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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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1 

 
Monday Mayhem 

 
 
On the Monday morning, following the gala 

opening of Café Woodys the inmates of the Woody 
Back to School unit were feeling rambunctious.  

They had spent the previous day nursing their 
hangovers. Once they had safely returned to the 
facility a loose-tie and minimum whops amnesty had 
been declared for the remainder of the day. Mostly 
the inmates had retired quietly to their studies or 
dorms and spent the evening chatting on-line with 
their new chums from the café. It was an unusually 
peaceful night at the facility. 

 
Lady Derby Huntington and Frankie Reese 

started the Monday Mayhem by getting chucked out 
of the assembly hall for excessive goofing and earning 
themselves mandatory six stroke bare benders. 

The Radical Right had a successful start to the 
morning with both Patricia Hodge and Ms Wharton 
scoring some early whops. Patty had felt compelled to 
take her wye-tipped cane to Ginger Beckett’s backside 
and the Wart had been delighted when she got a 
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perfectly justified opportunity to take another shot at 
Rosemary Booker’s voluptuous rear end. It was heart-
warming work for the Whop Junkies. 

 
Rosemary Booker continued to have a bad day. 

When the prefect pitched up late for kitchen duty 
Dotty Hammell put her over her knee and gave her a 
damn good spanking with a wooden spatula.  

 
Apparently it was not a good day to be twins. 

Jennifer and Virginia Gardiner were obliged to bend 
over a training beam in the gymnasium so that Jane 
Lummell could whap them with her over-sized slipper. 
Later, Ronnie and Reggie Bond were shown red-cards 
by Reed the Weed and sent up to the Grand Master’s 
office for six. 

 
Deborah Morton’s right arm was having a busy 

day. Two prefects sent their grubbies along to Debs 
study to be spanked. She was also required to dangle 
Ali Stone for accumulating five black marks for 
rubbishing the pre’s. Then later, she was obliged to 
cane Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash with regard to a 
matter related to Red House Business. 

 
Cassie Cassy was disappointed that despite her 

best efforts she failed to get any whops on the 
scoreboard, but she was a persistent gal. Late in the 
evening she accomplished her goal when was caned 
by Melanie White for goofing after lockdown. 

 
The Grand Master took the shenanigans in his 

stride. The outbreak of minxing came as no surprise 
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after the excitement of the Grand Opening. He was 
certain that the inmates would be wowing their 
chums at www.woodettes.com with their latest tales 
of hi-jinx and hot arse’s. 

 
Patty Hodge and Robin Wharton propped up 

the bar in the Bunch of Grapes celebrating their 
successful start to the week. The Wart was 
particularly proud of the red-hot caning she had given 
Rosemary and joyfully gave a whop by whop account 
to her chums.  

Katie Beck had even greater cause for 
celebration. For months the unit’s Matron had been 
on probation. She had been required to dress in full 
clobber of gymslip, white blouse and striped tie. She 
had been placed under the supervision of Cathryn 
Cassidy and was required to file applications before 
she was allowed to slipper the inmates for clobber 
abuse. Cat did not make life easy for Katie. Before 
Cat would deign to read the applications she would 
subject Katie to a fill bib-down, tie-back clobber 
inspection. On several occasions Katie Beck had been 
forced to touch her own toes for six of the best when 
Cat found minor flaws in her clobber. 

Every Monday morning Katie filed an 
application justifying her release from probation but 
every Monday morning Cat had produced her chop 
and stamped the sheets with ‘Application Denied’ in 
red ink. 

Katie had resigned herself to a similar outcome 
that morning but she was astonished when Cat had 
stamped the papers with ‘Application Approved’. Katie 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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had raced out of Cat’s apartment as fast as her legs 
would carry her lest Cathryn have a change of heart. 

She returned to her apartment and changed 
into her crisp white form-fitting Matron’s uniform, 
leaving it unbuttoned sufficiently to display her well-
formed breasts to their best advantage. 

In the Bunch of Grapes, Katie swallowed down 
several celebratory glasses of bubbles and 
surreptitiously had them added to Patty Hodge’s tab. 
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Bad Times for Gossip E 

 
 
Mr Humphries smiled to himself. He thumbed 

through a pile of newspapers. Stacks Monroe had 
come through as promised. Several influential 
journalists had published articles in the evening press 
disparaging Gossip E’s coverage of the gala opening 
of Café Woodys and most particularly his failure to 
mention the fact that the proceeds had been donated 
to charity. 

Spanky Botts had supplied the journalists with 
detailed information relating to the programs being 
instituted by the Spanky Botts Foundation. She 
confirmed that the inmates of the Woody Back to 
School unit would act as volunteers to support the 
foundation that was designed to give opportunities to 
under-privileged kids. 

She placed considerable emphasis on Deborah 
Morton’s agreement to host tennis clinics for kids who 
couldn’t afford to join expensive country clubs. 

Deborah had been targeted by Gossip E and he 
had mockingly referred to her as Debbie ‘Fart-pants’ 
in his article. He was making reference to the 
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unfortunate incident known to the Woody Wags as 
‘the Fabulous Fart’, that had been embarrassingly 
revealed to the Great Unwashed at the Snobs and 
Rotters tribunal. Debs had been predictably hurt and 
outraged at Gossip E’s spiteful reference. 

Stacks Monroe had arranged for a Debs-
friendly sports-writer to write a glowing testimony to 
the success of Deborah’s recent return to the 
competitive tennis circuit. 

Mr Humphries appreciated Stacks and Spanky’s 
efforts at spin-control. 

 
Gossip E was not having a good time of it. 

Shortly after the publication of his scurrilous column 
Mickey the Purveyor had paid him a surprise visit. 
Mickey had politely invited the hack around to a 
private club owned by Stacks Monroe. The club was 
famous for the illustrious stable of jazz musicians that 
it attracted and was considered one of the most 
prestigious tickets in town. Under normal 
circumstances Gossip E would have been delighted at 
receiving a personal invitation. 

However, Gossip E suspected that his 
reference to the jazz impresario as an alleged 
gangster might not have gone down well with Mr 
Monroe. He considered turning down the invitation 
but Mickey began to click his knuckles and flex his 
considerable biceps. Gossip E got the distinct 
impression that it would be considered churlish should 
he decline. 

 
Stacks Monroe was a tall, elegant man with 

salt and pepper hair and piercing grey eyes. He was 
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wearing an expensively cut silk suit and an open 
necked shirt. He was seated in a booth toying with a 
whiskey and soda when Gossip E was escorted into 
the club and shown to the owners table. The 
journalist recognized Stacks table companion as Mr 
Humphries. Neither of the hosts bothered to offer the 
hack a drink as he nervously slid into the booth. 

  
Gossip E was reeling as he stood up to leave. 

Stacks Monroe was a persuasive orator and appeared 
particularly skilled in the art of reading horoscopes. 
Unfortunately for Gossip E the predictions for his 
future seemed uniformly bleak.  

Mr Humphries slid off his seat and tapped the 
retreating gossip-hound on the shoulder. 

“I have a message from Miss Farty-pants” he 
said with a friendly smile on his face. As Gossip E 
turned around the Grand Master promptly kicked him 
in the balls, bringing him to his knees. Mickey the 
Purveyor grinned and yanked the hack up by the hair, 
dragged him through the bar and turfed him out onto 
the street.  

 
Gossip E was not appreciating the spin-control 

campaign orchestrated by Stacks and Spanky. His 
ears were ringing from the lambasting he had 
received from his employer, Melissa Forsham-Smythe. 

Ever since her humiliating defeat at the Snobs 
and Rotters tribunal the billionaire socialite had 
retreated to her Caribbean hideaway; a private island 
which was conveniently located in international 
waters and out of reach of the law.  
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She used her communications company, 
comprised of newspapers, TV and radio stations, and 
internet media outlets to maintain her private war on 
Woodys. 

Mrs Forsham-Smythe had not been best 
pleased to read influential journalists demanding her 
return to the Smoke to fully explain her involvement 
in the ‘Ripley Rackets’ and to give evidence at the 
forthcoming trial of Mrs Hayden-White.  

Malicious failed to acknowledge that she had 
personally commissioned Gossip E to scribe the anti-
Woodys story and berated him for his incompetence.  

Gossip E was beginning to think that it might 
be time to start looking at the ‘Help Wanted’ ads. 
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Tatyana 

 
 
“Are you still in the market for a Dame to teach 

music?” asked Ms Lawton. 
The Grand Master nodded. “I’ve looked over 

dozens of candidates but they never quite seem to 
meet our rather special specification.” 

“I might have the perfect candidate,” said 
Susan. 

“I’m sure if you’re recommending her she 
would have potential,” said the Grand Master 
appreciatively. “It’s really been quite a struggle 
keeping the music programs going. Suzy is great on 
musical history but not too strong on theory. Deborah 
and Joanna have done a stellar job keeping the choir 
and orchestra together but we really haven’t had a 
proper music curriculum for almost six months. When 
could I meet your candidate?” 

“She’s available immediately,” said Susan. 
“You have spoken with her?” asked Mr 

Humphries. 
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Susan Lawton nodded. “She called me out of 
the blue yesterday. I hadn’t heard from her for many, 
many years.” 

“She’s a personal friend?” 
Ms Lawton laughed, “Well not exactly, but we 

go back a long way. When I was starting out I was 
assigned to the Berlin bureau. One day I was 
instructed to go to Moscow and report to the 
embassy. I wasn’t given much of a briefing I was just 
told that I would meet with a Russian attaché for 
discussions. It was the strangest thing. I was picked 
up by the Russians; it was the usual nonsense, 
rushing about in Volga’s, changing cars a couple of 
times, three goons accompanying me.” 

“Exciting,” smiled Mr Humphries. 
“Finally they took me to a gosdacha 

somewhere miles out in the country,” she continued. 
“After a while Tatyana arrived. She was young and 
very beautiful in the manner only Russians can be. 
She spoke perfect English. We talked, about nothing 
really, we played chess and she played the piano for 
me. She is a wonderful pianist. It was very strange, 
the whole country was starving but there was no 
shortage of champagne and caviar at the dacha.” Ms 
Lawton smiled. “She taught me to drink vodka.” 

“That’s old style communism for you,” laughed 
Mr Humphries. 

“It was the same thing every day. I stayed for 
a week. I was not exactly under arrest but I was not 
at liberty to leave,” she smiled. “Hundreds of miles 
from the city with no transport and anyway there was 
six inches of snow on the ground. Tatyana came 
every day for our talks but they appeared to be 
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apropos of nothing. There was no question that she 
was KGB, when she clapped her hands all the goons 
jumped. After a week I was returned to the embassy, 
none the wiser to the purpose of my mission. This 
went on for a year; I visited Moscow a dozen times. 
Tatyana and I became quite close.” 

Mr Humphries poured Susan another gin and 
tonic. 

“One day I was preparing to leave from Berlin 
when I received a message from Tatyana telling me 
not to return to Russia, apparently I was to be 
disappeared,” Ms Lawton told the Grand Master.  

“That is never good,” said Mr Humphries. 
“Years later I came across the case file, I 

hoped to find out the reason behind the trips, it just 
said I was visiting for negotiations crucial to national 
security,” she laughed, “it was the queerest thing but 
I’m sure there was an agenda.” 

“There’s always an agenda,” smiled Mr 
Humphries. 

Ms Lawton’s eyes twinkled. “From what I hear 
you would know more about that than me. Your 
jacket may be somewhat lacking in details but I still 
have many friends around the agencies. Quite the 
Man of Intrigue aren’t you Grand Master?” 

Mr Humphries just smiled. “So this Tatyana 
saved your life?” 

“Very probably,” agreed Susan. “Now she 
needs help. She is one of the few women who 
exerted real power in the Kremlin and for some years 
she has been a musical director at the National 
Symphony and is one of the few female conductors’ in 
the world. She is here for a performance. A few days 
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ago her sponsor, one of the oligarch’s, was arrested 
on charges of corruption. Tatyana has been warned 
that if she returns to Russia she will be charged as an 
accomplice. Strangely enough she is not enthusiastic 
about the prospect of fifteen years in Siberia.” 

“So she needs a bolt-hole?” said the Grand 
Master. 

Susan nodded.  
“And where better than the Woody facility,” 

said Mr Humphries. “So tell me, what’s her position 
on whops?” 

Ms Lawton laughed. “Grand Master, she is ex-
KGB and was trained at the Dzerzhinsky Academy, I 
very much doubt Tatyana will have much problem 
with the concept of whops.” 
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Maestra 

 
 
Tatyana Kerimov wore a long hooded shroud. 

She walked with a slight limp and supported her 
weight with a silver handled walking stick as she 
approached the front of the stage in the assembly 
hall. She looked like a cross between Gandolph and 
Darth Vader. She bowed deeply at the waist. She 
flicked back her hood and exposed a wizened 
wrinkled face and iron-grey hair.  

“Greetings, my students,” she said in a voice 
without a trace of an accent. “When we are 
rehearsing you will of course address me as Maestra.” 
She smiled. Her eyes had an unmistakable and 
slightly mischievous twinkle. “Otherwise I prefer a 
less formal approach; you may call me Madam 
Kerimov.” 

She looked over at the Grand Master who 
nodded his approval. 

“Yes Madam,” chorused the assembled 
inmates. 
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“Do you know who that is?” gasped Debs. 
“That’s Tatyana Kerimov.” 

“And she would be?” enquired Nixdown. 
“She is the musical director of the Russian 

National Symphony. I met her once when I was 
touring with the National Youth Orchestra,” Debs 
enthused. “She was our hostess and was as sweet as 
sweet could be, but she was very strict with the 
members of her orchestra.” 

Nixdown laughed. “Next you’ll be telling us she 
beat you with that walking stick.” 

Debs giggled. “No, but I can tell you that if she 
had chosen to beat me it would have been my 
privilege.” 

