjects. 

“I did most of my learning facing the wall,” 
Debs often half-jokes but she is also quick to point 
out that, “I also got offered free-ride scholarships at 
many of the most respected schools in the country.” 

Debs stared at the paintwork and thought 
about her current situation. In less than three weeks 
she would walk out on court at the Wimbledon Lawn 
Tennis Club where if she got lucky enough to get to 
play on center court fifteen thousand fans would be 
watching her attempt to make a comeback as a 
professional tennis player. In stark contrast, in less 
than thirty minutes, almost the same amount of 
punters would pay to watch her bend over a vaulting 
horse and get her whopping bags cut to tatters with a 
lethal kooboo rattan cane. She wondered which made 
her the more nervous. 
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Lights! Camera! Action! 

 
 
“Lights! Camera! Action!” called the Director. 
Deborah put on her game face as she set off 

on the long trek to the assembly hall. She was 
accompanied by the Grand Master and the small 
video production crew. 

Her years on the tennis circuit had taught her 
to function relatively normally under the glare of the 
camera. Since her heyday in the spotlight technology 
had moved on significantly, and the two camcorders 
being operated were small, unobtrusive and 
completely silent. The only sounds in the corridors 
were the click and clack of footsteps on the wooden 
floors as the small entourage progressed wordlessly 
through the complex. 

 
Downstairs, in the hall, a third camera team 

was filming the assembled audience and conducting 
pre-flogging interviews with some of the Woody 
luminaries. Lady Victoria had to be restrained after 
she threatened to bop Patty Hodge on the hooter 
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when she overheard the unpopular Dame making 
snide and disparaging remarks about Debs. The 
atmosphere in the hall was becoming fraught with 
tension as the sound of footsteps approaching the 
double doors grew louder.  

 
“Are you ready?” asked the Grand Master. 
Deborah took a deep breath and nodded. Mr 

Humphries opened the doors to the hall and stepped 
aside to allow Deborah to enter. Her reception was 
tumultuous. The Woody gals stomped their feet, 
waved their straw boaters in the air and whooped and 
wolf-whistled. Debs made a slight curtsey before 
making her way towards the stage. 

 
The full contingent of the Brass was seated 

along the back wall of the stage. Many of them smiled 
encouragingly at Debs as she approached the vaulting 
horse. Debs could not help but notice that Patty had 
managed to take the seat closest to the horse, which 
would offer her the premium viewing point to witness 
Deborah’s reactions as the cane sliced and diced her 
whopping bags. 

 
They waited patiently while the video crew 

completed their setups. The atmosphere in the hall 
had calmed down and the inmates observed the 
proceedings in a respectful silence. At the back of the 
hall Rosemary, Jojo and Nixdown were giving Debs 
encouraging thumbs ups and waving crossed fingers 
at her. Finally the director nodded at the Grand 
Master. It was time for the show to go on. 
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“Miss Morton, I must ask you to remove your 
blazer and to bend over the vaulting horse,” he told 
Debs. 

Katie Beck stepped forward to collect the red 
and black striped jacket. Debs almost giggled. Katie 
was never one to miss an opportunity to show off her 
assets. She had selected an almost obscenely short, 
skintight white lab coat and she was balanced 
precariously on a pair of four and a half inch stilettos. 

Deborah relinquished her blazer and turned 
around to face the vaulting horse. She took a deep 
breath and without requiring further instruction she 
gracefully folded herself across the apparatus. 
Historically Katie Beck had been responsible for 
setting up the equipment and she was notorious for 
raising the saddle of the horse to a height that forced 
the unfortunate gal who was scheduled for a flogging 
to have to push herself up on the balls of her feet, 
causing considerable strain on her calf muscles. 
However, mercifully, on this occasion Mr Humphries 
had assigned Lady Victoria with the task of making 
the preparations and ensuring that Debs would be 
able to bend over the horse with the minimum 
discomfort. 

   
Debs planted her feet and reached out and 

gripped the legs of the horse. She stared down at the 
wooden floor. She was acutely aware that all around 
the globe thousands of pairs of eyes were staring 
intently at her rear end but she did not feel the least 
bit intimidated. While she had stood facing the wall 
with her fingers inter-linked on top of her head she 
had resolved to enjoy the whole experience of her 
final flogging. She had been almost overwhelmed by 
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the warmth and generosity of the messages that she 
had received in the wake of the ‘Two Ma’ spanking 
exhibition. She felt quite confident that, with the 
possible exception of Patty Hodge, Katie Beck and the 
Wart, everybody watching the current event was 
actually wishing her well.  

She settled in and collected her thoughts. It 
was just like Lady Victoria always said. Being publicly 
flogged is still only whops, just whops in front of a 
few more people. Or, as in this particular case, one 
helluva lot more people. 

Debs sensed the Grand Master stepping in and 
felt the cane tapping down on her tautened whopping 
bags. She squeezed her eyes closed and braced 
herself. 
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The Perfect Thrashing 

 
 
“Yowza!” Debs muttered under her breath. The 

cane had sliced across her white gym shorts at a fair 
old lick. Debs head jerked upwards, her face 
contorted into a silent howl, the video operator 
catching the moment perfectly. Deborah had not 
been exaggerating when she had told the Bounder 
that she didn’t think that the camera crew would have 
to worry overly about opportunities to capture candid 
examples of her discomfort. She slumped back down 
and caught her breath. 

