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Author’s Note 

 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

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

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

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

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

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

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

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

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

 





 
 
 
 
 

Dedicated  
to 

My Beloved  Jojo 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 





Contents 
 
The Great Button Busting Scam ............... 1 
Full Clobber Probation ................................ 5 
Woodys En Vogue ......................................... 9 
Old Acquaintance’s .................................... 13 
Miss Spanky Botts ...................................... 17 
The Real Deal .............................................. 21 
A Posh Coat ................................................. 25 
Miss Christy Cranfield ............................... 29 
Openers and Closers .................................. 33 
www.woodettes.com ................................. 37 
Totally Nailed .............................................. 41 
A Double Bender ......................................... 45 
Ready and Waiting ..................................... 49 
Rank Foolishness ....................................... 53 
Contrasting Reform Plans ........................ 57 
A Harsh Call ................................................. 61 
High Moral Standards ............................... 65 
A Launch Party ........................................... 69 
The Original Woodettes ............................ 73 
Miss Karen Masters.................................... 77 
Miss Cathy Cooper ..................................... 81 
The Wart’s Return ...................................... 85 
A Trashing Before a Thrashing ............... 89 
The Wye-tipped Cane ................................ 93 
Malicious Obsessions ................................ 97 
Extreme Rubbing ...................................... 101 

 







1 

 
The Great Button Busting Scam 

 
 
The inmates of the Woody Back to School unit 

hollered and whooped as Claire Brooks lowered Katie 
Beck over her lap and turned back the hem of her 
gymslip. 

 
Claire Brooks had been horrified to find a note 

in her laundry pigeon-hole instructing her to report to 
Katie’s office for handing in her blouse for laundry in 
a clobber abusive condition. 

Claire held a unique record at the facility. She 
was the only inmate in its ten year history who had 
never been punished for breaking any of the copious 
rules, regulations and protocols known as the Politics 
of Clobber. 

 
Claire gaped at Katie. The unit’s matron shook 

out the crisply starched white blouse and laid it face 
up on the desk. There was no question that it was in 
an abusive condition; the third button down was 
missing.  
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“That’s impossible,” gasped Claire, “I checked 

that blouse last night before I handed it in for 
laundry. There is no way on earth that I would have 
handed it in with a missing button.” 

“I can only judge matters based upon the 
laundry supervisor’s report,” said Katie. “According to 
the paperwork the button was missing when they 
took custody of it. You’re due for a dusting.” 

Claire continued to gape at Katie. 
 
Katie Beck was settling Claire in over her knees 

when Mr Humphries stepped into her office. 
“Not so fast, Katie. Let her up. There’s 

something I’d like to talk to you about,” he told her. 
 
The Grand Master reviewed Katie’s application 

to slipper Claire. Slippering of members of the Elite 
for clobber abuse was rare but not totally 
unprecedented. Katie had listed half a dozen previous 
instances of prefects being dusted for various 
contraventions of the Politics of Clobber. The 
paperwork was meticulous and the case seemed bona 
fide. Under the circumstances the Grand Master felt 
obliged to endorse the application. 

 
The Grand Master was drinking his morning 

coffee and smoking a cigarette. He idly clicked his 
mouse on the electronic punishment record database 
on the GalGab web-site. He went to a pull down 
menu and filtered down to the number of inmates 
who had recently been slippered by Katie for handing 
in blouses in a state similar to the one she had just 
shown him. He sipped his coffee thoughtfully and 
then picked up his cell-phone. 
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“Miss Beck said she’d take away our contract if 

we didn’t make quota.” the supervisor told the Grand 
Master. “We needed the work so we started busting 
buttons. She was very pleased and gave me some 
generous bonuses.” 

“And you were button busting last night?” 
“Oh yes sir,” the supervisor assured him. “The 

Brooks button sir. Miss Beck was very specific. Blouse 
number 3246. We found it and we busted the button, 
third down from the neck. Did we do good sir?” 

 
Katie wrung her hands and gnashed her teeth 

in despair. As usual it was Patty Hodge who had put 
her in a jam. For the past few weeks Katie had been 
regaling her cohorts on the Radical Right with blow by 
blow accounts of the slew of slipperings she was 
delivering as a result of her brilliant button-busting 
scam. She picked her targets artfully, focusing on the 
most clobber-challenged inmates and targeting gals 
who had previously handed their blouses in for 
laundry with missing buttons. She had worked out a 
schedule for the remainder of the year and figured 
she could effortlessly slipper three bonus inmates a 
week without attracting attention to her nefarious 
activities. It was a whop junkie’s dream. 

Patty was envious of Katie’s bonus bum 
roastings. She was going through a personal whop 
crisis. In the past her cronies had been generous 
about spreading around the whops and making sure 
she scored her daily fix. Recently, however, her 
supply seemed to have dried up. Her chums were 
either choosing to whop the inmates locally, or to 
send them directly to the Grand Master’s office to be 
caned. It was not a situation that pleased Patricia 
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Hodge and it galled her that Katie was having so 
much fun. 

“I checked the database,” she told Katie. “I 
noticed that you have never slippered Claire Brooks.” 

Katie shrugged. “Yeah, she’s the one that got 
away. I’ve had them all at one time or another, even 
Rachel Cox and Nicola Jane Nixon. But never Claire,” 
she said wistfully. 

“No time like the present,” Patty goaded her. 
“Put her on the button-busting schedule and no-one 
will ever notice.” 
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Full Clobber Probation 

 
 
Katie Beck was doing her best to tough it out. 

Mr Humphries had instructed Claire to give Katie 
thirty-six smacks of the slipper and the Beckster was 
beginning to rue the day she had spotted the leather 
soled slipper at a Greek market stall.  

It was a long methodical spanking; Katie was 
forced to lie across the prefect’s lap for almost ten 
minutes, her bottom glowing like a police beacon. 
Claire Brooks was all business, working up and down 
Katie’s bum; she established an undercoat and then 
worked on some detailed hot-spots before applying a 
final finish. 

There was a carnival atmosphere in the hall. 
The exposure of the button-busting scam had cleared 
up some mysteries. Numerous of the inmates had 
awoken to be aghast to find notes in their pigeon-
holes instructing them to repair to Katie’s office for a 
slippering. They were generally dumb-founded to be 
confronted with blouses with missing buttons. 
However, Katie’s practice of targeting the most 
clobber-challenged inmates was effective. Her targets 
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had all made similar errors previously and even 
though they were convinced they’d checked the 
garments before handing them in there was always 
an element of doubt in their minds and they accepted 
the slipperings with stoic resignation. The sound of 
Claire rebounding the leather-soled slipper off Katie’s 
naked rear end was music to their ears. 

By the time she was allowed to return to the 
vertical Katie was looking visibly cowed. She rubbed 
her eyes with the cuff of her blouse and flounced off 
the stage with her head hung low and her hands 
looking suspiciously like they were prepared for 
rubbing. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy smiled at Katie. Cat had taken 

particular care over her appearance. She had dressed 
in a micro-mini gymslip that barely covered her 
bumbags, black hose with a matching suspender belt 
and three-inch stiletto heels. She wore her collar 
unfastened and her tie hung out over the bib of her 
gymslip. She had donned her trademark boater and 
wore it at a jaunty angle. 

Katie Beck stood with her hands on her head, 
the bib of her gymslip lowered and her tie slung back 
over her shoulder. Cathryn whistled cheerfully as she 
inspected the unit matron’s clobber and occasionally 
blew cigarette smoke in her face. 

 
The news that she was being put on full 

clobber probation was devastating enough for Katie. 
The news that her bête noire, Cathryn Cassidy, was 
being appointed as her probation officer made her 
feel quite bilious. 
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“It’s all your fault,” Katie fumed at Patty. “I had 

a perfectly good scam going and now you’ve ruined 
it.” 

“You’re a grown woman Katie,” retorted Patty 
sanctimoniously. “You make your own decisions and 
suffer the consequences accordingly.” 

“You told me to slipper her,” said Katie angrily. 
“No I did not Katie,” said Patty sharply. “I 

merely suggested it would be a wizard wheeze. This 
was not Radical Right business, this was Politics of 
Clobber business and that’s your department.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Katie Beck. 
  
Cathryn grinned to herself. She took her time 

inspecting every hem and thread of Katie’s clobber. 
Cat was amongst the most perennially clobber-
challenged of the inmates and had suffered many 
long hot slipperings bent like a bow across Katie’s 
knee. The opportunity to give the facility’s matron a 
dose of her own medicine was really quite delightful. 

Katie was beginning to sweat. Cathryn was 
applying all the subtle tricks that Katie had deployed 
over the years to make clobber inspections as 
disagreeable as possible. Working from the rear was 
always a successful tactic. Raising the back of the 
collar or the hem of a skirt and whimsically muttering, 
“And what have we got here?” was guaranteed to 
send goose bumps down a gal’s spine. Cathryn 
Cassidy played Katie like a fish. 

 
Katie stomped out of the haberdasher’s laden 

down with bags filled with clobber. She had been 
stunned by the availability. Normally by the beginning 
of summer everything would have been sold out and 
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she was expecting to have to have her new clobber 
special ordered. However, the racks were filled with 
gymslips, blazers and blouses of every size. 

As she wandered through the town in search 
of a cab she was amazed to observe the amount of 
high fashion chicks who were dressed in the red and 
black striped blazers, white blouses and red and 
black-striped ties as worn by the inmates of the 
Woody Back to School unit. 
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Woodys En Vogue 

 
 
Deborah Morton was greatly alarmed when 

Heidi Alexander stopped her in the quadrangle and 
informed her that the Grand Master wanted to see 
her. Debs was taking a spin around the quad in a vain 
effort to walk off six very hot stripes that she had 
recently acquired up in the library. The caning had 
been a routine affair relating to Deborah publicly 
rubbishing Claire Brooks.  

Claire and Debs were tight but public 
rubbishing of prefects was a zero tolerance offence. 
Claire had no other choice other than to issue 
Deborah a red card and send her to wait outside the 
library. 

Debs spent fifteen minutes with her hands on 
her head and her nose pressed to the wall while she 
waited to be caned. The prospect of being reunited 
with Claire’s ashplant was extremely unappealing. On 
three earlier occasions Deborah had been given the 
opportunity to study the prefect’s considerable artistry 
with her whippy stick. Debs, who was an expert in 
such matters, considered Claire to be one of the 
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hottest whoppers in the history of the Elite. Her heart 
was pounding as she heard the click of the prefect’s 
heels as she entered the landing. 

Under the circumstances it was an amiable 
affair. There was no question that Debs was bang to 
rights so little discussion was required. Debs 
appreciated Claire allowing her to loosen her collar 
and cuffs before she bent over. She flexed her calf 
muscles and then reached down and touched her 
toes. 

The caning was a business-like affair. Deborah 
gamely put it up and kept it up allowing Claire to 
deliver a good, clean thrashing without any 
unpleasant mishaps. 

Once business was over the two chums 
hugged and Deborah decided she’d take a spin 
around the quad to see if she could walk off some of 
the heat. 

“He told me to tell you not to be worried,” said 
Heidi quickly. “I’m pretty sure whops aren’t on the 
agenda.” 

Deborah Morton breathed a heartfelt sigh of 
relief. 

 
The Grand Master poured Debs a glass of 

chardonnay and offered her a seat. 
“Would you mind terribly if I stand up, sir?” 

asked Deborah. She flushed slightly. “You might have 
seen on Breaking Whops that I just got six. I’m 
feeling a little tender.” 

“Yes, I saw that. How was it?” enquired Mr 
Humphries.  

“Claire always does a good job, sir,” reported 
Debs. “It was probably an eight point five.” 
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“She’s a good closer I hear,” remarked the 

Grand Master. 
“Oh yes, sir,” confirmed Deborah. “A perfect 

five-bar gate. The last one’s still sizzling.” 
Mr Humphries just grinned and handed Debs a 

magazine. It was the color supplement to the Sunday 
newspaper. On the front was a picture of Deborah, 
Jojo and Lisa Sutton taken at the tribunal. The main 
feature article was entitled ‘The Whops and Clobber 
Zeitgeist’. Deborah thumbed through the pages 
curiously. The report included pictures of some of the 
world’s most fashion conscious celebrities dressed in 
full Woody clobber. 

“Holy smoking bumbags, Woodys en Vogue,” 
gasped Deborah. 

“That’s not all,” said Mr Humphries. “I just took 
a call from a lady named Spanky Botts.” 

“Who?” asked Debs. 
“Miss Spanky Botts,” repeated the Grand 

Master. “She seems an affable cove and she wants 
the unit’s approval to launch a new web-site called 
www.woodettes.com. I took a look and it’s very 
professional. I’m going to have Nicola Jane run the 
trial version on the GalGab site and we’ll take a vote.” 

Deborah nodded. She wondered why the 
Grand Master had chosen to share this information 
with her personally. The sizzler was working overtime 
under her bumbags and giving her considerable gyp. 
She was in desperate need of a trip across Rosemary 
Booker’s lap to have some soothing balms rubbed into 
her stripes. She wondered whether there was any 
way to bow out of this conversation gracefully. 

“She’d like to interview you for the launch if 
the web-site meets with our approval,” continued the 

http://www.woodettes.com/
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Grand Master. “Miss Botts is willing to compensate 
you handsomely. I told her that I’d run the idea by 
you.” 

 “Interview me? What about?” asked Debs. 
“Whops and clobber?” 

“What else?” smiled the Grand Master. 
“Great. Just great,” Deborah groaned. “I would 

have thought that after the tribunal all the secrets of 
my bumbags were already exposed.” Her brow 
furrowed. “How much is handsomely?” she asked. 

Mr Humphries pulled out a fountain pen and 
wrote on a napkin. He handed the paper to Debs. 

