
Volume 7 
And Then He Kissed 

Her 

 

 
R Humphries 

 
 

Woodettes Publications 



Published 2010  
by 

Woodettes Publications 
Houston, Texas, USA 

 
© Woodettes Publications 2010 

 
 
R Humphries has asserted his right to be identified as 

the author of this work with all rights reserved 
including the right of reproduction in whole or in part 

in any form. 
 
 
 
The Library of Congress has catalogued this edition as 

follows Humphries, R [date] 
And Then He Kissed Her : a novel by R Humphries  

[Application Pending] 
1st Ed. 

 
 

ISBN – [Application Pending] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

www.woodettes.wordpress.com 



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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Jojo Embarks on a Challenge 

 
 
Joanna Heyworth rested her fingertips on the 

tips of her toes. She had a flicker of a grin on her 
face. She heard Claire Brooks stepping in close and 
felt the cane tapping down once, twice, thrice, and 
braced herself. 

 
Since her commemorative flogging to mark her 

one hundred and eightieth punishment since entering 
the Woody Back to School unit Jojo had been 
evaluating her strategy and ruminating on her future. 

There was little question that for the remaining 
two years she was scheduled to spend as an inmate 
at the unit she would continue her reign at the top of 
the Bottoms Up Table of Troublemakers and retain 
the title of All-Time Big BUTT. 

Lady Victoria Brompton, who was currently 
ranked as number two on the All-Time Hall of Shame, 
appeared to have hung up her bumbags now that she 
was performing the role of Red-shirt. Debs Morton, 
who ranked number three, would continue to crave 
the title but she was over a dozen lickings behind 
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Jojo. Claire Brooks was continuing to be whopped 
during her Elite year but did not pose a real threat. 

Jojo had already decided to shoot for a third 
consecutive Bull, the Woody term for accumulating 
fifty punishments during a single year, which with the 
time available seemed an achievable target. However, 
there was another record she hankered after. 

During Lisa Sutton’s first year of being 
incarcerated at the facility she had shown a solid 
predilection for minxdom. Over the period of two and 
a half terms she had accumulated a creditable tally of 
whops and was destined to end the year in the top 
ten of the Annual Hall of Shame. However, following 
the infamous incident where she unwittingly trampled 
over Ms Lawton’s prized garden she was subjected to 
the most hostile targeting in the unit’s history. In the 
final fifty days of the summer term she was beaten 
thirty-five times and elevated to the status of the All-
time most punished inmate in a single year. It was a 
title that Joanna had historically held and she dearly 
wished to recover. 

 
“It’s a pretty tall order,” said Rosemary. 
“Even I couldn’t match it when I was Public 

Enemy Number One,” agreed Debs. 
“That took some truly ruthless targeting,” said 

Nixdown, “and let’s face it nobody’s going to target 
you, Jojo.” 

Joanna looked thoughtful. “It’ll be a challenge, 
but you all know how much I love a challenge. By the 
way, how’s Lisa performing this year?” 

 
Lisa Sutton, aka the Minxster was having a run 

of rotten luck. It had started with a trip over Dotty 
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Hammell’s knee when Lisa had turned up late for 
kitchen duty. Although Ms Hammell was not the most 
prolific of spankers amongst the Brass she was one of 
the most potent. 

For Lisa’s spanking Dotty had selected a 
wooden spoon formed out of distressed wood from 
the Northern Andes. To show her displeasure at Lisa’s 
tardy time-keeping Dotty had employed a highly 
effective technique of landing three sharp cracks, one 
on top of the other, on the sweet spot of each of the 
hapless Minxster’s upturned cheeks. The unyielding 
wooden spoon had generated considerable heat and 
sting in Lisa’s bumbags that she could still feel when 
it came time for lock-down. 

Under the circumstances it would have seemed 
prudent for Lisa to ensure that she avoided any 
further run-ins with disciplinary instruments. 
However, Lisa and her business partner, Bernadette 
Summers were struggling with the complexities of 
establishing the odds for the BUTT Stakes and had 
unwisely elected to make one last analytical run after 
the bell had gone for lockdown. As a result Lisa and 
Bernadette had been required to bend over the ends 
of their beds to experience at first hand the ferocious 
sting of Claire Brooks’ ashplant. It had proven to be a 
most disagreeable encounter. 

In the morning Lisa was still acutely aware of 
the considerable after-effects of her two punishments 
so it was an act of rank recklessness to get herself 
red-carded out of assembly for an act of mindless 
goofing. 
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“How goes it Minxster?” asked Jojo when she 
came upon Lisa in the quadrangle. “Sorry about the 
whops.” 

Lisa pulled a face. “The man’s got himself a 
new leather paddle. He gave me a real work-out.” 

“That man and his toys,” Jojo grinned, “you 
never know what he’s going to bring out next. So 
how’s it been going?” 

“Oh same old same old,” laughed Lisa, “I had a 
pretty hot spell at the beginning of term and then 
things calmed down a bit. Until yesterday that is 
when I scored a bally double. Then I get myself 
chucked out of assembly this morning so it’s a tad 
warm in the bumbags of late.” 

“Well if it’s any consolation I’m already in 
double figures this term,” said Jojo. 

“Oh me too,” grinned the Minxster, “I’ve 
scored a dozen.” 

“Hmmm,” said Joanna Heyworth, thoughtfully. 
“Interesting.” 
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No Value Whops 

 
 
Jojo’s campaign got off to a slow start. She 

messed around in lectures and tutorials, she 
backgabbed and she cracked wise at every 
opportunity but not a single whop was forthcoming. 

 Meanwhile, she watched enviously as the 
other members of the Famous Four caught it hot.  

On Tuesday morning Nicola Jane was sent up 
to the Grand Master’s office after she had pointedly 
advised Reed the Weed to go and boil her head.  

On Wednesday, Rosemary Booker leaned 
forward at the front of the lecture room and rested 
her fingers on the tips of her toes while the Wart 
entertained herself with the number one cane and on 
Friday, Deborah Morton managed to accumulate her 
fourth red card of the term when she was chucked 
out of assembly for goofing. 

 
Even Cassie Cassy was back on a roll. She 

rushed into Jojo and Nix’s study beaming all over her 
face. 

“Heyho sis,” said Nix, “you win the lottery?” 
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“No,” said Cassie breathlessly, “better than 
that. The drought’s finally over. I just got whopped by 
the Wart.” 

Jojo tousled her chum’s hair. “Way to go,” she 
said affectionately.  

Cassie hugged her mentor. “Can’t stop,” she 
said excitedly, “I’m off to rubbish a pre or three.” 

 
When Jojo did finally score some whops they 

were of no value to her. At the Saturday night feast 
Jojo was dealt the one eyed jack. She glanced over at 
the Grand Master; this was the third consecutive 
week that she had received one of the fiendish five 
cards and she was becomingly increasingly convinced 
that this was not a coincidence. When she had 
mentioned this to Mr Humphries he had merely 
grinned benignly. 

It was a boisterous dinner and Joanna availed 
herself of the fine wines that the Grand Master had 
provided. It was a shame that the Saturday evening 
spankings didn’t count on her record, she mused; as 
she took a trip across Claire Brooks knee. They 
certainly would have come in handy considering her 
recent lack of success at scoring any other kind of 
whops. 

 
“You knew it wasn’t going to be easy,” Nix told 

Jojo. 
“I’m the Big BUTT,” sighed Joanna. “Since 

when did anybody put an embargo on my bumbags?” 
Nixdown hugged Jojo. “I don’t think that there 

is even a restraining order on your bumbags, let alone 
an embargo. You’re just over-anxious. You’re 
beginning to sound like Cassy Cassie.” 
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Jojo pouted. “It has been two weeks since I 

scored the one-eighty and all I’ve got since then are 
gratuitous whops.” 

Nixdown giggled. “Well you’re certainly doing 
well in that department,” she told Jojo. “Have you 
ever thought that the Man might be something of a 
card sharp?” 

“Hmmm, maybe we should ask him,” mused 
Jojo, “he’s invited us over for cocktails this evening. 
Are you and Penny Ann free?” 

Nixdown winked. “We’ll be there; I’m just 
going to pop down to the stables for half an hour. 
Pen’s got a new crop and I want to try it out.”  

“Nix, you are such a degenerate,” laughed 
Jojo. 

Nixdown wiggled her tightly clad jodhpur 
covered behind. “Don’t insult me. I am the ultimate 
degenerate, darling,” she giggled, “now help me on 
with my jacket.” 

 
“The Elite never whop me anymore,” 

complained Jojo to Vix at the cocktail party. “I rubbish 
them and they just ignore me.” 

Victoria put her arm around Joanna’s 
shoulders. “Maybe they think you’re just joking,” she 
smiled. 

“Vix! I am very much in need of whops,” said 
Jojo sternly, “You need to realign the Elite and tell 
them to get on with the job.” 

Victoria slit her eyes at her chum. “You’re 
serious about going for the record aren’t you?” 

Jojo nodded her head emphatically, “and I 
intend to earn my whops legitimately, so if I rubbish 
the pre’s I don’t expect to be cut any slack.” 
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Lady Victoria Brompton shook her head with 
resignation. “I’ll pass the word down,” she told Jojo, 
“but you know you’re fawkin’ barking.” 

Jojo just winked and went in pursuit of another 
glass of bubbles. 
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Bad Day to Rubbish a Pre 

 
 
Jojo didn’t pick the best of days to rubbish 

Claire Brooks. As a result of the copious plumes of 
smoke billowing out from under her skirt Miss Brooks 
was not in the sweetest of moods.  

The smoke plumes were a result of a recent 
trip she had taken over the Grand Master’s knee. The 
head down, arse up expedition had been caused by 
Claire being red-carded out of an English Literature 
lecture and the whole sorry chain of unfortunate 
events was triggered by Claire’s inability to engage 
her brain prior to flapping her jaw.  

 
Claire Brooks knew that she was up for a bare 

bender as soon as she opened her mouth. Stephanie 
Powell didn’t miss a heartbeat, as soon as Claire let 
rip with her ribald riposte she reached for her red-
card. 

Stephanie Powell was considered one of the 
fairest of the Dames and was extremely popular with 
the inmates. She was a leading light on the Liberal 
Left and a strong advocate of minx rights. Stephanie 
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made no secret of her distaste for the likes of Patty 
Hodge and the Wart. Nonetheless, despite her leftist 
tendencies cussing during lectures was a zero-
tolerance offence so Claire had to go. 

 
Claire Brooks was not having a successful start 

to her Elite career. She started out badly, becoming 
the first gal of the year to be whopped when she was 
absolutely creamed by Ms Gascoigne. Since then she 
had made three visits to the Grand Master’s study, 
each related to her penchant for pith and potty-
mouthing. At the rate she was going she was 
scheduled to overtake Cathryn Cassidy as the most 
beaten prefect in history in record breaking time. 

 
The Grand Master had no objections to potty-

mouthing in a social or recreational setting but 
cussing in the lecture rooms was strictly forbidden. 
Claire Brooks didn’t even bother to try to make an 
excuse for her behavior; she merely politely 
apologized and agreed that she was due for a 
whopping. 

 
Mr Humphries considered Claire an ideal 

candidate to continue with his George W experiment. 
He had been extremely impressed by Deborah 
Morton’s frenetic reaction during George W’s 
inaugural outing but he acknowledged that she had 
been suffering under the severe disadvantage of an 
already well-spanked bottom. He was interested to 
investigate how effective George would be in dealing 
with virgin flesh. 

 



11 

 
Claire Brooks was long, lithe and feline. It had 

always amused her chums that during the early years 
of her sentence their slender chum had regularly 
sported the title of Big BUTT. Her long legs were 
kicking spastically and her tiny rear end was wriggling 
from side to side as the tawse slapped down. 

The Grand Master was impressed. Claire had a 
reputation as one of the toughest gals in the unit. Her 
long history of being spanked with Ma Brooks’ brush, 
the frequent beatings she had received at boarding 
school and her rise to the highest echelons of the Hall 
of Shame had made her particularly whop-hardened. 
To get this type of reaction out of Claire was a tribute 
to the craftsmanship of George W Dick. 

 
Jojo was keen to test out Victoria’s promise to 

realign the Elite so she rubbished Claire royally. Jojo 
and Claire were tight. They had been friends for 
almost fifteen years, dating back to their early 
successes riding in national gymkhanas. If the Elite 
had been truly realigned Jojo figured that Claire 
would step up to the plate. 

To Jojo’s delight Claire pulled out her red-card 
and sent her up to wait outside the library. 

 
Jojo blinked. The first swipe of the cane had 

been an absolute scorcher. She remembered 
Deborah’s claim that the caning Claire had given her 
rated an eight point five heat rating on her 
whopometer but she had figured that Debs was just 
bragging. As the first swipe ricocheted around her 
central nervous system it occurred to Jojo that Miss 
Morton might have been right on the money.  
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Claire loved Jojo like a sister but the heat in 
her own backside seemed to have added an 
inexplicable sense of purpose to her performance. 
The cane was slicing through the air at Mach One and 
every stroke was landing perfectly in the target zone. 
Even Jojo had to grit her teeth tightly to keep from 
yelping. 

 
Nixdown, Debs and Rosemary were performing 

damage assessment. 
“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” said Debs. “I told 

you that she was good.”  
Rosemary was gently massaging Jojo’s sizzling 

stripes with a prototype zinc acetate based balm. 
“This will sting for a moment and then it will start to 
really cool things down,” she explained. 

“Looks like six straight aces,” observed 
Nixdown. 

“This is another time I don’t envy being in your 
bumbags, sister,” said Debs. 