In some ways it was almost a relief that they 
had commenced the physical element of the flogging. 
Despite her determination to enjoy herself the sixty 
seconds she had been bent over the horse while she 
awaited the arrival of the opener had allowed a hint 
of nerves to set in. She was very aware that her bum 
was still extremely sensitive from the blistering 
spanking and that it was about to be bombarded with 
twelve strokes delivered with one of the most 
formidable instruments of punishment available on 
the market. Although Deborah had developed a 
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penchant for pain and punishment she knew that she 
had several very hot and very sweaty minutes to get 
through before she would begin to process the pain 
as an exotic pleasure. The opener had brought her 
firmly back into the here and now and she turned her 
attention to the job at hand. 

They had agreed that the flogging would be 
delivered at a pace of three strokes a minute. Ideally 
Debs would have preferred a full thirty second 
interval but they all agreed that even with the 
vaulting horse set at a reasonable height the slower 
caning would leave her with her prostrated over the 
apparatus, with her arse higher than her head, for an 
unreasonably long period. A quicker rate of four 
strokes a minute had been suggested but Debs had 
insisted that twenty seconds was the minimum time 
she needed to allow the effects of each stroke to 
cycle through and then to collect herself before the 
arrival of the next delivery. 

 
Deborah settled in. The first stroke had 

certainly made her teeth chatter but it had landed 
cleanly in the sweet spot and she had managed the 
pain without too much difficulty or distress. She 
closed her eyes and waited for the second stroke to 
arrive. She felt supremely confident that she could 
get through what Bernadette Summers Enterprises 
had packaged as the ‘Flogging of the Century’ without 
making a muff of herself. 

 
The inmates in the hall watched with seasoned 

eyes. There was no question in anybody’s mind that 
Deborah Morton was being treated to a full-scale 
disciplinary flogging with no strokes being pulled. 
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Despite the Grand Master’s leisurely backswing the 
rotund whop with which the cane landed left them in 
no doubt to the speed that the shaft was moving 
when it made impact with Deborah’s upturned orbs. 

 
Deborah Morton was in no doubt as to the 

speed the cane was moving when it collided with her 
poor beleaguered bum. The strokes were arriving 
perfectly paced and perfectly placed. Every stroke 
initiated a renewed cycle of electrifying sensations 
that ricocheted around her central nervous system in 
a most alarming manner. The pain of being flogged 
with a thirty-six inch long kooboo rattan cane was 
almost overwhelming. Nonetheless, once her nerve 
endings recovered from the initial shock of the long 
shaft slicing across the thin white shorts Deborah 
found that she was actually finding the sensation 
enormously thrilling and invigorating. Generally it was 
not until some time after the punishment was over 
that she started to enjoy the effects. Debs Morton 
wondered whether she was finally experiencing the 
ultimate coalescing of the emotional balance between 
the agony and the ecstasy of being comprehensively 
thrashed. 

 
The Grand Master was impressed. The 

contemporary design and style of the kooboo rattan 
cane that he had selected to administer the flogging 
was universally acknowledged as having added a new 
dimension of pain and misery to being thrashed. 
Nonetheless, aside from some minor wiggling and 
jiggling of her buttocks Debs had maintained her 
position and keeping her backside sitting up proud.  
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The global paying audience was mesmerized as 
they sat glued to their monitors while video of the 
flogging was delivered to their living rooms in glorious 
high-definition.  

No matter how much Deborah might be 
enjoying the experience there was no way she could 
disguise her shock and awe at the moment of impact 
of each ferocious stroke. Her head jerked back, eyes 
and mouth wide open; hair flying in all directions and 
the camera was perfectly located to capture the 
moment. 

 
Deborah Morton braced herself. Her feet 

squarely placed on the floor, legs slightly apart. The 
white shorts straining across her athletically 
contoured orbs. Momentarily, she looked up, straight 
into the camera. She pushed her hair back out of her 
face and pursed her lips. Her eyelids fluttered once, 
twice and then thrice. She lowered her head and 
waited for the arrival of the closer. 
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One Well Flogged Arse 

 
 
The silence in the hall was palpable. Everybody 

present was quietly counting backwards from twenty. 
They watched the Grand Master raise his arm, the 
long slender rod positioned for the final strike. All 
around the world Woodettes held their breath. Many 
of the inmates in the hall were holding hands. Right 
on cue the cane sliced through the air, landing with a 
hearty thwack. 

 
“Jeez,” muttered Rosemary Booker. 
“Whoa,” said Nixdown. 
“She’s okay, it was just a whop,” Jojo 

reassured Rosemary and squeezed her chum’s hand 
tightly. 

 
Debs stared into the camera and puffed out 

her cheeks. She let the air out of her lungs in a long 
and expressive stream. Slowly she lowered her head 
and stared down at the floor. She knew that she 
would be required to remain prostrated across the 
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horse for at least a full minute before the release 
command would be given.  

The closing stroke had landed perfectly, 
dissecting the previous stripes and initiating another 
alarming series of sensations beneath her skintight 
whopping bags. She drummed her fingernails on the 
wooden legs of the horse as rushes of dopamine 
coursed through her body. The pain was excruciating 
but at the same time she was almost overcome by 
the buzz of euphoria. She knew that she needed to 
collect herself, otherwise when she returned to the 
vertical she would be grinning like a Cheshire cat and 
would most likely resemble a refugee from the home 
for the bewildered. 

 
Deborah pushed herself up from the horse. 

