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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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Stolen Bumbags 

 
 
Patty Hodge glared at Deborah Morton. Debs 

had rolled back the sleeves of her crisp white blouse 
and loosened her collar and tie. She was flexing a 
thirty-six inch crook handled cane between her hands. 

“Alright Hodge, turn around and bend over,” 
the Deputy Red-shirt instructed. 

“When this is all over I’m going to get you, 
Morton, you mark my words,” Patty snarled. 

Deborah nodded. “I’m sure you will,” she said 
calmly, “but right now I need you to bend over.” 

 
Patricia Hodge was wearing a short gymslip 

with a ‘P’ embroidered on the bib. The garment had 
been custom-made to show off her long legs. She had 
been required to wear the garment ever since she 
had been sentenced to spend a week acting as 
Deborah’s personal grubby. It had been an 
unpleasant few days for Patty. She was required to 
work under the direct supervision of Deborah’s full-
time grubby, Lady Derby Huntington. Lady Derby 
expected Patty to maintain the extraordinary high 
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grubbing standards that she had established. Every 
evening Patty was subjected to having her days work 
graded by Derby. 

“You didn’t move anything,” Derby snapped 
accusingly. “You just dusted around stuff.” 

“I’ve been busy on other things,” snapped back 
Patty. 

“You’ve been skiving off drinking wine with 
Katie,” said Derby. “I can smell it on your breath.” 

 
When Deborah returned to her study she 

found Patty Hodge facing the wall with her hands on 
her head. Derby Huntington was in a state of high 
dudgeon. 

“She’s bone idle,” Her Ladyship told Debs. “I’ve 
given her strict instructions of what I expect and she 
ignored me and went off drinking with Katie. I’ve 
given her a ‘D’ for effort and an ‘E’ for technical 
merit.” 

Debs suppressed a grin. Before being 
sentenced to seven years at the Woody Back to 
School unit without the possibility of parole Derby had 
enjoyed a reputation as the flamboyant icon of the 
fast set and a hard-partying Extreme Ladette. During 
her schooldays her regular expulsions from some of 
the nation’s most prestigious institutions had often 
made front-page news. However, she had displayed 
none of these traits to Deborah.  

She always rose early and when Debs returned 
from her morning run Derby was already on duty. 
Coffee would be made, Deborah’s organic breakfast 
cereal poured and her clobber laid out. Debs had tried 
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to talk her into taking more time out but Derby just 
smiled and carried on grubbing. 

Lady Derby Huntington was clearly in a tizzy 
over Patty’s shoddy work. 

“Go and wait outside the library, Hodge,” said 
Deborah. “I’ll be along to beat you shortly.”  

 
Patty flinched as the cane sliced across her 

upturned rear end. She gritted her teeth. She hated 
Deborah Morton with a passion and had no intention 
of allowing her to see how much she was hurting her. 

 
Debs took deep breathes between strokes. It 

would have been understandable for Deborah to wish 
to reap some extra revenge. A few days earlier Patty 
had yanked Debs out of her seat. Deborah had 
tripped and almost fallen over her chair. Unable to 
regain her balance Patty had humiliatingly dragged 
her tumbling and stumbling down the aisle. Patty had 
totally lost control and Deborah feared that the Dame 
was intent on thrashing her within an inch of her life. 
It had been a dangerous situation. 

Concerned for their chum’s safety Jojo, Nix and 
Rosemary had staged an intervention, beaning Patty 
with a text book and drenching her with water pistols. 

In the aftermath, Deborah had been justifiably 
whopped for her original offense, but the beating had 
been delivered in the safety of the Grand Master’s 
office. Patty was given the option between subjecting 
herself to the humiliation of grubbing for her enemy 
or to pack her trunks and leave the facility for good.   
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Debs caned Patty with her customary 
precision, landing the strokes tightly in the area 
known to the Woody Wags as the sweet spot. She 
closed with a diagonal shot that formed a perfect five 
bar gate on Patty’s behind and raised an involuntary 
groan from the Dame. 

 
Patty glared at Deborah and hurried stiff-

legged from the library. She went directly back to her 
private quarters and slammed the door behind her. 
Despite the smoke billowing out from beneath her 
skirt she was relieved to be back in her rooms. From 
out of her blazer pocket she retrieved a neatly folded 
pair of navy blue gossamer bumbags. On the label 
stitched in the waistband the name, ‘Deborah Morton, 
Phase 7’ had been printed. 
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A Voodoo Ritual 

 
 
Patty crossed to a cupboard and extracted a 

pair of spherical foam orbs that she had constructed 
the previous evening. She stretched the stolen 
bumbags over the replica rear end and set it up so 
that it was bent over the arm of her sofa. 

Peeling off her blazer and tossing it to one 
side, she went to the umbrella stand and selected one 
of her custom-made wye-tipped canes. Patty 
loosened her collar and cuffs and took up position. 
She sliced the cane down across the navy blue 
gossamer. 

“Get Morton! Get Morton!” she chanted as she 
slashed the cane downwards. 

 
Deborah kicked off her shoes and poured a 

glass of wine. Although she was sublimely unaware of 
Patty’s latest bizarre voodoo ritual Debs knew that the 
former Deputy Grand Dame would be seething and 
plotting the next phase of her ‘Get Morton’ campaign. 
She lit a cigarette and wondered what she could do. 
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The local lothario’s gaped as Patty strode into 
the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. She was 
dressed in a red and black striped blazer over a white 
blouse and striped tie. Her gymslip was so short that 
it barely covered her bumbags. She slid onto a bar-
stool and ordered a large gin and tonic on Katie’s tab. 

Katie and the Wart eyed her nervously. Before 
leaving the compound they had heard rumors that 
Patty was outside the library waiting to be caned by 
Deborah Morton. They suspected that Patricia Hodge 
might be a tad grumpy. 

“I need you to arrange a summit with Yvonne,” 
she instructed Katie imperiously. 

Katie nearly choked on her wine. “Are you 
fucking barking?” she spluttered. “I don’t know 
whether you’ve heard but she’s being monitored 
twenty-four-seven. She’s been fitted with an ankle 
transponder.” 

“You administrate the server, switch off the 
tracking device for a few minutes,” snapped Patty. 
“This is urgent Radical Right business. I have some 
free period’s tomorrow morning. Arrange for her to 
meet me in the orchard at ten o’clock. Everybody will 
be in the lecture rooms so it will be quite safe.”  

Katie gaped at Patty. Patricia swallowed down 
her drink and ordered another at Katie’s expense. 
“Don’t make me take you back to the compound for a 
thrashing,” Patty said threateningly. 

The Wart muscled in on the drinks action and 
ordered a double shot of Patron tequila. “That’s right 
Patslisher,” she chortled, “don’t take any of her lip, 
take her home and give her a damn good splashing.” 
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Katie tossed and turned restlessly in her 
scratch. For almost a decade she had been Patty’s 
most fervent disciple but she was beginning to 
question the wisdom of her loyalty. Patty appeared to 
be losing her grip on reality. 

 
Patty inspected her backside in the mirror. The 

six stripes were still red and swollen. She muttered 
darkly and went to the cupboard and retrieved her 
mannequin. She gave the stolen bumbags a good 
night thrashing before turning in. It was therapeutic 
work. Despite her throbbing behind she managed to 
slip into the land of nod, muttering “Get Morton! Get 
Morton!” as she fell asleep. 

 
“Are you fucking barking?” snapped Yvonne. 

“In case it’s escaped your notice I’m wearing a 
tracking device.” 

“It’s temporarily disabled,” said Katie. She 
handed Yvonne a sheet of paper. “I’ve made up a 
maintenance request. If you run into anyone tell them 
you’re going to check the sprinkler heads in the 
orchard.” 

 
Patty showed Yvonne a cell-phone. “I know 

how desperate you are to get out of here,” she said. 
“I’m sure that this would help.” 

Yvonne looked at Patty suspiciously. She had 
known Patty a long time and knew that everything 
came with a price. 

“I’ll let you have the phone,” said Patty, “but 
first you have to help me get Deborah fucking 
Morton.” 
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“The server went down,” Katie explained 

smoothly to Police Sergeant Ellen Millar. “I had to 
reboot.” She pointed at the screen. “Look, Yvonne 
and Janet are out in the quadrangle sweeping leaves, 
the transponders are functioning perfectly.” 
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Crumpled Clobber 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy inspected the pile of laundry 

that Katie had poured onto her desk. 
“I received an urgent email from the Laundry 

Supervisor,” explained Katie. “He informed me that 
Bernadette Summers clobber hadn’t been handed in 
last night. I went to her study to make a routine 
check and found this lot piled up on the floor.” 

Cat picked up the white blouse. It was 
crumpled and the back was covered with what 
appeared to be grass stains. The navy blue pleated 
skirt was equally creased and clearly had not been 
hung up the previous night. 

“Where is Bernadette now?” asked Cathryn. 
“I told her to get dressed and wait outside my 

office,” Katie looked at her watch. “She should be 
there by now.” 

Cathryn sighed. She unscrewed the top of her 
fountain pen and signed Katie’s application to slipper 
the Bounder. 
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Bernadette had spent a blissful hour having her 
eyes Rodgered out by Mickey the Purveyor. Mickey 
was on his break from patrolling the perimeter of the 
compound so Bernadette had gone to meet him in the 
orchard armed with a bottle of 1999 Louis Roederer 
Cristal Champagne and a plate of smoked salmon 
sandwiches.  

Mickey had to go back on duty so he only 
toyed with a single glass of the bubbly. The Bounder 
felt compelled to scarfe down the rest of the bottle 
herself. She had barely managed to stagger back to 
her study before the commencement of the nightly 
Dorm Raids. She dived under the covers fully clothed 
and feigned sleep. The last thing she wanted was six 
on the silks from Claire Brooks. 

Bernadette Summers had little recollection of 
the latter part of the evening. As best as she could 
tell she must have passed out immediately after Claire 
had shone her flashlight into the study that she 
shared with Lisa Sutton. Some time during the night 
she must have staggered out of bed and undressed, 
dumping her clobber in an untidy pile on the floor. 

Bernadette was rudely awakened when Katie 
Beck barged into the study at just after six thirty in 
the morning. 

The unit matron pointed at the ball of clothing. 
“This is a disgrace,” she announced. 

Bernadette stared blearily at the offending 
garments. She sat up in bed and watched Katie 
scooping up the pile. 

“Get dressed,” Katie instructed, “and cut along 
sharpish. I’ll see you outside my office in a few.” 

Bernadette just grunted. 
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Bernadette Summers did not take instruction 

well. By the time she had smoked several cigarettes, 
scarfed down a mug of black coffee laced with Kahlua 
and rinsed her mouth out with citrus mouthwash she 
could not be described as cutting along sharpish. 

 
Katie Beck was furious at being kept waiting. 

Her fingers were twitching on the slipper by the time 
Bernadette finally pitched up.     

“Where have you been?” she snapped. 
“What’s it to you?” the Bounder retorted 

pugnaciously. 
Katie glared at Bernadette. “I specifically told 

you to cut along sharpish.” 
The Bounder curled her lip. “I came when I 

was ready,” she snapped back contemptuously. 
Katie seethed inwardly. Bernadette’s 

disrespectful tone gave her the pip but she didn’t 
fancy getting into a contretemps with the 
unpredictable Bounder. She stepped out from behind 
her desk. 

“Take off your blazer,” she instructed 
Bernadette, “and step over to the laundry chest.” 

“I know the form,” growled the Bounder. 
 
Bernadette Summers knew the form very well. 

She was notoriously lax in matters relating to clobber 
and over the years she had many pre-brekker 
excursions to Katie’s office for appointments with the 
matron’s slipper. 

The Bounder shrugged off her blazer and 
followed Katie to the wicker chest. She offered Katie 
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her wrist and allowed the unit matron to guide her 
face down across her lap.  

Bernadette Summers was not feeling well. Her 
head was pounding and being bent in half across 
Katie’s knee was not helping the feeling of nausea in 
her stomach. 

As usual Katie was taking her sweet time. 
While she rearranged Bernadette’s clothing she 
launched into a monotonous lecture on the 
importance of the Politics of Clobber. Bernadette 
ignored her and concentrated on not chucking her 
cookies over the floor. 
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Grumpy Bounder 

 
 
Katie arranged Bernadette into a full drape and 

tapped her leather soled slipper down on the 
tautened bumbags.  

The leather soled slippers that Katie had 
purchased at a flea market in Greece were extremely 
potent and Bernadette’s bottom was soon exhibiting 
the effects of the hearty spanking. Katie Beck was 
determined to pay back Bernadette for her 
contemptuous and disrespectful attitude and was 
laying it on extra thick. 

Under normal circumstances the Bounder 
wouldn’t have given two figs about being slippered, 
no matter how hard Katie spanked her. However, in 
her fragile state the resounding wallops of the slipper 
were causing her considerable grief. Her tummy felt 
as though a flock of starlings had got loose and the 
explosive cracks were making her head throb even 
worse than before. 

Katie Beck was enjoying herself. She had 
slippered Bernadette on numerous occasions but the 
tough as nails Bounder rarely showed the slightest 



Stolen Bumbags 
 

 

indication of discomfort. To Katie’s enormous 
satisfaction, for the first time Bernadette was 
displaying considerable signs of agitation. The unit 
matron took her time, delivering the twelve spanks 
slowly, so Bernadette was head down, arse up for 
almost ten minutes. 

Katie Beck’s delight was short-lived. When she 
hauled Bernadette back to her feet the Bounder 
instantly bent forward and threw up all over Katie’s 
shoes. 

 
Katie Beck was outraged. Mr Humphries had 

listened sympathetically to her tale of woe but he 
refused to comply with her demands for the Bounder 
to be publicly flogged. The Grand Master figured that 
it was going to be punishment enough for Bernadette 
to have to sit through a day filled with lectures with a 
hangover from hell. 

 
The Bounder could be a contrary cove at the 

best of times, and with a sore arse and a sore head 
she could be particularly grumpy. 