 
“Susan Lawton speaks highly of you,” said the 

Grand Master. 
Tatyana smiled. “We spent some time together 

many years ago. We talked. She spoke Russian 
fluently and she knew the works of Pasternak, Blok 
and Akhmatova, unusual in one so young.” 

“She says that you play piano beautifully,” said 
Mr Humphries. 

“She is being too kind,” laughed Tatyana. 
“And you saved her life,” remarked Mr 

Humphries. 
Tatyana’s face was impassive. “They were 

difficult times Grand Master. I believe you know more 
about that than most. When I was in the Kremlin your 
name came up frequently.” 

Mr Humphries just smiled. “So what we need 
to establish is what exactly is your position on 
whops?” 
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Tatyana cocked her head. “As I have said 
Susan and I talked extensively. She told me many 
stories of her schooldays. She told me that she was 
caned frequently but said it never her did her any 
harm. She had an expression, that women were born 
broad of beam and perfectly designed for absorbing 
six of the best.” 

Mr Humphries chuckled. “A classic Susanism.”  
“I shall bear those words in mind in the 

prosecution of my duties,” said Tatyana. She looked 
thoughtful. “Susan often spoke of Patricia Hodge. She 
resides here as a Dame I understand.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “You’ll meet her in 
a few minutes at the staff meeting.” 

“She was cruel to Susan,” said Tatyana. 
“So I understand,” said the Grand Master 

evenly. 
The ex-KGB operative’s eyes narrowed slightly. 

“Then I doubt we will become friends,” said Madam 
Kerimov quite firmly. 

 
“Don’t even think about it!” snapped 

Rosemary. 
Jojo, Nixdown, Rosemary and Debs were 

sitting out on the balcony of Jojo’s study sipping 
white wine. 

Deborah pouted. “Why not? Jojo and Victoria 
are back in the game, so why not me? When I signed 
up as Red-shirt I made it perfectly clear that I have 
no control over when the Imposter comes out to 
play.” 

“There is no Imposter,” snorted Nixdown 
scornfully. “You are just a very naughty gal, Debs, but 
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you don’t like to admit it. So you’ve invented this 
ridiculous alter-ego.” 

Debs continued to pout. Despite their close 
friendship relations between Nix and the Red-shirt 
were often prickly. Nicola Jane Nixon was a notorious 
cynic and regularly accused Debs of show-boating. 

“Nobody expects you to be Miss Goodie-Two-
Shoes,” said Jojo, “but getting yourself whopped by 
Madam Kerimov does seem a little unnecessary.” 

“Let someone else try her out,” advised 
Rosemary.  

“Besides you don’t know what you’d be letting 
yourself in for,” giggled Nix. “She’s a fucking Rusky; 
she might even be ex-KGB.” 

“Yeah, rock on, Nix,” laughed Deborah. 
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Piano Stools and Violin Bows 

 
 
Deborah stood in front of the Grand Master’s 

desk looking uncharacteristically shame-faced. 
“I am so sorry, sir,” she told Mr Humphries. “I 

don’t know what came over me.” 
The Grand Master smiled. “Don’t tell me. The 

Imposter came out to play.” 
Debs grimaced. “The little be-yotch sneaked up 

on me,” she muttered. 
“It was bound to happen sometime,” said the 

Grand Master. 
Deborah frowned. “I suppose so, bound too 

really,” she acknowledged.  
Debs breathed a sigh of relief. The Grand 

Master did not seem the least bit perturbed at her 
latest exploit, in fact he seemed quite cheery. 

“Just remember there’s always a bright side to 
everything,” Mr Humphries grinned. 

Debs looked at him querulously. “Sir?” 
“I won two hundred and fifty squids from the 

Bounder,” laughed the Grand Master. “You really are 
quite predictable at times, Miss Morton.” 
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“Oh good grief,” groaned Debs. 
“So how was it?” asked the Grand Master. 
“How was it?” squealed Debs. “Where did she 

get her training? She’s a professional torturess! Did 
you recruit her from the KGB?” 

Mr Humphries just chuckled. 
 
Tatyana Kerimov’s first official order of 

business had been to bend Deborah Morton over the 
piano stool and beat her with a violin bow. 

 
Jojo, Nix and Rosemary rolled their eyes and 

shook their heads hopelessly as they watched 
Deborah relentlessly prod, poke and provoke the new 
Dame on the block. It was a reversion to classic Debs 
behavior and the outcome was all too predictable. 
Despite her best chums earnest counseling Debs had 
pitched up in the music room on a mission. She had 
persistently interrupted Madam Kerimov’s amiable 
attempts to become acquainted with her new 
students and ignored repeated requests for her to 
raise her hand if she had something to say. 

 
By halfway through the lesson Madam had 

finally grown exasperated at Deborah’s interruptions 
and limped up the aisle to confront her. In her ankle 
length hooded shroud the Russian resembled 
Rasputin the Mad Monk. Tatyana raised her walking 
stick and smacked it down loudly on the wooden 
desktop causing Deborah to involuntarily recoil in her 
seat. Madam Kerimov prodded Deborah in the chest 
with the tip of the stick, pushing her further back in 
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her chair. The Dame swept back her hood and fixed 
Debs with a gimlet glare.   

“Would you very much care for six?” she 
enquired. She slowly lifted the stick and deftly tilted 
Deborah’s chin upwards so that they were eyeball to 
eyeball. 

“No Madam Kerimov,” spluttered Deborah 
hurriedly, “I must confess that I would not very much 
for care for six.” Fleetingly Debs cast her eyes down 
warily at the menacing walking stick. “But thank you 
for asking,” she added somewhat lamely. 

Madam Kerimov lowered the stick, keeping her 
eyes fixed on Deborah’s. “Good,” she said. She 
prodded the stick at Debs chest again, “then the 
matter is closed.” She pulled her hood back over her 
head, turned away and limped back towards the front 
of the music room. 

Deborah Morton stuck out her tongue and blew 
a raspberry at the Dames retreating back.  

 
Deborah unfastened the five buttons of her 

black blazer, shrugged it off and hung it over the back 
of her chair. She crossed the room and looked down 
into the glass topped cabinets that housed the 
collection of violin bows. She drummed her fingers 
nervously on the glass and looked over towards the 
Russian. Tatyana was standing at the front of the 
room leaning forward resting her weight on her 
walking stick with both hands on the silver handle. 
Debs couldn’t see the Dame’s face beneath the hood 
but she could feel her penetrating eyes drilling into 
her. Deborah shivered. She continued to stare down 
at the selection of bows. She raised the top of the 
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first cabinet and reached in, running her fingers over 
each of the three bows on display. After a few 
seconds she closed the case and moved along to the 
next showcase. Briefly she looked down and then 
moved on again. Finally she stopped at a case that 
contained a single bow. With a heavy heart she raised 
the lid and with trembling fingers she reached in and 
extracted the familiar instrument.  

 
The bow had been commissioned by Deborah’s 

former arch-nemesis Miss Whitton. She had 
purchased the instrument from a craftsman in 
Permanamburo who had taken the original design of 
Francois Tourte’s seventy five centimeter bow and 
perfected the balance of colophoany, oils and 
plasiticizeds to produce one of the most lethal beating 
weapons ever designed. Ms Whitton had the 
craftsman engrave the words ‘The Morton Special’ 
along the shaft of the bow. 

 
Deborah handed the bow to the hooded 

Russian and then went and picked up the piano stool. 
She moved the stool to the center of the small stage 
and slowly bent forward, slithering her tummy across 
the padded seat and stretching herself out. 

Bent in half with her arse considerably higher 
than her head Debs settled in to be whopped. “Piano 
Stools and Violin Bows”, she thought to herself, “that 
sounds like the title of a Rod Stewart song”, and then 
all hell broke loose in her bumbags. 
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Nailed by the KGB 

 
 
Jojo, Nixdown and Rosemary watched 

attentively as Madam Kerimov tapped the violin bow 
down to gauge her distance. Debs lay prostrate and 
acquiescent across the low-slung piano stool, the hem 
of her skirt and the tail of her red shirt neatly folded 
back. The navy blue gossamer stretched tightly across 
her upturned buttocks. 

Madam Kerimov raised the bow in the air and 
brought her arm down swiping. The resounding crack 
of the violin bow exploding off Deborah’s bumbags 
brought lectures all along the corridor to an 
immediate standstill. 

Any lingering notions that Debs harbored that 
being beaten by Maestra Kerimov would be a privilege 
were instantly dispelled as the violin bow sliced across 
her upturned behind. The bow landed with such 
considerable force that Debs was surprised that the 
stool didn’t collapse beneath her. It was a stunning 
opener. Deborah’s legs crooked at the knees and her 
fists pummeled the floor in consternation.  
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“Holy shit,” mouthed Jojo. 
Nixdown let out a low whistle. 
Rosemary just stared with eyes as big as 

saucers. 
The three chums were experiencing an eerie 

sense of déjà vu. It was almost six months since 
Deborah had last felt recklessly compelled to test the 
mettle of a new Music Dame and had been stunned 
to encounter the extraordinary talents of Suzy Scott. 
If Deborah’s uncharacteristically energetic reaction to 
the opening swipe was anything to judge by her 
chums feared that Debs had just embarked upon 
another excruciatingly painful learning experience. 

Debs wriggled and squirmed before slumping 
back into position just in time for the second stroke to 
arrive. Deborah’s legs scissored spastically as shock-
waves ricocheted around her central nervous system. 

 
From beneath the cover of her hood Tatyana 

watched Deborah writhing on the piano stool. She 
waited patiently for Debs to settle down and stretch 
out again.  

She raised the violin bow and brought it down 
with a third explosive crack. 

Deborah’s head and shoulders snapped back, 
her face was contorted into a silent howl. She 
slumped forwards, panting audibly. 

Momentarily she appeared to be trying to 
make herself as small as possible. Her knees and 
arms pressed inwards against the stool. Her buttocks 
were twitching visibly beneath her tautened bumbags.  

Maestra prodded Deborah with the tip of the 
bow and gently tapped her knees and elbows, 
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indicating that she needed to straighten out and get 
back into position. Very slowly Deborah complied. 

 
The Maestra tapped the cane down, taking her 

time. Debs had maneuvered herself back into a full 
drape, her head well down between her outstretched 
arms, with just the tips of her fingers and toes 
touching the floor. Deborah was feeling slightly shell-
shocked, the quality and power of the first three 
strokes had caught her off guard. She gritted her 
teeth as she felt the bow gently tapping down on her 
bumbags. 

 
Debs body bucked and jerked, her backside 

wriggled frantically as the violin bow sliced across the 
sweet spot. It was another sensational strike. The 
sound of the fourth swipe of the cane rebounding off 
Deborah’s bumbags echoed all the way down the 
hallway. In the lecture rooms along the corridors the 
inmates were exchanging sage glances. There was no 
doubt in anybody’s mind that some poor soul was 
catching it extremely hot. 

 
Maestra showed no signs of letting up; her arm 

swiped downwards and the arrival of the violin bow 
sent Deborah into another series of agitated 
convulsions. 

 
There was a breathless hush in the music 

room. Jojo, Nix and Rosemary leaned forward with 
their elbows on their desk lids and their chins cupped 
in their hands. Maestra was standing over Deborah 
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looking like the Grim Reaper in her hooded shroud. 
Taking her time and setting herself up for the closer. 

The previous evening Tatyana had spent 
several hours on the practice range discussing whops 
and eliciting expert tips from Suzy Scott. Suzy had 
emphasized the importance of the closer. The 
Maestra took careful aim and brought her arm back. 

 
Debs heart was pounding and there was a 

sheen of perspiration across her brow. She swallowed 
hard and tried to generate some moisture in her dry 
mouth. She felt the violin bow tapping down once, 
twice, thrice on the drum-tight fabric of her bumbags. 
She squeezed her eyes tight and waited to be 
propelled on the final leg of her voyage to hell and 
back. 

 
 



 

 

7 

 
A Nine Point Five 

 
 
Lady Derby Huntington hurried into Deborah’s 

study. The Red-shirt was stretched out across Rosie’s 
lap have her bottom anointed with mystical cooling 
balms. 

“Are you okay Ma’am?” she asked earnestly 
and then stopped in her tracks. She let out a low 
whistle. “Wow,” she said admiringly, “wicked stripes!” 

Deborah just grunted. Her rear end was giving 
her considerable gyp. Rosemary’s magical fingers 
were offering some minor relief but she had the 
distinct impression that her backside would be sizzling 
for a considerable time into the future. 

 
“Hodge,” said Patty thrusting out her hand. 

“Patricia Hodge, my friends call me Patty. I hear 
congratulations are in order.” 

Tatyana inspected the hand as if it might have 
been contaminated by a rare form of plague. She did 
not choose to shake it. 

“Congratulations?” she enquired. “What for?” 
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“You’re the first member of the Brass ever to 
have the audacity to thrash a Red-shirt in a lecture 
room,” enthused Patty. 

“It was a mistake,” said Tatyana curtly. “I was 
not aware of the correct protocol. I should have sent 
her up to be dealt with by the Grand Master. I have 
apologized.” 

“Well no harm done,” grinned Patty. “It’s 
always such a pleasure to thrash Morton. I hear that 
you nailed her.” 

Tatyana stared at Ms Hodge from beneath her 
hood. “I beat her with the appropriate severity that 
the circumstances dictated,” she said dispassionately. 

Patty shrugged. “I was thinking that you might 
like to join me in the Bunch of Grapes so that you can 
meet the gang. I’m sure we could slip a bottle or two 
of bubbly onto Katie’s tab,” she said jovially. 

Tatyana looked up at Patty. “Susan Lawton 
says that you bullied her when you were at school 
together?” 

Patty scowled. “Susan Lawton was a brat. She 
deserved every thrashing I ever gave her.” 

The hooded Maestra grunted and hacked Patty 
firmly in the shin. 

