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Author’s Note 

 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

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

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

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

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

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

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

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

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

 
 

Lady Victoria Brompton lounged in an armchair 
in the Grand Master’s study. 

“I didn’t want to bother you during the tribunal 
but we did have a Katie incident while you were 
away,” she told him. 

While Mr Humphries had been up in the Smoke 
chaperoning the Woody defense team at the Snobs 
and Rotters tribunal, Lady Vix had been left in charge 
of the facility. 

Mr Humphries rolled his eyes, “What’s she 
been up to now?” 

“She tried to slipper Melanie White,” Lady 
Victoria told him. 

The Grand Master looked at Victoria curiously. 
“What would have possessed her to do that?” 

“Melons went into town for a few scoops and 
pitched up late for curfew without phoning in,” Vix 
told him. “She’d been working so hard with Cat and 
Penny Ann on organizing the defense I thought I’d 
cut her some slack. Anyway Patty and Katie heard 
about it and demanded I cane her. I refused of 
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course and told them I’d bring it up with you when 
you returned.” 

“Seems reasonable,” nodded the Grand Master. 
“Patty was furious and made a hell of a stink,” 

sighed Victoria, “so Melons agreed to go back into full 
clobber just to placate Patty. Anyway to cut a long 
story short she handed a blouse in for laundry with a 
missing button so Katie summonsed her to be 
slippered. Melons didn’t show up of course and Katie 
threw a hissy fit and things got ugly.” 

 
Melanie White couldn’t believe her eyes. When 

she arrived to pick up her laundry she was astonished 
to find that her blouse was missing and there was a 
note in her pigeon-hole. 

“Report to my office before brekker,” the note 
read.  It was signed, Miss Beck, Unit Matron. 

“Katie can go boil her head,” Melons told her 
chum Vicky Brompton, “she’s fucking barking if she 
thinks she’s going to slipper me.” 

Vix laughed, “So I take it you won’t be cutting 
along sharpish?” 

“You can take your bumbags to the bank on 
that, sister,” retorted Melons. 

 
“I left Melanie White a note,” snapped Katie 

Beck, “and she ignored it.” 
Victoria smiled sweetly. “Yes I know, she told 

me.” 
Katie Beck glared at Victoria. “Then why didn’t 

you send her up to see me?” 
“Why the fawk would I do that?” drawled Vix. 
Katie’s eyes opened wide. “What did you just 

say?” 
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“You heard me Katie,” said Victoria smoothly, 

“I asked you why the fawk I would send Melanie up 
to see you.” 

“What do you mean why?” retorted Katie Beck, 
“because it’s your job, that’s why.” 

“Oh tosh,” snorted Vix. “Why on earth would I 
waste Melanie’s time chin wagging with you.” 

“I have no intention of chin wagging with her,” 
Katie said hotly, “I intend to slipper her soundly!” 

The aristocratic Red-shirt threw her head back 
and laughed out loud. “You intend to slipper Melons 
soundly. What a concept. You really are fawkin’ 
deluded aren’t you Katie.” 

With that the elegant Red-shirt span on her 
heel and headed for the door. 

 
“So Katie gets it into her head to go on a 

spanking spree,” Victoria told the Grand Master. “And 
things kind of went down hill from there.” 

 
 Katie had bustled furiously into Patty Hodge’s 

office. 
“You wanted Brompton’s bumbags on a platter, 

well I can deliver them,” Katie told Patty. “She’s just 
disobeyed another direct order. It’s tantamount to 
insurrection. We can get her for this. First she refuses 
to cane Melanie White for cutting curfew and now she 
refuses to allow me to slipper her for zero-tolerance 
clobber abuse.”  

Patty squinted thoughtfully at Katie. “I put you 
in charge of the ‘Get Brompton’ campaign. You need 
to handle this situation as you feel best.” 

Patty Hodge had been extremely miffed when 
Mr Humphries had usurped her authority by placing 
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Lady Victoria in charge during his absence. 
Nonetheless, since she had learned from painful 
experience that the Grand Master felt no compunction 
about beating the Brass when he felt they needed it 
she was keen to distance herself from becoming 
embroiled in one of Katie’s misguided plans. 

“You won’t support me?” asked Katie angrily. 
“It’s not a case of me not supporting you,” 

answered Patty in a sanguine tone. “Brompton has 
agreed to bring the curfew cutting up with the Grand 
Master and White is back in full clobber, so there’s 
not much more we can do. As for you slippering 
Melanie I quite agree that she deserves to have her 
bum turned the color of a Caribbean sunset, but that 
may be outside of your bailiwick. I’m not sure that the 
Old Gals Whops and Clobber charter endorses you 
slippering them.” 

“I’ve checked,” said Katie pugnaciously, “it 
doesn’t say I can’t.”  

Ms Hodge sighed. “That’s up to you,” she 
counseled. “But Katie, you have plenty of other bums 
to slipper, why don’t you go forth and slipper.” 
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Going Forth and Slipper 

 
 

Katie Beck went in pursuit of the Scruff. 
Belinda Lee was a relatively low profile member of the 
community but she suffered from extreme clobber 
challenges.  Spotting the Scruff in a corridor during 
morning break she span her around and subjected 
her to an impromptu full bib-down, tie back clobber 
inspection. As usual the hapless Belinda’s clobber was 
in disarray and Katie charged her with three clobber 
abuses and took her up to her office. 

 
Having positioned the Scruff face down across 

her lap and rearranged the hem of her gymslip Katie 
let rip with her leather soled slipper. Although Katie 
was widely despised her bum-burning capabilities 
were never in question. Poor Bee was soon kicking 
and squirming in Katie’s lap. The unit Matron just 
grinned to herself and put her arm into it. 

 
After she had finished with the Scruff’s 

bumbags Katie Beck bided her time until lunchtime. 
She prowled the facility in search of delinquent 
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clobber. Katie was an expert in such matters and she 
knew exactly what to look for. 

Katie was careful to make it appear innocuous. 
She sauntered about the recreation area and the 
corridors as if she was going about her regular 
business, but she carefully scrutinized every gal that 
she passed. It wasn’t long before she found her first 
victim. 

The Politics of Clobber were extensive and 
designed to ensure that the outfits that the inmates 
were required to wear were kept in pristine condition 
and looked immaculate at all times. 

During the four years since Katie had returned 
to the unit in the role of Matron she had worked 
tirelessly at revising the wording of the clobber 
protocols to make it increasingly difficult for the 
inmates to maintain their appearance. 

One of her most successful revisions regarded 
the collar and ties protocols. The original rules had 
merely required the inmates to wear the top buttons 
of their blouse collars fastened at all times. Over time 
Katie had added more stringent revisions stating that 
at least fifty percent of the top button must be 
covered with the knot of the tie at all times. The 
inmates did their best but during the course of the 
day their ties often slipped naturally. During the year 
of Operation Scorched Arse Katie and her Serial 
Spanker goons had exploited the protocol ruthlessly. 
They would sweep down on their victims, accusing 
them of loose tie abuse and grab the knots and shove 
them upwards leaving the luckless inmates with little 
opportunity to argue. 

During recent months Katie had learned quite 
painfully that Mr Humphries took a more relaxed view 
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to the Politics of Clobber and had been forced to be 
more reticent about her enforcement policies. 

She was climbing the back stairs when Ginger 
Beckett came down. Katie grinned to herself; Ginger’s 
tie was clearly delinquent. 

“Beckett,” she snapped, “your top button’s 
exposed.” 

Julie glowered at Katie. The Matron smiled 
sweetly. “But I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” and she pulled 
out a yellow card. “I’ll cut you some slack. Let’s go 
back up onto the landing and give you a full 
inspection, if I don’t find any other abuses I’ll let you 
off with a warning.” 

Julie continued to glower but she had no 
choice. She turned back and trudged up the stairs to 
the nearest landing. She knew the form, she turned 
and faced Katie and slowly placed her hands on top of 
her head. 

 
It was a successful plan. Within an hour she 

had spotted eight occurrences of neckwear 
delinquency. She had released four of the inmates 
with yellow cards and scored herself four legitimate 
slipperings for a variety of clobber abuses discovered 
during her inspections. She couldn’t be fairer than 
that she reasoned.  

 
News spread fast around the campus and 

when Katie went on patrol during the afternoon break 
she was disappointed to find that the inmates had 
taken the sensible precaution of checking their 
neckwear thoroughly before leaving the lecture halls. 
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Katie was not easily deterred and when the 
last bell rang she went out on patrol again.  

 
Melanie White learned of Katie’s slipper-fest 

from Heidi Alexander. Heidi had learned directly from 
Katie, who had hauled the Little Brat out of the 
recreation area and taken her upstairs and slippered 
her soundly for having her tie undone. 

“It ain’t fair, I didn’t deserve a dusting,” Heidi 
complained indignantly. “I may only be a grubby but 
I’ve still got rights.” 

Melanie hugged Heidi sympathetically. Katie 
knew full well that the recreation area was a 
designated loose tie zone. When the Little Brat filled 
Melanie in on the day’s slipper frenzy the Old Gal was 
livid. 

“All this over one missing button,” she growled 
and set off in search of Katie Beck. 
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Not On My Watch 

 
 

 “Oh good grief,” gasped Ms Hodge.  
Katie Beck was sporting a bloody nose. When 

Melanie White had turned up in the office to share a 
few choice words with Katie, the Matron had foolishly 
attempted to put Melons over her knee. Although 
Katie stood head and shoulders above the Old Gal 
Melanie was not inclined to be yanked downwards 
without a struggle. As Melons resisted she threw up 
her arms and Katie took one on the sniffer.  When 
Katie put her face in her hands Melanie White took 
the opportunity to give the Matron a good hack on 
the shins. Melanie exited giggling as Katie Beck 
hopped from foot to foot whilst trying to quell the 
blood spurting from her nose. 

“My dose is busted,” spluttered Katie, “I need a 
sawbones.” 

Ms Hodge went over and took a look. “It’s not 
broken Katie,” she observed, “its just a little tender is 
all.” 

“I want her flogged,” cried Katie, “summons 
everybody to the assembly hall and flog her!” 
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“Oh Katie, you’re such a baby. I warned you to 
leave Melanie alone. And when I said go forth and 
slipper I didn’t mean the whole damn unit.” 

“Mind your own business,” growled Katie, “this 
is clobber business and clobber is my business. Now 
summons the unit and flog that little witch so she 
can’t sit down for a week.” 

“Oh don’t be ridiculous,” Ms Hodge snapped, 
“I’ll do no such thing. Why don’t you cut along and 
wash your face and try and stay out of harm’s way for 
while. Let things calm down for a bit.” 

Katie glared at the Deputy Grand Dame. “You 
haven’t heard the last of this,” she muttered darkly, 
“you mark my words.” 

 
“Oh good grief,” said Melanie White. “Katie is 

threatening to slipper the entire Brat colony if I don’t 
go over her knee.” 

Lady Victoria’s eyes narrowed. “Not on my 
watch,” she growled and snatched up the hairbrush. 

 
“What the fuck,” howled Katie Beck, “gerroff 

me, holy shit, ow, ow, OW!” 
Katie had been caught unawares when Victoria 

Brompton and Melanie White strode into her office. 
One moment she was seated comfortably in her chair, 
smugly complimenting herself on the success of her 
cunning plan, the next moment she was pinned down 
across her desk having her bottom smacked.  

The Red-shirt was not in the mood for 
compromise. As far as she was concerned Katie had 
asked to have her bottom smacked and Vix was 
determined to smack it until her arm grew tired. 
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Melanie held Katie down while Victoria wielded the 
hairbrush with stunning effect. 

Katie’s howls could be heard all over the facility 
as Vix blistered her butt with the wood backed 
hairbrush.  

 
“Well it seems that you took care of things 

adequately,” laughed the Grand Master. “Katie just 
never learns.” 

“I just thought I’d let you know,” shrugged 
Victoria, “she’s planning on filing an application to 
have me and Melons flogged.” 

“She’s perfectly within her rights,” said the 
Grand Master, “I’ll hear the application and take 
action as necessary.” 

Lady Victoria smiled. “Thank you Grand 
Master.” 

 
Katie Beck had come prepared. She hadn’t 

entered into her spanking spree without taking 
precautions. She had Polaroid pictures of Melanie 
White’s blouse that clearly showed that a button was 
indeed missing. She glossed over her extended 
slippering of the Scruff and produced more pictures of 
the other offenders showing the top button 
calibrations she had taken with her customized 
measuring stick. She made a big issue out of the four 
inmates she had let off with a warning when she 
could have legitimately slippered them. She justified 
her slippering of Heidi Alexander by producing a note 
that she had given the Little Brat revoking her loose 
tie privileges for one week and explained that her 
threat to slipper the Brat community was a 
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misunderstanding that had become corrupted on the 
gossvine.  

Mr Humphries listened patiently until she 
began to lambaste Lady Victoria and Melons, 
demanding that they should be flogged. 

 
Katie Beck gaped at the Grand Master 

incredulously and then promptly burst into tears. 
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The Crown Jewels 

 
 

The day started exceptionally well for the 
inmates of the facility. Mr Humphries had allowed 
them a late lie-in to get over the previous night’s 
welcome home party. He had invited them to meet 
him in the Great Hall at midday. 

 
To the great amusement of the inmates they 

arrived in the hall to find Katie Beck standing on the 
stage with her hands inter-linked on the top of her 
head. She was dressed in a red and black striped 
blazer, a dark gymslip with a ‘K’ embossed across her 
bosom, a crisp white blouse and striped tie. She 
looked extremely disgruntled.  

They were even more delighted when Mr 
Humphries stretched Katie out across his knee and 
turned her gymslip back. The Grand Master produced 
one of the leather soled slippers that Katie was so 
fond of using on the inmates and proceeded to 
deliver a resounding spanking across the seat of her 
navy blue bumbags. 
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It was a vision of beauty to the Woody gals. 
The sound of the slipper rebounding off Katie’s 
bumbags was music to their ears. 

 
The day continued to improve when the daily 

papers were distributed.    
 