Tolerance of displays of grumpiness by the 
inmates was not the Dyke’s long suit. When she 
showed Bernadette a yellow card for inattention she 
was unimpressed by the Bounder’s dark mutterings. 

“I dinnayhearya properly,” growled the Dyke. 
“Spake oop woman.” 

Bernadette just scowled belligerently. The 
Dyke leaned over the desk. “I asked woot ya said?” 

“Nuffink,” muttered the Bounder. “I didn’t say 
nuffink.” 
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“Ya saying ma ears are playing tricks with 
ma?” demanded the Dyke. “I think ya telling ma 
porkies. Ya noo ah doon’t care for porkies. Noo coot 
aloong sharpy, ya got foo minutes starting noo.”  

 
The Bounder cut through the corridors as fast 

as her legs would carry her. She knew the form. For 
every fifteen seconds she was late back to the 
chemistry lab she would get an extra lash of the 
tawse. She was already unfastening the button and 
zip of her skirt as she dashed into the changing room. 
She stepped out of her skirt and bumbags and hung 
them on a hook. She turned around and dashed back 
in the direction of the lab. 

 
Ms Phyllis MacAllister was an exotic bird. She 

was given to wearing expensively cut three-piece 
men’s suits with tab-collared shirts and colorful silk 
ties. She kept her hair cropped short, had a four and 
a half inch ivory cigarette holder permanently 
clenched between her teeth and she sported a 
monocle. She regularly wore spats over highly 
polished black shoes. When she went out on the town 
she often donned a silk top hat. 

Phyllis had been raised in the Highlands of 
Scotland and like the majority of her compatriots 
graduated from the school of hard-whops. She had 
served a term as Head Prefect where she had learned 
that it was considerably preferable to be handing out 
punishments than being on the receiving end. 

She was a brilliant academic and after 
delivering a lecture offering a coherent dual vector 
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field theory to explain cosmic phenomena she was 
invited to stay on at Camford as a don.  

Despite her almost unfathomable accent she 
was a popular lecturer and was a pioneer of multi-
media presentations. While a don, she developed her 
extravagant style of clothing and was famous around 
the campus for her ability to cut a rug at local 
nightspots. She was also infamous as the college’s 
most feared disciplinarian. 

Pauline Gascoigne, the Woody Dame of 
Economics recalls, ‘I was in my first year at Camford 
and was totally over-whelmed by the glamour and 
night-life. My studies were suffering and I was danger 
of flunking. My tutor arranged an appointment with 
Ms MacAllister. She scolded me interminably but to be 
honest I couldn’t understand a word she said. 
However, when she pulled out Big Bertha I got the 
message loud and clear. I graduated as Scholar of the 
Year.’ 

 
Bernadette managed to make it back to the lab 

with seconds to spare. Phyllis MacAllister was waiting, 
tawse in one hand and a healthy tumbler filled with 
Famous Grouse in the other. A lab stool stood at the 
front of the room. Without needing instruction 
Bernadette Summers stepped up and bent over. 
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Defenestration 

 
 
Phyllis MacAllister was a scientific cove by 

nature. When Ms Lawton had first induced her to join 
the Brass at the Back to School unit in return for an 
extravagant salary her only disappointment was to 
learn that she was limited to tawsing the inmates 
across their bumbags. 

At school she had worn a traditional Royal 
Stewart Tartan Billie kilt secured above the left knee 
with an ornate crested pin to stop it from flapping 
open in the bitter Highland winds. When they were 
punished the pupils were required to remove the pin 
and their bumbags and hand them over to the Head 
Prefect for twenty-four hours. There was no mistaking 
a gal who had just been to the dreaded punishment 
room known as the ‘Ice Chamber’ to be tawsed as 
they were forced to constantly clap their hands to 
their thighs to hold their kilts in place to avoid the 
embarrassment of full frontal exposure. An added 
inconvenience was that the kilts were cut from a 
heavy and coarse yarn to give them weight and flow. 
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The heavy wool chaffed the naked flesh of a well-
tawsed bare behind unbearably. 

Ms MacAllister complained to the Grand Dame 
that the tawse was designed to be delivered across 
naked flesh. She argued that no matter how 
threadbare and skimpy a gal’s bumbags may be the 
thin layer of protection still diluted the straps 
legendary potent sting in the tail. 

Ms Lawton was sympathetic to her new 
employees learned dissertation but refused to give 
the Science Dame dispensation to thrash on the bare. 
She encouraged Phyllis to try out the cane as an 
alternative. However Phyllis MacAllister was a 
traditionalist and refused to turn her back on her 
heritage. 

She came across the solution to her problem 
by happenstance. One weekend morning she had 
risen early filled with excitement. She had been 
awoken by a knock on the door of her apartment. A 
grubby was waiting for her. 

“A parcel for you Ma’am,” the grubby informed 
her. 

Phyllis grabbed the box and slammed the door 
in the grubby’s face. She tore off her bath robe and 
snatched down a nylon lab-coat from a hanger. She 
pulled it on over her naked body. She quickly 
unfastened the packaging and gasped with pleasure 
when she viewed the content. 

She had spent many nights bidding on line for 
an original Huxley Convertible microscope, perfectly 
designed by the biologist and constructed to his 
specifications by Parkes and Son in 1880. She placed 
it on her lab table and pulled over a wooden stool. 
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The microscope was a magnificent piece. Phyllis sat 
down on the wooden stool peering into the scope and 
twiddling with its intricately calibrated knobs. She 
squirmed in her seat with excitement. As she wriggled 
her buttocks she suddenly experienced a most 
peculiar sensation. The material of the lab-coat 
scratched across her naked flesh in a most 
disagreeable manner. She leapt to her feet and 
removed the coat and inspected it. The material 
looked innocuous enough. After a moment’s 
consideration she stuck the corner under her new 
microscope. 

“Eureka!” she smiled. 
The material of the lab-coat was made up of 

thousands of miniscule diamond shaped weaves. 
Their effects were obviously imperceptible when the 
lab-coat was worn over a skirt but against naked flesh 
they were sharp and jagged and decidedly 
uncomfortable. 

“God bless you Mr Huxley,” she breathed and 
clapped her hands in delight.  

 
Bernadette Summers was not conversant with 

the scientific endeavors of Tom Henry but given the 
opportunity would most likely have hacked him in the 
shins or popped him on the sniffer for his unwitting 
participation in Ms MacAllister’s discovery. The two 
tailed tawse dragged the diamond weave across her 
naked flesh in a most alarming manner. Bernadette’s 
upper body jerked like a fish. 

 
In another related experiment Phyllis 

MacAllister had studied a variety of ways of 
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positioning her victims. At school the prefects had 
practiced a method that could have been dreamed up 
by Patty or Katie. It was waggishly referred to as 
being defenestrated.  

The Ice Chamber was a solitary room in an 
isolated area of the school. It was cruelly unheated 
and the pupils awaiting punishment were often left 
there for hours until their teeth were chattering and 
they were forced to run on the spot to keep their 
blood from freezing over. Once the Head Prefect 
deigned to turn up they were generally treated to an 
unsavory ration of tongue pie before being obliged to 
hand over their bumbags and kilt pins. Finally they 
were forced to open a window and bend out over the 
sill. The Ice Chamber was on the third floor and very 
often wind, rain and even snow lashed down on 
them. Once they were bent out of the open hole the 
Head Prefect would lower the window onto her 
hapless victims back, locking her down lest she might 
attempt to defenestrate herself to avoid being tawsed 
across her frozen buttocks. 

Phyllis had broached the subject of introducing 
the defenestration technique at the Woody Back to 
School unit with Ms Lawton but had been rebuffed. 
Disappointed, she had experimented with a number 
of conventional poses; bending the inmates over the 
front desk or making them touch their toes but she 
never felt that she had them teed up quite perfectly.  

As was usual with any form of scientific 
experimentation Phyllis MacAllister had found her 
solution partly through dogged research, partly 
through trial and error and finally through good luck. 
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The Waffle Weave Effect 

 
 
Bernadette Summers unfastened the bottom 

button of her lab-coat, bent forward across the stool 
and wrapped her ankles around the inside of the stool 
legs. It was a somewhat ungainly pose and caused 
the muscles of her calves and thighs to strain 
uncomfortably. 

Ms MacAllister unscrewed her monocle and 
extracted her cigarette holder from her mouth. She 
laid them out carefully on the front desk. She took a 
large slug of her malt whiskey and focused her 
attention on Bernadette’s backside. 

 
The Bounder’s ability to remain cool under 

pressure was legendary but she was beginning to 
perspire profusely. The manner in which she was bent 
over made her swollen buttocks spread out painfully. 
She felt the Dyke stroking the tawse across the nylon 
material. She gripped the rung of the stool and 
clenched her teeth. 
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Ms MacAllister had happened across her 
perfect pose while she was thrashing the notorious 
muff Holler James. The thrashing of Holler had 
started with her bent over the front desk. It had not 
gone well. Holler had been screaming and blubbing 
before had she even bent over. She refused to stay 
still and Phyllis had considerable difficulty lining up 
her first shot. When she finally stepped in and laid 
one on, Holler kicked back and caught the Dyke 
painfully just below the kneecap with her heel. 

“Och the noo!” squealed the Dyke. “Stay still 
ya fookin’ mooron!” She rubbed her knee and moved 
in again. She slashed the tawse downwards. Holler 
screamed and bucked and writhed. She kicked back 
again and the Dyke took another painful hit on the 
shinbone. 

“Fook this,” she snarled. “Ah’m cooling the 
Elite.” 

Holler James was a hefty cove and even the 
two prefects that the Dyke had summonsed couldn’t 
manage to keep her still. 

Phyllis MacAllister was a persistent woman and 
was determined to complete the thrashing. She 
instructed the prefects to bring a stool to the front of 
the room and to bend Holler over. The prefects 
secured Hollers ankles and wrists to the legs of the 
stool with Bunsen burner tubing to stop her thrashing 
about. It was difficult work and in the process Hollers 
ankles got wrapped around the inside of the legs of 
the stool. As her legs spread wide apart the stitching 
of the bottom button of her lab-coat failed under the 
strain and shot across the room. 
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With Holler finally strapped down Ms 
MacAllister took stock of the situation. It wasn’t 
exactly the quality of the good old days when she was 
at liberty to defenestrate her victims but Holler was 
certainly perfectly primed. She lashed the tawse 
down. Helen James opened her throat and hollered. 

 
Bernadette Summers was not in the hollering 

business; nonetheless she was not having a good 
time of it. Even on the best of days being tawsed by 
the Dyke was considered to be tough duty and with 
her arse still throbbing from her earlier slippering the 
Bounder was considerable disadvantaged.  

 
Phyllis MacAllister sipped her drink between 

strokes. She understood the benefits of prolonging 
the agony. Once, during a defenestration she had 
spent over five minutes staring three floors down 
during a hail storm while the Head Prefect took her 
own sweet time about whupping her arse. 

 
The Science Dame had a practiced technique. 

She landed the first three stripes from left to right 
using a forehand stroke. She then moved around to 
the other side of the stool and worked in the opposite 
direction using a backhanded stroke. It was highly 
effective and Phyllis MacAllister received consistent 
accolades for style and technique on the polls 
published on the GalGab website.   

 
With some difficulty Bernadette disengaged her 

ankles from around the stools legs and stiffly 
straightened up. Her lips were set in a tight line and 



25 
 

 

 

her nutmeg countenance seemed to have taken on a 
vaguely pallid hue. Nonetheless, her eyes remained 
hooded and she managed to curl her upper lip into 
her signature contemptuous sneer. 

Although Ms MacAllister was a strict and 
sometimes cranky cove she believed that once a 
whupping was done it was the end of the matter. She 
dispatched Bernadette back to her seat telling her she 
could retrieve her skirt and bumbags from the 
changing room later.  

 
Bernadette winced as she lowered herself back 

onto her stool. She tried not to squirm about; 
knowing from past experience the discomfort that 
could be caused by what the Woody Wags called the 
‘waffle weave effect’. She leaned forward as far as 
possible propping herself up on her elbows and 
straining her calves in an attempt to keep the 
wounded area of her derriere elevated from the 
unforgiving wooden seat. She sighed; it was going to 
be a long day.   
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Bottoms Up, Sarah 

 
 
On Saturday afternoon Ellen Millar drove up to 

the Smoke and collected Sarah Forsham-Smythe from 
the safe house provided by Stacks Monroe. The police 
officer drove Sarah back to the compound in time for 
the Saturday night feast. She was sneaked in through 
the back-door of the Great Hall. The guests at the 
feast had been sworn to secrecy. It was imperative 
that Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell didn’t get 
wind that Sarah wasn’t actually being held in police 
custody. 

 
For the past week Ellen Millar and a 

communications expert from the Criminal Prosecution 
Service had been placing stories in the media 
regarding Sarah’s status. It had been announced that 
she had been arrested on theft related charges and 
was being remanded without bail. 

Mr Armanisuit, acting for Mrs Hayden-White, 
the disgraced Grand Dame of the Ripley Back to 
School unit, had immediately lodged an appeal 
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claiming that Sarah would be an unreliable witness at 
the impending trial. 

On her Forsham-Smythe Network Melissa 
made a statement from her Caribbean hideaway 
claiming distress and disappointment at her daughters 
continued indulgence in nefarious activities. 

 
In stark contrast to her original arrival at the 

facility, when she had been the nation’s most hated 
Snob, Sarah’s return to the unit was greeted with 
considerable warmth and affection.  

The guests at the feast had been apprised of 
her brave undercover work during the Man from 
Berlin incident.  

Sarah beamed with pleasure as the world’s 
greatest mega-minxes took it in turns to hug her and 
welcome her home. 

 
As usual the dining room had been beautifully 

appointed by Cassie Cassy and her team. Cassie had 
recently found a book on flower arrangements from 
Thailand and had asked Jojo to allow members of her 
master class to experiment with some of the table 
settings. 

The results were stunning. Stripped of their 
supporting greenery, bold yellow and red bracts of 
Heliconia caribeae had been scaled down and secured 
at the base of acrylic containers by golden bamboo 
lattices. Six arrangements had been set out along the 
table. 