 
Claire Brooks brought Jojo a bunch of pink and 

blue tropical lilies and a bottle of 1999 Handley Brut 
Rose. 

“I’m sorry I made it so hot,” she apologized. “I 
don’t know what came over me.” 

Jojo giggled and sipped the delicious wine that 
tasted just like freshly picked raspberries. “I heard on 
the gossvine that George W came all over you.” 

“That is truly gross,” groaned Claire Brooks. 
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Vendetta 

 
 
Deborah Morton was forced to acknowledge 

that her pursuit of the title of Big BUTT was now out 
of her grasp. In her diary she noted, “Despite all that 
has happened to me at Woodys, being branded Public 
Enemy Number One, being targeted by Ms Whitton 
and the SS, and all the high-profile public whoppings, 
I’m still behind on the Hall of Shame. Every year Jojo 
has been so consistent that she has beaten me out by 
a couple of lickings. Still, if I work hard I could move 
up to Number Two.” 

 
Deborah had not anticipated starting her quest 

for second place on the Hall of Shame by being bent 
over the piano stool and being beaten with a violin 
bow. 

Ms Whitton, the Dame in charge of Music, and 
Deborah had been engaged in a long and often 
controversial feud. It dated back to the infamous 
incident known in Woody lore as ‘the Fabulous Fart’. 

At the time of the incident Deborah was highly 
favored by Ms Whitton. She played clarinet and piano 
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and acted as a co-director of the Woody orchestral 
productions. She was a reasonable alto and was 
regularly featured as a soloist in choral presentations. 

It was approaching Xmas of the fourth year of 
Deborah’s sentence and the choir was preparing for a 
production of Handel’s Messiah, scheduled to be 
performed at the local town hall. Ms Whitton had just 
brought in the altos when she noticed Debs had 
missed the cue. Thinking it to be just an 
uncharacteristic error the Music Dame continued. 
However, she soon noticed that Deborah was making 
no effort at rectifying her mistake and appeared to be 
studying something secreted in her hand. Irritably Ms 
Whitton stopped the choir and demanded Debs to 
step up and explain herself. 

Conventional wisdom assumes that, in her 
favored position with the Music Dame, if Deborah had 
simply made an excuse about having a sore throat 
and needing to save her voice she would have 
escaped without even the mildest admonishment. 
Instead Debs Morton responded to the Dames 
demand for an explanation by unleashing a 
gargantuan guff. 

The prolonged bare bottom thrashing that 
ensued caused considerable controversy. There was 
no question that Ms Whitton was seriously in breach 
of the protocols that dictated that the Dames were 
limited to delivering six strokes with an inmates 
bumbags retained, or that Deborah had the right to 
file a complaint. However, according to the protocols 
the complaint would be heard in front of the System 
and the press would be invited. 

After her public arrest on the center court of 
Wimbledon Deborah had been subjected to a 
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humiliating media vilification and after four years out 
of the public spotlight she was not enthusiastic to 
return to the attention of the Great Unwashed in 
regard to an unfortunate gaseous emission. She cut a 
deal with Ms Lawton whereby a six month restraining 
order was placed on Ms Whitton and in the event the 
Music Dame believed Deborah needed to be thrashed 
she would be sent to the Principal with full supporting 
documentation. 

 
A kind of truce had ensued. Ms Whitton sent 

Debs to Coventry, using intermediaries to give her 
instructions regarding choir and orchestra. For once 
Debs managed to control herself and behaved 
impeccably around the Music Dame. 

 
Unfortunately the end of the period governing 

the restraining order coincided with Deborah 
becoming branded as the units ‘Public Enemy Number 
One’ and the implementation of Operation Scorched 
Arse. 

During a restraining order debriefing meeting 
Ms Lawton would release the Music Dame on what 
Deborah would later describe as the ‘Nightmare in 
Debs Bumbags’. 

With Deborah targeted as a hostile target to be 
treated with zero-tolerance Ms Whitton felt free to 
engage in her vendetta. On the anniversary of the 
Fabulous Fart she bent Debs over the piano stool and 
beat her with a violin bow. To Debs relief after five 
strokes she was given the release command. She was 
scurrying back to her seat as fast as her frazzled bum 
would allow her when she was summonsed back and 
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instructed to touch her toes. Ms Whitton informed her 
that they would finish the six with a bacon slicer. 

Bacon slicer’s are a highly specialized 
technique. The cane is brought down vertically and if 
successfully accomplished will give the victim the 
excruciating sensation that a sliver of their backside 
has been physically sliced off. Due to the technical 
complexity of the delivery the chances of a bacon 
slicer making contact are less than fifty percent. 

However, under the toe-touching protocols the 
recipient’s fingers must actually be contacting the tips 
of their shoes throughout a beating and she may not 
move until the release command is issued. The 
effects of a successful bacon slicer are widely 
considered to be amongst the most excruciating 
sensations imaginable and the chances of the 
recipient managing to maintain position at the 
moment of impact are extremely low. According to 
the protocols if the victim jolts upwards the stroke 
can be repeated until she either manages to stay 
down or the beating is terminated due to a missed 
attempt. 

Even the whop-hardened Debs jolted up and 
was forced to get back in position for another stroke. 
Unbelievably Ms Whitton delivered perfect slicer after 
slicer. It took a record-breaking four slices before 
Deborah managed to stay down. 

Little did Deborah know that this was just the 
beginning of Ms Whitton’s vicious vendetta. 
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Meltdown 

 
 
Once Ms Whitton embarked upon her vendetta 

Debs had been genuinely shaken by the scale of the 
malice that was directed at her. Deborah’s mercurial 
personality had an unfortunate tendency to inspire 
extreme reactions from folks she encountered and 
she had had often made dangerous enemies. 
However, the malicious venom of Ms Whitton’s siege 
on her bumbags was unprecedented.  

Every time Deborah entered the music room 
she was immediately shown a yellow card and spent 
the rest of the tutorial fretting over whether she 
would be beaten. During the first four weeks of 
Operation Scorched Arse she was bent over the piano 
stool on over fifty percent of the appearances she 
made in the music room. 

It was not just the unprovoked beatings that 
had rattled her. Often Ms Whitton made her spend 
the complete lesson standing on a chair with her 
hands on her head or dispatched her to stand in the 
corner of the room performing nose and toes. She 
even made Deborah spend several choir practices’ 
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standing at the front of the hall with her hands on her 
head.  

The Music Instructor took to barreling down on 
her at unexpected moments and screeching at her, 
very often in front of rooms full of people. The 
diatribes were filled with hateful vitriolic and left Debs 
drained and exhausted. 

Ms Whitton even commissioned a violin bow 
from an artisan in Southern Brazil who specialized in 
the rare art of crafting bows from Pernambuco wood. 
The bow-master had taken the original design of 
Francois Tourte’s seventy five centimeter bow and 
had perfected the balance of colophoany, oils and 
plasiticizeds to make bows of exceptional beauty. 
When she had commissioned the bow the Music 
Dame had requested an unusual stiffness, explaining 
that it would only be used for decorative purposes. 
For over a thousand quid the bow-maker would have 
made her a cricket bat out of the rare wood if she’d 
asked. 

Ms Whitton had the craftsman engrave the 
words ‘The Morton Special’ along the shaft of the 
bow. It would be used exclusively on the backside of 
Debs Morton. 

 
Rosemary, Jojo and Nixdown hated watching 

the vicious unprovoked attacks and did their best to 
console and comfort their chum. Debs refused to file 
a complaint. She had no intention of the Fabulous 
Fart being made public.  

The vicious vendetta was having a visible 
effect on Deborah. She became withdrawn and 
refused to join her chums in goofing, japing, larking 
and pranking activities. In the evenings she retreated 



19 

 
into herself and spent all her time secluded in her 
study reading the complete works of Aleister Crowley. 
She even cut back on her tennis training program, 
regularly cancelling her morning sessions with Jane 
Lummell and Rachel Cox preferring the extra two 
hours in bed. 

Her chums began to fret over her mental and 
physical state. She took to shuffling about the facility 
with her head lowered, seemingly lost in private 
thought. She had always been notoriously clobber 
challenged but she started to look like a hobo. Even 
the deeply cynical Nixdown took it upon herself to 
check Debs laundry every night and pitched up and 
made sure that she looked halfway decent in the 
mornings.  

 
Her chums fretted; she was at her most 

vulnerable. As the unit’s Public Enemy Number One 
she was targeted as an extreme hostile and her 
bumbags had a large bulls-eye painted on them. They 
were deeply concerned that the tyrants of the Radical 
Right and their SS pawns would take advantage of 
her demoralized state. Their suspicions were not 
unfounded.   

 
On the instructions of Patty Hodge, Yvonne 

Godfrey and Janet Mitchell hounded Debs morning, 
noon and night looking for opportunities to take her 
up to the library and beat her. Deborah’s chums made 
sure that she had a protective escort on the rare 
occasions she came out for fresh air to escape from 
her studies of Thelema. 

However, in her semi-catatonic state even the 
beasts from the right had difficulty finding any excuse 
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to punish her and for almost a month the only 
beatings she received were from Ms Whitton. 

 
Deborah’s chums constantly tried to rally her 

spirits. Rosemary and Jojo did their best to console 
her. Unexpectedly it was Nixdown who seemed most 
effected by Deborah’s traumatized state. Nix and 
Deborah’s friendship was sometimes volatile. Nicola 
Jane was a natural born cynic and often criticized 
Deborah for show-boating. 

Nonetheless one morning when she was doing 
her best to make Debs presentable she lamented, 
“Please Debs try and have some fun today. I hate it 
when you’re ordinary. I love you because you’re 
extraordinary. Even when you’re being an 
extraordinary pain in the arse.” 

As the weeks went by and Deborah continued 
to remain depressed and dejected her chums feared 
that Debs was on the brink of a meltdown. However 
in a quite extraordinary episode Debs Morton was 
shaken out of her funk. 
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Red-Card 

 
 
Janet Mitchell couldn’t believe her luck. For 

weeks Mitch the Bitch had been catching it in the 
lughole from Patty Hodge for her inability to find a 
reason to give Deborah a damn, good thrashing. 

“She’s Public Enemy Number One and she’s a 
goddam degenerate,” raged Patty. “She deserves to 
be caned. Find a reason or it’ll be your bumbags 
being cut to tatters.” 

“I don’t know what’s got into her Ma’am,” 
protested Janet. “She shuffles about the place like a 
bag-lady, with her head down looking at the floor. 
She doesn’t do anything, it’s like she’s a ghost and 
she’s always surrounded by bodyguards.” 

“Find a reason,” barked Patty abruptly and 
dismissed Janet with a condescending wave of her 
hand. 

“Morton, Phase 5, step up for goofing,” 
screeched Janet Mitchell waving her red-card in the 
air. 

Debs groaned and rolled her eyes. She couldn’t 
believe her own stupidity. She was definitely bang to 
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rights. It was as if she had been in a trance. For no 
reason at all she had been tapping the underside of 
the canvas seat of the chair in front of her with her 
foot, causing its occupant considerable annoyance. It 
was particularly guileless and the longer she 
continued the greater the likelihood of attracting the 
attention of an assembly monitor. Nonetheless, Debs 
was taken by surprise to hear her voice being 
screamed at the top of Janet’s lungs. Momentarily she 
didn’t react. 

“Morton, step up I tell you,” screamed Janet a 
second time, “step up this instant, before I have you 
collared.” 

Debs shuffled passed her chums. Janet was 
waiting for her a leer on her face. 

“Gotcha,” she gloated as Deborah approached. 
“And by the way, your tie’s undone,” she cackled. 

Deborah groaned. 
 
The following period of Deborah’s life was 

extremely unpleasant. She was forced to stand at the 
front of the hall for ten minutes before the Brass 
arrived. It was a nerve-racking experience. It was a 
position Deborah was unfortunately familiar with. For 
inexplicable reasons Debs found it difficult to abide by 
the no goofing and gabbing protocols with regard to 
ingress and egress of the assembly hall and held the 
record for being chucked out. Although it attracted a 
mandatory six strokes of the senior cane it was a low-
level breach of protocol and under normal 
circumstances was dealt with expediently. A simple 
‘bend over’, a quick six and then ‘have a good day’. 
However, Debs suspected that her status as Public 
Enemy Number One might have an adverse influence 
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on the proceedings. She began to sweat as the 
minute hand of the clock ticked by and the inevitable 
arrival of the Brass approached. 

Patty Hodge did not help matters when she 
theatrically showed Debs a second red card and 
loudly instructed her to make an appointment with 
Katie Beck to be slippered for zero-tolerance collar 
and tie abuse. 

 
Debs trudged through the corridors. As she 

had suspected Ms Lawton had not merely quietly 
dispatched her to wait outside her study, she had 
stopped and spent several minutes giving Deborah a 
public tongue trashing. It had been most unpleasant. 

 
Next Debs was forced to endure a full clobber 

inspection from Katie Beck. The unit matron made a 
meal out of it. At the best of times Debs was 
perennially clobber-challenged and in recent weeks 
she had given up caring. It was only Nixdown’s loving 
care that had kept her from spending her time 
permanently across Katie’s lap.  

Debs had been genuinely surprised to be 
caught out on the supplementary charge of collar and 
tie abuse. For weeks Nix had been constantly nagging 
her over her negligence in this matter, reminding her 
that it was having a loosened collar that had got her 
in this mess in the first place. She remembered Nicola 
Jane straightening her tie for her before they stepped 
out for brekker, but she couldn’t for the life of her 
recall unfastening her top button. Debs worried that 
she was losing her mind. 