 
“She hacked me in the fucking shin,” squealed 

Patty indignantly. 
Katie and the Wart looked appropriately 

sympathetic.  
“Perhaps the rumors are true,” said Katie. 

“Maybe she really is ex-KGB.” 
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“Lucky she wasn’t wearing those spiffy shoes 
with the blades in the toes like that agent in the 
James Bond movie,” commented the Wart. 

Patty continued to scowl. 
“I’ve got a present for you,” said Katie 

consolingly and handed Patty a jump-drive. “I copied 
it off the CCTV when Ellen wasn’t watching. It’s 
Morton getting nailed in glorious Technicolor.” 

Patty’s eyes twinkled. “The whole thing?” she 
asked. 

Katie nodded proudly. Patty slipped the drive 
into her jacket pocket. 

“Another round bar-tender,” she said 
magnanimously, but Katie couldn’t help noticing that 
the cost of the drinks managed to end up on her tab. 

 
Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner poured 

Deborah a glass of chardonnay. 
“She really nailed you didn’t she?” said Kate 

sympathetically. 
Deborah grimaced. It was almost twelve hours 

since she had been caned but the stripes were still 
throbbing furiously. She sipped her drink and placed it 
on the mantelpiece. She loosened her tie and 
unfastened the top button of her blouse, it was nine-
thirty in the evening and she was officially off-duty.  

“It’s been some time since anybody nailed me 
quite so quickly,” groaned Debs. “She got me right 
from the get-go. That opener had to be a nine point 
five and I wasn’t properly prepared for it. I mean who 
would expect a newbie to be dishing out a nine point 
five straight out of the trap? Trouble is once they take 
you by surprise there’s no way to recover.” 
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Debs kicked off her shoes. She considered 
sitting down but thought better of it. She hunted 
around and found a packet of cigarettes and lit one, 
dragging on it deeply. 

“Can I draw you a bath, or fix you something 
to eat?” asked Kate. 

Debs shook her head. “No thank you, Kate, 
why don’t you cut along and enjoy some quality time, 
I think we’re done for the night.” She sighed and 
crossed to a desk, opening the lid of her lap-top. “I 
suppose I need to confess my latest sins on Debs 
Diary,” she said wearily. Remaining standing Debs 
logged onto her blog. ‘The day I was nailed by the 
KGB’ she typed into the title block. 

Kate laughed. “Well that will certainly get the 
Woodettes yakking long into the night.” She smiled. 
“Good night Deborah, I’m glad you’re getting your 
sense of humor back,” she said genuinely, “ and I do 
hope your bottom feels better in the morning.”  

 
 



 

 

8 

 
Kate Finds Her Inner Minx 

 
 
The following morning it was Detective 

Inspector Faulkner’s turn to bend over and touch her 
toes at the front of the Elite lecture room. 

 
Kate slipped off her striped blazer and hung it 

over the back of her chair before stepping into the 
aisle and approaching the front of the lecture room. 
Although she attended lectures with the Elite, Kate 
Faulkner was officially classified as a Little Brat which 
meant that she was required to dress in a traditional 
box-top gymslip with a ‘K’ embroidered on the bib and 
she wore a red sash around her waist. The sleeves of 
her white blouse were pressed into finely starched 
creases and her tie was knotted into a perfectly 
symmetrical vee. She wore her hair pinned up on top 
of her head. Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner looked 
poised and confident as she approached the front of 
the room. 

 
Kate felt a twinge of nervous excitement as 

she turned around to face the seated inmates before 
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bending forward at the waist and reaching down to 
balance her fingers on the tips of her gleaming black 
shoes. 

Three months earlier the idea of being caned 
had never entered her head. She had been a star 
pupil during her schooldays, never getting into trouble 
and certainly never getting the cane. She had 
followed up by graduating from university at the top 
of her year and pursued a glittering career in the 
police force where she became the youngest female 
Detective Inspector in the Met’s history. 

She had volunteered to go undercover at the 
Ripley Back to School unit to assist Ms Lawton in 
gauging the level of corruption that still existed at the 
facility. 

In the course of her investigations Kate was 
forced to reinvent herself in the uncharacteristic role 
of troublemaker and hell-raiser. She refused to pay 
the corrupt Brass’s exorbitant ‘get out of trouble’ fees 
and was soon up to her lugs in lines and detentions. 
The Brass came increasingly vexed at her stubborn 
refusal to pay their taxes and threatened to send her 
up to the Grand Dame’s office for the cane. She was 
offered the opportunity to avoid the painful 
experience in return for the very reasonable fee of a 
hundred quid a whop. Kate refused the offer. 

At first Ms Lawton had been unwilling to 
actually cane the undercover detective but Kate had 
been insistent. She knew that the inmates would 
want to inspect the stripes so it had to look real. 

Although she found being caned to be 
excruciatingly painful Kate had discovered that she 
was enjoying her new role as a troublemaker. She 



31 
 

 

 

persisted in creating pandemonium in the lecture halls 
and was sent up to visit Ms Lawton on half a dozen 
occasions. 

Once her investigations were completed Kate 
responded to a request from Ellen Millar to move into 
the Woody compound to act as bodyguard to Debs 
Morton. At Kate’s insistence she, and her undercover 
partner Angie Ashurst, were subjected to a public 
flogging and their official flunking was announced in 
the national press. 

For a woman exploring her Inner Minx she 
couldn’t have landed in better company. She was 
assigned to act as an assistant grubby to Debs and 
spent most of her free time on the Elite landing. She 
had spent many evenings in the company of 
legendary mega-minxes Jojo, Nix and Rosemary as 
they regaled her with tales of Whops and Clobber. 

 
As she felt her skirt being turned back to 

properly prepare her for her first punishment since 
arriving at the facility Kate Faulkner sensed that she 
was about to be inducted as a fully fledged Woody 
gal.  

   
Ms Powell flexed a slender cane between her 

hands as she watched Kate bending forward at the 
waist. Stephanie Powell was generally considered a 
charitable soul with a reputation for tolerating a 
moderate level of goofing, larking and pranking 
during her tutorials. She was a card carrying member 
of the Liberal Left of the Brass and immensely popular 
amongst the inmates. Nonetheless even Ms Powell 
was not prepared to tolerate gross disobedience in 
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her lecture room. When the tutorial had become 
slightly too rowdy the Dame had sternly warned the 
Elite that the next gal to speak out of turn would be 
caned. When Kate Faulkner had interrupted the 
proceedings with an unscheduled witty aside 
Stephanie had no choice but to ask her to step up to 
the front of the room. 

 
Stephanie Powell favored a twenty-seven inch 

long crook-handled cane which was described in the 
advertising material as ‘Mister Whippy,’ and designed 
for delivering the short, sharp shock treatment. 
Although it lacked the longer term after-effects of the 
more punishing senior cane there were many Woody 
gals willing to sign affidavits’ to attest to Mister 
Whippys ability to generate considerable levels of 
sting and smart. 

Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner blinked as 
the cane sliced across her bumbags. 

 
 



 

 

9 

 
Whops are Whops 

 
 
Kate Faulkner doggedly stayed down, her 

fingers glued to her toes, as the cane sliced and diced 
her navy blue gossamer bumbags. Although Ms 
Powell was only laying it on medium warm Kate was 
extremely relieved when the sixth stroke was over 
with and she was allowed to return to the upright. 

 
“So how was it?” asked Debs. 
Kate pulled a face. “I don’t think she was 

caning me very hard, I guess it was a bit of a damp 
squib compared to the whopping you got yesterday,” 
she told her chum, “but it still stung plenty,” she 
added ruefully. 

Debs nodded. “Kate, you have to understand 
that whops are whops,” she said sagely. “Of course 
not all whops are equal but I’ve never had a single 
whop that I didn’t feel. Even the little flicks that Reed 
the Weed dishes out still sting.” 

“Well at least I didn’t make a muff of myself,” 
said Kate. 
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Debs leaned over and hugged the 
policewoman. “I was very proud of you,” she smiled. 
“You put it up and kept it up like an old pro.” 

Lady Derby Huntington hurried into the study. 
“I heard you got whopped,” she said enthusiastically. 
“How was it?” 

Debs giggled. “Get used to it,” she warned 
Kate, “you’ll be asked that question a gazillion times 
today.” 

 
Kate’s first caning had attracted considerable 

interest and as Debs had predicted she was inundated 
by requests for details. The inmates of the Woody 
Back to School unit chattered incessantly about 
whops and clobber. They liked to dissect and analyze 
every punishment whop by whop. The GalGab web-
site was full of polls and questionnaires’ where the 
inmates could rank each new thrashing in terms of 
technical merit, artistic quality and heat-factor. Nicola 
Jane Nixon and her team had designed databases and 
installed analytical software that offered the inmates 
up to the minute progress on the BUTT and 
monitored movements on the Hall of Shame. 

 
Cassie Cassy was studying the statistics on the 

GalGab web-site and she didn’t like what she was 
seeing. Kate Faulkner’s weren’t the only bumbags to 
be diced and sliced that morning. To Cassie’s chagrin 
she noted that Lisa Sutton had got herself red-carded 
and had been required to visit the Grand Master’s 
office for twelve-stroke bare bender. 

Cassie sighed. In recent weeks she had built 
up a comfortable three licking lead at the top of the 
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Annual Hall of Shame. It was a laudable achievement 
considering her opposition. Even though they were 
only two-thirds of the way through the winter term 
the competition as the top of the Hall of Shame was 
attracting considerable interest. Although Cassy had 
consistently maintained her number one status Lisa 
Sutton and the wild-card Michelle Morgan were 
persistently snapping at her bumbags. The inmates 
were already drawing comparisons to some of the 
legendary contests from days of yore; Cat Cassidy 
versus Melanie White, Lady Victoria versus Claire 
Brooks, and, of course, the legendary races between 
Jojo and Debs. 

Cassie studied the statistics. There were 
several examples of comfortable leads being turned 
around. A few years earlier Jojo had performed a 
remarkable summer comeback. She had reversed a 
three licking deficit, beating Debs back into second 
place and establishing records as the most punished 
gal in a single term and capped her performance by 
becoming the first gal to be caned fifty times in a 
year. 

Cassandra Cassidy had no intention of allowing 
a similar upset and hurried off in search of a prefect 
to rubbish. 

 
Lisa Sutton was having considerable difficulty 

sitting down. Her visit to the Grand Master’s office 
had been most disagreeable. Mr Humphries had 
chosen to introduce her to the new super-cane that 
had been kindly donated to the unit by Spanky Botts. 

The Spanky Botts Special was an example of 
the new generation of canes that were now being 
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made available by pioneering outlets. Conventional 
crook handles were replaced with leather covered 
Delrin handles that housed the straight run shafts. 
Laboratory experiments showed that the modern 
design allowed the tip of the cane to arrive with an 
almost a fifty per cent increase in speed but only 
required thirty per cent of the back-swing of a 
conventional design. 

Mr Humphries had been kind enough to share 
these statistics with Lisa before bending her over the 
back of a chair and offering her a demonstration.  

 
Lisa gloomily stared at the new listing of the 

Hall of Shame showing her closing in on Cassie. 
Unlike Cassie and many of the legendary mega-
minxes Lisa was an unwilling participant in the great 
race to hold the title of Big BUTT. She was much 
given to making loud declarations of her plans for 
reform but her efforts were thwarted by her 
unfortunate perennial naughtiness. 

She was about to log-off when her attention 
was caught by the Breaking Whops icon flashing in 
the corner of her screen. Idly she clicked with her 
mouse.  

She almost smiled. According to the latest 
report Cassie Cassy had just visited the library where 
she had been caned for rubbishing a pre. 

 
 



 

 

10 

 
Slacker 

 
 
Cassie Cassy was often at a disadvantage. She 

was universally adored by the inmates and as Director 
of Cuisine she was responsible for keeping their 
tummy’s filled with culinary delights. Many members 
of the Elite were prone to cut her some slack lest she 
retaliated to being whopped by slipping them a 
spoiled oyster or two. 

Cassie had spent the latter part of the 
afternoon rubbishing several members of the Elite but 
her remarks had been merely been greeted with 
tolerant smiles and enquiries regarding the repast 
that she planned to serve for supper. It was very 
frustrating.  

 Cassie Cassy looked at her watch. Shortly she 
was due back in the kitchens to oversee the 
preparation of supper. She headed across the 
recreation area towards the cloisters. As she 
approached the colonnades she noticed Rosemary 
Booker emerging. Rosemary’s hands were thrust deep 
into the pockets of her blazer. Cassie Cassy couldn’t 
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help but notice a familiar stiffness to the prefect’s 
gait. Cassie saw a window of opportunity. 

 
Rosemary Booker was not having a good week 

of it. On Monday morning she had been caned by the 
Wart and later in the same day she had been spanked 
with a spatula by Dotty Hammell. She had most 
recently emerged from an unfortunate interview in 
the Music Room with Suzy Scott. 

 
For some time Rosemary had been involved in 

an on-line relationship with a cyber-lothario nick-
named the Silver Fox. It had started with a common 
interest in herbalism but had developed into a 
flirtatious romance. Most evening’s Rosemary stayed 
up late into the night chatting with her cyber-beau. 

 
Amongst the duties that Mr Humphries had 

wrestled from Patty Hodge’s jurisdiction was oversight 
of the Elite. He had handed responsibility over to Suzy 
Scott. 

For several months Suzy had been monitoring 
an untoward trend. Historically Rosemary had been a 
solid if unremarkable student who generally 
maintained an average ‘B’ grade. However, recently 
her average had steadily declined and had dropped 
by a full grade. Suzy had spoken with several Dame’s 
who had acknowledged that Rosemary’s recent work 
had been less than stellar. Nonetheless as long as she 
at least maintained ‘C’s’ she would still be qualified as 
a graduate on her parole application. In the twelve 
years that Woodys had been established not a single 
inmate had failed to achieve the minimum grade to 
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justify the successful completion of her social 
rehabilitation. 