As the guests bustled into the hall Lady Derby, 
Michelle Morgan and Frankie Reese offered them 
flutes of ice-cold champagne. The lights had been 
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slightly dimmed and Grover Washington’s Aria was 
playing soothingly through the sound system.  

 
As an appetizer Cassy had prepared tom yam 

googlai rue goog maenam, a spicy soup that blended 
tiger and river prawns seasoned with lemongrass, 
lime juice and fresh chilies. She followed with a 
southern-Indian inspired sweet chicken curry. For 
dessert she served mouth-soothing pumpkin custard. 

After they had consumed their scrumptious 
repast the guests were allowed a thirty minute break 
to digest their food and freshen up before the 
entertainments began. 

 
Sarah gaped at Deborah. “Absolutely not,” she 

told the Deputy Red-shirt emphatically. 
“Oh come on, Sarah,” laughed Debs. “You put 

yourself through a lot on behalf of the team. Don’t tell 
me that you wouldn’t relish just a little payback.” 

“Well if it was Yvonne or Janet I got to spank, 
I wouldn’t say no,” admitted Sarah, “but not you.” 

“Look its Saturday night and somebody is 
going to get a spanking,” said Debs. “This week it just 
happens to be me. Now come with me I need to give 
you some tips.” 

 
When Debs Morton strode onto the stage she 

had changed out of her swanky prefectorial garb. She 
was wearing her old black and red striped blazer with 
matching tie and a gymslip with a ‘D’ embroidered on 
the front. She was wearing flat-shoes and white ankle 
socks. Her hair hung loose and the soft shaggy curls 
fell down just below her shoulders. She wore the 
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merest hint of mascara. Deborah turned to address 
the guests. 

“As we all know,” Debs told her chums, “Sarah 
was extremely instrumental in thwarting the Man 
from Berlin. We all know that she went deep cover for 
us and on several occasions sacrificed her bumbags 
for the cause. Unfortunately it fell to me to dish out 
the whops. Sarah was a trouper; she put it up and 
kept it up. Ladies and gentleman, I ask you to raise 
your glasses and offer a toast to Sarah Forsham-
Smythe.” Debs raised her champagne flute. “Bottoms 
up Sarah,” she toasted. 

The guests rose to their feet. “Bottoms up 
Sarah,” they chorused. 
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Cleo 

 
 
Deborah Morton hung upside down across 

Sarah’s lap. She was beginning to question her sanity. 
For the past six years Debs had actively 

pursued whops in her pursuit of fame on the Hall of 
Shame. However, she had always made a point not to 
volunteer for whops that did not count towards her 
official record. As she felt the skirt of her gymslip 
being turned back and her bumbags being rolled 
down it occurred to her that volunteering her naked 
orbs for an exhibition spanking might not have been 
one of her more brilliant ideas. 

 
Sarah took a deep breath. She tried to 

remember Deborah’s instructions. 
“Slow and juicy works best,” Debs had coached 

her. “Don’t rush and don’t panic when I wriggle and 
squirm. That’s just a natural reaction so don’t let it 
distract you from your work. Make sure that you have 
me tucked in tightly and let me settle down before 
you proceed. I’ve been dangled plenty of times before 
and believe you me I won’t break.” 
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Sarah was seated on the high spanking stool 
that had been brought from the library. Deborah was 
dangling with her fingers and toes a full twelve inches 
from the floor. Her head swung loosely between her 
outstretched arms and her hair cascaded down 
towards the floor. 

Sarah raised the wood-backed hair brush in the 
air and brought it down with a hearty crack. 

 
Debs Morton hung upside down panting. Sarah 

had paid attention to her instructions, she had taken 
her time delivering the undercoat, carefully working 
her way up one side of Debs bottom and then back 
down the other. Deborah was beginning to regret her 
decision to instruct Sarah to apply a top coat.  

For entertainment purposes Deborah 
considered that the first six spanks had probably 
discolored her rear end quite adequately and her 
buttocks felt like they were sufficiently swollen. 
Deborah was fast concluding that just the application 
of the undercoat would have more than sufficed. 

 
When Katie Beck had first transitioned from 

the ashplant to the hairbrush she had embarked upon 
an extensive research campaign in pursuit of the 
perfect instrument. Every day packages would be 
delivered to the facility containing brushes of every 
conceivable shape, weight and density. 

Everybody who was sent to the library for a 
dangling was obliged to complete a written survey 
regarding the relative short and long term merits of 
each brush. 
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Katie came across the oval shaped hairbrush in 
an unusual venue. During the Christmas furlough Ms 
Lawton had generously treated her to a trip down the 
Nile. One afternoon she was rooting through relics 
and curio’s when she came across the oval hairbrush 
formed out of Olive Wood. The owner of the store 
made the unlikely claim that his ancestors had once 
provided similar hairbrushes to Ptolemy the Twelfth 
for the purpose of disciplining his daughter. Katie was 
tickled by the tale and nicknamed her new brush 
Cleo. 

 
Halfway through the cruise Katie got an 

opportunity to test out Cleo’s effectiveness first hand 
when she took a trip across her guardian’s knee. She 
was duly impressed and felt certain that she had 
finally discovered her holy grail. She couldn’t wait to 
get back to the compound to try out her new 
acquisition.   

 
Cleo was an unpopular addition to the Woody 

community. Clearly Ptolemy knew a thing or two 
about the design and construction of the type of 
artillery required for a damn good spanking. The 
handle was six inches long and the head was sized 
perfectly to cover every square centimeter of even 
the most over-sized rear end.  

The Woody wags liked to joke that when 
Ptolemy was measuring Cleopatra up for the 
hairbrush she must have had quite a plump rump. 

 
The Egyptian salesman was delighted when he 

got a standing order for six new brushes to be 
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delivered to the unit at the beginning of each new 
year.   

 
Deborah felt herself being tucked tightly and 

sensed that Sarah was preparing to give her a second 
coat. She licked her lips and squeezed her eyes tight.  

Sarah Forsham-Smythe raised the brush in the 
air and brought it down with a loud crack. Debs 
ankles twitched and her fingers splayed in distress.  

Being whacked on the bare bottom with the 
business side of a wooden hairbrush is never fun but 
Debs was aware that the difference in the heat factor 
between the undercoat and the top coat was 
significant. 

Deborah wriggled and squirmed as the back of 
the brush collided with her already swollen and 
scalded flesh. Debs conviction that this was altogether 
a bad idea was increasing by the spank.  

 
Debs lowered herself gingerly into her seat and 

gulped down a glass of bubbly that Lady Derby had 
brought for her. 

“Not bad for a novice,” Debs smiled ruefully at 
Sarah. 

Sarah flushed slightly. 
“When are you coming back to the unit?” Debs 

asked. 
“I’m back,” said Sarah. “They’re making an 

announcement that I’ve been released on bail. I’ll try 
and make contact with Yvonne tomorrow and see 
what she’s up to.”  
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Incentive 

 
 
Yvonne Godfrey glared at Patty. Godders was 

standing with her hands on her head, with the bib of 
her gymslip unfastened and her tie slung back over 
her right shoulder. Patty was idly inspecting the 
buttons of Yvonne’s blouse, checking for loose 
threads or signs of chipping. 

“I’m very disappointed in your performance,” 
said Patty curtly. “I told you I wanted you to ‘Get 
Morton’ and you’ve done absolutley nothing.” 

“What exactly would you like me to do? I’m not 
allowed on the Elite landing unless I’m grubbing,” 
said Yvonne hotly. “I haven’t grubbed for Morton for 
over a week. Unless it’s escaped your memory you’ve 
been fulfilling that role of late.” 

Patty stared daggers at Yvonne. She reached 
forward and yanked the knot of Yvonne’s tie 
downwards and unfastened the top button her 
blouse. 

“I think you need an incentive. Go and wait 
outside the library,” Patty leered. “I’ll send Morton up 
to beat you.” 
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“You fucking be-yotch,” breathed Yvonne. She 
refastened the shoulder buttons of her gymslip. “I’ll 
get you for this Patty,” she snarled and then flounced 
off in the direction of the library. 

 
“Yvonne Godfrey’s outside the library waiting 

for you to beat her, Ma’am,” said Lady Derby 
Huntington. “Ms Hodge gave me the paperwork.” 

Debs narrowed her eyes and studied the 
requisition. It was most peculiar. Patricia Hodge had 
specifically nominated Deborah to deliver the beating. 
According to the paperwork it was a routine matter of 
collar and tie abuse that Patty could easily have dealt 
with herself. To the best of her recollection Debs 
couldn’t remember a single instance when Patricia 
Hodge had passed up an opportunity to dish out a 
thrashing.  

“Patty gave you this?” asked Debs. 
Derby nodded her head. “Yes Ma’am,” she 

confirmed. “She summonsed me to her quarters. I 
must confess I was rather anxious. She has been 
threatening to beat me ever since she completed her 
grubbing assignment. I rather fancied I was in for 
six.”  

 
“I’ve hurt my shoulder,” said Patty, “you’re the 

duty monitor so it made perfect sense to nominate 
you.” 

“Why didn’t you send her to Katie?” asked 
Debs. 

“Katie is indisposed,” snapped Patty. “She has 
a dental appointment and won’t be back until later 
this evening. Is there a problem? The paperwork is in 
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order. It’s a simple enough assignment, now cut 
along to the library and carry out my instructions 
before I have you flogged for insubordination.” 

 
Deborah Morton had nothing in principle 

against caning Yvonne. During her year in the Elite 
Miss Godfrey had ruthlessly targeted Debs and had 
been responsible for causing a considerable amount 
of discomfort in Deborah’s bumbags. 

Yvonne had attended Patty’s first ‘Get Morton’ 
summit where the Radical Right and their SS goon-
squad had conspired to subject Deborah to the first 
ever Full-collar Walkthrough and a twelve stroke 
running bender on the baseless charge of ‘Bringing 
the Red House into Disrepute’. 

In a year where Debs Morton would receive 
fifty-three punishments Yvonne’s finger prints could 
be found on almost fifty percent of the case files. 
Yvonne was shrewd. She only personally beat 
Deborah on three occasions, although she also red-
carded Debs half a dozen times. Three times she 
chucked her out of assembly on spurious goofing 
charges. On a further three occasions Yvonne had 
Deborah publicly collared by Ivan the Terrible and 
marched up to Ms Lawton’s office for twelve stroke 
bare benders. 

Yvonne used Janet Mitchell and her other SS 
pawns to ensure that Debs received a steady stream 
of black marks for ‘rubbishing the pre’s’ so she paid 
regular visits to the library to be dangled by the Red-
shirt. 

Due to her unfortunate position as Public 
Enemy Number One, Deborah was in no position to 
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defend herself. Understandably, the opportunity to 
slice and dice Yvonne’s bumbags to tatters was not 
entirely unappealing to Deborah Morton. 

 
Yvonne bent forward at the waist. Her fingers 

trembled as she placed them on the tips of her shoes. 
The Ice Maiden was not easily unnerved but she 
found Deborah’s stony silence very disarming. Since 
entering the corridor leading to the library Debs had 
not uttered a single word. 

Yvonne had been facing the wall with her 
hands on her head for almost half an hour by the 
time Debs arrived. She had been steeling herself for a 
vicious tongue-lashing. She suspected Deborah would 
take the opportunity to elicit some pay-back for the 
many times that Yvonne had publicly trashed her. 

Deborah was extremely self-conscious about 
her appearance. During her five years as the golden 
gal of British tennis she had been amongst the 
nations most photographed females. When she was 
on a winning streak the press adored her and printed 
pictures of her looking her best; fit, athletic, 
permanently-tanned and extremely cute. However, as 
soon as she lost they turned on her, calling her over-
weight, accused her of being out of condition and 
printed the most unglamorous pictures they could 
find. 

Whenever she had the opportunity Yvonne had 
exploited Deborah’s insecurity and taunted her 
cruelly. Yvonne very much doubted that Deborah 
would have forgotten the savage sweating sessions 
she had been forced to endure.  
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Nonetheless, Deborah Morton had not said a 
word. She was about to let her cane do the talking. 



 

 

10 

 
Foul Play 

 
 
During her Ladette hearing the prosecutor 

described Yvonne as a character who was totally and 
utterly beyond redemption. Most folks that 
encountered her tended to agree with the 
assessment. On numerous polls on the GalGab web-
site Yvonne Godfrey has been voted as the most 
unpopular inmate ever to frequent the facility. 

According to her arch-enemy Cathryn Cassidy 
her only redeeming quality was that, ‘at least she ain’t 
a fucking muff’.  

 
Yvonne hissed with consternation as the cane 

slashed across the crown of her upturned behind. It 
was a quite stunning opening and did not bode well 
for the future of Miss Godfrey’s bumbags. 

Debs was juiced. She hadn’t believed a word of 
Patty’s lame tale about a hurt shoulder and she had 
no idea why Ms Hodge had served up Yvonne’s 
bumbags on a platter. Nonetheless, she had a signed 
thrashing requisition and an assignment to fulfill. On 
the way up to the library Debs had tried to remain 



Stolen Bumbags 
 

 

dispassionate but it was difficult not to reflect on the 
atrocities Yvonne had subjected her to. 

Deborah would never forget the coprophagiac 
smirk on Yvonne’s face during the fateful Red House 
Council hearing where the full horrors associated with 
the first ever Formal House Beating were being 
explained to her. 

For the first time Deborah experienced a rush 
of relish and exhilaration as she watched Yvonne 
folding herself in half in front of the fireplace. 

 
The inmates of the Woody Back to School unit 

liked to rank thrashings in terms of technical merit, 
artistic content and overall heat factor. Since her 
promotion to Captain of the Red House during the 
previous year Deborah Morton had garnered rave 
reviews and some of the highest ratings ever. 

The Bounder, who rarely deigned to comment 
on such trifles, posted a warning on the GalGab web-
site strongly recommending her chums to keep their 
bumbags at a safe distance from Deborah’s cane. 