“Whoa,” she gasped. “Holy shit! Is there really 
this much dosh in Whops and Clobber?”  

“Apparently so,” said the Grand Master. “I take 
it you’ll be looking at the site then?” 

Deborah swallowed down her drink. “I’ll be 
cutting right along if you don’t mind, sir,” she said 
and started to head towards the door. She was 
halfway across the room when she stopped and 
turned around. “If the site goes ahead I’ll do the 
interview,” she told the Grand Master, “but there is 
one stipulation. Tell this Spanky Botts person that I 
refuse to discuss the fabulous fart.” 
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Old Acquaintance’s 

 
 
Throughout the week the inmates of the 

Woody Back to School unit reviewed the proposed 
www.woodettes.com website. The web site contained 
the full transcripts of the tribunal and collections of 
articles relating to the facility’s many celebrity 
Ladettes.  

The Whops and Clobber cult was gaining 
momentum and reaching epic proportions. The 
streets of London, Paris, Milan and New York were 
filled with fashionable young women adorned in 
replicas of Woody clobber. 

 
Bernadette Summers rubbed her bumbags with 

glee. “This could be a fucking gold-mine,” she told the 
inmates. “I’m going to have my Uncle Stacks set up a 
night shift in his sweat shops and we’re going to 
crank out a whole line of genuine Woody clobber. We 
need to find out who this Spanky Botts punter is. Her 
web-site looks like a good outlet.” 

 

http://www.woodettes.com/
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“I emailed her and then we spoke on the 

phone,” reported Deborah. “She’s very nice but she is 
also quite bizarre. I think we should arrange a 
meeting and see what she has to say?” 

“Why don’t we invite her to next Saturday’s 
feast?” suggested the Grand Master. 

 
On Saturday evening a white stretch limousine 

entered the campus and glided up the driveway. Jojo, 
Nix, Debs and Rosemary were waiting to greet their 
guest. 

The door opened and a woman in her mid-
twenties stepped out. She was perfectly attired in 
Woody Clobber and had a smile on her face. Debs 
reached out her hand, “You must be Spanky,” she 
smiled. 

Spanky reached over to shake hands but 
Deborah was immediately distracted. Her mouth had 
fallen open and her eyes bulged like saucers. A 
second woman had stepped out of the limo. 

“Christy, oh my gawd! Christy!” Debs squealed. 
“I don’t believe it! What are you doing here?” 
Deborah rushed over and threw her arms around the 
second guest. 

Christy was also dressed in a red and black 
striped blazer, a crisp white blouse and the Woody 
tie. 

“I thought you were in Manhattan making 
millions for some merchant bank,” gasped Debs. 

“I was,” said Christy, “then Spanky made me 
an offer I just couldn’t refuse.” 

“This is the Christy Cranfield you’re always 
talking about?” asked Jojo in a low voice. 
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“Yes, the very same,” Debs whispered back. 

“She was the President of Posh during my last year at 
Queensgate. She caned me thirty-nine times but we 
were still great chums.” 

“Oh,” giggled Jojo. “As reasonable a basis for a 
friendship as any I suppose.” 

 
Debs slipped her arm through Christy’s. “Does 

Ms Gascoigne know that you’re here?” 
Christy shook her head. “Ms Gascoigne? How 

formal. Is that what you call her?” 
Debs shrugged. “Just when we’re on campus. 

It avoids confusion.” 
Christy looked thoughtful. “Ms Gascoigne,” she 

mused. “I like that. So tell me has she ever caned you 
since you were sent here?” 

Deborah rolled her eyes. “Caned me? Christy, 
you probably don’t fully understand this place. Of 
course she’s caned me. In fact on several occasions 
she’s absolutely creamed me!” 

 
“Christy!” squealed Pauline. 
“Ms Gascoigne,” smiled Christy and reached 

over and hugged her old friend. 
“Oh my gawd,” said the Dame responsible for 

lecturing in economics at the facility. “It’s been 
forever since I last saw you, it was …” 

Pauline and Christy fell silent and looked 
embarrassed.  

“It’s okay,” said Deborah. “It was the night of 
my arrest. It wasn’t your fault. You didn’t know I’d 
been targeted by Malicious fucking Forsham-Smythe.” 
She smiled. “Why don’t you catch up on old times, 
I’m going to freshen up for the feast.” She reached 
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over and hugged Christy. “I’m so pleased to see you,” 
she said happily. “I’ve really missed you.” 

 
“How’s she doing?” Christy asked Pauline. 
“As well as can be expected being banged up 

in here,” replied the Dame. “She’s the same old Debs; 
she still suffers from compulsive-impulsive behavior 
syndrome. I try to cut her as much slack as I can but 
you know Deborah she’ll always push the envelope 
over the limit so every now and again I’m forced to 
thrash her.” Pauline Gascoigne sighed. “I hope you 
don’t think that makes me a bad person.” 

Christy hugged Pauline. “She knows that you’re 
just doing your job. There’s one thing we both know 
about Debs, she’s one tough cookie. That gal can 
take a licking.” Christy Cranfield cocked her head. 
“One thing I’m curious about though. She told me 
that you absolutely creamed her. What the fuck does 
that mean?” 
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Miss Spanky Botts 

 
 
The Famous Four took Spanky and Christy on a 

tour of the facility. Their guests were clearly 
enamored with all things Woody and listened intently 
as the world’s most notorious mega-minxes regaled 
them with stories of the consequences of their many 
misadventures. They were especially impressed when 
they took them to the Grand Masters study and 
showed them the wide range of artillery that he kept 
in his tallboy. 

“I hope you don’t mind,” Spanky told Nix, “but 
I found out where you have your clobber tailored and 
got mine made there too.” 

Nixdown grinned amiably, “and very spiffy you 
look too.” 

 
“I started designing the website as a tribute to 

your victory at the tribunal,” Spanky explained. “I’ve 
posted the transcripts and any photos I could get our 
hands on. I have hired a small staff to maintain the 
site. They’re very dedicated and but first we want to 
make sure that it meets with your approval.” 
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“We took a poll,” said Nixdown. “Miss Botts 

you are in the Whops and Clobber business.” 
“Bottoms up to that,” giggled Jojo. 
 
Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield were 

thrilled at their reception in the Great Hall. They were 
feted as guests of honor. Spanky was seated at the 
prestigious position to the right of Mr Humphries and 
directly opposite Jojo Heyworth. Christy sat beside 
Debs and they were gabbing their heads off. The 
guests appeared totally comfortable dressed in their 
pristine clobber and seemed at ease in their 
surroundings.  

 
Cassie Cassy had surpassed herself, serving a 

Creole onion soup accompanied by a sweet, chilled 
Trimbach Gewurztraminer to offset the hot Louisiana 
sauce she had mixed with brandy and spiced beef 
broth. As an entrée Cassie had prepared Lamb Chops 
in a blackberry demi glaze served over herbed 
mashed potatoes and stir-fried vegetables. The diners 
enjoyed an exquisite Monticello Estate Pinot Noir the 
chef had carefully selected from the facilities well-
stocked cellar. 

Cassie Cassy had spent the afternoon training 
Heidi and Linda to serve up her spectacular dessert. 
The two Brats each brought out large bowls of 
homemade ice cream, setting them out along the 
table. Next they brought out flambé pans and set 
fresh strawberries alight with white Polish Armagnac. 
While the strawberries were still flaming Heidi and 
Linda carefully poured the mixture over the freezing 
ice cream. The diners were invited to dip their chilled 



19 

 
long handled spoons into small bowls of hot chocolate 
before digging into the frozen/flaming mixture. 

 
The Woody gals were impressed. As Miss 

Spanky Botts strode purposefully towards the steps 
that led to the stage her tailored clobber moved 
perfectly. The skirt to her gymslip and her blazer 
sashayed in symmetrical synchronization. She 
displayed no indication of being nervous. 

“I understand that you might be dubious about 
my credibility to act as your representative,” Spanky 
had told the gals over dinner. “I’m here to show that 
I can put it up and keep it up with the best of you.”  

 
The audience watched with interest as Miss 

Spanky Botts shrugged off her blazer and flipped off 
her boater. She was wearing a gymslip with an ‘S’ 
stitched across the center of the bib and the sleeves 
of her blouse were pressed into razor sharp creases.  

Mr Humphries was seated on a straight back 
chair in the center of the stage. Spanky approached 
him with a confident stride, offering him her wrist and 
showing no sign of resistance as he guided her down 
across his lap. 

  
The Woody gals were impressed. Mr 

Humphries had been extremely thorough. He had 
pulled Spanky Botts in tightly and given her a long 
and methodical spanking. As he worked his way up 
one side of her bottom and then back down the other 
her pale flesh quickly turned an angry crimson. 
Impressively Spanky managed to maintain a full 
drape throughout the majority of the spanking. 
Occasionally, after a particularly hot smack, she had 
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crooked a leg or drummed her fists on the floor of the 
stage but she recovered quickly and immediately 
stretched herself back into position. 

The gals at the dinner table watched Spanky’s 
stoic performance with a good deal of respect. 
Several of them had endured similar marathon bare 
bottom spankings from the Grand Master and could 
attest to their potency. 

Mr Humphries helped Spanky Botts to her feet. 
“You did well,” he told her. 

Spanky smoothed down her skirt and curtsied, 
“Thank you, sir,” she smiled. 

“Would you like to take a break before we 
continue?” the Grand Master asked. 

Spanky Botts nodded her head enthusiastically, 
“Just a few minutes to get my breath back please sir,” 
she grinned. “That was quite a workout.” 

The Woody gals laughed and applauded Miss 
Spanky Botts as she stepped down from the stage. 
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The Real Deal 

 
 
“Damn good spanking,” Joanna Heyworth said 

sympathetically as Spanky gingerly lowered herself 
into her seat. 

“Damn good,” acknowledged Spanky. “That 
guy’s got hands like bricks.” 

“Tell me about it,” giggled Jojo. 
Heidi Alexander hurried over and poured the 

guest of honor a glass of wine. 
“What’s next?” asked Nixdown. 
“I’m getting the cane,” Spanky told her. “I 

couldn’t come all the way to Woodys and not get the 
cane. It just wouldn’t be right.” 

 
Miss Spanky Botts bent over the infamous 

straight-backed chair with her bumbags around her 
ankles and her crimson bottom on display. Beside her 
Mr Humphries was flexing one of his super-canes. 

Spanky’s heart was pounding with excitement. 
Ever since the tribunal she had dreamed of visiting 
the Woody unit and meeting with her heroines. She 
had been delighted by the revelations during the 



The Woodettes 

 
hearings of the rampant mischief and mayhem that 
abounded at the facility. She had been thrilled by the 
cavalier attitude the inmates displayed towards 
corporal punishment. Spanky Botts felt like she had 
discovered a whole community filled with kindred 
spirits. 

 
During her school days Spanky Boots had felt 

alienated from many of her schoolmates. Spanky had 
always considered a visit to the Headmistress’s office 
for six of the best to be a small price to pay for the 
joy of making mischief. It generally only took one 
dose of the cane for her classmates to discover that 
hanging around with Spanky was a very bad idea. 
After she was finally expelled from school she found 
work as a waitress in a cabaret restaurant called ‘The 
Tuck Shop’. Dressed in traditional school uniform she 
earned extra tips allowing the punters to spank and 
cane her in private rooms.  

While waiting tables she met the wealthy 
bohemian artist, William Graham, and became his 
muse. She moved into his Venetian Palazzo 
overlooking the Grand Canal and the Rialto Bridge. 
For the next few years she posed for him wearing her 
uniform for hundreds of canvases, murals, photos and 
videos. He caned her regularly. To the delight of 
passengers of the Vaporetto’s he often made her 
bend over the balcony while he thrashed her. Spanky 
Botts soon became a tourist attraction. 

Sadly her lover was in ill health and despite 
Spanky’s tender nursing he passed away. Spanky was 
astonished to discover that he had bequeathed her 
the Palazzo, a mews house in Mayfair and an 
enormous fortune. In a letter he instructed her to use 
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her wealth to indulge in a life of decadence and the 
pursuit of the exotic. 

Returning to the Smoke Spanky Botts took a 
series of lovers but felt lonely and unfulfilled until the 
Snobs and Rotters tribunal piqued her interest and 
revitalized her. She attended the hearings every day 
and began to collect everything that had ever been 
written about the many celebrity inmates of the 
Woody Back to School facility. At night she worked on 
building her web site. Once she was satisfied she 
plucked up her courage and called Mr Humphries on 
his private number. 

 
The Grand Master unleashed a full-blooded 

swipe of the cane. It sliced across the crown of 
Spanky Botts scarlet bottom causing her heels to rise 
from the floor of the stage. 

The Woody gals watched with rapt attention. 
Nobody was in any doubt that Spanky’s backside was 
smarting terribly from the lengthy spanking. They 
wondered whether Miss Botts could substantiate her 
claim that she could put it up and keep it up. 

The Grand Master was impressed. Earlier when 
he and Spanky had conferred in his office she had 
insisted that she wanted six of the best. 

“I know that I can take more,” she told him, 
“but there is something magical about being able to 
say that I got six of the best at the Woody Back to 
School unit.” She giggled. “But it needs to be six of 
the very best,” she added hurriedly. “I don’t want 
anybody calling me a muff.” 

The Grand Master had taken her at her word 
and was laying it on thick. He was delivering the 
strokes with a crisp authority that he knew would 
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make her teeth chatter. After three strokes Spanky 
was still holding up well, maintaining position and 
pushing her bottom out invitingly. The Grand Master 
decided to kick the heat up a notch. 

The sound of the fourth stroke of the cane 
rebounding off Spanky’s bum echoed around the 
Great Hall like a shot from a starter pistol. Spanky 
Botts gripped the crossbar of the chair with white-
knuckled determination as the electricity of the stroke 
imploded through every nerve ending in her body. 
She gnashed her teeth and squeezed her eyes tightly 
shut while she waited for the initial shock to subside.  