 
Suzy stared at Rosemary’s latest assignment. It 

was a complete disaster. Clearly Rosemary had just 
Googled Mozart, cut and pasted some information 
from an on-line encyclopedia and then flowered it up 
with a couple of text dumps from other articles. It 
had no structure and did not appear to contain a 
single original word written by Rosemary. Suzy Scott 
found herself hard pressed to even grade the 
shambolic paper with a ‘D’.   

She summonsed a grubby and sent her in 
search of Miss Booker. 

 
Rosemary looked gloomily down at the paper. 

She hadn’t been altogether surprised to receive the 
summons. She had fully intended to start work on the 
assignment some days earlier. However, she had a 
backlog of outstanding papers that had even more 
critical deadlines. Wolfgang Amadeus had been put 
on the back-burner. 

The previous afternoon she had started work 
on the paper immediately following the end of 
lectures but as soon as she sat down at the computer 
the Silver Fox had messaged her. She had only 
intended to chat for a few minutes but she became 
distracted. The Foxy one had been away at a 
conference so she still had her recent dual whoppings 
to report on. By the time they were finished it was all 
Rosemary could do to cut and paste a few paragraphs 
she found on the net and submit her haphazard paper 
before the deadline. 
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“I’m going to give you twenty-four hours to 
resubmit this paper,” said Suzy. “It’s a complete 
shambles. I strongly suggest that you lock yourself up 
in your study at every available moment and spend 
your time more fruitfully than swapping cyber-spit 
over the internet.”  

“Yes Ma’am, thank you Ma’am,” said Rosemary 
gratefully. “I’ll get right on it.” 

“But first I’m afraid that we’re going to need to 
have some whops,” said Suzy. 

“I rather thought that might be the case,” said 
Rosemary dismally and peeled off her blazer.  

 
Statistically prefects who had recently been 

beaten were proven to be considerably less tolerant 
of being rubbished. Cassie chased after Rosemary 
and played the odds. 

 
“Oh good grief Cassie,” grumbled Rosemary. 

She reached into her blazer pocket and produced a 
red-card. “Go and wait outside the library. Debs will 
be along to beat you shortly.” 

Cassie Cassy suppressed a grin and hurried off. 
 
Rosemary flipped open her cell-phone. “I just 

sent Cassie up to the library,” she told Deborah. 
“I’m busy,” said Debs somewhat grumpily. 

“Patsy and Lindsey have come over to work-out with 
me. I won’t be available for at least another hour. 
Either tell her to come back later or deal with it 
yourself.” 



41 
 

 

 

Rosemary Booker closed her phone and 
considered her options. Her rear end was giving her 
considerable gyp. 



 

 

11 

 
Whopping the Mannequin 

 
 
Cassie’s eyes flickered with surprise as she 

turned away from the wall; she had not been 
expecting Rosemary. The latest incarnation of the 
Elite was unique. At an Elite Summit earlier in the 
year the entire prefectorial body, including Rosemary, 
had ceded their thrashing rights to Debs Morton. 

 
The prefect swung open the first door to the 

library and instructed Cassie to follow her. Rosemary 
strode purposefully through the well-lit area of the 
library and pushed open the second door. She 
stepped aside and allowed Cassie Cassy to step into 
the punishment room. 

 
Cassie didn’t need any instruction; she walked 

through the dimly lit room until she reached the 
ornate fireplace at the far end. She turned around 
and placed her hands on the top of her head. 

 
Rosemary unbuttoned her red prefect’s blazer 

and took it off. She folded it neatly and set it aside. 
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She took her time unfastening her collar and 
loosening her tie. Finally she turned back the cuffs of 
her blouse and picked up her ashplant. 

“I’ll need you to remove your blazer and bend 
over,” she told Cassie. 

 
Rosemary reached down and turned back 

Cassie’s skirt. She couldn’t help noticing that her 
fingers were trembling slightly. She took a deep 
breath and tried to gather herself, she was feeling 
over-whelmed by nerves. Rosemary Booker was 
beginning to wonder whether this was a good idea. 

 
Despite relinquishing their thrashing rights to 

Deborah the Elite were still required to maintain their 
certification. Once a month Rosemary went down to 
the practice range and dutifully whopped the 
mannequin. However, staring down at Cassie’s drum-
tight bumbags she realized that there was a 
considerable difference between whopping a life-size 
dummy and thrashing one of your dearest chums. 

Rosemary stepped in and tapped the cane 
down. She took a deep breath and swung her arm. 

 
“Not bad,” said Cassie cheerily. “You warmed 

up after the first couple.” 
Rosemary adjusted her collar and tie and 

pulled on her blazer. She resolutely avoided Cassie’s 
eye as she took her punishment record book and 
post-processed the whops. Rosemary Booker felt like 
a heel. 
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“I don’t know how you do it,” said Rosemary. 
“You beat a dozen gals a week and make it seem 
easy. It was nothing like whopping the mannequin.” 

Rosemary was lying face down across 
Deborah’s lap. Debs was very carefully rolling down 
her best chum’s bumbags. 

“It’s my background I guess,” said Debs. 
“When I was little Ma was always telling me stories 
about being caned by the Elite and then when I was 
at Queensgate it was just a way of life.” Deborah 
stared down at the single red stripe across the very 
center of Rosemary’s buttocks; she let out a low 
whistle. “She never misses, does she?” Debs put 
soothing balm on her index finger and ran it along the 
pulsating weal. “Suzy tells me that you’ve been 
slacking.” 

Rosemary grunted. “I wouldn’t say slacking 
exactly; I just got behind is all.” 

“You spend too much time yakking on the 
internet,” said Deborah sternly. “You know you can’t 
afford to get duffer’s grades, the System can use it 
against you and extend your sentence. I’m going to 
keep an eye on you and if I catch you slacking again 
the next time you’re over my knee it will be to feel 
the back of my hairbrush.” 

Rosemary pushed herself up off Deborah’s lap 
and yanked up her bumbags. “Alright enough 
already,” she said huffily. “Put you bumbags in it will 
ya? I’ve already had that lecture once today so I’ll 
thank you to keep out of my business.” 

Rosemary stomped out of Debs study, almost 
bowling Jojo over as she came into the room. 

“What’s with Rosie?” asked Jojo. 
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“She’s been spending too much time chatting 
with the Foxy one so she got whopped for slacking,” 
explained Debs wearily. “I tried to reason with her but 
she threw a snit.” 

“She needs to be careful,” frowned Jojo. “The 
System could use it against her when she comes up 
for parole.” 

“She knows that but I suggest you don’t 
broach the subject with her tonight. She’s not in 
much mood for listening,” said Debs. “We’re just 
going to have to keep a weather eye on her.” 
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Advanced Clobber Inspection 

 
 
Ms Suzy Scott crossed the quadrangle heading 

in the direction of the stables. She was dressed in an 
over-sized red and black striped blazer, a microscopic 
gymslip, blouse and tie. She had a straw boater 
perched on top of her head.  

 
Nixdown and Penny Ann were waiting. They 

were both dressed in full Elite regalia and flexed long 
super-canes between their hands. 

Suzy closed the stable doors behind her and 
approached them. “You wanted to see me?” she said 
evenly. 

 
After she had finished with the business of 

beating Rosemary with the violin bow Suzy had 
returned to her quarters. She was planning on a quiet 
evening, contemplating a relaxing bubble bath with a 
glass of wine, followed by a movie. When she went to 
the closet to change into her bath-robe she noticed 
her clobber hanging up. For no particular reason she 
felt compelled to put it on.  
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Suzy Scott wandered around her apartment 
restlessly, stopping occasionally in front of the mirror, 
straightening her tie, adjusting her sash and brushing 
loose hairs off the shoulders of her blazer. She 
opened a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc and poured 
herself a glass. After taking a sip she picked up her 
cell-phone and dialed Nixdown’s number. They 
conversed briefly and when they were finished Suzy 
Scott crossed her apartment and went into the 
hallway. She turned and faced the wall, raised her 
arms and inter-linked her hands on the top of her 
head. 

Precisely thirty minutes later she lowered her 
arms, went to her closet, retrieved her straw boater 
and headed for the door. 

 
In high heels Penelope Ann Evans stood at five 

feet eleven inches tall and she towered over the 
diminutive Dame. Suzy was forced to crane her neck 
upwards to meet the former Red-shirt’s steady gaze. 
To the side of them Nixdown idly sliced the cane 
down across a bale of hay. 

Suzy felt a tingle of anxious excitement as 
Penny Ann began to inspect her clobber. Suzy was a 
clobber snob and liked to look impeccable. 
Nonetheless as Pen ran her fingers over every button, 
thread, stitch, seam and hem Suzy knew that there 
was still an outside possibility that a minor oversight 
might be revealed by the fastidious examination of an 
expert. 

Suzy’s heartbeat sped up a tad as Penny Ann 
walked behind her and raised the skirt of her gymslip. 
It was always the most disconcerting part of any 
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inspection. She resisted the temptation to peer over 
her shoulder as Pen carefully inspected everything 
from the hem of her skirt, the tail of her blouse, the 
stitching along the elastic waistband of her bumbags, 
before finally turning up the collar of her blouse and 
searching for the slightest snag along the trim. 

During her Red-shirt training Penelope Ann had 
spent several hours with Katie Beck getting her 
certification as an Advanced Clobber Inspector. The 
unit’s matron had drilled her in numerous techniques 
designed to make even the coolest minx sweat. 
During the prosecution of her official duties Penny 
had never stooped to employing Katie’s nefarious 
tactics but in the privacy of the stables she couldn’t 
resist yanking her chum’s chain a little. 

She ran her fingers along the upturned collar. 
“’allo, ‘allo, ‘allo,” she drawled. “What’s going on ‘ere 
then?”  

Suzy’s eyes narrowed slightly. She was ninety-
nine per cent certain that she had checked the state 
of the collar of her blouse thoroughly before putting it 
on. However, that was the problem when the 
inspector was working on the blind-side, it was 
impossible to see what they were seeing and there 
was always an outside possibility that she had 
overlooked a single stitch that had become 
unsecured. It was a most disconcerting feeling. 

Penny Ann turned down Suzy’s collar without 
further comment. Clobber inspectors are trained not 
to reveal their findings until the inspection is 
completed.  
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She instructed the Dame to raise her arms 
straight up in the air so that she could continue her 
inspection of the seams under her armpits. 

 
Suzy had retrieved her blazer and was standing 

with her hands on her head. Penny Ann and Nixdown 
were at the far end of the stable conferring in 
whispers. The results of the inspection had yet to be 
announced. 

Finally Penny Ann approached Suzy. “You are 
to be complimented Ms Scott,” she said. “Your 
clobber is immaculate.” She flexed the cane between 
her hands. “We shall proceed directly to the matter in 
hand. Remove your blazer and bend over that bale of 
hay. You will receive twelve strokes of the cane with 
your bumbags lowered.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Suzy and she unfastened 
the top button of her blazer. 
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I Am One With the Cane 

 
 
When she had been at school Suzy had been 

fascinated by the cane. The use of corporal 
punishment was restricted to the male pupils who she 
regularly witnessed bending over the front desk of the 
classroom to be ferociously beaten. She found the 
beatings mesmerizing.  

Suzy was something of a tomboy and already 
gaining a reputation for her accomplishments in the 
martial arts. She befriended the toughest boys in the 
school and was the only girl allowed to attend the 
regular gang fights in the warehouses along the docks 
of the town that she grew up in.  

Her mates were a rough crowd and were the 
most frequently caned. Suzy often accompanied the 
boys on visits to the Grand Master’s study and she 
always considered it grossly unfair when they were 
sentenced to six of the best and she was sent to the 
detention room. 

By the time she reached the sixth form she 
was the de facto mascot of the town’s toughest gang 
and girlfriend to its leader who also happened to be a 
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class-mate. One afternoon he was subjected to a 
particularly vicious thrashing so Suzy chose to offer 
him some distraction by spanking his monkey behind 
the bicycle sheds. They were discovered semi in 
flagrante delicto, Suzy toying with his throbbing 
gristle while her lover sucked on her titty. 

There was an awful stink but the school faced 
a problem. Both Suzy and her lover were valued 
members of a number of successful sports programs. 
Their expulsion would have been extremely 
detrimental. A deal was finally brokered and to Suzy’s 
delight she was sentenced to be the first girl in the 
schools history to be caned. Her excitement was 
short-lived. She was told that she would receive three 
strokes across the palm of each hand. Suzy was 
outraged. However, as luck would have it, she was 
scheduled to play in a crucial championship table 
tennis match that evening. She successfully argued 
that she would be unable to participate if her fingers 
were swollen up like a bunch of bananas. To Suzy’s 
great delight she was finally escorted to the Deputy 
Headmistress’s study where she received her first six 
across the bumbags. 

Suzy found the experience exhilarating and she 
experienced an adrenalin rush as she bent across the 
desk. At the time Suzy was studying karate budo and 
her master had taught her the importance of mind-ki-
unity; the harmonization of concentration and 
relaxation. She found the lessons came in useful as 
the Deputy Headmistress sliced and diced her 
bumbags with the cane. 

“I am one with the cane,” she repeated over 
and over in her head. 
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Her first caning did nothing to dampen her 

fascination with corporal punishment. She continued 
to run with the fast crowd and was a regular visitor to 
the Grand Master’s study. She was deeply 
disappointed that he reverted to dispatching her to 
the detention room while the boys stayed behind to 
get caned. 

During her final year she was appointed a 
prefect by default. It was not a particularly successful 
campaign and during the first term she was twice 
suspended from duty for participating in gang-related 
activities. 