Morning Editorial 
 
In the battle of the Snobs and Rotters that has 

captivated the nation, the Rotters are clearly ahead. Last 
night hundreds of clobber clad Ladettes congregated in 
Trafalgar Square brandishing placards declaring ‘Down 
with the Snobs’ and ‘Woodys Rules OK’. The rally went 
off peacefully with no arrests. 

In associated news it is widely rumored that 
Christopher Brooks, the Health Secretary, is in discussions 
with the Prime Minister to shift his portfolio to Minister for 
Extreme Social Rehabilitation. Brooks’ daughter Claire 
was at the very center of the initial controversy. 

Christopher Brooks and his wife, Ma, are long-time 
activists on the pro-spanking lobby. Ma, who is famous for 
her mantra that “there’s no problem that can’t be solved by 
a sore bottom” was a keynote speaker at last night’s rally. 
She strongly endorsed the success of the Woody social 
rehabilitation program and argued “that it was evident that 
if the use of corporal punishment had been extended to the 
Ripley unit this fiasco would never have happened.” 

Other Rotters supporters in attendance included Ma 
Morton and Caroline Cassidy. Caroline, whose daughters 
Cathryn and Cassandra are both serving sentences, wowed 
the crowd by attending the rally in an outfit comprised of 
full Woody clobber. 
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While public opinion is still strongly inclined 

towards the enforcement of the anti-Ladette laws the poise 
and articulation shown by Joanna Heyworth, Deborah 
Morton and Lisa Sutton throughout the hearing has 
convinced them that the Woody experiment is a resounding 
success. In a blind survey over ninety percent of the 
pollsters voted that Mrs Forsham-Smythe’s application to 
have the Woody Back to School unit closed down should 
be rejected by the panel. 

Pundits are predicting that the fate of Woodys will 
be decided over the coming weekend. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy was sitting with her feet on 

the table, smoking a cigarette, drinking a glass of 
champagne and grinned at Jojo. 

“It’s done,” she told Jojo cheerfully. “The fix is 
in. I suggest you gather up the team and let them 
watch the news. It’s time the Snobs realized you don’t 
mess with the best, coz the best don’t mess with the 
rest!” 

“How the fuck did you do this Cat?” Jojo asked 
incredulously, “You know two parts of fuck all about 
computers.” 

“I found some young spanko stud from 
California in one of the chat rooms. Turns out he’s a 
bit of a whiz hacker so I just let him peruse the 
Crown Jewels a couple of times on webcam and Bob’s 
ya uncle, go watch the news,” Cathryn laughed 
languidly. 

“Shit,” laughed Jojo, “you ain’t just any old 
drink of water; you’re pure iced San Pellegrino!” 

The inmates watched in open-mouthed 
amazement as the news announcer spoke in her 
calm, clipped BBC voice over live video at the Ripley 
Back to School unit. 



The Fate of Woodys 
 

“In a sensational new twist to the now notorious 
Snobs and Rotters controversy, members of the serious 
crime squad swooped on the Ripley Back to School unit. It 
is believed that the rooms of as many as eighteen inmates 
were searched and quantities of stolen goods and drug 
paraphernalia have been seized.  

In a concurrent operation Sarah Forsham-Smythe 
was detained at the hotel she has been staying at with her 
mother, The Honorable Melissa Forsham-Smythe. 

Ever since the closing arguments of the enquiry 
were completed, rumors began to circulate on the numerous 
Snobs and Rotters Internet web sites and chat rooms. Over 
the last twenty-four hours names of Snobs whose families 
had paid bribes to keep them from being expelled were 
posted on the www.DownWithTheSnobs.com web page 
and detailed information about the financial dealings of 
Mrs Hayden-White, the facilities disgraced Grand Dame, 
was beginning to circulate.   

A police spokesman issued a statement saying, “The 
body of evidence that was entering into the public domain 
via the Internet was quickly reaching critical mass. This left 
us no choice but to take immediate action. We have been 
unable to trace the source of the information but believe it 
to be extremely reliable. As a result of our early action we 
were able to prevent valuable evidence of criminal activity 
from being destroyed. The evidence that we have obtained 
indicates that a highly organized shop lifting and drug 
distribution ring was being operated from the facility. A 
number of inmates have been taken to a detention center to 
assist us in our enquiries.”  

The statement also confirmed, “Miss Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe has also been detained and has been taken 
to a separate facility for questioning. Several of the inmates 
have already implicated Forsham-Smythe as the ring leader 
of the operation and allege that she used her upper crust 
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social contacts to establish a sophisticated distribution 
network of stolen goods and high grade narcotics.” 

The police also announced that they were urgently 
seeking Mrs Hayden-White, who has been at large since the 
closing statements were made at the enquiry. As more 
financial data becomes available, web site analysts are 
already speculating over her knowledge and possible 
involvement in Forsham-Smythe’s alleged activities.  

While the hunt for Hayden-White continues, Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe faces yet another public humiliation. At 
the beginning of the Snobs and Rotters enquiry she was 
known as a pampered, gloating, jet setting, Euro-chick. 
Born into a life of privilege, she has enjoyed all the 
trappings of her family’s fabulous wealth; homes on 
multiple continents, servants, yachts and private Gulf 
Stream jets. Her photograph appears regularly on the social 
pages as she takes weekend furloughs from the Ripley 
Back to School unit to attend parties and happenings all 
over Europe.  

However, since her mother’s ill-fated decision to go 
toe to toe with the Woody Back to School unit, Sarah has 
been exposed as a cheat, a coward and now, worst of all, as 
a potential criminal. 

 
In related news, a statement just issued by the 

government Christopher Brooks has been appointed as the 
new Minister of Extreme Social Rehabilitation with 
immediate effect. 

  
We will continue to report as more news becomes 

available” 
 

“Holy fuck,” said Jojo. 
“Jiminy fucking Cricket,” gasped Nix. 
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“Sometimes it ain’t that great being a Snob,” 
observed Debs. 

“I think I hear some squealing from afar,” 
giggled Rosemary. 
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Snobs in Chokey 

 
 
Throughout the day news flashes gave updates 

on the plight of the imprisoned Snobs. A police 
spokesman announced that of the eighteen inmates 
lifted from the Ripley Back to School unit, fifteen 
would face minor charges ranging from handling 
stolen goods to misdemeanor possession of 
marijuana, cocaine and ecstasy. The spokesman said 
that these women had been particularly generous in 
supplying information regarding the organization of 
the alleged shoplifting and narcotic network. Three 
inmates faced more serious charges and would 
remain in custody and continue to help the police with 
their enquiries. The spokesman said that it was not 
appropriate to comment on the whereabouts or 
charges against Sarah Forsham-Smythe, except that 
she was being held at a secure facility and was being 
questioned by a number of branches of the 
constabulary. 

The hunt for Mrs Hayden-White was 
intensifying. Police announced that the unknown 
source continued to supply information that was 
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assisting them in compiling a dossier of evidence 
against the erstwhile Grand Dame. The spokesman 
stated that they had been unsuccessful in locating the 
source, which used a menu of mixed media to 
transmit information, including, e-mail, mirc, icq, 
web-sites and chat rooms. Data was being channeled 
through a sophisticated computer network with hubs 
in the US, Europe and Asia Pacific. Nonetheless the 
spokesman earnestly encouraged the source to 
continue to supply what he described as, accurate 
and compelling information. 

 
Across the quadrangle in Cathryn Cassidy’s 

apartment Cat had introduced Jojo to her Californian 
Übernerd. Jojo had refrained from displaying her own 
crown jewels but had generously offered to send him 
an electronic copy of her personal Punishment Record 
Book for him to peruse in the wee small hours. 

 
The facility was abuzz with excitement as new 

web sites were opening all over the net. Webmasters 
and mistresses of the fan sites were clamoring for the 
defense team to give on-line interviews.  

Cooking sites were begging for Cassie Cassy’s 
tips and tricks.  

Several law firms published erudite articles 
complimenting Lisa and Debs on their performance 
during the enquiry. 

The Snobs made a pathetic attempt to 
retaliate, launching the www.poorsnobs.com web site 
that gave them a venue to whine and whinge about 
their lot in life and gave the Woody gals plenty to 
laugh about. 

 

http://www.poorsnobs.com/
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At midnight Jojo’s cell phone rang. 
“It’s me,” said Cat. “Round up the team and 

come on over to the Grand Master’s” 
“Cat, what the fuck is going on?” yawned Jojo. 

“It’s goddam midnight.” 
“Never mind that,” said Cathryn. “You’ll want 

to hear this.” 
  
Cathryn Cassidy looked as if she hadn’t slept 

for days. She was seated behind a laptop in the 
Grand Master’s study typing as fast as she could. Mr 
Humphries was pacing up and down talking into a cell 
phone. 

“What’s going on?” begged Jojo. “Will someone 
tell me what the fuck is going on?” 

“We’ve found her,” said Cat without taking her 
eyes of the screen. 

“Who?” 
“Hayden-White,” said Vix, “Cat’s little hacker 

has been busy. He’s following the money. It’s moved 
a few times. Guernsey, Cayman Islands, Helsinki, 
Moscow, but now we think the eagle has landed.” 

“Holy fuck,” said Jojo. 
Mr Humphries slapped shut the cell phone. “I 

think Mrs Hayden-White is in for a bit of a 
disappointment when she pitches up to withdraw her 
ill-gotten gains. I’ve briefed Interpol and they will be 
waiting.” he smiled. 

Cathryn grinned. “She certainly had a helluva 
racket going on at Ripley; she’s got several million 
stashed away.” 

Jojo giggled. “All those bribes just because 
they were scared of getting sent to Woodys.” 
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“Scared of whops and clobber more like,” 
laughed Cat and poured Jojo a glass of champagne. 

“Fucking wimps,” chorused the Woody gals. 
Jojo raised her glass to Cathryn, “Here’s to the 

power of the Crown Jewels,” she giggled. 
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D is for? 

 
 
Deborah Morton fastened the shoulder buttons 

of her gymslip and stared at her reflection in the 
mirror. She was wearing the garment as a result of 
the incident when she had given the Wart the bird 
and had been returned to full clobber for the rest of 
the year. 

She had considered of availing of the good 
graces of the Grand Master and requesting that the 
punishment was withdrawn. Mr Humphries had been 
extraordinarily supportive and complimentary of her 
performance during the tribunal. However Deborah 
decided it would be unfair to take advantage of the 
situation and she would just have to grin and bear 
wearing the bib-topped gymslip for the foreseeable 
future. 

On the front of the bib was a shield shaped 
badge with the letter ‘D’ stitched into it. Debs grinned 
to herself. It stood for Deborah, of course, but it 
could stand for so much else in her life. 

Over a decade earlier Grand Dame Jennings 
had crossed through the grades for discipline on her 
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school report and written ‘Deplorable’ in bright red 
ink. The harsh grading had been precipitated by a 
very hot and sweaty period of Deborah’s schooldays.  

Debs had attended the exclusive Queensgate 
Academy which was renowned for its strict discipline. 
Deborah was academically gifted, a virtuoso 
clarinetist and of course the greatest tennis player of 
her generation. The soupcon of accomplishments 
could have caused her to be disliked had it not been 
for her other talent. She was without question the 
naughtiest girl in the school. In some ways 
Queensgate was similar to the Woody Back to School 
unit. The cane was used with great frequency and the 
pupils of the school had created their own whops 
culture. Debs’ role as Top of the Pops made her 
something of a cult hero. 

Administration of discipline was the 
responsibility of a council of prefects known as the 
Posh. The Posh met every evening to pass judgment 
on girls who had been ‘Put on the Menu’ by the 
Dames. 

Girls on the menu were offered the opportunity 
to plead guilty to the charges, enter into a plea 
bargain or to argue a defense. 

During the last week of her fourth year at the 
school Deborah had established a new record when 
she was put on the menu by three separate Dames 
on the same day. 

Even for a mind as brilliant as Deborah’s the 
prospect of entering three defenses was daunting. 
While she waited in the Tank, as the waiting room 
outside the Posh HQ was known, she toyed with her 
options. 
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When her name was finally called, she strode 

into the room and took up her position inside a three 
foot by three foot square that was taped to the floor 
and stood to attention. 

The main body of the Posh was seated around 
the room in easy chairs. Two girls approached her. 
The President of Posh, the most senior girl in the 
school wore an ankle length ornately embroidered 
drape coat with a mandarin collar. The year’s 
president was none other than Pauline Gascoigne who 
would later serve as the Dame of Economics at the 
Woody Back to School unit. Beside her was her 
Sergeant-at-Arms. 

“Miss Morton of the Fourth,” the sergeant 
addressed her. “You have been charged with 
Disobedience in the Second Degree. How do you 
plead?” 

“Not guilty,” she answered without hesitation. 
“Miss Morton of the Fourth you have been 

charged with Gross Insolence in the First Degree. 
How do you plead?” asked the sergeant. 

Deborah licked her lips. She had the option to 
offer to plead guilty to a lesser offence of Insolence in 
the Second Degree. If the plea bargain was accepted 
she would receive a mandatory caning but most likely 
she would escape with as few as three or four pops of 
the ceremonial popping stick. 

 
“Not guilty,” responded Deborah for a second 

time. 
The Posh girls began to sit forward in their 

seats. When Deborah pleaded not guilty to a third 
charge the tension in the room was palpable. 
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Deborah took a deep breath. Her heart was 
pounding. During her four years at the academy 
Deborah had been put on the menu at a record 
making pace. She had learned the thrill of advocacy 
and despite the fact she had been popped more than 
any other girl she actually had an almost eighty five 
per cent success rate. However, despite her brilliance 
presenting three separate two minute defenses was 
going to be her greatest challenge ever. 
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Double Max 

 
 
Deborah leaned back against the wall of the 

Tank. Two younger girls had already been called in 
and had reappeared grinning. They had either been 
found not guilty or had been given lesser 
punishments of lines, detentions or community 
service. A third girl was inside. If Deborah heard the 
cane being applied her fate would be sealed. 
However, the third girl reappeared with her bumbags 
unscathed. Deborah bit her lip. There were two older 
girls left in the Tank with her, if either one was called 
before her she would know that she was definitely in 
for a caning. 