The fifth stroke snaked through the air, landing 
with the same devastating impact. Spanky gasped but 
still resolutely remained in position. Mr Humphries 
took aim and discharged the final swipe. In Woody 
tradition he sliced the cane diagonally across the 
existing stripes to form a perfect five bar gate. The 
Woody gals watched intently. The final whop would 
be the tester. Spanky Botts right leg crooked 
backwards and she let out an expressive groan. 
Nonetheless she stayed bent over the chair, patiently 
waiting for her clobber to be rearranged. Finally with 
her bumbags pulled up and her skirt turned down she 
straightened up. She turned to face the Grand Master 
and stuck out her hand. 

“Thank you for caning me, sir,” she said 
sweetly and curtsied to the applauding inmates. 
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A Posh Coat 
 
 

“Would you like to cane me?” Christy 
whispered in Deborah’s ear. 

Debs span around in her chair. “What did you 
say?” she gasped. 

“You heard me,” smiled Christy calmly. “I 
wondered whether you’d like to cane me.” 

Debs giggled. “Yeah, rock on, sister.” 
“I brought the popping stick,” said Christy. 

“You could use that.” 
Debs gaped at her old friend. “Are you fucking 

barking? I’ll do no such thing.” 
Christy just continued to smile. “Wouldn’t you 

secretly like to get your own back?” she asked. 
Deborah scowled. “It wasn’t your fault,” she 

told Christy. “You were just doing your job. Now hush 
and let’s see what the Grand Master has planned.” 

“He plans for you to cane me,” said Christy. “I 
asked him earlier and he agreed.” 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Deborah. “I’ve told 
you I am not going to cane you and that’s that.” 
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“I don’t believe this is happening,” complained 

Debs. 
“Just put on the coat,” said Christy. “I want 

this to be as realistic as possible. I love rituals; I 
sometimes think I should have been born a catholic.” 

Deborah shrugged off her blazer. She took the 
long ankle length coat from her friend and slipped it 
on. Christy helped her button it up. The coat was 
ornately embroidered, with deep trumpet sleeves and 
a mandarin collar. Deborah looked at herself in the 
mirror. 

“This is fucking eerie,” she said quietly. 
 
The inmates looked on curiously as Deborah 

and Christy mounted the steps to the stage.  
“What the fuck is she wearing?” asked Nix. 

“Joseph’s amazing Technicolor dream-coat?”  
Jojo giggled. “I think it’s that Posh coat she’s 

always talking about. It looks like we’re going to have 
a real back to school moment.”  

 
Deborah took a deep breath. “Miss Cranfield,” 

she said. “You were charged with gross 
insubordination in the first degree and chose to plead 
not guilty, is that correct?” 

Christy Cranfield nodded her head. “That is 
correct, Ma’am.” 

Deborah pursed her lips. The Great Hall was 
quiet enough to hear a pin drop. Christy Cranfield was 
a remarkable looking creature. She was staring at 
Deborah through huge oval opal eyes and her face 
was a mask. Her waist length hair was tied into a 
braid as thick as a fist. Even in her position as 
subordinate she had an air of authority about her. 
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Many of the inmates who had attended independent 
boarding schools had little doubt that she had at 
some time performed the role of Headgirl. 

 
Deborah took a deep breath. “Miss Cranfield I 

am obliged to inform you that your defense has been 
unsuccessful. You will receive nine pops with the 
popping stick.” Rosemary Booker, who had joined 
them on the stage, stepped forward and helped 
Deborah out of her Posh coat. Christy watched 
impassively. 

“Sergeant at Arms,” said Deborah, “take Miss 
Cranfield to the chair and prepare her to be beaten.” 

 
Deborah Morton flexed the whippy stick 

between her hands. At Queensgate the cane had 
been known as the popping stick. She was intimately 
familiar with the stick she was holding. During her 
final year at the academy it had been used on her 
thirty-nine times. During that long and painful year 
she had received a total of three hundred and forty 
five strokes of the cane, all delivered by the woman 
who was now in the centre of the stage folded over a 
chair.  

 
Deborah had never blamed Christy. They had 

always been tight. Christy Cranfield had a reputation 
at the academy as an extremely naughty girl and she 
and Debs had spent many hours together waiting in 
the Tank. The Tank was the holding area where 
unfortunate miscreants waited while their defenses 
were considered and their sentences established by 
the prefectorial body known as the Posh. 
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Deborah had managed Christy’s campaign in 

her runaway victory to become the President of Posh. 
Every Friday evening after Deborah had received her 
weekly thrashing and then been exiled to the 
loneliness of her study Christy would sneak upstairs 
to comfort her. 

 
Deborah stared down the stage. Christy was 

bent forward across the straight-backed chair with 
her skirt turned back. Her navy blue gossamer 
bumbags stretched across her lush behind like a 
second skin. 

Deborah took a deep breath and stepped in 
close. 
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Miss Christy Cranfield 
 
 

Christy Cranfield’s heart was pounding with 
excitement as she felt the cane tapping down against 
her tautened bumbags.  

Life had changed quickly for Christy. Just six 
weeks earlier she had been a highly successful 
forensic financier working in Manhattan. She held the 
position of personal advisor to the chairman of the 
board of a prestigious international merchant bank. 
She had been in negotiations to join the board as a 
full-member with a multi-million dollar salary. 

Christy had watched the tribunal with 
considerable interest, buying the British newspapers 
and checking out the stories on the net. As the 
tribunal drew to its conclusion she hopped on a plane 
and flew to the Smoke. She even managed to get a 
front-row seat in the hall on the day that the result 
was announced. 

After the results of the hearing were 
announced she had gone across the road to an 
appealing looking pub for a quick drink. The bar was 
crowded but she managed to find a table. She was 
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sipping her drink when three young women 
approached her and asked if they could share the 
table. They were all dressed in the same uniforms 
that the Woody defense team had worn during the 
tribunal. 

The three women were clearly enthusiastic 
supporters of the Rotters. They ordered champagne 
and generously offered Christy to join them in a glass. 
This chance encounter with Miss Spanky Botts would 
alter the course of her life. 

 
Christy Cranfield had been a die-hard 

spankette since her schooldays at the Queensgate 
Academy. Ever since she had first bent over the 
leather armchair in the Posh HQ to be beaten with the 
ceremonial popping stick she had been hooked on 
whops. 

She loved the ritual that surrounded being 
punished at the Queensgate Academy and regularly 
contrived to get herself ‘Put on the Menu.’ She took 
the ritual seriously and always put up a spirited 
defense but she was always secretly thrilled when she 
was sentenced to be popped. If it hadn’t been for 
Deborah’s diabolical record Christy would have been 
caned more than any other girl in the school’s history. 

After school she attended Camford University. 
Her extraordinary beauty made her a magnet for 
stud-muffins. She experimented widely with various 
forms of BDSM. Although she liked nothing better 
than being put over her boyfriends’ knees for a damn 
good spanking something was always missing. Mostly 
her lusty lothario’s were unimaginative coves and 
showed little interest in the elaborate rituals in which 
she attempted to entice them to participate. 
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She was scouted by the banking community 

and settled in Manhattan. Christy explored the 
subterranean underbelly of the city and was a familiar 
figure on the BDSM scene. Nonetheless, even in that 
hard-core world she still couldn’t find anybody who 
truly understood her need for ritual. And then she 
met Miss Spanky Botts. 

 
On the night of their first meeting Spanky 

invited Christy back to her Mayfair house to view the 
astonishing collections of artwork produced by William 
Graham. As they sat drinking ice-cold bottles of 1988 
King Krug Grande Cuvee and scarfing down copious 
quantities of beluga caviar Spanky outlined her plan 
for the www.woodetes.com web-site.    

 
Spanky took Christy upstairs and showed off 

her wardrobe filled with striped blazers, gymslips, 
white blouses and a rack of striped ties. Fortunately 
the two women had quite similar physiques so Christy 
was able to select a set of clobber that fitted 
reasonably well. 

 
To Christy’s delight Spanky listened intently to 

her description of the Queensgate rituals and slipped 
into the role of President of Posh effortlessly. She 
bent Christy over the back of a chair and gave her 
twelve strokes of the cane. 

With her bottom throbbing delightfully Christy 
Cranfield was persuaded to resign her high-powered 
position at the merchant bank and join Spanky’s small 
staff that was working on the web-site. 

 

http://www.woodetes.com/
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The following day Christy emailed her 

resignation and took a taxi to Spanky’s favorite 
haberdashery to be fitted for customized clobber. 
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Openers and Closers 
 
 

Deborah Morton did her best to calm her 
nerves. The only previous occasion she had wielded a 
cane was across the backside of the Wart. She had 
received considerable kudos for her superlative 
delivery of the running bender. Everybody said that 
she was a natural.  

Caning the Wart had been satisfying work after 
the Geo-Dame had subjected her to series of 
indignities including chucking her out of the cafeteria 
for no good reason, having her publicly collared and 
escorted through the grounds, and culminating in 
forcing Debs good chum Rachel Cox to give her a 
twelve stroke running bender. 

The prospect of caning Christy Cranfield was a 
whole different kettle of fish. Although they were tight 
Christy had never actually shared with Debs her inner 
desire to be punished. At school they had often 
discussed their canings. Similarly to the Woody Back 
to School unit at the ultra-strict Queensgate Academy 
whops and clobber was a prevailing topic of 
conversation. Christy was always articulate on the 
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subject and was an expert at dissecting every 
thrashing. However, Deborah Morton had never 
suspected that Christy Cranfield actually went about 
jonesing for whops. 

 
Deborah sliced the cane across the upturned 

derriere with consummate timing and accuracy. The 
shaft of the stick landed perfectly across the sweet 
spot. She breathed a sigh of relief. 

 
Christy blinked as the cane sliced across her 

arse like a red-hot poker. She had always suspected 
that Deborah’s glorious ability with a tennis racket 
could easily be translated to delivering the hottest of 
canings. Now, up close and personal, she was 
delighted that her suspicions were confirmed. 

 
The inmates around the table were impressed. 

Having witnessed thousands of canings between 
them they considered themselves the ultimate 
connoisseurs of whops. The sound of the first swipe 
echoing around the Great Hall was enough to tell 
them that they were about to witness a truly artistic 
caning. 

 
Debs Morton forced herself to be dispassionate 

and to concentrate on the job in hand. She knew 
from experience that all the truly great canings she 
had received had been delivered in a cool, calm and 
collected manner. It was imperative to keep her eye 
on the target and land the cane with inch-perfect 
accuracy. 
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Christy settled into the rhythm of the caning. 

Debs was leaving twenty second interludes between 
each delivery, leaving plenty of time for Christy to 
appreciate the full effects. First the white heat upon 
immediate impact, followed by her nerves being sent 
jangling as the pain ricocheted through her body and 
then finally the slow underburn as it began to throb 
beneath her flesh.  

 
Deborah controlled the cane perfectly. She was 

using a short backswing and then accelerating the 
shaft at the last second with a flick of the wrist. Each 
stroke landed with a very loud crack. The experts 
around the table were in no doubt that things were 
getting very hot and sweaty inside Miss Cranfield’s 
bumbags. 

 
Christy Cranfield was feeling delightfully hot 

and sweaty by the time the sixth stroke had sliced 
downwards. Nonetheless she was keenly aware that 
with the quality of caning she was receiving the home 
straight was likely to be a rocky road. 

 
Debs shifted her stance slightly and took aim. 

She sliced the cane downwards with unerring 
accuracy, slicing the cane across the eight existing 
stripes. For the first time Christy’s leg crooked back. 
Deborah Morton knew that she had delivered the 
perfect closer. 

 
Debs Morton knew from experience that there 

are two all-important strokes to a caning: the opener 
and the closer. The opener generally set the tone of 
the beating. A well-calibrated backside like Deborah’s 
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could immediately measure the pace of the first 
stroke, if it was just warm or middling warm then that 
would normally set the pace of the remaining strokes 
and she could relax a little. Equally if the first stroke 
was at the hotter end of the scale she knew that she 
was in for some seriously steamy bumbags. 

The closer was the hardest to prepare for. 
Everybody saved the best one for last. Even a 
moderately warm caning might end with a scorcher. 
The true greats generally ended with the five bar gate 
technique, landing the final delivery diagonally across 
the existing stripes. 

Deborah could remember numerous occasions 
when a moderately tolerable thrashing had been 
ruined by an explosive finish.  

 
Christy Cranfield shook her head and bunched 

her fists as the effects of the final stroke sent her 
nerve endings into shock. She was in no hurry to 
stand up. She took slow deep breaths and waited for 
her head to clear. Behind her Deborah was turning 
down her skirt. She took one last deep breath and 
then slowly pushed herself back up into the vertical. 

“That was one helluva closer,” she panted. 
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www.woodettes.com 
 
 

On Sunday morning Spanky gave a 
presentation on the particulars of the proposed 
www.woodettes.com web-site. She assured the 
inmates that the site would be ‘members only’ and 
totally secured with firewalls. She told them that all 
content would be pre-approved by the inmates 
themselves. The chat rooms and bulletin boards 
would be closely monitored and any unsavory coves 
would be banned.  

Support for the new web-site was unanimous. 
It was agreed that Nixdown and her team would 
interface with Spanky’s gang and build a bridge 
between the new public web-site and the internal 
GalGab site. It was agreed that it was only reasonable 
for the paying punters to have real-time access to the 
electronic Punishment Record Book. 

