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Author’s Note 
 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

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

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

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

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

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

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

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

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

 
 
Cassie Cassy hurried into the kitchen, 

buttoning her blouson and straightening her beanie. 
“Sorry I’m late,” she told Dotty Hammell, “I 

told you I had an appointment didn’t I?” 
The Domestic Science Dame nodded. “So how 

was it?” 
Cassie shrugged cheerfully. “Katie always 

slippers up a storm,” she reported, “but it was good 
and it was number forty-nine so I’m pretty well 
guaranteed to score my Bull.” 

Dotty smiled indulgently. “Well while you’ve 
been getting your butt whapped I started on the 
hollandaise sauce, why don’t you taste it?” 

Cassie winked and ambled over to the stove. 
 
A red-card for goofing in assembly and a 

supplementary card for collar and tie abuse had put 
Cassie firmly in touch with her goal to become the 
first inmate still in Phase 3 of her social rehabilitation 
program to score a Bull.  
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It was commonly accepted within the Woody 
community that Cassandra Cassidy was certifiably 
barking. She was gregarious, stunningly beautiful, 
adorable and one of the World’s finest chefs, but 
nonetheless she was still clearly barking. 

Cassie had never made a secret of the fact that 
she craved the title of All-Time Big BUTT and had 
pursued her goal earnestly. Scoring a Bull in such an 
early phase of her incarceration would be a significant 
feather in her cap. 

 
Katie Beck always found slippering Cassie 

Cassy infuriating. She could subject Cassie to full bib-
down, tie-back clobber inspections, leave her for five 
minutes bent bare-arsed across the desk in the ante-
room, and then slipper her ferociously. Nonetheless 
after the post-processing was completed Cassie would 
leave the room with a spring in her step and 
cheerfully call over her shoulder, “Cya” as she headed 
for the stairs. 

“I really put my arm into it,” kvetched Katie in 
the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes, “but she just 
rolled her eyes and shouted cya at me.” 

“She’s fucking barking,” the Wart consoled her.  
“One hundred per-cent certifiable,” agreed 

Patty Hodge. “Still she’s code red now so she’s due a 
damn good flogging shortly so that’s something to 
look forward to.” 

Katie and the Wart cackled and rubbed their 
hands with glee. 

 
Cassie grinned at Jojo. “Don’t ya just love it 

when a plan comes together?” 
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Joanna winked at her chum. “Well you 
certainly deserve to be code red, you’ve worked hard 
all year and you’ve earned every stripe.” 

Jojo couldn’t help but be excited for Cassie. 
Ever since she had entered through the gates of the 
facility Cassie Cassy had announced her goal of one 
day becoming the All-Time Big BUTT. At first Jojo had 
been mildly irritated at Cassie’s confident 
proclamations that she could steal her crown but 
nobody could stay annoyed with Cassie for long. She 
was simply irresistibly barking. 

“So have you got a plan?” asked Jojo. 
Cassie shook her head. “Not really. I thought 

that maybe if I get chucked out of assembly again 
you could get the Grand Master to give me a bare 
bottom spanking in front of the unit as my warmers.” 

“Cass, you do not want a bare bottom 
spanking in front of the unit,” laughed Jojo. 

“Why not, you’ve had one, and Debs and Katie 
and even Sarah, why not me?” enquired Cassie. 

“Just take it from me, sister, you don’t need to 
go there,” said Jojo categorically. 

“I went bare arse in public during the Great 
Spank-off, what’s the difference?” 

“Those were competition whops, there’s a 
world of difference,” Jojo assured her. 

Cassie pouted. “I’ll think of something,” she 
grunted. 

“I’m sure you will sweetie,” grinned Jojo. 
Cassie did her version of looking thoughtful for 

a few seconds and then perked up. 
“I have a couple of beautiful leftover lamb 

chops in the fridge. I can heat them up and rustle up 
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a quick mint and jalapeño jelly. It will go great with a 
glass of 2003 South African Pinotage. How does that 
sound?” 

Jojo shook her head incredulously. “Cassie, its 
nine o’clock in the morning. Who eats lamb chops for 
breakfast?”  

Cassie cocked her head curiously. “These 
aren’t just any old lamb chops; these are Cassie 
Cassy lamb chops. What difference does the time of 
day make?” 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Jojo. “You are truly 
fucking barking.” 
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Not a Bad Gal 

 
 
Lisa Sutton groaned. Ms Gascoigne was 

retrieving her cane from the hook beside the video 
screen. As usual the Dame of Economics seemed 
quite unperturbed. 

“Alright Sutton,” she said calmly. “Remove 
your blazer and bend over your desk. I intend to 
absolutely cream you.”  

 
Lisa braced herself as she felt the slender cane 

tapping down against her tautened bumbags. The 
prospect of being absolutely creamed was not high on 
her wish list. Unlike Cassie and Debs the Minxster had 
no aspirations to score a Bull. In fact Lisa Sutton 
wished for nothing more than a permanently cool 
arse. Unfortunately Lisa’s habitual naughtiness did not 
work in her favor. 

Ms Pauline Gascoigne was fond of the 
Minxster. Lisa was a first-rate academic and generally 
showed a keen interest in lectures and tutorials. This 
morning however her participation had been limited 
to several pithy and self-indulgent interjections. 
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Pauline had warned her of course, verbally at first and 
then formally with a yellow card. It should have been 
enough. The inmates of the facility had considerable 
respect for Ms Gascoigne. She was rock-steady. Once 
Pauline had produced a yellow card, the recipient was 
well-advised to sit up and take notice. Lisa Sutton was 
not well-advised. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne was not given to emotional 

outbursts or hissy fits. She had learned her skills as a 
disciplinarian during her tenure as the President of 
Posh at the notoriously strict Queensgate Academy. 
During her year in office she had delivered over three 
hundred canings, or poppings, as they were known. 
The process was democratic, the twenty-one prefects 
voting on the punishment that students should 
receive. Pauline delivered each punishment with a 
business-like detachment, priding herself on never 
delivering a stroke that didn’t land cleanly. 

While Lisa busied herself getting into position 
Ms Gascoigne hung up her jacket and rolled up her 
sleeves. She was an attractive woman, just 
approaching thirty and extremely fit. She worked out 
regularly with Suzy Scott and Debs Morton in the 
facility’s wellness center. The inmates adored her; she 
was one of the darlings of the Liberal Left and a vocal 
advocate of Minx Rights. Nonetheless, the one area 
she rarely scored popularity points was with gals 
spread-eagled across their desks waiting to be 
absolutely creamed. 

 
Lisa knew the drill. She slid her upper torso 

further and further over the lid of her desk, reaching 
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her hands down until they were gripping the legs of 
the desk almost at the floor. It was almost impossible 
for her backside to be more prominently presented. 

Very calmly Pauline rearranged the hem of 
Lisa’s skirt, folding it neatly up her back and then 
folding the tail of her white blouse out of the way. 
She stepped back and took a tight grip on the cane. 

 
In the rooms along the corridor lectures came 

to a halt. The inmates exchanged glances as the 
thwack of the cane echoed through the hallway. The 
Dames leaned back against their desks and folded 
their arms. It was pointless trying to continue with 
the distraction of some poor individual being 
absolutely creamed. 

 
Lisa tottered down the aisle in order that Ms 

Gascoigne could post-process the creaming. She 
could have sworn that she could hear the weals on 
her backside sizzling. Pauline Gascoigne seemed 
sublimely oblivious to the Minxster’s obvious 
discomfort. She took Lisa’s punishment record book 
and annotated the thrashing and then entered it 
electronically on the GalGab website.  

When she had finished she smiled at Lisa. “If 
you would be so kind as to return to your seat I’d like 
to continue to debunk Keynesian Theory.” 

 
Lisa groaned. She was laid out across 

Rosemary Booker’s lap having her stripes anointed 
with a soothing balm. 
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“This is ridiculous,” she moaned. “I’m going to 
score another Bull if I’m not careful and I’m not even 
trying.” 

“Well you shouldn’t be such a bad gal.” 
laughed Rosemary. 

“I’m not! I’m a naughty gal, but I’m not a bad 
gal,” wailed Lisa in her familiar mantra. 

Rosemary chuckled. “Yeah rock on Minxster.” 
 
Lisa pouted and handed Bernadette twenty 

quids. “I should have quit while I was ahead.” 
Lisa had recently taken sixty quid off her chum 

after she had managed to get through a complete 
seven day period without being whopped. She had 
gloated that her reform program was going to plan 
and extended the wager, confidently predicting she 
would get to the end of the year in a permanent state 
of cool-arse. 

The Bounder just grinned and stuffed the 
banknotes into the elastic waistband of her bumbags. 

“Anything else you’d like to bet on?” she 
asked. 

Lisa Sutton stuck her tongue out at her best 
chum. 
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A Very Bad Gal 

 
 
Bernadette Summers prided herself that she 

was a very bad gal indeed. She drank like a fish and 
smoked like a trooper. She would gamble on anything 
that moved. She liked to brag that she had been 
slippered in Singapore, caned in Cairo and whapped 
in Washington. “But they never hurt me,” she 
boasted, “’cos I’m the Bounder.” 

 
Nonetheless, despite her gruff exterior her 

chums knew that she was a gentle soul at heart and 
they sympathized when Mickey the Purveyor put her 
over his knee and spanked her in the middle of the 
dining room at Monets. 

Fortunately for Bernadette the restaurant had 
been closed for the evening to host a private Woody 
party in her honor. Nonetheless, she still appeared 
rather vulnerable with her bumbags yanked down and 
her hunky boyfriend reddening her orbs at an 
alarming rate. 

The cause of the dispute centered upon the 
invitation she had sent to Charlie Keane, the infamous 
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Hollywood playboy, to attend the charity performance 
of Westside Story. Charlie had been amongst the 
guests at the Grand Finale of the Great Spank-off. 
Charlie and the Bounder had hit it off famously. They 
had indulged in a game of Coke Cane which involved 
Bernadette getting her bottom whapped with a 
variety of instruments in return for getting her nostrils 
into Charlie’s stash of Bolivian Marching Powder. 

In general Mickey the Purveyor was a trusting 
sort but apparently his trust did not extend to 
infamous playboys that he suspected would be intent 
on poking around in his girlfriend’s bumbags. As best 
as the Bounder’s chums could tell Mickey had put the 
nix on Charlie’s invitation. 

 
It was a gregarious gathering hosted by Mr 

Humphries in recognition of a large cheque that 
Bernadette had handed over as the facilities share of 
the phenomenal success of the Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises Clobber collection exclusively available on 
the www.woodette.com web-site. They had chosen to 
visit a restaurant instead of catering in-house at 
Bernadette’s request. 

“It will give Cassie a break,” said the Bounder. 
“Allow her to let her hair down for a change instead 
of worrying over us.” 

Cassie Cassy and the Bounder were tight. They 
had a plan to open a business together in the South 
of France when they were finally released. Cassie 
would open a luxurious restaurant and the Bounder 
would give the guests a wide range of gambling 
opportunities once they had finished scarfing down 
Cassie’s fare. 

http://www.woodette.com/�
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“We’re going to swap canes for Cannes,” they 
liked to gloat. 

 
The Usual Suspects had arrived in a series of 

stretch limousines. Mickey the Purveyor had been 
invited along to act as security and to deter any 
unwanted paparazzi.    

 
Oliver, the owner and chef, had excelled 

himself with a feast of barbecued quail wrapped in 
jalapeño smoked bacon followed by large bowls of 
steamed mussels in a garlic and fennel cream sauce. 
Bernadette had availed herself liberally of the 
libations and in an unguarded moment she had 
confessed to Mickey that she didn’t take instruction 
well and had gone ahead and sent Charlie an 
invitation anyway.  

Mickey didn’t hesitate. One moment 
Bernadette was leaning back in her seat looking 
comfortable and rather smug, the next moment she 
was face down across Mickey’s lap with skirt flipped 
back and her bumbags around her ankles. 

 
Mickey had extremely large hands and even 

more formidable forearms. Bernadette’s dusky skin 
was soon smoldering under a blitzkrieg of spanks.  
For all her braggadocio the Bounder was clearly 
finding the spanking quite disconcerting. Her long 
brown legs kicked and scissored and her fists 
punched the air. Her thick head of jet black hair 
swung from side to side in consternation.  

In many strata’s of society this may have 
seemed an untoward interruption to a perfectly good 
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dinner but under the circumstances it appeared a 
perfectly natural response to the Woody gal’s. They 
sipped their drinks and watched intently as Mickey 
warmed to his work. They were duly impressed. 