Due to Nix’s sterling efforts Katie came up 
empty but that didn’t stop her from indulging in her 
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mind games and insinuating that she had found 
further abuses of the Politics of Clobber while she 
carried out her inspection. Katie indulged herself 
further by maintaining a constant commentary with 
regard to her predictions of the state of Deborah’s 
rear end when the Grand Dame had finished with her. 
It was all most disagreeable and Debs day was not 
improved when Katie left her bent butt-naked across 
the desk in the ante-room for over five minutes 
before she could be deigned to come in and perform 
her inspection. 

 
Debs morning continued to deteriorate. Twenty 

minutes of nose and toes on the landing that 
separated Katie and Ms Lawton’s office gave her 
plenty of time for rumination. The public harangue in 
the assembly hall had done little for her spirits and 
she could not envisage her next communication with 
the Grand Dame proving any more cordial. 

She heard the click-clack of Ms Lawton’s high 
heels in the corridor below. 

“Oh man, just let’s get this over with,” Debs 
muttered to herself dismally.  
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The Return of Debs Morton 

 
 
Deborah had tottered out of Ms Lawton’s office 

thoroughly trashed and thrashed. The Grand Dame 
had excelled herself. She had topped off a world-class 
scolding with a world-class whopping. 

Ms Lawton had managed to make the earlier 
public harangue in the hall seem minor-league. She 
had kept Deborah held in a military attention, eyes-
front, shoulders-back, arms by her side, while she 
expertly dissected Debs unfortunate disciplinary 
record. Debs was almost relieved when she was given 
the release command and instructed to bend over the 
straight-backed chair in front of the fireplace. 

Her relief was short-lived. Debs Morton’s 
backside was a highly-calibrated whopometer that 
could accurately gauge the heat-factor of stroke of 
the cane on a scale of one and ten, to two decimal 
places. Debs was greatly concerned when the needle 
started to move up towards eleven.  

 
Debs wriggled through the corridors with 

smoke pluming out from beneath her skirt. Her mind 
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was racing. Her unfortunate eviction from the 
assembly hall had caused her to be late for orchestra 
practice. She dreaded the prospect of arriving in the 
Great Hall. Doubtless Ms Whitton would take the 
opportunity to tear into her and more than likely 
would humiliate her by making her spend the 
remainder of the practice standing in disgrace at the 
front of the hall with her hands on her head. 

Deborah was in no hurry for another 
ignominious confrontation and took a detour to raid 
Rosemary’s secret fag-stash. She didn’t often smoke 
but it provided a diversion and would take some time 
off the clock and reduce the period she would 
doubtless be forced to stand with her hands on her 
head facing the choir. She smoked slowly until the 
ember reached the butt. She considered smoking 
another one but thought it would just make her feel 
sick. With a heavy tread she set off to fetch her 
clarinet and to face her meeting with Ms Whitton. 

 
“I’m sorry I’m late Ma’am,” Debs told the Music 

Instructor as she hurried to take up her vacant 
position amongst the orchestra. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” snapped 
Ms Whitton. 

“To take my place Ma’am,” responded Debs. 
“Oh no you don’t young lady, you will repair to 

the music room and bring me the Morton Special” 
said the Music Dame. 

Deborah gaped at the instructor incredulously. 
“Whadaya mean?” she spluttered.  

“You’re late,” said Ms Whitton imperiously. 
“Mandatory six of the best for tardy time-keeping.” 
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Debs continued to gape. “But you know why 

I’m late,” she gasped. “I was in the Grand Dame’s 
study.” 

“That’s no excuse, this whole rehearsal has 
been a fiasco due to your selfish behavior,” retorted 
Ms Whitton, “now do as you’re told and bring me my 
bow.” 

 
According to eye-witness accounts, at first 

Debs looked as if she might faint. Her pretty features 
were contorted into a grotesque grimace. She looked 
like she might burst into tears, or even worse, plead 
with the evil Dame. Then suddenly, according to 
consistent reports of the episode, Deborah’s 
demeanor altered dramatically. The color that had 
been missing from her face for weeks returned, she 
pulled herself up to her full five feet four inches and 
her eyes blazed with anger and defiance. 

“This is ridiculous,” Debs snapped scathingly at 
the music instructor. “You’re not going to beat me for 
this.” 

 “Are you refusing to obey me?” asked Ms 
Whitton. 

“You’re damn right I am,” said Debs 
obstinately. 

“Very well Morton, I shall send someone else 
to fetch the bow and in the meantime I shall 
summons Jacqueline Ivanhoe and Yvonne Godfrey 
and I will have you held down.” 

The tension in the Great Hall was palpable.  
“You rotten fucking bitch,” Debs blurted out. 

“This is so fucking bogus.” 
“I’ll count to five Miss Morton, it’s your choice.” 
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Debs stared down at the violin bow housed in 
it own private display case. Along the shaft of the 
exquisite bow the words ‘The Morton Special’ had 
been etched in elegant calligraphic script. It still 
boggled Deborah’s mind that anybody could hate her 
so much that they would commission a thousand quid 
bespoke bow designed purely for the purpose of 
beating her. She lifted the lid and extracted the bow 
with trembling fingers. She flexed it though the air. It 
sent a shiver down her spine. 

“Okay Be-yotch,” she muttered to herself. 
“Bring it on! Do your worst, but Debs is back.”   
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Confirmation of a Legend 

 
 
Debs had carried the Morton Special back to 

the Great Hall. Her features were fixed in a picture of 
defiance and for the first time in weeks her head was 
held high. She strode purposefully through the 
corridors in with a defiant gait that was a stark 
contrast to the dispirited shuffle she had adopted of 
late.  

As a tennis player Debs had earned herself a 
reputation for grit, determination, concentration and 
composure under pressure. She was also famous for 
her ability to recover from adversity. 

Memorably, when she was nineteen years old 
she reached the quarter finals of the French Open at 
Roland Garros and was pitted against the reigning 
world champion Connie Everton. Debs was deeply 
disappointed to succumb in a leg cramping match 
that lasted over three hours and featured twenty 
rallies of forty or more returns. After the defeat she 
retreated to a small cottage she had purchased on 
the south coast and cancelled several appearances at 
scheduled tournaments. The fickle press wrote her off 
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and speculated that her career was finished. Four 
weeks later she would fly alone to Madison Square 
Garden, without her coach or any entourage, and 
proceed to cream Miss Everton. Double-bagelling the 
champion love and love in a record breaking 
seventeen minutes and eleven seconds.     

The hacks from the glad-rags immediately 
heralded her withdrawal from the public eye as a 
move of strategic genius and dubbed her as 
‘Indominatable Debs’.  

 
Debs chums had watched dismally as she 

handed the violin bow over to the music instructor 
and lugged the piano stool in front of the orchestra. 
She stripped off her blazer and bent over. 

Every member of the orchestra knew what it 
was like to get six of the best across the bare arse 
from Ms Lawton’s cane and knew that Deborah’s 
bottom would be on fire. They wouldn’t have 
swapped places in Debs bumbags for all the hot dogs 
in Brooklyn. What they witnessed was extraordinary. 

Ms Whitton spared no quarter and beat 
Deborah with all her might. Somehow Debs resisted 
the temptation to scream and shout. When she was 
finally given the release command she was clearly 
shaken. Her face was chalky white and her lips set in 
a tight line but her eyes burned with defiance as she 
handed over her punishment record book for post-
processing. But the drama was not yet over. 

Wordlessly Ms Whitton annotated the book and 
then without warning she pointed back at the stool. 
“Now bend over again,” she said curtly. 

Debs mouth opened and her chin wagged but 
no sounds came out. 
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“You cussed me out,” snapped Ms Whitton, 

“now bend over or I shall have you collared and taken 
up to the Grand Dames and demand you are given a 
public flogging.” 

Deborah Morton gaped at the music instructor. 
For a moment she said nothing and remained glued 
to the spot. Then finally she glared defiantly at Ms 
Whitton. “You’ll never make me howl and you’ll never 
make me blub,” she said rebelliously and then 
hopelessly she leaned down and stretched her body 
out across the stool. 

 
What ensued confirmed Deborah Morton as a 

thoroughbred Woody legend. Ms Whitton beat her 
like a carpet but unbelievably Debs did not utter a 
sound. She writhed and wriggled, squirmed and 
kicked, but she refused to howl. 

 
Miraculously the terrible beating had stimulated 

a revival in Deborah’s spirits. Her chums were 
delighted that after allowing a prudent period for her 
scorched arse to cool down a tad Debs Morton 
embarked upon a campaign of goofing, larking, japing 
and pranking with renewed enthusiasm. 

 
Ms Lawton had been appalled to read the 

reports of the dual thrashings and had summonsed 
Ms Whitton to her study. The Music Dame had 
justified her ill-treatment of Debs by referring the 
Grand Dame to the ‘eyes-only’ memorandum she had 
personally issued stating that ‘Morton should be 
treated with Extreme Prejudice at all times. All rules, 
regulations and protocols are to be strictly enforced. 
Infractions however minor should be treated with 
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zero-tolerance and she should be punished to the 
maximum allowable extent.’ 

Ms Lawton couldn’t deny that Ms Whitton had 
followed the instruction implicitly but she couldn’t 
help thinking that she had crossed the thin line 
between extreme prejudice and extreme malice. 
Prudently she imposed a thirty day restraining order 
between Ms Whitton and Debs bumbags. 

Many Woody historians speculate that it was 
this episode that caused Ms Lawton to begin to 
contemplate her retirement. 

 



9 

 
A Harsh Call 

 
 
In the twelve months that had elapsed since 

the showdown in the Great Hall Ms Whitton’s loathing 
of Deborah had not diminished one iota. Although she 
showed a little more restraint in her persecution of 
Debs, visits to the music room were never pleasant. 
For weeks Ms Whitton would give Debs the cold-
shoulder and completely ignore her and then 
suddenly out of the blue she would send her to stand 
in the corner for no reason at all. During one period 
Debs didn’t even make it to her seat for three 
consecutive tutorials, spending the full ninety minutes 
facing the wall with her hands on her head. It was 
extremely tiresome and Deborah occasionally 
retaliated. She earned herself a public flogging for 
letting down all four tires of Ms Whitton’s car. 

Inevitably the Music Dame could not 
completely resist the temptation to take her violin 
bow to Debs bumbags. On the last lesson before the 
unit broke up for Xmas furlough she had fabricated 
an excuse to beat Deborah and to “give her 
something to remember me by over the holidays”.    
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As usual the cause of Deborah’s latest 
encounter with the violin bow was somewhat dubious. 
When Debs had arrived at the music room Ms 
Whitton had barreled down upon her accusing her 
that the knot of her tie had slipped and her top 
button was inappropriately exposed. Debs reached up 
to correct the knot of her tie fully expecting to be 
issued with a misconduct mark. To her astonishment 
Ms Whitton slapped her hand away and thrust a 
yellow card in her face calling her a tramp. It was a 
harsh call and Debs couldn’t help herself; she rolled 
her eyes and curled her lip in contempt. That was 
enough for Ms Whitton. 

“Good grief,” she screamed at Debs. “I have 
never seen such insolence young lady. Go and put 
down your satchel, remove your blazer and fetch me 
the Morton Special.” 

 
Deborah spread herself out across the piano 

stool. It was really a duet bench rather than a stool. 
It was twelve inches high at the leg, with four inches 
of hollow storage covered by a two inch cushioned 
seat. The seat was exactly twelve inches in breadth. 
The Woody Wags often laughed that Heinrich 
Engelhard Steinweg and his carpenters must have 
tested their daughters out bent over the benches as 
they appeared to have designed one of the perfect 
venues for whops. 

 
Debs shifted her tummy forward across the 

padded seat until she felt as if her body was    
equilaterally organized. She stretched out her arms 
and legs until only her fingers and toes touched the 
wood floor of the slightly raised wooden stage. She 
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lowered her head between her outstretched arms and 
watched her tie dangle forward and her hair cascade 
towards the floor. She took a deep breath and waited 
for the latest episode of the vendetta to slowly unfold. 

 
Ms Whitton slipped an original copy of a 

performance of Django Reinhardt during his Quintette 
du Hot Club de France phase out of its LP cover and 
placed it on the vintage phonograph. She carefully 
placed the needle down and waited for the music to 
fill the room. She retrieved the violin bow from the 
top of the piano and waved it in the air, conducting 
the music. The occupants of the room watched her as 
she worked herself into a frenzied state, her arms 
waving, eyes closed, head nodding and her feet 
tapping. All the while Debs lay sprawled across the 
stool with her skirt turned back and her bumbags 
sitting up proud. 

 
Once she had reached an appropriate level of 

critical spiritual mass Ms Whitton stepped onto the 
small stage. Without any preparation she glanced 
downwards and slashed the violin bow across the 
tautened bumbags with inspired accuracy. 

The stiffness of the bow and the low sling of 
the bench were a lethal combination and the bow 
sliced across Deborah’s arse with extreme prejudice. 

  
Deborah squeezed her eyes shut and balled 

her fists until they ached, but her body barely 
twitched. She breathed in through her nose and out 
through her mouth. She concentrated on staying in a 
full drape. Under no circumstances was she going to 
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give Ms Whitton any indication that she was hurting 
her. 

 
Deborah waited for the second stroke to arrive. 