 
“Miss Wallace of the Fifth,” called the sergeant. 

Julie Wallace entered the HQ. Deborah listened 
intently; however, Julie also reappeared with her 
bumbags intact. 

 
“Miss Cranfield of the Sixth,” called the 

Sergeant-at-Arms. Christy Cranfield stepped away 
from the wall. She and Deborah were tight and she 
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gave Debs a sympathetic smile. When Christy went 
inside the Posh HQ Deborah waited with baited 
breath. 

After a few moments she heard the crisp crack 
of the cane rebounding from Christy’s navy blues. 
Deborah counted the strokes. It was not good news. 
The explosive strokes of the cane echoed around the 
Tank six times. This did not bode well for Debs. The 
girls in the Tank were always called in the order of 
the number of strokes that they would receive. If an 
older girl had already got six Deborah had the feeling 
that things were about to get very hot and sweaty 
inside her bumbags. 

 
“Miss Morton of the Fourth, you have entered a 

plea of not guilty of charges of Disobedience in the 
Second Degree,” said the Sergeant-at-Arms. “The 
Posh has deliberated and your defense has been 
successful. The charges are dismissed.” 

Deborah resisted the impulse to grin.   
“Miss Morton of the Fourth, you have entered a 

plea of not guilty of charges of Gross Insolence in the 
First Degree,” said the Sergeant-at-Arms. “The Posh 
has deliberated and your defense has been 
unsuccessful. You will receive nine pops of the 
ceremonial popping stick.” 

Deborah tried not to flinch. 
“Miss Morton of the Fourth, you have entered a 

plea of not guilty of charges of Disrespectful Behavior 
in the First Degree,” said the Sergeant-at-Arms. “The 
Posh has deliberated and your defense has been 
unsuccessful. You will receive nine pops of the 
ceremonial popping stick.” 

Debs couldn’t help but grimace. 
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“However, due to the severity of these 

punishments you will receive nine strokes this evening 
and then return to the HQ after a twenty-four hour 
cooling down period,” continued the Sergeant-at-
Arms. She turned to Pauline and helped the President 
out of her Posh coat and then handed her the 
ceremonial popping stick. 

“Miss Morton of the Fourth, repair to the 
popping seat and prepare to be popped,” ordered the 
sergeant. 

 
Deborah bent over the arm of the large over-

stuffed leather armchair with her skirt turned back 
and waited to be caned. She couldn’t believe her bad 
luck. Nine strokes was the maximum that the Posh 
could sentence a girl to receive. Deborah Morton was 
quite certain that she was the first girl in history to 
receive a double max. 

 
Earlier in the year Deborah had received her 

first maximum and had been deeply impressed. Debs 
had learned that no matter how hard they were 
delivered she could take a three or four stroke 
swishing without much inconvenience. It was painful 
of course but she could immediately go about her 
business with nothing more than a wriggle or a 
squirm. 

Six of the best was a different animal. Deborah 
freely acknowledged that six was the perfect number 
for a caning. After a good, tight six she would feel 
that she had been appropriately punished. Her 
bottom would be hot and sore for a considerable 
period and the throbbing pulsations would be a 
constant reminder that she had just been thrashed. 
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Nine strokes was a different beast altogether. 
She had been totally unprepared for the exponential 
increase in the heat factor of the additional three 
strokes. It was the closest she had ever come to 
howling or blubbing. 

It didn’t help that Pauline was an artiste. The 
President of Posh and Deborah were good friends and 
team-mates on the tennis team. Pauline always 
seemed relieved when Debs landed a not guilty 
verdict but nonetheless when she was required to 
beat her chum she was professional and businesslike. 

The previous nine-stroke beating had been 
perfectly executed and had been a teeth-chattering, 
eye-watering experience for Debs. The aftermath had 
been sensational, Debs had retired to her study but it 
was hours before she could consider sitting down. Her 
flesh seemed to be sizzling and the deep under-burn 
made even the slightest movement excruciating. 

 
Debs Morton gritted her teeth as Pauline 

tapped the ceremonial popping stick down once, 
twice and then thrice. 
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D is for Deplorable 

 
 
Deborah was shocked to be summonsed 

before the Grand Dame. Grand Dame Jennings was a 
figurehead at the academy. Her primary function was 
to entice wealthy families to enroll their daughters at 
the exclusive school. She was rarely seen and to the 
best of Deborah’s knowledge no pupil aside from the 
President of Posh ever visited her quarters. 

 
The interview was brief and disagreeable.  The 

Grand Dame informed Deborah that in the future she 
would be required to carry with her a special 
disciplinary report card and at the end of each lesson 
the Dames would be required to grade her behavior. 
She would only be allowed three below average 
grades per week. In the event that she failed to 
maintain this standard she would be thrashed on 
Friday evenings without the opportunity to mount a 
defense. 

The Grand Dame then proceeded to show 
Deborah her end-of-year report card with the word 
‘Deplorable’ written in electric red ink. 
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Debs continued to stare at her reflection. Her 
behavior may have been deplorable but she was also 
remarkably disciplined. Her gifts were probably 
genetic. Her father was a Nobel Prize winning 
physicist. Her mother had been a championship class 
tennis player and was a renowned concert pianist.  

Debs had learned to read young and devoured 
books on every subject. She learned to play the piano 
sitting in her mother’s lap and then migrated to the 
clarinet where she would become the youngest 
member of the National Youth Orchestra. Her ability 
to hit tennis balls had become apparent at an early 
age and after she had finished her homework, and 
practiced on the clarinet she would spend hours 
smashing tennis balls against a specially constructed 
training wall. At fourteen she became the national 
champion, unseating Rachel Cox who would later 
become an inmate at the Woody facility. 

Despite her incongruous behavior traits she 
managed to publish a biography of Mary Queen of 
Scots and became the youngest applicant ever to be 
accepted at Camford on a non-scientific scholarship. 

 
Deborah was bent over the popping seat with 

her skirt turned back. The effects of the previous 
night’s caning had not quite dissipated to the extent 
she would have liked. She had been truly impressed 
by the staying power of the thrashing. She had tried 
everything she knew to alleviate the irritation inside 
her bumbags. She had applied cold cream, icy wet 
flannels and even gone on a six mile run in an 
attempt to loosen things up. 

The prospect of another nine-stroke-popping 
was unappealing in the extreme.  
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Deborah Morton had been embarrassed by Mr 

Armanisuit’s revelation that she was the most 
punished schoolgirl in recorded history but it didn’t 
surprise her. Her fifth year at the academy had been 
a disaster. During the complete academic year she 
had failed to achieve the minimum disciplinary 
standard prescribed by the Grand Dame and every 
Friday evening she was thrashed by the new 
President of Posh, Christy Cranfield. 

 
Debs continued to be disciplined in her 

academic, artistic and sporting life and her behavior 
continued to be deplorable. The Grand Dame decreed 
that Deborah would be given the maximum of nine 
strokes until such time that she met the performance 
requirements.  Friday nights were hot and sweaty. 
Christy and Debs were tight but the new President of 
Posh was given no alternative but to beat Debs with 
extreme prejudice. Grand Dame Jennings took the 
unusual precaution of personally coming to the Posh 
HQ to witness the Friday thrashings and ensure that 
Christy didn’t cut any slack. Debs was on a hiding to 
nothing. 

 
Deborah straightened her tie in the mirror and 

looked herself up and down. Despite her athleticism 
she had always struggled with weight fluctuations. At 
five feet four she was not tall by professional tennis 
players’ standards and she was naturally curvaceous 
and rounded. She fastened her bright red house-sash 
around her waist and was pleased with what she saw. 
Recently her best chum, Rosemary Booker, had 
designed a new diet regime for Debs and it seemed 
to be working. Debs looked trim and even the 
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unflattering gymslip seemed to show off her svelte 
figure to its best advantage. Debs smiled to herself. 
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D is for Debs 

 
 
In the four years following her departure from 

the Queensgate Academy D unquestionably stood for 
Debs. It was almost impossible to open a newspaper 
or magazine without being greeted by a picture of 
Deborah Morton. With dogged determination and 
natural talent she ascended the Grand Prix ladder 
until at nineteen years old she was amongst the top 
ten female tennis players in the World. 

The early years of Deborah’s professional 
tennis career were relatively uncontroversial. Her on-
court manners were impeccable and her off-court 
articulation made her a spokesperson and 
ambassador for her generation. However, the wheels 
would suddenly fall off the wagon in Las Vegas. 

Deborah had been invited to play in a high-
dollar shoot-out at one of the city’s most extravagant 
hotels. Debs had never been to Vegas and was keen 
to explore the opulent night life the resort had to 
offer. Unfortunately Deborah had only recently 
celebrated her nineteenth birthday and the draconian 
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federal laws would prohibit her from entering the 
casinos and bars of the city. 

Unwisely Deborah contacted an old friend from 
her Queensgate days. Bernadette Summers knew 
about such things and was able to provide Debs with 
dodgy id that would satisfy the authorities. 

Unbeknownst to Deborah she had long been 
featured on the System’s celebrity target list. She was 
classified as a warm target and only the subject of 
occasional surveillance. Occasionally her name would 
be mentioned in dispatches as a potential candidate 
for a trip to the Big House but unsportingly the Lawn 
Tennis Association offered the System a compromise 
and served them Rachel Cox’s bumbags on a platter. 

Deborah’s Las Vegas sojourn might have gone 
unnoticed if she hadn’t won the one point five million 
dollar prize money. Paparazzi followed her 
everywhere and photographed her celebrating at 
Bellagio’s. Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s celebrity hit-
team immediately upped her status to a hot prospect 
and the Dark Agents moved in. 

Debs’ lawyers worked on a deal. She would be 
fined heavily by the Lawn Tennis Association and 
plead guilty to Misdemeanor Ladetting and would 
serve a two-year sentence at the Radcliffe Back to 
School unit. She would be allowed to continue to 
participate in European based competitions and 
represent the National Tennis team. 

Deborah was pissed off and used her celebrity 
to publicly denounce the anti-Ladette laws. She won 
considerable public sympathy; however she had not 
taken into account the inordinate power and influence 
of Melissa Forsham-Smythe. Melissa was not about to 
allow a well-earned commission to be put in jeopardy 
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by a whippersnapper like Debs and mobilized 
Armanisuit and his goons. 

One of the terms of the deal thrashed out 
between Debs’ lawyers and the System was that prior 
to her starting her sentence at Radcliffe she would be 
subject to a strict midnight curfew. Despite her 
objections to the restrictive practice Deborah 
complied which pissed Melissa off royally.  

Debs was at the summit of her success and for 
the first time she had reached the last four at 
Wimbledon. On the eve of her semi-final she had 
enjoyed a quiet dinner at a celebrity friendly 
restaurant with Christy Cranfield and Pauline 
Gascoigne. They had shared several dozen oysters 
and a bottle of wine while they reminisced about 
whops. 

Deborah had left the restaurant at just after 
eleven with plenty of time to get back to her hotel 
and to get rested for her upcoming semi-final. She 
had started her car and driven off. After less than a 
hundred yards the car had inexplicably spluttered to a 
halt. Debs tried several times to restart the vehicle to 
no avail. Frustrated she got out and pushed the car 
up to the curb. She tried to start it one last time and 
without explanation the engine turned over perfectly.  

Less than a hundred yards later the same thing 
happened. This time Debs waited a few minutes and 
when she turned the key the car started again. 
Frustratingly she barely made another hundred yards. 
She managed to move the car to a safe spot and 
decided to take a cab. 

She called her probation officer to report her 
problem but got no response. It took almost half an 
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hour to find a taxi and it was twelve fifteen before 
she arrived at her hotel. 

 
The semi-final between Deborah Morton and 

Venus Saturn is considered to be one of the great 
games in history. A grueling brawl played in 
unseasonable heat, Deborah finally succumbed in a 
lengthy tie-break. Exhausted, she was packing her 
rackets when three Dark Agents of the System strode 
on court and roughly hand-cuffed her in front of 
hundreds of millions of television viewers. 

 
Debs was taken to a secret silo of the System 

and charged with Extreme Ladetting for breaking 
curfew. The newspapers and news-stations owned by 
the Forsham-Smythe Corporation launched a virulent 
anti-Debs campaign calling her a degenerate and 
vilifying her as a bad example to British youth. 
Without being allowed a defense Deborah Morton was 
sentenced to seven years at the Big House without 
the possibility of parole. 

At no time did the Forsham-Smythe 
newshounds mention the hard-boiled egg that had 
been discovered in the gas tank of Deborah’s vehicle, 
doubtless placed there by one of Armanisuit’s ruthless 
goons. 
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D is for Disgrace 

 
 
Deborah ran her finger across the D 

embroidered on the cloth badge. It felt strange being 
back in the public eye. She was certainly Debs again 
but it was not her miraculous top-spin forehand cross-
court passes or her uncanny ability to play backhand 
volleys with so much reverse spin that the ball would 
jump back towards the net that was garnering 
headlines; it was her bumbags. 

Although the Grand Master had placed a 
moratorium on any member of the Brass or the 
inmates speaking to the press without the supervision 
of Jojo, the facilities spin doctor, the Forsham-Smythe 
hacks were relentless. Deborah’s old nemeses, 
Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell were happy to 
give great copy to the gutter rags. 

Deborah’s chums tried to keep her from 
looking at the news but already the cartoonists were 
having a field day with the incident of the fabulous 
fart and running a daily series.  

“She is a disgrace,” Mitch the Bitch had 
enthused to one newspaper. “Melissa Forsham-
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Smythe is absolutely right, Deborah Morton should be 
thrown in a cell and the key should be dropped in the 
moat. I did my best to control her but she is a 
degenerate.”   

Rosemary came over to the mirror. “You 
shouldn’t read that stuff,” she scolded her chum. 
“They’re just taking advantage because you’re so 
famous.” 

Debs grunted. “Not exactly the type of fame I 
aspire to,” she sighed, “but Nixdown will probably say 
I’ve planned this to get in the limelight.” 