Over the past months Debs had overcome her 
initial nerves and her confidence had grown. She had 
become a highly-respected disciplinarian and her 
authority was never questioned. She had already 
been required to deliver over fifty beatings and not a 
single complaint had been filed or even an appeal 
lodged with the Executive Committee. 

Technically she was a natural. Her fantastic 
eye-ball coordination allowed her to deliver strokes 
with unerring accuracy. Although she was most 
widely acclaimed for her tennis skills she was also 
highly-proficient at the more wrist-orientated games 
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of badminton, table-tennis and squash. A truly great 
caner does not need to use an overly long backswing. 
The secret of the perfect delivery is in the snap; the 
last second flick of the wrist that increases the 
velocity of the tip of the cane to around Mach One. 
Debs powerful wrists made her the mistress of the 
snap. 

 
Debs snapped the cane down across Yvonne’s 

tautened bumbags. The report echoed around the 
library like a rifle-shot. Yvonne’s head reared up and 
her fingers jerked away from her shoes. 

Deborah considered her options. Theoretically 
it was a foul stroke. The protocols of toe-touching 
specified that if a gal’s fingers left her toes during a 
beating the stroke could be repeated. It was an 
extremely harsh stipulation and was only invoked by 
the cruelest Dames and prefects. Yvonne, naturally, 
fell into that category and Deborah had personally 
suffered from Yvonne’s implementation of the 
protocol. 

Yvonne Godfrey was highly proficient with the 
cane. Not quite in the class of Debs, but she had 
maintained a consistently high heat factor rating and 
beatings from Godders were considered tough duty. 

 
One afternoon Yvonne was acting as Duty 

Monitor when she received intelligence regarding the 
status of Deborah’s rear end. Word on the gossvine 
was that Debs had recently been bent over the piano 
stool and beaten by Ms Whitton with the violin bow 
known as the Morton Special. According to reliable 
witnesses it had been a particularly savage thrashing 
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and there were considerable quantities of quids 
swapping hands on the timing of the next occasion 
Debs would be observed sitting down. 

Yvonne spotted Deborah painfully walking 
around the rec area, her hands thrust into her blazer 
pockets, doubtless trying to walk off the effects of her 
recent thrashing. In a moment of pure evil the Ice 
Maiden swooped. 

Accompanied by her burly enforcer, Ivan the 
Terrible, she barreled down on Deborah and span her 
around. 

“Your top button’s fully exposed,” she 
snapped. Before Debs had time to react Yvonne 
grabbed the knot of Debs tie and thrust it upwards.  

“Collar her and take her to the library, I’ll be 
along to beat her shortly,” Yvonne instructed Ivan. 
She blew her whistle and pulled out her Red-card. 
“Morton, Phase 5, Red-card for collar and tie abuse,” 
she announced. “Mandatory six of the best.” 

 
As usual Yvonne had left Debs sweating 

outside the library in full nose and toes pose for 
almost an hour. When she finally pitched up she had 
her SS cronies in tow. 

Yvonne had just received certification to deliver 
running benders and could think of no better target to 
demonstrate her new skill than the poor beleaguered 
bum of Deborah Morton. 

It was a ruthless thrashing. Twice Debs fingers 
jerked from her feet and Yvonne callously called foul 
and discounted the strokes. Yvonne’s cronies taunted 
Deborah relentlessly. It was not an experience Debs 
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would easily forget. She looked down at Yvonne’s 
bumbags and considered her options. 
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Stark Raving Bonkers! 

 
 
“I’ll pretend I didn’t see that, Godfrey,” Debs 

said finally, “but if you jerk up again I’ll call foul. Now 
touch them and stay down. I need you to put it up 
and keep it up.” 

 
Yvonne Godfrey limped out of the library. Her 

eyes blazed with unadulterated indignation. Clearly 
she needed to escape from the facility but with a 
transponder fixed around her ankle and no access to 
a cell-phone she faced some considerable challenges. 

 
“You’re fucking barking,” squealed Sarah 

Forsham-Smythe. “You promised me that this Man 
from Berlin was a professional and he sent me a 
bunch of Scousers! I’m facing a ten to fifteen stretch 
in chokey and you want me to help you again? You 
couldn’t organize a piss-up in a brewery!” 

“All I need is a cell-phone,” growled Yvonne. 
“The Man from Berlin is clever. He was just testing 
the waters. Now that he knows all the weaknesses in 



45 
 

 

 

the compounds defenses he’ll be in and out in a jiffy. 
The Scouser’s were just sacrificial lambs.” 

“What about me?” demanded Sarah. “I was 
sacrificed too. I spent almost a week being grilled by 
Plod and it was most disagreeable.” 

“Just get me the cell-phone and I’ll get you out 
of here,” said Yvonne. “The Confederacy of Yoofs will 
take care of you.” 

“Confederacy of Yoofs?” mocked Sarah. 
“Confederacy of fucking Dunces more like.” 

“And one last thing,” said Yvonne. “Make sure 
its Deborah Morton’s phone you steal. I plan on 
making sure she’s implicated as the mastermind. I 
want her bumbags tossed in jail and the key thrown 
away.” 

“Now that I don’t mind doing,” said Sarah. 
 
“I’ll leave it in my blazer pocket in the changing 

rooms while I’m working out with Suzy,” agreed 
Debs. “That way you can make the calls and return it. 
The call logs will show that the calls to Rudi Von 
Oppenhiemmer all came from my phone.” 

 
“What do you mean in prison?” shrieked Patty. 

“Have you lost your senses? What good is she to me 
in prison? I want her flunked and re-sentenced you 
fool. What good are her bumbags to me if they’re 
swanning about in a prison-cell?” 

Yvonne looked taken aback. “But you said …,” 
she started. 

“I said ‘Get Morton’!” snapped Patty. “I meant 
get her for me, fool. What good is she if she’s 
languishing in some dark and dingy cell? I should put 
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you over my knee and spank you for gross stupidity. 
You used to be such a good operative. What the 
Dickens has got into you woman?” 

 
“What the fuck do you think you’re doing,” 

squealed Katie as Patty yanked her over her knees. 
“You are totally incompetent,” raged Patty. “I 

put you in charge of coordinating the ‘Get Morton’ 
campaign and you’ve managed to turn it into a 
fiasco.” 

Patty yanked down Katie’s bumbags and 
shoved her face roughly into the carpet. She grabbed 
the leather soled slipper off Katie’s desk and began to 
roast her rump. 

 
“She’s fucking demented,” Katie fumed to the 

Wart. “She’s completely off her trolley and I’m not 
going to put up with it any more.” 

The Wart patted Katie’s hand soothingly and 
poured her a large slug of Patron tequila. “You know 
Patty, she can be temperamental, but she’s been a 
good leader and I’m sure that this is just a 
misunderstanding.” 

“Misunderstanding?” shouted Katie indignantly. 
“She fucking slippered me! What is there to 
misunderstand? She’s stark raving bonkers.” 

 
Patty took out her mannequin and placed it 

over the arm of her sofa. She took her time selecting 
a wye-tipped cane and took a deep breath. She raised 
the cane in the air and slashed it down across the 
navy blue bumbags with Deborah Morton’s name 
stitched into the waistband.  
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It was therapeutic work. “Get Morton! Get 
Morton!” she repeated between strokes. 

Patty gave the bumbags six and took a 
breather. She gave them another six and then after 
some reflection she gave them an additional six for 
good measure. She briefly danced a celebratory gig 
around her apartment and then set out for the saloon 
bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 

 



 

 

12 

 
Six of the Best Berkeley 

 
 
It was a matter of general consensus amongst 

the Woody community that Cassandra Cassidy was 
stark raving bonkers, so Mr Humphries generally felt 
obliged to take her mental condition into 
consideration when he was obliged to discipline her.  

Cassie was on a roll, in the space of seventy-
two hours she had been red-carded out of assembly 
for goofing, dangled by Lady Vix for accumulating five 
black marks for rubbishing pre’s, been bent over her 
bed and beaten by Claire Brooks during a Dorm Raid, 
and whopped by the Wart for a misunderstanding 
over her suggestion that the GeoDame might like to 
boil her head.  

She had culminated her spectacular 
performance by being red-carded by Madame Diderot 
for her observation that the only reason for building 
the Channel Tunnel was to make it easier for the 
French Government to flee to London in the event 
that the Huns were considering another outing to 
Paris. Madame Diderot was notoriously fickle when it 
came to Frog-bashing. 
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Mr Humphries had nothing in principle against 
political observation and debate. In fact he openly 
encouraged open and frank intellectual discourse. 
Nonetheless, the Grand Master understood the 
difference between Frog-bashing and Frog-baiting 
and he was in no doubt that Cassie was guilty of 
indulging in the latter. 

 
As usual Cassie made no excuses for her 

behavior. “Madame wants me thrashed,” she reported 
cheerfully to the Grand Master.  

Mr Humphries had difficulty keeping a straight 
face. With her blonde hair, electric blue eyes and 
stunning grin, Cassie looked like she had been 
dispatched by central casting to pose for a Swinstead 
painting. 

“You’ve been busy over the last few days,” 
observed the Grand Master.  

“Yes sir, I’m sorry sir, I suppose,” replied 
Cassie thoughtfully, “but, then again, I’m not really 
sorry at all.” 

Mr Humphries suppressed a grin. “This little 
blitz has given you a big lead at the Top of the 
Whops.” 

Cassie beamed. “I needed a run of luck. Lisa 
Sutton is so unpredictable. She’s always ranting on 
about reform and then she gets whopped three times 
in three days.” 

In many strata’s of society this strain of 
conversation might have seemed a little queer but at 
Woodys it was nothing more than idle chit-chat. 

“I’m considering enrolling you into the Double 
Berkeley Society,” said the Grand Master. 
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Cassie’s eyes twinkled. “Kewl,” she breathed. 
“I wondered when you would get around to reading 
my application.” 

Mr Humphries suppressed a grin. Cassie Cassy 
was probably the only inmate at the facility who 
would have taken the news that her routine 
punishments were to be increased to twelve stroke 
bare benders with quite such good cheer. 

“When do we get started on the induction?” 
asked Cassie. 

 
Jojo poured Cassie Cassy a glass of Sir Winston 

Churchill 1996 Pol Roger Cuvée that had been 
generously donated by the Bounder. 

“Painful times ahead,” toasted Jojo. 
“Bottoms up, sis,” grinned Cat Cassidy. 
Cassie just grinned her lunatic grin. 
 
In the early days of the Woody Back to School 

unit Ms Lawton had subscribed to the preaching’s of 
the renowned Victorian dominatrix, Theresa Berkeley. 
Miss Berkeley had been the proprietor of the Smoke’s 
most famous house of discipline during the early and 
mid-eighteenth century. In order to limit damage to 
her rear end and to maximize her profits she had 
decreed six strokes of the Nilgiri canes she had 
imported from Eastern India to be the perfect 
punishment. 

With flagellation all the rage she was regularly 
interviewed in newspapers and became known as ‘Six 
of the Best, Berkeley.’ Theresa became so famous 
that her name became a well-known idiom. When the 
Lawrence sisters published the first advertisements of 



51 
 

 

 

the original Woody School in 1857 they promised that 
errant pupils would be ‘Berkeleyed, no less and no 
more’. It was only in the small print hidden on page 
sixteen of the prospectus that parents were informed 
that recalcitrant or malfeasant prefects would be 
‘Double-Berkeleyed’.  

The tradition of the prefectorial ‘Double 
Berkeley’ continued for over a century and a half. 
Significant Woody diarists including Ms Lawton 
herself, Patty Hodge, Penny Morton and Chrissy 
Brooks all recall being ‘doubled’ during their Elite 
year.  

 
In her original Whops and Clobber proposal to 

the Ministry of Extreme Social Rehabilitation Major 
Susan Lawton wrote, ‘In routine matters we shall 
adhere to the six of the best principle. Women are 
born broad of beam and well-designed to tolerate six 
strokes of the cane. We shall only deviate when it 
becomes necessary to deliver a public flogging or in 
the event that members of the Elite require 
disciplining.’ 

 
Six of the best remained the Woody standard 

for almost a decade but things were hotting up on the 
Big BUTT. Vintage minxes like April Turner, Cat 
Cassidy, Melons, Lady Vix and Claire Brooks were 
whopping it out against the new breed of mega-
minxes. The Famous Four comprised of Jojo, Debs, 
Rosemary and Nixdown had established a new 
standard and whops were being delivered at a faster 
and more furious pace that ever before. 
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The Double Berkeley Society 

 
 
Lady Victoria Brompton had the misfortune of 

becoming the founding member of what would 
become known as the ‘Double-Berkeley Society’ to the 
Woody Wags.  

On one fateful morning Lady Victoria was red-
carded and sent up to Ms Lawton’s office three times 
in the space of four hours.    

 
Ms Lawton had always been fond of Lady 

Victoria. Despite Vix’s deplorable record on the Hall of 
Shame the Grand Dame had admired the aristocrat’s 
personal integrity and the manner with which she 
dispatched her charitable obligations during her 
furloughs. Nonetheless, she was less than impressed 
to find Her Ladyship in her office for the third time in 
less than four hours charged with potty-mouthing. 

Susan Lawton had spent over twenty years 
working in Military Intelligence and knew a thing or 
two about potty-mouthing. She had taken meals in 
make-shift canteens in the furthest throes of the 
earth where her companions did not give much 
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credence to refined and delicate female ears. She was 
by no means naive and knew that the inmates cussed 
up a blue storm when they were out of hearing of the 
Brass. However, the protocols strictly forbade lewd, 
ribald or profane language to be used in the lecture 
rooms. 

“I have no other recourse than to publicly flog 
you,” Ms Lawton had informed the aristocrat. 

Lady Victoria’s eyes hooded over.  
“Furthermore Brompton, in the future when 

you are sent to this study I intend to give you twelve 
strokes of the senior cane until such time as I see a 
marked improvement in your behavior,” The Grand 
Dame continued. 

 
For several months Lady Victoria was the 

solitary member of this exclusive club. She paid three 
visits to the Beak’s study during that period and on 
each occasion she received twelve stroke bare 
benders just as Ms Lawton had promised. 