Bernadette Summers Enterprises would be the 
official providers of Woody merchandise and 
memorabilia on the website. Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises would make arrangements for supplying 
official replica uniforms, made at Stacks’ sweatshops, 

http://www.woodettes.com/
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to take advantage of the Whops and Clobber 
Zeitgeist. Bernadette suggested that there was also a 
market for selling originals, clobber actually worn by 
the Woody gals, at substantial profit. Spanky Botts 
laughed, “A genuine threadbare pair of bumbags 
would rake in thousands at auction,” she agreed. 

Unfortunately for the Bounder most of the 
inmates indicated that they might draw the line at 
selling their bumbags however great the profit might 
be. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon helped Deborah get ready 

for her interview. Nix knotted her tie for her and 
made sure it neatly covered her top button in a 
perfect vee.  

Debs pulled on her gymslip and fastened the 
buttons at the shoulders. Nixdown helped her with 
her red sash. Deborah was notoriously clobber 
challenged but Nixdown had insisted that she look 
spiffy for the photo-shoot. She sat Debs down in front 
of a mirror and began to brush her hair for her. 

“Is this really necessary?” asked Debs. 
“You’re representing the unit so we can’t have 

you looking like a hobo,” said Nix. 
Debs sighed but secretly she appreciated her 

chum’s efforts. 
 
Deborah sipped a mimosa and scanned the 

neatly typed pages that Spanky had handed her. To 
her great relief Spanky and the Grand Master had 
been good to their word and there were no questions 
relating to the incident of the fabulous fart.  

Miss Spanky Botts switched on her tape 
recorder. 
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Christy Cranfield didn’t seem to be 

experiencing any untoward effects from the thrashing 
she had received the previous evening and was 
exceedingly cheerful. Jojo and Nixdown escorted her 
around the campus so she could take some candid pix 
and video of the inmates to post on the site. 

Jojo was under strict instructions to monitor 
Nixdown who had lasciviously described Christy as 
delicious the previous evening. 

“You keep your degenerate hands off her,” 
Debs had warned her chum. “Besides you’d break 
Penny Ann’s heart.” 

Nixdown had promised to behave herself but 
Debs wasn’t sure she was to be trusted and 
instructed Jojo to be vigilant. 

 
The Bounder was rubbing her bumbags with 

glee. Lisa had run some rough numbers and if the 
web-site launch was as successful as predicted BSE 
was going to make some serious wedge. 

 
Miss Spanky Botts shook hands with the Grand 

Master. “Thank you,” she said sincerely, “this has 
been a wonderful experience.” She reached into her 
blazer pocket and handed Mr Humphries a hand-
written cheque. “I’d like to show my appreciation and 
pay for my dinner.” 

The Grand Master glanced down at the 
cheque. “Fifty thousand quid is a helluva price for 
dinner,” he observed. 

“Helluva dinner,” winked Spanky. 
“You’re welcome any time,” the Grand Master 

told her. 
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Spanky beamed. “Actually I’ve been thinking 

about that and I have a proposition.” 
Mr Humphries went to the refrigerator and 

extracted a bottle of Moet Whitestar. 
“Take a seat,” he told Spanky. “Your ideas 

have proven to be quite interesting to date.”  
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Totally Nailed 
 
 

Competition on the Annual Hall of Shame was 
hotting up. Jojo continued to dominate with a three 
whop lead but Debs, Cassie Cassy and Lisa Sutton 
were hot on her bumbags. 

 
Deborah acknowledged that she was unlikely 

to over-take Jojo at the top of the Annual Hall of 
Shame; nonetheless if she maintained her average for 
being punished she would at least score a second 
consecutive bull. A year-end score of fifty-two 
punishments would elevate her to number two on the 
All-Time Hall of Shame, nudging Victoria down a place 
in the rankings. These were targets Deborah Morton 
was determined to achieve and Dotty Hammell was 
helping her along. 

Debs Morton found herself being led across the 
kitchen by her wrist and then turned over Dotty 
Hammell’s lap to be spanked for tardy timekeeping. 

Being head down, arse up having her bottom 
whapped with a spatula in front of the kitchen crew 
was not high on Deborah’s priorities. Not that she had 
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much time for prioritizing before Dotty was yanking 
down her baggies. 

Everybody loved the beautiful, sweet, tender, 
caring Dotty, but nobody loved Dotty with a spatula in 
her hand. 

Gloomily Deborah stretched out. She knew 
from experience that Dotty Hammell was a stickler for 
her victims being correctly positioned in a full drape. 
Debs pushed back her legs and reached out her arms 
so that only the tips of her shoes and fingers touched 
the floor. Dismally she put her head well down and 
waited to be spanked. 

 
Deborah Morton pushed herself painfully up 

from Dotty’s lap and yanked up her baggies. 
“I’m sorry I had to do that Deborah,” said 

Dotty, “but this isn’t the first time I’ve had to spank 
you for tardy timekeeping. You’re assistant chef today 
and it was highly irresponsible to turn up late. Now go 
and help Cassie.” 

The Domestic Science Dame turned away and 
placed the spatula on a counter. With 
characteristically abominable timing Deborah screwed 
up her nose and stuck out her tongue just as Dotty 
turned around again. Deborah turned bright red. 

Dotty Hammell didn’t throw a hissy fit or even 
seemed perturbed; she merely reached into her 
pocket and pulled out her cell phone. She turned her 
back to Debs. 

Deborah strained her ears to listen but Dotty 
was talking in a hushed voice. “Very good, thank you 
Grand Master,” was all she heard. Dotty turned back 
to face her, she looked serene as she reached over 
and picked up the spatula again. 
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“Come here Deborah,” she said with calm 

authority. “As that doesn’t seem to have had much 
effect let’s see whether this will.” 

“Aw maaaaaaaaaan!” groaned Deborah as 
Dotty reached out and grabbed her wrist. 

 
“Aw noooooooooooo!” wailed Deborah as she 

felt her bumbags being dragged down to follow her 
baggies. 

“Aw yessssssssssss, Deborah,” said Dotty 
Hammell and brought the spatula down with a 
ferocious crack. 

Dotty had Deborah tucked in tight and was 
smacking the spatula down with crisp authority. Debs 
was hissing with consternation. Being spanked with 
the wide headed spatula across the seat of her 
bumbags had been bad enough but having it land on 
her bare flesh made it ten times worse. The spatula 
produced the most remarkable sensation, it felt as if it 
was welding itself to her flesh and then sucking her 
skin off as Dotty drew it back for her next assault. 

Dotty took her time, landing every spank with 
considerable force. Debs wriggled and squirmed in 
her lap, kicking her legs and shaking her head. The 
sixth spank crashed downwards. Debs did her best to 
scramble off Dotty’s lap but the Dame had a strong 
hold around her waist. The spatula crashed down a 
seventh time. 

“Noooooooooooo!” yelled Deborah in a mixture 
of pain and surprise. “Jeez!” she squealed as Dotty 
brought the spatula down again. It was a blitz attack, 
spank after spank cracking down. Deborah Morton 
couldn’t help herself; she threw back her head and 
howled. 
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The blitz was over as soon as it had started, 

six more ferocious spanks that had turned Deborah’s 
poor beleaguered bum the color of a Caribbean 
sunset in the space of seconds. Debs hung upside 
down across Dotty’s lap gasping for air and holding 
her head in her hands. 

Deborah Morton had just been totally nailed. 
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A Double Bender 
 
 

Cassie Cassy found Deborah up in her study 
rubbing her arse furiously. 

“Jesus, Debs, are you okay?” gasped Cassie 
“I’ve never seen anyone spanked that hard.” 

Deborah grimaced. “Well I’m sure I have been 
spanked harder than that before, but right now I just 
can’t remember when. She really fucking nailed me 
didn’t she?” 

“Pretty much,” Cassie agreed sympathetically. 
She went into the bathroom cabinet and extracted a 
large pot of aloe vera soothing balm. “Let’s get you 
lying down,” she told Debs, “I think this might take 
some time to cool you down.” 

Deborah lowered her baggies and kicked them 
off into the corner of the room and rolled down her 
navy blue bumbags. Cassie Cassy sat down on the 
sofa and guided Debs down over her lap. She reached 
into the balm pot and began to gently spread the 
cream across Deborah’s pulsating posterior. 

“Oh to hell with this,” said Cassie Cassy and 
she turned the pot upside down and emptied the 
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contents across the crimson mass. “Desperate time’s 
sister,” she said, “requires desperate measures,” and 
proceeded to rub the balm in vigorously. 

Deborah just groaned. 
 
Several hours later Deborah Morton had a 

chance to reciprocate. Debs had spent a most 
disagreeable afternoon sitting on a hard seat in the 
lecture hall. The effects of the spanking were showing 
no signs of cooling down. As soon as the last bell 
rang she wiggled painfully out of the lecture hall and 
out into the quad. She hoped that a brisk walk would 
relieve some of the stiffness in her poor beleaguered 
bum. 

As she limped through the cloisters she saw 
the unmistakable figure of Cassie Cassy cutting across 
the quadrangle. Deborah squinted, the signs were 
instantly recognizable. Cassie had the unique wriggle 
to her gait that could only be the result of a recent 
whopping. 

Debs hurried over and caught up with Cassie. 
“Hey sis, you been in the wars again?” she 

asked. 
Cassie grinned weakly. “You’ve got it in one,” 

she told Debs. 
 
“Holy shit this is a mess,” exclaimed Deborah 

as she studied the state of her chum’s rear end, 
“what the hell have you been up to?”  

“Oh just a double bender,” giggled Cassie, “no 
big deal,” but she wriggled appreciatively as she felt 
the cooling balms being massaged into her stripes. 
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Cassie Cassy did not much care for the French 

language unless it related to a menu. She was 
particularly uninspired by the works of Marcel Proust 
whom she considered a windbag and had pointed this 
out in her assignment. Apparently Madame Diderot 
did not share her opinion as she had reached across 
Cassie’s desk and yanked her out of her seat by the 
knot of her tie. 

Cassie’s vocabulary was not extensive enough 
to fully comprehend the rantings of the French Dame 
but she got the gist. Cassandra Cassidy knew the 
signs; there was no question in her mind that she was 
due for some whops. Cassie Cassy burst into a fit of 
giggles.  

Madame Diderot tugged on Cassie’s tie, 
lowering her forward until she was sprawled across 
the desk. The French Dame strode up the aisle and 
retrieved her cane from a hook beside the projector 
screen. Cassie Cassy wriggled into position and 
waited to be caned.  

 
Cassie squirmed in her seat. The caning had 

been extremely potent and was making sitting down 
most uncomfortable. Cassie consoled herself that she 
was moving inexorably towards her ambition to 
become the first inmate still in Phase 3 of her social 
rehabilitation program to score a Bull. Not even Jojo 
had managed to accomplish that. 

 
Cassie’s inexorable progress proceeded with 

rather more speed than she would have liked when 
Reed the Weed red-carded her out of the Maths room 
less than thirty minutes after the French Dame had 
cut her bumbags to tatters. 
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Katie Beck leered down at Cassie’s backside. 

The stripes were vivid and extremely ripe. Cassie was 
sprawled out across the desk in the ante-room with 
her skirt turned back and her bumbags around her 
ankles. 

“Very juicy,” commented Katie unnecessarily.  
Cassie grunted. Despite the freshness of the 

stripes there wasn’t a snowball’s chance in hell of the 
unit’s Matron diagnosing her backside as being in an 
unsuitable condition for further punishment. Cassie 
Cassy resigned herself to embarking on the section 
leg of a double bender. 
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Ready and Waiting 
 
 

Mr Humphries was fond of the exuberant 
young woman standing before him. She was 
breathlessly recounting her antics over the past three 
quarters of an hour. What he had always liked about 
Cassie was that she never tried to make excuses for 
her behavior or tried to weasel out of punishments. 

The Grand Master was aware of Cassie’s stated 
objective to one day assume the mantle of All-Time 
Big BUTT and he respected her ambition. 

 
Katie had veered on the side of caution and 

advised the Grand Master that Cassie was probably 
feeling a little tender in the nether region, but 
couldn’t help adding that it didn’t really look too bad. 

 
The Grand Master wasn’t overly concerned that 

Cassie was wearing stripes in her bumbags. She had 
clearly demonstrated her ability to absorb extended 
canings during the Great Spank-off. By mega-minx 
standards a double bender was not considered 
anything more than an unpleasant inconvenience. 
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Nonetheless he always found Katie’s blasé disregard 
for the state of the inmate’s rear ends distasteful so 
he gave her a scowl. Katie Beck scurried out of the 
office as fast as her legs could carry her. 

 
Cassie Cassy uncomplainingly stretched her 

lithe body out across the Grand Master’s lap in a full 
drape. Cassie Cassy lowered her head between her 
outstretched arms and peaked back under the chair 
legs. The tips of her pointed shoes were balanced on 
the floor. She was bent like a bow. Mr Humphries was 
carefully rearranging the skirt of her gymslip and 
turning back the tail of her blouse. She felt his fingers 
in the elastic waistband of her bumbags and pushed 
up slightly to allow him to roll them down until they 
were behind her knees. She felt his arm around her 
waist pulling her in tightly and she waited to be 
thrashed. 

 
Mr Humphries had selected one of his most 

supple George W tawse’s which he considered ideally 
suited for the job in hand. Despite her predilection for 
good food and fine wine Cassandra Cassidy kept 
herself in remarkably good shape. Several mornings a 
week she climbed out of her scratch at dawn and 
joined Debs and Jane Lummell on their six-mile run. 
The Grand Master considered the tawse ideally 
designed to wrap perfectly around Cassie’s pert 
athletic bum and was sure that its crisp bite would 
compliment the existing stripes nicely. He raised the 
leather strap in the air and brought it down with a 
satisfying crack. 
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Cassie Cassy focused her attention on a small 

area of Brazilian cherry wood floor and settled in. She 
knew from experience that the effects of the leather 
strap smacking down on the stripes left by a rattan 
cane were far preferable to the reverse. She resolved 
to just dig in and suck it up no matter how hot and 
sweaty events became. 