Mickey was doing a thorough job and 
Bernadette’s buttocks were twitching and writhing 
under the bombardment. He wrapped up with a 
stunning salvo that echoed around the dining room 
before reaching down and pulling her bumbags back 
over her swollen arse.  

 
 Bernadette was looking neither comfortable 

nor smug. She was perched gingerly on the edge of 
her seat looking a little nonplussed. 

“There really was no call for that,” she said in 
an uncharacteristically timid voice. “I suppose this 
means that you’d like me to cancel the invitation. You 
only had to ask.” 

“You’re a very bad gal, Miss Summers,” Mickey 
grinned. 

“I know,” groaned Bernadette ruefully, “that’s 
why you love me.” 

 
 
 



 

 

4 

 
House Captain 

 
 
Deborah Morton found herself in a curious 

situation. She remained the only member of the 
senior community who was required to wear full 
clobber including a bib-fronted gymslip with a ‘D’ 
stitched on the front. She was also required to sit in 
the front row of the assembly hall amongst the Little 
Brats as punishment for her abysmal behavior. She 
was just two punishments away from scoring a Bull 
and only four away from moving up the ranks to 
number two on the All-Time Hall of Shame. However, 
although she was not yet a formal member of the 
Elite her recent promotion to Captain of the Red 
House afforded her thrashing rights over subordinate 
members of the house. 

 
Ms Wharton handed Deborah two sheets of 

paper. “The Bond twins need to be thrashed,” she 
said autocratically.  

Deborah read the papers carefully. Since her 
promotion Deborah was forced to report daily to the 
Wart’s lair to discuss Red House business. On several 
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occasions the Mistress of the House had made 
suggestions regarding members of the house who she 
considered needed to be beaten. 

Deborah had pored laboriously over the House 
Captain’s Charter. According to the charter it was the 
sole responsibility of the captain to select members 
who needed thrashing on routine House Business. 
The Mistress of the House was merely the authorizing 
authority. 

On the previous occasions Debs had politely 
informed the Wart that she would consider the matter 
and had later elected not to proceed with the 
beatings. 

She studied the papers. “I’m not sure why this 
is House Business, Ma’am,” she said politely. The 
report referred to a scrap that the sisters had got into 
in the recreation area. According to the report they 
had been red-carded up to the Grand Master’s office 
by the duty monitor. For reasons of his own the 
Grand Master had selected not to punish them. 

“Well it’s somebody’s business,” snapped the 
Wart. “They should have been publicly flogged in my 
opinion.” 

Deborah was tempted to point out that the 
Wart permanently seemed to be of the opinion that 
the inmates should be publicly flogged at every 
opportunity, but she bit her tongue. 

“I’m sure that the Grand Master had perfectly 
good reasons for his decision,” said Deborah. “I really 
don’t think it’s appropriate for the House to intervene 
further. If you don’t mind I’d just like to check 
something.” Unexpectedly Debs pulled out the cell-
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phone she had been issued when she had been 
appointed as House Captain. She speed dialed. 

The Wart looked nonplussed when Debs 
turned her back to her. 

 
Deborah called Lady Victoria and sought her 

opinion. According to Vix Ronnie and Reggie Bond 
were notoriously argumentative and often resorted to 
hair-pulling, face scratching and eye gouging to 
resolve their disputes. However, the Grand Master 
considered these contretemps to be Family Business 
and rarely punished them. In Victoria’s opinion he 
would probably take a dim view of it becoming House 
Business. Deborah snapped the phone shut and 
shared the news with Ms Wharton. 

 
The Wart scowled at Deborah. “I don’t like 

you, Morton,” she said. 
Debs glanced over at a side counter which 

contained a bottle of Patron tequila and a shot glass. 
She sighed. By the looks of things the GeoDame was 
already well into the early evening slammers. 

“Believe me, Ma’am, I am very well aware that 
you don’t like me,” she said evenly. 

“You think that you have authority,” snarled 
the Wart, “but you don’t have any. I have authority,” 
said the Wart imperiously. “I am the Mistress of the 
House.” 

Debs bit her lip and stayed silent. 
“I am going to award them both twenty-five 

black marks and then you’ll have no choice but to 
thrash them,” cackled the Wart. “Otherwise you will 
be in breach of your contract with the Red House.” 
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Her eyes kept cutting over to the bottle on the 
counter. 

Deborah sighed. She strode across the room 
and grabbed the bottle. She poured three fingers and 
thrust the glass at the Wart. 

“Here, drink this,” she said sharply. “I can 
assure you that I have no intention of beating Reggie 
and Ronnie, so unless there’s any other business I’ll 
be cutting along.” 

The Wart narrowed her eyes. “I’m going to get 
you one of these days, Morton,” she snarled. 

“So you keep saying, Ma’am,” said Deborah 
and then she turned on her heel and left the lair. 

 
“She’s stark raving bonkers,” Debs told Lady 

Victoria Brompton, “plus she hates me.” 
Lady Vix grinned. “You knew that when you 

took the job,” she said. “Still you stood up to her and 
I’m really proud of you. That took spunk.” 

Deborah groaned. “Why do I get the feeling 
that the target painted on my bumbags just keeps 
growing larger and larger?” 

Victoria just grinned and poured Deborah a 
glass of icily chilled bubbles. 
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Ronnie and Reggie 

 
 
Veronica and Regina Bond stopped by to thank 

Debs. 
“Lady Victoria told us you saved us a…” started 

Ronnie. 
“Whopping,” finished Reggie. 
“We just wanted to…” said Ronnie. 
“Thank you,” continued Reggie.  
Debs grinned. The twins were famous for 

talking in synchronized stereophonics.  Ronnie Bond 
would start a sentence and her sister, Reggie, would 
complete it without hesitancy. Not only did they 
appear identical but their voices were 
indistinguishable. Holding a conversation with the 
twins could be a bewildering experience. 

 
Deborah had known the twins for years. Even 

before she was sentenced to the Big House Veronica 
Bond was no stranger to trouble. Her school days had 
been tumultuous. She was expelled from several 
exclusive schools before being enrolled in the strict 
regime of Queensgate Academy. Ronnie and Debs 
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had occasionally shared time together in the Tank 
while they both waited to be beaten by the President 
of Posh. They had become chums and Debs had been 
quick to welcome her old friend when she first arrived 
at Woodys. 

Regina Bond suffered from acute separation 
anxiety and persuaded her parents to allow her to 
follow Ronnie on her peripatetic journey between 
schools. Although Reggie was considerably less wild 
than Ronnie, she was easily influenced by her sister 
and suffered her own share of sore bottoms. 

 
When the twins left school they formed a 

retro-mod band, called ‘Ronnie and Reggie’. Ronnie 
Bond sang lead vocal dressed in expensively tailored 
mohair suits, tab collar shirts and skinny ties, 
supported by her identically dressed sister smashing 
away at the drums. They gained an enthusiastic 
following and when Ronnie blasted out the chorus of 
her anthem to a failed romance, “Break it up, tear it 
up, and turn it all to dust,” her fans generally trashed 
the joint. 

After the twins had been arrested several times 
for inciting riots they came to the attention of the 
Dark Agents of the System. Charges of Extreme 
Ladetting were brought against Ronnie. Reggie, 
sensing another separation, falsely confessed to 
Ladetting charges. 

The twins looked certain for a trip to the Big 
House when fate intervened. The daughter of the 
chairman of their sentencing board was a fan and 
availed of him to give them a shorter sentence at the 
Radcliffe Back to School Unit. 
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When the twins arrived at Radcliffe all the gab 
was about Lisa Sutton who had recently been 
expelled and sent to Woodys. The inmates nervously 
speculated about the cane that the Grand Dame had 
purchased specially to punish Lisa. Before Lisa had 
been taken to the library for three strokes across the 
palm of her left hand the idea of corporal punishment 
had been quite alien to the Radcliffe inmates. 
Although the cane hadn’t been used since Lisa’s 
departure it still made them jumpy. 

The arrival of Ronnie Bond gave the Grand 
Dame at Radcliffe good reason to bring the cane out 
of the closet. During the thirteen weeks she was at 
the facility Ronnie was caned half a dozen times. On 
several occasions her sister stood beside her with her 
hand held out. 

By Christmas Ronnie was back in front of the 
System for re-sentencing. To make sure they weren’t 
separated Reggie immediately burned down a storage 
shed and the twins were on their way to the Big 
House. 

 
The twins quickly aligned themselves with the 

mega-minxes and gained a reputation for messing 
with the heads of the Brass. They often swapped 
gymslips to cause confusion and the bewildered Brass 
were never entirely sure which twin they were 
actually scolding or caning. The twins were highly 
competitive and were determined to match each 
other whop for whop as they doggedly scaled the 
heights of the Big BUTT Hall of Shame.  
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“We just wanted you to know that we’re both 
rooting for you to…” said Ronnie. 

“Score your Bull,” said Reggie. 
Deborah grinned. “Well I’m glad that you have 

the best interests of my bumbags at heart.” 
“Oh Debs, don’t be silly, you…” said Ronnie. 
“Know what we mean,” chorused the twins. 
Deborah winked at her old chums. 
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A Week Without Whops 

 
 
Despite the target painted on her bumbags 

Deborah was having considerable difficulty scoring 
the all important whops that would make her code 
red. 

“A fucking whop drought,” she complained. 
“For fifteen years I’ve been struggling to avoid canes 
swishing at my bumbags and now when I actually 
need them I hit a drought.” 

“I hardly think not getting the cane for a week 
can be defined as a drought,” laughed Jojo. “You 
sound like Cassie Cassy. You both make it sound like 
some kind of conspiracy between the Brass and the 
Elite to foil your plans.” 

“Hmmphhhhhhhh!” snorted Deborah. “I have 
no intention of letting them foil my plans.” 

“Now, now, Debs don’t be doing anything 
reckless,” counseled Jojo. “Just keep on minxing and 
the whops will come.” 

 
“Alright, that’s enough, Deborah,” said Pauline 

Gascoigne. “Go and stand in the corner.” 
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Debs gaped at the Dame of Economics. “Stand 
in the corner? Whaddya mean stand in the corner?” 

“Think about it Deborah. Stand and corner. Put 
the words together and I’m sure you’ll get my 
meaning. We’ll have a little chat after this lecture is 
over.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” grumbled Debs. 
 
“Under normal circumstances I would have 

creamed you,” said Pauline, “But I really don’t want to 
be the one that set’s you up for a flogging.” 

Deborah shook her head in disbelief. 
 
She tried her hand with Dotty Hammell, Suzy 

Scott and Jane Lummell with no success. 
“What do they not understand,” Debs wailed. 

“For once in my life I want to be flogged.” 
 
Claire Brooks went looking for Debs and found 

her sitting in the cloisters smoking a cigarette. 
“What are you doing?” asked the Dorm Raider. 

“You know perfectly well that it’s after lockdown.” 
Deborah grinned cheerfully. 
Claire shook her head firmly. “You’ll have to do 

better than this,” she said. “I’m not beating you for a 
silly stunt like this now go on upstairs and get some 
sleep.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Deborah Morton. 
The only member of the Brass Deborah 

avoided japing was the Wart. 
“Put one foot out of place Morton and I’ll be all 

over you like a badly cut suit and you won’t like it one 
bit,” the Wart had warned her. “Patty is dying to get 
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another crack at your bumbags and I’ll be happy to 
give her the opportunity.” 

Debs decided that she was reckless but not 
downright suicidal. She behaved herself impeccably 
during geography lectures. 

 
The Bounder was delighted. Every day the bets 

on Debs breaking her drought were increasing. Every 
night before she went to bed Bernadette would reach 
into the elastic waist band of her bumbags and 
extract the sheaves of banknotes she had collected 
throughout the day. She would go to sleep at night 
salivating over her lolly. 

After Debs went a week without whops the 
Bounder sent her a bottle of 1990 Bollinger. 

 
“Do something Victoria,” Deborah pleaded. 

“Dangle me, double dangle me, I don’t care. I just 
need to go code red. I did you a favor when you 
asked me to, now it’s your turn.” 

“Maybe I can help,” said Lady Vix. “Why don’t 
you try rubbishing Claire? I think you might get lucky 
this time, I happen to know that she’s a tad shirty.” 

 
Lady Victoria was right on the money. When 

Debs strolled up to the prefect and treated her to a 
very public royal rubbishing Claire reached into her 
blazer pocket and produced a red-card. 

“Morton, Phase 6,” she announced. “Step up to 
the library for rubbishing, I’ll be along to beat you 
shortly.” 
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Outside the library Deborah pressed her nose 
to the wall and settled in for a long wait. It would be 
at least forty five minutes before Claire finished her 
stint in the rec area. Strangely enough it never once 
occurred to Deborah Morton that she really didn’t 
need to do nose and toes. She just placed her hands 
on her head and stared at the wall while she waited 
to be caned. 

