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

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

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

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

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

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

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

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

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

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Dedicated  
to 

My Beloved  Jojo 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 



 

 

Spanked by Ma 
 

Deborah Morton supported her weight with her 
palms flattened to the floor of her bedroom. She tried 
to turn her head and look back over her shoulder. 

“Please Ma, can’t we talk about this?” she 
groaned plaintively. 

“I think that you have done more than enough 
talking for one afternoon Deborah,” Penny Morton 
said briskly as she busied herself turning back the 
hem of her daughter’s short pleated skirt. 

“Ma I was just joking, I wasn’t being sassy,” 
wailed Debs. 

“You have been my daughter for twenty-seven 
years,” retorted Penny, “I rather think I know when 
you are being sassy and when you’re not,” and she 
moved the tail of Deborah’s crisp white blouse out of 
the way exposing the downy fair hairs at the base of 
Debs spine. “Sometimes I blame myself for all your 
difficulties,” continued Ma. “I always thought that the 
home should be a spank-free zone and that school 
would beat some sense into you.” 

Deborah did not consider it an opportune 
moment to remind her mother that school had 
certainly beaten her; in fact a decade earlier when 
she had attended the legendary Queensgate Academy 
she had been beaten so frequently that she held the 
official national record for being caned more than any 
other pupil since files had begun to be maintained 
back in the 1850’s. 

Deborah felt her mother’s fingers in the elastic 
waistband of her navy blue gossamer bumbags. “We 



Zinged 

 

 

won’t be needing these for the moment,” remarked 
Penny. 

Debs couldn’t keep herself from wailing, “Aw 
Ma, come on. This is totally unnecessary,” as she felt 
the garments being rolled down her thighs, past her 
knees and calves until they were concertinaed around 
her ankles. 

“This is my house and when we are in my 
house I shall be the judge of what is necessary and 
what is not, now stretch out properly and put your 
head right down so that we can get this over with,” 
said Ma as she picked up the long-handled, oval-
headed, wood-backed hairbrush that she used in 
these situations. “We have a table booked for eight-
thirty and I don’t want us to be late.” She began to 
circle the head of the brush across the bare flesh of 
Deborah’s rear end. “I told you to stretch out 
properly,” snapped Penny. “I’m not going to start 
until you do and if you do make us late this evening I 
shall spank you again when we get home.” 

“Grrrrrrrr!!!” growled Deborah Morton as she 
finally slumped forward. 

Penny cracked the brush down on the lower-
third of Deborah’s right buttock. 

“Ma!” wailed Debs. “That’s not funny! That 
hurt!” 

“Of course it hurt darling, it was supposed to 
hurt,” responded Penny, “what would be the point of 
spanking you if it didn’t hurt? Now stop making such 
a fuss. You’re always boasting how tough you are on 
your blog, so stop acting like a muff!” 
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“That’s not the same!” squealed Deborah and 
her mother gave her another hearty crack on the 
crown of her buttock. 

And so it went on, the pair of them bantering 
and bickering back and forth as the spanking 
proceeded. Debs shaking her head, punching the air 
and legs scissoring as Ma blistered her bum. For Debs 
being spanked by Ma Morton was unlike any other 
experience of having her bottom drubbed. It was 
nothing like it had been when she was being caned at 
school or being punished at the Woody Back to 
School Unit, and it was most certainly not even 
remotely like the recent pleasures she had discovered 
in the world of recreational spanking. It was being 
spanked by Ma; which was an entirely different 
proposition and Deborah felt perfectly at liberty to 
howl and scream and even blub - although she was 
careful not to cuss or swear while she was being 
spanked in case she got extra. 

 
Slowly, methodically they worked through the 

cycle, Penny working her way up the right side of 
Deborah’s bottom and back down the left. Three 
cracks on either side to provide a salmon undercoat 
and then repeating the process until every centimeter 
of Deborah’s bottom was a bright and throbbing 
crimson. 

 
“Now settle down and stay still, I’m going to 

zing you,” said Penny Morton. 
“Nooo Ma! Pleeasse! My butt’s already as hot 

as Hades,” wailed Deborah but she knew it would do 
no good. Penny Morton was a disciple of the 
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legendary disciplinarian, Ma Brooks, and subscribed to 
the philosophy that, “it’s not really over until you zing 
‘em!” 

 
Deborah hung upside down across her 

mother’s lap, her head hung low between the crisp 
white contours of her outstretched arms, her buttocks 
twitching spasmodically and the butterflies building in 
her stomach. Ma was taking her time. Deborah knew 
what was about to happen, she just didn’t know when 
or where. Ma had a tight hold around Deborah’s 
waist, pulling her into the crease of her lap.  

It was all over in a matter of seconds. Without 
any warning Penny Morton reached down and put her 
left hand on the back of Deborah’s neck, forcing her 
head downwards until her nose was barely inches 
from the floor. Deborah’s red and pulsating bare 
bottom was thrust upwards. Ma cracked the hairbrush 
down three times without a second’s interruption 
between each ear-splitting crack, and the head of the 
brush pounded exactly the same spot of Deborah’s 
swollen behind. 

Deborah Morton threw back her head and 
howled at the top of her lungs. 

 
“Go and stand in the corner with your hands 

on your head for fifteen minutes while you cool 
down,” Penny told Debs once they were finished, 
“and then get ready for dinner. The taxi will be here 
at eight-fifteen.” 

“Yes Ma,” muttered Debs and shuffled across 
the room with her bumbags still concertinaed around 
her ankles. 
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