Rosemary giggled. “Nix is just a cynic but she 
loves you. Now sit down and let me brush your hair.” 

Debs sat down. “Am I really such a disgrace?” 
she asked her chum. 

“You know you’re not you old silly,” laughed 
Rosemary. “Look at that D on your chest. That stands 
for Debs.” 

Deborah sighed. “I must be becoming 
institutionalized. I just want this whole thing over with 
and get back to a normal life. It’s come to something 
when I think of Woodys as a normal life.” 

Rosemary just giggled and started to brush 
Deborah’s hair.  

          
Jojo and the Grand Master spent the afternoon 

drinking champagne and watching the news. 
Newscasters continued to predict that the panel 
would finish their deliberations over the weekend and 
that the Snobs and Rotters would be summonsed 
back to the tribunal hall as early as Monday morning. 

At four o’clock Mr Humphries’ cell-phone rang. 
He listened intently then snapped it shut. “That was 
the clerk of the court,” he told Joanna. “The verdict is 
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in. We have to round up the team and we’ll go back 
to the hotel and stay overnight.” 

Jojo sipped her drink. “So this is it?” 
The Grand Master nodded. “This is it.” 
 
The inmates watched soberly as the stretch 

limousine slowly pulled out onto the long driveway. 
Throughout the weekend they had remained 
confident and excited by the performance of the 
defense team but as the limo slid away the terrible 
reality set in. If for some inexplicable reason 
everything went pear-shaped they were faced with 
the horrific prospect of completing their sentences in 
high-security jails. 

 
Mr Humphries entertained the defense team in 

the penthouse suite of the hotel. All of the key 
protagonists from the tribunal had been included in 
the traveling party. Jojo, Debs and Lisa, who had 
mounted the defense, Claire and Bernadette who had 
stood up to hostile cross-examination, Nixdown who 
had provided incomparable IT support, and Cassie 
Cassy who had fed and watered the team throughout 
the tribunal, were all in attendance. The Grand Master 
had invited Cathryn Cassidy who had been 
responsible for coordination and research back at the 
facility but she had elected to stay and help Lady 
Victoria maintain order on the campus. 

Ms Lawton came by to offer words of support 
and encouragement.  

At ten o’clock the Grand Master suggested that 
the team turn in but first there would be a toast. 
Cassie opened several bottles of perfectly chilled 1990 
Bollinger RD Extra Dry and filled flutes for the guests. 
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“I can only tell you all how proud I am of you,” 
said Mr Humphries. “Regardless of the outcome of the 
hearing I give you my word that I will work tirelessly 
to prevent harm coming to any of you or the other 
inmates.” 

The Woody gals raised their glasses. “Bottoms 
up,” they chorused. 
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National Champions 

 
 
  MONDAY NOON EDITION – DAY 11 

 
The Verdict Is In 

 
Outside the tribunal hall there were scenes of 

pandemonium. The crowd was even larger than expected. 
Police were forced to put up road blocks to keep the 
defense team from the Woody Back to School unit from 
being trampled. The quantity of clobber-clad pro-Woody 
supporters has now reached biblical proportions. The 
morning crowd included numerous stars of film, television 
and the music world, all dressed in striped blazers and 
clamoring to get into the hall to witness what is being 
dubbed the most important social decision of the new 
millennium. 

 
Miss Joanna Heyworth was greeted with cheers as 

she led her team from the white stretch limousines. By 
contrast Mr Armanisuit and Melissa Forsham-Smythe were 
treated to boo’s and jeers when they arrived. Behind them 
came Sarah, her right wrist handcuffed to a uniformed 
policewoman. Her face was drawn and wan. Her normally 
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highly stylized hair looked bedraggled. The cuff of her 
leather Versace jacket barely covered the manacle on her 
wrist. She avoided making eye contact with the Woody 
contingent and dispiritedly sat down beside her mother. 
Momentarily the other three Snobs who had remained in 
custody were led in, each handcuffed to police constables. 
The three women stared daggers at Sarah, before being led 
to seats a good distance from their partner in crime.  

With the prosecution and defense teams finally 
seated the press and public were allowed into the hall. 
Additional marshals had to be drafted in to ensure that they 
didn’t trample over each other in their haste to get to the 
good seats.  

 
It was full half hour before the hall was settled and 

the five-member panel entered. Seated behind a high 
podium the chairperson addressed the audience. 

 
Chairperson: The panel has considered all aspects of 

this enquiry and has prepared two 
statements. The first on behalf of the 
National Equestrian Association and the 
second on behalf of the Ministry of 
Extreme Social Rehabilitation. 

 
In the matter of the judging of the intense 
cross country event at the Castle Blaine 
trials the National Equestrian Association 
has made the following findings. 
 
“The disqualification of Joanna 
Heyworth is over-turned and she will 
receive the winner’s rosette and title of 
National Champion. As a consequence of 
the re-ranking the NEA takes great 
pleasure in announcing that the Woody 
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Back to School unit will receive the 
National Championship trophy.” 

 
The hall was immediately filled with whoops of 

approval and congratulations echoed around the hall. 
Cameras flashed as Nix leaned across and hugged the 
beaming Jojo. The Woody gals leapt to their feet cheering. 

 
“Go Jojo, go!” they whooped and hollered. 

 
The chairperson waited patiently for the din to die 

down. 
 

Chairperson: Miss Forsham-Smythe, please rise. 
 
Red-faced, Sarah stood up and faced the panel. 

Although the handcuff had been taken off her wrist the 
policewoman stood up next to her, firmly gripping Miss 
Forsham-Smythe’s arm. 
 
Chairperson: As we have seen, you wittingly shorted 

the course during the intense cross 
country event at Castle Blaine. 
Throughout the weekend, expert 
witnesses have studied videotapes of 
previous events that you have ridden in 
and have concluded that this was by no 
means an isolated or accidental incident. 
You have used this technique on 
numerous occasions. You are a superb 
horsewoman who has chosen to 
persistently use nefarious means to win 
events. Therefore the NEA has no option 
but to officially brand you as a CHEAT 
and to impose a ban on your participation 
in competition for a period of no less than 
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five years. Also you will be required to 
return all rosettes and trophies that you 
have ever won in NEA competition and 
your name will be stricken from all 
records. 
 
 You may now be seated. 
 

Miss Forsham-Smythe looked forlorn as the 
policewoman yanked her back down into the chair. 

 
Next the panel turned their attention to the 

Honorable Mrs. Forsham-Smythe.   
 
Chairperson: Madam, the governing committee finds 

your behavior contemptible. You have 
used your position to pervert the outcome 
of numerous events. Events that hundreds 
of honest competitors have trained for, 
only to have you distort the results. 
The committee hereby issues a life ban 
from you acting in any judicial position at 
NEA events. 
 

In a kinder voice the chairperson asked Claire Brooks 
to stand up. Miss Heyworth gave Miss Brooks a comforting 
squeeze as she nervously rose to her feet. 

 
Chairperson: While the panel cannot condone your 

crude gesticulation, we do acknowledge 
that you were under severe and 
unwarranted provocation. Furthermore, 
we are appalled by the slanderous attacks 
made upon you in the press by Mrs. 
Forsham-Smythe. We compliment you 
upon your courage in subjecting yourself 
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to a public spanking in an effort to 
placate the situation. Nonetheless, we 
consider that your punishment was unfair 
and unnecessary and we are therefore 
awarding you punitive damages from 
Mrs. Forsham-Smythe in the amount of 
one hundred thousand pounds. Your 
NEA disciplinary record will show you to 
be officially exonerated of the charge of 
bringing the association into disrepute. 
However, the only punishment that the 
NEA intends to levy against you is that 
you will donate your damages to your 
favorite charity. You may be seated Miss 
Brooks. 
 

The defense team jumped up and hugged Miss 
Brooks who was looking very relieved. As she sat down the 
audience gave her a standing ovation, clapping and wolf-
whistling and caterwauling. 

 
At this point Mr Armanisuit leapt to his feet. 

 
Chairperson: I know, I know Mr Armanisuit, this is 

preposterous and all the other adjectives 
that you are so fond of bandying around, 
nonetheless before you start waving your 
arms and wagging your chin I feel 
obliged to inform you that the findings of 
the NEA were unanimous. Any ideas for 
filing for an appeal that you may be 
nurturing will be rejected as futile. 
Now if you would be so kind as to return 
to your seat I would like to proceed with 
the second statement that has been 
prepared by the Ministry of Extreme 
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Social Rehabilitation. 
 

While the verdict over Woodys taking their rightful 
position as national champions was not unexpected the 
panel’s uncompromising censure of both members of the 
powerful Forsham-Smythe dynasty had news pundits 
reaching for their phones as they updated their predictions 
of the outcome of the Fate of Woodys phase of the hearing. 
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The Fate of Woodys 

 
 

Chairperson: This enquiry was initially convened in 
response to an application filed by Mrs 
Forsham-Smythe acting as a private 
citizen. The application alleged certain 
improprieties at the Woody Back to 
School unit and included a motion for the 
unit to be dissolved and the inmates 
placed in the care of Her Majesty’s 
conventional custodial services. 
Throughout the weekend the panel has 
reviewed the evidence produced by both 
parties and yesterday afternoon we 
presented a White Paper to the Ministry 
of Extreme Social Rehabilitation for 
consideration. Just prior to midnight I 
met with senior Whitehall mandarins and 
was requested to deliver the following 
findings. 
 

The atmosphere in the tribunal hall was tense. The 
Woody defense team held hands as they waited to learn of 
their fate.  
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Chairperson: Under advisement of the learned panel 

the Ministry of Extreme Social 
Rehabilitation has concluded that whilst 
the system of education and discipline 
used at the Woody Back to School unit 
may be considered unusual it would 
appear to be entirely successful. The 
articulate and technologically advanced 
presentation of their defense by current 
inmates of the facility clearly 
demonstrates the success of the 
alternative methods employed at the 
facility. Nothing in the evidence provided 
by the prosecution gives rise to concern 
to the Ministry and its allegations are 
considered at best to be scurrilous. The 
finding of the Ministry is that the Woody 
Back to School unit will continue to be 
allowed to operate under its current rules, 
regulations and protocols and will be 
exempted from Ministry inspection for a 
period of two years. 

 
The tribunal hall erupted into an uproar. The pro-

Woody supporters cheered and whistled and generally 
caterwauled.  It was a full fifteen minutes before order was 
established and the Chairperson could continue. 

 
Chairperson: Despite the initial bailiwick of the 

enquiry, we have also now been 
requested to assist the Ministry and the 
policing community in matters relating to 
the Ripley Back to School unit. 
As the public is well aware Mrs. Hayden-
White, the Grand Dame of the Ripley 
School has absconded and is currently at 
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large. In the best interests of the facility 
Ms Lawton has generously volunteered to 
fill the void until further notice. At an 
emergency meeting held last night it was 
agreed that Ms Lawton would have carte 
blanche to reorganize the unit and was 
given unanimous permission to introduce 
corporal punishment with immediate 
effect. At this time I must briefly 
handover to Chief Superintendent Deason 
of the Ripley Serious Crime Squad. 
 

A tall uniformed police officer stood up and 
approached the three Snobs. With a small hand 
gesticulation he signaled to the policewomen guarding 
them. The three women were unceremoniously yanked to 
their feet.  
 
C.S. Deason Penelope Rawlins, Felicity Robertson, 

Cynthia Caruthers, you are to be charged 
with sundry counts of shop-lifting, 
handling of stolen goods, and distribution 
of Class A and B narcotics. At this time 
the Central Crime Office is considering 
the extent of your prosecution and until 
such time that the charges are formalized 
you will be returned to the Ripley Back 
to School unit and placed under the 
custodial care of Ms Lawton. 
Immediately upon your return to the 
facility you will report to Ms Lawton’s 
office where you will be thrashed. 
 

Two of the Snobs hung their heads in shame. The 
third Snob, Cynthia Caruthers, fainted and needed to be 
helped into her seat by her police guard. 
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The tall man approached Sarah, who was dragged 
from her seat. She looked terrified. 

 
C. S. Deason Sarah Forsham-Smythe, the multiplicity 

of your crimes has yet to be fully 
analyzed. However, I should warn you 
that at this time the Central Crime Office 
is considering charging you with 
racketeering and seeking the maximum 
penalty of fifteen years incarceration. 
However, while our investigations 
continue you will be placed in the 
custody of the Woody Back to School 
unit. 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe will be taken 
from the tribunal hall to a haberdashery 
where she will be kitted out for clobber. 
Upon her arrival at the Back to School 
unit it is strongly recommended that 
Claire Brooks is given the opportunity to 
give her a public spanking. 
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Loose-Tie and Minimum Whops 

 
 
Mr Humphries declared a loose-tie and 

minimum whops day in celebration of the momentous 
verdict and the latest breaking news. 

 

“SNOBS TROUNCED, HAYDEN‐WHITE NABBED IN 
ZURICH” 
 

The last episode in the Snobs versus Rotters saga 
was once again filled with thrills and spills. Shortly after 
the outcome of the enquiry panel had been rolled out it was 
announced that Mrs. Hayden-White, the erstwhile Grand 
Dame of the Ripley Back to School unit, had been arrested 
in Switzerland. 

Acting on information from an unknown source, 
Interpol officers detained a heavily disguised Hayden-
White as she attempted to withdraw large quantities of 
money from a Zurich bank. Hayden-White is wanted in 
connection with her alleged participation in what has 
become known as the Forsham-Smythe Rackets.  
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Sarah Forsham-Smythe herself faces a bleak future. 
While the Central Criminal Office prepares possible 
racketeering charges she will remain at the Woody Back to 
School unit where she will doubtless become familiar with 
the rigors of corporal punishment.  

Sore bottoms for the other three Snobs too. 
Speaking from her new appointment as Grand Dame of the 
Ripley Back to School unit, Ms Susan Lawton confirmed 
that Penelope Rawlins, Felicity Robertson and Cynthia 
Caruthers had been soundly thrashed. She also commented 
that the Snobs had not taken their punishments quietly and 
had “…acted like muffs, not something one was used to at 
Woodys…” 

 
Jojo and her chums were kicking back in the 

barbeque area. Cassie Cassy was tossing steaks and a 
medley of vegetables and peppers on the grill. 