However, the Grand Dame was becoming 
increasingly concerned at the seemingly unstoppable 
escalation in minxdom. It occurred to the Grand 
Dame that there were many inmates who were 
eminently clubbable. 

Jojo Heyworth appeared destined to become 
the first gal ever to score a Bull, acquiring fifty 
punishments in a single year. She resided at the top 
of the Annual Hall of Shame. Debs Morton and Claire 
Brooks were hot on her bumbags. Lisa Sutton had 
just incurred Ms Lawton’s ire after she stomped 
across her flower-beds and had become the first 
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inmate to be formally branded as ‘Public Enemy 
Number One’.  

Ms Lawton didn’t formally change the policy 
and protocol until the implementation of Operation 
Scorched Arse but informal membership of the 
‘Double Berkeley Society’ was already on the increase. 
Twelve stroke bare benders were becoming a matter 
of routine for the unit’s most eminent mega-minxes. 

Cassie Cassy considered it a privilege to have 
gained access to such an exclusive club. 

 
Claire Brooks knew exactly what to expect 

when she was red-carded out of an advanced 
economics lecture by Pauline Gascoigne. She had 
been a fully-paid up member of the elite society for 
several years.  

Claire climbed the steps that led to her 
apartment and went inside. She crossed to the 
wardrobe and took out a white blouse, gymslip, 
striped blazer and tie. She laid them out on the bed. 

As a member of the Old Gal program Claire 
was allowed to attend lectures wearing civilian 
clothing, or casuals, as they were known in Woody 
parlance.  However, in accordance with the Old Gal 
Whops and Clobber protocols she was required to 
change into full clobber whenever she needed a 
caning. 

Claire slipped out of her casuals and began to 
dress in her clobber. There was no question that she 
needed a caning.  

Pauline Gascoigne was by nature a tolerant 
soul but there were limits to her patience. Not even 
forty-eight hours had elapsed since Claire had last 
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needed a caning. On that occasion Pauline had dealt 
with Claire in the privacy of the lecture room, bending 
her over her desk and absolutely creaming her. 

After the beating the two women had shaken 
hands and hugged. “I’m sorry Claire but next time I’m 
going to have to send you up to be Double 
Berkeleyed.” 

Claire had agreed that that was probably a 
reasonable course of action. However, neither of 
them expected Claire to be taking a stroll up to the 
Grand Master’s study quite so soon. 
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Caned Laughter 

 
 
Mr Humphries was fond of Claire. She was an 

honest and open kind of cove and extremely funny. 
Unfortunately it was her predilection for being 
extremely funny that made her a regular visitor to his 
study. 

The previous year Claire had established the 
unenviable record of being the most frequently 
beaten prefect in the history of the unit. She had 
ended the year with a whop point average of slightly 
over a thrashing a week. The vast majority of her 
punishments were related to her ribald humor and 
penchant for pith.  

 
Her foray into Old Gal world had not been any 

more successful. Although she spent the majority of 
her time in her apartment studying on-line she had 
still managed to accumulate enough punishments to 
become the first Old Gal to feature on the top ten of 
the Annual Hall of Shame. 

Mr Humphries knew that there was little point 
in remonstrating with Claire but he did suggest that 
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she might consider putting her comedic talents to 
better use and stage a revue. 

Claire giggled. “I could call it Caned Laughter,” 
she said clapping her hands with delight.  

“There you go,” laughed the Grand Master. 
“You can give it a shot on Saturday night at the 
feast.” 

“I’ll start work on the script immediately,” said 
Claire enthusiastically. 

The Grand Master nodded. “Well not quite 
immediately, aren’t we forgetting something?” he 
smiled. 

“Oh, yes,” groaned Claire, “I’m due a Double-
Berkeley.” 

 
As usual Claire looked like the poster-child of 

the Whops and Clobber zeitgeist when she took to the 
stage in the Great Hall on Saturday night. Her 
expensively tailored clobber fitted her long, lithe 
frame like a glove. She elegantly propped her right 
elbow on the mike-stand, cocked her hips cheekily, 
winked at her chums and lifted the microphone to her 
lips.  

 
To people who didn’t know her particularly well 

Claire’s comedic talents always came as a revelation. 
Her slightly plummy voice and the fastidious care she 
took over her appearance tended to create a first 
impression of Claire as a rather demure English rose. 
Her lightening banter and ribald wit often caught 
people off guard. But the Woody gals knew her rather 
well and the select invitees to the intimate Saturday 
night gatherings were thrilled when they heard 
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rumors that the current weeks entertainment was 
going to be comprised of a revue entitled ‘Caned 
Laughter, a spanking night of comedy with Claire 
Brooks’.  

The audience greeted her arrival on stage with 
whistles and foot-stamping enthusiasm. 

 
For some folk a two-decade long career of 

being spanked and caned might not seem an obvious 
inspiration for comedic material. However, there was 
no question that Claire knew her subject and she had 
an almost endless source of material to draw upon. 
After all, she had started her spanking career over 
twenty years earlier, face down across Ma’s lap being 
introduced to the infamous Brooks Brush. 

“Ma brought us up to believe that there is no 
problem that can’t be solved by a sore bottom,” she 
opened her act. “Obviously I don’t have any problems 
because for the past twenty years I’ve been suffering 
from a virulent strain of sore-arse syndrome.” 

  
Claire’s anecdotes of living under the same 

roof as the nation’s most vocal pro-spanking activist 
brought her audience to tears of laughter and tears of 
sympathy. 

“I never blamed Ma. She comes from the 
school of hard whops. Not only did my Grandma 
invent the fine art of zinging but Ma also attended the 
original Woody School when our very own Patty 
Thrasher was the Red-shirt in residence. Imagine 
what that was like.” 

The audience blew raspberries and booed 
loudly. 
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“Ma is a great believer in instant justice. She 
has a rule that within four minutes of goofing or 
sassing we need to be upstairs, dressed in clobber, 
and standing in the corner. My sister Jen and I are 
really expert quick change-artists. The last thing we 
need is a double-zinging.” 
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The Six o’clock Swishing’s 

 
 
In keeping with family tradition Claire Brooks 

was shipped off to boarding school. Her mother’s 
alma mater the Woody School had fallen on hard 
times and closed its doors, so she was dispatched to 
the exclusive Dayton Manor.  

“Everything was extremely polite at Dayton,” 
Claire recalled. “We communicated a lot through little 
notelets that we left in each other’s pigeon-holes. 
We’d get invitations to picnics, folk dancing lessons 
and etiquette classes.” Claire giggled. “Don’t look at 
me like that. Yes! I attended my share of fucking 
etiquette classes. Anyway, I still have my favorite 
invitation. I had been at the school just a few months 
when I found a pretty pink envelope placed in my 
box. I opened it expecting to be invited to a birthday 
feast or, better still, a polo match. The message 
inside was neatly hand written.” 

“It read, ‘Dear Miss Brooks, You are invited to 
repair to the House Captain’s quarters to participate 
in a six o’clock swishing. Yours Faithfully, Monica 
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Rodgers’. Even more bizarrely at the bottom she had 
written RSVP!” 

“You have to admit that’s quite a stylish way to 
invite someone up to your rooms so that you can beat 
their arse with a whippy stick,” chuckled Claire. 

“Monica Rodgers was a prissy little thing with 
pigtails and a really big snooter; we used to call her 
Monc the Conk behind her back,” smiled Claire, “but 
receiving an invitation to participate in one of her six 
o’clock swishing’s was a little unnerving. She was 
rumored to be rather good with the stick.” 

 
“Monc was in a terrible tizzy,” Claire told her 

audience. “She said that I had a bad case of the dt’s 
and was getting her house a bad reputation. I 
couldn’t very well argue; I had taken up permanent 
residence in the detention room since I arrived at 
Dayton. She suggested we try a swishing.” 

“I had no objection in principle to the 
suggestion. Ma always told me that she far preferred 
a swishing to writing boring lines or spending hours in 
the detention room. So I agreed we should give it a 
try.” Claire grinned. “She bent me over the back of 
her sofa and gave me three hot ones, but we all know 
that is only half a caning, so I felt compelled to go 
back a few days later and get the other half.” 

“Once I was on the swishing circuit I started to 
get all kinds of interesting invitations. The Headgirl 
and my House Mistress were both keen for me to stop 
by. I was becoming rather popular on the circuit and 
my social calendar started to get rather busy at six 
o’clock,” continued Claire. “My chums took to calling 
me Bendover Brooks.” 
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Claire’s accounts of her shenanigans at the 

prim and proper boarding school attracted 
considerable applause. Apparently her former 
teachers had a lot in common with the Woody Brass. 
She recounted an episode when she was yanked and 
spanked. “Nobody had ever been spanked in class 
before so it came as quite a surprise to be hauled out 
of my seat and pinned down across my desk. The 
teacher was a real old battleaxe, a right gargoyle in a 
dodgy tweed suit. She’s yattering and chattering 
while she’s walloping me. All of a sudden she stops. 
Apparently her false gnashers came unstuck and 
dropped on the floor and one got broken. She held 
me responsible and I got sent up to the Headgirl for a 
six o’clock swishing. Imagine that, she breaks her 
false teeth and I get six of the best. Where’s the 
justice in that?” 

 
Of course school holidays were equally fun-

filled with Claire seeing plenty of hairbrush action. 
“My sister Jen was becoming extremely competitive,” 
said Claire, “she’d just been sent up to Dayton and 
had got a couple of swishing’s. She wanted to make a 
name for herself and she started sassing Ma at home. 
I had always been the naughty sister so of course I 
had to defend my reputation which meant that there 
was whole lot of spanking going on.” 

 
According to records maintained by the 

Ministry of Education Claire Brooks ranks as the 
second most caned school pupil in the nation’s 
history. She admitted that the specter of expulsion 
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often loomed large but her outstanding achievements 
as an international class equestrian and the kudos 
that she brought to the school often saved her bacon, 
although rarely her arse. However, all good things 
must come to an end and eventually she would face 
her Armageddon. 
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Horsed and Birched 

 
 
Claire’s account of her somewhat ignominious 

eviction from the institution earned her considerable 
sympathy. 

She had been caught in a compromising 
position with a stable-boy, discussing Ugandan affairs. 
She was hauled up before the Board of Governors. 

“They made a terrible fuss, which I thought 
was rather silly,” she told her chums. “After all it was 
supposed to be the age of enlightenment and, 
besides, back in the day everybody was boffing 
anything in trousers.” 

According to the minutes of the Governors 
Meeting, now available on the internet, one of the 
board members, a certain Baroness Fielding, 
demanded that ‘Miss Brooks should be punished with 
the most extreme gravity. She needs to be chastised 
in such a manner that will deter our future pupils 
from indulging in such rampant promiscuity’. It can 
now be revealed that Baroness Fielding is the younger 
sister of Melissa Forsham-Smythe. 
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“I was hauled before the board,” remembers 
Claire. “This terrible old ogre called Baroness Fielding 
droned on and on about the gravity of the situation 
and the shame I had brought on the school. 
Apparently my greatest crime was that I had got laid 
while I was wearing my school uniform. I considered 
explaining that I had actually taken off my clothes 
while the deed was being done but she didn’t seem 
much in the mood for listening. She produced this 
dusty ledger and informed me that according to 
ancient protocols I was to be horsed and birched. I 
had no idea what the fuck she was talking about.” 

 
The horse and birch technique had first been 

introduced in several independent fee-paying schools, 
reformatories and military installations during the 
mid-eighteen hundreds. For many years the heinous 
punishment was limited exclusively to the male genre. 

The first recorded horsing and birching of a 
female occurred during the Great War. Two Red-cross 
nurses were accused of fraternizing with the Hun and 
brought before a military tribunal. It was a difficult 
situation. The British Army had not yet enlisted 
women into their forces but the nurses were on active 
duty on the front-line and consequently fell under 
their disciplinary bailiwick. The two nurses were held 
at the Convent de Bon Pasteur while the military-men 
considered what to do with them. 

By this time the Lawrence Sisters had passed 
on and the original Woody School was governed by 
the Marchioness of St Ives, a whop-hardened veteran 
and a highly-respected disciplinarian. The army 
decided she would be an ideal arbitrator of the case. 
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She was smuggled across the channel to preside over 
the nurses’ hearing. She was appointed two quarter-
sergeants as her advisors during the hearing. 

The two unfortunate nurses were eventually 
found guilty. It fell to the Marchioness to deliver their 
sentence and she found herself faced with a curious 
dilemma. If a male member of the armed forces was 
found guilty of similar charges he would be taken to 
the stockade to be horsed and birched. It seemed 
wholly reasonable that the two nurses should be 
subjected to the same fate. However, this presented 
a problem. The spray birch favored by the military 
was only truly effective when administered across 
exposed flesh. The protocols of the Red-cross 
dictated that when nurses required corporal 
punishment the beatings should be delivered across 
the clothed seat.  

 
The nurses remained under guard in the brig 

while the Marchioness risked her life crossing the 
channel several times at the dead of night while she 
attempted to broker a deal.  

It seemed that she had reached an impasse. 
Both the Army and the Red-cross agreed that the 
horsing and birching sentence was appropriate. The 
matter of their bumbags remained the only issue to 
be resolved. 

Finally the Marchioness visited the nurses. The 
convent was cold and miserable and they were 
confined to their cells twenty-three hours a day. She 
explained that if she could not reach an agreement 
soon they might be held there for several years. She 
proposed a solution. 
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The two nurses were smuggled back to Britain 
under the cover of darkness. They were taken to the 
Woody School and enrolled as mature students. The 
Marchioness would personally perform the birching’s 
in the privacy of her study. 

 
The fate of the nurses was widely reported in 

the press and the ‘Woody Birchings’ would have 
unfortunate ramifications for a number of schoolgirls 
over the next twenty years. 

According to Ministry of Education records 
several of the nation’s most prestigious boarding 
school’s applied for permission to introduce horsing 
and birching in extreme circumstances. One of those 
schools was Dayton Manor which Claire would attend. 

The record shows that between the wars 
nearly a hundred luckless schoolgirls were subjected 
to the ghastly punishment. After the end of the 
Second World War the practice was largely 
abandoned. 