 



 

 

7 

 
The Blitz Technique 

 
 
Claire Brooks was in a snit. She felt that being 

red-carded for what was not much more than a mildly 
ribald rejoinder was a little harsh. She was the first to 
admit that she probably deserved six but felt that the 
matter could have been dealt with locally in the 
lecture room.  

As soon as she had opened her mouth she had 
regretted it and resigned herself to a session with Ms 
Wharton’s cane. She had been genuinely surprised 
when the Wart had reached into her jacket pocket 
and extracted the card. 

 
On her way up to the Grand Masters study she 

concluded that the Wart was most likely doing Patty’s 
bidding. She knew that she was on Patty’s shit-list 
and doubtless the Wart had been instructed to treat 
her with zero-tolerance. It gave her the pip. 

 
Katie Beck grinned gleefully. Ever since she 

had tried to stitch Claire up during the Great Button-
busting Scam and had ended up on full clobber 
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probation she had dreamed of the day she might get 
an opportunity to dust Claire’s bumbags. 

“The Grand Master is in a meeting,” she told 
the prefect. “Go and wait on the landing.” 

  
Claire could sense Katie watching her like a 

hawk. Despite her seniority the nose and toes 
protocols still applied. At no time must her nose ever 
leave the wood-paneling or her elbows make contact 
with the wall. If she even flinched Katie Beck was 
within her rights to put her over her knee and slipper 
her. 

 
It was some time before Mr Humphries 

returned and Claire had become extremely tired of 
the smell of wood-varnish. Her arms ached from 
being held above her head and she had a crook in her 
neck from leaning forward to press her nose to the 
wall. It was not good for a gal’s disposition. 

Claire’s disposition was not improved when Mr 
Humphries produced a familiar leather paddle from 
the tallboy and invited her to follow him. As they left 
the office Claire Brooks had a sinking feeling that 
things were going downhill fast. 

 
Claire’s sinking feeling continued as she was 

lowered over the Grand Master’s lap downstairs in the 
Brat Chamber.  

“A healthy sense of humor is to be 
encouraged,” he told the Little Brats as he folded 
back the prefect’s skirt. “However there is a time and 
a place for everything,” he continued as he rolled 
Claire’s bumbags down behind her knees, “and ribald 
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rejoinders in the lecture halls need to be 
discouraged.” 

He circled the head of the leather hairbrush 
paddle over each of the cheeks of Claire’s behind and 
then cracked it down on her right buttock. 

 
Mr Humphries was particularly partial to the 

paddle. It was designed to have the shape and heft of 
a five-inch by twelve-inch Victorian hairbrush without 
the bristles. It featured a Delrin core that had been 
covered with smooth, russet colored Texas boot 
leather. The paddle was almost half an inch thick. 

 
Claire Brooks was not in the least bit partial to 

the Grand Master’s paddle. She did not need to read 
the literature that he had generously offered to lend 
her to be reminded that the paddle was designed to 
deliver plenty of potent sting.  

It was the very same paddle that had finally 
caused Claire to throw the towel in and terminate her 
legendary bout against Lady Vix during the Great 
Spank-off. 

 
The paddle was perfectly designed for the blitz 

technique. Three hot ones laid on top of each other 
on the right cheek at blistering speed, followed by the 
same deal on the left.  

“Holy shit!” squealed Claire. She was bucking 
and writhing, kicking and punching the air with her 
fists. 

“Exactly,” said the Grand Master and tucked 
her tightly into the crease of his lap before unleashing 
a second bum-blistering blitz. 
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Claire hung upside down panting. The 

spanking had taken a mere fifteen seconds but it had 
seemed like an eternity. The ferocious pace had 
turned her backside into an instant inferno.  

“Jesus fucking wept,” she groaned. 
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A Tad Shirty 

 
 
Deborah reached down and placed the palms 

of her hands slightly in front of the tips of her shoes. 
She felt supple and relaxed. For most of her life she 
had fretted over her figure. However, recently 
Rosemary had completely redesigned her diet and 
Suzy Scott had taken over as her personal trainer. 
The combination had paid dividends. Deborah felt 
that she had never looked better. She had actually 
been flattered by the photographs that had 
accompanied the launch interview on the 
www.woodettes.com web-site. 

She was particularly pleased with her rear end 
which had always tended towards plumpness. Suzy 
had introduced her to a kick-boxing regime and her 
buns had tightened up. Suzy counseled her not to 
tighten them up too much. “A bony arse is not 
necessarily a benefit when you’re a Woody gal,” she 
had laughed. “A bit of flesh comes in handy.” 

Debs felt confident and psyched. With her 
palms on the floor she had a good solid shape and 
she was ready to be caned. 

http://www.woodettes.com/�


A Woody Legend 
 

 

The long wait outside the library had given her 
time to get into her groove. This would be her fifth 
outing with Claire Brooks cane and she had carefully 
analyzed each previous encounter.   

She had been the first gal to be caned by 
Claire and it had been a revelation. Six strokes across 
the seat of her jimjams. Debs, who was a well-
respected pundit in such matters, had anointed Claire 
as the new queen of the ashplant. Praising her as 
“hotter than Melons,” which the Woody gals 
considered praise indeed. 

Two trips to the library and another excursion 
across the end of her bed had done nothing to 
dampen Deborah’s enthusiastic endorsement of Claire 
Brooks as the most potent practitioner with the 
whippy stick in the history of the Elite. 

Deborah Morton knew what to expect.  
 
Lady Victoria was correct, Claire Brooks was 

definitely shirty. She had strode down the corridor 
and swung open the library door. 

“Follow me,” she had said in an 
uncharacteristically abrupt tone. 

When they entered the inner room she 
snapped at Deborah to “Go over there and bend 
over.” 

As Debs slipped off her blazer she looked 
across at Claire. To her surprise the prefect was 
unfastening the top button of her blouse and 
loosening her tie. The prefect then proceeded to roll 
up her sleeves. 

Claire Brooks was a legendary clothes horse. 
She held the unique record at the facility as the only 
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inmate in the past decade not to be slippered by Katie 
Beck for clobber abuse. She was also unique amongst 
the Elite for her reputation for never loosening her 
clothing when preparing to deliver a beating. 

“I told you to bend over,” Claire snapped 
again. Debs cast her a curious look. There was 
definitely a chill in the library. Debs just shrugged and 
went over to the fireplace. Despite the lack of 
bonhomie she felt psyched and confident.  

 
Deborah’s head jerked back and her mouth 

contorted into a silent howl. She had expected it to be 
hot but the first stroke went way beyond hot. It was 
simply sensational. 

Debs had somehow managed to stay in 
position. She did her best to gather herself. She heard 
Claire stepping in and then a second stripe scorched 
across her arse making her teeth-chatter. 

Deborah gasped for breath. She hadn’t even 
been offered the usual courtesy amongst chums to 
loosen her collar. She felt quite bilious. The cane 
lashed her for a third time. Debs head jerked back 
again. The pain was excruciating and they were only 
halfway through. 

 
Deborah gritted her teeth. She knew she 

needed to focus on something other than her 
backside which seemed to have become the epicenter 
of her universe. She pushed her palms down flatter. 

“I will stay in position,” she promised herself as 
the cane sliced down again. She winced with pain but 
managed to stay down. 
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“Put it up and keep it up,” she muttered as she 
sensed Claire stepping in for the penultimate strike. 
The pain coursed through her veins but she gamely 
remained in position. 

 
Debs braced herself. “It’s only whops, it’s only 

whops,” she told herself as she waited for the closer 
to arrive.  

It took every ounce of Deborah Morton’s 
considerable experience and resolve to restrain 
herself from leaping in the air, grabbing at her 
backside and breaking into an idiot gig. She was no 
longer aware of any sense of chill in the room. Her 
backside was on fire. 

Claire had closed the caning perfectly with a 
five-bar gate that had sizzled across the existing 
stripes. Deborah Morton had groaned audibly as the 
electrifying pain wracked through her body. Somehow 
she bravely managed to keep her palms on the floor. 

 
“So how was it?” asked Lady Victoria. 
“How was it?” exclaimed Deborah. “I’ll show 

you how it fucking was!” She flipped back the skirt of 
her gymslip and rolled down her bumbags. 

“Yikes!” said Vicky sympathetically. “Well, 
Debs, I did warn you that she was a tad shirty.” 
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The Big Show Progresses 

 
 
Jojo was delighted with herself. Everything was 

going to plan. In the morning she had got up early 
and hurried over to the Great Hall. She found it abuzz 
with activity. The inmates had embraced the Westside 
Story production with enormous enthusiasm. 

 
Jojo hugged Debs. 
“This is so excellent,” she told her chum 

admiringly. 
Jojo had gone to the music room to check on 

Debs progress with the musical arrangements for the 
production and she was genuinely astonished. 
Deborah had decided that with so little time available 
she would only be able to use the full in-house 
orchestra for select numbers. The rest of the score 
she explained was being sampled and mixed on CD 
by the deejay from one of Uncle Stacks’ nightclubs. 
Proudly Debs played a rough cut, overlaid with the 
rehearsal tapes of the cast’s voices. 
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The punk, reggae and blues riffs that had been 
sampled into the conventional arrangements amazed 
Jojo.  

“Wait until you hear it through the real sound 
system,” enthused Debs. “Stacks is going to lend me 
his deejay and an awesome Bose system for the 
whole last week of rehearsals. It’s gonna be groovy!” 

Jojo hugged Debs. 
 
Jojo hugged Cat. 
“I e-mailed these final drawings to Stacks 

pattern maker and he says they’ll be ready for cutting 
in two days,” Cat said excitedly. 

Jojo studied the illustrations. The Jets would 
be outfitted in the traditional black suits and dark 
glasses of the original Blues Brothers, with the female 
gang members wearing micro-mini skirts, sheer silk 
stockings and stiletto heels. The Sharks would wear 
leather biker’s jackets, ripped tee shirts and an array 
of tartan kilts and bondage trousers. For her pièce de 
résistance Cat showed Jojo the brightly colored wigs 
that she had designed. 

Jojo hugged Cat. 
 
Jojo hugged Lisa. 
The Minxster proudly showed the director 

around the sets she and her crew had begun to paint. 
The main backdrop would be London’s vibrant Greek 
Street, filled with neon nightclub signs and populated 
with cartoon style outlines of the cities eclectic 
subterranean characters.  

Lisa was particularly proud of various trompe 
l’oeil that she had included; a technique that the 
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Minxster had learnt at Jojo’s art master classes that 
she had been attending all year. 

Jojo hugged Lisa. 
 
Jojo hugged Nix. 
Nix was demonstrating the electronic gadgetry 

she was programming to control the lights, sounds 
and sets. Mr Humphries had bought Nix a Mac with 
simultaneous co-processors and dual giant plasma 
screens that allowed her to multi-task without having 
to move between computers.  

“I’ll have every set movement, every change in 
lighting and the sound-track all programmed into one 
script,” explained Nicola Jane. “Plus I’ll have manual 
over-ride so that I can slow things down or speed 
things up if we have any hiccups.” 

“Hiccups? I ain’t planning on any hiccups,” 
giggled Jojo. 

Jojo hugged Nix. 
 
Jojo hugged Mickey. 
“He’s so cool,” gushed Ginger Beckett. “All I 

could do was think of ballet but he’s added tap and 
jazz and even the funky chicken! The gals love it.” 

Mickey the Purveyor had surprised the 
inmates. Ginger had been having problems with the 
choreography when Bernadette’s beau revealed that 
he had been in a dance troupe in a previous 
incarnation and had offered to help.  

Jojo hugged Mickey. 
 
She located Suzy Scott poring over a 

production schedule on her laptop.  
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“How’s it going?”  Jojo asked her co-producer. 
Suzy smiled. “Everything’s under control. I 

thought you were going to lunch with the Grand 
Master?” 

Jojo nodded. “I just wanted to stick my head 
in,” she told Suzy. “I’ll only be gone for a couple of 
hours. Can we schedule a production meeting for 
later this afternoon?” 

“Of course we can,” said Suzy. “Let’s make it 
around four thirty to give you some time.” 

 
Jojo hugged Mr Humphries. 
“It’s amazing,” she told him, “everybody is 

working so hard and they’re so excited. I was so 
worried that we were being too ambitious but it’s 
going to be the greatest production ever.” 

Mr Humphries smiled indulgently and opened a 
bottle of Moet Whitestar. He loved seeing the 
beautiful redhead so exuberant and happy. To 
celebrate he poured her a glass of champagne, 
turned her over his knee, rolled down her bumbags 
and gave her a totally gratuitous spanking. 