A third incident resulted in her being stood 
down from the prefectorial body and the Grand 
Master applied to the Board of Governors for her to 
receive a second dose of the cane. To her delight she 
was informed that she would receive another six with 
the added thrill of having her bumbags lowered. 

  
After school she moved to the Smoke where 

she eked out a living by participating in unlicensed 
kick-boxing contests and fronting a remarkably 
untalented punk rock band. When she was hard up 
for a sov she hustled unwitting overseas visitors out 
of their hard-earneds in underground spoof dens. 

She had boyfriends who she tried to engage in 
sharing her fascination with corporal punishment. 
Unfortunately they seemed uniformly disinclined to 
spank a woman who could kick their arses in a 
heartbeat. 

Suzy Scott was becoming increasingly resigned 
to her spank-free existence when she discovered 
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Woodys. She was enthralled by the Snobs and Rotters 
tribunal and when she learned that an opening for a 
Dame to Instruct in Music had become available she 
applied for the job. 

Despite her dubious qualifications she won the 
appointment based on her sensational ability to land 
six strokes of the cane one of the top of the other, 
creating what became known to the Woody Wags as 
the ‘Perfect Weal’. 

After she had first demonstrated her awesome 
prowess on the tautened bumbags of Debs Morton, 
Nixdown Nixon had brazenly extended Suzy an 
invitation to join her and Penny Ann in the stables. 

Although Nixdown’s primary interest had been 
for Suzy to participate in the role of Dominatrix the 
Dame had quickly revealed her own penchant for 
pain. Nixdown and Penny Ann were happy to oblige. 
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The Thirty-Second Cycle 

 
 
Suzy Scott took her time getting herself 

positioned across the spherical bale of hay. It was a 
process she particularly enjoyed. It reminded her of 
her kick-boxing days, the exciting moments after she 
had removed her robe and waited for the bell to 
signal the start of the bout. She wriggled into 
position. The three foot round bales of hay were 
perfectly designed for the full drape. Suzy stretched 
out so just the tips of her fingers and toes touched 
the ground. 

Penny Ann stepped forward and slowly turned 
back the seat of Suzy’s gymslip and rolled her 
bumbags down until they were around her ankles. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon tossed a coin in the air. Pen 

called heads but tails showed up. Nix and Penny Ann 
would deliver the strokes alternately. Nix would 
deliver the opener and the former Red-shirt the 
closer.  
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Nixdown stepped in and tapped the cane 
down; she felt a surge of excitement as she sliced the 
cane through the air. 

 
Despite her dislike of formal punishment and 

her decision to cede her thrashing rights to Debs, in a 
recreational environment Nixdown was equally happy 
at either end of a cane. She watched with 
considerable satisfaction as the cane etched a thin 
red line across the epicenter of Suzy Scott’s miniscule 
derriere. 

 
Suzy Scott knew the drill; they would beat her 

at thirty-second intervals. She would have exactly half 
a minute to cycle through the pain. The first few 
seconds would be dominated by the sheer shock of 
impact right at the point of delivery. It would be 
absolutley excruciating and then the fun really began. 
With devastating teeth chattering, eye-watering, toe-
tapping, face-contorting, head-shaking, bum-
squirming force the pain imploded through every 
region of her central nervous system. Suzy’s mind 
was a blur of pain and distress, she desperately shook 
her head to try and clear the fog. She lay panting 
across the bale of hay as she tied to manage the 
pain, the seconds were ticking away. Finally she 
regained some semblance of control and managed to 
equalize her breathing.  

“I am one with the cane,” she repeated over 
and over in her head. 

Gamely she pushed her bum back into 
position. Five, four, three, two, one, bingo and then 
the thirty-second cycle started again. 
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Suzy settled into the rhythm of the caning. The 

heat in her backside was increasing deliciously; she 
wiggled her bum with delight. Nixdown and Penny 
Ann were painting on the stripes with expert strokes. 
Miss Suzy Scott panted in ecstasy as the pain 
ricocheted around her nerve endings like a pinball. 

 
Penelope Ann Evans stepped in to deliver the 

closer. She took up position with her body at a slight 
angle and her feet firmly planted. She gripped the 
whippy stick a quarter of the way up the shaft giving 
her just enough cane for the mission in hand. She 
swung the cane through the air and sliced it 
diagonally across the red, raw weals tattooed across 
Suzy’s arse. It was a perfect delivery. Suzy hissed 
with agony and ecstasy. 

 
Suzy wriggled out into the night, leaving 

Nixdown and Pen to their own devices. It was still 
early in the evening and there were many inmates 
milling about the quadrangle. None of them seemed 
the least bit surprised to see a senior member of the 
Brass taking a spin sporting full clobber. 

 
Suzy went back to her apartment and collected 

a fresh bottle of Sauvignon Blanc. She ambled over to 
the security room where Ellen Millar was keeping a 
weather eye over the perimeter.  

Ellen grinned at her chum. “How was it?” 
“Delicious,” giggled Suzy. She crossed over to 

a side cabinet and took down two glasses and poured 
wine for them both. She turned around and bent 
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forward slightly, flicking up her skirt and rolling down 
her bumbags. 

Ellen whistled. “Those look pretty ripe,” she 
commented. “Do you want me to fetch some 
ointment?” 

“Are you crazy?” Suzy giggled. “Cool me down? 
What fun would that be?” 

Ellen chuckled. “Sometimes I think you’re 
fucking barking,” she said affectionately. Then the 
former police-woman crinkled her nose. “I don’t 
suppose that you’d consider hanging about for a while 
and then giving me six on the silks before I turn in?” 

“Woof, woof,” giggled Suzy. 
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Six on the Silks 

 
 
By two o’clock in the morning the last of the 

Old Gals had returned to the compound and the 
facility was placed under lockdown. Ellen threaded 
her arm through Suzy’s as they crossed the 
quadrangle. 

Ellen’s apartment was on the top floor of the 
quarters that Mr Humphries had renovated for the Old 
Gals. The building was quiet save for the mellow 
sound of Grover Washington’s Aria coming from 
behind the door of Cat Cassidy’s apartment. 

Ellen punched her id into the keypad and 
swung open the door to let Suzy inside. Ellen Millar 
closed the door behind them. 

“There’s a bottle of bubbly in the fridge,” she 
told Suzy. “Why don’t you open it while I slip into my 
silks?” 

 
Ellen Millar took off her clobber and hung it up 

neatly. For the past several hours she and Suzy had 
been gabbing non-stop about whops and clobber. 
Ever since she had joined the staff as Head of 
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Security Ellen had immersed herself in the Woody 
lifestyle and culture. While she was on duty she 
sported the clobber of a member of the Elite, 
complete with her Sergeant’s stripes sewn onto the 
sleeves.  

Ellen pulled out a freshly laundered set of red 
and black striped jimjams and put them on. Her heart 
was pounding with excitement. 

 
Suzy Scott uncorked the champagne and filled 

two glasses. Even after several hours the stripes on 
her backside were still sizzling deliciously. She crossed 
to a tallboy and selected a long, thin cane from the 
collection Ellen was beginning to accumulate. She was 
flexing it between her hands when Ellen emerged 
from the bathroom. 

Ellen padded across the room and sipped her 
champagne and then carried it into the bedroom. She 
placed the glass on the bedside table and picked up 
two pillows. She took them to the end of the bed and 
placed them on top of each other. She bent forward 
at the waist and stretched out. 

 
Suzy waited for several minutes before joining 

Ellen in the bedroom. She smiled to herself. Ellen’s 
backside was perfectly presented, her legs and arms 
stretched out and her face buried in the duvet. The 
thin silk of her jimjam trews was stretched tightly 
across her protruding buttocks like a second skin. 

Suzy turned back the hem of the jacket to 
Ellen’s jimjams and settled into position. She gave 
Ellen the traditional three warning taps and then 
sliced the cane downwards. 
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Ellen Millar felt the familiar heat of the cane 

surging through her blood stream. She squeezed her 
eyes shut and clenched her fists in consternation. At 
school she had prided herself for her reputation for 
being the only girl who could take a caning without 
emitting a murmur or shedding a tear. She had been 
at something of an advantage when she discovered 
that she actually enjoyed the cut and thrust of being 
caned. 

 
Suzy and Ellen were tight. They were kindred 

spirits who had first become fascinated with the cane 
while they were at school. They had both been 
rambunctious tomboys who had preferred the 
company of the sports jocks and the rougher 
elements of the establishments to their girly class-
mates.  

They could both recall the disappointment 
when they were hauled before the authorities with 
their male chums only to be dispatched to the 
detention room while their counterparts were given 
the cane.  

Both women could recall the excitement that 
they had experienced when they were finally 
sentenced to be subjected to six of the best. These 
were memories they often shared late into the night 
up in the security room.   

 
Ellen blinked as the cane swiped down for a 

second time. She knew exactly what to expect, the 
shaft of the cane had landed perfectly along the same 
stripe as the first. She gritted her teeth and dug into 
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her resolve. She buried her face in the duvet and 
wondered whether she was truly barking. As the heat 
permeated through every millimeter of her body she 
wondered how she could ever have been foolish 
enough to volunteer for six on the silks from Miss 
Suzy Scott. 
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Dynamite Debs 

 
 
Suzy and Ellen helped Deborah pack her trunks 

and racquets into the back of the stretch limousine. 
Debs chums were hugging her and wishing her luck 
for the tournament. 

“Don’t worry,” she sighed. “I’ll be back before 
you know it. I couldn’t have got a harder draw.” 

“You’ll do fine,” her chums reassured her. 
“We’ll be watching and rooting for you.” 

Debs grimaced and waved before sliding into 
the back of the cab. 

 
Sunday Morning Edition 

 
Debs Shocker 

 
Hundreds of cane waving, clobber clad Woodettes did not 
go home disappointed this afternoon. In the aftermath of an 
epic contest Gabs Newton, who confesses to be an avid fan 
of Miss Morton’s ‘Debs Diary’ blog-site, joked ‘that was 
probably the worst spanking I’ve had since I left school’. 
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Earlier yesterday morning Debs allowed me an exclusive 
interview over breakfast. She acknowledged that drawing 
Gabs in the first round was a considerable challenge. 
Miss Newton is ranked number two in the world and during 
the past six months has lost only three matches, all to the 
world number one, Amber Wilson. Debs described 
Gabriella as one of the greatest players of her generation. 
The match did not start well for Debs. She failed to win a 
single point in the first three games and even her loyal fans 
suspected she was destined for a rout. However, the fourth 
game was a turning point. In an epic contest that included 
eighteen deuces Gabriella had game point seventeen times. 
Miss Morton refused to capitulate and finally earned a 
break point at the end of the eighteenth deuce. Miss 
Newton served a long sweeping ball that appeared to draw 
Morton far out of the tramlines with little hope of regaining 
position. Debs responded by returning an eye-popping 
cross court pass that left Miss Newton floundering at the 
net.  
Visibly buoyed Miss Morton proceeded to slowly take 
control of the game and recovered to win the first set by 6-
4. In the second set Miss Morton played flawlessly both on 
the defense and the attack. Morton who is rarely known to 
leave the comfort of the baseline surprised Miss Newton on 
several occasions by storming the net. Debs demonstrated a 
hitherto unknown talent for volleying. To the delight of her 
fans Miss Morton took the match by 6-4, 6-2. 
During a post-match interview Miss Morton modestly 
described her performance as encouraging. She 
complemented Miss Newton saying that playing the 
ranking seed was like playing against a hurricane. 
Generously Miss Newton responded by saying that ‘even a 
hurricane can’t respond to that many sticks of dynamite 
being tossed across the net at it’ and predicted that if Miss 
Morton could maintain the caliber of service returns and 
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the peak of fitness she has attained she could prove to be a 
serious contender when she is finally released from her 
lengthy detention as a result Extreme Ladetting. 
In related news a police-spokesman confirmed that an 
unnamed transportation officer has been detained for 
questioning regarding the suspected tampering with drug 
samples of the contestants. It is unknown whether Miss 
Morton’s sample is a subject of this enquiry. 
 

Ellen Millar hugged Debs. “I told you that it 
would be okay,” she told her chum. “They have 
arrested the driver who was transporting the samples. 
He hasn’t said much yet but he has a vast quantity of 
weekend wedge that he is having difficulty explaining. 
No doubt they’ll get him to admit that he obtained it 
from the Yoofs. Plod is taking care of everything so 
you can just concentrate on the rest of the 
tournament.” 

“Will this get us any closer to proving its 
Malicious who’s sponsoring the Yoofs?” asked Debs. 

Ellen shrugged. “Every little bit helps,” she told 
Deborah. “We’ll just have to be patient.” 

 
Yvonne Godfrey stared at the newspaper in 

disgust. She had been expecting front-page headlines 
that blasted Debs for partaking of illegal performance 
enhancing pharmaceuticals. She had personally 
instructed the Yoofs to send a top operative on the 
mission and had promised them substantial additional 
fees in return for their assistance in her escape. 
Clearly nothing had gone to plan and the caper had 
gone pear-shaped. She scowled as she observed 
Patty Hodge barreling down on her, cane in hand.  
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“What happened?” demanded Patty. “You 
guaranteed me Morton’s bumbags hanging from the 
rafters and now we have a fiasco on our hands.” 

Yvonne pouted. “How would I know what went 
down?” she snapped. “I’ve got a fucking transponder 
around my ankle tracking my every move. I haven’t 
been able to contact the Yoofs.” 

“I’ll have the transponder turned off so you can 
contact the Yoofs,” said Patty imperiously. “Now bend 
over and touch your toes. I’m going to have to make 
this look good.” 

Yvonne Godfrey groaned. 
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Armanisuit’s Horoscope 

 
 
“Ow!” squealed Armanisuit, “What da fuck? 

You’ve busted my doze!” 
“I asked you a question,” said Mickey the 

Purveyor politely.  
Armanisuit dabbed a handkerchief to his nose. 