She tried not to be distracted by the sound of 
Django’s unique guitar artistry. She had to stay 
focused. Debs Morton had sworn a year ago that she 
would never again allow herself to be subjugated by 
the evil spirited Music Dame. She gritted her teeth 
and dug deep into her resolve. 
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The Longest Beating 

 
 
Even by the Music Dame’s bizarre standards 

her theatrics were extraordinary. The Wacky 
Whackster, as she was dubbed by the Woody Wags, 
was waving her arms in the air and spinning like a 
dervish. She appeared to have fallen into a trance 
and to have forgotten Deborah. Poor Debs was left 
sprawled across the stool for over ninety seconds with 
her bumbags higher than her head before the violin 
bow exploded off her bumbags for a second time. At 
this rate it was going to be the longest beating in 
history. 

 
Deborah’s heart was pounding. The protracted 

interlude between each stroke was making it 
extremely difficult for her to prepare herself. Canings 
generally settled into a predictable rhythm. The 
anatomy of whops was a widely debated subject 
amongst the facilities inmates. It was generally 
agreed that the timing between each stroke was a 
critical ingredient. In her voluminous writings on the 
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subject of whops Deborah advocates what she calls 
the ‘Queensgate Technique.’  

“After I entered the third form I was destined 
never to get less than six,” she recalls. “The President 
of Posh at that time was a super gal named Alison 
Jones, who was extraordinarily talented with the 
popping stick. She perfected the five-minute caning, a 
technique that she handed down to Pauline Gascoigne 
and Christy Cranfield.” 

“First there was the sixty second set-up where 
you were in position over the arm of the popping seat 
with your skirt neatly turned back. This might not 
seem long but I can assure you a lot goes through 
your mind when you’re head down, arse up for sixty 
seconds. Next came the whops. One every thirty 
seconds, which gave you sufficient time to experience 
the full cycle of each stroke. Finally we were given 
another sixty seconds to gather ourselves before 
being given the release command. It was an 
extremely practical approach to caning and very fair 
on the recipient. We knew exactly what to expect and 
there were no surprises.”    

    
The third stroke took Deborah by surprise; she 

was desperately trying to look back between the legs 
of the stool to gauge Ms Whitton’s approach but the 
Music Dame remained outside of her field of vision. 
The only warning she got was the whistle of the bow 
cutting through the air, leaving her only milliseconds 
to brace herself. The pain imploded through her rear 
end and the sound of the bow slicing down across 
tautened gossamer echoed in her ears. 

 



39 

 
Ms Whitton stepped back. The track on the LP 

had changed and she was waving her arms slowly, 
picking up the new rhythms. She stared down at 
Deborah’s tightly stretched bumbags with a demented 
gleam in her eyes. If anything her loathing of Debs 
had increased since the showdown in the Great Hall. 
Deborah’s defiance of her and her unbridled contempt 
sent the Music Dame into paroxysms of ire. She 
raised the bow high in the air and slashed it 
downwards. 

 
Deborah Morton remained defiantly stretched 

out across the piano stool, her body as still as a 
statue as the violin bow exploded off her bumbags.  

Ms Whitton was determined to beat Debs 
bandy and Debs was equally determined to not give 
the Music Dame the satisfaction of showing her that 
she was actually causing her considerable distress. 

Debs lay panting across the stool as Ms 
Whitton waved her arms and prepared herself for the 
closer. It had been an extremely prolonged beating. 
Deborah had been folded over the piano stool for 
almost ten minutes but she sensed her ordeal was 
drawing to a close. With incredible bravado Debs 
pushed her bottom up in the air and tempted her 
nemesis to give it her best shot. 

It was an extraordinary whop by any standards 
and seemed designed to cut poor Deborah in two. 
Somehow, with white-knuckled determination, Debs 
Morton managed to refrain from showing any 
indication of the excruciating pain that was flooding 
through her body and seemed to have transformed 
her blood into molten lava. She kept her head buried 
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between her arms so Ms Whitton would not see her 
face twisted and contorted in agony and anguish.  

Even after she was given the release command 
it was some time before Debs could bring herself to 
push herself up from the stool. She hobbled very 
slowly back to her desk to retrieve her punishment 
record book so that the thrashing could be post-
processed. It almost came as a relief when Ms 
Whitton instructed her to spend the remainder of the 
lecture standing on her chair with her hands on her 
head.   
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Bring Me the Morton Special 

 
 
“I understand that you were beaten by Ms 

Whitton?” said Mr Humphries. 
Debs flushed slightly. “Yes sir, I’m sorry sir.” 
“The report says that you were insolent after 

being given a yellow card for collar and tie abuse?” 
the Grand Master continued. 

“Yes sir, I understand that is how the report is 
written,” replied Debs noncommittally. 

“Was your collar and tie in an abusive 
condition?” asked Mr Humphries. 

“I honestly don’t know sir,” said Debs. “I was 
barely through the door when she pounced on me 
and showed me the card. I tried to check and she 
slapped my hand away.” 

Mr Humphries slid several photographs across 
the table. “These show that your whole top button is 
visible.” 

Deborah nodded. “Yes, sir, but those pictures 
were taken after I was beaten.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “Just checking,” he 
mused, “so how was it?” 
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“How was it?” squealed Deborah. “It was a 
fucking nightmare. That bitch beat me bandy. But I 
didn’t let her know it,” she added proudly. 

 
“I understand you beat Miss Morton,” said the 

Grand Master. 
Ms Whitton nodded. “Yes sir, she appeared for 

a tutorial in an unkempt state so I gave her a yellow 
card. Her response was most inappropriate so I felt 
obliged to beat her. It’s all in my report Grand 
Master.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “I’m fully 
conversant with the content of your report, Ms 
Whitton. I am merely attempting to clarify some 
matters.” 

“Matters, sir? What matters?’” asked Ms 
Whitton. 

“Well one in particular comes to mind,” said 
the Grand Master. “The tutorial commenced at 3pm. 
Apparently, soon after, a series of yellow and red 
cards were issued and you proceeded to beat Miss 
Morton. Am I getting the timeline right so far?” 

Ms Whitton looked uncomfortable but she 
nodded. 

“Good,” said Mr Humphries. “It appears that 
beating Miss Morton was a time-consuming affair, as 
according to the record you did not complete post-
processing her until 3:20pm. That’s an awful long 
time to be delivering six of the best, but ignoring that 
for one moment, it’s these photographs I find 
intriguing.” Mr Humphries slid three pictures across 
the desk. 

“They just confirm that Morton’s collar and tie 
were in an abusive state,” shrugged Ms Whitton. 
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“You took them with your cell-phone?” 
“Yes sir, standard practice.” 
“But they are time-stamped at 3:24pm,” said 

Mr Humphries. “Is it standard practice to photograph 
a gal’s neckwear just after she has been bent over a 
piano stool having her arse whapped with a custom 
made violin bow?” 

Ms Whitton flushed slightly and her eyes 
darted about the room. “I realized that I had 
forgotten to take the pictures earlier, sir, so I took a 
couple of snaps just for the record.” 

Mr Humphries continued to nod. “So in other 
words they are worthless,” he said calmly. 

Ms Whitton’s eyebrows shot up. “Worthless, 
sir? They are just supporting back-up; I wouldn’t 
exactly call them worthless.” 

Mr Humphries looked at Ms Whitton quite 
calmly. “We have discussed the collar and tie 
protocols at several Brass Summits,” he said evenly. 
“If I recall we agreed that partial exposure of the top 
button would continued to be dealt with by a verbal 
warning and a request for immediate correction and 
even full exposure would at worst incur a misconduct 
mark.” 

“If you had taken the time to check the record, 
sir, you would have observed that I have fully 
complied with the guideline,” said Ms Whitton tartly. 
“I have given her several misconduct marks over the 
past weeks but she just ignores them. She is a tramp, 
so I felt that it was time to put her on notice that she 
had better pay more attention to her clobber so I 
showed her a yellow card.” 

“And she responded insolently? What did she 
say exactly?” asked Mr Humphries. 
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Ms Whitton rolled her eyes in exasperation. 
“Say sir? She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need too. 
With all due respect sir I have considerably more 
experience than you in these matters. I could tell 
exactly what she was thinking. There was no question 
that she was being disrespectful so I took the 
appropriate action.” Ms Whitton puffed herself up like 
a peacock. 

“I wonder whether you would be so kind,” Mr 
Humphries asked the music instructor, “as to bring 
me the Morton Special.” 
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Patty Needs an Ice-Pack 

 
 
“He bent me over the back of a chair and beat 

me with my own violin bow,” wailed Ms Whitton 
indignantly.  

“There, there,” said Patty Hodge 
sympathetically. “Let’s fix you a drink and you’ll feel 
better.” 

“Feel better?” squealed Ms Whitton. “I’ll tell 
you what will make me feel better. Hanging that little 
bitch, Morton, from the rafters by her bumbags is 
what would make me feel better.” 

Patty had been astonished when Ms Whitton 
had burst into her quarters wailing like a banshee. 
Patty’s usual night-time social activities were curtailed 
due to being on-call as Duty Dame. She had been 
kicking back watching TV and sipping a gin and tonic 
when the music instructor had interrupted her. 

Patty had listened sympathetically to Ms 
Whitton’s tale of woe. According to the music 
instructor Mr Humphries had offered her the same 
ultimatum as he had offered the Wart. She either 
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suffered a licking or she packed her bags and took a 
hike. 

Ms Whitton had always skirted around on the 
fringes of the Radical Right. She was not quite the 
whop junkie on the scale of Patty, Katie or the Wart 
but she enjoyed her whops, particularly when they 
involved the bumbags of Debs Morton. Patty had 
spent years trying to recruit her into the hard-core of 
the Radical Right but Ms Whitton had been content to 
get her whops in when they were legitimately 
available and just smiled indulgently when Patty tried 
to encourage her to be more targeted in her 
activities. However, when Debs unleashed the 
Fabulous Fart Patty had seen a window of 
opportunity. 

Ms Whitton was deeply peeved by the 
restraining order placed on her by Ms Lawton and 
took to pitching up in the saloon bar of the Bunch of 
Grapes to gripe about her nemesis. Identifying that 
Ms Whitton was developing a malicious obsession 
Patty moved in. She filled the Music Dame’s head with 
ideas for making Deborah’s future miserable. By the 
time that the restraining order finally expired Ms 
Whitton was a card-carrying member of the Radical 
Right. 

 
Ms Whitton faced a unique dilemma. Although 

she was not as addicted to whops as junkies like 
Patty and the Wart she enjoyed her work at Woodys. 
Moreover she needed the work.  

After her career as a concert pianist had been 
curtailed as a result of a vehicular accident she had 
sought employment as an arranger. 
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Although her musical credentials were never 

brought into question she had attracted several 
complaints from members of the orchestra’s that she 
had beaten with her conductor’s wand for lack-lustre 
performances. Apparently in musical circles this type 
of disciplinary practice is scorned upon and she was 
regularly handed pink slips. Career opportunities were 
rather slim for Ms Whitton so she had felt she had 
little option than to repair to the music room and 
bring back the Morton Special. 

 
The news that the Grand Master had whopped 

another member of her inner circle was deeply 
disturbing to Patty. Ms Whitton was understandably 
irate and it had taken all of Patty’s abundant charms 
to persuade her not to abandon the cause. By the 
time Ms Whitton finally left the apartment Patty 
Hodge was in urgent need of an ice-pack to cool her 
fevered brow. 

 
 “You fawkin’ didn’t?” squealed Lady Victoria 

when Mr Humphries informed her of the Whitton 
whacking.  

The Grand Master nodded. “I think it will send 
the right message to Patty and her cronies,” he told 
the Red-shirt. 

Lady Vix grinned. “Patty will be fawkin’ 
apoplectic. I bet she’s absolutely ropeable.” Victoria’s 
cell-phone rang. “Excuse me sir, I should take this, 
it’s the emergency line.” 

The Grand Master nodded. 
 
“Hold on,” Victoria said into the speaker. She 

turned to the Grand Master. “It’s Debs, she’s got 
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herself into a terrible fix,” she reported. “After she 
finished her meeting she and Rosemary stopped off at 
Monets. Somehow the cab got fawked up and they’re 
going to be late for lockdown. Trouble is Patty’s the 
fawkin’ Duty Dame. She’ll fawkin’ murder Debs.” 

Mr Humphries looked thoughtful. “Tell them 
not to worry about Patty. I’m sure I can trust you to 
bring them home safely Victoria.” 

“They’re not trying to avoid whops,” Victoria 
assured Mr Humphries. 

The Grand Master nodded. “And they’re not 
escaping them. Have Claire take care of business.” 

Victoria nodded. “It’s going to be okay, Debs,” 
she said into the cell-phone. “Now, this what I need 
you to do and this is going to be how it goes down 
when you get back to the campus.” 
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The Recovery Period 

 
 
Debs listened dismally as the cane rebounded 

off the cram-filled trews of Rosemary Booker’s 
jimjams. She counted down between strokes. Claire 
was leaving precisely thirty seconds between 
deliveries. This meant that Debs would be bent over, 
primed and waiting for several minutes before it 
would be her turn to be caned. She flinched as the 
cane sliced across her best chum’s voluptuous 
derriere with a resounding thwack. 

Deborah was keenly aware that her rear end 
was not in optimum shape for another licking. The 
stripes from the earlier beating by Ms Whitton 
stretched uncomfortably while she lay bent over the 
end of her bed. 

Eight hours after receiving a world class 
whopping she was in a critical stage in the recovery 
process.  