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Patty sitting 
with a gloating grin on her face. Deborah couldn’t 
resist the temptation. She turned and grinned cheerily 
at her arch nemesis and stuck out her tongue. Patty 
glared at her. Debs just winked and turned around 
and faced the assembled inmates. Katie came over 
and handed Deborah her blazer, which she shrugged 
on. She turned and stuck her hand out at the Grand 
Master, curtseying slightly as he shook it. She turned 
once again and repeated her curtsey to the audience 
and was treated to a round of rapturous applause. 
Very carefully she walked across the stage and down 
the steps. She pushed through the double doors and 
allowed them to swing closed behind her. She cut 
along the corridor until she was certain she was out 
of earshot and then reached back and cupped her 
burning buttocks in either hand. She let out a low 
whistle. 
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“Holy shit,” she muttered and then she rubbed 
and rubbed and rubbed. 

 
Rosemary put Deborah over her knee and very 

carefully began to peel the white whopping bags 
away from the throbbing weals. 

“Holy smoking whopping bags,” whistled 
Nixdown. “That is one well flogged arse.” 

“At least they all landed in the safety zone,” 
commented Jojo. 

Rosemary dipped her finger in a pot of her 
most potent soothing balm and ran the tip along the 
long diagonal stripe made by the closer. “These 
stripes are still sizzling,” she reported. 

“Cool beans,” breathed Lady Derby 
Huntington. 

 
Jojo’s smartphone rang. She got up and went 

and took the call in Deborah’s bedroom. After a few 
moments she returned. She proffered the phone to 
Debs. “The Grand Master would like to speak to you,” 
Jojo told her chum. 

“Um, I’m kind of inconvenienced,” spluttered 
Debs. 

“Well pull your bags up and take the call. You’ll 
want to hear this,” insisted Joanna. “We’ll finish 
cooling you down later.” 

Debs scrambled to her feet and yanked up the 
white cotton whopping bags. She fastened the zip 
and the button at the hip and then took the phone. 

“Yes sir, sorry for the delay,” she said 
breathlessly. 

Nixdown, Rosemary and Derby watched 
curiously. Deborah’s eyes had widened and looked 
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like they were sticking out on stalks. She barely spoke 
except to say, “Yes, sir,” and “Understood sir,” and 
“We’ll see you in a few sir,” before she hung up. She 
turned to her chums. “Ladies,” she gasped. “Claire’s 
father has just officially freed us,” and promptly burst 
into floods of tears. 

 
The atmosphere in the hall was electric. Less 

than half an hour after witnessing Deborah’s historic 
flogging the inmates were reassembled in the hall. 
Word of the Parliamentary pardon had spread around 
the gossvine like wild fire. 

The Grand Master arrived to make the official 
announcement and informed the gals that the 
following day there would be a formal pardoning 
ceremony. Until then, he smiled, he suggested the 
inmates party like it’s 1999. 
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The Freedom Party 

 
 
Cassie Cassy and Dotty Hammell shanghaied 

volunteers into firing up the grills and preparing 
marinades and rubs for an array of steaks, ribs and 
chops that had been brought from the kitchen. They 
set up workstations and started making salads and 
chopping traffic light bell peppers, onions, 
mushrooms, shallots and garlic ready for the grill. 

Bernadette and Lisa Sutton wheeled out huge 
ice-chests and filled them with bottles of Verve de 
Clicquot. 

Penny Ann Evans arrived wearing a starched 
white wing collared dress-shirt with a bowtie and 
tailored tuxedo pants and started mixing margaritas 
and martinis behind a makeshift bar. 

Nixdown Nixon set up her mobile music center 
and began to pound out an eclectic dance groove.  

The inmates bustled around the recreation 
area loosening their ties and discarding their blazers. 
Despite the many earlier predictions that Claire’s 
father would prevail in his campaign to overturn the 
Anti-Ladette laws now that it had been officially 
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announced some of the gals were having difficulty 
fully appreciating that they were truly about to be 
freed. A few skeptics even speculated that it was a 
massive spoof perpetuated by the Dark Agents in 
response to the continuing captivity of Melissa 
Forsham-Smythe. 

Jojo, Cat Cassidy, Lady Vix and Major Susan 
Lawton circulated amongst the doubters assuring 
them that the following day they would be formally 
pardoned. Members of the Liberal Left of the Brass 
circulated amongst the inmates swapping hugs and 
congratulations.  

 
Patty, Katie and the Wart joined the party but 

sat at a table away from the throng. Patty and Katie 
were sipping champagne and the Wart was 
hammering down tequila slammers as if the Patron 
factory was shortly due to go on strike. The three 
members of the Radical Right had each signed 
contracts with the Woody Resort. Considering the 
social climate outside the walls of the unit, for the 
nation’s most prolific whop junkies the opportunity to 
remain in the Brass and to continue to maintain a 
lifestyle of bumbag tattering was a godsend. 
However, their signatures had come with a price. 
They had been forced to agree to be overseen by a 
disciplinary panel comprised of Cat Cassidy, Lady 
Victoria, Christy Cranfield, Debs Morton and the 
Bounder, all of whom would be granted full thrashing 
rights over them. It had been a bitter pill to swallow 
but the alternative whop-free life outside of the 
compound was not a prospect that they cared to 
contemplate. 
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Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell were not 
invited to the Freedom Party. They were secured in 
the small, sparse two-woman cell where they had 
been confined each night since their recapture.  Their 
electronic ankle transponders had been set to the 
highest monitoring levels. Godders and the Bitch had 
been informed that they would remain confined at the 
newly configured Woody Back to School Unit and 
would continue their duties as ‘Sub-Grubbies’ for a 
minimum of five years before they would be 
considered for parole. 

 
The Grand Master, Suzy Scott and former 

Police Sergeant Ellen Millar were up in the security 
room conferring with Stacks Monroe and Mickey the 
Purveyor. They fully expected that the paparazzi 
would be swarming the compound by daybreak. As 
usual Stacks promised to send a small army of hard-
bodied men to maintain order when family and 
friends arrived to escort the inmates to freedom.  
 