He had been taken by surprise when Mickey had 
leaned over the desk, taken a handful of hair and 
slammed his head, nose first, against the woodwork. 

Of late Armanisuit had been giving a good deal 
of thought to his relationship with Melissa Forsham-
Smythe.  

When he had first joined her employ, as 
General Counsel, his workload had generally been 
limited to straightforward activities such as tax 
avoidance, money laundering and establishing shell 
companies in exotic tax havens. 

He had brokered deals with the System on 
behalf of Mrs Forsham-Smythe to ensure particular 
Ladettes got sent to the Big House.  

When Melissa had become peeved that her 
daughter was not selected to captain the national 
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equestrian team he arranged for the unsuspecting 
Penelope Ann Evans to be arrested on phony illegal 
substance charges.  

When Rosemary Booker had refused to sell her 
Internet business ‘Booker Balms’ to the Forsham-
Smythe empire she had also received an undeserved 
seven-year sentence. 

Armanisuit had successfully brokered the 
arrangement with the System to keep Sarah out of 
the Big House. It was a contract involving hundreds 
of thousands of quids, all of which were charged back 
to Melissa at a healthy profit to the General Counsel. 

It had been pleasant work. He had access to 
her private jet and yacht. She never questioned his 
extravagantly padded invoices, including paying the 
lease on his penthouse office at a fifteen per cent 
mark-up. 

However, since the Snobs and Rotters tribunal 
his duties had taken an altogether unwelcome 
direction. The Right-Honorable Mrs Forsham-Smythe 
had made it clear that she held him responsible for 
the tribunal going pear-shaped and for the 
humiliations that she had suffered. She charged him 
with orchestrating the downfall of Woodys. 

At first he had been well-suited for the work, 
digging into his toolkit of sneaky tricks to plant 
unflattering articles about the facility in the skank-
sheets and continuing to grease palms amongst the 
doyens of the System. He had happily arranged for 
bad press about the opening of Café Woodys until 
Stacks and his boys had whispered in Armanisuit’s pet 
journalist’s ear. 
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However, he had been extremely reticent 
about the latest instructions to broker a deal with the 
Yoofs to plant the illegal drug sample. The recent 
performance of the Confederacy had not instilled him 
with much confidence in their suitability for the 
mission. Nonetheless, when Melissa agreed to pay 
their exorbitant fees the prospect of pocketing a 
fifteen percent commission had blurred his judgment. 

 
 Armanisuit stared at Mickey through blurred 

vision. “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he 
spluttered. “Now I suggest you leave before I call the 
Rozzers.” 

Mickey yawned and reached across the desk, 
smacking the learned counsel’s nose against the 
woodwork for a second time. 

“I asked you a question,” Mickey the Purveyor 
said calmly. “I’m interested in any information you 
may have regarding the attempted planting of a 
dodgy piss-sample and I would like an answer.” 

Armanisuit groaned. “I don’t know what you’re 
talking about,” he wailed. 

Mickey reached across the desk and lifted 
Armanisuit out of his chair. 

“I suggest you look at me when I speak to 
you,” he said calmly. “I am going to read you your 
horoscope and I think you should listen very, very 
closely.” 

 
Armanisuit was wearing an eye mask and 

pressing a damp towel to his brow when a 
representative of the Confederacy of Yoofs strode into 
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his office and started dropping Ming vases on the 
floor. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” screamed 
Armanisuit, leaping out of his seat and snatching off 
his eye mask. “Do you know how much those vases 
are worth? Are you fucking barking?” 

The Yoof looked at the lawyer with hooded 
eyes. Unlike the popular image associated with the 
Yoofs of tattoos, body piercings and shaved heads, 
the representative was wearing a several thousand 
squid suit and spoke as if he had attended Windsor or 
Eton. 

“We want our wonga,” he said calmly. 
“Wonga? You have to be kidding me! You 

fucked up the whole mission,” squealed Armanisuit. 
The representative yawned and kicked over an 

armoire, shattering a collection of bone china and 
crystal. “I need to relocate one of my top operatives 
and he is not used to slumming. I want a cashier’s 
cheque for a hundred grand.” 

“A hundred grand? The whole deal was only 
for fifty,” screamed Armanisuit. 

The representative of the Confederacy of Yoofs 
narrowed his eyes. “Have you had your horoscope 
read recently, Mr Armanisuit?” he asked in a calm 
voice. 
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Cedric 

 
 
“What is that?” asked Jojo suspiciously. 
“That, is Cedric,” said the Grand Master. “He is 

an African Grey. Spanky Botts has asked us to look 
after him for a few days. She thinks he will fit in quite 
well amongst the Woody community.” 

“Remove your blazer,” the parrot squawked, 
“and bend over the chair.” 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Jojo, “this is all we 
need.” 

The African Grey parrot had a whitish face, 
gray body and scarlet tail and seemed quite pleased 
with himself. 

“Bottoms up, swish, thwack, crackety, crack,” 
said the parrot. 

Jojo shook her head in disbelief. “You cannot 
be serious,” she said. 

Mr Humphries just grinned. 
 
Jojo pressed her nose against the wall and 

linked her hands on top of her head and considered 
the plans that the Grand Master had for her backside. 
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Jojo and several of her chums had spent 
Sunday morning Christmas shopping in town, 
followed by a leisurely lunch hosted by Mr Humphries 
at their favorite restaurant, Monets. On the way back 
to the facility in the stretch limousine Mr Humphries, 
her fiancé, had informed her that he intended to 
spend the remainder of the afternoon indulging in 
some gratuitous spanking. Jojo had no objections to 
the plan in principle but the parrot was beginning to 
give her the pip. 

“What’s your name,” the avian demanded 
imperiously. 

“Jojo,” she informed him. 
“Jojo! Jojo!” squawked the parrot. “Jojo’s going 

to get benders.” 
“Oh good grief,” muttered Joanna. 
 
The Grand Master had been called away on 

non-gratuitous spanking business. When they had 
returned to the facility Mr Humphries had received 
word that several inmates were waiting outside his 
office in urgent need of the cane following an 
outbreak of extreme goofing in the recreation area. 
The Grand Master dispatched Jojo to get changed and 
instructed her to do a nose and toes session while he 
was away. 

“Nose and toes,” squawked the parrot, “Ho! 
Ho! Ho!” 

Jojo stared at the wall. She had the feeling 
that she and Cedric were not about to become bosom 
buddies. She intended to have strong words with Miss 
Spanky Botts next time she saw her. 
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“Six of the best,” said the parrot, “and then the 
rest.” 

Jojo had been facing the wall for over forty five 
minutes by the time the Grand Master returned. Every 
few minutes the parrot had interjected the 
proceedings with insightful commentary regarding the 
future of her bumbags. 

“Bumbags down, smack, smack, smack,” he 
informed her. 

Jojo muttered darkly. 
 
“So how has Cedric been behaving himself?” 

asked the Grand Master cheerfully. 
“He is a fount of useful information,” growled 

Jojo, “and I intend to throttle him quite shortly.” 
“Naughty Jojo,” squawked the parrot, “down 

with her bumbags and over the knee.” 
“Grrrrrrrrrrr!” grumbled Joanna. 
 
Jojo sighed gratefully as she spread herself out 

across Mr Humphries lap. The Grand Master had 
allowed her to summons Michelle Morgan to take the 
talking bird away to show off its skills to the other 
inmates. To Joanna’s way of thinking a long leisurely 
gratuitous spanking was one thing but a long leisurely 
gratuitous spanking with the assistance of vocal 
commentary from a deranged parrot was quite 
another. 

She settled in and wiggled her bum. 
 
“Jojo’s getting a spanking,” Cedric informed 

the inmates and then hid his face under his wing. 
The Woody gals exchanged curious glances.  
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“He’s Spanky’s pet,” explained Michelle. “What 
else do you expect? We’re looking after him until she 
gets back from Switzerland.” 

Cedric poked his head up. “Six of the best,” he 
announced, “and then the rest.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” chorused the inmates.  
Cedric cackled and covered his face again. 
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The Black Hole 

 
 
Lady Victoria yawned. While Deborah was 

away playing tennis Vix had agreed to revert to her 
role as Red-shirt. Her right arm had been busy. She 
had been obliged to dangle Cassie Cassy and the 
Bounder after they had accumulated five black marks 
each and was required to cane Ginger Beckett after 
she was red-carded out of the recreation area. 

She loosened her tie, kicked off her shoes and 
swung her legs over the arm of an easy chair in Cat 
Cassidy’s apartment. She lit a cigarette and gratefully 
accepted a glass of wine from Cathryn. 

“So what did it feel like to be back in charge?” 
asked Cat. 

Vix grimaced. “Its fawkin’ time-consuming,” 
she drawled. “I had to dangle Cassie this afternoon,” 
she told her best chum, slightly apologetically. 

Cat nodded. “She told me, she says that you 
haven’t lost any of your old flair with the hairbrush. 
She’s not complaining; she knows she was bang to 
rights, and besides she needs the whops to stay in 
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the game. Speaking of which, will you stay in the 
game while you’re back playing Red-shirt?” 

Vix wrinkled her nose. “Gawd I don’t know,” 
she sighed. “The way Debs played yesterday she 
could be away for most of the week.” 

“I’m sure Claire would be pretty happy if you 
temporarily withdrew your bumbags out of the 
game,” giggled Cat. 

“Hey!” laughed Victoria. “Claire Brooks is 
perfectly capable of getting her bumbags in the firing 
line, with or without my help.” 

 
Patricia Hodge almost laughed out loud. She 

couldn’t believe her luck. She leaned forward across 
the desk. “Go and change into clobber Brooks and 
meet me back here in fifteen minutes,” she hissed 
menacingly. “I’m going to give you the thrashing of 
your life.” 

Claire Brooks pushed back her chair and 
trudged despondently towards the door of the lecture 
room. She couldn’t believe her own stupidity. During 
the past few weeks Claire had resolved to control her 
unfortunate tendency of opening her mouth before 
engaging her brain. She held the lamentable record of 
being the first Old Gal ever to appear in the top ten of 
the Top of the Whops rankings, but she had figured 
that with her Caned Laughter revue as an outlet for 
her pithy wit she should be able to curb her 
spontaneous outbursts in the lecture rooms. 
However, it had only taken a momentary lapse of 
self-control and Claire was heading for the door. 
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 Claire buttoned her blouse and knotted her 
tie. She reached into the closet and pulled out her 
gymslip. She pulled the garment over her head, 
fastened the buttons on the shoulders of the bib and 
then tied her sash around her waist. She stared at 
herself in the mirror and sighed. Claire Brooks pulled 
on her blazer and with a heavy tread she set off for 
her appointment with Ms Hodge. 

 
Patty Hodge was rubbing her hands with glee 

while she waited for Claire to return to the lecture 
room. The bell indicating the end of the day’s formal 
curriculum had already rung and she had dismissed 
the other Old Gals. 

“Katie, get your arse down to the Old Gal 
chamber,” she barked into her cell phone and then 
speed dialed the Warts number. 

 
Claire Brooks was immediately suspicious when 

she returned to the lecture room and found the 
furniture had been rearranged. The desks and chairs 
had been moved to the sides of the room, leaving a 
large open area in the center. She was also dismayed 
to find herself unexpectedly confronted by the cruel 
triumvirate of Patty Hodge, Katie Beck and the Wart. 

Claire Brooks did not generally suffer from a 
nervous disposition but as she had trudged through 
the corridors her tummy had been filled with 
butterflies. Claire was well aware that she was the 
target of one of Patty’s dangerous obsessions.  

Patty had never forgiven her for the 
humiliating dangling she had been forced to endure 
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from Lady Victoria Brompton after her plans to have 
Claire stood down from the Elite had back-fired. 

Prudently Claire had done her best to keep a 
good distance between her bumbags and Patty’s 
customized wye-tipped canes. She could have kicked 
herself for her stupidity and she had an uneasy 
premonition that Patty was about to make life 
extremely unpleasant for her.  

 
Patty Hodge intended to take the opportunity 

to subject Claire to a prolonged and intense sweating 
session. She smiled smugly to herself, the timing was 
perfect. At the end of lectures each day Ms Scott put 
the CCTV system into back-up mode and burned 
DVD’s for the archive. Although the surveillance 
system in the rest of the facility remained in operation 
Patricia Hodge was safely ensconced in a black hole. 

 
 
 
 



 

 

20 

 
Ultimate Sanctuary 

 
 
Patty, Katie and the Wart stood in the center of 

the room. Ms Hodge wiggled her finger at Claire, 
beckoning her to approach. Unenthusiastically the Old 
Gal closed the door and stepped towards them. Claire 
Brooks was quite a tall gal but Ms Hodge towered 
over her. As soon as Claire was within reach Patty 
grabbed her by the tie, yanking her forward and up 
onto her tiptoes. Patty Hodge stuck her face up close 
and started downloading a lexicon of malice at the 
top of her lungs. Claire was gasping for breath but 
was powerless to defend herself as Katie Beck had 
come from the rear and pinned her arms behind her 
back. 

Just when Claire looked like she might pass out 
from lack of oxygen Patty released her. Claire fell 
back on her heels, panting for air. Patricia Hodge 
jabbed her in the chest bone with her long finger. 

“I hear you’ve been doing impressions of me,” 
screamed Ms Hodge. “You’re a real hoot I’m told.” 

As she managed to breathe a little easier Claire 
tried to shrug herself free from Katie. Katie just 
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chuckled and gave her a Chinese burn. Patty Hodge 
jabbed her in the chest several times. 

“I like a laugh,” screamed Patty. “Why don’t 
you show us your clever little imitations so we can all 
have a good chuckle?” 

Claire felt her face turn crimson. She had 
anticipated that Ms Hodge would take the opportunity 
to put her through the wringer but even by Patty’s 
standards the verbal and physical bombardment was 
brutal. 

