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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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The Derby Collection 

 
 
Lady Derby Huntington received her first 

formal spanking while she was stretched out across 
the lap of Ms Stephanie Powell at the front of the 
lecture room. It was a routine affair, thirty six 
measured spanks delivered in sets of sixes on each 
alternate buttock with considerable vigor.  

Ten minutes later the bob-haired aristocrat 
was shown a red card. 

 
Katie Beck cruelly took a pinch of Derby’s 

reddened flesh between her finger and thumb and 
squeezed it tight until the aristocrat gasped. 

“The Grand Master’s going to spank you so 
hard you won’t sit down for a week,” Katie said 
spitefully. 

Katie Beck was in a particularly foul mood. For 
months she had been on Full Clobber probation as a 
result of her dastardly button-busting scam. Every 
Monday morning she filed a petition with Cathryn 
Cassidy, her probation officer, to have her 
punishment terminated. Every Monday morning Cat 
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carefully reviewed the paper-work and then brought 
out her customized chop and stamped the papers 
‘Petition Denied’ in bright red ink. This morning had 
been no different and Katie was apoplectic. She gave 
Lady Derby a vicious slap on either buttock and sent 
her in to see the Grand Master. 

 
Mr Humphries studied the Little Brat. She was 

standing to a smart attention, arms by her sides, legs 
together and eyes front. She looked remarkably 
collected and did not seem in the least bit intimidated 
by her surroundings. 

“Ms Powell tells me that she spanked you,” 
said Mr Humphries. 

“Yes sir,” acknowledged Her Ladyship. 
“So how was it?” asked Mr Humphries. 
“It was a pretty good dusting,” replied Lady 

Derby, “but I’ve been through training, Miss Morton 
has a very good right arm so I knew what to expect.” 

Mr Humphries suppressed a grin. “Ms Powell 
says that your spanking resulted from possession of a 
pea-shooter, is that correct?” 

“Yes sir,” confirmed Lady Derby. “She 
confiscated it, which is a bit of a bummer really. It 
was a 1947 Mickey Lobrack original. I spotted it on 
eBay. You don’t see many of those about.” 

“I see,” nodded Mr Humphries. “And she tells 
me that you then proceeded to produce a water pistol 
and squirted it at Miss Morgan.” 

Derby frowned. “Ms Powell confiscated that 
too. Another rare piece gone to waste,” she said 
dismally. 
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“At the risk of appearing nosy,” said Mr 
Humphries. “What other artifacts are you toting about 
in your satchel?” 

“Well nothing now sir,” Derby said earnestly, 
“she searched me and confiscated my catapult and a 
fart cushion.”  

“Were you a girl scout?” asked Mr Humphries. 
“You certainly seem to be prepared.” 

“I was briefly, sir,” replied Lady Derby, “but I 
was asked to leave the brigade due to a 
misunderstanding.” 

Mr Humphries looked at his laptop. “I see from 
your case study that you have been caned before. 
More misunderstandings I take it?” 

“Oh yes, sir, quite a few times actually,” 
agreed the aristocratic Little Brat. “I’m frequently 
misunderstood.” 

“And how did you find the experience?” 
enquired Mr Humphries. 

“Well a swishing is a swishing and nobody 
really wants one,” shrugged Derby. “It’s inconvenient 
and can make you hop around a bit, but it’s not like 
having a leg amputated.” 

“So if I told you that I intended to give you six 
of the best you would have no objection in principle?” 
asked the Grand Master.  

“Well you won’t find me volunteering, sir. 
During my training Miss Morton and I discussed the 
subject of canings quite extensively. She strongly 
advised me against voluntarily putting my bumbags in 
the line of fire,” Derby explained. “But, in answer to 
your question I don’t have any valid objections to the 
principle of six of the best. Miss Morton told me that if 
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the need should arise I should just put it up and keep 
it up and then get on with my business.” 

“Miss Morton seems to be rather a sage 
mentor,” observed Mr Humphries. “Now remove your 
blazer and bend over the chair.” 
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Whops, Whops, Whops 

 
 
“So how was it?” asked Deborah Morton. 
“Not too bad,” said Lady Derby Huntington. 

“He really didn’t lay it on as thick as I expected. I 
think it was just a warning shot across the bows.”  

Deborah inspected the stripes across Derby’s 
bum with expert eyes. Across the crown of her cheek 
there were five perfectly placed tramlines, just 
centimeters apart. Across the five stripes the closer 
had landed diagonally to form a perfect five bar gate. 
Deborah reached into her balm pot and greased her 
fingers. She slowly began to rub the soothing 
ointment into Derby’s rear end. 

 
The news of Derby’s caning was headline news 

on the gossvine. The caning of Little Brats had always 
been rare and a newbie being given a bare bender so 
early in her sentence was unprecedented.  

Cassie Cassy was amongst the first to 
congratulate Lady Derby. 
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“Un-fucking-believable,” grinned the demented 
chef. “A bare bender first time out, nobody’s ever 
done that.” 

 
Lady Derby was not exactly a newcomer to 

being the center of attention. She had been a 
celebrity since her birth when she had been delivered 
just minutes after her father had won the Derby at 
Epsom Downs. Her flamboyant and erratic behavior 
had made her a consistent darling of the gutter-press. 
Nonetheless, she was extremely flattered that 
legendary minxes like Jojo Heyworth, Lady Victoria 
Brompton, Cat Cassidy and Nixdown Nixon took time 
out of their busy schedules to praise her for her 
remarkable achievement. 