 
Mr Humphries admired Cassie Cassy. She was 

bright and cheerful and certifiably barking but she 
could take a licking and keep on clicking. She was a 
notoriously animated wriggler but she never failed to 
get right back into position and put it up and keep it 
up. He raised the strap for the sixth time. 

“Are you ready?” he asked. 
“Ready and waiting, sir,” she said surprisingly 

chirpily and wiggled her bum. 
 
Lisa Sutton was waiting but she was certainly 

not ready. Unlike Jojo, Debs and Cassie, Lisa Sutton 
was not in pursuit of whops. She had no desire to 
score Bulls or appear prominently on the Hall of 
Shame. Nonetheless no matter how hard she tried 
she seemed to find herself consistently positioned 
with her hands on the top of her head and her nose 
pressed to walls while she waited to be caned.  

Inspection had been most disagreeable. Katie 
had left her bending over the desk in the ante-room 
for almost five minutes. When the unit’s Matron had 
finally pitched up she had been delighted to discover 
the still visible residual stripes resulting from the six 
of the best Lisa had received the previous evening for 
gabbing after lockdown. Predictably Katie took the 
opportunity to prod and pinch and smack Lisa’s 
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tender behind before she sent her out onto the 
landing to perform nose and toes. 

Lisa’s buttocks twitched anxiously as she 
waited to hear the sound of the Grand Master’s 
footsteps in the corridor below. 
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Rank Foolishness 
 
 

Lisa groaned as the prefect pulled out her red 
card and chucked her out of assembly for goofing. 
She maneuvered her way passed the row of seated 
inmates and out into the aisle. With a heavy tread she 
headed up to the front of the hall. She couldn’t 
believe her own foolishness. It was less than an hour 
earlier that she had been inspecting her tender 
backside in the mirror and promising herself, for the 
umpteenth time, that it was time to reform.  

The six strokes across the jimjams she had 
received from Claire Brooks the previous evening had 
been extremely potent and were still working their 
magic inside her bumbags.  

Debs Morton, the Queen of assembly red 
cards, gave her a sympathetic smile and a kindly 
wink. Deborah knew better than anybody that Lisa 
was probably feeling like a chump. Ms Lawton had 
always maintained that although getting chucked out 
of assembly was not necessarily a heinous offence it 
amounted to an act of rank foolishness. She 
considered that an inmate’s inability to sit quietly for 
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fifteen minutes was a demonstration of a considerable 
lack of self-control. Offenders were treated with 
absolute-zero tolerance and canings were mandatory. 

Unfortunately, Mr Humphries shared the 
former Grand Dame’s opinion and Lisa knew that 
there was no question she would shortly be on the 
receiving end of a painful bare bender. 

 
Lisa’s late-night licking had also been the result 

of rank foolishness. Lisa and Bernadette had been 
ready for bed in plenty of time for lockdown.  

For most of the evening they had been 
involved in a petty disagreement over bets they were 
offering regarding potential candidates to score a Bull.  

“Jojo, Debs and Cassie may think its clever 
going for gold, but not me,” insisted Lisa. “I’m not a 
contender; I’m just having a run of bad luck is all. 
Setting odds on my bumbags is just tempting fate.” 

Lisa’s attitude was giving Bernadette the pip.  
 
The bell rang and the two chums switched off 

the lights. 
“You’re gonna score a Bull whether you like it 

or not,” Bernadette said after a few minutes. “You’re 
costing us a lot of money with your attitude.” 

“Bounder, there is no way I’m jinxing my 
bumbags,” said Lisa hotly. “Now hush, you’re 
beginning to annoy me. I am not scoring a Bull and 
that’s that.” 

 “Then you’d better stop being such a bad gal,” 
giggled Bernadette. 

“I’m not a bad gal, I’m a naughty gal,” 
squealed Lisa angrily at the top of her voice. 



55 

 
“Oh shit,” growled the Bounder. “I’ll offer you 

3-1 on a fiver that little temper tantrum just cost us 
whops.” A few minutes later the door handle turned 
and Claire Brooks came in accompanied by Patty 
Hodge. 

 
Claire was peeved to find Patty prowling the 

landings. It had been several weeks since the 
controversial confrontation that had resulted in the 
Deputy Grand Dame being dangled by Lady Vix. Ever 
since then Patty had been giving the Dorm Raider a 
wide berth. 

“Just a routine check-up,” said Patty 
defensively when Claire glared at her. “I won’t get in 
your way.” Claire just grunted and set off on her 
rounds. She couldn’t help noticing that Patty had 
changed out of her signature high-heels and was 
padding about the landings in rubber-soled plimsolls. 

Claire was on the stairs leading between the 
Phase 4 and Phase 5 landings when she heard the 
squeal. She sighed. 

“I recognize that voice,” said Patty 
immediately. “I’d know that voice anywhere. That 
was Miss Sutton.” 

Claire rolled her eyes and stepped onto the 
landing. 

 
Claire took off her blazer. The irony of the 

situation was not lost on her. It had been her refusal 
to beat Bernadette and Lisa that had sparked the row 
between her and Patty. Things at Woodys had a 
strange way of coming around in a full circle. 
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Lisa was bent across the end of her bed 

waiting to be caned. She heard a whistle and the 
sharp crack of ashplant as it collided with 
Bernadette’s upturned behind. She was seething. She 
was mad at the Bounder for provoking her and mad 
at herself for rank foolishness. 

 
In the earlier phases of their Extreme Social 

Rehabilitation programs the inmates slept in long 
open-plan dormitories. It was common practice for 
the dorm-mates to indulge in games of Dare, betting 
each other who would risk their jimjams by goofing or 
gabbing. On several occasions while she was sleeping 
in the dorms Lisa had learned how uncomfortable it 
could be trying to get some quality shuteye with your 
backside glowing like a police beacon. 

Now that they were in Phase 5 of their 
sentences Lisa and Bernadette had moved into a 
more comfortable two bed study. Without eleven 
other inmates to provoke them there was 
considerably less temptation to indulge in the type of 
foolishness that was likely to attract the attention of 
the Dorm Raider.  

 
Lisa heard Claire crossing the room and gritted 

her teeth. She felt the ashplant tapping down and 
gripped the duvet tightly in her fists. She heard a 
whistle from above and then all hell broke loose in 
her jimjams. 
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Contrasting Reform Plans 
 
 

Lisa peeled off her blazer and hung it over the 
back of the straight-backed chair. With a considerable 
lack of enthusiasm she bent forward.  

 
Mr Humphries neatly folded back Lisa’s skirt 

and waited while she shifted her hips to allow him to 
rearrange her bumbags. He watched her settle back 
into position, gamely setting her feet and putting it 
up. He had selected one of his super-canes for the 
job in hand. 

The Grand Master had been mildly irritated to 
find Lisa standing at the front of the hall. It was the 
third time in as many weeks. While she was standing 
to attention in front of his desk he had taken the time 
to interrogate her electronic Punishment Record Book. 
Clicking on a pull-down menu he selected ‘Assembly 
Red Cards’ and studied the results of the sort.  

 
Lisa licked her dry lips as she watched the 

Grand Master. He appeared completely engrossed in 
whatever he was studying on the computer screen. 
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He was impassive and paid no attention whatsoever 
to her. It was extremely disconcerting. She struggled 
not to fidget. 

 
Mr Humphries clicked through the records that 

his search had returned. It made interesting reading. 
For most of the past year Deborah Morton’s serial 
weakness for goofing or gabbing in the assembly hall 
had diverted attention from the other inmates. Lisa 
Sutton’s appalling record of accumulating red cards 
had managed to stay under the radar.  

 
The Grand Master looked at Lisa Sutton very, 

very calmly sending a shiver up her spine.  
“I am going to give you one last opportunity to 

reconsider your habits in the assembly hall,” he told 
her. “On this occasion I am going to punish you in the 
privacy of this study. However, the next time you find 
yourself unable to restrain your compulsive impulses 
to disrupt assembly I shall take you up on the stage 
and put you over my knee and then you can join Miss 
Morton sitting amongst the grubbys. Is that 
understood?” 

Lisa Sutton was having difficulty with her jaw 
hinges so she just nodded. The Grand Master stood 
up and removed his suit jacket. He walked around the 
desk and crossed to the tallboy. He reached in and 
extracted one of the straight-shafted long rattan 
super-canes. He swished it through the air. 

“Oh shit,” muttered the luckless Minxster when 
she saw the super-cane. 

“Remove your blazer and bend over the chair,” 
the Grand Master instructed.  
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When Lisa wriggled out of the study she was 

already formulating her plan for her great reform. It 
wasn’t the first time that six eye-watering, teeth-
chattering swipes of the super-cane had provoked 
similar thoughts but this time Lisa was serious. She 
didn’t care what the Bounder said she was a naughty 
gal, not a bad gal, and naughty gals could reform. 

 
“Yeah, rock on, Minxster,” scoffed the 

Bounder. “I’ll give you 6-1 against a sawbuck that you 
don’t last a week without being whopped.” 

“You’re on,” said Lisa handing Bernadette a 
banknote. “I’m shooting for a cool arse for the rest of 
the term.” 

Bernadette just smiled and stuffed the dosh in 
the waistband of her bumbags. 

 
Joanna Heyworth studied the rankings on the 

Annual Hall of Shame on the GalGab website. As 
usual her name appeared at the top of the table. 
Having already accumulated forty-eight punishments 
during the current year Jojo remained slightly ahead 
of Debs, Lisa and Cassie Cassy. With six weeks to go 
until the end of term she was well on target to 
achieve her two goals. First she planned to score her 
third consecutive Bull. Subsequently she would 
continue to accumulate enough punishments to 
regain her title as the Most Whopped Gal in a Single 
Year. Jojo had no plans to reform and she set off in 
pursuit of whops. 

 
Jojo started the day with a flurry of yellow 

cards but no whops. She goofed, gabbed, larked and 
pranked but inexplicably she failed to promote a 
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single much needed caning. As the day progressed 
she was becoming increasingly resigned to having to 
wait another day to increase her whop tally. However, 
in Woodyworld fortunes had a way of changing at the 
most unexpected junctures. 
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A Harsh Call 
 
 

The whole unfortunate affair started because 
Nicola Jane Nixon was feeling grumpy. Nix’s 
grumpiness was a direct result of being absolutely 
creamed by Pauline Gascoigne. Despite Nixdown’s 
predilection for recreational spanking she had a 
strong distaste for being formally punished even 
when she acknowledged that she deserved it. 

There was no question in anybody’s mind that 
Nixdown had deserved a creaming; she had ignored 
several warnings and a yellow card. Even Nix agreed 
that she had left Pauline with no choice, but it had 
still made her grumpy. 

The problem with Nixdown’s grumpiness was 
that it was often interpreted as belligerence by the 
less discerning members of the Brass. Phyllis 
MacAllister was one of the least discerning, especially 
when it came to Nicola Jane. 

The Science Dame reached into the pocket of 
her lab coat and flashed her yellow card in the faces 
of Nixdown and Jojo. 
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“Last warning,” the Dyke growled. “One more 

peepoutaya and you’re due a thrashing. Is that 
oonderstood?” 

Nicola Jane glared at the Dyke. “Clear as mud, 
Ma’am” she muttered. Jojo did her best to suppress a 
giggle. 

The Dyke’s mouth hung open. 
“Whatdidyesay?” she snapped. 

Nixdown frowned. “Nothing important,” she 
muttered. 

“Weeel gitya smartyarse to the changing 
rooms,” growled the Dyke, “and I’ll shooowya what’s 
important.” 

Nixdown scowled and pushed her chair back. 
“And yootoo Heyworth,” snapped the Dyke. 

“Let’s seehoo six of the best amuses ya.” 
Jojo gaped at the Dyke. Although she was 

actively in pursuit of whops a rump roasting from the 
Dyke had not figured in her plans. Nonetheless, she 
knew from experience it would be futile to argue so 
she pushed her chair back and followed Nicola Jane 
towards the door. 

 
“Sorry,” said Nixdown as the two chum’s 

hurried through the corridors. “I didn’t mean to get 
you a whopping.” 

“It’s got to be said that that was a bit of a 
harsh call,” Jojo grumbled. 

“Very harsh,” agreed Nix. 
 
Jojo bent over the laboratory stool at the front 

of the room. In the changing rooms she had removed 
her skirt and bumbags so only her nylon lab coat 
offered her protection from the two-tailed tawse. 
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The lab coats the inmates were required to 

wear had been specially selected by the Dyke. They 
were designed with a diamond waffle-weave. To the 
dismay of the inmates they discovered that the tips of 
the diamonds had the disconcerting effect of scraping 
across the flesh when the tawse was slashed across 
their buttocks. It was a most disagreeable sensation 
and the inmates considered the design to be an 
unnecessary addition to the effects of having their 
arses larruped with the Dyke’s infamous tawse. 

Jojo gripped the lowest wrung of the stool and 
gritted her teeth. 

 
Phyllis MacAllister placed her long cigarette 

holder in an ashtray and poured herself three fingers 
of Famous Grouse. She slammed down the drink in 
one and picked up her tawse. 

The Dyke favored the longer tawses cut at the 
Dick workshops. She had learned of their effects 
during her schooldays in the Scottish Highlands, first 
on the receiving end and then she had honed her 
own skills during her tenure as Headgirl. 

Although she was not a fully paid up member 
of the Radical Right Phyllis MacAllister had developed 
a taste for administering the tawse.  

She laid the leather strap out across the seat 
of Jojo’s tautened lab coat and prepared to enjoy 
herself. 