“Well Miss Smarty Pants? I’m waiting!” yelled 
Ms Hodge and proceeded to jab Claire in the chest 
several times.  

Claire’s mind was racing. Her impressions of 
Patty, Katie and the Wart were far from flattering and 
she had no intention of incriminating herself by giving 
them a rendition.  

“I also heard you were horsed,” said Ms Hodge 
spitefully. “What do you think Katie, should we horse 
her?” 

Claire gaped. Katie chuckled and the Wart 
laughed out loud. 

“Wouldn’t that be a sight?” cackled Katie. 
The memory of the humiliation of being 

straddled across the back of a prefect while her bare 
backside was whipped with a birch came flooding 
back. Claire Brooks made a snap decision. She kicked 
her heel back hard catching Katie Beck on the shin. 

“Yow!” yelped Katie and she released her hold 
on Claire’s arms to clasp her wound. Claire elbowed 
Ms Hodge under her rib cage and bolted for the door. 
Ms Wharton made a grab for her but Claire was too 
quick. She grabbed at the door handle and streaked 
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into the corridor, stretching her long legs and racing 
away from her pursuers. 

“Come back here!” yelled Patty Hodge but 
Claire continued to run. 

 
Claire took the stairs two at a time, her heart 

pounding and her mind racing. There was nothing 
else for it, she decided, she would have to seek the 
ultimate sanctuary and take her chances. 

 
“Claire?” said the Grand Master, “are you 

alright?” 
Claire had burst panting into the Grand 

Master’s office without waiting for him to answer her 
knock on the door. 

“I’m sorry to bother you, Sir,” she panted, “but 
I have a real problem.” 

 
“Of course I wasn’t going to horse her,” Ms 

Hodge assured the Grand Master. 
“Then why did you invite Katie and Ms 

Wharton down to the lecture room?” asked Mr 
Humphries.  

Ms Hodge shrugged. “They’re both pretty 
pissed at hearing about her impressions,” she told 
him. “I wanted for them to see them for themselves.” 

“And why did you move the furniture?” 
“I intended to give her a running bender,” 

replied Ms Hodge. “I’m sick of her stupid wise cracks 
and I wanted to give her a really good thrashing to 
teach her a lesson she wouldn’t forget.” 

“But you did threaten to have her horsed?” 
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“Well, yes, in a manner of speaking, but I was 
just sweating her,” Ms Hodge said emphatically. 
“Brooks took it the wrong way and made a bolt for it. 
She kicked Katie in the shins and elbowed me in the 
ribs.” 

Mr Humphries stared at Ms Hodge. Claire had 
made no bones about the fact she had kicked Katie 
and poked Ms Hodge. 

“I just couldn’t bear the thought of being 
hauled over Katie’s back just so they could get their 
jollies,” she’d told him. “I know I’m due a thrashing 
but I’m begging you Sir, don’t let them horse me.” 

 
 



 

 

21 

 
Unthinkable Options 

 
 
Patricia Hodge was sweating bullets. Mr 

Humphries had called Ms Scott on her cell phone and 
she was on her way to his study carrying the DVD of 
the day’s activity in the Old Gal lecture room. 

 
“Let’s see what we’ve got,” said the Grand 

Master picking up the remote control. He began to 
fast forward. “What time did you stop recording?” he 
asked Suzy Scott. 

Suzy tapped on her mobile communications 
center. “About four fifteen. I noticed Frankie Reese 
getting a late caning so I let the system run. I wasn’t 
actually watching the Old Gal room but the tape was 
still running.” 

Ms Hodge’s heart was in her mouth. 
The Grand Master stopped the tape at the 

incident when Claire was sent out of the room to 
change into clobber. He watched the incident several 
times without passing comment then let the disc run. 
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After Claire had left the room the lecture had 
proceeded as normal. When the buzzer rang to signal 
the end of the days curriculum Ms Hodge had 
dismissed Lady Vix, Rachel Cox and Mandy San Pierre 
and immediately got on her cell phone. Mr Humphries 
listened to Patty summonsing Katie and the Wart to 
join her. 

“Help me move the furniture,” she told them 
when they arrived. “We’re going to deal with Brooks 
so that she’ll never make fun of us again.” 

“What have you got in mind?” asked Katie 
nervously. 

“We’re going to horse the little bitch,” grinned 
Ms Hodge. 

“Are you fucking barking?” squealed Katie 
incredulously. “What the fuck do you think the Grand 
Master will do when we’re caught on candid fucking 
camera?” 

“He’ll never know,” said Ms Hodge gleefully. 
“We’re in a black hole!” 

 
Ms Hodge was looking agitated. Mr Humphries 

was continuing to watch the recording. Claire was 
entering the room and approaching the group of 
women. He watched as Patty reached out and 
grabbed Claire by the tie and yanked her forward and 
he listened to the vile diatribe being screamed into 
her face until the recording shut off. 

Suzy Scott looked embarrassed. “I’m sorry 
Grand Master,” she apologized. “I should have 
checked but when Frankie was finished being post-
processed I shut the system down.” 
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Mr Humphries shrugged. “No problem, I’ve 
seen quite enough.” He turned his attention to Ms 
Hodge. “Perhaps you would like to explain yourself,” 
he drawled. 

 
“This ain’t fair,” wailed Katie. “Look at the 

recording; she was going to make us do it.” 
“I was just an observer,” objected the Wart. “I 

would have stopped her if she’d tried to go through 
with it.” 

Patty glowered at her two cohorts. 
“You have your options,” said Mr Humphries 

firmly. “If I have not received your letters of 
resignation in the morning we shall proceed in the 
manner I have described.” 

 
“It’s not my fault,” growled Patty Hodge. “How 

was I supposed to know snoopy Suzy was still 
running the cameras?” 

Katie held her head in hands. “This is another 
fine mess that you’ve got me into,” she groaned. 
“What am I going to do?” 

“I’m resigning,” growled the Wart. “This is the 
last straw. I’m packing my bags and calling a cab.” 

“Yeah, rock on Warty,” said Patty Hodge 
cynically. 

The three doyens of the Radical Right were 
weeping into their tequila in the saloon bar of the 
Bunch of Grapes.  

The options that Mr Humphries had outlined 
were simply unthinkable. Nonetheless, they all knew 
that scribing letters of resignation was not a route 
that any of them were likely to choose. 
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“It’s not fair,” complained Katie. “You should 
be brought before a disciplinary tribunal,” she told 
Patty. “You should be made to pay for your ridiculous 
conduct.” 

“And who’s going to chair it?” sneered Patty. 
“You, you little squirt?” 

“Shquirt, shquirt, shlittle shquirt,” babbled the 
Wart. 

Katie glowered at Patty. 
 

 
 



 

 

22 

 
Not an Elegant Affair 

 
 
Patricia Hodge’s face burned with indignation. 

She had her arms wrapped around Katie Beck’s 
shoulders and her legs around her waist. Katie was 
slowly leaning forward, setting her feet to balance the 
weight of her burden. Ms Wharton stepped forward 
and took a tight grip on Patty’s wrists, pulling her 
arms forward. 

Patty’s chin was resting on Katie’s left 
shoulder; her gymslip had been folded back and 
tucked into her sash and her bumbags were dangling 
from her right ankle. Mr Humphries was tapping a 
senior super cane down across her naked behind. 

 
Katie Beck was sweating profusely. Patty’s legs 

were wrapped around Katie’s waist and she had been 
kicked in the stomach several times as the cane had 
sliced across Patty’s backside. Katie was concerned 
that she might tumble over as Patty Hodge writhed 
on her back. 
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The Woody gals watched in fascination. They 
had figured that during their sentences they had been 
forced to endure every form of indignity imaginable. 
Until Claire Brooks had recalled being horsed while 
she was at boarding school nobody had even heard of 
the practice. Now they were witnessing a real life 
demonstration. 

Under normal circumstances the harsh and 
ignominious nature of the punishment would have 
been viewed by the inmates with some distaste. 
However, witnessing Patty and her cronies suffering 
retribution for their foiled attempt to horse Claire 
filled the Woody gals with glee. 

 
“You have to admit that this is quite bizarre,” 

commented Jojo. 
“It was quite fashionable between the wars,” 

Nix told her. “I found a bunch of references on the 
net.” 

“Well, let’s hope it doesn’t come back into 
fashion,” groaned Rosemary. 

“I don’t know,” breathed Nixdown, “it might be 
quite sexy under the right circumstances.” 

Nix’s chums shook their heads in disbelief. 
 
Patty Hodge was feeling quite bilious. The 

humiliation of being prostrated across Katie’s stooped 
back, coupled with the ignominy of being thrashed on 
her bare bum in front of the assembled inmates was 
overwhelming. She let out a hiss of pain as the cane 
seared her bum for the sixth and final time. 

Due to the technical difficulties associated with 
horsing Mr Humphries had decided to limit the 
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punishments to six strokes. He figured that the 
physical stripes of the cane would be the least of their 
worries. 

“You may dismount and rearrange your clobber 
Ms Hodge,” he said gruffly. “Ms Wharton, you’re 
next,” he said pointing the cane at the GeoDame. 

 
Preparing Ms Wharton for her whopping was 

not proving simple. She was not an athletic person 
and she had difficulty mounting herself up onto Patty 
Hodge’s back. After several abortive attempts the 
Wart managed to get up, clinging desperately around 
Ms Hodge’s neck and waist. Patty nearly buckled 
under the weight but slowly she bent forward. Katie 
stepped up and took the Wart’s wrists and stretched 
out her arms.  

Ms Wharton felt the cane tapping down and 
she seethed with indignation. 

 
The Woody gals were enjoying the show. 

There wasn’t a single gal in the hall whose bumbags 
hadn’t been cut to tatters by the Wart’s cane at one 
time or another. The sight of her getting a bare 
bender in such an ignominious manner was truly 
exhilarating. 

 
The horsing of Katie Beck was an even more 

inelegant and undignified affair. Ms Wharton proved 
incapable of supporting Katie and the unit matron 
was forced to dismount twice. After three strokes Mr 
Humphries instructed Ms Hodge to take Katie up on 
her back. The inmates were considerably amused by 
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the spectacle of the three most hated members of the 
facilities staff undergoing a lesson in total humiliation. 

 
By the time their ordeal was complete Patty, 

Katie and the Wart looked thoroughly cowed and just 
stared down at the floor. Although each of them had 
received considerably more strokes on previous 
occasions that they had been punished, six of the 
very best from the Grand Master was still very tough 
duty. They were stiff-legged and clearly in discomfort 
as they trudged off the stage. 
 
 



 

 

23 

 
A Treat for Debs 

 
 
Debs shook hands with her opponent. After 

another tough match Deborah’s grit and 
determination had finally prevailed. She wiped her 
brow with a towel and packed up her racquets. Suzy, 
Ellen and Jane Lummell gave her the thumbs up. The 
legions of clobber clad Woodettes who had secured 
tickets gave her a standing ovation. 

 
Back at the hotel suite Debs chums from the 

facility had set up a video conference to congratulate 
her. Rosemary had a special treat for her best chum. 

“We’ll send you a url address,” she told Debs. 
“Nix is uploading a video feed. It’ll be ready by the 
time you’ve showered and had something to eat. 
You’re going to love this.” 

 
Deborah lay on her bed with eyes as big as 

saucers. The first frames of the video showed Patty 
Hodge, Robin Wharton and Katie Beck being escorted 
into the assembly hall. They were all dressed in full 
clobber and not looking the least bit chuffed. 
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Deborah watched in astonishment as the 
Grand Master instructed Katie Beck to hoist Patty up 
across her back. She could hardly believe her eyes. 

Debs was close chums with Claire Brooks. They 
had a lot in common. According to Ministry of 
Education records dating back to the eighteen-fifties 
Debs and Claire were, respectively, the first and 
second most caned pupils in history. Their mothers 
had schooled together and it had been Ma Brooks 
who had persuaded Ma Morton to introduce the rigors 
of domestic discipline into Deborah’s life. Debs and 
Claire met often to discuss whops and clobber. 

After Claire had first recounted her ordeal of 
being horsed at school, during her Caned Laughter 
Revue, Debs had pressed her for more details. Claire 
had even offered Debs a demonstration of the 
mechanics of being horsed but she had politely 
refused. Watching the inelegant display of Katie 
struggling to bear Patty’s weight she concluded it had 
been a prudent decision. 

 
Despite her many foibles Deborah was not a 

malicious woman by nature. Nonetheless, she couldn’t 
help but derive considerable satisfaction from 
watching the total subjugation of Patty, Katie and the 
Wart.  

On her Debs Diary blogs Deborah admits to 
enduring many harrowing moments during her 
sentence at Woodys. Her first public flogging, the two 
spontaneous public spankings she had received in the 
recreation area and, later, in the gymnasium in front 
of a startled visiting table tennis team, the incident of 
the Fabulous Fart, getting chucked out of chapel in 
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front of her chaps, and her first bare bottom public 
spanking in front of the assembled unit all appear in 
her list of Debs Top Ten Worst Moments. But without 
hesitation she ranked the first ever Full Collar 
Walkthrough as her most traumatic experience. 

After officially being declared as the unit’s 
Public Enemy Number One by Ms Lawton, Deborah 
was summonsed before the Red House council. She 
was charged with bringing the house into disrepute. 

Deborah defended herself articulately, but 
despite winning the votes of Cat Cassidy and Patsy 
Butcher the SS held the majority on the council. She 
was found guilty. 

Little did Debs know that Patty, Katie and the 
Wart had spent hours in the saloon bar of the Bunch 
of Grapes planning her gruesome fate.  

Ms Wharton, who served as Mistress of the 
Red House, arrived to deliver her sentence. Deborah 
would receive a twelve-stroke running bender that 
would be delivered in the gymnasium and witnessed 
by the members of the Red House. Although it was 
an unappealing prospect Debs figured it was no 
worse than any other public flogging, but the Wart 
hadn’t finished with her. 