Debs and Nixdown sat under a tree drinking 
champagne. 

“Your timing always sucked Debs. Another few 
hours and you would have avoided a flogging,” 
chuckled Nix.  

Debs laughed. “What fun would that have 
been? I finally got to enjoy the whole experience and 
sister I have to tell you that I have I got some hot 
arse euphoria going on.” 

Nix grinned at her chum. “It hardly seems fair 
that you should be the only one on an endorphin 
high. Why don’t you fetch your hairbrush and meet 
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me in the stables and put me over your knee for old 
times sakes.” 

“Oh good grief Nixxy, you are incorrigible,” 
sighed Deborah. “Why don’t we let the party get 
underway a little bit and then we can slip away for a 
few.” She pointed up at the clock on the tower. “Let’s 
wait fourty-five minutes and I’ll see you there.” 
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Sloppy Clobber 

 
 
Debs wandered between groups of her chums, 

grinning, hugging and accepting congratulations. 
After half an hour she gathered up her drink and 
wandered nonchalantly towards the main building. 
Once inside she hurried through the corridors that led 
to the library. She went into the room and closed the 
door behind her. 

As usual the room was dimly lit by a few 
candles and at the far end flames flickered in the 
fireplace. Debs crossed to a side table and retrieved a 
key that she wore on a chain around her neck. She 
opened the table drawer and extracted the long-
handled, oval-headed, wood-backed ceremonial Red-
shirt hairbrush.  

Debs took the long route around the back of 
the main building to avoid the cloisters, quadrangle 
and recreation areas where the Freedom Party was 
building up a head of steam. She padded along the 
tiled floors of the stables and made her way to the 
tack-room. Nixdown was waiting. 
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Debs squinted into the half-light and looked 
her chum up and down incredulously.  

Nicola Jane Nixon was an acknowledged 
fashionista and all-round clotheshorse. She generally 
changed her blouses three or four times a day. Her 
Clobber Consultant sent trunks filled with 
experimental material samples that had been 
collected in the far regions of the globe. A hanging 
thread or a chipped button would cause the offending 
garment to be expunged from her wardrobe.  

Inexplicably for this current trip to the stables 
Nixdown had selected a new look that could only be 
described as ‘Sloppy Clobber’. 

Sometime during the proceedings she had 
slipped away from the party and gone up to her study 
to change. She had removed her Elite clobber and 
changed into a white blouse and gymslip, white socks 
and chronically scuffed shoes. For the first time in 
Debs memory her old chum was wearing her collar 
unfastened and her tie at half-mast. She held a fag in 
one hand and a glass filled with bubbles in the other. 
She cocked her head and curled her lip at Debs. 

“You gotta problem?” Nicola Jane sneered 
belligerently. 

Momentarily Debs was slightly nonplussed but 
within nanoseconds she had recovered her 
composure and strode towards Nixdown, unfastening 
the buttons of her hacking jacket as she approached. 
In one clean sweep she shrugged off the garment 
and flung it down on a storage container. She 
approached Nixdown who continued to sneer. 

“Yes young lady I believe I do,” Debs snapped. 
She grabbed Nicola Jane’s cigarette and stamped it 
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out on the floor. She snatched Nix’s glass and set it 
aside. 

“So what are you gonna do about it?” asked 
Nixdown scornfully. Seconds later Debs had marched 
Nix across the room to a convenient wooden chair 
and she was upended across Deborah’s lap. Debs 
wasted little time with formalities. She dragged back 
the hem of Nixdown’s micro-mini skirt, yanked down 
her bumbags and proceeded to blister her chums 
petite derriere with the wood backed hairbrush. 

 
There are some well-respected schools of 

thought that consider the hairbrush to be the perfect 
spanking instrument. By virtue of design the 
hairbrush is best deployed with the recipient in the 
over the knee position thus allowing the spanker 
maximum domination and control. The shape and 
heft of the brush head offers extraordinary 
opportunities for close-in work including repeated 
targeting of the same sensitive and inflamed area.  

Debs delivered twelve blistering spanks at 
breakneck speed. Nixdown’s rear end was 
transformed into a pair of burning orbs in seconds. 
After delivering a hearty dozen Debs put the brush 
down momentarily and loosened her tie and 
unfastened the top button of her red shirt. She rolled 
back the cuffs of her blouse, retrieved the hairbrush 
and brought it down with an ear-piercing crack. 
Nixdown bucked and writhed in Deborah’s lap. 

 
Nixdown felt like she would explode from the 

cacophony of emotions she was experiencing. She 
had been caught off-guard by the speed and 
authority with which Debs had upended her and the 
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extraordinary power which the first salvo of spanks 
had left her breathless and quite dizzy. Deborah had 
a tight hold around her waist and Nixdown knew that 
she was completely defenseless to make an escape 
and totally at the mercy of her chum. The heat level 
in her hindquarters was rising to unimaginable 
temperatures. Nicola Jane felt like she would burst 
from ecstasy and exhilaration. 

 
Deborah was feeling euphoric. The experience 

of enjoying the physical element of the flogging in 
real-time had been enlightening. She felt as though 
she finally fully understood what Nixdown meant 
about the agony and the ecstasy. It was as though 
she had taken the final step on her path to discover 
her inner spankette and it was truly liberating. 

She raised the hairbrush high in the air and 
brought it down with another deafening crack. 

 
Nixdown knelt on the floor with her head in 

Deborah’s lap. Tears were streaming down her face 
but she was laughing. 