“Not a bad few weeks work,” grinned Cathryn 
Cassidy as she passed around a bottle of bubbles. 

Jojo laughed. “I think there’s a couple of Snobs 
who might disagree.” 

“Yeah,” laughed Nix, “Probably not a great day 
to be a Snob.” 

“Speaking of which, look what the cat brought 
in,” said Rosemary pointing towards the parking lot. 

A police vehicle had pulled up. A policewoman 
climbed out of the front seat and opened the rear 
door. 

The Rozzer helped Sarah Forsham-Smythe out 
of the vehicle. She was dressed in full Woody clobber. 
Her hands were handcuffed behind her back. She 
looked nervous as a kitten as she was led across the 
quadrangle. 

“She doesn’t look quite so cocky now, does 
she?” observed Lisa. 
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“Nothing like a good fitting for clobber to bring 

you down to earth,” said Debs. 
“Bottoms up to that,” giggled Lady Victoria. 
Mr Humphries signed the custodial paperwork. 

“You can uncuff her now,” he told her escort. “She 
won’t be going anywhere.” 

He looked across the desk at Sarah. “Miss 
Forsham-Smythe you are both rich and arrogant. You 
are also a cheat and a thief. None of these are 
qualities that impress me. So, no matter what 
transpires between now and the courts deciding what 
to do with you it will be my responsibility to see if we 
can’t be of some assistance in your social 
rehabilitation. So I suggest we establish some ground 
rules.”  

 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe stared hopelessly at 

the wall outside the Grand Master’s office. Her arms 
ached from holding them up above her head and her 
nose felt sore from being squashed against the wood 
paneling. Tears were trickling down her cheeks but 
she didn’t dare move her hands from the top of her 
head to wipe them. Katie Beck had given her a very 
disturbing description of the consequences of even 
the slightest alteration of her ignominious pose and 
the unit Matron was watching her like a hawk. 

 
“Perhaps we should cut her some slack,” 

suggested Jojo. “She looks petrified.” 
Sarah had come out of the main building and 

was sitting alone in the cloisters. 
“Are you barking?” scoffed Nixdown, “why 

would we do that? She’s a stuck-up be-yotch.” 
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“She’s also a Woody gal now, for better or for 
worse,” said Jojo. “I’m going to talk to her.” 

“Sometimes I think you’re soft in the head,” 
grunted Nixdown. “But, oh what the hell, let’s give 
her a chance.” 

Jojo winked at her cynical chum. 
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A Spanking for Sarah 

 
 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe had never felt so 

helpless in her life. Just three weeks earlier she had 
attended a gala party in Venice attended by several 
members of European royalty and now she was bent 
like a bow across Claire Brooks’ knees with her 
bumbags concertinaed around her ankles. 

 
Claire Brooks was not a vindictive woman by 

nature but she unashamedly relished the prospect of 
warming Sarah’s buns. She tucked Sarah in tightly 
and raised her hand in the air. 

 
Sarah couldn’t believe the heat that was 

growing in her rear end. “It’s only whops, it’s only 
whops,” she repeated over and over, just like Jojo 
and Nix had taught her. 

“She’s gonna blub,” predicted Nicola Jane 
cynically. 

“She’s doing well,” said Jojo. 
“She’s a fucking muff,” grunted Nix. 
“She’s just nervous,” said Jojo. 
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Sarah dearly wanted to howl and blub. Claire 
was a consummate spanker and she hadn’t left a 
millimeter of Sarah’s naked flesh unattended. She was 
spanking up one side of Sarah’s bottom and then 
back down the other. She combined slow deliberate 
deliveries with frenetic blitzes that sent Sarah into 
tormented convulsions.  

 
Sarah hung upside down panting. She no 

longer cared about the ignominy of her position; all 
she could think of was the fire ranging in her 
posterior. 

Claire slowly rolled Sarah’s bumbags back in 
place and turned down her skirt. She gently helped 
Sarah to her feet. 

“Well done,” she whispered. 
Sarah just stared at her in anguish. 
 
“I told you that she’d do good,” grinned Jojo. 
“Just wait until she gets the cane,” grunted 

Nixdown. “Then we’ll see what she’s made of.”  
 
“I’ve been sent up for the cane, sir,” said Jojo. 

“Ms Wharton told me to ask you to thrash me 
soundly.” 

“Perhaps you’d better explain,” said the Grand 
Master. 

 
Ever since she had returned from the tribunal 

Jojo had been fretting. She had lost valuable schedule 
time in her campaign to regain her title as the most 
whopped gal in a single year. 

In the first days back in the lecture rooms she 
had tested the waters by goofing, gabbing, larking 
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and pranking. As she had suspected the Brass and 
the pre’s were in the mood to cut her some slack and 
she failed to attract even a single yellow card. 

She checked around, nobody that had 
participated in the defense team had been caned 
since their return. Considering the team had been 
comprised of some of the units most notorious mega-
minxes this was highly unusual. 

 
“Are you fucking barking?” demanded 

Deborah. “This is the first time I’ve gone three weeks 
with a cool arse for years and you want me to go on 
a minxing spree?” 

“Oh come on Debs, what fun is a cool arse?” 
giggled Jojo. 

Deborah pointed at the D on the bib of her 
gymslip, “this D is for Debs,” she told Jojo pointedly, 
“and not D is for demented!” 

Jojo hugged her chum, “alright keep your 
bumbags on,” she laughed, “I just thought that you 
of all people would offer a minx some support.” 

“Sorry Jojo, not in these bumbags,” said Debs, 
“you’re just going to have to fly solo.” 

 
Jojo got much the same response from 

Rosemary and Nixdown. Since her revelation during 
the Spank-off that being thwacked on the bum with a 
whippy rattan cane was actually extraordinarily 
painful Rosemary had become reticent about minxing. 
Nixdown was spending increasing amounts of time 
spread out across Penny Ann’s lap having her bottom 
whapped and liked to save herself for recreational 
spanking.  
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With her best chums out of the running Jojo 
packed her satchel with pea-shooters, catapults and 
water-pistols and set off for the days tutorials loaded 
for bear. 
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The Super Cane 

 
 
Under normal circumstances baiting the Wart 

was a relatively simple undertaking but even Ms 
Wharton had gone into the slack cutting business. 
Despite her assurances to the contrary Debs’ reform 
had been short-lived and she had got lippy with the 
GeoDame. There was no doubt that Deborah needed 
six but to her delight instead of snatching up her cane 
the Wart reached into her pocket and showed Debs a 
yellow card. 

Jojo’s timing was perfect. She pulled out her 
catapult and winged a pellet across the room. It went 
over her chums’ heads and smacked loudly against 
the window. The Wart span around and Jojo grinned 
innocently. Ms Wharton barreled down upon her. 

“Was that you, Heyworth?” she growled. 
Jojo fluttered her eyelids. “Me, Ma’am? I’m 

sure I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
“Stand up!” Jojo pushed back her seat and the 

catty slid out of her lap. The Wart glared at Joanna 
and reached for her red card. 
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The Grand Master listened to Joanna’s earnest 
explanation. It was complete nonsense of course, but 
entertaining none the less. When she had finished Mr 
Humphries did some explaining of his own. 

He explained that following the tribunal he had 
received numerous offers from outlets wishing to 
augment his supply chain and an outfit in San 
Francisco offering the new generation of cane 
technology had particularly attracted him. They 
claimed that by replacing the conventional crook 
handle with an eight-inch straight run polyethylene 
grip that the shaft of the cane fitted into, offered a 
whippier solution, requiring half the power to get 
double the results. By minimizing arm action it added 
increased accuracy and control. They had sent Mr 
Humphries some samples, with black leather covered 
handles, beautifully embossed with Woodys in red 
lettering. 

He explained that he had tested it out on the 
practice range and had been impressed with the 
results. And he explained that he planned on 
continuing his trials on Joanna’s bare bottom. 

 
Even as the Grand Master tapped the cane 

down to get his measure he could feel the weight and 
precision of the cane, and most importantly the 
perfect way that it flexed as it cut through the air. 

He raised the cane and brought it down with 
three quarters of the weight that he would normally 
have used. It cut across Jojo’s backside with a 
resounding crack, instantly raising a red weal from 
cheek to cheek. 
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Mr Humphries was impressed. The first stroke 

had certainly got the Jojo’s attention. As the full sting 
of the stripe had worked its way through her system 
her whole body had raised slightly, her heels rising 
from the back of her shoes and she had 
uncharacteristically groaned. A hardened whop 
warrior like the Jojo rarely showed such a reaction so 
early in the game. Mr Humphries flexed the cane and 
decided to experiment. 

 
Jojo felt as if her bum was being seared with 

welding rods. The varying pace of each stroke 
juxtaposed with his tantalizing concentration on 
different areas of her beleaguered bum had made it 
almost impossible for Jojo to settle into any kind of 
rhythm.  

 
The Grand Master took his time, delivering 

each stroke thirty seconds apart. He certainly couldn’t 
refute the advertising literature. With minimum effort 
it was clear from Jojo’s agitated wriggling and 
squirming that he was getting maximum effect. 

 
“How was it?” asked Mr Humphries. 
“I want the name of the sadist from San 

Francisco,” growled Joanna, “I want to send him a 
letter bomb.” 

Mr Humphries grinned. “So I take it that you’re 
endorsing the super cane.”  

 
“On a scale of one to ten that was an eleven,” 

groaned Jojo. She was laid out across Rosemary’s lap 
having a soothing balm kneaded into her wounded 
rear end. 
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“Who the fuck designs super canes,” 
complained Debs. “It’s taken me almost fifteen years 
to get used to the conventional cane. These people 
have no business bringing in changes unannounced.” 

Nixdown licked her lips lasciviously. “I’m all for 
a bit of variety myself,” she giggled. “I wonder if he’ll 
lend one to Penny Ann. I haven’t had a good caning 
for days.” 

“Nixy darling, you are stark raving bonkers,” 
said Jojo.  
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The Tattooed Dame 

 
 
“Look at that,” gasped Jojo. 
“Now that is impressive,” said Nixdown. 
“That is what I call sharp shooting,” agreed 

Rosemary. 
“Don’t just stand around inspecting it,” wailed 

Deborah, “rub it!” 
Deborah Morton was stretched out across 

Rosemary’s lap waiting for soothing balms to be 
rubbed into the blistering heat in her rear end.  

 
Debs Morton was caught completely unawares. 

The violin bow had seared across her tautened 
bumbags with breath-taking force. Her body almost 
levitated from the piano stool as the mind-boggling 
sensation ricocheted through her central nervous 
system like a pinball. 

During morning assembly the Grand Master 
had introduced a new recruit to the facility Brass. Ms 
Scott, he informed the inmates, would assist as the 
replacement of Ms Whitton, the disgraced Dame of 
Musical Studies. 



The Fate of Woodys 
 

Ms Scott was distinctly diminutive, standing 
only four feet ten inches tall and she looked like she 
might weigh eighty pounds if she carried two house 
bricks in her pockets. 

“I bet she can’t whop her way out of a wet 
paper bag,” Debs had scoffed. 

“Well there’s only one way to find out,” goaded 
Nix. 

“Nixdown!” scolded Rosemary, “don’t be 
putting ideas into her head. She’s been doing very 
well recently.” 

Nix just winked and smiled sweetly. 
 
At first Ms Scott seemed unperturbed by 

Deborah’s incessant interruptions; she even appeared 
vaguely amused by her wise cracks. However, as the 
lesson progressed the new Dame showed increasing 
signs of irritation and spoke sharply to Debs on 
several occasions. Deborah Morton cheerfully ignored 
her and persisted with her comic asides. 

Finally Ms Scott thrust a yellow card in 
Deborah’s face.  

“All right Miss Morton, I will give you one last 
opportunity to be silent,” she said calmly. 

“Or what?” grinned Debs. 
“Or I shall be compelled to beat you,” the 

instructor said in a matter of fact manner. 
Deborah Morton shrugged, “See if I care,” she 

drawled. 
“Very well Morton, if that’s what you want why 

don’t you remove your blazer and step up to the front 
of the room?” 

Deborah pushed her chair back noisily and 
yawned theatrically. She shrugged off her blazer and 
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handed it to Rosemary, throwing her chum a good 
long wink before swaggering down the aisle. 

   
Deborah approached Ms Scott with a cocky 

grin on her face. Debs was not a particularly big gal 
but she dwarfed the new Dame. 

 “Place the stool on the pedestal and bend 
over,” Ms Scott said firmly.  

Deborah winked at her. “It’s okay Ma’am I 
know the form.” 

Taking her time Deborah moved the stool, 
then leaned down and stretched herself out. 
Meanwhile Ms Scott crossed to a cabinet and took 
down a violin bow.  

 
Being bent over the piano stool ready to be 

beaten with a violin bow was familiar territory for 
Deborah Morton. She had spent some of her hottest 
and sweatiest moments having her bumbags torn to 
tatters by the crazed Ms Whitton. Nonetheless, 
despite her many unpleasant memories Debs had felt 
duty bound to end her cool arse run and test the 
mettle of the new incumbent. She stretched out and 
relaxed. 

 
Ms Scott placed the violin bow on the piano 

and unhurriedly went over and turned the hem of 
Deborah’s gymslip back. The inmates watched her 
closely. She seemed completely composed. It 
occurred to them that she was probably several years 
younger than Deborah. 

Next she removed her oversized double-
breasted jacket.  

“Oh shit,” breathed Jojo. 
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“Fuck a duck,” muttered Nix. 
Debs swaggering cockiness was entirely 

premised on the new Dame’s diminutive stature. 
However, when Ms Scott removed her jacket she 
looked anything but a wimp. Dressed in a black 
sleeveless singlet her arms looked as if they had been 
honed and toned by hours of bench pressing. She had 
a small rose tattoo on her right shoulder and an eagle 
on her left.  Momentarily she stood flexing the violin 
bow between her hands, making her muscles ripple, 
and then unhurriedly she approached the piano stool.  
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A Virtuoso Performance 

 
 
With a thoughtful look on her face Ms Scott 

laid the violin bow down on Deborah Morton’s 
upturned bumbags. She tapped the bow down once 
or twice then after adjusting her stance slightly, her 
arm went up and then the bow came down faster 
than the eye could see. The mighty swipe slashed 
across the crown of the tightly stretched bumbags at 
the speed of light. 