Even for a whop-hardened mega-minx like Jojo 
six of the best with the long tawse was considered 
tough duty. Ms MacAllister raised the strap back over 
her shoulder before unleashing with a ferocious 
swing. Many less skilled practitioners might have lost 
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control but the Dyke was an artiste and every stroke 
was perfectly delivered. 

 
Jojo gritted her teeth. The strap was landing 

hard and fast and she could feel her backside 
beginning to swell. The Dyke liked to deliver three 
forearm smashes across the right cheek and the 
follow up with three back-handers across the left. She 
was equally effective from either side. 

Even Jojo couldn’t help but crook her leg back 
as the heat intensified. The diamond weave being 
dragged across her raw flesh accentuated the 
excruciating pain. She dug into her reserves and 
waited for the last stoke to lash across her 
defenseless orbs. 
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High Moral Standards 

 
 
Nixdown continued to be grumpy as she bent 

over the stool. The effects of her earlier creaming by 
Pauline Gascoigne were still alive and on active duty 
beneath her apron. In a social setting Nicola Jane 
would have found the sensation in her behind hugely 
titillating, but under the current circumstances she 
found them intensely annoying. 

 
Ms MacAllister took another calming shot of 

Famous Grouse and took a tight grip on the tawse. 
Although she had derived considerable pleasure from 
lashing her tawse across Jojo’s arse it paled in 
comparison to enjoyment she would get from 
thrashing Nixdown. The sight of Nixdown bent head 
down, arse up across the stool was electrifying. 

The effects of the tawse cracking down across 
the stripes of the cane were electrifying. Nicola Jane 
Nixon held on to the wrung of the stool with white 
knuckle desperation. No matter how much it hurt she 
was determined not to give the Dyke the satisfaction 
of knowing how much she was suffering. 
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Ms MacAllister slashed the tawse down with 

extreme prejudice, working the right buttock with the 
two tails and then transferring her attention to the 
left. Despite Nixdown’s stoic performance the Dyke 
wasn’t fooled for a minute. During her illustrious 
career the Science Dame had delivered hundreds of 
thrashings and was confident that Nixdown would be 
smarting terribly. 

She repositioned herself and slashed the tawse 
downwards. 

 
“What a be-yotch!” grunted Nixdown as she 

spread herself out across Jojo’s lap. “Did you see the 
look of glee on her face when she was post-
processing me and noticed that I’d already been 
caned this morning?” 

Jojo rubbed balm into Nixdown’s wounded 
nates. “You know she only whaps you so hard 
because she’s got a crush on you. It’s her way of 
showing that she loves you.”  

“Hmmph!” snorted Nixdown. “It’ll be a cold day 
in hell before I show that be-yotch any action.” 

Jojo giggled. “I’m so proud that you continue 
to maintain your high moral standards.” 

“I refuse to sleep with the enemy,” said 
Nixdown. “I have principles.” 

“Yeah, rock on, Nixdown,” laughed Jojo and 
dipped her hand deep into the pot of soothing balm. 

 
Penny Ann hugged Nixdown. “Poor baby,” she 

said comfortingly. “Maybe you should just boff her 
and be done with it.” 

Nixdown looked up at her lover. “You don’t 
mean that for a minute,” she said. “It may not always 
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seem like it but I have high moral standards, and one 
of those standards is that I don’t boff the Brass.” 

Penny Ann smiled.  
Nixdown walked her back against the wall of 

the stable and began to unfasten the buttons of the 
vintage Meyer Brothers of Lexington hacking jacket 
that she had bought Pen for her birthday. 

“I don’t boff anybody else any more,” Nixdown 
whispered as she loosened Penelope Ann’s tie and 
unfastened the top button of her blouse. “You do 
trust me don’t you?” she asked. 

 
The Dyke unscrewed her monocle miserably. 

She squinted into the darkness of the stables. It was 
no secret that Nixdown and Penny Ann regularly 
frequented the stables for their late-night trysts. The 
Science Dame had followed them at a discrete 
distance. She knew that they often included Suzy 
Scott in their activities and she planned on begging 
them to allow her a piece of the action. Nonetheless 
as she watched Nixdown tenderly romancing her lover 
she swallowed down a shot from her hip-flask and 
slipped dejectedly back into the darkness. 

 
Penelope Ann watched Nixdown as she 

dressed. It always amazed her that no matter how 
frantic their love-making it only seemed to take Nicola 
Jane a few seconds to straighten up and look her 
pristine best again.  

Nix looked at her watch and grinned at Pen. 
“I’d better cut along,” she told her lover. “I’m really 
not in the mood for six from Claire tonight.” She 
winked at the former Red-shirt. 
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Penny nodded. “You’d better hurry then,” she 

breathed. “And by the way sweetie, I do trust you.” 
Nicola Jane Nixon smiled and reached up to 

kiss her lover goodnight before hurrying into the 
night. 
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A Launch Party 

 
 
On Saturday night Miss Spanky Botts and 

Christy Cranfield returned to the facility. They arrived 
in a stretch limousine and brought two guests with 
them. 

“This is Karen Masters and Cathy Cooper,” 
Spanky introduced the two new clobber-clad guests. 
“They have helped me develop the site.” 

 
The Great Hall was packed with the inmates. 

Outside in the grounds Cassie Cassy had set up an 
extravagant barbeque buffet that included racks of 
baby back ribs, rotisseried guinea fowl and smoked 
brisket. On the stage Nixdown had hooked up several 
large plasma screens to her Apple computers. 

At seven-thirty Nixdown clicked an icon on her 
screen and the front-page of the www.woodettes.com 
web-site appeared on the screen. Breathlessly the 
inmates watched the counter on the bottom of the 
screen. 

 

http://www.woodettes.com/
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At seven forty-five the counter turned to 

0000001, the inmates whooped and hollered and 
toasted each other with the crates of champagne 
Spanky and the Bounder had furnished. 

During the first hour activity was slow, less 
than twenty hits and only five people signed up for 
membership. The disappointment in the hall was 
palpable and then all hell broke loose. 

In the space of an hour over three thousand 
surfers hit the site and over twenty per cent signed 
up for an insight into the Woodyworld of Whops and 
Clobber. 

 
Bernadette Summers was rubbing her 

bumbags with glee. Within hours she had sold out her 
first run of the BSE line of Woody clobber and already 
had her Uncle Stacks putting his sweatshops on 
double shifts. 

“We need to start a line of Woody endorsed 
canes, straps and slippers,” she enthused. “We’re 
making out like bandits.” 

 
Miss Spanky Botts beamed graciously as the 

inmates stopped by her table to congratulate her. The 
final version of the site looked truly beautiful. 

“Bottoms up,” they toasted her. 
“Speaking of which,” she grinned, “where’s 

Debs?” 
“No! En Oh!” said Deborah Morton 

emphatically. “You’re all fucking barking! Deranged! 
I’m not caning any of you!” 

“The Grand Master said it would be fine,” said 
Spanky. “He said we can use the gymnasium. Think 
of it as a launch party.” 
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“No!” said Deborah emphatically. “Now go and 

sit down and enjoy yourselves.” 
 
“This is fucking ridiculous,” Deborah 

complained.  
“I think it’s exciting,” said Nixdown. 
“Well you would,” said Debs. “You’re as 

barking as they are.” 
“Woof, woof!” grinned Nix. 
“And don’t you be getting any ideas,” growled 

Deborah. 
 
At the far end of the gymnasium a training 

beam had been lowered. Equidistantly along the 
beam four pairs of navy blue bumbags were sitting up 
proud. 

Debs sighed and let Rosemary help her out of 
her blazer. Nixdown unfastened the collar and cuffs of 
Deborah’s blouse and then loosened Debs tie, 
adjusting the knot perfectly. Jojo handed her a super-
cane. Cassie Cassy handed her a glass of champagne. 
“It looks like that you could use this,” she smiled 
sweetly. 

 
Debs paced out twelve strides and drew a long 

chalk line on the wooden floor. Her chums had 
stepped aside and were leaning against the wall, 
arms folded across their chests and champagne flutes 
in their hands. 

Deborah took a deep breath and tried to 
concentrate. She was completely bewildered. For a 
significant percentage of the past decade and a half 
Deborah Morton had been forced to embark upon her 
everyday business wearing a sore arse beneath her 
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bumbags. Despite opinions to the contrary it was a 
situation she had actively tried to avert. Steamy 
bumbags had never been high on her agenda. She 
liked to console herself that the semi-permanent pain 
in her posterior was a result of happenstance and 
circumstance rather than design. It boggled her mind 
that the four women at the far end of the gym were 
voluntarily putting their bumbags in the way of a 
swiping cane. 
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The Original Woodettes 

 
 
Deborah licked her lips and walked to the far 

end of the chalk-line and looked down the 
gymnasium. Along the beam the four women were 
folded over into what was known as the full 
hangover. On one side their legs were supported on 
the balls of their feet, reaching up to the curve of 
their gossamer covered buttocks. On the far sides 
their faces were hidden between their outstretched 
arms and their hair cascaded down towards the 
wooden floor. 

Debs decided she would start with Christy; she 
tapped the tip of the cane on the floor and set off 
running. She approached her target and lowered her 
right shoulder as she brought the cane through a 
perfect horizontal plane. Her last minute flick of the 
wrist gave the cane enough momentum to arrive at 
its target traveling at Mach One. It was a perfect 
strike. She turned around and walked back up the 
gymnasium. 

 



The Woodettes 

 
Deborah stared at her next target. Her heart 

was pounding uncomfortably. If she continued along 
the line her next victim would be Karen Masters, a 
woman she had only met a matter of hours ago. 
Christy had assured Debs that Karen and Cathy 
Cooper were both experienced and dedicated 
spankettes. She had shocked Debs by showing her 
videos of them bent bare-arsed across the balustrade 
of the balcony of Spanky’s Venetian palazzo being 
thrashed by their hostess in full view of passing 
tourists. It struck Deborah that Christy’s chums might 
well be certifiably barking. 

Despite this assessment Deborah Morton felt 
extremely nervous as she took up her stance and 
began to run down the gym. 

 
Debs breathed a sigh of relief, she was four 

whops in and they had all gone off swimmingly. She 
looked over at Jojo, Nix, Rosemary and Cassie Cassy, 
they were all nodding approvingly and sipping 
champagne. 

Deborah lined herself up with Christy Cranfield 
and set off down the gym. She picked up pace as she 
approached her target and swooped in. 

 
Debs scooped down a glass of bubbles in one 

and stuck out her glass. “I’m fucking exhausted,” she 
groaned. “That was just too stressful.” 

Christy sat on the arm of Debs chair and put 
her arm around her chum’s shoulders. “You did a 
terrific job,” she said, “I’m still sizzling.” 

Karen Masters and Cathy Cooper lifted their 
glasses and toasted Debs. 



75 

 
“Who the fuck are you lunatics?” groaned 

Deborah. 
“We’re the original Woodettes,” smiled Karen. 

She pointed at the screen. “And we’re not alone.” 
The counter on the bottom of the screen 

indicated that the new web-site had received over five 
thousand hits and that there were now almost six 
hundred fully paid up members of the new Woodette 
community. 

Debs Morton shook her head incredulously and 
swigged down her glass of champagne.  

 
Miss Spanky Botts squirmed in her chair as she 

wrote out a cheque for the Grand Master. “I’d like you 
to make rooms available to my gang in the Old Gal 
apartment block,” she said, “this should be more than 
enough to cover renovations and I’ll pay a monthly 
rental fee.” 

“Spanky this is a government correctional 
institution not a guest resort,” Mr Humphries laughed. 

Spanky Botts smiled. “I was at the tribunal,” 
she retorted. “They said you wouldn’t be audited for 
two years. Who’s going to know? Hire us as IT 
consultants or something.” 

Mr Humphries looked down at the cheque. It 
was a considerable amount of money. When the 
inmates had been sentenced for Extreme Ladetting 
their private assets had been seized by the System 
and many of them were potless. The money could be 
used to be put into trust along with the unit’s share of 
the profits of Bernadette Summers Enterprises and 
would help the inmates when they were released.  

Mr Humphries carefully folded the cheque and 
placed it in his desk drawer. 
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“I trust that you will do your best not to be too 

much of a disruptive influence,” he smiled. 
“Moi?” squealed Spanky looking shocked. “How 

could you suggest such a thing?” 
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Miss Karen Masters 

 
 
The following morning Cassie Cassy gamely 

climbed out of her scratch early and set up a brunch 
buffet. As the hung-over inmates slowly dragged 
themselves downstairs the mimosa and Bloody Mary 
stands were doing brisk business. 

 
Spanky and her gang looked surprisingly fresh 

and had brought their laptops to the cafeteria. 
Activity on the web-site had continued all-night and 
the number of new Woodettes continued to rise. 

Karen Masters sought out a sleepy Nix so they 
could work on some minor communication glitches 
between the www.woodettes.com and GalGab 
servers.  

Nixdown had been impressed by Karen the 
previous evening. As a die-hard spankette herself she 
completely understood the four women’s motivations 
to be caned in the world’s most infamous Whops and 
Clobber establishment. 

“How’s your bum?” Nixdown asked Karen 
cheerily. 

http://www.woodettes.com/
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Karen grinned. “It’s quite tender actually,” she 

told Nix. “That gal canes hard, but it was a great 
experience.” 

Nixdown nodded knowingly. 
 
Karen Masters could still vividly remember the 

day that her best friend was spanked in the 
classroom. They had been sixth formers and 
considered themselves to be extremely poised and 
mature. She recalled her friend being called to the 
front of the class to be ticked off for making a droll 
and languid remark. Her chum had not taken kindly to 
being dressed down and had pouted sulkily, refusing 
to apologize to the teacher. The teacher in turn had 
not taken kindly to her pal’s attitude and had put her 
across her knee. 