“I can’t believe that you just nailed me,” she 
spluttered. “I never quite understood when you and 
Claire talk about being zinged but now I get it. I 
really, really get it!” She chuckled a throaty laugh and 
rubbed her eyes on the sleeve of her blouse.  

Deborah stroked Nicola Jane’s hair. “I’m sorry 
Nixxy darling,” she said gently, “I just got caught up 
in the moment.” 

Nixdown looked up at Debs with her big blue 
eyes. “Don’t be sorry, sis. It was the best. The very 
best.” 
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Pardoned 

 
 
Mr Humphries had announced a late snooze 

and loose tie morning. Heroically Cassie Cassy had 
struggled out of her scratch early and she and Dotty 
Hammell were working the kitchen to offer the hung-
over inmates copious amounts of black coffee and 
vitamin C when they finally hauled their arse’s 
downstairs. 

 
Mr Humphries and Jojo took breakfast on the 

patio of their house. Joanna was feeling proud of 
herself; she had refrained from over-indulgence and 
was feeling quite fresh.  

Deborah and Bernadette arrived for the final 
Red-shirt briefing regarding the order of events for 
the day. 

“You’re looking perky,” Jojo remarked to Debs. 
The Red-shirt just smiled enigmatically. 

The same could not be said for the Bounder 
who was looking decidedly green around the gills. 
She slumped into a seat and reached for the coffee 
pot.  
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“You look as rough as a badger’s arse,” 
observed Jojo. “Can I get you a mimosa or a bloody 
Mary or both?” 

Bernadette groaned. “I’ll take both,” she said, 
then turned to Debs, “if that’s okay with you.” 

Deborah smiled indulgently and nodded. “Fire 
away,” she told her deputy. “You can get as squiffy as 
you like, what am I going to do? Whop ya? Get with 
the program missy, you’re officially a civilian.” 

 
Shortly before three o’clock the Woody gals 

gathered in the assembly hall for the last time. The 
gals were greeted by an update of Nicola Jane’s 
moving tribute video that had been a critical factor in 
the Woody gals historic victory at the Snobs and 
Rotter’s tribunal. 

On each seat was a beautifully bound volume 
that Debs and Nixdown had compiled entitled ‘the Big 
BUTT Book of Lists’. On the cover Miss Jojo 
Heyworth, the All-Time Big BUTT, smiled prettily and 
winked into the camera. 

The two chums had meticulously chronicled 
the adventures and misadventures of the bumbags of 
the one hundred and fifty Extreme Ladettes who had 
been incarcerated at the facility. 

It was, as Debs had remarked in the foreword, 
the true history of Whops and Clobber. 

 
The Grand Master and Christopher Brooks 

mounted the steps to the stage. As the big hand of 
the clock turned past the hour the Prime Minister 
invited the inmates onto the stage to receive their 
certificates of official pardon from the government. 
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It was an emotional ceremony. Many of the 
inmates were openly blubbing as they shook hands 
with the Prime Minister and Mr Humphries. 
Christopher had made an impassioned apology for the 
government’s ruthless subterfuge in using the anti-
Ladette laws to divert attention from their bumbling 
incompetence. He promised the Woody gals that he 
would continue to pursue prosecution of the Dark 
Agents of the System. He also informed them that he 
had already appointed a committee to swiftly provide 
assistance to the inmates in tracking down their 
assets that had been illegally seized. 

 
Rather self-consciously, to close the ceremony, 

Debs Morton hung her saxophone around her neck 
and began to play ‘We are the Champions.’ She 
hadn’t had much time to master the instrument but 
nobody seemed to care as they reached for flutes of 
bubbles to toast their chums and their new found 
freedom. 

 
At five o’clock Ellen Millar released the security 

gates. Stacks Monroe’s boys were on hand to check 
invitations of the inmate’s families and friends and to 
dissuade the paparazzi with stun guns and brass 
knuckles. 

Although the former inmates of the Back to 
School Unit were free to leave of their own volition an 
immediate mass exodus was not forthcoming. Nobody 
seemed in much of a hurry to leave. 

 
Cassie Cassy and Dotty Hammell were doing 

their best to rustle up some grub for the guests.  
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“You’d think everybody would have been out of 
the gates like rockets,” said Cassie impatiently. “How 
am I supposed to feed all these people with no 
supplies?” 

“I noticed you’re not leaving,” smiled Ms 
Hammell. 

“I’ve got to stay and feed Team Morton and all 
the others who’ll be here,” she said. “Bernadette has 
all the supplies arriving tomorrow and look what I’ve 
got to work with here.” 

“We’ve got masses of stuff in the freezer, we’ll 
just have to improvise,” said Ms Hammell 
encouragingly.  

“Grrrrrrrr!” laughed Cassie Cassy half-heartedly 
and loosened her tie. “I’m supposed to be celebrating 
with my mother and father, not cooking for the five 
thousand.” She shrugged off her blazer. 
“Improvisation? I’ll show them improvisation!” 

Ms Hammell smiled. “Now that’s my Cassie 
Chef,” she said approvingly. 

 
It was hours before the inmates and their 

families and friends left the premises. Cassie and 
Dotty had conjured up a magnificent array of soups 
and salads from the freezer and Penny Ann and a 
team of grubbies had kept everybody’s glasses filled 
copiously. By midnight Ellen closed the electronic 
gates and officially closed the Woody Back to School 
unit in its present incarnation. 
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A Ceremony in the Gym 

 
 
Debs Morton awoke to find Detective Inspector 

Kate Faulkner and Lady Derby Huntington bustling 
about her study. 