 
The watching gals gasped in unison and 

Deborah Morton groaned in surprise and anguish. 
Poor Debs was expecting nothing more than a sharp 
sting, but the stroke imploded through her body with 
electrifying force. 

“Holy fucking bejaysus,” gasped Nix. 
“Good grief,” muttered Jojo. 
“Poor Debs,” moaned Rosemary. 
Three of the world’s most whopped women 

watched incredulously.  The new Dame was showing 
no signs of nerves or inexperience. After each stroke 
she calmly looked at her wristwatch. Ms Scott allowed 
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a full sixty seconds to elapse before raising the bow 
for the next strike. The velocity that she cut the bow 
through the air was awe-inspiring and the crack of 
the stick rebounding off Deborah’s bumbags was ear 
splitting. 

 
Deborah Morton, one of the world’s most 

whop-hardened veterans had to mine her deepest 
reserves to keep from howling. She hunkered down 
across the stool, gripping the legs with white knuckled 
fists and bringing her knees in.  Sixty seconds, bent 
like a bow, over a piano stool, trying to harness the 
pain of one stroke and to prepare for the next can 
seem like an eternity. In her upside down position the 
wait between each stroke seemed interminable. She 
desperately wanted the beating to be over with, yet 
she dreaded the arrival of the next fearsome impact. 
Each stroke seemed to land exactly on top of the first, 
a single line of fire across the sweetest spot on her 
arse getting hotter and hotter by the minute. 

Very patiently before she delivered each stroke 
the new Dame would ask Deborah to stretch out and 
to put her head right down.  

The piano stool was a particularly well 
designed piece of furniture for delivering benders. 
Debs knew that the further she put her head down 
the more her bottom sat up. She knew that she was 
perfectly primed to be thrashed. Her backside felt as 
if it had blown up like a watermelon and she was 
frightened her bumbags might split at the seams.  

 
Ms Scott took a tight grip on the bow and 

prepared to deliver the final stroke.  She had been an 
avid watcher of the Snobs and Rotters hearings and 
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when she heard that Ms Whitton had left a vacancy in 
the Woody staff she had immediately sent an 
application to Mr Humphries. When, to her great 
delight, she received an invitation to attend an 
interview she had gone out and bought a cane. She 
had spent hours making a chalk mark on a pair of her 
old school bumbags, putting them over a cushion, 
and practicing precision caning until she could hit the 
perfect stroke every time.  

At twenty-three years old, with no teaching 
experience and only a few gigs with a gloriously 
unsuccessful local punk rock band on her resume 
Suzy Scott didn’t hold out much hope of bagging the 
position. However, when she showed off her muscles 
and tattoos, and demonstrated her virtuosity with the 
cane Mr Humphries signed her up on the spot. 

 
Deborah’s chums watched in awe. There was 

no question that they were witnessing a virtuoso 
performance. Ms Scott hardly seemed to raise the 
bow but the force with which she was applying it was 
not in doubt. The explosions off Debs’ bumbags were 
truly impressive. However this was not a brutal 
uncontrolled thrashing, it was a precisely thought out 
and executed exhibition of the art of how to deliver a 
perfect caning.  

 
Ms Scott watched the seconds tick down. She 

concentrated her attention on her technique, raising 
her arm through the same trajectory before whipping 
it downwards with a sharp flick of her wrist. 

The violin bow slicing across her backside 
knocked the wind out of Deborah Morton, she 
slumped forward gasping for air. She felt as if she 
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had been sprawled across the piano stool for hours 
but she wasn’t ready to get up. The waves of pain 
just kept sweeping over her. 

It was almost a full minute before Deborah 
slowly pushed herself to her feet. She turned around 
and faced Ms Scott with a wild-eyed look of shock 
and awe. Seconds later she looked even more 
stunned as Ms Scott span her around and grabbed 
her in a perfect collar, arm pinned behind her back, 
right hand gripping the collar of her blouse and 
propelled her through the music room. Debs could 
only gurgle helplessly. 
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The Fine Art of Collaring 

 
 
Deborah was too stunned to resist. Despite her 

diminutive stature Ms Scott was proving remarkably 
adept at the fine art of collaring. It was an art form 
that is widely attributed to having been invented by 
Katie Beck. However, it was actually originated many 
years earlier by Patty Hodge when she was the Red-
shirt of the original Woody School. The first known 
recipient of a public collaring was none other than 
Susan Lawton. 

When Patty first recruited Katie to establish the 
notorious Secret Society of Serial Spankers she had 
recalled hustling Susan through the school grounds, 
her fingers in the scruff of her blouse, her arm pinned 
behind her back.  

“I think she hated that more than the 
thrashing I gave her,” Patty had gloated. 

 
Katie took to the fine art of collaring like a bat 

to sweet nuts and used it as a key weapon in her war 
against the vanguard of mega-minxes. She trained 
her disciples to hunt in packs, swooping down on the 
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unfortunate inmates to respond to Katie’s battle cry of 
“Collar that gal and take her to the library to be 
thrashed!” 

Fortunately for the inmates after Katie finished 
her sentence collaring went out of fashion. Liberal 
Red-shirts like Liz Lancelot and April Turner prohibited 
the practice. 

However, the coincidence of the year of 
Operation Scorched Arse and the emergence of the 
most heinous SS in the facilities history saw a revival 
of the collaring vogue. Yvonne Godfrey and her 
cronies had their own personal enforcer. Jackie 
Ivanhoe was a hefty woman. She had been one of 
Yvonne’s top aides in the Confederacy of Yoofs and 
was known as Ivan the Terrible. 

Ivan added some new nuances. She was 
considerably taller than most of the inmates and liked 
to heft them upwards by the collars of their blouses 
so that they were forced to walk on the balls of their 
feet as they were hustled up to the library. She also 
liked to give them Chinese burns for shits and giggles. 
Ivan the Terrible was not a popular member of the 
community.   

 
Deborah Morton was no newcomer to being 

collared and had been subjected to the first ever Full 
Collar Walkthrough. After she was branded as Public 
Enemy Number One she was hauled before the 
council of the Red House. The deck was stacked 
against her as the council included four members of 
the SS. She was sentenced to a Formal House 
Beating, a twelve stroke running bender to be 
delivered by Patsy Butcher. Unbeknownst to Deborah 
Patty Hodge and Katie Beck were working behind the 
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scenes writing an amendment to the house protocols. 
After spending hour’s in house custody waiting for 
approval of the beating Debs was informed of the 
details of the new protocol. To her horror she was 
told that before she was taken to the gymnasium to 
be thrashed she would be paraded through the 
landings under a full collar. It precipitated a dark era 
in the history of collaring. 

The inmates had reason to be grateful to Lady 
Victoria Brompton, who had also been subjected to a 
Full Collar Walkthrough, when she instituted another 
ban on collaring by members of her Elite. 

 
Ms Scott propelled Debs a few yards down the 

corridor and then released her.  
“We’re going to need to see the Grand 

Master,” she told Deborah. “I’m sure you can make it 
under your own steam.” 

Debs breathed a sigh of relief. Deborah was a 
superb athlete and as fit as a butcher’s dog but she 
had been astonished by the iron grip with which Ms 
Scott had collared her. If the new Dame had chosen 
to continue to propel her forwards she would have 
been helpless to resist. 

  
Deborah Morton’s cool arse sabbatical was 

officially over. As she trudged through the corridors 
she felt as if smoke was billowing in her wake.  

The new Dame was cutting along sharpish and 
with her stiff-legged gait Debs was having difficulty 
keeping up. The pain in her backside seemed to be 
centered along a single line across the very sweet 
spot. Her bumbags were chaffing against the weal. 
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She would dearly have loved to rub. She had 
left her blazer in the music room so she didn’t have 
any pockets to thrust her hands in. Deborah clenched 
her fists by her sides and hurried after Ms Scott. 
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The Super-Weal 

 
 
Deborah’s heart began to pound even faster as 

they reached the landing outside the Grand Master’s 
study. Generally tutorial thrashings stayed in the 
lecture rooms. Debs was perturbed about the 
introduction of the Grand Master into the 
proceedings. She took a deep breath and 
disconsolately wriggled into Mr Humphries study. 

 
“It was exactly as you anticipated Grand 

Master,” said Ms Scott. 
The Grand Master smiled. “Did you do as I 

advised?” 
“Yes sir. I cut her some slack, then gave her a 

couple of verbal warnings and followed up with a 
yellow card,” reported Ms Scott. 

“Well, congratulations on breaking your duck,” 
said Mr Humphries. “Thank you for bringing her up. 
I’ll take it from here.” 

 
Deborah Morton was having difficulty standing 

still and concentrating simultaneously.  Debs had had 
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the misfortune to spend a large part of the past 
decade and a half sporting a sore behind. She had 
taught herself pain management and generally did 
not allow the small matter of a sore arse to distract 
her from going about her business. Nonetheless she 
couldn’t help noticing that the effects of her recent 
thrashing were extremely distracting. 

 
“Well Deborah you are nothing if not 

predictable,” said the Grand Master. “So how was 
she?” 

“How was she? That woman should come with 
a government health warning,” said Deborah quite 
passionately. “Where the hell did you find her?” 

“She found us,” smiled Mr Humphries. “Well 
I’m glad she’s working out and by the way thank 
you.” 

“Thank me? What for?” asked Debs. 
“I had a little flutter with the Bounder, I 

guessed that you’d be the first to test her out,” smiled 
the Grand Master. 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Debs. “I really am so 
predictable aren’t I?” 

“No complaints I take it?” asked Mr Humphries. 
Deborah flushed a little. “No sir, this one was 

strictly on me.” 
“Good answer. I was considering taking you 

down to the Brat Chamber and giving you a damn 
good spanking,” he said cheerfully. 

Deborah gaped at him. 
“But it seems like she’s done a pretty thorough 

job on you,” he continued. “So why don’t we sit down 
and have a glass of champagne to celebrate my 
winnings?”  
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Deborah shook her head in bewilderment. 
“I’d love a glass of bubbles, sir,” she said 

finally, “but I might pass on the sitting down if you 
don’t mind.” 

 
The news of Deborah’s super-weal was hot 

news on the gossvine. Debs was inundated with 
enquiries about the new Dame’s technical and artistic 
abilities. The Woody aficionados were keen to hear 
the juicy details and Deborah sportingly dropped her 
bumbags for her closest chums so they could inspect 
the damage up close and personal. 

They were duly impressed. As Deborah entered 
the recovery phase her blow by blow accounts of the 
beating became increasingly extravagant. However, 
Jojo, Nixdown and Rosemary acted as expert 
witnesses, confirming that it had been a truly 
spectacular thrashing.  

By nightfall the new Music Dame was already a 
Woody legend. 

 
“It seems that you made an impression,” the 

Grand Master told Ms Scott over dinner. 
Suzy Scott smiled. “I was a little nervous,” she 

told him. “I mean that’s the first time I’ve ever caned 
a real person.” 

“Well it’s probably a good thing that you 
started with someone like Deborah, she generally 
puts it up and keeps it up,” said the Grand Master. 
“That makes it easier for everybody concerned. You 
get a well positioned target and she gets a good tight 
licking with no chance of any lasting damage.” 

“I called by her study just to make sure that 
there are no hard feelings,” said Suzy. “She was very 
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sweet. She admitted she provoked me and even 
complimented me on my style and technique.” 

“You probably can’t get a much better 
endorsement than that,” grinned the Grand Master. 

“I have a feeling I’m going to like Woodys,” 
said Ms Scott. 

“Bottoms up to that,” smiled Mr Humphries. 
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Mickey the Purveyor 

 
 
“Bottoms up,” said Mickey. 
The Bounder smiled coyly. “Mine certainly was 

this afternoon,” she grinned. 
Despite the ferocious aching in her rear end 

Bernadette was feeling effervescent. The Grand 
Master had generously given her a curfew extension 
so that she could be wined and dined by her new 
suitor. 

 
The Bounder watched as the black Lexus SUV 

pulled into the deserted loading bay. She rubbed her 
bumbags in anticipation at the arrival of the weekly 
consignment of goods from her Uncle Stacks.  

The vehicle slowed to a halt. The door opened 
and a man that Bernadette didn’t recognize climbed 
out. He was tall and muscular and dressed in a tight 
fitting black tee shirt and wraparound shades. Bernie 
couldn’t help but notice that he was something of a 
hunk. 

 “You would be the one they call the Bounder?” 
he said in a soft voice. He grinned. “Spiffy outfit.” 
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Bernadette felt herself blushing. 
“Who the fuck are you?” she snapped 

defensively. “Where’s Fingers Malone?” 
“Touchy, touchy,” he said lightly. “I’m Mickey 

the Purveyor, but you can call me Mickey. Fingers had 
his collar felt by Plod so he’s otherwise engaged. 
Stacks asked me to take over his deliveries.” 

Bernadette studied the man with the pumped 
up biceps. He certainly was an improvement in the 
eye candy department over Fingers Malone. She 
pointed over at the loading dock. “Unload the gear 
over there,” she told him. 

Mickey winked at her. “You should smile 
more,” he grinned. “I saw you at the tribunal; you’re 
much prettier when you smile.” 

The Bounder glared at him. “I just got the 
cane bucko and it wasn’t any smiling matter.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Mickey cheerfully. 
The Bounder continued to glare and then 

slowly her beautiful dusky face broke into a grin. 
“No you’re not,” she told. “I don’t think you’re 

sorry to hear that I was caned at all.” 
 
The Bounder stood in the corridor outside the 

lecture room with her hands on her head and her 
nose pressed to the wall. She had been standing in 
that position for over thirty minutes and it was 
beginning to give her the pip. 