Immediately following the beating, Debs had 
been forced to spend several hours with her poor 
beleaguered bum pressed down on a series of 
unforgiving wooden seats in the lecture rooms. The 
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stripes were still sizzling and had acted as a constant 
distraction as she had done her best to concentrate 
on the tutorials. When the last bell rang Debs had 
hurried up to the study she shared with Rosemary to 
have soothing balms massaged into the thick red 
weals. The balms offered some degree of relief to the 
surface flesh burns left by the violin bow but the pain 
in her bum was already beginning work its way deep 
beneath the skin and into her Gluteus Maximus. 
Although the eye-watering heat was gradually 
subsiding the deeper under-burn phase was equally 
distracting. Sudden movements could cause 
unexpectedly embarrassing breath-taking sensations. 

The whop-hardened veterans of the Back to 
School unit spent an inordinate amount of time 
experimenting with new strategies to reduce the 
recovery time. ‘Walking them off’ was a popular 
approach. Most evenings several inmates could be 
seen taking a spin around the quadrangle in an effort 
to avoid the muscles in their bums stiffening up. The 
gals who were walking off whops were easy to spot, 
they would be sporting a distinctive stiffness to their 
gait and their hands were generally stuffed into the 
pockets of their blazers to resist the temptation to 
rub. 

Rosemary and Debs linked arms and went for 
a stroll. Debs was determined to get over the worst 
effects of the whops before an appointment she had 
scheduled for later in the evening with a potential 
sponsor. 

 
By the time Debs and Rosemary arrived in 

town the discomfort in Deborah’s backside had 
subsided to a dull but permanent throb. Her day was 
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considerably cheered by an offer of a footwear 
endorsement in the event that she qualified to return 
to the Grand Prix circuit. Once they were finished the 
two chums repaired to the VIP bar of Monets for a 
celebratory tipple. 

   
Debs looked bleakly down at her watch. “Can 

you see where our cab is,” she asked the bar-tender. 
She groaned when the bar-keep returned and 

told her that the cab had gone to the wrong address 
and was still ten minutes away. Dismally Deborah 
opened her cell-phone and speed-dialed Lady Vix. 

“I’m sorry to bother you Victoria but we’re in a 
bit of a fix,” she told the Red-shirt. “Rosie and I are in 
the bar at Monets but our cab hasn’t arrived. We’re 
going to be late and you know who’s acting as Duty 
Dame don’t you? Patty fucking Hodge.” 

She listened intently. “Thanks Vix, you’re a real 
sport,” she said gratefully and closed her phone. 

“Well, good news and bad news,” she informed 
Rosemary. “Bad news is that we’re due for a 
whopping when we get back, but the good news is 
that we won’t be getting them from Patty. Vix is going 
to unlock the gate of the orchard. If we call her as 
the cab approaches she’ll make sure the coast is 
clear. We’ll get whopped by Claire and written up for 
gabbing.” 

Rosemary looked at her chum curiously. “You 
kind of sacrificed our bumbags here didn’t you Debs?” 
she asked. “I mean you could have said that the 
meeting ran late and we were having trouble with the 
taxi. You didn’t have to say we were in the bar.” 

Debs shrugged. “I could have told some 
porkies,” she acknowledged. “But Vix has 
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straightened things with Mr Humphries and she told 
him that at least we did the right thing and called in. 
He’s good to us and it would be terrible to be caught 
out in a silly lie.” She grinned at Rosemary. “Come on 
sis, I’ll buy you another vodka and tonic before the 
cab comes. It’ll help to be a bit squiffed up.” 

Rosemary groaned. “I know it’s only whops,” 
she said. “But Claire canes hard. What shape’s your 
bum in for another licking?” 

“Not great,” confessed Debs. “But I’ll live, it’s 
not like it’s the first time I’ve been caned more than 
once in the same day.” 

She lifted her drink. “Bottoms up,” she toasted. 
Rosemary grimaced. She took Deborah’s glass 

and handed it back to the bartender. “Put another 
shot in there,” she told him. “I think you’re going to 
need it,” she said to Debs. 

    
Debs heard the sixth stroke crack off 

Rosemary’s arse and then the soft-shoe shuffle of 
Claire’s crepe soled shoes as she padded across the 
floor. Debs gritted her teeth. The next few minutes of 
her life did not look encouraging. 
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Pace and Accuracy 

 
 
Deborah’s quest to scramble above Lady 

Victoria into the number two position on the All-time 
Big BUTT was getting off to a far hotter start than she 
would have cared for. 

On the GalGab web-site Claire Brooks garnered 
consistently rave reviews for her consummate artistry 
with the ashplant. When Debs had first been 
whopped across the jimjams by Claire she had posted 
an overall ranking for of eight point five for a 
combination of artistic merit, technical proficiency and 
heat-rating. It was a remarkable accolade for a 
prefect’s first outing with the whippy stick. Since that 
inaugural caning learned and well-respected Woody 
pundits had slowly been nudging her scores upwards. 
Her average was now approaching nine point one. 
Judging from the first swipe Debs Morton was not 
feeling inclined to disagree with agree with the 
spectacular reclassification. 

 
There was absolutely no question in Deborah’s 

mind that if she was going to get twelve strokes of 
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the cane she preferred to get it all in one sitting. The 
sensation of the thin whippy stick reigniting the after-
effects of her earlier thrashing by Ms Whitton was 
truly eye-watering. She gritted her teeth and buried 
her face in the duvet.  

 
Claire Brooks’s remarkable skill with the cane 

was not altogether surprising. The daughter of the 
pro-spanking activist Ma Brooks she had been bred by 
the back of a wooden hairbrush. She had attended 
the ultra-posh Dayton Manor boarding school where 
she had earned the record as the second most caned 
school pupil in history. Ironically the woman bending 
over the bed in front of her held the unfortunate 
record as being number one. 

At Woodys she had continued to be caned 
consistently enough that she had never left the top 
five of the Hall of Shame and had regularly held the 
number one spot. 

Like most experts she understood that a truly 
effective caning was a mixture of pace and accuracy. 
Although she was extremely slender years of mucking 
out stables and humping bales of hay had given her 
particularly strong wrists that allowed her to deliver 
the last minute flick of the wrist with considerable 
power. 

 
Debs left leg crooked backwards at the knee. 

The problem with receiving two world class 
whoppings on the same day was that the second set 
of strokes were going to be delivered in exactly the 
same target area as the first. The safe area of the 
female posterior known as the sweet spot is barely six 
inches from top to bottom. When the cane strokes 
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land in the sweet spot situated at the apex of the 
curve of a correctly presented backside no lasting 
damage will be sustained. While Deborah appreciated 
the safety of Claire’s artistry the perfect placement of 
the stripes right on top of the earlier caning was 
devastating. 

 
“I’m going back on patrol for a few minutes,” 

Claire told Debs and Rosemary. “If you want to do 
some emergency repair work you’d better be quick 
and be careful. Patty’s the Duty Dame and she might 
be sneaking around. If you hear a door slamming 
from downstairs be warned. That’ll be me letting you 
know Patty’s on the prowl.” 

 
Deborah hugged Victoria. “Thank you for 

cutting us some slack last night,” she said gratefully. 
“I owe you big-time.” 

Lady Vix hugged Debs back. “I cut you slack 
because you were completely honest with me. I know 
you could have made up some porkies, but you didn’t 
and I’m proud of you. I’m just sorry it had to end in 
whops.” 

Debs shrugged. “Hey tell me a time in my life 
when it didn’t end in whops,” she giggled. 

“So how was it?” asked Vix. 
“Not very good from my perspective,” admitted 

Debs. “I mean Claire’s as sound as a trout. Everything 
is safe, she never misses or gives wraparounds but 
she can really fucking scorch you.” She wriggled 
theatrically. “Things are still pretty lively in my 
bumbags so I’m not planning on much goofing or 
gabbing today.” 
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Victoria grinned. “You’ve still got a ways to go 
before you take over from me as number two,” she 
told Debs. 

Debs flushed slightly. “I know,” she said, “but I 
have to make a run at it, although I wasn’t exactly 
planning such a lively start to the campaign.” 

Victoria hugged Debs. “Good luck sis, you 
know how it is, just keep on minxing and the whops 
will come your way.” 
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Madame Diderot 

 
 
Lisa Sutton was in no doubt that whops were 

about to come her way. She was eyeball to eyeball 
with Madame Diderot, gasping for breath as the 
French Dame yanked her forward by the knot of her 
tie. Madame was a fickle broad and was severely 
challenged in the humor department, particularly 
when it came to wise-cracks about her countrymen. 

As soon as she opened her mouth Lisa realized 
that quoting Mark Twain’s observation that, “France 
has neither winter nor summer nor morals. Apart 
from these drawbacks it is a fine country.  France has 
usually been governed by prostitutes," might not have 
been well-received. Madame Diderot had snatched up 
her cane. 

Lisa Sutton reacted instinctively. She scrambled 
out of her seat and was about to bend herself over 
her desk when Madame’s long bony arm reached out 
and grabbed her by the tie. Lisa had been desperately 
been trying to avoid having to experience what the 
Woody Wags referred to as the ‘French Yank’. 
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In her youth Madame Diderot had been 
considered something of a beauty. She had danced 
barefoot in nightclubs around the Algerian Quarter 
and developed a taste for Gaulloises and absinthe. 
She was married briefly to a refined nobleman but 
divorced him when he declined her invitations to 
handcuff him to their bed and so that she could beat 
him with her favorite six tailed flogger. She returned 
to the Algerian Quarter where she found the North 
Africans far more amenable to her desires to mete 
out punition corporelle. 

Corporal punishment had been officially 
abolished within the French school system in 1881 but 
many of the finer institutes circumnavigated the 
abolition by employing independent martinets to 
discipline delinquent pupils in private salons. 

Madame Diderot supplemented her generous 
alimony payments by establishing an agency of 
disciplinarians who were commissioned to fouetté 
over a thousand miscreants a year. It was lucrative 
work until one of her employees became over-zealous 
and Madame was forced to close the agency down 
and have it on her toes with some expediency to 
avoid a potential spell in chokey. 

Taking advantage of her degree in French 
Literature she crossed the channel and secured a 
position at an exclusive boarding school where she 
was delighted to find corporal punishment was still 
strongly encouraged. Unfortunately her liking for 
absinthe caused friction with the governors and she 
was obliged to tender her resignation. For several 
years she used bogus credentials to secure new 
positions at prestigious boarding schools. A reference 
from a dead French President praising her tutorial 
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work with a fictitious daughter was particularly 
impressive. Nonetheless her drunken antics generally 
caused her to have to slink away at the dead of night 
to avoid being sacked. 

She ended up at Dartington Manor where she 
was befriended by Patty Hodge who had installed 
herself as the Mistress of Discipline. Patty took a 
shine to the Parisian and would occasionally allow her 
to participate in her thrashing duties. Madame Diderot 
had caned the backsides of both Cathryn and 
Cassandra Cassidy long before they were sentenced 
to Woodys. 

When Patty was appointed Deputy Grand 
Dame at the Back to School unit she immediately 
handed Ms Lawton a copy of Madame Diderot’s 
resume, supported by the usual stack of bogus 
credentials. Madame was amongst the first recruits to 
the new Brass. 

Sensibly Patty prevailed on her chum to cut 
back on the absinthe, particularly during the working 
day. It transpired that she was a natural and gifted 
educator. She was genuinely passionate about both 
the French language and her knowledge of French 
literature was staggering. Many of the inmates who 
had spoken passable French when they had started 
their sentences now spoke and wrote fluently. Her 
lectures and tutorials were generally quite popular. 

However, as she was demonstrating to Lisa 
Sutton could be a crabby cove. Her habit of yanking 
the inmates from their seats by the knot of their ties 
and then reeling them in across their desks was 
particularly unpopular. The face to face confrontations 
were extremely unpleasant. The Woody Wags 
speculated that she had secured a supply of absinthe 
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flavored tooth-paste, her breath reeked of Gaulloises 
and her choice of perfume appeared to be largely 
influenced by the working girls on the la Rue Saint-
Denis.  

Once riled her sophisticated university 
educated accent gave way to guttural, Parisian slang. 
Even Lisa who was extremely fluent in French had 
difficulty deciphering much of Madame’s diatribe, 
although she did not require any assistance 
translating the Dame’s persistent references to six du 
meilleur. 
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Miss Lisa Sutton 

 
 
Madame Diderot was slowly circling Lisa’s desk. 

She still had a tight hold on her victim’s tie and kept 
their faces only inches apart. Once she reached the 
far side of the desk she suddenly released her grip on 
Lisa’s tie, grabbed her by the back of the neck and 
unceremoniously slammed her chest down across the 
lid. Still holding Lisa down by the neck Madame 
yanked back her skirt and sliced the cane downwards. 

 
The Woody gals found being held down across 

the desk extremely undignified. However, Lisa had no 
time to voice her objections before her bumbags were 
under fire. 

The thrashing was over almost before it 
started. Unlike the other members of the Brass, 
Madame had no time for meticulous set-ups. She was 
the only member of the Brass who did not require her 
victims to remove their blazers, took no practice 
swings and the only separation between the strokes 
was the time it took her to bring her arm back. 
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Surprisingly, her canings were remarkably 
effective. Lisa’s feet were stamping on the floor and 
her buttocks squirming wildly. Despite the speed of 
delivery the strokes landed safely in the sweet spot in 
very close proximity of each other. There was no time 
for the stripes to settle down, within the space of 
thirty seconds Lisa’s backside had been turned into a 
ball of fire. 

When she was yanked back into the vertical 
she was still stamping her feet and shaking her head 
in bewilderment. She snatched back at the seat of her 
skirt and only barely managed to stop herself from 
publicly rubbing. 

Madame reached into the breast pocket of 
Lisa’s blazer and extracted her small punishment 
record book. “Follow me,” she growled and stalked 
back towards the front of the lecture room. 