“What are you doing here Kate? We said 
goodbye yesterday. I thought you’d be back on duty 
today. Why are you wearing clobber?” 

Kate Faulkner handed Debs a cup of coffee. 
“I went and talked to Human Resources 

yesterday,” she explained. “They offered me quite a 
substantial promotion but it would be an executive 
position working behind a desk. Not really my thing. I 
have an enormous backlog of vacation so I thought I 
could use some of that and stay around and make 
sure you are safe over the next few days while I think 
about my future.” 

Debs sipped her coffee. “Well at least I can 
afford to pay Team Morton now. You are such a 
princess, but that still doesn’t explain why you two 
are dressed in clobber?” 

Derby chuckled. “Wait until you go 
downstairs,” she told Debs, “everybody still on 
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campus is wearing clobber. Force of habit I guess. 
Not that we have much else to wear.” 

Debs swung her legs off the side of the bed. 
“So who’s all here?” she asked. 

 
Despite the official closure of the Back to 

School Unit the compound was a hive of activity. 
Jojo and the Grand Master planned to remain 

in residence until their wedding.  
Debs and Team Morton were staying on to try 

to avoid the press before her return to Wimbledon in 
two week’s time.  

Cat and Vix would work with the four major 
construction crews being supplied by April Turner’s 
fathers company during the renovations and upgrades 
to the campus. Nixdown, Rosemary, Bernadette and 
Lisa would supervise the construction of the new 
business complex. Penny Ann and Sarah Forsham-
Smythe would oversee the extension to the 
equestrian center.  

Ellen Millar and Suzy Scott remained in charge 
of overall security, and Cassie Cassy would keep them 
all fed and watered while she personally oversaw the 
renovations of her new kitchens. 

 
All over the compound everybody was mucking 

in and cleaning up the debris from the previous 
evening’s Freedom Party. Jojo was surprised to see 
Michelle Morgan helping Penny Ann and Nix clearing 
the bar. 

“I thought you were going off to Wales to see 
your folks?” asked Joanna. 

Michelle shrugged. “There’s so much needs 
doing here I didn’t think it would be a good time. 
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Everybody is going to be so busy, so Frankie and I 
thought we’d hang about and keep the place in order. 
Besides I know you’re going to need help with last 
minute stuff for the wedding. I hope you don’t think 
I’m being presumptuous?” 

Jojo hugged her former grubby warmly. “I 
don’t know how this place ever functioned without 
you,” she laughed. 

“Besides,” said Michelle. “There’s a certain 
ceremony that I am scheduled to participate in and I 
don’t see the point in having it hanging over me for 
the next six weeks. So I’m picking up my new clobber 
this afternoon and the Grand Master has agreed to 
perform the ceremony this evening before we go for 
dinner.” 

“Ah yes, that ceremony,” smiled Jojo. 
 
“I have been talking to Cathryn,” Kate Faulkner 

confided to Debs. “She says that if I choose to take 
early retirement from the force there are plenty of 
opportunities at the Resort. She mentioned that there 
might be an opening in the Elite, but she says I 
should discuss that directly with you.” 

“Seriously?” asked Debs. “You’d consider 
leaving the force and moving in with us reprobates?” 

“I happen to be rather fond of you 
reprobates,” laughed Kate, “and yes I am seriously 
considering it. I don’t know why but whops and 
clobber are strangely addictive.” 

“Well I can assure you, Kate, that you would 
be welcome to join the Elite,” said Debs emphatically, 
“and it would be an honor to serve with you. 
However, you should take your time. Perhaps right 
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now is just a bit too emotional for making such a 
huge life-changing decision.” 

Kate nodded. “Actually I’m being a little coy,” 
she confessed. “To be truthful I had made up my 
mind a few days ago. I just wanted your blessing 
before I officially resign.” 

Debs sighed. “Well you have my blessing. So if 
your mind is made up there is a little ceremony down 
in the gymnasium this evening that you might wish to 
attend.” 

 
“You really don’t need to waste your afternoon 

fussing over me, Debs,” said Kate Faulkner. “I’m just 
going to be thrashed and you know better than most 
that it won’t break me or do me any real harm. 
Shouldn’t you be out on the tennis court training with 
Rachel?” 

“Oh hush,” responded Deborah. “You’ve spent 
the whole of this year looking after me, the least I 
can do is to help you get ready.” She stepped back 
and looked Kate up and down. “Whoa Kate, there are 
not many people who can make clobber look as 
elegant as you do. You look absolutely sensational.” 

“I doubt I’ll be looking too elegant when I’m 
bent over that beam,” Kate giggled. 

“Well there is that,” smiled Debs and she 
hugged her chum warmly. 
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Thrashed into the Elite 

 
 
Kate Faulkner and Michelle Morgan stood 

beside the long wooden training beam in the 
gymnasium. They were both dressed in red and black 
striped blazers with matching ties, crisp white blouses 
with red braid around the collar, and short pleated 
skirts. 

Lady Victoria Brompton stepped forward 
dressed in her full Red-shirt clobber. She asked Kate 
and Michelle to confirm their willingness to participate 
in the initiation ceremony. When both gals responded 
positively she requested them to remove their blazers 
and ties and unfasten the collars of their blouses. Jojo 
and Debs stepped forward and collected the 
garments.   

Lady Victoria requested Former Detective 
Inspector Kate Faulkner to step up bend over the 
beam.  