The school did not practice any form of 
physical punishment whatsoever so Karen’s friend had 
been taken completely by surprise. 

Karen remembered the expression on her 
friends face changing from sullen poutiness, to 
bewilderment and then startled recognition as the 
teacher grabbed her wrist and unceremoniously 
dumped her across her lap.  

Karen could remember every spank and slap, 
fifteen in total that landed on the seat of her friend’s 
pleated skirt while she was pinned down. She could 
remember the anguished look on her chums face as 
she ran tearfully from the classroom, taking refuge in 
the bathroom until Karen came to comfort her. 

Despite her sympathy for her friend’s acute 
embarrassment, at unexpected moments Karen would 
relive the incident in her head. Wondering what it had 
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been like to be spontaneously upended and 
ignominiously spanked. 

Karen tried to engage her best chum in 
conversations on the subject but she refused to speak 
about it. To her friend’s eternal shame she was now 
commonly referred to around the school as ‘the girl 
who was spanked’. 

 
While Karen was away at university, studying 

industrial design, the memory continued to preoccupy 
her. One day she typed the word spanking into a 
search engine and was astounded by the amount of 
returns. She spent days gazing at pictures of girls 
splayed out across laps having their bottoms smacked 
and wondered what it would be like. 

On several occasions she prevailed upon local 
lothario’s to indulge in a little hanky-spanky but she 
found the encounters disappointing and unfulfilling. 
She continued to gaze at the pictures on the net. 

 
Karen first encountered Miss Spanky Botts in 

Venice. At the time Spanky was bent over the third 
floor balustrade of the balcony of her palazzo. She 
was dressed in school uniform and was being caned 
by the celebrated artist William Graham. It was not a 
sight that Karen Masters had expected when she had 
boarded the vaporetto to take a tour of the Grand 
Canal. Subsequently she would discover that Spanky 
Botts was a popular tourist attraction. 

Karen learned that Spanky hung out at a 
fashionable café opposite the Teatro La Fenice and 
sought her out. After drinks Spanky invited her new 
friend back to the palazzo to view the hundreds of 
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paintings, sketches and photographs William Graham 
had made of his muse in a variety of spanking poses. 

Karen was enthralled by the lifestyle of divine 
decadence and was delighted when Spanky invited 
her to stay for a few days. Spanky and Karen became 
instant soul mates.   

Although during her first stay she didn’t quite 
pluck up the courage to bend over the balustrade 
Karen Masters did satisfy her curiosity with regard to 
what it would be like to be turned over a knee and 
spanked. William Graham saw to that. 

 
During the Snobs and Rotters tribunal Spanky 

and Karen queued up to get front row seats. Over 
drinks each night they conjured up the idea of 
www.woodettes.com as a celebration of the 
immaculately groomed and clobbered heroines from 
Woodys.  

Karen gave up her day job to help design and 
develop the site. The two friends sashayed about the 
new Woodettes offices dressed in beautifully tailored 
clobber. Visiting the Back to School community was a 
dream come true. 

Nixdown Nixon loved that story. 
 
 

http://www.woodettes.com/
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Miss Cathy Cooper 

 
 
Debs Morton and Christy Cranfield sat together 

drinking mimosas. Deborah continued to kvetch over 
the previous evenings activities. 

“I just don’t understand it, Christy,” she said. 
“In here we pursue whops as part of our culture. Not 
because we like wearing steamy bumbags, but 
because it’s our way to rage against the machine. 
Once I get out of here I intend to hang up my 
bumbags and get on with my life.” 

Christy patted her old chum’s hand. “Don’t 
over analyze it, Debs. Horses for courses and all that. 
But we really appreciate what you did for us last 
night. You have to understand that for gals of our 
persuasion being caned by a genuine legend was an 
opportunity of a lifetime. Just look at Cathy over 
there; she’s lit up like a Christmas tree.” 

 
Cathy Cooper was beaming at the group of 

inmates that were entertaining her and regaling her 
with tales of Woodyworld. 



The Woodettes 

 
Cathy Cooper had come to spanking late in life. 

The school she had attended had not practiced 
corporal punishment. She had enjoyed school-life, she 
was a model student and in her final year her 
exemplary performance was rewarded when she was 
appointed Headgirl. She was a popular choice and 
treated the other pupils with great compassion. She 
felt genuinely guilty when she was compelled to give 
them lines or place them in detention. 

She had attended university where she earned 
an honors degree in Chemistry. It was during her final 
year at college that she discovered her predilection. 
She had attended a fancy dress party with a school 
theme. One of the entertainments had been a party 
game where the girls took turns to bend over the arm 
of a sofa and had to guess who was spanking them. 
The spankings were not serious but she found the 
experience of bending over and exposing her panties 
extremely titillating. During the final months prior to 
graduating she threw several parties where she made 
sure that the spanking game was included in the 
evening’s entertainment. 

After university she decided to take a year off 
to travel. Wherever she went she managed to entice 
fellow travelers to indulge in her favorite game. Cathy 
Cooper had become addicted. 

After a year she returned home and began the 
laborious task of finding paying work. It was during 
this time that she received her first serious spanking. 

It had started as a joke. She had thrown a 
surprise dinner party for a friend’s birthday. She 
decided that she would act as chef and waitress 
dressed in a comically short school uniform. It had 
been a boisterous affair and Cathy had got somewhat 
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squiffy. Half-jokingly she had proposed a charity 
auction with the highest bidder giving her a spanking.  

The guests had got into the spirit of things and 
the auction had raised considerable quids. The 
winning bidder turned her over his knee in the middle 
of the dining room. 

At first Cathy was alarmed. The spanking was 
being delivered with considerable more zeal and 
gusto than the friendly parlor-room smacks she had 
previously experienced. However, she quickly settled 
in and found herself enjoying the delicious heat in her 
backside. It was a revelation. 

 
Cathy Cooper stopped looking for work in 

Pharmaceutical laboratories and began to host weekly 
spanking happenings at her apartment. She soon 
attracted a cult following. She was careful, vetting the 
guests and hiring a hard-bodied geezer to act as 
security. She was astonished by the number of young 
women who attended and were willing to put their 
backsides on the block for auction. 

 
When the tribunal began Cathy watched with 

fascination and excitement. She had heard about the 
Big House, of course, but was thrilled as the details of 
life of the facility were slowly disclosed. On the third 
day of the hearing she noticed two women sitting in 
the front row of the audience dressed in full Woody 
clobber. Cathy Cooper hurried out to a haberdashery 
and procured herself a set. The following day she 
attended the tribunal in her newly acquired clobber 
and sought out the two women. She introduced 
herself to Miss Spanky Botts and Karen Masters. The 
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three women immediately became fixtures in the 
front row at the hearing. 

 
Cathy invited Spanky and Karen to attend one 

of her happenings. The Snobs and Rotters tribunal 
had become a national obsession and everybody at 
the event was fixated with all things Whops and 
Clobber. Spanky Botts immediately began to plan the 
launch of www.woodettes.com. 

Cathy Cooper joined Spanky’s staff on a part-
time basis, continuing to operate her happenings. 
Spanky, Karen and eventually Christy became 
permanent fixtures, delighted to have an outlet to 
satisfy their desires. 

For Cathy Cooper being caned by Deborah 
Morton was the highlight of her career. 

 

http://www.woodettes.com/
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The Wart’s Return 

 
 
After the excitement of the weekend the 

inmates predictably found it difficult to settle back 
into the curriculum of lectures and tutorials. Verbal 
warnings and yellow cards abounded. 

The Wart had removed the bandage from her 
arm and was eager to get some whops on her 
scorecard. When the Bounder openly rubbished her 
she called her up before the form and instructed her 
to touch her toes. 

By the Wart’s standards it was a well-delivered 
caning. She took deep breaths between strokes and 
set herself up properly. It was a good crisp caning but 
nonetheless the only reaction she got from the 
Bounder was a contemptuous curl of the lip. 

The Wart gnashed her teeth in frustration. 
 
The Wart grinned wolfishly. She couldn’t 

believe her luck. Less than thirty minutes after the 
unsatisfying beating of the Bounder she had another 
shot at getting her jollies. 
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Rosemary Booker peeled off her blazer and 

hung it over the back of the chair. She stepped out 
into the aisle and walked towards the front of the 
room. 

 
Ms Wharton flexed the cane between her 

hands and tried to relax. Rosemary’s voluptuous 
posterior pointed upwards with her bumbags 
stretching at the seams was a vision of beauty. The 
Wart breathed in deeply and let the air out slowly. 
She needed to concentrate. The GeoDame was 
determined not to waste a stroke. 

 
Rosemary blinked. The cane had sliced across 

her backside with alarming potency and had almost 
knocked the wind out of her. She managed to keep 
her fingers glued to the tips of her toes. Behind her 
the Wart grinned with satisfaction. The cane had 
rebounded from Rosemary’s bumbags with a 
resounding crack. She was confident that the effects 
would be ricocheting around Rosemary’s central 
nervous system in a most disagreeable manner. 

 
Rosemary Booker gritted her teeth. The second 

and third strokes had landed with the same venom as 
the first. She was having considerable difficulty not 
jerking up as the cane sliced across her bumbags. 
Rosemary knew from bitter experience that if her 
fingertips moved as much as a millimeter from the 
tips of her shoes the Wart would call foul and disallow 
the stroke. 

 
The Wart grinned with satisfaction. She was 

taking her time, knowing that Rosemary’s calf 
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muscles would be straining uncomfortably. The longer 
she was forced to remain in her ignominious stoop 
the more likely she was to jerk up. She flexed the 
cane and raised her arm in the air. 

 
Rosemary’s chums watched sympathetically. 

The Wart’s tactics were transparent. She was well 
aware how difficult it was to maintain the toe-
touching position and she was making Rosemary 
suffer unnecessarily.  

They crossed their fingers as the fifth stroke 
slashed across their chum’s bumbags. 

 
“It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” Rosemary 

muttered. Despite her unfortunate epiphany that the 
cane actually hurt and her recent determination to 
keep whippy sticks away from her bumbags she was 
still a player. She had no intention of giving the Wart 
an opportunity to give her extra strokes. She 
squeezed her eyes shut and repeated her mantra 
over and over in her head. The sixth stroke slashed 
across her crammed full bumbags at an alarming 
speed. 

 
“Be-yotch,” muttered Rosemary. 
“You did very well,” consoled Deborah as she 

rubbed mystical balms into the stripes on her best 
chum’s rear end. “You put it up and kept it up, and 
you stayed down. I’m proud of you.” 

Rosemary grunted. “She’s still a be-yotch.” 
 
Patty was glowering into her glass. The Wart’s 

gloating was beginning to give her the pip. In her 
position as Deputy Grand Dame, with no teaching 
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duties, she had to rely on her cohorts to send inmates 
up to her office for the cane. Recently her cronies had 
not been delivering the goods. 

“You’re not sharing it about enough,” she 
accused the Wart. 

“I’ve been out of action for a while,” pointed 
out Ms Wharton. “I was just getting my eye back in. 
I’ll see what I can do tomorrow,” she assured Ms 
Hodge. 

Patty continued to glower. 
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A Trashing Before a Thrashing 

 
 
Deborah Morton felt her hand shaking as she 

reached for the doorknob. She had spent several 
minutes standing in the corridor outside Patty Hodge’s 
office desperately trying to pluck up the courage to 
press the buzzer. She had fussed with the knot of her 
tie, smoothed down her skirt and adjusted the red 
sash that she wore around her waist. She started to 
reach for the buzzer and then stopped herself and 
fussed with her clobber some more. 

Now it was exactly four o’clock and she knew 
that if she was even seconds late Patty would use it 
to her advantage and make things worse. With a 
trembling finger Debs pressed the buzzer. 

 
Deborah’s heart sank. As soon as she had 

opened her mouth she knew that she was in trouble. 
The Wart’s face had broken into a gleeful smile.  

“Step up Morton,” she cackled, “step up before 
the form.” 
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Debs pushed back her chair and stood up. She 

sighed and dejectedly walked down the aisle towards 
the front of the room.  

 
Deborah did her best not to recoil under the 

Wart’s spiteful tirade. She could have kicked herself at 
her own foolishness; relations between Deborah and 
the Geo-Dame had never been good but in recent 
months they had reached an all-time low.  

 
The Grand Master’s decision to allow Deborah 

to thrash the Wart as retribution for having her 
publicly collared had caused Ms Wharton to sponsor a 
‘Get Morton’ campaign amongst her cohorts on the 
Radical Right. 

Ms Wharton was a canny bird and knew that 
any future punishments she administered to Debs 
would come under scrutiny and would have to be one 
hundred per cent legitimate. However, despite 
knowing that she had a target prominently painted on 
the seat of her bumbags Debs had rashly chosen to 
jape the Wart.  

Deborah had no choice but to stand and 
endure the tongue-lashing. There was no question 
that she was bang to rights. The Wart had played it 
by the book. She had given Deborah a verbal warning 
and followed it up with a yellow card. When Debs 
persisted in interrupting the proceedings with a 
further comic aside it was three strikes and out. 

Deborah’s heart sank. 
“Go and stand in the corridor,” the Wart 

concluded. “You can pay a visit to Ms Hodge at four 
o’clock and explain yourself.” 

 



91 

 
Debs stood in the corridor with her hands on 

her head and her nose pressed against the wall. In 
many ways being corridored was the worst of all 
possible outcomes. If the Wart had chosen to whop 
her herself it would have been a crap-shoot as to how 
much mischief and mayhem she succeeded in 
generating inside Debs bumbags. If she had elected 
to red-card Debs and send her up before the Grand 
Master she would have been guaranteed a mandatory 
twelve stroke bare bender. Nonetheless, despite the 
considerable pain of being punished on the bare 
bottom she knew she would be treated graciously and 
the punishment would be delivered in a businesslike 
manner. 