“Bottoms up Jojo,” he grinned. 
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Bottoms Up, Jojo 

 
 
Jojo’s bottom had been up on several 

occasions since she had made Woody history by 
scoring her third consecutive Bull. With three weeks 
still remaining before the end of the year she felt that 
she was ahead of schedule to regain her title as the 
most whopped gal in a single year. Jojo was delighted 
with herself. 

 
Jojo stood facing the wall in the Grand Master’s 

quarters with her hands on her head. 
She had spent a pleasant lunch-time at a local 

hostelry in the company of Mr Humphries. They had 
dined on rack of lamb, infused with garlic and coated 
with an ensemble of freshly grown herbs. They had 
washed the fine repast down with locally brewed ale 
served in pewter mugs. 

Jojo was scheduled to get six of the best for 
dessert. 

 
 Joanna had to juggle scoring the whops that 

counted on the Big BUTT Hall of Shame with the 
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romantic whops that she regularly received from her 
lover. She had learned that it was generally unwise to 
jape, lark or prank on Fridays as Mr Humphries had 
shown a particular predilection towards indulging in 
recreational spanking activities during weekends. 
Over lunch he had informed her that he would be 
testing out a new acquisition, a shorter cane that he 
told her he thought was ideally designed for over the 
knee work. 

 
Jojo stared at the wall. When they had 

returned from lunch Mr Humphries had received word 
that Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash were outside his 
study waiting to be caned. Without needing to be told 
Jojo had taken up the nose and toes pose. 

Jojo had spent hundreds of hours with her 
hands on her head and her nose pressed to various 
walls. She had learned that it was best not to dwell 
on the forthcoming activities scheduled for her rear 
end. 

Jojo had a busy few weeks ahead of her. 
Preparation for the West Side Story production was 
reaching critical mass. The cast and crew were 
working tirelessly on perfecting the ambitious show. 

The show would premiere during Family 
Visitation Weekend and would be followed by a 
charity show for a carefully selected audience. 
According to Bernadette the show was already a sell-
out.  

In parallel with the final preparations for the 
show Jojo also needed to concentrate on the serious 
matter of scoring whops. She was determined to 
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conclude the sixth year of her sentence by regaining 
her crown as the most whopped gal in a single year. 

The past ten days had been fruitful. She had 
been dangled by Lady Victoria as a result of acquiring 
five red marks for rubbishing pre’s. Stephanie Powell 
had caned her for larking during a lecture. She had 
also been red carded out of a maths tutorial for 
japing the Weed and scored a twelve stroke bare 
bender from the Grand Master. 

She now had accumulated fifty-three 
punishments and looked a sure bet to regain her title. 
The Bounder was being exceptionally cagey and was 
only offering evens that Jojo would fulfill her goal. 
Nonetheless despite the stingy odds the Woody gals 
were wagering plenty on Jojo and the Bounder was 
fretting that she would lose her blazer, her blouse and 
her bumbags. 

 
Jojo heard the door opening. She continued to 

stare at the wall while she heard Mr Humphries 
coming into the room. After a few minutes she heard 
the satisfying pop of a champagne cork.  

“Fancy a drink,” he asked. 
Jojo giggled. “Does this mean that my whops 

have been cancelled?” 
“No, darling,” he laughed. “Just a temporary 

postponement.” 
“Oh well, worth a try,” sighed Jojo and turned 

away from the wall. “How are the Brats?” she asked. 
“The Brats are fine,” said Mr Humphries. “Heidi 

and Linda are troupers. They always put it up and 
keep it up.” 
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“It’s good to know that we have some aspiring 
mega-minxes ready to carry on our great tradition,” 
laughed Jojo. 

“I don’t think you can exactly describe Heidi 
and Linda as aspiring. I think that they were both 
born with the minxing gene,” laughed the Grand 
Master. “Those two are already full-blown.” 
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Beaten Brats 

 
 
Ms Lawton’s philosophy regarding the Little 

Brats was quite simple. Every year the unit had been 
charged with taking in twelve new Extreme Ladettes 
to start their seven year Extreme Social Rehabilitation 
programs. The inmates came from a wide variety of 
backgrounds ranging from the aristocratic Lady 
Victoria Brompton, to the ex-reform school habitué, 
Bernadette Summers. 

The inmate’s experience of corporal 
punishment also varied widely. Some of the inmates, 
such as Debs Morton, Claire Brooks and the Cassidy 
sisters, had extensive experience of being caned at 
school. At the other end of the spectrum many of the 
inmates had attended schools did not practice any 
form of corporal punishment. Surprisingly Joanna 
Heyworth had entered the facility sporting a virgin 
arse. 

Susan Lawton was aware of the Ladettes 
reputations for wild and raucous behavior. She 
concluded that there would be no better way to curb 
some of their rebellious tendencies than to subject 
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them to a program of good old fashioned over the 
knee spankings during their first year of incarceration.  

She knew that for whop-hardened veterans like 
Debs and Claire hand spankings might prove nothing 
more than an inconvenience. Nonetheless she was 
convinced that the spanking itself was only a part of 
the punishment. She knew from experience that 
being turned face down, arse up over somebody’s 
knee was an ignominious affair. She introduced the 
Brat Draping programs. 

Each new inmate was assigned to a prefect 
who would be known as her Brat Draper. It was the 
responsibility of the Draper to induct the Little Brat 
into the operations of the facility. They would be 
tested daily on the rules, regulations and protocols of 
the unit and would be spanked for scoring low marks. 
In return for their training the Little Brats would grub 
for the prefects, cleaning and scrubbing and running 
errands. Tardy grubbing also attracted a session bent 
over the prefect’s knee. 

The Grand Dame gave the prefects extensive 
training in the fine art of spanking. She instructed 
them that one of the most important elements of an 
over the knee session was correctly positioning their 
victims. It was crucial to take charge from the outset. 
She designed a position known as the full drape. A 
prefect was encouraged not to start a spanking until 
her luckless victim was completely stretched out with 
just the tips of her fingers and toes touching the 
floor. No palms down or bent knees were allowed. 
Constantly realigning the recipient during the 
spanking would leave nobody in any doubt who was 
in charge. 
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The program was a huge hit with the Brass 
and the Elite. It was universally loathed by the 
hapless Little Brats. 

 
The Back to School unit was in its fifth year 

when Jojo started her sentence. Despite her lack of 
previous experience related to corporal punishment 
Jojo Heyworth’s backside was soon lighting up the 
lecture rooms. Even though her best chum Nicola 
Jane Nixon was acquiring more spankings by virtue of 
her unfortunate position acting as the evil Red-shirt 
de jour Katie Beck’s grubby, it was Hurricane Jojo 
making the headlines. 

Towards the end of her first summer as an 
inmate Jojo was selected as the first Brat in Woody 
history to be caned. Ms Lawton gave her three 
strokes of the senior cane across the seat of her 
bumbags. She intended it to serve as a salutary 
warning to the Little Brats. 

Deborah Morton was a natural competitor and 
envied Jojo’s burgeoning reputation as the naughtiest 
Little Brat in history. Debs had established a national 
record as the most caned schoolgirl since records 
were first compiled by the Ministry of Education over 
a hundred and fifty years earlier. 

Deborah was determined to rise to the very 
pinnacle of the Hall of Shame. She plotted and 
planned, she goofed, larked and pranked and she was 
spanked frequently. Nonetheless, despite her sterling 
efforts she always seemed to be a handful of spanks 
behind Jojo and she was extremely jealous when Jojo 
was caned. 
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Debs was secretly elated when several weeks 
after Jojo’s momentous caning she was also selected 
to join the elite Beaten Brat club. Despite the pain of 
her teeth-chattering, eye-watering reunion with 
whippy rattan she gloated that she had been given 
twice as many strokes as Jojo. 

Before the summer was out Jojo would trump 
her competitive chum and score herself the first six-
stroke Brat Bare Bender.    

 
Brat beatings remained rare but in the 

subsequent years Ms Lawton extended the 
membership of the club. Bernadette Summers, Ginger 
Beckett, the Bond Twins and the Gardiner Twins all 
suffered bare benders during their Brat years. Cassie 
Cassy established a record by accumulating five Brat 
Beatings and the reputation as one of the naughtiest 
gals in the unit’s history.  

 
Mr Humphries agreed with Ms Lawton’s 

philosophy and had elected to continue the tradition 
of draping the Brats. Nonetheless, it soon became 
abundantly clear that there were two Little Brats who 
would require special treatment. 
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Heidi and Linda 

 
 
Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash had a long 

history of trouble making that pre-dated their term at 
the Woody facility. They had schooled together at a 
prestigious Northumbria boarding school where they 
had vied aggressively for the position as most caned 
pupil. As both girls’ wealthy parents were significant 
contributors to the school coffers their constant 
misbehavior was tolerated. However, when they were 
prefects and expected to be setting an example they 
both spent so much time bent over the 
Headmistress’s desk that they were finally expelled. 

Leaving school behind them they immediately 
joined the ranks of the Ladettes. With plenty of 
money to support their party lifestyle Heidi and Linda 
soon became fodder for the gossip columns and 
prime targets of the System. It was not long before 
they became the youngest victims of the anti-Ladette 
laws and were dispatched to Woodys for social 
rehabilitation. 
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Bratworld had changed significantly over the 
years. When the facility had first opened there had 
been an unwritten policy that the Brats should be 
treated as second-rate citizens and ignored by the 
more experienced inmates. Even Ladettes who had 
previously known the newbie’s socially from the 
outside world were obligated to abide with the policy.  

The first major break in tradition followed 
Jojo’s first caning when Lady Victoria Brompton had 
barreled down on her in the cafeteria and demanded 
to know whether she had howled.  

Boldly the Little Brat had retorted that “Jojo 
don’t howl.”   

Victoria’s public hugging of Hurricane Jojo had 
been a significant milestone in Woody history. 

The second milestone had been the arrival of 
Cassie Cassy. For several years Cassie had used her 
restaurant to host ‘Free Cat’ events on behalf of her 
incarcerated sister. Despite racking up two Extreme 
Ladetting offenses she inadvisably hosted a ‘Down 
with the System’ dinner that resulted in her being 
sent to the Big House without passing Go or picking 
up two-hundred quid. 

Cathryn had no intention of ignoring her sibling 
and welcomed her with open arms. Many of the 
inmates knew Cassy from the legendary buffets she 
catered at the annual Brompton Castle New Year 
extravaganza. Following Cathryn’s example the mega-
minxes welcomed her into the fold. 

 
Upon her arrival at the facility Heidi Alexander 

was randomly selected to grub for Lady Victoria. Vix 
was immediately impressed. Heidi did not seem the 
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least bit intimidated by her new austere environment. 
After she was spanked by the Wart on the second day 
of her incarceration her only reaction was to comment 
to Victoria that the Dame needed to work on her 
technique.  

“It was like being spanked with a wet lettuce 
leaf,” she reported to Vix.  

 
Linda Ash was assigned Claire Brooks as her 

mentor and Personal Draper. The two women hit it 
off immediately. Linda shared Claire’s irreverent 
humor and penchant for potty-mouthing. While Linda 
pottered around Claire’s study grubbing the two gals 
entertained themselves by indulging in creating 
Whops and Clobber haiku.  

 
It was immediately apparent that Heidi and 

Linda were going to make a significant contribution to 
the mega-minx community. Although Vix and Claire 
rarely found reason to dust their bumbags their 
lecture room shenanigans were earning them 
drapings at a record-breaking rate. 

Mr Humphries observed their progress 
indulgently. It was evident that spanking whop-
hardened vet’s like Heidi and Linda was a pointless 
exercise. At the beginning of the summer term he 
gave the Brass permission to red-card them for zero-
tolerance activities. 

 It did not take long for Heidi and Linda to 
pitch up in his study to tell him they had been sent 
for the cane. 
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He was impressed by their stoic performances, 
neither gal showed even the slightest inclination to 
howl or blub.  

The initial caning did not appear to act as 
much of a deterrent and as the term progressed they 
visited his office with increasing frequency and both 
gals had over-taken Cassie Cassy as the most caned 
Brats in history. 
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Pistol Packing Yahoo’s 

 
 
The Grand Master sat behind his desk and 

listened to the two chums explaining how drenching 
Amanda San Pierre with high powered Knickerbocker 
space jet water pistol ray guns had just been a 
terrible mistake. 

“She stepped out of the cloisters straight into 
the line of fire,” explained Heidi. 

“We didn’t mean to drench her,” confirmed 
Linda. “We were just getting in some target practice.” 

Mr Humphries grinned to himself. He was well 
aware that many of the inmates carried a variety of 
water-pistols, catapults and pea-shooters in their 
satchels. He had nothing in principle against the 
inmates arming themselves to counteract ambushes 
but he drew the line at them dousing prefects. 