 
Lisa Sutton wriggled and squirmed in the hard 

wooden seat. Her latest encounter with the cane had 
been another set-back to her reform campaign. Unlike 
many of the mega-minxes Lisa Sutton had no 
competitive aspirations for greatness on the Hall of 
Shame. Lisa’s popular mantra was that she was, “a 
very naughty gal, but not a bad gal.”  

She admits that at primary school she spent an 
inordinate time standing in the corner but is quick to 
point it was mainly because she was such a 
chatterbox. At boarding school she was a regular 
visitor to the Sin Bin to write endless lines but again 
her school reports confirm it was generally for her 
endless nattering. She was a brilliant academic and 
was appointed as Headgirl. A role she performed, 
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according to her contemporaries, with considerable 
care and compassion. 

She won a place at Camford where her Physics 
Dons proclaimed her as one of the great scientific 
brains of her generation. However, at university she 
discovered a fondness for wining and dining, 
particularly the wining. She became a regular at 
Ladette sponsored raves and began to attract the 
attention of the Dark Agents of the System. 

Lisa’s cause was not helped by the fact that 
her father was the flamboyant international playboy, 
Johnny Sutton. At eighteen Johnny had inherited a 
pharmaceutical empire that he had immediately 
dismantled and sold off for billions. He would never 
work a day in his life. He gained a reputation as a 
Romeo and married one of the great beauties of the 
day. They welcomed the birth of Lisa but shortly after 
it occurred to Johnny that his new wife was certifiably 
barking. He arranged for their mansion to be fully 
staffed with the necessary nurses and attendants and 
took to the high seas on the world’s fourth largest 
yacht. Lisa was brought up by a series of au-pairs and 
nanny’s. 

Reports of Lisa’s appearances at the Ladette 
raves were generally suffixed by references to her 
father and his widely documented shenanigans. The 
Dark Agents began to lick their lips and the bounty on 
her bumbags kept increasing. She was finally arrested 
and the Dark Agents lobbied for a full sentence at the 
Big House. Fortunately her Dons staged an 
intervention and managed to negotiate a two-year 
sentence at the lower security Radcliffe Back to 
School unit. 
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Lisa was a popular member of the community 
and worked hard on her research for her thesis on 
superconductivity. She regularly helped the other 
inmates by tutoring them and assisting them in 
completing applications to colleges and universities 
offering mature student programs to reformed 
Ladettes. 

However, unbeknownst to Lisa the Dark Agents 
continued to be aggrieved at the paltry bounty they 
had received when she was sent to Radcliffe and 
maintained her on their Serious Target list. 

In a Machiavellian plot that would not be 
exposed for several years the Grand Dame of the 
facility was offered a considerable financial 
inducement to stitch Lisa up like a kipper. 

She was accused of authoring university 
applications for her chums in return for payment. 
When Lisa protested her innocence the Grand Dame 
procured a cane and gave her three strokes across 
the palm of her left hand. Lisa continued to protest 
and filed a complaint with the System. To her horror 
and astonishment several Dark Agents arrived at the 
facility, informed her that her appeal had been 
rejected, hand-cuffed her and drove her away to be 
fitted for clobber. 

 
She had started her whops and clobber 

experience on her second day at Woodys and would 
become infamous for her observation that, “three 
strokes across the palm of the left hand hardly 
prepares you for six hot ones across the seat of thin 
pajamas.” 
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These Bumbags are Out! 

 
 
“She’s always gabbing about reform,” 

complained Cassie Cassy, “and then she goes and 
gets herself whopped.” 

Jojo smiled at her chum. She was used to 
Cassie ranting and raving about the performances of 
her competitors on the Big BUTT and she was known 
to be particularly verbose on the subject of Lisa 
Sutton. 

“I truly don’t believe she goes out of way to 
get herself whopped,” Jojo told her chum. 

“Hmmph!” snorted Cassie, “how can you get 
whopped that often if you’re not trying?” 

“Perhaps she’s just unlucky,” suggested Jojo. 
Cassie Cassy did not look the least bit 

convinced. 
 
Lisa Sutton considered herself to be extremely 

unlucky to have been bent over for the second time in 
the space of six hours. 

Over lunch she had emphatically assured her 
best chum, Bernadette Summers, that she was 
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restructuring her campaign for reform with immediate 
effect. 

“Some of my previous strategies have been 
unsuccessful but I also think that I have been 
unlucky,” she told the Bounder. “I need to take bad 
luck out of the equation.” 

“Yeah,” drawled Bernadette, “It occurred to me 
that you were particularly unlucky to be whopped for 
telling that old crow Diderot that her country’s 
Presidents were all fucking whores. I can’t imagine 
why she would get the pip.” 

Lisa frowned. “Twain wasn’t referring to street-
walkers; he was just commenting that many French 
Presidents have shown a predilection for making 
policy decisions based upon the requirements of the 
highest bidder. Madame Diderot knew exactly what I 
was talking about but it was just my luck that she 
probably had a roaring hangover.” 

Bernadette spooned some salad into her 
mouth and nodded. “Well put in that context I can 
see how you might feel you had a touch of bad luck.” 

Lisa scowled. “There’s no need for you to be 
sarcastic,” she snorted. “I’ll show you. Just watch 
these bumbags! These bumbags are out!”    

 
There is little more annoying for a gal on a 

determined reform campaign than to have her 
concentration suddenly interrupted by the sensation 
of a stream of icy water hitting her in the back of the 
neck and then water slowly dripping down inside her 
blouse and soaking the material. 

Lisa leapt to her feet, her chair scraping noisily 
across the wooden floor, grabbing a hanky and trying 
to pat her neck dry and to stem the annoying stream. 
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At the front of the lecture room Stephanie 

Powell looked up from the assignments she was 
marking. 

“What the Dickens?” asked the Dame, “what is 
it Sutton?” 

Lisa thought on her feet. “It was a bee or 
something Ma’am,” she answered hurriedly. “I hate 
bees.” 

Ms Powell looked suspicious. “A bee, I don’t 
see any bees.” 

Lisa looked about the room. “No Ma’am, I don’t 
know what it was, but I swore I heard one behind 
me. I’m sorry for the interruption.” 

Stephanie Powell just nodded. “Well sit back 
down and finish your essay,” she said finally. 

 
Lisa was seething. For the next hour she was 

forced to sit through two lectures with the cold, damp 
material of her blouse sticking to her back 
uncomfortably. It was most disagreeable.  

As usual her first suspect was the Bounder but 
as they were seated at directly adjacent desks it 
would have taken an act of remarkable contortion to 
have squirted her in the neck. With Bernadette out of 
the running as a suspect Lisa was convinced that the 
prime candidate as the culprit was Ali Stone. 

 
Lisa found herself in a dilemma. As the first 

action of her reform campaign she had emptied her 
satchel of her usual artillery and placed it in her 
locker. She considered this to be a symbolic 
representation of her determination to reform. It also 
left her defenseless and prey to pranksters like Ali. 
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In all fairness she had not had the opportunity 
to share her plans for her most recent program with 
Ali and she understood Miss Stone would have 
considered her fair game for a soaking.  

The Minxster and the AliKat were tight, so Lisa 
considered approaching Ali and simply declaring 
herself out of the game. However, Lisa doubted that 
Ali would be easily convinced. Lisa acknowledged that 
this was not the first time she had rolled out bold 
declarations regarding her plans for reform. Her 
previous campaigns had not proven overly successful 
and she suspected that Ali might think that she was 
being duped. 

The alternative would be to do nothing and 
totally ignore being shot at with a high powered 
water pistol. That was not an attractive proposition. If 
word got out she would become a sitting duck for 
inmates armed with catapults, water pistols and pea-
shooters. 

Wearily, during afternoon break, Lisa retired to 
her study, put on a clean, dry blouse and retrieved 
her Vintage Wyandotte pistol with a seven inch nozzle 
and loaded it with ice cold water. 
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Gotcha 

 
 
Lisa couldn’t help noticing that when they 

returned to the lecture hall following the afternoon 
break Ali waited until she saw where she was sitting 
and then came and plonked herself down at the next 
desk. Ali smiled cheerily at the Minxster and coolly 
proceeded to set out her books. Lisa returned Ali’s 
smile and carried on with her own preparations.  

 
Ali Stone was a professional prankster. During 

her period as an aspiring actress she had taken work 
with a troupe of magicians and clowns and learned 
sleight of hand. She practiced her skills around the 
compound by deftly attaching signs to the back of 
unsuspecting inmate’s blazers with witticisms such as 
‘Kick Me’ or ‘Former Professional Bicycle’ printed in 
her trademark ‘kidnappers’ font. Ali thought it was a 
hoot but her victims were rarely amused. 

 
Lisa had good reason to suspect Ali as her 

assailant. The AliKat was an avid collector of vintage 
water pistols, pea-shooters and catapults. She had 
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several trunks in her study filled with booty she had 
procured at on-line auctions and each item was neatly 
catalogued. Aside from her antics with her unpopular 
stick-on signs she was also well known for staging 
ambushes with her vast armory.  

Lisa loved Ali like a sister but there was a 
certain air of smugness about her chum that was 
giving her the pip. Unfortunately, with Ali seated so 
close there was not much chance of staging a 
surprise attack. Lisa stared towards the front of the 
lecture room and inwardly seethed. 

 
Ali planned on giving Lisa a wide-berth for a 

few hours. She knew from experience that her chum 
would soon cool down and forget the incident in the 
lecture hall. The AliKat was confident that she would 
be able to chalk up a comfortable victory over the 
Minxster.   

 
Lisa finished her evening study assignments 

ahead of schedule and decided to take a spin around 
the quad. The cloisters, quadrangle and recreation 
area were all quite quiet with the majority of the 
inmates still inside poring over their books. 

It was a pleasant evening and Lisa found a 
shady spot beneath a tree and sat down to enjoy a 
fag and a good read of a book on Time-Independent 
Perturbation Theory. She was beginning to doze off 
when she was snapped back into consciousness by 
the sight of the lone figure of Ali Stone emerging from 
the cloisters. Lisa slid around behind the tree and 
checked out the lay of the land. Ali was dressed in a 
white shirt, jodhpurs and tall riding boots. She had 
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her riding hat and crop under her arm. She was 
striding purposefully towards the stable area. 

Lisa had something of a head start. She 
reached down and took her Wyandotte out of her 
satchel and darted across the far side of the 
recreation area, careful to keep out of Ali’s line of 
sight. She scurried through the back-gate and then 
tip-toed into the stable area. Lisa went into the tack 
room and took cover behind the door. 

 
Ali Stone hurried into the tack room and 

crossed to the saddle tree. She was about to hoist 
down her saddle when Lisa whistled at her. Ali span 
around and was caught between the eyes by a thin 
stream of water. Lisa proceeded to gleefully douse 
her up and down, soaking her from head to foot, 
grinning like a Cheshire Cat. 

“Gotcha,” she gloated. 
“And I’ve got you, young lady,” snapped Jane 

Lummell as she stepped into the room and grabbed 
Lisa’s wrist, forcing her to drop the pistol. 

“Awwww man!” wailed Lisa as she was 
dragged stumbling across the stables towards a bale 
of hay. 

“Hand me that riding crop,” Ms Lummell 
instructed Ali. 

“Awwww man!” groaned Lisa as her skirt was 
turned back. 

 
Jane Lummell split her time between teaching 

physical education and running the equestrian 
program. She was as fit as a butcher’s dog and had 
one of the most respected right arms amongst the 
Brass.  
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Although she was a fully paid up member of 
the Liberal Left and a great defender of minx rights 
she was a no nonsense disciplinarian. She brought 
the braided, leather riding crop down with a crack. 

 
Lisa tottered out of the stables like a Friday 

night drunk. There had been absolutely no-nonsense 
about the thrashing she had just received. She 
couldn’t believe her bad luck as smoke billowed out 
from beneath her skirt as she staggered back towards 
the recreation area. 
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Patty Kvetches 

 
 
As the winter term drew to a close the inmates 

increasingly suffered from cabin-fever and the sound 
of canes, straps and slippers rebounding off navy blue 
bumbags echoed around the facility morning, noon 
and night. 

Jojo, Debs, Cassie Cassy and the unwilling 
Minxster slugged it out at the top of the Hall of 
Shame. Despite Lisa’s reluctance there were dozens 
of gals happy to participate in the perpetual game of 
cat and mouse with the Brass and the Elite and more 
than willing to run the risk of whops in exchange for 
the pleasures of goofing, pranking, larking and japing. 

 
For once Patty Hodge had little to complain 

about. With the escalation of whops her cohorts on 
the Radical Right and her pawns from the SS were 
easily meeting their quotas.  

Katie Beck was having a field day. After twelve 
weeks the inmates clobber had taken some tough 
wear and tear. Many of the inmates who had planned 
on waiting until the furlough before renewing their 
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wardrobes found themselves head down, arse up 
across Katie’s lap. 

Nonetheless, Patty remained concerned about 
the increasing influence of Lady Victoria Brompton 
and the consistent erosion of her own power-base. 
She was also deeply perturbed by the role that her 
arch-enemy Cat Cassidy seemed to be taking in 
matters of policy and protocol. She lay in bed at night 
gnashing her teeth and wringing her hands, plotting 
and planning the downfall of her enemies. 