 
Debs had been correct in her observation 

regarding Kate’s poise and elegance. She had almost 



The Final Flogging 

 

perfect posture and glided across the floor. She had 
strong and pronounced features and a striking profile. 
Kate always wore her hair pulled back from her face 
arranged in a Tiffany up-do and she emanated 
confidence and self-possession. It rarely came as any 
surprise when folk learned that she had once served 
as Headgal at one of the nations most prestigious 
boarding schools. 

Kate approached the apparatus without 
hesitation and in a fluid movement she folded herself 
across the wooden beam. Even though she had a 
long and lithe body and she was pushed up onto the 
balls of her feet, her fingers were still dangling a 
tantalizing six inches from the floor of the 
gymnasium.  

Cat Cassidy stepped up and handed the Grand 
Master a brand new cane.  The cane would be retired 
immediately following the thrashings and added to 
the collection of ceremonial canes that had been used 
at Elite initiations since 1857. 

Cathryn stepped in and folded back the hem of 
Kate’s skirt and rearranged the tail of her blouse. Kate 
pushed her hips out slightly to allow Cat to roll down 
her navy blue bumbags. 

Cat Cassidy stepped away. Former Detective 
Inspector Kate Faulkner was perfectly teed up and 
ready to be thrashed. 

 
The atmosphere in the gymnasium was cozy 

and intimate. The news that Kate had chosen to stay 
on at the Resort had been warmly received. Her 
heroics in defending Debs and orchestrating the 
demise of the Confederacy of Yoofs had won her a 
place in the hearts of the inmates.  
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When Kate Faulkner had first gone undercover 
at the Ripley Back to School Unit to help Ms Lawton 
investigate the ‘Get out of Trouble’ fees levied by the 
Brass she was sporting a virgin arse. She had never 
imagined that in less than nine months she would 
have become so immersed in the ’Whops and Clobber’ 
culture that she would voluntarily be offering up her 
naked nates to be whipped with a long rattan cane. 
Nor had she imagined that she would have created 
such close bonds with the inmates of the Woody Back 
to School Unit that she would resign from her dazzling 
career and throw her bumbags into the ring with the 
world’s most famous Ladette’s. 

 
The Grand Master had discarded his suit jacket 

and loosened his collar and cuffs. He stepped in with 
the cane in his right hand. 

The small group assembled for the ceremony 
exchanged knowing glances. Victoria, Cat, Jojo and 
Debs had all previously participated in the induction 
ritual and knew that despite the ceremonial nature of 
the occasion Kate and Michelle were going to be 
soundly thrashed. The founder of the original Woody 
School, Gertrude Lawrence, had decreed that for a 
student to progress to the ranks of the Elite corps she 
must first be soundly beaten to reinforce the 
responsibility they faced once they were awarded full 
thrashing rights over their subordinates. 

Mr Humphries tapped the cane down three 
times to get his mark and then with a swift backswing 
he slashed the wand across the crown of the naked 
buttocks leaving a thin red line bisecting the upturned 
orbs. 
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Kate Faulkner stared down at the wooden floor 
of the gymnasium and tried to keep her breathing 
even. She pursed her lips and squeezed her eyes 
tightly closed as the first wave of intense heat surged 
through her whole body.  

“It’s only whops! It’s only whops!” she 
whispered.  

 
Debs watched her chum proudly. Over the past 

nine months they had become extremely tight. Many 
nights they had sat up gabbing as Deborah’s inner-
spankette began to emerge and evolve. In parallel 
Kate was discovering the joys of minxing and also 
investigating her own spanking id. On several 
occasions Detective Inspector Faulkner had 
voluntarily joined Debs, Spanky, Christy and Derby up 
in the library and willingly bent over the back of a 
sofa to be beaten for recreational purposes. 

 
Kate blinked. Debs had forewarned her that 

the Grand Master would not be pulling the strokes 
and she knew that she had to get into the zone as 
quickly as possible. It would be unthinkable to make a 
muff of herself. Despite the searing pain she knew 
that she would just have to suck it up. She heard an 
ominous whistle behind her and squeezed her eyes 
tightly closed. 
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Only Muffs Rub 

 
 
Michelle Morgan watched the proceedings with 

seasoned eyes. She felt remarkably sanguine. In stark 
contrast to Kate Faulkner Michelle had not entered 
Woodys sporting a virgin arse. In fact, during the five 
years that she had boarded at the prestigious 
Nottingham Forest Academy for Young Ladies, she 
had been caned so frequently that she was ranked 
number four amongst the nations all-time most 
punished pupils. Considering that her school 
advertised that they only resorted to corporal 
punishment as the last resort her abysmal record was 
considered particularly noteworthy. 

Unfortunately, unlike her schoolmates whose 
common mantra was ‘not in these bumbags’, Michelle 
had never felt especially intimidated by the threat of 
the cane. Although she was by no means impervious 
to the effects of six of the best, she did not consider 
the inconvenience of a hot and smarting arse to be a 
sufficient deterrent to interfere with her some-what 
free-spirited mode of operation.  
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She had arrived at Woodys after serving a 
three-year sentence at the Ripley Back to School Unit. 
She was passed the age of twenty-six and officially 
beyond the jurisdiction of the System. However, 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe had managed to manipulate 
the guidelines in order to secure a healthy bounty of 
half a million squids that had been placed on 
Michelle’s bumbags. 

Mr Humphries had studied Michelle’s record 
with interest and had immediately inducted Miss 
Morgan into the ‘Beaten Brats’ society, figuring that 
over-the-knee spankings were not going to have 
much of an effect on such a whop-hardened veteran.  

 
Michelle watched patiently as the Grand Master 

sliced the cane down across Kate’s upturned orbs and 
waited for her own turn at the bar. For Michelle 
Morgan waiting to be thrashed was just business as 
usual. 