 
As a historic footnote, the Marchioness was 

later presented with new information regarding the 
nurses fraternization’s and learned that they had 
bravely helped dying men to go peacefully into the 
night. She campaigned for their exoneration and 
eventually they were presented with Medals of Valor 
by the King. 
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Whops and Clobber Comedy 

 
 
Claire Brooks was blissfully ignorant of the 

colorful history of horsing and birching when she was 
escorted to the Grand Dame’s study by two burly 
prefects. She wanted nothing better than to get her 
punishment over with so that she could go and 
exercise her pony. 

Over the next twenty minutes she would 
become one of the world’s few living experts in one of 
the most heinous forms of punishment ever devised. 

 
“I was told to remove my blazer and my 

bumbags which was a little queer as we were never 
caned on the bare,” Claire told her chums. “Then I 
was made to mount up on the back of one of the 
prefects as if we were preparing for a piggy-back 
race. It was most undignified. She was built like an 
outdoor brick-shithouse and made Ivan the Terrible 
look like a waif. The Headgirl grabbed my wrists and 
yanked me forward so that my chin was over the top 
of the prefects head and my arse was raised up in the 
air. The Grand Dame came around and showed me 
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the instrument that I was to be beaten with. I can 
only remember thinking ‘Holy Fuck’.” 

 
In some ways Claire Brooks had been lucky. 

The Grand Dame had only succeeded in acquiring a 
spray birch which generally only weighs in at three to 
four ounces, as opposed to an Eton birch that is 
significantly heavier.  

Nonetheless, being horsed and birched is not a 
taste that is easily acquired. With her arms being 
yanked out of her sockets by the Headgirl and her 
buttocks being widely spread due to her legs being 
wrapped around the prefect’s waist Claire Brooks felt 
like a sitting duck. 

 
The birch was constructed of a bundle of 

twenty Betula Pendula twigs bound together with a 
leather handle. The total length of the birch was 
twenty-eight inches.  

“It was a weird sensation,” Claire reported, 
“the first three strokes seemed relatively harmless. I 
was far more dismayed at being horsed than I was at 
being birched. It is the most humiliating feeling. 
However, as we progressed the cumulative effect of 
the birching was getting pretty intense. Thankfully, 
the Grand Dame stopped at six and I was allowed to 
dismount from the prefects back.”     

 
Claire assumed that her punishment was over 

but the Grand Dame had another shock in store for 
her. The Board had voted on a proposal by Baroness 
Fielding that Claire should be sacked and the 
Baroness had prevailed. 



71 
 

 

 

It was not until years later that it would be 
revealed as a result of the Snobs and Rotters tribunal 
that the Baroness’s sinister sister, Melissa Forsham-
Smythe, was cynically targeting top equestrians in a 
plot to get them expelled from the selection pool for 
the forthcoming Olympics to allow her daughter, 
Sarah, a free passage to fame and glory.  

 
“Predictably Ma was less than pleased at this 

turn of events and she triple zinged me in the back of 
the Bentley before we’d even left the school grounds. 
That was most disagreeable. Triple zinging’s on top of 
a well-birched arse are to be avoided at all costs,” 
said Claire. “Nonetheless when she learned of the 
Baronesses involvement she went ballistic. Apparently 
the Baroness had been a prefect at the Woody School 
and had cut Ma’s bumbags to tatters a time or two. 
Sorry Sarah, but Ma is almost as tenacious as your 
mother and she took the Baroness’s head and had 
her booted off the Board of Governors. Malicious 
never forgave Ma for beating up on her sister and ten 
years later that is how the Snobs and Rotters tribunal 
began.” 

 
Claire entertained her chums for almost two 

non-stop hours of Whops and Clobber humor. The 
guests at the feast tickled their ribs and clapped their 
hands at her revelations of her life-long errancy. 
Finally Claire grinned at her pals. 

“Shit I need a drink,” she said and then she 
took them by surprise. Claire Brooks, the ultimate 
clothes horse, reached up and loosened her tie and 
unfastened the top button of her tailored blouse. 
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No sooner had Claire sunk down in a 

comfortable seat to enjoy a glass of Cristal than the 
Bounder barreled down on her. 

“We’re going commercial,” said Bernadette.  
“We’re going commercial?” laughed Claire. 
“You’ll need an agent,” insisted the Bounder. 

“You don’t know the first thing about selling Whops 
and Clobber Comedy.” 

“And you do?” grinned Claire. 
The Bounder cocked her head and hooded her 

jet-black eyes. “For fifteen percent I’ll teach you 
everything I know,” she said emphatically. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” was all Claire Brooks 
could think of to say. 

 
Nixdown Nixon was furious. “You never told 

me about this horsing and birching business,” she 
said accusingly to Claire. “I’ve known you for fifteen 
years and you’ve kept this a secret?” 

Claire looked taken aback. “I was just using it 
as a point of reference, it wasn’t any fun Nix. I can 
assure you of that.” 

“Well I’ll thank you to let me be the judge of 
that,” snapped Nixdown. “Now, I’ll need you to sketch 
up one of these spray birch’s and give the details to 
Bernadette so she can track one down.” 

“You are truly fucking barking,” groaned Claire. 
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Inspiration 

 
 
Nixdown strode into the stables, her juices 

flowing and an open bottle of Cristal in her hand. 
Penelope Ann Evans was waiting for her. Pen was 
flexing their favorite riding crop between her hands. 

Nixdown took a swig from the bottle and 
handed it to her lover. Penny followed suit and set 
the bottle to one side. She sat down on a bale of hay. 
Nixdown didn’t waste any time. She shrugged off her 
blazer and launched herself across Penny’s lap. 

 
As usual Miss Spanky Botts and Christy 

Cranfield were standing outside the library with their 
noses pressed to the wall and their hands on their 
heads. They were waiting for Debs Morton to arrive. 

 
Jojo was bent over the end of the bed. Her 

upturned backside was encased in red and black 
striped silk. Mr Humphries flexed a junior cane 
between his hands and prepared to give his fiancé a 
good-night six on the silks. 
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In the orchard Mickey the Purveyor turned 
Bernadette Summers face down across his lap and 
rolled down her bumbags, exposing her dusky 
derriere. 

 
Cat Cassidy was used to heads turning when 

she walked into a room. She ignored the open-
mouthed gapes of some of the patrons as she strode 
through the dining area of Monets. The gymslip she 
was wearing was ridiculously short and showed off 
her navy blue bumbags as she walked. She made her 
way to the VIP bar area where her boyfriend Mark 
was enjoying a nightcap with Oliver, the chef and 
proprietor of the joint. Cat slid onto a bar-stool. 

She winked at Mark. “Fancy meeting you 
here,” she said. 

“I fancy meeting you anywhere,” grinned her 
lover. 

“Good answer,” Cat smiled. 
 
Rosemary Booker rolled down her bumbags 

and flipped up her skirt. She grinned to herself and 
then turned around and bent forward at the waist, 
her rear end pointed at the webcam. She wiggled her 
bum cheekily. 

“Evening Foxy-one,” she typed in to her 
internet messenger. “How are we tonight?” 

“Recovering from heart-failure,” came the 
response. “You should be spanked for that.” 

“They’ll be time for that next time I see you,” 
typed Rosemary. 
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Lady Derby Huntington brushed down 
Deborah’s blazer and straightened her tie for her. 

“Are you going to the library, Ma’am,” she 
asked. 

Debs nodded.  
“Would you mind if I tagged along?” asked Her 

Ladyship. 
Debs narrowed her eyes thoughtfully. “Well I 

suppose Spanky and Christy wouldn’t mind too much 
if you come along to watch, they’re both such 
exhibitionists,” she told her grubby. 

“Who said anything about just watching?” 
asked Derby. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” laughed Debs. “Fetch 
me my cane.”  

 
Patty Hodge took down her mannequin and 

placed it across the arm of her sofa. She had spent a 
pleasant evening in the saloon bar of the Bunch of 
Grapes flirting with the local lothario’s. There had 
been the normal surfeit of invitations for sleepovers 
but she wasn’t in the mood. 

She crossed to the umbrella stand and 
extracted one of her wye-tipped canes. She flexed it 
between her hands. She took aim at the tautened 
bumbags and unleashed a ferocious swipe. She 
grinned to herself. 

“Get Morton! Get Morton!” she chanted and 
slashed the cane downwards. 

 
Claire Brooks sat on the balcony of her 

apartment sipping red wine and gazing out across the 
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moonlit downs. She was considering the Bounder’s 
proposal. 

Claire had astonished herself on stage. Her 
script had been timed for sixty minutes but her show 
had run for double the time. The stories and 
anecdotes had just come pouring out. She wondered 
how her famous politician father and disciplinarian Ma 
would react to her becoming the world’s first 
spanking comedienne. 

 In the still of the night she could hear the 
unmistakable sound of a hand rebounding from naked 
flesh coming from the orchard, and swishes and 
thwacks emanating from the stables. Across the 
quadrangle in the main building the lights were on in 
the library. 

She smiled to herself. If nothing else she 
seemed to have inspired a long night of Woody 
merriment. 
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The Privileged Brats 

 
 
On Monday morning Stephanie Powell lined 

Lady Derby, Michelle Morgan and Frankie Reese up at 
the front of the lecture room and gave them each a 
damn good spanking. 

The other Brats in the lecture room watched 
idly. Witnessing the three gal’s taking it in turns to get 
their bumbags dusted had become something of a 
routine. In the short time since they had started their 
sentences the threesome had already become Woody 
legends and had been affectionately nicknamed ‘the 
Troublesome Trio’. 

In many ways it was hardly surprising. When 
they were not in the lecture rooms they spent their 
time hanging out on the Elite landing, grubbing for 
Jojo, Debs and Nix. The three internationally famous 
mega-minxes treated their grubbys like family. They 
were rarely spanked or scolded and were invited to 
remain on the landing even when their grubbing 
duties were completed. 

It was a privileged existence and the three new 
grubbys were learning the fine art of mega-minxdom 
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at the feet of the grand mistresses of mischief and 
mayhem. 

 
Lady Derby Huntington felt particularly 

privileged. In her youth she had been an aspiring 
tennis player and a fully-paid up Debette. She had 
been excited when her father had secured tickets to 
watch Deborah contest the semi-final at Wimbledon. 
Debs was the first British female to proceed as far in 
the tournament for a quarter of a century. 

Debs was the underdog; she faced the veteran 
American champion Saturn Venus, who had rarely lost 
a match for several years. Nonetheless, the hopes of 
the nation were on Deborah’s young shoulders, the 
Great Unwashed hoped that Debs could repeat the 
great upset of Chrissie Evert defeating Margaret 
Court. 

It was a legendary match, played in brutally 
sweltering conditions. The Debette’s were out in 
force, screaming at the top of their lungs as Debs 
matched Saturn point for point and game for game. 
Lady Derby screamed as loud as she could. 

After nearly two hours the match entered into 
a tie-break. The players were clearly exhausted, 
sucking down energy drinks between serves and 
drenched in sweat. 

Saturn served twice. The two serves have been 
watched and analyzed by experts ever since. Both 
appear to be long but the ‘watching eye’ didn’t beep 
and they were called good. Despite her mercurial off-
court persona Debs Morton was considered the 
ultimate on-court ambassador of sportsmanship. She 
merely raised an eyebrow and continued on with the 
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match. The two questionable calls proved too much 
for her to overcome and she finally succumbed in the 
grueling heat. 

After shaking hands and thanking the umpire 
Deborah was putting her racquets in their covers 
when the Dark Agents swooped and executed what 
may be the most public arrest in history. In front of 
millions of startled viewers around the world, Debs 
Morton was escorted from center court with her 
hands cuffed behind her back. 

 
The following morning the Forsham-Smythe 

communications empire had a field day. ‘Morton 
sentenced to seven years at Woodys’, the headlines 
announced. For years she had been known simply as 
Debs, but with the sweep of her malicious pen 
Melissa re-branded her as Morton. Deborah was 
ruthlessly attacked; she was called the ‘disgrace of 
the nation’.  

The Forsham-Smythe press failed to mention 
that Melissa’s goon squad had been paid over a half a 
million quid as bounty for Debs head by a 
government in a jam. The government had recently 
been exposed as supporting a rather unsuccessful 
coup in an oil-rich African nation. The Great 
Unwashed was braying for ministerial blood. The 
arrest of Debs Morton proved an ideal diversion and 
allowed the ministers and mandarins responsible to 
proceed unscathed to embark upon further acts of 
social and fiscal folly. 

Lady Derby was devastated and hung up her 
tennis racquet. During the forthcoming years she was 
enrolled in and expelled from several exclusive 
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boarding schools. She spent a short period at the 
Queensgate Academy, Deborah’s alma mater, where 
Debs remained a legend as much for her record of 
being caned as her tennis accomplishments. Derby 
was beaten several times during her stay but when 
Queensgate became one of the last great private 
schools to abolish corporal punishment she was 
promptly booted out. 

Her Ladyship had been a permanent fixture at 
the Snobs and Rotters tribunal and was one of the 
first Woodettes to take to wearing clobber as a 
fashion statement. She became famous for dancing 
on tables in fashionable nightclubs, kicking her legs 
and flashing her navy blue bumbags. There was 
never any question she was headed for Woodys. 

 
Derby Huntington couldn’t believe her luck 

when the Grand Master informed her that she had 
been selected to grub for Debs Morton. She had been 
brought up with a house filled with staff and she was 
determined that she would serve Debs with the 
loyalty that the butler had served her family. 

 



 

 

20 

 
The Runaway Ladette 

 
 
At twenty-six years old Michelle Morgan was 

the eldest woman ever to be sentenced to the Big 
House. She had already served a three-year sentence 
at the Ripley Back to School unit. After her release on 
parole she had been granted permission to visit 
friends in Canada for three weeks.  