 
Mr Humphries poured Victoria and Cathryn 

glasses of Charles Heidsieck 1995 Blanc de 
Millenaires. Over the past three months his 
confidence and admiration for Lady Victoria had 
continued to grow. He admired the way that she had 
molded her Elite into an efficient corps that 
administered the facility with impeccable fairness. He 
liked her potty-mouthed outspokenness and her 
willingness to stand up for the under-dog regardless 
of any negative personal consequences. Nonetheless, 
he was also aware that whenever Vix suffered any 
uncertainty it was her old chum Cathryn that she 
turned to for counsel and guidance.  

 
Cat Cassidy was no longer officially an inmate 

of the facility. She had completed her seven-year 
sentence and was now on a year’s probation before 
she could be formally declared as successfully 
reformed. 

Under a newly introduced program Cat had 
elected to remain as a resident of the compound as 
an ‘Old Gal’. She was studying for a degree in 
international business on-line. 
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Cathryn had been the first ‘Celebrity Ladette’ to 

be targeted by the Dark Agents. She had been 
branded in the gutter-press as the ‘Nation’s Most 
Extreme Ladette’, and the covert government 
organization known as the System had approved a 
half million quid bounty on her bumbags. 

Her arrest and sentencing had made 
international headlines and sparked a worldwide ‘Free 
Cat’ campaign. In a desperate attempt to divert the 
Great Unwashed’s attention the System launched the 
‘Purge of the Ladettes’. In the space of twenty-four 
hours they arrested top equestrian Penny Ann Evans, 
the potential Olympic champions Patsy and Lindsey 
Butcher, and Cat’s great chum Melanie White. The 
Dark Agents filled the media with Anti-Ladette 
propaganda and whipped the Great Unwashed into a 
fever. 

The purge of the celebrities coincided with the 
Systems first successful prosecution of the highest 
echelons of the notorious street-gang, the 
Confederacy of Yoofs, since the arrest and sentencing 
of Katie Beck. Yvonne Godfrey and her top 
lieutenants, Mitch the Bitch, Ivan the Terrible, Juliet 
Spage and Jayne Underly were all dispatched to the 
Big House to serve seven year sentences. 

The System declared the Purge of the Ladettes 
a great success and for the first time in months the 
ratings of the most incompetent government in the 
nation’s history began to rise.  

In the public furore the ‘Free Cat’ campaign 
was widely forgotten and cynical commentators 
occasionally referred to it as the ‘Whose Cat?’ 
campaign.  
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However, Cat did not retreat into the night 
quietly. At Woodys she was reunited with another 
high-profile Extreme Ladette, April Turner. April had 
already made a name for herself as a trouble-maker 
and had established the record for being spanked 
during her Bratyear. She was caned on the second 
day following the commencement of Phase 2 of her 
sentence.  

Inspired by her old chums example Cat would 
draft the ‘Manifesto of Mega-minxdom’ extolling the 
virtues of subversive action against the austere 
regime. 

Cat led with her bumbags and was soon a 
main contender for the title of Big BUTT. She was 
bold, brave and beautiful and a natural leader of the 
growing, subterranean cult of the mega-minxes. 

Patty Hodge hated Cat. They had history 
dating back to Cathryn’s schooldays when Patty had 
acted as Mistress of Discipline at Dartington Manor. 
Patty had thrashed Cathryn at every opportunity but 
Cat never seemed to care. At Woodys Patty did her 
best to persecute Cathryn but Cat regularly retaliated 
by hacking Patty in the shins. Although she was 
occasionally obliged to publicly flog her, Ms Lawton 
secretly approved of Cat’s reaction. 

 
Mr Humphries considered the strong-willed Cat 

to be an ideal candidate to join the Executive Council 
he planned to announce before the term was out.   
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Spanking Rosemary 

 
 
Katie Beck was extremely displeased to be 

summonsed to Patty’s study for another half hour 
harangue regarding her inability to make any 
progress in the ‘Get Brompton’ program. 

 
Katie had been kicking back reveling in the 

memory of her recent deeply satisfying slippering of 
Rosemary Booker when she received the pesky 
summons. 

Spanking Rosemary counted amongst Katie’s 
great pleasures in life. For the past six years Rosie 
had been one of her most consistent customers. 
Despite being strikingly beautiful Rosemary suffered 
from considerable clobber challenges. She regularly 
looked like a clobber train-wreck. The tails of her 
blouse would hang out, one of her socks would be 
around her ankles, her tie would be skew-whiff and 
her skirt and blazer coated in dust. 

She regularly handed in clobber for laundry in 
an abusive state. Katie had been overjoyed to find a 
report from the laundry inspectors that Rosemary had 
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handed in a blouse with a button replaced with the 
wrong thread. Not merely a slight variation on the 
rare and hard to procure thread that Katie had slipped 
into the protocols of the Politics of Clobber, but some 
form of dark wool that contrasted starkly with the 
other buttons on the blouse. Katie was thoroughly 
delighted. There was no question that Rosemary was 
legitimately due for a slippering. 

 
Katie took her time spreading Rosemary out 

across her lap. She intended to savor every moment. 
She neatly turned back her victims skirt and then 
folded back the tail of her blouse. Katie looked down 
at the tightly stretched gossamer that seemed to 
follow the voluptuous contours of Rosemary’s 
celebrated rear end.  

Years earlier when she was still struggling to 
establish her Booker’s Balms business Rosemary had 
been dubbed Rear of the Year by a journalist. The 
title had been picked up in the national press and she 
was soon in great demand to make media 
appearances to show off her remarkable derriere. 
Despite a natural tendency to shyness Rosemary 
spotted a marketing opportunity and cut a deal with a 
fashion house who supplied her tight fitting jeans 
with ‘Bookers Bum’ embroidered across the seat. In 
return for showing off her enviable protuberance she 
got to advertise her mystic balms. Within twelve 
months she was a multi-millionaire and voted as the 
‘Young Internet Entrepreneur of the Year’. 

At Woodys her famous rear end had become a 
popular target for the Whop Junkies. However, they 
soon found themselves confronted with a significant 
challenge. Miss Booker appeared to be remarkably 
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insouciant about their assaults on her rear end. After 
her first ever spanking she cheerfully announced that 
she didn’t see what all the fuss was about and that it 
was ‘only whops’, spawning the popular Woody 
mantra. 

Nonetheless, Katie still derived considerable 
pleasure from any opportunity she was extended to 
put Rosemary over her knee and was determined to 
enjoy herself. She brought the leather-soled slipper 
down with extreme prejudice. 

 
Even though Rosemary couldn’t give a tinker’s 

about being spanked with a slipper she was not 
enjoying herself. Like the other inmates she hated the 
notion that a bitch with a superiority complex the size 
of Katie’s had the authority to put her over her knee.  

 
Katie Beck knew from personal experience that 

there was a considerable amount of indignity 
associated with the over the knee position so she 
liked to make her victims experience as disagreeable 
as possible. 

She took her time annoying Rosemary by 
maneuvering and manipulating her into position until 
she was finally satisfied. All the while she maintained 
a running commentary regarding her intentions for 
Rosemary’s rear end. Rosemary was severely tempted 
to reach back and bury her gnashers in Katie’s 
unprotected calf. 

 
Despite Rosemary’s resolute determination not 

to twitch a muscle Katie had thoroughly enjoyed 
herself. There was no better way to start the day, in 
Katie’s opinion, than a fresh cup of coffee 



And Then He Kissed Her 
 
accompanied by the sound of a leather slipper 
rebounding off an upturned backside. By the time she 
was finished with Rosemary she was feeling 
considerably buoyed and leaned back in her chair to 
contemplate what further havoc she could cause 
around the facility during the remainder of the day. 
She was deeply irritated to have her delicious 
thoughts interrupted by Patty Hodge’s autocratic 
summons. 
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A Casual Walk-by 

 
 
Katie did not care for Patty’s manner in the 

least bit. The Deputy Grand Dame had failed to offer 
her a seat and had left her standing in front of her 
desk like some recalcitrant grubby. 

“I have to say I am disappointed,” said Patty. 
“I promoted you to Commander of Field Operations 
and your first mission was to dish up some dirt on 
Victoria Brompton. So far I have observed you have 
achieved no progress in the operation.” 

“This is not an easy operation,” said Katie 
heatedly. “Brompton is in thick with the Grand Master 
and I suspect that bitch Cassidy has spies out all over 
the unit covering her chums bumbags. It has always 
been a risky proposition and our field operatives are 
being very cagey.” 

“Then discipline them and exert some 
authority,” snapped Patty. “I want to see some 
results.” 

“Discipline them? And what might I ask do you 
suggest?” spluttered Katie incredulously. “I hardly 
think that the Wart or Ms Whitton is going to be up 
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for a trip over my knee, and if we don’t guarantee 
protection to the two Sally’s they are likely to resign 
their SS commissions. We need to be realistic in our 
expectations.” 

Patty stood up and leaned across her desk. “I 
did not get where I am today by being lily-livered,” 
she snarled. “I have always respected you because 
you are an evil, rotten-minded, scheming and 
conniving bitch, please do not disappoint me further,” 
she said and dismissed Katie with a wave of her arm. 

 
“Heyho, Katie,” drawled Cat Cassidy falling into 

stride next to the unit’s matron. “Been visiting with 
Patty?” 

“What’s it got to do with you, Cassidy?” snarled 
Katie. 

“Me? Nothing, I was just making passing 
conversation,” Cat winked at Katie. “Cya,” she 
drawled and sauntered off. 

Katie watched Cat’s retreating figure. She was 
aware that Cathryn Cassidy not greatly given to 
indulging in idle conversation, especially when it came 
to members of the Radical Right. She shivered. When 
the truth was told Cat scared the bejaysus out of her.  

Despite her ultra-cool demeanor Cat could be 
extremely threatening. Although she lacked the overt 
pugnaciousness of Lady Victoria, Katie knew that just 
below the surface of Cat’s outwardly languid persona 
lay a seasoned street-fighter.  

During Operation Scorched Arse, in spite of 
facing over-whelming odds, Cat had gone toe-to-toe 
against the Radical Right and the most heinous SS 
ever assembled in the history of the unit. Despite the 
well-documented atrocities perpetuated during OSA 
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the majority of Woody historians claim ultimate 
victory for Cat and the mega-minxes over Patty 
Hodge and her thugs. Katie was somewhat unnerved 
by Cat’s casual walk-by. 

 
“She’s fucking barking,” Katie complained to 

the Wart. “What does she expect me to do? 
Brompton’s got her nose up the Grand Master’s arse 
and now Cassidy is threatening me.” 

“Thlish ish not the tlime to shloose your 
snerves,” counseled the Wart. 

Katie was beginning to regret treating Ms 
Wharton to half a dozen Patron tequila slammers 
before seeking her advice.  

“I am not losing my nerve,” snapped Katie, “I 
am just being practical. Patty is losing her touch and 
all our bumbags are becoming endangered.” 

“Shplatty ish good too you,” slurred the Wart. 
“Shlee plomoted you, shlee never plomotes me.” 

“Oh good grief,” muttered Katie. “Where is 
Shplatty, oh shit, Patty?” she enquired. 

“She’s getting shplaid,” said the Wart 
conspiratorially, “with that rich shtoy-boy that’s been 
shniffing about.” The Wart cackled to herself and 
swallowed down her shot. 

Katie rolled her eyes. She called over the bar-
tender and gave him her sweetest smile. She reached 
out and palmed him a five quid note into his hand. 
She leaned forward and whispered in her ear. “Give 
her the rest of the bottle and put it all on Patty’s 
account. Back date the invoice to a few days ago.” 

“Yes, Miss Beck,” said the barman. “And Miss 
Beck, I have a night off on Friday, I was wondering 
…” 
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“Wondering whether I’ll go out with you?” she 
snapped imperiously. “If you get us a front table at 
Monets I’m sure I could be persuaded; now be a 
good little chap and go and check whether my cab is 
waiting.”  
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Bottoms Up, Sir 

 
 
Jojo, Debs and Cassie Cassy considered the 

winter term to have been a success. All three women 
had declared their intentions earlier in the year that 
they were each determined to score a Bull. When the 
buzzer sounded to end the formal curriculum they 
had all comfortably managed to significantly exceed 
the statistical minimum they had hoped to achieve in 
the first thirteen week session. 

 
Lisa Sutton and Claire Brooks considered the 

winter term to be a disaster. Lisa had no aspirations 
for greatness on the Big BUTT and had embarked 
upon one of history’s most unsuccessful reform 
campaigns. Claire was doing her best to honor her 
position as a senior member of the Elite but her 
unfortunate penchant for pith almost guaranteed that 
she would shortly go down in history as the units 
most beaten prefect. 

 
Bernadette Summers was rubbing her 

bumbags with glee. The inmates’ unpredictable 
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performances during the past thirteen weeks had 
made the gambling arm of her business operations 
some serious squids. Although she was only allowed 
to retain a fifteen per-cent profit the elastic waistband 
of her bumbags were permanently stuffed with thick 
wads of dosh. 

Other arms of her operation were also 
profitable. She supplied Cassie and Dotty’s kitchen 
with whatever was needed, maintained the Grand 
Masters wine cellar and got Nixdown whatever techie 
kit she needed to keep the server up and running. 

More than occasionally her business activities 
had interfered with her work or study assignments 
and she had been routinely whopped. The Bounder 
considered a few whops to be a small price to pay for 
the considerable profits that she was raking in for 
Bernadette Summers Enterprises. 

 
On Friday evening once the final lectures were 

completed the Grand Master granted passes for the 
inmates to go into town to complete any last minute 
Xmas shopping they might need to perform.  

Lady Vix and Cat mobilized the Elite and the 
Old Gals to maintain contact points in the local town 
in case any over-ambitious members of the local 
street gang known as the Confederacy of Yoofs might 
think it a wizard wheeze to try to have some fun with 
the inmates. 