 
The Wart had chucked Bernadette out of the 

geography lecture to placate Patty Hodge. Patty had 
spent most of the previous evening bitching and 
moaning that she wasn’t getting enough action. 
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The Dames had three courses of action when 

the inmates misbehaved. They could cane the 
miscreant locally, red card them up to the Grand 
Master’s office, or alternatively they could send them 
to do nose and toes in the corridor and make them an 
appointment with Patty. 

Being corridored was an unpopular option. 
Although nose and toes were a way of life for the 
inmates it was considered quite demeaning to have to 
stand facing the wall in a public thoroughfare. Even 
worse was the prospect of having to do face time 
with Patty. 

 
Patty Hodge prided herself on being a be-yotch 

of the highest order. She had honed her skills at the 
original Woody School where she had been a 
tyrannical Red-shirt. During her reign she caned four 
times as many girls as any of her predecessors.  

It was at Woodys that she first hit upon the 
idea for her signature custom-made split ended 
canes. She had used the backside of Susan Lawton as 
her guinea pig. 

Susan had a reputation as a mischievous and 
high-spirited thing and was considered one of the 
naughtiest girls in the school. Patty Hodge decided 
Susan was an ideal candidate for hostile targeting. 

Her first order of business as Red-shirt was to 
arrange to have Susan publicly flogged. She 
manipulated the protocols and manufactured 
evidence. Susan was stitched up like a kipper. 

Public floggings were relatively rare and Susan 
did not enjoy the humiliating experience. A week later 
Patty told Susan that she had compiled enough 
evidence to arrange for a second public flogging. 
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Susan knew that the evidence was bogus but Patty 
had the Grand Dame’s listening ear. When Patty 
offered to perform the thrashing in private Susan had 
little option but to agree. 

Wickedly Patty Hodge taped two ashplants 
together as an experiment. Patty was delighted with 
the results. Susan Lawton was a tough cookie and 
could take a licking with the best of them. 
Nonetheless the double sting of the two canes 
immediately had her hissing and panting in extreme 
consternation. 

Patty Hodge reveled in her new nickname of 
‘the Thrasher’ and had a lapel badge made for her 
blazer.  

 
Bernadette curled her lip contemptuously at 

Patty Hodge before bending over the desk. Patty just 
leered at the Bounder and flexed the cane between 
her hands. 
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The Split-Ended Cane 

 
 
Bernadette Summers bent over the Deputy 

Grand Dame’s desk and waited to be caned. She 
leaned forward and stretched out until her arms were 
dangling down across the far side of the desk and her 
bottom was sitting up proud. She tensed a little as 
she felt Ms Hodge measuring her distance. Even 
though the Bounder was as tough as nails the 
thought of Patty lining herself up with a split-ended 
cane right behind her was a trifle unnerving. 

 
Despite her personality flaws Patty was an 

academic genius and had been scouted by numerous 
top ranking universities. However, Patty had a plan. 
She attended teachers training college and targeted 
the country’s strictest private schools with her 
resume. Job applications flowed through her letterbox 
and she accepted positions at schools which strictly 
imposed corporal punishment. Patty quickly gained a 
reputation and in her first five years of employment 
she was ranked amongst the top three female 
disciplinarians in the nation. At less than the age of 
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thirty she was scouted for the prestigious post of 
Mistress of Discipline at the exclusive Dartington 
Manor boarding school. She would finish her first year 
ranked by the Ministry of Education as the most 
prolific female disciplinarian in the country.  

At Dartington Manor she would first encounter 
the Cassidy sisters. Even during her teenage years 
Cat Cassidy had been the epitome of cool. She 
frequently busted out of the boarding school to 
attend jams at her father’s recording studio even 
though it would inevitably mean an appointment with 
Patty’s cane the following morning. 

Patty hated Cat. Unlike the other pupils 
Cathryn refused to be intimidated by Patty no matter 
how hard she was beaten and treated her with 
undisguised contempt. To Patty’s chagrin Cat’s sister, 
Cassie Cassy followed in her footsteps. By contrast to 
the cool Cat, Cassie was ultra-exuberant and 
borderline barking. Cassie had three goals in life, to 
be a super-chef, to break her sister’s record as the 
most caned girl in the school, and to jape Patty 
Hodge relentlessly. 

Patty’s deep hatred of the Cassidy sisters 
would continue when they reestablished their 
acquaintance at the Woody Back to School unit. 

 
Patty stood five-feet ten in her stockinged feet, 

with a mane of red hair and electric green eyes she 
was a head-turning, eye-popping beauty. She had no 
shortage of amours but she eye-balled herself an 
aging and extremely wealthy barrister and 
bamboozled him into wedlock. The marriage was brief 
but Patty walked away with a considerable fortune. 
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Life was good for Patty; she was now 

independently wealthy and in her role of resident 
disciplinarian got to cane in excess of a hundred 
bottoms a year. 

When the recruitment board of the System 
began trawling the market for experienced martinets 
Patty Hodge’s name was at the top of the list. Ms 
Lawton fiercely resisted the appointment of her 
former arch-nemesis as her deputy but she was over-
ruled.  

For Patty the timing was perfect. The 
government was beginning to cow-tow to the 
demands of the Society of Teachers Opposed to 
Physical Punishment and in many sectors of the 
education system the cane was being abolished. Even 
at Dartington Manor the amount of bums she was 
approved to thrash was diminishing each year. The 
Woody experiment was the perfect solution for a 
whop-junkie like Patty Hodge. 

 
Patty took her time. She liked to make her 

victims wait. Bernadette was stretched out across the 
desk with her navy blue clad bum stuck up in the air 
for several minutes before Patty stepped in for the 
kill. 

Patty Hodge was not approved to deliver bare 
benders but she circumvented that inconvenience by 
pulling her victim’s bumbags upwards until the cheeks 
of their bottoms were exposed.  

Patty tapped the wye shaped tip of her 
customized cane down on the Bounder’s naked bum 
and let rip. 

Bernadette was sweating profusely. The wye-
tipped cane felt like she was being branded. The 
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Bounder prided herself on her ability to take a licking 
but Patty was really putting her arm into it. 

 
Although Patty was universally despised by the 

inmates they had a grudging respect for her abilities 
to execute a caning. Unlike many of her cohorts in 
the Radical Right who were often over-zealous and 
ineffective, Patty Hodge was considered one of the 
all-time greats.  

Patty raised the cane in the air and took aim. 
She slashed the whippy stick through the air landing 
it across Bernadette’s sulcus causing the Bounder’s 
heels to rise out of her shoes. Patty Hodge grinned to 
herself. There was no better way to end an extreme 
thrashing than delivering a perfectly executed low 
rider. 
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Certifiably Barking 

 
 
Bernadette grinned at Mickey the Purveyor. “I 

can’t believe that I just told you that,” she told him 
after she had recounted the intimate details of her 
thrashing from Patty. 

Mickey just smiled and fed her an oyster. “You 
are extremely beautiful Miss Summers,” he told her 
and the Bounder wriggled with glee. 

 
Nixdown was wriggling with glee. She was 

laying head down, arse up across Suzy Scott’s lap 
having her backside whapped with a riding crop. 

 
Although Nixdown had felt considerable 

sympathy for Deborah during the first super-weal 
beating she had also been envious. In the aftermath 
when she had been given the opportunity to inspect 
the super-weal she had begun to hatch a plan. 

 
“Are you fucking barking,” squealed Penelope 

Ann Evans. “You call that a plan?” 
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Nixdown shrugged. “It’s a dilemma and I think 
it’s the best solution.” 

Penny Ann put her face in her hands. “Nix I 
have never heard anything so crazy in my whole 
damned life!” 

 
“Excuse me?” asked Suzy Scott incredulously. 

“You want me to do what? Are you fucking barking?” 
Nixdown smiled solicitously. “Certifiably,” she 

told the new Dame, “But I like to think that’s part of 
my charm.” 

Suzy stared at Nicola Jane, “and what makes 
you think I would even consider this proposal?” 

“I watched you beat Debs,” said Nixdown. “I’m 
not saying that you enjoyed it but nobody is that 
good unless they’re in the game.” 

Suzy Scott shook her head in disbelief. “I really 
don’t know what to say,” she said finally. “Give me 
some time to mull this over and I’ll get back to you.” 

 
The Grand Master laughed out loud. “You 

know that she’s certifiably barking, don’t you?” he 
told Suzy. 

“Well I don’t know what to think to be frank 
with you,” replied Suzy. 

“Perhaps it would be a rather peculiar request 
in most communities but this is Woodys and it’s all 
about whops and clobber.” 

 
Suzy crossed the quadrangle in the direction of 

the stables. Her first seventy-two hours at Woodys 
had certainly been interesting. In many ways she was 
grateful to Deborah. The Grand Master had been 
correct when he had told her that it had been best to 
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deliver her inaugural beating to a seasoned 
campaigner. However, she had been astonished by 
the Woody response. She knew that Debs had talked 
the whopping up a storm and had expected the now 
legendary super-weal to act as a deterrent. Her 
expectations couldn’t have been further from the 
truth. The inmates seemed to feel duty bound to test 
her out and she had already been compelled to bend 
three more gals over the piano stool and introduce 
them to her stunning technique. Now, she was on her 
way to an even more bizarre appointment. 

 
Nixdown was impeccably dressed in her finest 

riding apparel. Penny Ann was wearing a micro-
gymslip, blouse and tie. They smiled at each other as 
Suzy stepped into the stable and closed the door 
behind her. She was carrying a braided riding crop. 

 
“You were right, Nicola Jane,” said Suzy. “You 

have a good eye.” 
Suzy couldn’t deny that she was excited. The 

school she attended practiced corporal punishment 
but restricted it to the male community. From an 
early age Suzy had found herself attracted to the 
more troublesome members of the fraternity and 
often went on dates with boys who had recently been 
caned. Using her subtle charms she would coax the 
details out of them and find herself excited. 

During her sixth year at the school one of her 
classmates had received a particularly ferocious 
thrashing. Suzy had enticed him behind the bicycle 
sheds. They were caught, Suzy was spanking his 
monkey, her blouse was undone and he was 
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recovering from the thrashing by sucking down on 
her titty. 

There was a fuss of course. Governors, 
parents, and senior staff members were involved. 
Finally it was decided that Suzy and her paramour 
would be caned. Suzy was delighted at the prospect 
of satisfying her curiosity, but her bubble was burst 
when she was told she would receive three strokes 
across each of her hands. Out of desperation she 
argued that she was scheduled to participate in a 
crucial table tennis competition and if her palms were 
swollen she would not be able to hold her bat. After 
due consideration, Suzy Scott received six strokes of 
the cane bent over the Headmistress’ desk. 

It was a thrilling mixture of fear and adrenalin. 
It hurt but the pain was strangely exquisite and the 
experience exhilarating beyond belief. 
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The Nixdown Experience 
 

Despite her diminutive stature Suzy Scott was 
obsessed by the martial arts and gained black belts in 
several styles including karate and kick-boxing. After 
leaving school she spread her time between 
participating in competitive fights, fronting a 
disastrously unsuccessful punk rock band and playing 
professional spoof when she couldn’t make the rent. 

Suzy tried to interest several of her lovers to 
indulge in a little hanky-spanky but they were 
unenthusiastic participants. Suzy always figured that 
they were chicken and knew that she could kick the 
bejaysus out of them if she felt so inclined. 

The Snobs and Rotters tribunal was like a 
mystical revelation and Suzy knew immediately that 
by hook or by crook she was destined for the Woody 
Back to School unit. 

“Hello Ma’am,” said Nixdown sweetly. “We’re 
glad you could join us.” 

Suzy Scott curtsied gracefully. “Thank you for 
inviting me,” she told Nicola Jane and Penny Ann.   
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Nixdown and Penny Ann made an attractive 
couple. Nix was barely taller than Suzy, defiantly 
claiming to measure five feet and half an inch tall but 
was often accused of exaggeration. 

Penelope Ann Evans was a statuesque English 
rose. A fresh faced, blonde haired beauty who had 
been raised on a farm on the east coast and had 
learned her riding skills racing her horses along the 
wind-swept Suffolk dunes. She had known Nixdown 
for decades; they had regularly competed against 
each other and along with Jojo and Claire Brooks 
were tipped to form the Olympic equestrian team. 
Sadly Melissa Forsham-Smythe had other ideas and 
her celebrity goon squad systematically picked them 
all off and had them sent to the Big House. 

Penny Ann was quiet and shy by nature. She 
had always envied Nicola Jane Nixon’s extrovert 
personality and switch-hitting promiscuity. She knew 
that Nix had boffed her way through dozens of 
prefects including Red-shirts like Liz Lancelot and 
April Turner. When Penny Ann finally donned the red-
shirt of office she was aware that Nixdown was 
already working her way through her Elite. Nix 
indulged in regular threesomes with the Amazonian 
Rastafarian Butcher twins and occasionally gave 
Melons some new ideas on how to best exploit her 
gargantuan mammary glands. It had surprised 
everyone when Nixdown had chosen to hook up with 
the demure Pen and they were even more shocked 
that Nixdown actually practiced her own version of 
monogamy.  

 
Suzy Scott was dressed in a black silk singlet, 

knee length satin shorts and flat heeled, laced-up, 
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calf-length, black leather boxer boots. She had cut 
her hair short and spiky after an opponent had once 
used her pony-tail to unfair advantage. She had an 
open friendly face with oval eyes and a slightly 
upturned nose. Her lips seemed to be permanently 
formed into a mischievous grin.  

 
Nixdown silently unfastened the buttons on the 

sides of her jodhpurs and rolled them down to the 
tops of her knee length boots. She offered Suzy her 
wrist so that she could be lowered over the new 
Dame’s lap. 

 
Penny Ann was suffering mixed emotions. She 

knew that Nixdown had an insatiable desire for new 
experiences and was delighted that Suzy had agreed 
to give her a damn good thrashing. Nonetheless, she 
also felt a pang of envy as she watched Suzy pulling 
Nicola Jane tightly into the crease of her lap and 
turning back the vent of her riding jacket. Penny Ann 
knew that Nixdown liked to bed a local musician on 
Saturday afternoons but on campus Nix had been 
good to her word and remained faithful to her. She 
couldn’t make up her mind how the introduction of 
Suzy into their private world would affect them. 