He was prepared to believe that in the first 
instance it may have been an accident but according 
to Mandy’s report the two chums had then continued 
to spray her until she was soaked. 

Mandy San Pierre had a reputation as a good 
sport and was a well-liked and reliable member of the 
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Elite. Amanda would not have red-carded them 
without a solid reason. Apparently Mandy considered 
being drenched by pistol packing yahoo’s to be a solid 
reason. 

 
Heidi Alexander didn’t flinch when she saw the 

super-cane. She shrugged off her blazer and shook 
out her hair. Heidi was an ardent fan of Jojo’s and 
had copied her heroine’s hair-cut and coloring. She 
hung the blazer over the back of the chair and bent 
forward at the waist. 

 
The super-canes were made from carefully 

selected rattan. The canes were steamed, stretched 
and then completely submerged in a linseed oil 
compound for several weeks, before being dried and 
varnished. This method enabled the oil to completely 
fill the capillaries of the rattan, making the canes 
denser and more flexible than a conventional crook-
handled senior cane.  

The shaft of the cane was fitted into a straight 
run double-helix of nylon paracord which 
strengthened and stabilized the canes performance. 
The helix was covered with soft leather that precisely 
matched the red in the Woody blazers and ties. The 
canes offered considerable power and accuracy with 
the minimum backswing. 

Mr Humphries had first received a prototype of 
the cane in the wake of the Great Spank-off. The San 
Francisco based manufacturer had designed the cane 
specifically for use at the Woody Back to School unit 
and until recently it had not been available to the 
public. 



51 
 

 

 

Since the launch of www.woodettes.com 
Bernadette Summers Enterprises had been inundated 
with requests to make replicas of the canes, straps 
and slippers used at the facility available to the 
members. She had hashed out a distribution deal with 
the San Francisco outlet and the super-canes were 
selling like hot cakes. ‘Half the work for twice the 
results,’ BSE promised on the web-site. 

Mr Humphries considered the super-canes the 
perfect instruments for punishing pistol-packing 
yahoos. 

 
Heidi Alexander had listened to plenty of 

reports of the high quality effects of the super-cane 
but had suspected that they had been inflated for 
dramatic effect. 

When the first stroke arrived she was 
immediately impressed. There was no doubt that the 
cane had the unique and potent bite that the other 
inmates had described. Heidi had always prided 
herself that she could take a whopping and keep on 
bopping but she knew that she was about to embark 
upon a new test of her resolve. 

 
The Grand Master laid the strokes on with a 

leisurely rhythm. He left a thirty second gap between 
the strokes to allow them to settle in. The perfectly 
balanced design of the instrument made it easy to 
land the strokes a canes width apart, flush across the 
sweet spot. Heidi was toughing it out. Momentarily at 
the point of impact she couldn’t help but wriggle and 
squirm in consternation but she would quickly settle 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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back in and present her poor beleaguered bum 
perfectly for the next stroke. 

The Grand Master couldn’t help but grin. 
Despite her blond hair and whiter than white 
complexion Linda Ash liked to mimic the dusky-
skinned Bounder. As she crossed to the chair to 
replace Heidi she wore a facsimile of Bernadette’s 
contemptuous sneer on her face. 

Mr Humphries was confident that the second 
thrashing would go off without any fuss. 

 



 

 

14 

 
The Short Cane 

 
 
Jojo inspected the short cane that Mr 

Humphries had produced. It certainly looked 
innocuous enough. It was fourteen inches long and 
barely as thick as her pinky. 

Unconcernedly she finished her glass of 
champagne and took off her blazer. She hung the 
jacket up and went over to the chair where the Grand 
Master was seated. She offered him her wrist. 

 
Like the majority of the inmates Joanna had 

never been partial to the over the knee position. Ms 
Lawton’s philosophy had been on the money. Being 
put across the knees of the Brass and Elite during her 
Bratyear had often seemed worse than the spanking 
itself. 

Even after the end of her Brat period Jojo had 
still been spread out over plenty of laps. Dotty 
Hammell favored the position, as did Jane Lummell 
when she beat gals in the stables. Katie Beck 
delivered her morning rump roasting’s with gals 
pinned down across her knees. The standard 
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punishment from the Red-shirts was a dangling over 
their laps and Jojo had received numerous spankings 
from Ms Lawton as precursors to public floggings. 

However, she felt completely at home as the 
Grand Master lowered her gently downwards. 

 
Jojo had never considered herself a spankette 

before she began her relationship with the Grand 
Master. In fact she had always been vaguely 
bemused by her best chum, Nicola Jane Nixon’s, 
penchant for pain. However, during the past eight 
months the private sessions with Mr Humphries were 
becoming an increasingly important factor in their 
lifestyle. 

 
Jojo wriggled into position, waiting for the 

Grand Master to adjust her clothing. After returning 
from lunch she had changed out of civvies and put on 
her clobber. She had selected a short pleated skirt 
and a freshly starched white blouse. It was Sunday so 
loose tie dispensation was in effect. She felt quite 
comfortable. 

Mr Humphries turned back her skirt in neat 
folds and then she felt a slight tug on the tail of her 
blouse before he moved it out of the way. She raised 
her hips and allowed him to roll her bumbags down. 
She felt them passing her thighs and the backs of her 
knees and finally all the way down her calves until 
they were concertinaed around her ankles. 

She felt his arm around her waist as the Grand 
Master pulled her tightly into the crease of his waist. 
She always liked that sensation. 
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Jojo’s right leg involuntarily crooked at the 
knee. The short whippy stick had sliced across the 
crown of her bum with an alarming amount of sting. 
Jojo knew from experience that it was unwise to 
underestimate any of the variety of instruments that 
the Grand Master kept in his artillery but she had 
certainly not expected the short stick to possess quite 
such a sharp bite. 

 
Mr Humphries was pleased with the results. He 

had initially been skeptical when he had received the 
short cane through the post. Nonetheless it had come 
from a trusted supplier who assured him that he had 
personally carried out rigorous trials on his girlfriend’s 
behind and that the effects had been more than 
satisfactory. He figured it deserved a tryout.   

 
Mr Humphries maneuvered Jojo back into 

position. He was impressed. Jojo was not in the habit 
of over-reacting but she appeared to be quite intent 
in removing her backside from the line of fire and was 
doing her best to scamper forward and get off his lap. 
Lovingly he pulled her in tight and whipped the stick 
downwards. 

 
Jojo was not in the least bit pleased with the 

results. “That thing is nasty,” she complained. “It’s 
hardly sporting to take a gal by surprise like that. A 
gal needs to know up front what’s she’s getting 
herself into. I wasn’t expecting that little critter to 
sting half as much as that.” 
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The Grand Master smiled. “Then it’s a good 
thing we had a trial run so you can warn the others,” 
he told his lover.  

“Hmmph!” grunted Jojo as she reached under 
her skirt and straightened her bumbags. She looked 
over at the clock. It was nearly four thirty. “I’ve got a 
production meeting,” she told the Grand Master.  

Mr Humphries reached over and kissed her 
tenderly. “Stop by later,” he grinned, “and let me 
know how the effects are lasting. It’s all good data.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrr!” grumbled Jojo and wriggled out 
of the room. 
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Business-Wear Straight Jackets 

 
 
Deborah Morton was seated in the front row of 

the assembly hall dressed in full clobber. She was 
doing her best to ignore Leslie and Heidi. The two 
Little Brats were whispering out of the corners of their 
mouths. Debs suppressed a grin. It was difficult, 
Leslie Ash was a natural cut-up and she was telling 
Heidi about a web-site she had happened upon that 
sold a line of recreational and business-wear straight 
jackets. 

 
Ever since she had been sentenced to sit 

amongst the grubbies Deborah had tried to be a 
model of decorum during morning assembly. Each 
morning she took up her place and sat with her hands 
neatly folded in her lap and her attention focused 
towards the front of the hall. She had always done 
her best to avoid taking a seat next to Heidi or Linda 
who regularly tempted fate by goofing or gabbing. 
Unfortunately Debs had arrived quite late at the hall 
and the only front row seat available was beside 
Linda. 
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Debs tried not to listen. 
“Who the fuck wears a straight-jacket to 

work?” whispered Leslie. “Maybe we should buy one 
for the Wart. That’ll slow her whopping arm down.” 

Debs couldn’t help herself she giggled. 
Her timing couldn’t have been worse. It 

coincided perfectly with Lady Victoria spotting Leslie 
and Heidi’s furtive conversation and reaching for her 
red-card. 

“Ash, Alexander, Form 1,” she announced, 
“step up for gabbing.” 

Deborah and Lady Vix exchanged glances. 
Victoria seemed uncertain what to do. She pursed her 
lips. There was no question that she had seen and 
heard Debs giggling. To her surprise Deborah winked 
at her and nodded her head. “Go ahead,” she 
mouthed. 

Victoria Brompton raised her card again. 
“Morton, Form 6,” she said. “You too.”  

 
Deborah Morton stood at the front of the hall 

staring out at the rest of the inmates. She had a 
flicker of a smile on her face and seemed relaxed and 
unperturbed. 

When the first of the Brass entered the hall 
they looked mildly curious to see Debs standing at the 
front alongside the two Little Brats. Pauline Gascoigne 
stopped in front of her. 

“Jeez, Debs,” she whispered, “are you okay?” 
Debs nodded and winked at her. 
When Patty and the Wart arrived they beamed 

with glee and started to barrel down on Debs. To 
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their surprise Lady Victoria stepped in front of 
Deborah. 

“Can I help either of you?” she asked.  
Patty’s eyes blazed angrily but Victoria stared 

her down. Patty and the Wart scowled and headed for 
the stairs to the stage. 

 
“Hello Deborah,” said the Grand Master. 
“Hello, Sir,” replied Debs evenly. 
Lady Vix came over. “Might I have a word, 

Sir?” she asked politely. 
 
“You two go and get yourselves inspected,” the 

Grand Master instructed Heidi and Leslie. “Deborah, 
why don’t you go and sit down. You can come with 
me when we finish assembly.” 

Debs looked at the Grand Master curiously. He 
just smiled. 

 
Mr Humphries finished the announcements and 

wished the inmates a pleasant day. “Come along 
Deborah,” he concluded, “let’s go and see what we 
need to do with you.” 

 
“Victoria tells me that you weren’t actually 

goofing or gabbing,” the Grand Master said as they 
left the hall. “She says that you just giggled at 
something one of the others said. She wants to give 
you the opportunity of an appeal.” 

Debs didn’t respond immediately. She was 
grateful to Victoria for her intervention. It was true 
that under different circumstances she would have 
found the red-card a little harsh. She had hoped that 



A Woody Legend 
 

 

her Bull flogging would be as a result of some 
monumental act of mischief-making. Nonetheless, she 
found a certain irony in the situation. After all, it was 
the fifteenth time she had been chucked out of 
assembly during the year. She sighed. 

“No sir, I don’t think I’m going to appeal,” she 
said finally. 
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Deborah Breaks Her Duck 

 
 
Leslie Ash hurried across the quadrangle and 

caught up with Debs. 
“I’m so sorry,” she wailed. “I didn’t mean to 

get you flogged.” 
Debs smiled. “It’s okay, sister,” she assured 

the Little Brat. It’s not your fault that you’re such a 
hoot. I should have ignored you.” She grinned. “Just 
out of interest, what the fuck were you doing looking 
up straight jackets on the web?” 

“I wasn’t exactly,” explained Linda. “I’m writing 
a paper on Houdini and I found this link. I was 
curious. It’s bizarre. You can buy jackets called 
Posey’s that have drink holders with straws sewn in 
for when you’re out and about at parties. Plus apart 
from recreation-wear and business-wear they sell 
night-wear. I just thought it was weird. But I’m really 
sorry that I got you flogged.” 

Debs just smiled. “It was going to happen 
anyway,” she told Linda, “it was just a matter of 
when.” 

“Well, good luck,” said Linda.  
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“By the way,” asked Debs. “How was it?” 
Linda shrugged. “It was pretty hot,” she 

replied. “But after that fucking super-cane the senior 
cane seems pretty average.” She giggled. “Thanks for 
asking,” and she wriggled back across the quad. 

 
Deborah had elected to be flogged during 

Callover. She generally came from the ‘let’s get it over 
with’ school of thought, but for some reason when 
the Grand Master had asked her when she would like 
her flogging she had told him later in the day. 

It had been a curious twenty-four hours for 
Debs. The previous evening she had finally been 
obliged to deliver her first beating in her new role as 
Captain of the Red House. 