Unfortunately Michelle had succumbed to the 
joys of freedom and after a hard night of partying she 
had failed to make her return flight. She decided to 
stay abroad for a few more days, figuring that it 
wouldn’t much difference in the great scheme of 
things. However, to her horror she found her face on 
the front-page of an on-line version of a Forsham-
Smythe newspaper, branded as the ‘Runaway 
Ladette’. She immediately moved out of the address 
that she had registered with her Court Appointed 
Guardian and had it on her toes to Montreal. 

She was instantly enamored with the cultural 
diversity of the city and set about establishing a new 
life and identity. Runaway Ladettes were not a high 
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priority of the Canadian press and she was able to go 
about her business unrecognized and incognito. 

Michelle Morgan possessed a peculiar beauty. 
Dark-eyed and somewhat waif-like, people always 
seemed to need to make a double-take when they 
first encountered her. 

One of the many people who liked what they 
saw was a photographer named Guy Sebastian. They 
were standing in line in a coffee shop, he found 
himself mesmerized. He asked her on a date and she 
accepted. 

They made a handsome couple. To the best of 
his knowledge he was dating Miss Alison Jones, 
recently arrived in Canada from Darlington. He never 
questioned that she had no friends, no job and never 
mentioned her family. One evening, on the 
anniversary of his birthday, they got gloriously squiffy 
and eventually repaired to his studio. Not in the best 
control of her faculties Michelle allowed Guy to 
photograph her in a number of exotic poses. 

Sublimely unaware that Miss Alison Jones was 
actually the Runaway Ladette sought by the Dark 
Agents of the System the photographer posted the 
pictures on www.GuySebastian.com. It was several 
days before Michelle found out and she immediately 
requested he take them down. Although he complied 
it was too late. 

A very dark agent of the System had been up 
late into the night, surfing the net for erotica, when 
he chanced upon Guy’s web-site. He couldn’t believe 
his luck. There she was, smiling coyly and looking 
delicious, the Runaway Ladette. After concocting a 
cock and bull story with regard to his nocturnal 

http://www.guysebastian.com/�
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surfing habits he applied for the bounty on Michelle’s 
head. He flew to Montreal and tracked her down. 
Although she was a parolee there was no extradition 
agreement between Canada and Britain regarding the 
anti-Ladette laws. Michelle’s visa was still valid and he 
had no jurisdiction over her. Nonetheless, in an 
inventive piece of bureaucratic flim-flam he offered 
her an attractive deal. She could return to Ripley for a 
month and then she would be a free-woman.  

The Ripley Back to School unit was not a bad 
gig. Although there was supposed to be a formal 
curriculum nobody attended the lectures. Small 
weekly stipends paid to the Dames allowed the 
inmates to spend their days in a blur of wine and 
marijuana.  

Sarah Forsham-Smythe regularly invited her 
chums on week-long soirees to Paris and Milan 
aboard her mother’s private jet with the sole purpose 
of looting the cities haute couture salons. The unit’s 
principal Mrs Hayden-White was paid over seventy 
five percent of the booty. 

It seemed like a reasonable offer and Michelle 
agreed to accompany the Dark Agent back to the UK. 
It was a terrible mistake. 

When the plane arrived at Gatwick Airport 
disembarkation was delayed while three Dark Agents 
boarded the plane and seized Michelle. They removed 
her coat and rolled up the sleeves of her blouse so 
the handcuffs were visible as she was escorted 
through the airport terminal. Photographers from the 
Forsham-Smythe skank-sheets were lined up and 
waiting. 
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Michelle Morgan was taken to a secret silo of 
the System and processed in camera. She was 
informed that she was to be fitted for clobber and 
would spend the next seven years at the Big House, 
without the possibility of parole. 

 
Like many of the inmates at the facility Jojo 

had been stitched up like a kipper by the System so 
she empathized with Michelle’s unfortunate 
circumstances. They had become fast friends. 

 
Michelle Morgan had a long relationship with 

the cane. At boarding school she had accumulated 
enough punishments to earn herself the rank of 
number four on the Ministry of Educations list of all-
time most caned school pupils in history, behind Debs 
Morton, Claire Brooks and Bernadette Summers. 

She was a very competitive grubby and 
refused to be intimidated by Lady Derby’s intimate 
knowledge of how to be the perfect butler. Jojo had 
not found a single reason to send Michelle along to 
Debs study for a spanking. 

The Brass on the other hand found plenty of 
reason to spank her and she was a regular feature at 
the front of the lecture rooms, head down and arse 
up. 

She was also regularly red-carded to Mr 
Humphries study. The Grand Master was intimately 
familiar with Michelle’s less than stellar record as a 
schoolgirl and felt no compunction about caning her. 
She had already been whopped half a dozen times. 
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Naked Soliloquies 

 
 
Frankie Reese had first come to public 

attention when she had delivered Lady Macbeth’s 
sleepwalking soliloquy as naked as a jay-bird in an 
alternative movie directed by a controversial 
Romanian director. 

She built up an acclaimed body of work 
including an award winning portrayal of a bisexual 
serial killer.  

The government was as usual looking for a 
distraction from a fiscal fiasco and commissioned the 
ever righteous Melissa Forsham-Smythe to use her 
communications network to launch a conservative 
campaign preaching moral decorum. When Frankie 
turned up at an awards ceremony sporting a tall 
blonde female on her arm and touting the virtues of 
sleeping on both sides of the bed Melissa found a new 
target. She sent the goon squad into action. 

Her problem was that Frankie moved around a 
lot and operated mainly out of mainland Europe 
where her promiscuity was openly endorsed. The 
goons lurked about in cafes and tobacco bars running 



Stolen Bumbags 
 

 

up needless expenses and reducing Melissa’s 
commissions by the minute. 

Melissa was about to demobilize her team 
when she got word that Frankie had flown back to the 
Smoke to attend a friend’s birthday celebration. 

Melissa hired a suave male escort from an 
exclusive agency and instructed him to weasel his 
way into the party. He was a smooth operator and 
flirted amusingly with Frankie. When she wasn’t 
looking he slipped her a Mickey. 

It seemed like a perfectly reasonable proposal 
to the somewhat comatose Frankie Reese that they 
should steal a double-decker bus as their means of 
transport home.  

The Dark Agents found her sound asleep in the 
bus, there was no sign of her escort. When she 
awoke she was handcuffed to a chair in an 
underground silo of the System and a tailor was 
measuring her up for clobber.  

 
Mr Humphries considered his selection of 

Nicola Jane Nixon to act as Frankie’s mentor and 
Personal Draper to be entirely logical. Nixdown made 
no secret for her predilection for swinging both ways 
and prior to her incarceration Nicola Jane had been a 
successful director and producer of alternative and 
often risqué music videos. The only person who 
fretted over his selection was Penny Ann Evans. 

 
Nixdown was notoriously promiscuous and 

when she had first started boffing the quiet and 
reserved Penelope Ann few of her friends had 
believed that the relationship would last for long. 
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Nonetheless, Nixdown had surprised them all and had 
remained monogamous to her statuesque lover while 
she remained within the confines of the compound. 
By mutual agreement she was still allowed to 
continue a long-term relationship with a legendary 
male rock stud that she known since back in the day. 

Penny watched Nixdown like a hawk. 
Francesca Reese was a creature to behold with her 
mane of curls flowing down her shoulders like golden 
amulets. Pen had caught Nix watching a video version 
of Frankie’s famous naked soliloquy and was 
concerned that her lover would be overwhelmed by 
temptation. 

 
Nixdown had always been easily overwhelmed 

by temptation but she genuinely loved Penny Ann and 
for once she had resisted the lure of the spontaneous 
spoils of debauchery. 

“I was just window shopping,” Nix complained 
after Pen had spanked her for watching the video 
once too often. 

“Lets get Suzy and she can help with the 
lighting,” retorted the normally demure Penelope Ann. 
“Anybody can deliver naked soliloquies, it’s just, well, 
just delivering a soliloquy without any clothes on. If 
you want to watch videos I’ll give you one to watch.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” muttered Nixdown. 
 
“Miss Evans doesn’t like me much,” observed 

Frankie. 
“Miss Evans is just nervous over my lurid past,” 

laughed Nixdown. 
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“You have a lurid past?” grinned Frankie 
Reese. 

“Very,” nodded Nixdown. “Now if you would 
like to get to know Miss Evans a little better you 
might be able to help. She has got it into her head 
that she wants to deliver a naked soliloquy and she 
might need a little coaching.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” said Francesca Reese. 
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Michelle Makes Progress 

 
 
“I got draped today during English Lit,” 

Michelle informed Jojo. 
“How was it?” asked her mentor. 
“Ms Powell is pretty good,” shrugged Michelle, 

“she always gives you a damn good dusting.”  
According to the Brat Protocols Michelle was 

obliged to report all untoward bumbag activity to her 
mentor.  

Jojo grinned to herself as her grubby shrugged 
off her blazer and busied herself straightening and 
tidying the study. 

 
In many ways the Little Brats had a much 

better time of it than when Joanna had first entered 
the facility. During the era that Jojo had started her 
sentence the protocol that grubbys were to be seen 
and not heard had been strictly enforced.  

Jojo had been assigned to grub for one of 
Katie Beck’s disciples, a serial spanker named 
Charlotte Birchall. Charlotte was an odious cove and 
issued her instructions by pointing imperiously in 
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general directions, expecting Jojo to interpret her 
requirements. Even minor misinterpretations would 
result in Jojo taking a trip across her Personal 
Draper’s knee for the temperature inside her 
bumbags to be adjusted. 

Jojo was already showing her flair for creating 
mischief and mayhem and several times a week she 
would have to report to Charlotte that she had been 
spanked in one of the lecture rooms.  

The protocols prohibited the prefects for 
handing out extra dustings but scolding and sweating 
was encouraged. Charlotte liked to deliver her 
scoldings with Joanna standing on a chair with her 
hands on her head. Jojo spent most of her first year 
at the unit contemplating the wisdom of hacking 
Charlotte on the shins. 

 
Rosemary Booker stopped by. 
“Michelle got draped this afternoon,” Jojo 

informed her.  
Rosemary grinned. “How was it?” she asked 

Michelle. “Should I fetch some balm?” 
Michelle shook her head, “I’m cool, it was just 

a dusting, but thanks anyway,” she said cheerily. 
Rosemary and Jojo exchanged winks. There 

was no question that Michelle Morgan was destined 
for mega-minx greatness. 

 
The following morning Michelle Morgan was 

shown a red-card and chucked out of assembly for 
goofing. 

Jojo watched her grubby proudly. Michelle 
showed no sign of nerves and she stared back 
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defiantly when Patty and the Wart barreled down on 
her and unleashed their normal rations of spiteful 
vitriolic.  

 
Mr Humphries showed Michelle the super-cane. 

The canes had been designed by a craftsman in San 
Francisco. He explained that the super-canes were 
made from carefully selected rattan. The rattan was 
steamed, stretched and then completely submerged 
in a linseed oil compound for several weeks before 
being dried and varnished. This method enabled the 
oil to completely fill the capillaries of the rattan and 
produced a more flexible instrument. The thirty-six 
inch long shaft had been inserted into a handle with 
an internal double-helix of nylon paracord which 
strengthened and stabilized the cane's performance. 

The craftsman had made a special edition 
following the revelations at the Snobs and Rotters 
tribunal and the customized handles were covered in 
red and black striped leather to match the official 
Woody unit’s tie. 

 
Michelle Morgan was rather flattered when the 

Grand Master explained that in recognition of her 
burgeoning success on the Hall of Shame he had 
decided to initiate her acquaintance with the exotic 
instrument. It made her feel like she was truly making 
progress in her new life. 

Michelle Morgan strode purposefully across to 
the straight-backed chair, shrugged off her blazer and 
bent forward at the waist.  
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Jojo spread her grubby out across her lap and 
rolled down her bumbags. Several hours had elapsed 
since Michelle’s introduction to the lethal super-cane 
but the weals were still quite ripe. Jojo covered her 
fingers in aloe-vera balm and began to gently soothe 
the angry stripes. 

Nixdown peered down at the tightly formed 
tramlines with expert eyes. “Excellent composition,” 
Nix observed. 

Rosemary nodded, “Doesn’t get much tighter 
than that,” she agreed. 

“I think you’ve just moved up to the Big 
League, Michelle,” giggled Debs. 

“A proud moment for a Brat Draper,” Jojo 
chuckled. “Let’s celebrate this evening. I’ll have the 
Bounder send over a case of bubbles.” 

“Bottom’s up to that,” her chums chorused. 
 



 

 

23 

 
Sarah Gets Desperate 

 
 
 Sarah Forsham-Smythe palmed Deborah 

Morton’s cell-phone off to Yvonne. ‘You’ve got fifteen 
minutes and then I’ll need to take it back to the 
changing rooms,” she said curtly. “You need to get 
the Man from Berlin to talk to me directly or the deals 
off.” 

Yvonne glowered. “What makes you think 
you’re the fat cat on campus?” 

Sarah sneered and pointed at the ankle 
transponder around Yvonne’s ankle. “I may be under 
surveillance but I’ve got a better shot than you, now 
be a sweetie Godders and just do what you’re fucking 
told.” 

“We’ll talk about this when we’re back on the 
outside,” snarled Yvonne. 

“Ja, Mein Commandant,” sneered back Sarah. 
“Now make the call.” 

 
“He’ll talk to you,” growled Yvonne, “but you 

had better be convincing. He’s suspicious why you 
were released from custody.” 
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“He won’t be if he opens the fucking 
newspapers. They’ve officially charged me with 
racketeering,” snapped Sarah. “Give me the fucking 
number. They’re fitting me for a transponder in thirty 
minutes.” 

 
WEDNESDAY MORNING EDITION 

 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe Charged 

 
Late last night Mr Humphries, the Grand Master of 

the Woody Back to School Unit, and Sergeant Ellen Millar, 
the National Anti-Yoof Coordinator, escorted Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe to a local police station to face charges of 
racketeering. 

Forsham-Smythe was officially charged and her 
case is expected to be heard as early as Monday.  

The heiress emerged from the police station looking 
pale and drawn. She will remain in the custody of the 
Woody Back to School Unit until she is brought to trial. 
 