 
 Nixdown felt like she would explode with 

excitement. The braided crop was slicing across the 
sweet spot of her backside with considerable venom 
and the pain was exquisite. She wriggled and 
squirmed in Suzy’s lap with glee. 

 
Suzy Scott’s heart was pounding. She was 

astonished at the exhilaration she was feeling. When 
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she had bent Deborah over the piano stool and lined 
up the violin bow across her tautened bumbags she 
had divorced herself from any emotion. Beating 
Deborah was what she was paid for. But with 
Nixdown voluntarily spread out across her lap she felt 
that she was experiencing a little taste of paradise. 

 
Nixdown hugged Suzy. “Thank you,” she 

breathed. “That was heavenly.” 
“Thank you for letting me into your world. It 

was quite an experience,” Suzy said and then she 
smiled enigmatically. She turned to Penny Ann. “Is it 
my turn now?” she asked. 

 
Suzy Scott rolled down her satin boxer shorts 

and studied her bottom in the mirror. Both cheeks 
were colored a salmon pink from top to bottom. 
Penny Ann had done a very thorough job with the 
business side of her hairbrush. Absently she ran her 
fingers across the swollen flesh. 

 
In less than a week Suzy had gone from an 

impoverished punk rock singer who was often forced 
to con rich African and Arab tourists out of their 
holiday wedge in illegal games of high-stakes spoof to 
a fully paid-up member of the Woodys whops and 
clobber culture. 
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The Wounded Wart 

 
 
Jojo was feeling relieved. The initial whop 

drought that had followed the successful conclusion 
of the tribunal was over. The sounds of canes, 
slippers and straps rebounding off tautened bumbags 
were echoing around the corridors with increasing 
frequency. The status quo had been restored under 
the Grand Master’s ‘Return of Discipline’ dictate 
known to the Woody Wags as the ROD offensive.  

 
Jojo’s plan to reestablish herself in the record 

books as the most caned gal in a single year was 
picking up pace. Her campaign of goofing, gabbing, 
larking and pranking was paying dividends and she 
was scoring whops with consummate ease. Lady 
Victoria was good to her word and had instructed her 
prefects not to tolerate being rubbished by the units 
most proliferate mega-minx. Jojo accumulated red 
marks at record breaking pace. 
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Jojo’s hectic pursuit of whops was causing 
mayhem in Deborah Morton’s bumbags. Despite her 
proclamation of reform Debs was far too competitive 
to allow Jojo to walk off with the title of All-Time Big 
BUTT unchallenged and had gone on a minxing spree 
of her own. 

 
The Wart was feeling elated. She had 

embraced the ROD Offensive with enthusiasm. 
Deborah was bent forward at the waist with her 
fingers balanced on the tips of her pointed shoes. She 
flexed the cane between her hands and grinned 
wolfishly. 

It had been a successful start to the day for Ms 
Wharton. During the first lesson of the day she had 
availed of an opportunity to thrash Lisa Sutton. It had 
been a satisfying experience. 

Despite her passion for cutting bumbags to 
tatters the Wart was not highly ranked by the whop 
watching connoisseurs. She had a tendency to 
become over-heated and in her desperate efforts to 
maximize the damage she caused she often delivered 
wasted glancing blows. However, Ms Wharton had 
been on top form when she thrashed Lisa, landing six 
consecutive straight aces in tight formation. Lisa 
Sutton had found the experience quite disagreeable. 

 
The Wart was five strokes in and feeling giddy 

with success. Although Deborah had doggedly 
managed to keep her fingers on her toes the way that 
her knees buckled slightly and her head jolted back 
made the Wart feel confident that Debs was feeling 
the heat.  
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“YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!” screamed the ecstatic 

Wart as she slashed a fifth perfect stroke across the 
crown of Deborah’s defenseless bumbags.  

Ms Wharton adjusted her position and took 
aim. Buoyed by her success the Wart was ready to 
attempt a bacon slicer. 

 
Deborah’s chums watched as the cane sliced 

vertically through the air. 
“OWWWWWWWWWWW!” squealed the Wart 

as she dropped the cane with a clatter on the floor. 
She grabbed at her wrist and continued to howl. 

“Will that be all, Ma’am?” asked Deborah from 
her stooped position. 

 
Bacon slicers are difficult to deliver for even 

the most expert disciplinarians. Traveling through the 
vertical plane the cane only makes the slightest 
contact but produces the sensation that a layer of 
flesh had just been sliced off. A well executed bacon 
slicer was excruciating. Fortunately for Deborah the 
Wart’s execution was poor. She had set herself up 
badly and raised the cane too high in the air. Halfway 
through the swipe she had tried to rectify matters but 
had shifted her weight in the wrong direction. She 
had missed the target by several inches and sprained 
her wrist painfully in the process.  

 
“My wrist is broken,” wailed the Wart. “I need 

a sawbones.” 
“Your wrist is not broken,” Katie reassured the 

GeoDame. “It’s just sprained.” 
“I want her flogged!” yelped the Wart as Katie 

squeezed the injured wrist with unnecessary force. 
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“Flogged?” laughed Katie. “What are you going 
to charge her with? Causing you an injury in the 
course of duty? I don’t know whether that will fly too 
well with the Grand Master.” 

“Grrrrrrrrr!” growled the Wart.  
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Bouche Fétiding 

 
 
Lisa Sutton hadn’t sat down comfortably for 

several days. Since the launch of the ROD offensive 
she had been caned three times. Unlike Jojo, Debs or 
Cassie Cassy the Minxster had no aspirations to the 
title of Big BUTT. In fact if she never saw another 
cane in her life it would not be a minute to soon. 
However canes were attracted to Lisa’s bumbags like 
bees to honey.  

“I’m not a bad gal, I’m just a naughty gal,” she 
liked to say. “But I do have a potty mouth,” she 
would confess. 

 
Lisa Sutton was not in the least bit agreeable 

to cutting along. It was patently unfair that she 
should have been singled out and sent up for the 
cane.  

“That’s not fair, Madame,” she said angrily as 
she noisily pushed her chair back and stood up. “I 
didn’t do anything.” 

“Do you think that I’m deaf?” snorted the 
French Dame. Lisa had to listen intently. Madame 
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Diderot was spitting the words at her in barely 
comprehensible Parisian guttural. 

“Deaf ? No Madame I am sure that you are not 
deaf,” spluttered Lisa. 

“Don’t you think I could hear your bouche 
fétide all the way down the corridor?” snapped 
Madame Diderot. 

“Ma bouche fétide?” gasped Lisa. What bouche 
fétiding was she talking about and besides if there 
had been any bouche fétiding emanating out into the 
corridor why should she be held responsible? It 
wasn’t as if Bernadette or Ali weren’t capable of 
bouche fétiding. Lisa Sutton pouted. 

 
It had been Lisa’s suggestion that she and her 

chums request a special study tutorial to help them 
brush up on their conversational French. A 
component of the end of year exam was a ten-
minute, one to one, conversation with the French 
Dame and they had been informed that the subject 
matter would be the life of Marcel Proust. Ali Stone 
was keen to get good grades in the end of term 
exams and had agreed enthusiastically. Even the 
Bounder had been persuaded to tag along.  

 
When the three chums arrived for the tutorial 

Madame had not yet appeared and the gals occupied 
themselves with harmless gabbing and goofing. 
Finally the French Dame bustled into the room. The 
gals slowly stopped giggling and fell quiet, turning 
their attention to the front of the room. The French 
Dame crossed the room and placed her books on the 
desk.  
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Then to Lisa’s amazement Madame Diderot 

reached into her pocket and produced her red card. 
She pointed her finger at the Minxster and rasped in 
her guttural tone, “Vous fille! Oui vous Mlle Sutton!” 

 
During the years that she had been targeted as 

the unit’s Public Enemy Number One Lisa Sutton had 
won the admiration of her chums with her 
uncomplaining acceptance of her fate. Time and time 
again she was chucked out of lectures for no reason 
and sent up to the Grand Dame for the cane. Ms 
Lawton never asked her why she had been sent up 
and saved her most vicious vitriolic for the luckless 
Minxster. During Operation Scorched Arse the Brass 
and the most brutal SS in the unit’s history had 
frazzled her bumbags, but still she remained cheerful 
and popular. Nonetheless, she was the first to admit 
that the arrival of Mr Humphries had come as a relief. 
The new Grand Master liked the Minxster, admired 
her wit and spunk and acknowledged her superlative 
academic achievements. The Minxster no longer 
expected to be chucked out for no reason. 

 
Lisa Sutton was not looking forward to her 

meeting with the Grand Master. Although she felt 
indignant about being singled out she couldn’t deny 
that there was an element of truth in the bouche 
fétiding charges. It would be by no means the first 
time that she had been caned for cussing. In fact if 
the Grand Master cared to research the subject he 
would be forced to conclude that over the past three 
years it had been a quite common occurrence. Lisa 
Sutton dearly hoped that the Grand Master was not in 
the mood for research. 
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Lisa Sutton had gone to the tutorial expecting 
to brush up her conversational French but bent across 
the back of the Grand Master’s chair she was learning 
a lesson about a different sort of language and it was 
proving a very painful lesson indeed. 

 
“Holy fuck,” thought Lisa Sutton as the cane 

sliced across the crown of her cheeks. Unfortunately 
for the Minxster Mr Humphries had been in the mood 
for research and had uncovered some interesting 
statistics on the subject of bouche fétiding. Lisa had 
watched anxiously as he tapped away at his laptop, 
grinning to himself all the while. She shifted her 
weight from foot to foot, drumming her fingers 
against the hem of her blazer. Every now and again 
he would look up and grin at her before returning to 
his research. 

Mr Humphries had liberal attitudes towards 
social bouche fétiding but his review of Lisa’s record 
had revealed an untoward pattern of incidents where 
she had taken her bad habit out of the common room 
and into the lecture halls. Under the circumstances he 
decided the licking needed to be comprehensive. 

 
“Bouche fétiding?” he asked finally. 
“Yes sir,” she said nervously. 
“Well I think you’d better remove your blazer,” 

he smiled, “and bend over the fucking chair.” 
 



 

26 

 
An Unscheduled Red Card 

 
 
Lisa bent over the end of her bed and closed 

her eyes. She heard the whine of the ashplant as it 
cut through the air and the familiar thwack as it 
ricocheted from Bernadette’s tightly stretched jimjam 
bottoms. She groaned inwardly. A swishing from 
Claire Brooks featured very low on her wish list. 

 
Jojo studied the Big BUTT statistics on the 

GalGab website. Despite Lisa’s recent run of bad luck 
and Deborah’s spree of mega-minxing she held a 
healthy three licking lead. If she maintained her 
current whop rate she would accomplish her target. 
Jojo grinned with satisfaction. She loved it when a 
plan came together. 

 
Lisa studied the Big BUTT statistics on the 

GalGab website. The caning she had received from 
Claire for gabbing after lights out had been her third 
in the space of five days. The unscheduled heat wave 
inside her bumbags was causing her considerable 
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concern. For the past several months she had made a 
concerted effort at reform but even on her best 
behavior she still ranked number two on the Annual 
Big BUTT. 

 
Deborah studied the Big BUTT statistics on the 

GalGab website. Lisa’s hat-trick of canings had 
relegated Debs to number three on the Annual Big 
BUTT. She sighed. Deborah had always envied Jojo’s 
status as the All-Time Big BUTT. Debs had goofed 
and gabbed, larked and pranked as hard as she knew 
how but somehow every year Joanna somehow 
seemed to out-minx her. Deborah dearly wanted to 
finish at least one year with the title of the Annual Big 
BUTT and she knew this year, the last before she 
became a member of the Elite, was her last chance. 
Deborah knew that she needed a plan.  

 
Deborah Morton groaned audibly. Despite her 

aspirations at becoming the Annual Big BUTT the one 
thing she had excluded from her plans was being 
chucked out of assembly again. 

“Morton, Phase 6, red card. Step up for 
goofing,” bellowed Sally Cobb. 

Debs knew that she was bang to rights. She 
couldn’t believe that she had been unable to resist 
the impulse to slide the satchel of the gal seated in 
front of her out of her reach. It was a totally ill-
conceived spontaneous action and not even that 
amusing. 

Deborah stumbled passed the knees of her 
seated chums. She managed to make it to the aisle 
and was about to set off towards the front of the hall 
when Sally stepped in her way. 
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“You know that your collar and tie are undone 

don’t you, Morton?” she said gleefully. “But I’ll leave it 
to Patty to card you for that.” 

 
Deborah felt quite bilious as she listened to the 

click and clack of the high heels of the Brass 
approaching. She pulled her shoulders back and 
stared straight ahead. 

Patty and the Wart were the last to arrive. 
Debs heart began to pound. The two evil Dames 
approached her; they had smarmy grins on their 
faces. 

The Wart went first. Her wrist was still in a 
bandage since she had sprained it trying to give Debs 
a bacon slicer. She pushed her face into Deborah’s 
and unleashed an unsavory ration of tongue pie. Debs 
had difficulty not recoiling. Aside from the odium with 
which she was being addressed it occurred to 
Deborah that the Wart might have started on the 
tequila slammers rather early in the day. Tongue pie 
and tequila was a particularly unpleasant concoction.  

Once the Wart had finished venting her spleen 
Patty stepped up. Theatrically she reached into her 
jacket pocket and pulled out her red card. 

“Morton, Phase 6,” she gloated. “Red card for 
zero tolerance collar and tie abuse. Book yourself an 
appointment for a damn good slippering from Matron 
in the morning.” 

Although she had been expecting Patty to card 
her Deborah was incapable of stopping her face from 
turning a deep crimson. 

 
Debs was still trying to recover some 

semblance of composure when the Grand Master 
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arrived. He barely broke stride, taking her by the 
wrist and very calmly telling her to, “Come with me.” 
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