Deborah was informed that she was to be 
paraded through the landings under a full collar. The 
members of the Blue House would stand outside the 
doors of their dorms and studies to witness the 
parade. 

Even though her dear chum, Cat Cassidy, was 
nominated as her escort and did her best to make it 
as painless as possible Debs recalls, “there is never 
anything dignified about being collared but to be 
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slowly paraded along the landings was truly 
degrading. We were about to enter the quadrangle 
when we came upon Patty and Katie. I could tell just 
from the delight on their faces that they were the 
architects of my humiliation.” 

   
Deborah did her best not to laugh out loud as 

she watched the triumvirate of evil suffering the 
ignominy of being publicly horsed. 

 



 

 

24 

 
The Bounder Causes a Delay 

 
 
With the Christmas furlough fast approaching 

Jojo and her cast and crew worked feverishly at 
making the last minute preparations for the three 
night run of their West Side Story production. The 
theatrical impresario Maximillian Heurst had offered 
them the use of one of his west-end theaters and the 
show was already a sell-out. 

As usual Jojo had to maintain a flexible 
schedule to allow for key cast members being 
unavoidably indisposed due to appointments with the 
Grand Master or being required to perform nose and 
toes outside the library. 

 
Bernadette Summers was causing a disruption 

to rehearsals for the second time in twenty-four 
hours. She was standing in the corridor outside the 
library with her hands on her head and her nose 
pressed to the wall. 

Lady Victoria strode purposefully into the 
corridor with an ashplant tucked under her arm. 
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“We need to get this over quickly,” said Her 
Ladyship irritably. “Everybody is waiting.” 

For once the Bounder looked apologetic. 
Bernadette had shown uncharacteristic enthusiasm 
for her role as Bernardo in the production. Ironically it 
was Lady Victoria who fulfilled the role of Anita. 

 
Twenty-four hours earlier Victoria had been 

obliged to dangle Bernadette over her knee and 
spank her with the back of a wood-backed hairbrush. 
It had been a routine affair with regard to the 
Bounder accumulating five black marks for rubbishing 
the pre’s. Nonetheless, the punishment had caused 
the inmates playing the Jets to waste some valuable 
rehearsal time. Bernadette had promised it wouldn’t 
happen again. 

 
Victoria had been changing into her leotard 

and leg warmers when Lady Derby came backstage to 
inform her that the Bounder was waiting outside the 
library. 

“Miss Goldbhum carded her out of the 
recreation area,” the grubby reported.  

Lady Victoria sighed and went to get changed. 
Missy Goldbhum was as sound as a trout so if she had 
been responsible for showing the Bounder a red card 
it was doubtless legitimate. 

 
The Bounder shrugged off her blazer and 

folded it and set it aside. Without being told she 
strode over to the fireplace and bent forward at the 
waist. Despite her fondness for fine wining and dining 
the Bounder had a remarkably well-toned physique. 
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Her nutmeg legs were shapely and muscular and 
reached up to a pert and well-rounded rear end. 
When Victoria turned back the seat of Bernadette’s 
short pleated skirt she was presented with a pair of 
drum-tight navy blue gossamer bumbags. 

Victoria took a tight grip on the ashplant and 
set her feet firmly. She tapped the cane down and 
then sliced it through the air. 

Victoria was genuinely fond of Bernadette. 
Despite her gruff and abrasive exterior Vix knew that 
the Bounder was a kindly and protective soul. On 
many occasions Bernadette had stepped in to help Vix 
when she had been sticking up for weaker inmates. 
Nonetheless, she was peeved that the Bounder had 
caused a second delay to rehearsals and 
demonstrated her displeasure by laying it on thick. 

 
Although Victoria had gained her formidable 

reputation wielding the Red-shirts hairbrush she was 
also obliged to maintain her certification with the 
cane. She swung the short whippy stick with 
consummate professionalism and the sounds of the 
cane rebounding off Bernadette’s navy blues echoed 
around the library.  

 
The Bounder was as tough as nails and had a 

reputation for curling her lip contemptuously at 
members of the Brass and Elite who had just finished 
beating her bandy. Nonetheless, when she handed 
over her punishment record book for post-processing 
she was quiet and respectful. 

Victoria knew that it was a pointless waste of 
valuable oxygen to lecture Bernadette with regard to 
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the wisdom of publicly cussing out pre’s. She fastened 
the top button of her red shirt and straightened her 
tie. 

“We’d better cut along sharpish and get 
changed,” she told the Bounder. “We’ve wasted 
enough of everybody’s time already.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” agreed Bernadette and wriggled 
down the library. 

 
 



 

 

25 

 
Stark Raving Bonkers 

 
 
On Wednesday evening Debs succumbed in 

the semi-final, two sets to one, to a highly rated 
opponent. Although she was disappointed to lose the 
match she was satisfied with her overall performance 
during the tournament. 

Lady Derby Huntington had a hot bubble bath 
and an ice cold bottle of Veuve de Cliquet ready for 
her when she returned to the facility. 

“You were fantastic,” her grubby enthused. 
“We were all watching on the tennis channel, it was 
so exciting.” 

Debs smiled affectionately at Derby. “Thanks,” 
she said as she accepted a glass of bubbles. “So 
how’s it been going here?” 

Derby giggled. “Well you know about the 
horsing, of course. The Radical Right have been very 
low profile ever since. They just, kind of, skulk about 
the place.” 

Debs grinned. “Don’t be fooled by that. Trust 
me, they’ll regroup, you can’t keep a true whop junkie 
down.” 
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“Welcome back,” smiled Vix. “Take your time 
and relax. I’ll finish up the evening shift and then 
hand the unit back into your capable hands in the 
morning.” 

Debs grinned. “Thanks for standing in for me. I 
hear your right arm’s been getting plenty of exercise.” 

“Well you know how it is during the run-up to 
Christmas,” said Victoria, “everybody is a little stir-
crazy.” 

 
Everybody acknowledged that Lady Derby 

Huntington was a little crazy. The following day she 
managed to get herself spanked during each of the 
first two lectures she attended and during the third 
she was sent up to have a chat with the Grand 
Master. 

 
Katie Beck took considerable satisfaction in 

poking, prodding and pinching Derby’s spank-
reddened arse during inspection. Lady Derby resisted 
the temptation to hack Katie in the shins but made a 
mental note to ensure suitable retribution was 
delivered before the day was out. 

 
Mr Humphries did his best to maintain a stony 

demeanor while he listened to Lady Derby. There was 
little question that the bob-haired aristocrat was stark 
raving bonkers. She made no excuses for her recent 
bout of malfeasance and freely admitted that she had 
given the Dame’s little alternative other than to give 
her a damn good spanking.  

“I think they would have caned me if I wasn’t 
just a Little Brat.” She wrinkled her brow thoughtfully. 
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“Which is probably what I deserved,” she remarked 
rather cheerfully. 

 
Lady Derby did not look the least bit 

intimidated when Mr Humphries showed her a 
selection of new canes that he had been sent by a 
purveyor located in Providence, Rhode Island. Each of 
the canes was sheaved in an outer casing rather like 
a sword-stick. According to the literature that 
accompanied the carefully crafted canes this made 
them ideal for travel purposes. The secreted canes 
themselves were made from three-sixteenth of an 
inch diameter rattan and measured thirty-two inches 
from the ornate handle to the rubber-protected tip. 

The Grand Master swished one through the air. 
Lady Derby didn’t even flinch. Without being asked 
she crossed to the straight-backed chair in front of 
the fireplace and unfastened the top button of her red 
and black striped blazer.  

 
Mr Humphries was immediately impressed with 

his new cane. With very little back-swing, it had 
whipped through the air and produced an impressive 
red stripe across the crown of Lady Derby’s 
aristocratic arse. He was equally impressed by Her 
Ladyship’s lack of reaction. Derby remained with her 
feet set, her head well down between her out-
stretched arms and her backside sitting up proud and 
prominent. 

 
Lady Derby came from the school of hard 

whops. She had attended and been expelled from 
several expensive boarding schools accumulating a 
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respectable tally of canings along the way. She was 
finally enrolled at the ultra-strict Queensgate 
Academy. 

Derby had already acquired a taste for trouble 
and was thrilled by the opportunities that her new 
environment offered. She was even more thrilled to 
learn that her idol, Debs Morton, had attended the 
school. Eight years after leaving and, by then, four 
years into her sentence at Woodys Debs remained an 
icon at Queensgate. Of course she was remembered 
for her tennis ability and her many other musical and 
academic accomplishments but it was her 
extraordinary record for being caned that was 
considered Deborah’s crowning glory. Deborah 
Morton was considered the Patron Saint of Naughty 
Girls and Derby was determined to follow in her idols 
footsteps. 

She soon found her groove and within the first 
few months at the academy she became a regular in 
the notorious Tank and accumulated a respectable 
three beatings. Disappointingly within months of her 
arrival the Board of Governors announced that they 
would finally abolish corporal punishment. Derby was 
outraged and embarked upon a riotous rampage. At 
Christmas her parents received the inevitable letter 
notifying them that their daughter would be persona 
non grata for the forthcoming term. 

 
 



 

 

26 

 
Lord Rufus Lewis 

 
 
Lady Derby panted with excitement as she 

waited for the sixth stroke to arrive. The first five 
strokes were throbbing delightfully and she was 
certain that the closer would finish the job. She heard 
a whistle from behind her and then an implosion of 
pain wracked through her body. 

 
“Two dustings and six of the best?” grinned 

Debs. “You have been busy.” 
“Are you going to spank me?” demanded Lady 

Derby. 
Debs shook her head. “No sweetie I am not 

going to spank you.” 
Derby pouted. “She never spanks me,” she 

complained to Kate Faulkner and Angie Ashurst. “It’s 
not fair.” 

The two police-women grinned. They had 
become fond of Derby but understood that she had a 
few bats loose in the belfry. 
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Kate handed Debs a newspaper and pointed to 
a short article. Deborah scanned it quickly. She 
looked curious. 

“Who is Lord Rufus Lewis?” she enquired. 
Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner smiled. 

“Back in the day Lord Rufus founded the Confederacy 
of Yoofs. Most recently he has been overseas dodging 
extradition orders regarding insider trading but as you 
can see, the charges have been dismissed, so he’ll be 
back.” 

“Is he still involved with the Yoofs?” asked 
Debs. 

Kate nodded. “When I was undercover I got 
quite close to him and although I could never prove it 
I’m certain that he was still the top man.” 

“How close did you get?” giggled Debs. 
Kate smiled. “I wa 
s just a piece of totty to have on his arm at 

Ascot or the Monaco Grand Prix. He satisfied his 
nooky requirements elsewhere. He knew I was a 
rozzer and besides he still holds a candle for Yvonne 
Godfrey. They were a big item before she got sent 
away.” 

“What does this mean for us?” asked Debs. 
Kate shrugged. “I don’t know but I intend to 

find out. But, I can assure you of one thing with 
Rufus back in control we won’t be dealing with the 
bumbling oafs or Scousers the Yoofs have been 
sending recently.” 

“That doesn’t sound good,” said Debs gloomily. 
“I’ll talk to the Grand Master, we’ll need to 

have a council of war,” said Kate. 



Woodys Under Fire 
 

 

Yvonne Godfrey slid into a secluded bathroom 
and closed the door. She reached under her gymslip 
and extracted a folded page from a newspaper from 
the waistband of her bumbags. For the first time 
since the pee-sample fiasco her eyes lit up. 

The Ice Maiden’s backside was throbbing 
uncomfortably. Since the Yoofs failure to deliver Debs 
bumbags on a silver platter Patty had been in a foul 
mood. Of course, her humiliating public horsing had 
done nothing to improve her demeanor and during 
the past week Yvonne had been forced to endure two 
vicious thrashings with Patty’s lethal canes and a hot 
and sweaty slippering from Katie Beck. Yvonne 
Godfrey was becoming increasingly whop-weary. She 
folded up the newssheet and stuffed it back in her 
bumbags. Her mind was racing. She needed to find a 
way to contact Rufus. It was time His Lordship came 
and rescued his Ice Maiden in distress. 

 
Mr Humphries invited his inner sanctum to 

Monet’s for a council of war. Oliver, the proprietor, 
gave them private access to the VIP area of the 
restaurant. Stacks Monroe and Mickey the Purveyor 
joined the council. Hard bodied men in leather jackets 
kept guard outside the doors of the VIP bar. 

“I suspect that if you pitch up at Stamford 
Bridge on Saturday you’ll find Rufus,” said Kate. 
“That’s where they do their planning. Private boxes at 
football matches all over Europe. Just Rufus and his 
board of directors. Strictly no guests. I tried to wangle 
an invite but he just laughed at me. Trouble is we 
can’t even wire tap them, they’ve got half a dozen 
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boxes at most major stadiums and they have them 
swept for bugs before they go in.” 

“Doesn’t sound like the Yoofs we’ve been 
dealing with,” said the Grand Master. 

“Lord Rufus Lewis is nothing like the Yoofs 
we’ve been dealing with to date,” Kate Faulkner 
assured them all. 

“Sounds like we might have a war on our 
hands,” said Vicky Brompton. 

“If Lord Rufus fucking Lewis wants a war then 
I’ll show him what fucking war means,” said Stacks 
gruffly. 

Cat Cassidy patted his hand. “We’ll just need to 
take some extra precautions,” she said soothingly. 

Cassie Cassy clapped her hands ecstatically. 
“Does that mean that we’re, how do they call it in the 
mobster movies, going to the mattresses?” 

Cassie’s chums laughed. “Yes sweetie, that’s 
what it sounds like, Woodys is going to the 
mattresses.” 

“Kewl,” grinned Cassie, “I’ll make sure the 
larders are loaded.” 

“Jeez, sis,” sighed Cat. “You really are fucking 
barking.”  
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