However, a trip up before the Deputy Grand 
Dame was a different matter. There was no question 
that she would be soundly thrashed, which was bad 
enough, but what was extremely unappealing was the 
prelude to the thrashing she felt sure she would be 
forced to endure. 

 
“I’ve sent you a special gift,” the Wart gloated 

to Patty during the afternoon break. “You owe me a 
slap-up meal.” 

Patty winked. “I’ll give you a blow by blow 
account in the Bunch of Grapes tonight,” she assured 
her chum. 

 
Deborah stood in the center of the room with 

her hands on her head. Her cheeks were burning and 
she was struggling to keep from weeping with anger 
and humiliation. 
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At five-feet ten inches tall, with flaming red 

hair and startling green eyes Patty Hodge cut an 
imposing figure. In three-inch spiked heels she 
towered over Deborah forcing Debs to crane her neck 
to meet her gaze. 

Patty Hodge was a world-class scolder. She 
had first perfected her skills as the ruthless Headgirl 
of the original Woody School. Despite the Guidelines 
for Extreme Scolding forbidding the use of personally 
defamatory remarks Patty pushed the limits. She was 
a brilliant academic and extremely articulate. She 
could press the buttons of even the most hardened 
inmate. 

 
Debs did her best to ignore the vitriolic 

castigation but Patty was skillful. She constantly 
asked direct questions that forced Deborah to 
concentrate in order that she could respond. Debs 
Morton felt that she was being thoroughly trashed. 

All the while Deborah was acutely aware of the 
wye-tipped cane lying prominently on Patty’s over-
sized desk. 
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The Wye-tipped Cane 

 
 
Patty Hodge had Deborah set up perfectly. 

Debs was stretched out across the over-sized oak 
desk with her gymslip turned back and her bumbags 
straining. She was up on the balls of her feet so that 
her arms dangled limply over the far side of the desk. 
She was waiting to be caned. 

 
Patty flexed the thirty-six inch long wye-tipped 

cane between her hands and studied her target. She 
was in no hurry to expedite the proceedings and 
licked her lips and savored the moment. 

 
Patricia Hodge had first come up with the 

prototype for her wye-tipped canes while she was 
Headgirl at the original Woody School. Patty’s 
selection as Headgirl was the culmination of a 
typically well-orchestrated campaign. Although by 
nature she was haughty and autocratic she could also 
be beguilingly charming. She was tall, beautiful and 
charismatic and her academic brilliance attracted 
considerable accolades from her tutors.  
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The Woody School was notoriously strict and it 

was impossible to get through a school career without 
being caned. Nonetheless, Patty was extremely 
successful in limiting her punishments to the bare 
minimum, and when she was unsuccessful she 
consoled herself that it was a good learning 
experience and took copious notes on styles and 
techniques. 

Patty always made it her priority to develop 
friendly relations with the Headgirls and prefects, 
offering them the services of the circle of cloyingly 
sycophantic toadies with which she had surrounded 
herself. 

She loved to listen to the Headgirls recounting 
tales of the numerous beatings that they 
administered. Patty bought a cane from a catalogue 
specializing in such lines of merchandise and spent 
years secretly practicing her technique in preparation 
for the day that she dreamed of taking over 
responsibility for thrashing her sub-ordinates. 

During her year in the Lower Sixth form she 
was at her most unctuous. Patty was keenly aware 
that a positive endorsement from the outgoing 
Headgirl would add considerable weight to her 
campaign for promotion to the position of ultimate 
power. She insinuated her way into the good graces 
of the presiding Headgirl to such an extent that she 
was almost considered an associate prefect. She even 
persuaded the Red-shirt to allow her to witness 
numerous thrashings so that she could further study 
technique. Patricia Hodge considered herself heir 
apparent to the throne. 

However, the majority of her schoolmates were 
not fooled by the charming façade she portrayed to 
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the tutors and prefects. She was considered two-
faced and spiteful and was widely despised. Her 
appointment to fulfill the role of Red-shirt was 
extremely unpopular. 

Not surprisingly, once she was elected as 
Headgirl, the pupils of the Woody School were 
immediately subjected to a new and heinous regime. 
Patricia was so prolific with her cane that she soon 
became known simply as ‘Thrasher Hodge’. 

Patty marshaled her toadies into the first 
incarnation of the Secret Society of Serial Spankers 
and provided them guidelines for scolding and 
sweating. To the alarm of the pupils she introduced 
the fine art of collaring into day to day life. 

Life was tough under Patty’s regime and none 
more so than for a fifth former named Susan Lawton. 

Susan was also brilliant and beautiful and she 
was extremely popular. She also had the reputation 
for being the naughtiest girl in the school. Patty 
envied Susan’s popularity and she became the subject 
of one of Patty’s malicious obsessions. 

Patty caned Susan several times during her 
first weeks in office. To her great disappointment 
Susan treated her with considerable contempt. Patty 
obsessively plotted and planned new ways to cause 
trouble for Susan. She orchestrated an anti-Lawton 
campaign constantly updating the Grand Dame and 
the Brass of Susan’s latest shenanigans. 

In a brilliant coup she had one of her pre’s red-
card Susan out of the assembly hall on bogus goofing 
charges. The Grand Dame disregarded Susan’s 
insistence that the charges were bogus and gave her 
a six-stroke bare bender. Several hours later another 
prefect booted Susan out of the lunch hall on even 
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more ridiculous charges and gave her another six up 
in the library. Patty culminated her coup by personally 
collaring Susan in the middle of the recreation area 
and dragging her up to the Grand Dame’s study. 

Susan listened in wide-eyed horror as Patty 
proceeded to tell the Grand Dame porkies on a 
massive scale. 

The following morning her school chums were 
astonished to see Susan led onto the stage dressed in 
a pair of crisp white gym shorts. The pupils were used 
to seeing girls caned in front of the school, but the 
punishments were limited to three strokes across the 
palms of their left hand. Susan Lawton made Woody 
history as the first girl ever to be ‘bottomed’ in front 
of the school. 

Susan found herself literally on a hiding to 
nothing. Patty manipulated the system artfully and 
Susan Lawton was punished at a record-breaking 
rate. 

Patty loved to experiment with new techniques 
for making life unpleasant for her sub-ordinates and 
used Susan as her guinea-pig. One evening Susan 
was summonsed to the library and was dismayed to 
find Patty brandishing her newest invention, two 
canes taped together. Patty gave Susan a six stroke 
bender and was delighted with the results. She 
immediately contacted a purveyor of disciplinary 
products and commissioned the lethal wye-tipped that 
would become her signature. 
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Malicious Obsessions 

 
 
Deborah heard the whistle of the cane cutting 

through the air and braced herself. The sound of the 
cane landing echoed around the room. 

Patty cackled. “Scared ya, didn’t I?” 
Deborah lay panting across the desk. Patty had 

swiped the cane down on a fat-padded cushion 
instead of Deborah’s bumbags. 

“You evil be-yotch,” muttered Debs. 
Patty took aim and sliced the cane down for 

real. It was an absolute scorcher and caused Debs to 
buck and writhe across the desk. 

 
Deborah had been a long-term victim of one of 

Patty’s malicious obsessions. Actually it had started as 
an obsession of opportunity. When Deborah had been 
declared as Public Enemy Number One and replaced 
Lisa Sutton as Ms Lawton’s personal bête noire Patty 
had summonsed her cohorts on the Radical Right 
along with Yvonne Godfrey’s vindictive Serial 
Spankers and announced a ‘Get Morton’ campaign. 
She advised them to take advantage of Deborah’s 



The Woodettes 

 
more obvious flaws, such as goofing and gabbing in 
assembly and serial clobber abuse, and exploit them 
to the full. 

They were heady times for Patty. Operation 
Scorched Arse was in full flow so the Deputy Grand 
Dame felt she was perfectly within her rights to 
subject Debs to a campaign of hostile targeting. 

Deborah didn’t help herself. She continued to 
goof in assembly and received a dozen red-cards. On 
half those occasions she received a second red-card 
and a trip over Katie’s knee for zero tolerance collar 
and tie abuse. Any hopes of returning to Ms Lawton’s 
good graces were scuppered by her persistent chuck-
outs. 

With the Red House counsel loaded with 
members of the SS she was a sitting duck. She was 
subjected to three full collar walkthroughs followed by 
formal house beatings. 

To make matters worse Ms Whitton was all 
over Deborah’s bumbags with the custom violin bow 
that she had named the Morton Special.  

Patty reveled in Deborah’s misfortune and 
became obsessed with directing operations, 
encouraging her troops to swap intelligence and take 
maximum advantage if they learned that Deborah had 
already been caned that day. Deborah received six 
public floggings, three of which were as a result of 
being red-carded three times in a single day by 
Patty’s posse. 

The ‘Get Morton’ campaign was a huge success 
and not surprisingly Deborah scored her first Bull, 
receiving fifty punishments during the year of 
Operation Scorched Arse. 
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Patty was apoplectic when Mr Humphries 

publicly prohibited hostile targeting and declassified 
Debs from her position as Public Enemy Number One. 
Nonetheless, she had no intention of turning down 
the heat in Deborah’s bumbags and encouraged her 
Radical Right cronies to thrash Debs within an inch of 
her life whenever the opportunity arose. 

 
The opportunity to personally thrash Debs 

within an inch of her life was nectar to Patty. She 
raised her arm in the air and slashed her cane 
downwards.   

 
Deborah was not having a good time of it. The 

verbal haranguing had drained her and she was not in 
the best shape for an epic whopping. Debs backside 
was a well-calibrated whopometer and the first two 
strokes had registered off the scale. She braced 
herself again as the cane whistled. 

 
Patty slashed the cane down across the 

cushion again and cackled as she watched Debs flinch 
involuntarily. 

“Jumpy aren’t we?” she laughed and sliced 
down another scorcher.  

Deborah’s face contorted into a silent howl. 
 
Deborah lay spread-eagled across the desktop, 

her backside throbbing from the first three strokes. 
Patty was taking a time-out to pour herself a gin and 
tonic. 

“You’re going to need to invest in a new pair of 
bumbags after I’ve finished with you,” Patty observed 
drolly. “I’m going to cut the one’s you’re wearing to 
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tatters.” She chuckled to herself and strolled around 
the room sipping her drink and swishing her cane 
ominously. 

 
Deborah’s eyes burned with humiliation and 

frustration. Her backside burned with the alarming 
heat resulting from the first three strokes of the lethal 
wye-tipped cane. There was nothing that she could 
do but remain prone across the desk and wait to be 
caned some more. 
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Extreme Rubbing 

 
 
“She’s such a fucking be-yotch,” groaned 

Deborah. She was lying face down across Rosemary 
Booker’s lap having her bottom tended to with 
mystical balms. 

“She certainly did a job on you,” sympathized 
Rosemary, “these weals are pretty ripe.” 

Deborah squirmed in her best chum’s lap. “It 
feels like I won’t be able to sit down for a week,” she 
complained. “And I can’t believe I let her see that 
she’d hurt me. She’ll be laughing all the way to the 
Bunch of Grapes tonight.” 

Rosemary sighed and continued her 
ministrations.  

 
The second phase of the beating had gone no 

better than the first. Patty had left Debs sprawled 
across the desk for almost ten minutes before 
proceeding. She had entertained herself by taunting 
Deborah in a most unsavory manner. 
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The first three strokes had been delivered so 

that the wye-tip branded Deborah’s right buttock; 
with the final three strokes Patty gave Debs left cheek 
a thorough workover. It was a ferocious thrashing by 
any standards. 

Patty didn’t even give Debs any time to collect 
herself. Once the sixth stroke had echoed around the 
room Patty reached forward, took Deborah roughly by 
the scruff of her neck and yanked her to her feet. 

Patty span Debs around to face her. Deborah’s 
features were contorted in undisguised agony, her 
eyes were bright with unwept tears, and she was ash 
white. 

 Patty stuck out a long finger and jabbed 
Deborah in the chest. “So tell me that wasn’t hot,” 
she gloated. 

Debs head was spinning and she felt unsteady 
on her pins. She unsuccessfully tried to muster up a 
defiant glare. Deborah Morton was in no doubt 
whatsoever that she had been thoroughly nailed. 

 
“Thanks Warty-one,” grinned Patty in the 

saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. “I owe you one. I 
haven’t had so much fun since my grandma got her 
tit caught in the mangle.” 

The Wart smiled and slugged back a tequila 
shot. She was feeling smug. Much as she loved 
caning Deborah herself she also gained considerable 
satisfaction from subjecting Debs to a visit to Patty’s 
study. 

“I spotted Morton in the quad before I came 
out,” said the Wart. “She looked like she’d been 
beaten bandy.” 
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“I fucking nailed her,” gloated Patty. “You 

should have seen the look on her face; she was as 
close to tears as I’ve ever seen her.” 

Katie Beck brandished her glass in the air, 
“One up for the good guys,” she chortled. 

 
Debs was having considerable difficulty 

concentrating. Several hours had elapsed since she 
had been bent over the desk but the pain in her rear 
end was showing no signs of subsiding. She had tried 
everything. Mystical balms, a spin around the 
recreation area, some discrete rubbing and several 
stiff drinks; nothing was having any noticeable effect. 

Many of her chums had stopped by to inspect 
the damage and commiserate with her until she 
finally tired of their company and made her apologies.  

She leaned against the mantelpiece and 
moodily sucked on a fag. The wye-tip of the cane had 
left branding marks on both cheeks and the scarlet 
weals were sticking to her bumbags in a most 
disagreeable manner. 

She stubbed out her cigarette and poured a 
glass of wine. She took a sip of her drink and then 
muttered, “What the hell.” 

Deborah Morton reached back under her skirt 
and rubbed and rubbed and rubbed. 
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