For once she had been unable to find a sound 
basis for ignoring the Wart’s demands. Ms Wharton 
showed her several written instructions that she had 
given Bernadette Summers regarding assignments on 
house business. The Bounder had chosen to disregard 
them. 

Deborah suspected that what with the new 
web-site, the frenetic end of year betting on the BUTT 
stakes and the arrangements for the West Side Story 
production that Bernadette was far too busy with 
Bounder business to be much concerned about house 
business. 

Theoretically the Wart could just have caned 
Bernadette herself on charges of disobedience but the 
instructions had been emailed on Red House paper so 
her request was not entirely unreasonable. Deborah 
sent word for the Bounder to meet her in the library. 
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In some ways Deborah was relieved to finally 
break her duck. For weeks she had been avoiding 
pressure from the Wart to get some whops on the 
scoreboard. There was only so many liberal 
interpretations of the House Captain’s Charter that 
she could make. 

In a couple of weeks the unit would break for 
summer furlough and upon her return Deborah would 
be formally ‘Thrashed into the Elite’. Debs knew that 
as a prefect she would be required to regularly cane 
other inmates. It was probably best to get used to it. 

 
The Bounder was waiting outside the library. 

Despite Bernadette’s natural tendency towards 
belligerence she was dutifully facing the wall with her 
hands on her head. No matter how rebellious and 
headstrong the inmates were it never occurred to 
them not to assume the pose. 

 
“Follow me,” commanded Deborah in as an 

authoritative tone as she could muster. Her heart was 
pounding. Debs knew how important it was to take 
command of the situation. She just hoped that the 
Bounder would respect her authority. 

 
Without needing to be instructed Bernadette 

strode down the library, shrugging off her blazer as 
she went. She tossed it aside and approached the 
fireplace. Debs watched as she bent her lithe, 
muscular body in half and reached down and touched 
her toes. 
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Deborah removed her own blazer and loosened 
her tie. Taking a tight grip on the ashplant she 
stepped in close and took aim.   
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Preparing for a Flogging 

 
 
Nixdown helped Debs with the knot of her tie. 

Deborah flipped up the bib of her gymslip and 
fastened the buttons at the shoulders. She wrapped 
her red sash around her waist and knotted it at the 
left hip. 

For the past hour Deborah’s chums had been 
stopping by the study to wish her well and to 
congratulate her on scoring her second consecutive 
Bull. 

In some strata’s of society requiring corporal 
punishment fifty times during a single year might not 
be considered a laudable achievement. However, in 
the whops and clobber environment that Debs 
inhabited it was considered the Holy Grail. 

Debs brushed her hair back under a red hair 
band. She stepped back and looked at herself in the 
mirror. A few weeks earlier Nix had taken her into 
town and insisted that she upgrade her clobber. The 
gymslip Debs was wearing had been elegantly 
tailored to fit her snugly and Nix had insisted that she 
shorten the skirt to show off her shapely legs. 
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Deborah Morton looked like the role model for the 
Whops and Clobber zeitgeist.  

She slipped on her red and black striped 
blazer, fastening the top button. Then, after hugging 
Nixdown, Rosemary and Jojo, she set off to be 
spanked. 

 
Deborah was about to knock on the door of 

Katie Beck’s office when the Grand Master called out 
to her.  

“That won’t be necessary,” he told her. “I’ve 
checked your record and it’s been days since you 
were last caned. You’ll be fine.” 

Deborah smiled gratefully. She hadn’t been 
looking forward to starting the preparations for her 
big moment having to deal with the unit matron. She 
strolled into the Grand Master’s office with a cheery 
smile on her face. 

 
The Grand Master was well aware that in 

Woodyworld Deborah’s achievement was a cause for 
celebration. He had arranged for the Bounder to 
deliver a half case of champagne to each of the 
landings so the inmates could get into the spirit of 
things. 

Mr Humphries nodded approvingly. Deborah 
was notoriously clobber challenged but she had 
clearly taken considerable care over her appearance. 
He crossed the room to an ice bucket and popped 
open the cork of a bottle of 1988 King Krug. He 
handed her a glass. 

“Bottoms up, Deborah,” he toasted. 
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Deborah smiled appreciatively and chinked 
glasses. 

Deborah stretched herself out into a full drape. 
She felt the excitement mounting. All day long she 
had been mentally preparing herself and now with 
her bottom bared and her bumbags around her 
ankles it was game on. 

 
The Grand Master took his time, spanking Debs 

in sets of six, up and down her right cheek and then 
back down the left. Deborah’s head shook 
rhythmically as her buttocks began to change color. 
She squirmed a little in his lap but remained 
compliantly bent like a bow across his knees. 

 
Deborah puffed out her cheeks. “Phew,” she 

gasped, “I’m quite out of breath.” 
It always amazed Deborah how exhausting a 

really good spanking could be. Debs was as fit as a 
butcher’s dog but she felt as if she had just run a 
marathon. Her backside was throbbing and she knew 
that it was probably glowing like a police beacon. She 
was sorely tempted to rub but she resisted the 
temptation and accepted another glass of bubbles. 

 
Katie scowled. The Grand Master had escorted 

Debs into the matron’s study and insisted that she 
was allowed to select her own pair of whopping bags. 
All day Katie had been looking forward to the 
opportunity to have some fun at Deborah’s expense. 
The Grand Master was ruining everything. 
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Nixdown had arranged to meet Debs in the 
bathroom on the landing below. “Nobody ever looks 
good after a spanking,” she told Debs. “I’ll come and 
help you freshen up.” 

She helped Debs out of her gymslip and 
handed her a freshly starched white blouse. “That 
one’s got crumpled,” she told her chum. 

“Nix, I’m going to the hall to be flogged, not to 
the Milan fashion week,” laughed Debs. 

“Hmmph!” snorted Nicola Jane, “I still want 
you to look your best.” 
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A World Class Whopping 

 
 
As Debs and Mr Humphries made their way to 

the assembly hall it occurred to her that there were 
probably not many twenty-six year old women in the 
world who would be actually looking forward to the 
ordeal that she was about to embark upon. 

Mr Humphries held the door open for her. She 
grinned ruefully and stepped into the hall. She was 
greeted with rapturous applause. The inmates 
whistled and whooped and stamped their feet as she 
climbed the steps to the stage. It occurred to Debs 
that they were probably all quite squiffy. 

 
Debs folded herself over the suede saddle of 

the vaulting horse. She felt remarkably comfortable 
considering a room full of eyes was directed at her 
rear end. 

Katie had been thwarted again when it came to 
setting the height of the saddle. Traditionally she 
liked to set it a few inches too high so the hapless 
recipient of the flogging was forced up uncomfortably 
onto the tips of their toes to get into position. The 
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Grand Master had curtly warned Katie against any 
such shenanigans. 

 
Debs reached down and grasped the legs of 

the horse. The Grand Master had generously allowed 
her to loosen her tie and unfasten her cuffs. She felt 
that she could breathe easily. 

 
The shaft of the super-cane sliced through the 

air with the accuracy of a heat-seeking missile. Debs 
head jerked back and she mouthed a silent howl. 
Despite her exhilaration at scoring her second 
consecutive Bull she was well aware that the next few 
minutes were likely to prove extremely hot and 
extremely sweaty. 

 
The inmates watched with rapt attention. 

Despite the celebratory atmosphere in the hall they 
knew that they were witnessing a world class 
whopping. The cane was cracking off Deborah’s 
drum-tight whopping bags like snipers bullets.  

 
Debs stared down at the wooden floor of the 

stage. The Grand Master was taking a short 
intermission and she was glad of the breather. The 
warm-up spanking had helped her get into the zone; 
nonetheless the first six strokes had been electrifying. 
She licked her dry lips and shook her head to try to 
clear the fog of pain. Six strokes down and still six to 
go. 

Deborah Morton, who knew about such 
matters, was a vocal advocate of six of the best. She 
freely acknowledged that three or four strokes were 
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probably inadequate but six seemed to strike the 
perfect balance of pain and punishment.  

Debs claimed historical precedence. She had 
scoured the internet looking for the origin of the 
traditional punishment of six of the best. As best she 
could tell it was Theresa Berkeley, the famous 
nineteenth century dominatrix, who first decreed the 
limitation when the cane was used. At her popular 
house of flagellation at 28 Charlotte Street the birch 
was the instrument of choice. The famous London 
Flogging girls such as Miss Ring, One-eyed Peg and 
Ebony Bet could take dozens of strokes of the birch 
but complained that extended sessions with the cane 
took too long to recover from and reduced their 
business opportunities. Accordingly Berkley allowed 
visiting floggers’ six strokes at a fixed price if they 
chose to beat the girls with the Nilgiri canes she had 
imported from Eastern India. Additional strokes could 
be purchased at increasing ad valorem duties. 

In an obituary following her death in 1836 she 
was described as ‘Six of the Best Berkley’.  

In Debs’ opinion ground rules established by 
such distinguished historical dignitaries should be 
respected. She had run this theory by the Grand 
Master on the way to the hall but unfortunately it had 
fallen on stony ground.  

  
Mr Humphries swung the cane, slicing it across 

apex of the tautened white whopping bags. Deborah’s 
ankle twitched and her body arched slightly. There 
was no question that Debs Morton was feeling the 
heat. 
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“It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” Deborah 
chanted in her upside down position. 

Jojo slipped her hand into Rosemary’s. “It’s 
okay Rosie, it’s only whops,” she reassured Debs best 
chum. “She can take it.” 

Rosemary squeezed Jojo’s hand. “Poor Debs,” 
she whispered. 

“Lucky Debs,” chortled Nixdown. “Those are 
some world class whops.” 

“Oh hush,” giggled Jojo. “You’re fucking 
barking Nix.” 
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Step Away From My Arse 

 
 
Deborah took a bow. Despite the scalding heat 

inside her whopping bags she felt elated. She had 
managed to get through a world class whopping with 
barely a wriggle or a squirm. Her fellow inmates were 
on their feet giving her a standing ovation. Debs 
Morton felt on top of the world. 

 
Mr Humphries granted a loose-tie and 

minimum whops dispensation for the remainder of 
the evening. He instructed Cassie Cassy to fire up the 
grills and had the Bounder crack open several more 
cases of champers and distribute them liberally.  

 
Deborah winced as Rosemary peeled the 

whopping bags down over her thighs. The material 
seemed to have welded itself to the vibrant stripes. 

Nixdown studied the weals and let out a low 
whistle. “This is good work,” she said. She ran her 
finger along one of the stripes. “This one is still 
sizzling,” she said. “Which one was that Debs? The 
seventh or the eighth?” 
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“Are you fucking barking Nix? Do you think I 
can tell?” wailed Debs. “Now step away from my arse, 
Rosemary has work to do.” 

“Alright Miss Grumpybumbags,” giggled 
Nixdown. “You’re the one that’s always boasting what 
an expert you are. By the way, if you want my 
opinion I think it was the seventh. That one looked 
good and juicy.” 

“Nix, they all felt good and juicy,” groaned 
Debs. 

Rosemary dug her hand into the pot filled with 
mystical balm. 

 
Cassie Cassy hugged Deborah. “Well you 

certainly took your time,” she grouched jokingly. “I’ve 
been code red for ten days and have been having to 
behave myself until you’d got done with business. Do 
you know how fucking boring it is to behave yourself 
for ten days?” she demanded. 

Debs mussed Cassy’s hair. “I didn’t know you 
were waiting for me,” she laughed. 

“I’m a respectful cove,” said Cassie, “I thought 
it was the proper protocol.” 

Debs laughed. “Only at Woodys could anyone 
ever think such a thing.” 

Cassie Cassy winked and offered Deborah a 
barbequed chicken wing. 

 
Jojo hugged Debs. “Congratulations,” she 

smiled.  
Deborah hugged Jojo back and poured her a 

glass of champagne. “Bottoms up, sister,” she 
slurred. 
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Jojo grinned to herself. Deborah Morton was 
definitely feeling the love. 

 
Penelope Ann was feeling the love. Nicola Jane 

Nixon had her pushed back against the wall of the 
stables and was slowly unfastening the buttons at the 
shoulders of her lover’s gymslip allowing the bib to 
flop down. Nix untied the knot of Pen’s blue sash and 
then slipped her gymslip down over her hips and let it 
fall to the floor. She loosened Penny’s tie and began 
to unfasten the buttons of her blouse.  

 
Watching Debs cop a world class whopping 

had stimulated Nixdown’s juices. After paying her 
obligatory respects to her chum she had swagged a 
bottle of the Bounders best bubbly, grabbed Penny by 
the hand and hauled her off to the stables. 