Mr Humphries cruised the town in an SUV with 
his phone on Bluetooth so he could maintain 
communications. Generally the Yoofs treated the 
inmates with a certain degree of respect in deference 
to their well-publicized sentences for Extreme 
Ladetting. Nonetheless, the Grand Master was aware 
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that they would probably be indulging in some 
Christmas cheer and he couldn’t be too careful. 

All in all Mr Humphries considered his first term 
as Grand Master to be a success. He had gone to 
considerable lengths to re-establish morale that had 
been severely eroded during Operation Scorched 
Arse. 

The Grand Master had methodically usurped 
the power of Patty Hodge and her cohorts and had 
slowly shifted the balance of power into the capable 
hands of Lady Victoria Brompton. 

Lady Vix was proving to be an admirable Red-
shirt. She was unfailingly even-handed but she also 
executed the disciplinary end of her business 
unflinchingly. She had outlawed the heinous practices 
of collaring and sweating that had been commonly 
perpetrated by Yvonne Godfrey and her cronies. She 
had prohibited sporting spankings and enforced her 
point by putting Sally Cobb over her knee when she 
tried to embark on a spree of serial spanking. 

 
Ironically, despite the termination of Operation 

Scorched Arse, the whop rate had been higher during 
his first term as principal than during the last winter 
of Ms Lawton’s tenure. However, he believed that this 
was more as a result of increased rambunctiousness 
in a more enlightened atmosphere than the program 
of hostile targeting that had prevailed during the 
previous year. 

The Grand Master had become fond of his new 
charges and was not in the least bit perturbed by 
their boisterous behavior. As far as he was concerned 
if they were willing to risk six hot ones across the seat 
of their bumbags that was their business.  
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He looked at his watch. He had established a 
nine o’clock curfew and the gals would be 
congregating at the bus stop. He circled the SUV 
around and went to check on their safe return to the 
compound. 

Victoria and Cat Cassidy were at the bus-stop 
checking off names and waiting for any stragglers. He 
lowered the electric window. 

“Everybody accounted for?” he asked the Red-
shirt. 

Victoria nodded. “The last gals are on the bus 
that just left, Cat and I are going to take a cab.” 

The Grand Master opened the doors to the 
vehicle. “No need for that, hop in,” he told the two 
chums. “Dotty Hammell is on duty back at the facility 
so she’ll let me know if anybody somehow gets lost in 
action. Let’s stop off at Monets, I’m sure that you 
could both do with a drink.” 

  
Vix and Cat were surprisingly un-self conscious 

about sitting in VIP bar dressed in Woody clobber. 
After seven years at the unit they had become 
immune to the curious stares they attracted when 
they were out and about. 

Mr Humphries order a bottle of Dom. 
“I’d like to thank you for your support,” he told 

the two chums. “I think we have made considerable 
progress during these past few months.” 

Cat and Victoria raised their glasses. “Bottoms 
up to you, sir,” said Cat and Victoria giggled. 
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A Sensational Feast 

 
 
The atmosphere in the Great Hall was festive 

on the last evening of the winter term. A low table 
had been placed in front of a blazing fire and was set 
with glass vases filled with festive blooms and bowls 
of fresh seasonal fruit. Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash 
circulated with trays filled with lemon vodka martinis 
and bite sized appetizers. 

As usual Cassie Cassy had excelled herself and 
the grateful inmates chowed down on brioche rounds 
with crème fraiche and golden caviar, skewers of 
scallop ceviche, and pecorino gougeres with 
proscuitto. 

 
The carefully selected guests circulated 

excitedly discussing the arrangements for the 
upcoming furlough. In less than twenty-four hours 
they would be freed for three full weeks. However, 
the conditions of their brief release were restrictive. 
They were monitored by Court Appointed Guardians 
on the payroll of the Dark Agents of the System. 
Prohibitive curfews from appearing in public after 
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midnight were imposed and even a minor violation 
could result in a disciplinary hearing and the potential 
for a sentence extension. Despite being banged up 
together for thirty-nine weeks of the year the Woody 
gals had learned the wisdom of taking sanctuary at 
the numerous safe havens offered by their families 
and friends. 

Nixdown’s father offered the gals a residence 
with a private beach down on the South Coast, the 
Cassidy family welcomed anyone to their town-house 
in Eton Square or their mansion in the village of 
Dartington, Brompton Castle was a permanent open 
house, and Lisa Sutton threw the doors open for 
guests at the family pile. The newcomers Heidi and 
the Lash generously promised free access to their 
family estates. 

  
As an entrée Cassie had prepared standing rib-

roasts encrusted in lavender, rosemary and oregano, 
accompanied by roasted fingerling potatoes and 
asparagus cooked in tarragon infused butter. She had 
selected bottles of a 2006 Pascual Toso Malbec from 
the Grand Master’s private collection.  

To top it all off Cassie brought out a tray of 
delights she had hand made using Columbian Chucuri 
chocolate filled with Benedictine. It was a sensational 
feast. 

 
Following the fine repaste Mr Humphries 

generously allowed the guests a half hour respite to 
allow Cassie and her helpers to take a shower and 
change into their clobber before the after dinner 
entertainment began. 
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“You’re a fucking card sharp,” Jojo whispered 

in the Grand Master’s ear as she rose to her feet. 
Mr Humphries just smiled benignly and turned 

over a second card. “A black queen,” he said. 
Momentarily a chair scraped and Claire Brooks rose to 
her feet, looking resigned.  

Mr Humphries stood up and sauntered across 
to the stage. Theatrically he pulled the sash and 
opened the lush velvet curtains. Up on the stage, 
swathed in a spotlight stood the spanking stool. On a 
desk to the side Mr Humphries’s full inventory of toys 
were displayed. 

“Now my friends this is how tonight’s game will 
be played,” the Grand Master explained. “Red card, 
red arse. Black card, black heart.” 

 
Joanna Heyworth sat atop the high stool with 

the bare bottomed prefect dangled over her knees. 
She looked down thoughtfully at her prostrated chum 
whose arms and legs hung down, unable to reach the 
floor. Occasionally Jojo had dwelt on the fact that one 
day she would ceremonially thrashed into the Elite 
and bestowed with the authority to beat her fellow 
inmates. She assured herself that she would be 
judicious and not to abuse her power to avenge the 
many thrashings she herself had suffered at the 
hands of bygone pre’s. Nonetheless, looking down at 
Claire’s slender behind she felt that it would not be 
out of line to wreak a little revenge for the class nine 
caning she had recently received from Claire up in the 
library. Jojo raised the brush in the air and brought it 
down cracking. 
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“Bravo,” laughed the Grand Master after the 
gal’s had returned to their seats, “bravo Jojo. Now 
that’s what I call a damn good spanking. What say 
you Miss Brooks?” 

“Damn good,” the prefect acknowledged 
ruefully. “Very damn good.” 

Joanna curtsied. She couldn’t deny that she 
had felt a twinge of satisfaction as the legendary 
prefect had begun to wriggle and squirm under the 
assault. 

The Grand Master winked at Jojo and dealt two 
more cards. 
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Festive Spankings 

 
 
It was a long night of festive wining, dining 

and copious spanking.  
 
Twenty-two inmates sat down to dine, 
Twenty-two inmates drank too much wine, 
Twenty-two inmates never felt so fine, 
Until Mr Humphries 
Put their bums on the line. 
 
No bum went unaccounted for and every guest 

was provided the opportunity to act as both the 
spanked and the spanker.  

Mr Humphries had brought the full inventory of 
the Woody artillery to the party and the guests with 
the red cards often squealed with dismay if a 
particularly disliked instrument was selected for their 
backsides. The spankings were delivered in the festive 
spirit that they were designed. Nonetheless, the 
guests seated around the table couldn’t help noticing 
that the gals who had got their bottoms heated first 
warmed to their work with conspicuous zeal. 
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It was late in the night before the sounds of 
canes, straps and slippers ceased to echo around the 
four corners of the Great Hall.  

In some strata’s of society topping off a 
spectacular feast by being dangled over a chums lap 
and having ones bottom warmed up might be 
considered a little queer. But to the inmates of the 
Woody Back to School unit it seemed perfectly 
natural.  

Mr Humphries watched indulgently as his 
guests availed of the well-stocked wet bar as they 
joshed and teased each other over the quality of 
spankings that they had either received or delivered. 
Bragging rights were at a premium the squiffier they 
became. 

During the first hundred days that he had 
presided over the nation’s most extreme social 
rehabilitation unit he had grown fond of his wards 
and most particularly the more disciplinary challenged 
amongst the inmates. 

 
Victoria Brompton slid into a seat next to him. 

She winced as she sat down and then giggled. “Only 
joking,” she chuckled, “Cat let me off lightly.” 

The Grand Master smiled and sipped from his 
glass of port. 

“We’re doing good aren’t we, sir?” she asked. 
“Everyone seems a lot happier than they were a year 
ago. Last Xmas we were breaking down the fawkin’ 
walls to get out of here.”  

“I understand that last year was tough for 
everybody,” said Mr Humphries, “but Ms Lawton was 
doing what she felt was right. It was just an 
experiment and it didn’t work out. But don’t think she 
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didn’t care about you gals, she did and she still does. 
She phones me every week. She’s especially 
interested in your performance. She’s very proud of 
you.” 

Victoria flushed prettily. 
 
Debs slid into a seat beside the Grand Master. 

“I just wanted to wish you a Happy Xmas and to 
thank you for all you’ve done for me,” she told him. 

“Thank you Deborah, and a Happy Xmas to 
you too,” said the Grand Master. “How do you think 
you’ll do in Glasgow?” 

Deborah shrugged. “It’ll be a real test. This will 
be the first time in six years I’ll be up against the pros 
except in exhibitions. But once again I want to thank 
you for arranging the opportunity. I know it can’t 
have been easy, especially after I was formally 
flunked last year.” 

The Grand Master smiled. “That’s all behind 
you now, so go out there and enjoy yourself. Jane 
Lummell says that you’re in great shape, so I’m sure 
you’ll do yourself proud.” 

“I’ll try and make you all proud,” said Debs 
sincerely and went back to join the throng. 

 
Jojo sat down beside the Grand Master. “Can I 

get you another drink, sir?” she asked. 
Mr Humphries shook his head. “No thanks, its 

getting late and we should start to wrap up. 
Everybody has a busy day tomorrow getting ready to 
get out of here.” 

“What do you do for Xmas, sir?” asked Jojo 
curiously. 
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The Grand Master just smiled. “I have stuff to 
take care of,” he told her. 

Jojo cocked her head. “Stuff? What kind of 
stuff, sir?”  

“Just stuff,” he smiled. “But Lord Brompton 
and Victoria have been kind enough to invite me to 
the castle for the New Years Ball. I take it you’ll be 
there?” 

“With bells on,” laughed Jojo. 
 
“You like her, don’t you?” smiled Lady Victoria. 
“Who?” asked Mr Humphries innocently. 
“Yeah right,” grinned Lady Vix. “Rock on, 

Grand Master.” 
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A Xmas Kiss 

 
 
Jojo looked out of the window. The quadrangle 

was packed with inmates rolling their suitcases to the 
various means of transport that would carry them 
from the facility to enjoy the Christmas furlough. In 
the distance she could hear Nixdown’s father’s 
helicopter approaching. Jojo and Nix were planning 
on spending the first few days of furlough at Nicola 
Jane’s beach-side residence before joining their 
families for the yuletide celebrations. 

Jojo looked down at her watch. Nicola Jane 
was still down in the stables, presumably boffing 
Penny Ann or getting her arse whapped or probably 
both. It would probably be another hour before Nix 
surfaced and the chopper was refueled. She was idly 
wondering how to fill the time when Lady Victoria 
knocked on the door.  

“I just wanted to say ta-rah and make sure 
you’re coming to the castle for the New Year’s bash,” 
she grinned.  
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“I’ll be there with bells on,” smiled Joanna. 
“I’m just waiting on Nix right now. She’s saying 
goodbye to Penny Ann.” 

Lady Victoria handed Jojo a bottle of Louis 
Roederer Premier Brut. “This might help you while 
away the time,” she smiled.  

Jojo grinned. “You’re so sweet, I’ll get some 
glasses.” 

“Sorry, sis, I can’t stay. Cat’s got a limo waiting 
and we’re going to stay at the manor house for a few 
days, so I have to run.” Lady Vix hugged Jojo. “But 
here’s a thought. Mr Humphries is upstairs and you 
know he’s very partial to a drop of bubbly once in a 
while. I’m sure that he’d appreciate the company.” 
Vix winked. “Bottom’s up sister,” and hurried out of 
the door. 

 
Jojo felt uncharacteristically anxious as she 

knocked on the Grand Master’s door clutching a bottle 
of bubbly.  

“I don’t know whether there’s a protocol that 
covers this,” Jojo said nervously, “but I wondered 
whether you’d like to partake of a Christmas drink?” 

Mr Humphries smiled at Joanna indulgently. “I 
can only assume that you have been talking to Lady 
Brompton?” 

Jojo flushed slightly. 
“Victoria’s an all round good egg,” continued 

the Grand Master. 
“Thoroughly good egg, sir,” agreed Jojo as the 

Grand Master took the bottle from her hand and 
uncorked it. Mr Humphries filled two crystal flutes and 
handed one to Joanna. 

“Bottoms up,” he smiled. “Happy holidays.” 
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Jojo raised her glass. “Bottoms up,” she smiled 

back. 
And then he kissed her. 
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