“I’m getting desperate,” Sarah pleaded. “The 
shit has really hit the fan now!” 

“You are certain that you can get the 
paintings?” asked the Man from Berlin. 

“If I can get hundreds of thousands of quids 
worth of gowns out of haute couture salons I’m damn 
sure I can get these paintings out,” Sarah snarled. “I 
already have a buyer lined up.” 

“I know of your reputation,” Rudi said snippily, 
“but I am concerned that you got caught during the 
last operation.” 

“The last operation? You sent a bunch of 
fucking Scousers crashing through the cucumber 
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frames,” Sarah pointed out. “You promised us 
professionals.” 

“This time I’ll send better men,” laughed the 
Man from Berlin. “German men.” 

“Well send them soon.” 
“How soon?” 
“Saturday night and here’s the plan.” 
 
Ellen Millar secured the transponder around 

Sarah’s ankle. “Do you think he’ll come?” she asked. 
“He’ll come,” said Sarah. “One of the biggest 

art heists in history, he won’t be able to resist. He’s 
not exactly an altruistic anarchist.” 

“What about Yvonne and Janet?” asked Ellen. 
“Yvonne is planning on shacking up with Rudi 

in Berlin, she’s going to dump Janet,” laughed Sarah.  
“You’re sure you can handle this?” asked Ellen. 

“You know it’s going to be dangerous?” 
“I’ve got the Woody Gang running protection, 

what more could a gal ask for?” smiled Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe. 

 
“Something terrible has happened,” wailed 

Sarah. 
“Calm down,” said Sergeant Ellen Millar, 

rushing over to comfort her. Sarah looked as if she 
was about to burst into tears. “Take a deep breath 
and tell us what’s wrong.” 

“I just called Rudi. It was pre-arranged and I 
was on time,” Sarah told Ellen and the Grand Master. 
“He told me that he had received new information 
and that there was a change in plan. He called me 
some ugly names and hung up.” 



Stolen Bumbags 
 

 

Ellen and the Grand Master exchanged 
glances. 

“New information? Did he say what?” asked Mr 
Humphries. 

Sarah shook his head dolefully. “He didn’t 
elaborate. He just called me a scheming, conniving, 
two-faced be-yotch and hung up.” 

“Hmmm,” said the Grand Master. 
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A Strategic Running Bender 

 
 
Yvonne lurked furtively in the shadows of the 

cloisters. In the middle of the recreation area 
Deborah Morton was waving a red-card. 

“Forsham-Smythe,” she was announcing. “Six 
of the best for rubbishing. Cut along sharpish, I’ll be 
upstairs to beat you shortly.” 

Yvonne watched thoughtfully as Sarah 
trudged, red-faced and her head lowered, towards 
the main block of the facility. 

 
“I really wish we didn’t have to do this,” said 

Debs as she unfastened the top button of her blouse 
and loosened her tie. 

“I can’t say I’m looking forward to this much 
either,” groaned Sarah. “But I think Yvonne suspects 
that I’m sleeping with the enemy. I need to show her 
some really hot stripes to convince her to let me back 
into the game.” 

Yvonne’s heart was pounding as she slipped 
through the main door of the library. She tip-toed 
across the room until she reached the closed door of 
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the punishment room. She knelt down and pressed 
her eye to the keyhole. 

 
Deborah paced out her run-up. In front of the 

fireplace Sarah was bent in half with the skirt of her 
gymslip turned back and her bumbags stretched taut 
across her upturned derriere. 

Debs took a deep breath and then started to 
run down the library. 

 
Yvonne hurried down the corridor, her mind 

was racing. There was no question that the beating 
she had just witnessed had been the real Magilla. The 
reports of the cane rebounding off the luckless 
Sarah’s bumbags had been clearly audible to Yvonne 
through the heavy oak door. She hurried down the 
back stairs praying that Ellen Millar wasn’t tracking 
her too carefully. Yvonne rather fancied she might 
have some difficulties explaining her unscheduled 
presence in the vicinity of the punishment room. 

 
Deborah hugged Sarah. “Are you okay?” she 

whispered. 
Sarah groaned. “I know it was only whops but 

shit you are some hot stuff, Debs. I’ll go and track 
Yvonne down, she needs to see these stripes while 
they’re still really ripe.” 

 
“Leave me alone,” Sarah snarled as Yvonne 

sidled up to her. “If you think you and your stupid 
Yoofs can sell the paintings without my help you’re 
fucking barking. I may be going to chokey but you 
and your plonkers will be joining me.” 
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“I might have been a bit hasty cutting you out 
of the deal,” said Yvonne unctuously. “I’d seen you 
talking to Morton a few times. I thought you were 
setting me up.” 

Sarah turned around. She reached under the 
skirt of her gymslip and rolled down her bumbags. 

“Set-up? Can you see what that be-yotch did 
to my arse?” she growled. “You need to get me back 
in touch with Rudi. I need to get out of here before 
my trial starts on Monday.” 

 
Janet Mitchell’s eyes blazed with anger. The 

Oberstgruppenführer with special responsibility for 
Interface and Communications had not appreciated 
being spread out across Katie Beck’s lap and having 
her bottom whapped twelve times with a leather-
soled slipper while her new assignment was being 
explained. 

“It’s not fair,” Mitch the Bitch spluttered at 
Yvonne. “Why am I the one who has to be 
slippered?” 

“You’re a foot soldier, Bitchypoo,” said Yvonne 
imperiously. “If you want to get out of here you have 
to do your bit for the cause. Now what intelligence 
did Katie give you?” 

Janet scowled and rubbed the seat of her 
gymslip. “My bottom hurts,” she complained. 

Yvonne raised her eyebrows. “Quit whining 
before I spank you myself,” she snapped. “I need 
urgent access to Morton’s cell-phone. I’m 
reconsidering my position on Sarah. I think she might 
still be useful. I need to talk to the Man from Berlin.”  
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At seven o’clock Yvonne watched as two white 
stretch limousines glided down the tree lined 
driveway of the compound. She had watched the 
Grand Master politely ushering Lady Victoria and her 
prefects into the vehicles. According to Katie’s 
intelligence update he was hosting an Elite Retreat at 
Monets. Police Sergeant Ellen Millar was 
accompanying them as a security measure. The 
prefects were not scheduled to return until after 
midnight. 
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Bend Over the Fountain 

 
 
Yvonne was seething. Sarah Forsham-Smythe 

had been booked into the infirmary complaining of 
diabolical stomach cramps. 

“We’ll just have to call Rudi ourselves,” she 
told Janet. “Katie will spoof a system outage so our 
transponders can’t be traced. Get ready for bed as 
usual and then while everybody is in the shower 
rooms we’ll slip up the back-stairs. With the whole 
Elite off campus nobody will notice.” 

Janet Mitchell nodded unenthusiastically. “Why 
can’t we just steal the paintings ourselves?” she 
asked. “Why do we have to involve Sarah? I don’t 
trust her.” 

“Sarah has the contacts to sell them you lame 
brain,” snapped Yvonne. “Now put on your jimjams 
and we’ll be out of here on Saturday night.” 

 
“Sshhhhhhhh!” whispered Melanie White into 

Janet’s ear. 
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“Hello Yvonne,” said Claire Brooks cheerfully as 
she stepped out of the darkness of Deborah’s 
bedroom. “Looking for a phone?” 

 
Yvonne and Janet sullenly followed the two 

Dorm Raiders down the stairs to the ground floor. 
They were clearly expecting to enter the labyrinth of 
corridors that led to the punishment room. However, 
Melanie pointed towards the door that led to the 
quadrangle. “This way,” she said. 

“We can’t go out there its fucking freezing,” 
snorted Yvonne. 

Melanie White smiled, “Oh you’ll be warm 
enough I can assure you.” 

Yvonne didn’t move, she stood glaring at 
Melanie. 

“I’m not going outside,” she snarled 
obstinately. 

Melanie White looked at Godders very, very 
calmly. “You can come under your own steam or else 
we can frog march you,” she said matter-of-factly, 
“It’s entirely up to you.” 

Yvonne glared at Melanie and pushed passed 
her. Although Godders stood a good six inches taller 
than Melons she was well aware that she was no 
match for the smaller gal. 

Two years earlier, when they were both 
prefects, Melanie had criticized Yvonne after Godders 
had given Rosemary Booker the infamous lunchtime 
licking. Yvonne had haughtily told Melanie to mind 
her own business and cuffed the diminutive prefect 
around the ear. It was an act that Yvonne lived to 
regret, not only did she get her face scratched and 
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her nose bloodied, she also ended up across the 
vaulting horse for a public flogging. 

 
The four gals stepped out into the cold night 

air. Melanie pointed her cane towards the middle of 
the quad. “Go and bend over the fountain,” she said.  

“You what?” gasped Yvonne. 
“You heard me!” snapped Melanie. 
“Are you fucking barking?” spluttered Yvonne. 

“You can’t cane us in the middle of the quadrangle!” 
Melanie continued to smile. “Oh yes I can,” she 

replied. 
 
Unenthusiastically Yvonne Godfrey and Janet 

Mitchell were bending over the rim of the fountain, 
the statue of Neptune gazing down at the thin 
material of their striped jimjams.  

Behind them, in the shadows of the colonnades 
that surrounded the open arcade of the quad, Claire 
and Melons were shrugging off their blazers, folding 
them neatly and placing them on the concrete 
benches. 

“I’m surprised you didn’t dunk them,” said 
Claire. 

“Oh that would be cruel,” laughed Melons, 
“and I’m not a cruel gal, you know that. They’ll get 
wet enough, don’t you worry.”  

 
The headlights of the two stretch limousines 

suddenly swathed the quadrangle in light. The Elite 
staggered out of the vehicles with glasses of bubbles 
in their hands. All around the unit lights were going 
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on in the dormitories and the inmates were hanging 
out of the windows. 

Nixdown Nixon pulled out her camcorder. 
“We’re going to need a film of this for posterity,” she 
giggled squiffily. 

 
Yvonne and Janet were gripping the outer 

edge of the rim of the fountain, doing their best to 
keep their heads above the water. Behind them they 
heard the sound of running feet on the paving stones 
and then a high-pitched whistle. 

Claire Brooks burst out of the cloisters, racing 
across the quadrangle, coming in low and then 
swiping the super-cane across Janet Mitchell’s 
squirming behind. 

The sound of the cane exploding off Janet’s 
striped jimjams reverberated around the courtyard as 
if a Chinese firecracker had been ignited. 

 



 

 

26 

 
Wet Benders 

 
 
The inmates were whooping and hollering as 

they watched the spectacle. The Bounder had sent 
out several grubby’s with trays filled with glasses of 
bubbles available at five quid a pop. 

 
Janet Mitchell was blubbing. Her hair was 

dripping from dangling in the fountain, her face and 
shoulders were soaked from the splashes of water 
that cascaded down from the three tiered fountain. 
Her backside was on fire. 

Beside her Yvonne Godfrey was cussing. She 
was equally drenched from the gushing water and 
one stroke of the cane had almost lifted her off her 
feet and tumbled her forward into the fountain. Her 
arms had slipped off the edge of the rim and the 
sleeves of her jimjams were soaked.  

 
Claire and Melanie were giving a demonstration 

of the fine art of running benders. Coming in fast and 
swooping down with perfect timing to unleash swipes 
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of the super-canes that seemed designed to cut their 
victims in half. 

 
In the quiet of the night the courtyard was 

filled with the sounds of Janet’s howls, Yvonne’s 
profanities and the explosive swishes and thwacks of 
the super-canes. 

The two Dorm Raiders took it in turns to sprint 
out of the shadows of the cloisters and whip their 
canes expertly across the squirming seats of Yvonne 
and Janet’s striped jimjams. 

 
Yvonne and Janet stood in the Grand Masters 

office with their teeth chattering and looking 
bedraggled. They had their hands on the top of their 
sopping wet heads. 

“When is he coming?” asked Police Sergeant 
Ellen Millar. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” 
responded Yvonne defiantly. 

“What were you doing in Deborah’s study?” 
asked Ellen patiently. 

“I was just going to prank her for being such a 
be-yotch,” retorted Yvonne.  

“And what about you, Miss Mitchell?” the police 
sergeant asked. 

“It’s just like Yvonne says, she was just 
planning a prank. I was just acting as look-out,” said 
Janet earnestly. “I didn’t deserve to be whopped like 
that, it was an outrage. Claire Brooks and Melanie 
White should be flogged for abuse of privilege.” 

Even Yvonne rolled her eyes at that. 
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“The server went down at ten-thirty according 
to the logs,” Katie Beck told Ellen and the Grand 
Master. “I was off campus at the time. Heidi 
Alexander and Linda Ash were on duty. They 
informed our network provider and rebooted. It takes 
about fifteen minutes to bring the server back up. 
Yvonne must have noticed that the light on her 
tracking device had stopped blinking.” 

“Very convenient considering that the Elite 
were off-site,” said Ellen. 

Katie shrugged. “Our server has ninety-eight 
per cent up time,” she said defensively. “Besides 
Nicola Jane is the IT Director, not me.”  

 
Mr Humphries poured Ellen a glass of 2006 El 

Portillo Malbec.  
“Stacks just called, the Man from Berlin is on 

the move. His guys spotted Rudi in Amsterdam with 
some very heavy dudes. Not a dumb Scouser in sight 
apparently,” reported Ellen. “I’m pretty sure that he’ll 
make his play on Saturday when everyone is at the 
feast. We’re going to keep Sarah in the infirmary 
overnight. Tomorrow Debs will leave the cell-phone in 
her blazer while she’s working out; Sarah will liberate 
it briefly and go after Yvonne all guns blazing. I’m 
pretty sure that a session of wet benders will 
convince her that she needs to put Sarah back in 
contact with Rudi. She’s shrewd enough to know that 
even the Man from Berlin can’t sell the paintings 
without Sarah’s help.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “There’s just one 
last thing Ellen,” he said. “I need to know how deeply 
Patty and Katie are involved.” 
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Ellen sipped her drink. “Please be patient 
Grand Master,” she replied quietly. “There are some 
things that just need to play out.” 
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