 
Penelope Ann Evans had dressed in a very 

short, form-fitting gymslip. Under the terms of the 
Old Gals Whops and Clobber Charter she was only 
officially required to wear clobber for seven days 
following a caning. Fortunately for Penny Ann it had 
been quite some time since her last whopping. 
However, Pen had suspected that Nixdown’s juices 
would be in full ebb and flow mode after watching 
Debs being flogged so she had dressed up for the 
occasion. 

 
Nixdown brushed Penny Ann’s hair. The lovers 

had spent the night in each other’s arms in a make-
shift bed of hay in the stables. Nix’s backside was 
throbbing delightfully. She had spent a considerable 
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amount of time face down across Pen’s lap have her 
rump warmed with a combination of hand spankings 
and licks of the riding crop. 

Nixdown gave her lover a big kiss. 
“Gotta run,” she grinned. “Love ya.” 
 
Deborah was startled when Nix stormed into 

her study and gave her an enormous hug. 
“Sometimes I love ya, Debs,” beamed 

Nixdown. 
Debs looked curious. “What did I do?” she 

enquired. 
Nixdown just winked and hurried out of the 

room. 
“Barking,” muttered Debs. “That gal is fucking 

barking.”  
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Inexorable Destiny 

 
 
Lisa Sutton miserably bent over her desk. 

Beside her Ms Powell was flexing a number one cane 
between her hands. As she slid her torso forward 
across the slanted desktop she momentarily pondered 
how quickly in Woodyworld a gals fortunes could be 
reversed. 

The tutorial had started splendidly. Ms Powell 
had complimented Lisa effusively for the erudition of 
her paper on the relative merits of the early and late 
works of Saul Bellow. 

Lisa Sutton was a borderline genius. Before 
being sentenced as a Ladette she had attended 
Camford studying quantum physics. She had 
published numerous papers challenging the validity of 
the Copenhagen Interpretation and several renowned 
scholars had touted her as a potential future Nobel 
laureate. However, her propensity for Ladetting soon 
attracted the attention of the Dark Agents of the 
System.  



A Woody Legend 
 

 

After a two-year spell at the Radcliffe Back to 
School unit she was falsely accused of writing papers 
for other inmates and banished to the Big House. 

Life at Woodys had been tumultuous. She was 
delighted by the encouragement she received to 
continue her research. However, she was less than 
thrilled by the unhealthy relationship her rear end had 
developed with the cane. 

 
Stephanie Powell swished the cane through the 

air, slicing it across Lisa’s tautened bumbags with a 
sharp report. 

Stephanie Powell was a popular and highly-
regarded Dame. She encouraged lively participation in 
her tutorials and was considered extremely minx-
friendly. However there were limits to her tolerance 
and she drew the line at cussing in class. 

 
Lisa Sutton was a notorious potty-mouth. Her 

habit of making indelicate observations had made a 
significant contribution to her whop tally. 

 
Lisa winced. On a relative scale Ms Powell was 

not ranked amongst the hottest whoppers at the unit. 
Her punishments were generally rated as ‘middling 
warm’ by the pundits. Nonetheless in Lisa Sutton’s 
personal opinion even a middling warm caning was a 
most disagreeable experience. 

 
Stephanie Powell swung the cane with a 

leisurely ease. She was fond of her victim but she felt 
no qualms about punishing her. The protocols were 
emphatic. Potty mouthing in the lecture rooms was a 
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zero-tolerance transgression. Lisa Sutton was lucky 
that she hadn’t been red-carded and ended up with 
her bumbags around her ankles in the Grand Master’s 
study. 

 
Lisa Sutton was not feeling in the least bit 

lucky. Although the strokes were only being delivered 
with moderate force they were still causing her 
considerable gyp. The first five strokes had all landed 
in a tight formation across the sweet spot of her 
upturned derriere. She gritted her teeth and waited 
for the closer to arrive. 

 
Stephanie Powell raised her arm slightly 

higher. She shifted her stance slightly and took aim. 
She sliced the cane downwards and concluded the 
caning by completing a perfect five-bar gate. Lisa 
Sutton’s head jolted back as the whippy stick 
reactivated the existing stripes in a most alarming 
manner.  

 
Stephanie Powell turned down Lisa’s skirt and 

headed back to the front of the room. She hung the 
cane up on a hook beside the large plasma monitor 
that had been installed to replace the old antiquated 
rolling blackboard and waited for Lisa. 

 
Lisa Sutton pushed herself up from the desk 

and straightened her skirt. Her lips were set in a tight 
line and her face was pale as she stepped up before 
the form to allow the beating to be post-processed. 

Lisa watched dismally as the Dame began to 
annotate her punishment record book. In the left 
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hand column Ms Powell neatly wrote the number 
forty-seven. Lisa groaned inwardly. With three weeks 
still remaining before the end of the year she was 
becoming increasingly resigned that despite her 
efforts at reform she seemed inexorably destined to 
score a Bull. 

 



 

 

21 

 
Reed the Weed 

 
 
Cassie Cassy strode through the corridors with 

her head held high. She had waited twenty-four hours 
to allow Debs to enjoy her celebrity and then she had 
moved in for the kill. She had set off for the day’s 
lectures with just one objective in mind. Cassandra 
Cassidy was intent of partaking of some serious 
Weed-japing. 

 
Japing the Weed was a popular sport amongst 

the mega-minxes. Reed the Weed was an oddball 
within the Woody community. She had been amongst 
the first members of the Brass to be employed by Ms 
Lawton.  

Ms Lawton and Ms Reed had history dating 
back to their days together at the notoriously harsh 
original Woody School. Susan Lawton had been a 
rebellious tomboy, a trait that Patty Hodge in her role 
as Headgirl, had taken advantage of to thrash her 
with impunity. Susan had refused to be cowed by 
Patty’s brutal intimidation tactics and had frequently 
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earned herself extra punishments for hacking Patty in 
the shins. 

Mary Reed on the other hand was a shy and 
retiring individual who for some reason Patty had 
selected as the target of one of her vindictive 
obsessions. Mary was defenseless to protect herself 
and received numerous thrashings from Patty on 
trumped up charges. Susan felt sorry for the hapless 
Mary and on several occasions did her best to 
intervene on her behalf. Patty did not take kindly to 
Susan poking her nose into her business and 
arranged for her future employer to be the first girl at 
Woodys ever to be caned on the bottom in front of 
the assembled school. 

Despite the humiliating flogging Susan Lawton 
had refused to be daunted by Patty and had 
continued to do her best to protect Mary. 

 
Years later when Ms Lawton was trawling the 

market for candidates to constitute the Brass she had 
been surprised to receive an application from Mary 
Reed. Having established that the applicant was the 
same Mary she had schooled with she felt obliged to 
extend her the courtesy of an interview. 

Mary’s academic credentials were impeccable; 
she was a brilliant mathematician. However, she was 
still shy and retiring and Susan Lawton was skeptical 
about her abilities to impose the strict disciplinary 
regime that was going to be required to control the 
nation’s most Extreme Ladettes. 

However, it transpired that Mary had fallen on 
hard times. She had become addicted to gambling 
spending her time at the horse and dog tracks 
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convinced that her numeric facility would enable her 
to beat the odds. She had lost everything. Ms Lawton 
had taken pity on her and hired her on an attractive 
deal under the condition she gave up on betting on 
the gee-gee’s.  

 
Ms Lawton’s suspicions proved correct. Ms 

Reed’s mathematical prowess was indisputable but 
her presence in the lecture halls was weak and her 
disciplinary capabilities non-existent. Within weeks of 
the facilities opening she had earned herself the 
nickname of Reed the Weed. The newly incarcerated 
Extreme Ladettes taunted and japed her relentlessly. 
When she bent them over they laughed at her to her 
face. 

Ms Lawton did her best to improve the 
situation. She spent hours on the practice range 
teaching the Weed simple techniques to deliver an at 
least halfway decent thrashing. Every time she would 
think the Mary had mastered even the simplest 
techniques she would hear stories of yet another 
failed thrashing. Ms Reed simply lost her nerve when 
confronted with a real-time pair of tautened 
bumbags. 

Behind Ms Lawton’s back Patty mocked Mary 
Reed at every opportunity. To the Grand Dame’s face 
she was sympathetic to Mary’s plight, even offering to 
stand in for the Weed when the inmates needed 
whops. Sensibly Ms Lawton declined Patty’s altruistic 
proposal and instead encouraged Ms Reed to go out 
of the beating business and become prolific with her 
use of the red-card. She figured that once the gals 
understood that japing the Weed was likely to result 
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in a bare bender up in Ms Lawton’s study it might at 
least curb their appetites to some degree. 

The program was a partial success. 
Unfortunately the joys of japing the Weed were often 
irresistible and although Ms Reed quickly became the 
most prolific red-carder amongst the Brass chaos in 
the lecture rooms that she presided over remained 
unabated. Ms Lawton found herself in a dilemma. On 
the one hand she had a member of the Brass 
incapable of instilling even the most basic core values 
of the harsh disciplinary expectations of the social re-
habilitation programs in the lecture rooms and her 
tutorials were always conducted in a state of 
pandemonium. On the other hand, miraculously, the 
test papers the inmates submitted on subjects as 
knotty as eigenfunction expansions, orthogonal 
polynomials and Partial Differential Equations 
produced remarkably high results. 

Throughout her tenure as Grand Dame at the 
end of every year Ms Lawton had been faced with the 
predicament of whether to renew the Weeds contract 
and every year she had concluded that Mary’s 
academic value far out-weighed her disciplinary 
inadequacies. 

 
For a die-hard mega-minx like Cassie Cassy 

Japing the Weed was like stealing coins from a blind 
cove. 

 



 

 

22 

 
The Black Widow 

 
 
Cassie Cassy had arrived at the mathematics 

lecture armed with a customized Black Widow 
catapult fitted with the latest contoured soft touch 
grip. She had carefully folded several strips of heavy 
bond paper into neat missiles and tested them for 
trajectory and accuracy. 

Cassy had taken a place towards the back of 
the room and laid out her books. She leaned forward, 
crossing her arms on the lid of the desk and looked a 
picture of angelic innocence. 

 
The slingshot had a high tension magnum 

band and had the potential capacity to launch a 
heavier missile up to seventy five yards. The piece of 
well-folded paper was moving at an extremely high 
velocity when it made contact with the unsuspecting 
Weed’s posterior. 

The Dame in charge of Mathematics leapt in 
the air, she clutched desperately at her right buttock 
squawking like a stoned parrot. Cassie took aim and 
unleashed a second missile hitting the Weed on her 
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other cheek just as she resumed contact with terra 
firma. The Weed let out a squeal and instantly leapt 
in the air again. 

Cassie calmly tossed the Black Widow on the 
desk and stood up. 

“Cya,” she said cheerfully to Reed the Weed 
and headed for the door without even waiting to be 
formally red-carded.  

 
Mr Humphries listened sympathetically. Mary 

Reed was clearly outraged.  
“It was a pre-meditated assault,” she said 

indignantly. “She should be sacked.” 
“I can understand your annoyance,” said the 

Grand Master, “but I think that we both know that it 
was just a jape that Miss Cassidy staged for her own 
motives. She has agreed to apologize to you and to 
cook you a rather special dinner.” 

Mary Reed did not look overly impressed. 
“Those pellets hurt,” she grumbled. “I’ve got bruises 
on both buttocks.” 

Mr Humphries looked down at the slingshot 
lying on his desk. It was clearly a powerful weapon 
and probably not designed for close up work in the 
lecture room. He imagined that it had given the Weed 
quite a start to find her backside suddenly peppered 
with fast traveling pellets. He did his best not to grin 
at the thought.   

Cassie Cassy waited outside the Grand Master’s 
office with her hands on her head and her nose 
pressed to the wall. She was trying not to grin. Katie 
Beck was watching her like a hawk. 
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The memory of Reed the Weed leaping in the 
air clutching at the seat of her skirt was truly 
delicious. Cassie was aware that behind the closed 
door of the Grand Master’s study Ms Reed was 
probably making outrageous demands for her head to 
be served up on a platter, but she felt confident that 
Mr Humphries would defuse the situation. 

 
Ms Reed stomped out of the study. The Grand 

Master figured that her pride was hurt far more than 
her buttocks and had brokered a deal. Ms Reed would 
receive three dinners personally cooked and served 
by Cassie for guests of the Dames choosing. In 
addition to her bull flogging Cassie Cassy would 
receive an extended bare bottom spanking in front of 
the assembled unit. Also, Ms Reed wanted to deliver a 
private caning, out of the public eye so that nobody 
laughed at her. Mr Humphries figured that Cassie 
Cassy wouldn’t give two hoots about six flicks of the 
Weeds stick so he agreed to the Dames demands. 