 
Kate Faulkner was hot and sweaty. The cane 

was slicing and dicing her buttocks with the 
consistent rhythm of a metronome. The Grand Master 
was allowing twenty-second intervals between each 
delivery, which allowed the pain to cycle through and 
Kate a few seconds to gather herself before the next 
rotation of pain and misery began. They passed the 
six-stroke mark and were entering territory that Kate 
had only explored once before.  

In order to make her transfer to the Woody 
Back to School Unit to assist Ellen Millar in her war 
against the Yoofs appear legitimate Kate had been 
formally flogged and flunked. Ms Lawton had bent her 
over a vaulting horse and given her nine resounding 
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whops in front of the horrified inmates. Kate had 
been suitably impressed by the exponential increase 
in the heat in her bumbags caused by the additional 
strokes. She was keenly aware that very shortly she 
was due to enter into hitherto uncharted waters. She 
dug into her reserves.  

“It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” she chanted 
over and over in her head in her head. 

 
The Grand Master was impressed. Kate was 

taking her whops with the minimum of fuss. Her hips 
wiggled and jiggled a little but she almost 
immediately settled back in and made sure that her 
bottom was sitting up proud. He stepped in and 
scorched a ninth stroke down. 

Kate’s buttocks clenched and her hands balled 
up into fists before splaying out like star bursts. Her 
feet stamped on the wooden floor as she struggled 
gamely to gather herself for the final approach. 

 
Debs, Jojo, Cat and Vix exchanged sympathetic 

glances. They were all veterans of the ‘Double 
Berkeley Society’ and were familiar with the intense 
pain and heat that Kate was experiencing at this 
stage of the thrashing. They crossed their fingers and 
silently wished their chum well. 

 
The last three strokes were a blur for Kate but 

somehow she managed to resist the temptation to 
throw her head back and howl. She felt her bumbags 
being gently rolled back into place and her skirt being 
turned down.  

“Come on Kate,” whispered Cat, “let’s get you 
up, you did great sis.” 
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Kate managed to get back to the upright and 
puffed out her cheeks. She blew air out in a slow 
stream and very carefully stepped away form the 
apparatus, keeping her hands clasped in front of her. 

“I will not rub, I will not rub,” she promised 
herself. “Only muffs rub.” 
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Bottoms Up!!! 

 
 
Michelle Morgan waited while the height of the 

bar was lowered to accommodate her shorter frame. 
Once the apparatus was adjusted correctly Lady Vix 
invited Michelle to assume the position. 

With a hint of a grin on her pretty face Michelle 
Morgan lowered herself over the bar. She released 
her grip along the top and allowed her arms to hang 
loosely in the pose Woody Wags had nicknamed the 
‘Full Hangover’. 

Cat quickly rearranged Michelle’s clothing and 
the Grand Master stepped in. He began to cane 
Michelle with the same steady rhythm that he had 
thrashed Kate. 

Angry red tramlines were etched across 
Michelle’s petite and waif-like rear end but she barely 
flinched.  

 
Jojo watched her chum’s spunky performance 

with considerable pride. Michelle had become part of 
the culture that had grown up on the Elite landing 
under Debs watch.  



The Final Flogging 

 

Jojo, Debs, Rosemary and Nixdown had been 
introduced to the unit in the era when it was the 
policy that Grubbies should be seen and not heard. 
They were all routinely draped by their Personal 
Drapers or sent up to the library for commissioned 
spankings from the Senior Brat Spanker. Katie Beck 
was the presiding Red-shirt had had advocated 
sporting spankings as a way of life for her 
sycophantic followers in her Elite. They had been dark 
days to be a Little Brat. 

By contrast first Lady Victoria Brompton and 
subsequently, her successor, Debs Morton had 
outlawed the Secret Society of Serial Spankers and 
demanded justification for all grubby draping’s. 

Their mentors had treated Michelle Morgan, 
Lady Derby Huntington and Frankie Reese as friends 
and family. 

 
The Grand Master whipped the cane down for 

a sixth time. Michelle gritted her teeth. Just weeks 
earlier she had graced the stage in the assembly hall 
to become the first Little Brat to be ceremonially 
flogged for scoring a Bull – accumulating fifty 
punishments in a single year – she was well aware 
that the next few minutes were going to become 
increasingly hot and sweaty, but she was prepared for 
it and settled in. 

 
Michelle and Kate repaired to the gymnasium 

changing rooms. They had formally been handed 
their Elite ties and badges of office. Michelle had 
already been to the haberdashery and procured her 
personal set of Elite clobber, which she began to 
change into. 
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Due to Kate’s late decision to participate in the 
proceedings she had been forced to scratch around 
for something that would fit. Fortunately she and 
Cathryn were of similar height and stature and Cat 
had been more than happy to lend her a set of 
clobber. Kate was very grateful although she was a 
little alarmed to discover that Cat’s wardrobe of black-
pleated skirts were all so microscopic that they barely 
covered Kate’s bumbags when she walked. Michelle 
Morgan wolf-whistled her. 

“Go Kate,” she giggled. 
 
The two gals reappeared looking spiffy in their 

block red five button blazers and block red ties. 
Debs stepped forward to greet them and 

inducted them into the Elite by requesting them to 
swear allegiance to the Elite Charter. 

Cat Cassidy busied herself filling champagne 
flutes and once the formalities were over she 
distributed them and held her glass up as a toast. 

“Bottoms Up, Sisters,” she smiled. 
“Bottoms Up!!!” chorused her chums. 
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