 
Cassie winked at Katie and threw her the bird 

before skipping back into the Grand Master’s study. 
Most women being informed that they were to 

be subjected to an extended bare bottom spanking in 
front of eighty-three inmates and fourteen members 
of the Brass would have been less than thrilled. 
Cassie Cassy on the other hand was ecstatic.  

“When do we get started?” she asked 
excitedly. 

As soon as Cathryn Cassidy had learned that 
her younger sister had achieved her Holy Grail she 
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had phoned the Grand Master and demanded that 
she could help Cassie with her preparations. 

Cat Cassidy hugged Cassie. “Here’s looking at 
you kiddo,” she grinned. “I’m really proud of you.” 

Cassie beamed with pleasure. Cassie adored 
her sister and felt honored that she wanted to 
participate in her historic moment. 

“Let’s get this show on the road,” said Cat and 
produced a bottle of vintage King Krug. “First things 
first,” she winked and popped the cork. 

 
“One thing,” said Cassie. “You know the Grand 

Master pretty well. Do you think he’ll let me have my 
Black Widow back? It took me forever to locate one 
on eBay and I’d sure hate to lose it.” 

Cathryn laughed. “I’ll see what I can do,” she 
promised. 

 



 

 

23 

 
A True Woody Legend 

 
 
Cassie settled in across the Grand Master’s lap. 

She pushed her hips up to allow him to roll down her 
bumbags. She did not feel the least bit self-conscious 
about having her bum bared in front of an audience. 
In fact she couldn’t remember feeling so elated since 
she had first won Young European Chef of the Year. 

 
Cassie’s chums watched the proceedings with a 

mixture of emotions. Cassie Cassy was one of the 
most popular inmates in the community and 
everybody was delighted that she had accomplished 
her dream. Nonetheless, there was a considerable 
feeling of sympathy as the spanking proceeded. 
There was no question that their chum was getting a 
very thorough workout. 

 
The Grand Master was working rhythmically, 

up one side of Cassie’s upturned orbs and then back 
down the other in sets of six spanks. He worked 
unhurriedly through the first thirty-six spanks. Cassie 
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remained compliantly stretched out into a full drape. 
Then he embarked on a blitz. 

 
Cassie Cassy had known that a blitz would 

come at some time; it was just a question of when. 
There was no way to predict it and when it started it 
changed the whole anatomy of the spanking. The fast 
and furious flurry of eighteen red hot spanks landing 
on each cheek sent her into an instant frenzy of 
gymnastic gyrations. Her fists pumped the air and her 
legs kicked and scissored. Her head shook from side 
to side and her long blonde bunches swept the floor 
of the stage. 

 
The blitz was over quickly and Cassie lay over 

the Grand Master’s lap panting. Mr Humphries 
allowed her some time to get her breath back and 
collect her senses. He gently rearranged her, tucking 
her in tightly and encouraging her to spread herself 
back out into a full drape. 

 
Cassie was now deep into the zone. Nothing 

else existed but her poor beleaguered bum and the 
man who was spanking it. The slow rhythmic slaps 
had started again, every smack enlivening the swollen 
red flesh. Her buttocks twitched at every spank but 
she dug deep into her resolve and managed to 
remain in the full drape. 

 
The second blitz made her feel quite dizzy. She 

had kicked her legs so hard that if the Grand Master 
hadn’t maintained a tight grip around her waist she 
would have been in danger of tumbling off his lap. 



91 
 

 

 

When the blitz was over her nose was only inches 
from the floor. 

 
The inmates watched sympathetically as Mr 

Humphries maneuvered Cassie back into position and 
prepared for the finale. Clearly the second blitz had 
exhausted Cassie and she hung upside down her 
breathing coming in pants. Mr Humphries smacked 
his hand down on her right buttock and her hair 
swayed gently from side to side on the floor. 

 
 “I’ll be fine,” Cassie assured her sister. “I just 

need to get my breath back and maybe take a stroll 
and try and loosen up. That was some damn good 
spanking.” 

Cat hugged her sister. “You did great,” she 
said admiringly. “You’re a true Woody legend now.” 

“Well I will be if I don’t make a muff of myself 
during the flogging,” said Cassie. 

“Cass, when did you ever make a muff of 
yourself?” asked her sister. 

“There’s a first time for everything,” worried 
Cassie. 

 
Cassie changed into a fresh crisp white blouse 

and knotted her tie around her neck. She stepped 
into the starched white whopping bags and pulled 
them up, wincing slightly as the material pressed 
against her swollen buttocks. She looked at her 
watch. She was scheduled to be flogged in less than 
an hour and the effects of the extended spanking 
were showing no signs of diminishing. She was 
beginning to feel nervous. 
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“Cat,” she said. “You know that I love you, 
don’t you, sis?” 

Cathryn smiled. “And I love you too, Cass.” 
“Would you still love me if I make a muff of 

myself?” asked Cassie in a small voice. 
“Cass, you are not going to make a muff of 

yourself,” said Cathryn emphatically. “But, yes, I’ll still 
love you come what may.” 

 



 

 

24 

 
A Meeting with Destiny 

 
 
Despite the nervous butterflies in her tummy 

Cassie Cassy looked calm and collected as she 
approached the vaulting horse. 

She had spent most of the last hour alone with 
Cathryn preparing herself. 

“You know that this is what you’ve always 
wanted,” Cat had told her. “This is your meeting with 
destiny.” 

 
Cathryn Cassidy had always been an 

inspiration to Cassie.  
Their parents Christopher and Caroline were 

renowned international socialites. At the age of 
twenty Caroline had been the highest paid model in 
the world. Her romance with Christopher Cassidy, 
then a struggling record producer with a fledgling 
company and a huge over-draft, was widely reported 
in the gossip columns. They were a magnet for the 
paparazzi. 

Caroline flew from city to city earning 
thousands of dollars a day and poured every penny 
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into Christopher’s business. Despite their grueling 
schedules Caroline and Christopher managed to 
maintain their relationship and at twenty-three 
Caroline married her lover. Christopher’s record 
business was finally flourishing and he produced 
seven number one hits in the space of two years and 
single-handedly brought British jazz into the 
mainstream. On their wedding day Christopher repaid 
his betrothed every penny of her investment at a five 
hundred percent premium. Caroline immediately put 
the money in trust in preparation for the children she 
craved. 

At twenty-five Caroline fell pregnant with 
Cathryn and retired. The Cassidy’s bought a 
picturesque manor house on the coast with beautifully 
landscaped parkland and a private beach. The manor 
house, situated on the edge of a sleepy seaside 
village and a short drive from a lively and fashionable 
town, would become a popular haven for musicians 
and artists. Four years later Caroline gave birth to 
Cassandra. 

The Cassidy girls were known both in the 
village and the local town as enfant terribles. 
Neighbors, school teachers and local Plod beat a 
regular path to the Cassidy door to complain of the 
sister’s exploits. Caroline was charm personified and 
always managed to placate her irate visitors. She 
nurtured and encouraged Cat and Cassie’s free-
spirited tendencies. Caroline and her daughters were 
the greatest chums in the world. 

At the age of eleven Cathryn was enrolled at 
the exclusive Dartington Manor School where she 
would first cross paths with Patty Hodge. Cat 
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regularly played hookey and hitch-hiked up to the 
Smoke to hang with her father in his recording studio. 
Cat’s school chums considered her the epitome of 
cool. Patty Hodge denounced her as a subversive 
degenerate which Cathryn considered quite flattering.  

Patty had managed to weasel her way into the 
role of Mistress of Discipline at the school and had the 
responsibility for caning errant students. Cat was a 
frequent visitor to Patty’s office and their relationship 
was acrimonious. Patty would do her best to 
intimidate Cat while she thrashed her and Cathryn 
regularly responded by hacking the Mistress in the 
shins. 

Cathryn wrote to her sister regularly, regaling 
her with tales of her delinquent activities. When 
Cassie joined her sister at Dartington Manor she was 
primed to continue the family tradition of yanking 
Patty’s chain. 

Patty hated the Cassidy sisters but she had no 
intention of advocating their expulsion. For almost a 
decade Patty Hodge was able to fuel her whop junkie 
habit on the bumbags of one or the other of the 
sisters. 

 
After leaving school Cat’s flamboyant lifestyle 

attracted international headlines and the attention of 
the Dark Agents of the System. The government was 
going through a bad spell and needed to distract the 
Great Unwashed from their fiscal buffoonery. They 
increased their anti-Ladette publicity campaign and 
vilified Cathryn in the gutter press. Cathryn was 
arrested and tried in camera. She was sentenced to 
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seven years at the Big House without the opportunity 
to offer a defense. 

Cathryn’s parents were outraged and promoted 
a huge anti-System campaign. However just as the 
‘Free Cat’ movement was gaining momentum the 
System embarked upon a ruthless cull of the 
Extreme-Ladettes making headline grabbing arrests 
including the exposure of Yvonne Godfrey as the 
highest ranking female member of the Confederacy of 
Yoofs. 

With anti-Ladette feelings running high the 
‘Free Cat’ campaign lost momentum and became 
better known as ‘Who’s Cat.’ However, Cassie refused 
to give up. She had left school and was already 
gaining a reputation as a world class chef. She used 
her speech at the ‘Young European Chef of the Year’ 
award to deliver an impassioned anti-System tirade. 
Not surprisingly Cassandra Cassidy became the 
System’s number one target. 

 
Reunited with her sister at Woody’s Cassie 

proceeded to gain a reputation as a very naughty gal. 
Nonetheless, despite her genius for minxdom she was 
still commonly referred to as Cat’s little sister. Cassie 
never begrudged her sister her iconic status but she 
hankered for the day she would be recognized in her 
own right. 

Now, finally she had achieved something Cat 
had never managed. She cheerfully bent over the 
vaulting horse and waited to be flogged. 



 

 

25 

 
A Perfect Performance 

 
 
Cat Cassidy watched the proceedings with 

consanguinean pride. Cassie Cassy had barely 
wriggled or squirmed during the first six strokes of 
the flogging. The super-cane was rebounding off her 
starched white whopping bags with explosive reports 
but Cassie gave no indication to the audience that she 
was in any distress. She hung upside down, her long 
blonde tresses sweeping the floorboards and her 
upturned backside perfectly still. 

 
Joanna Heyworth watched the proceedings 

with considerable pride. Jojo and Cassie were tight. 
From the moment she had entered the facility Cassie 
had never made any bones about her ambition to one 
day steal Joanna’s crown as the All-Time Big BUTT. At 
first this had mildly irked Jojo but as she got to know 
Cassie better she concluded that Cat’s sister was 
certifiably barking and was probably destined to 
succeed. Jojo embraced the exuberant loon and 
encouraged her aspirations. Watching Cassie receive 
her first Bull flogging filled Jojo with pride. 
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Mr Humphries was proud of Cassie Cassy. He 
knew that she was tough but her performance was 
quite remarkable. He was laying it on thick but Cassie 
just hung over the horse without moving a muscle. 

 
Cassie Cassy was deep into the zone. Ironically 

it was the cruel Patricia Hodge who had cultivated 
Cassandra’s resilience. 

“You must never, ever let her see that she’s 
hurt you,” Cathryn had counseled her sister back in 
the day and Cassie never had. No matter how hard 
Patty thrashed her with her custom-made wye-tipped 
canes Cassy would just lie across the desk and never 
move a muscle. 

 
The cane exploded off Cassie’s whopping bags 

for the seventh time. The heat was almost unbearable 
but continued to focus on the floor of the stage. 

“It’s only whops,” she repeated over and over 
in her head. “I’m not going to make a muff of 
myself,” she promised herself. 

 
The cane rose and fell at a slow rhythmic pace. 

The superior design of the super-cane allowed him to 
leverage the maximum effect with the minimum 
effort. To the untrained eye the leisurely backswing 
and short delivery would have been deceptive. 
However, in the hall filled with whop-hardened 
Woodettes nobody questioned the toxicity of every 
stroke. When the shaft of the super-cane made 
contact it was traveling at Mach-Two. 
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Cassie took a deep breath. Despite her stoic 
performance she was definitely feeling the heat. She 
braced herself. Just one last stroke to go. She mustn’t 
move she told herself. 

 
The cane sliced through the air with the 

accuracy of a heat-seeking missile. It slashed 
diagonally across the eleven existing stripes with the 
crack of a rifle-shot. 

 
The inmates leapt to their feet whooping and 

clapping and stamping their feet in respectful 
appreciation. Unbelievably Cassie Cassy had shown 
no reaction to the explosive crescendo. It was a 
perfect end to a perfect performance. There was no 
question that Miss Cassandra Cassidy was now truly a 
Woody legend in her own right.  
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