 
“I thought grubby’s were generally ignored, 

Miss Morton,” said Derby. 
“Oh for gawds sake, call me Debs,” said the 

Deputy Red-shirt, “unless there is Brass around and 
then of course I’d be obliged to spank you for 
insubordination. Of course you’re not going to be 
ignored. You’ve just been whopped. Whops, whops, 
whops, around here it’s all about whops.” 

Derby giggled. “It’s just like being back at 
Queensgate. Did you know that there were girls who 
kept your picture by their beds? You were known as 
the ‘Queen of Pops’.” 

Debs grimaced, “Such a wonderful legacy,” she 
groaned. She hugged Derby. “No, grubbys aren’t 
ignored anymore, not like back in my day, grubdom 
was pretty grim,” she smiled. “We’re an open minded 
lot and we’ll look after you.” 
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Derby smiled. “I think I’m going to enjoy 
grubbing for you, Miss Morton,” she said politely. 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” muttered Debs under her 
breath. 

 
Michelle Morgan brushed down the front of 

Jojo’s red five-buttoned blazer and stepped back. 
“Good,” she said, “now turnaround.” She 

stepped in with her clothes brush and meticulously 
swept away some stray hairs. 

“You’re so sweet,” Jojo said appreciatively, 
“but you spend far too much time grubbing. Why 
don’t you go and have some fun with your chums?” 

Michelle shrugged. “I enjoy being up here on 
the Elite landing. You’re all around my age so I feel 
more at home. Besides have you seen the service 
Derby gives Debs? I may not have had the advantage 
of watching butlers and footmen all my life but I do 
know the difference between clean and dirty.” 

“Derby is a queer fish,” laughed Jojo 
affectionately. 

“Very queer,” acknowledged Michelle, “but 
she’s very sweet and I’m not going to let her out-grub 
me.” 

“Oh good grief,” muttered Jojo. 
 
“What the fuck?” squealed Nix as Penny Ann 

burst into her study and dragged her across the room 
towards a straight-backed chair. The statuesque 
former Red-shirt dumped her lover over her knee, 
hauled back her skirt and yanked down her bumbags. 

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”  
Nix demanded somewhat redundantly. 



The Return of the Ice Maiden 
 

 

“What do you think I’m doing?” growled Penny 
Ann. “I’m spanking some sense into you. I saw you 
eyeing up Frankie in the cafeteria. I told you to keep 
your hands to yourself.” With that she commenced a 
blitz attack on Nixdown’s naked derrière. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” grunted Nicola Jane 
Nixon. 
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Miss Godfrey 

 
 
The governing board of the Confederacy of 

Yoofs was spell-bound. Yvonne Godfrey was wearing 
a form fitting leather jump-suit. She had lowered the 
front zip strategically so that her breasts were 
tantalizingly half-exposed. She wore black leather 
riding gloves and carried a sergeant-majors baton 
that she slapped in her hand when she wanted to 
punctuate a point. 

“Mrs Forsham-Smythe has agreed to establish 
a significant war chest to bring down the unit,” she 
told the governing body. “We’re going to start with 
that snooty bitch, Cat Cassidy. Her chaps are worth 
gazillions. They’ll pay five million to get her arse back 
in one piece.” She chuckled. “But I’m gonna get a 
piece of her arse first if you know what I mean,” and 
slapped the baton in her hand. 

“We should bring in the Scousers,” proposed 
one of the Yoofs. 

“Scousers?” sneered Yvonne. “Why the fuck 
would we involve Scousers?” 
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“Ruthless, stupid and totally unprincipled,” said 
the Yoof. His companions nodded sagely. Miss 
Godfrey looked around the table. She had lost her 
audience; they were turning their attention to a fine 
bottle of Warres 1991 vintage port and a large wheel 
of stilton.  

“Oh good grief,” muttered Yvonne darkly. “I 
hope that you know what the fuck you’re doing.” 

 
Yvonne Godfrey groaned. “Are you fucking 

barking?” she demanded. “Do you know who this is? 
This is the fucking Bounder! Do you know who her 
godfather is? Stacks fucking Monroe!” 

The four Scousers looked at her blankly. 
“Who’s he, Miss Godfrey?” they asked. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Yvonne. She 
clicked her fingers. “Bitchypoo,” she demanded, 
“bring me these yahoo’s boss and fetch me a cane.” 

 
Bernadette Summers had not taken kindly to 

having a sack thrust over her head and had reacted 
badly. She had spontaneously lashed out with one 
foot and caught one of the Scousers in the goolies 
with the tip of her pointy toed shoes. He fell to his 
knees and gnashed his teeth in consternation. 
Another Yoof grabbed her from behind and forced her 
arms behind her back. She kicked backwards and 
caught him under the shin with the heel of her shoe. 
She was finally subdued when a third Yoof tapped her 
on the noggin with a piece of two-by-four. The Yoofs 
dragged her by the ankles and tossed her into the 
back of a Commer van. 
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Meanwhile the Bounders best chum, Lisa 
Sutton, was giving a good account of herself. The 
Yoof assigned to capture her made the mistake of 
approaching her face on and copped a knee in the 
groin for his troubles. Lisa flicked open her cell-
phone. “Mayday! Mayday!” she screamed. “Yoof 
attack! They’ve bagged the Bounder.” The Yoof 
managed to gather himself and finally subdue her. 
With the help of his cronies they bound and gagged 
her. 

 
“Stacks, you remember those Yoofs we had to 

see off last year?” Mr Humphries said into the 
speakerphone, “well they have Bernadette and I have 
an unpleasant feeling this could get ugly very fast.” 

“Ugly? I’ll show them ugly!” rasped Uncle 
Stacks. “I’ll have two choppers there in an hour.” 

“Land them on the hockey field; I’ll get 
executive clearance from the System.” 

“Fuck the System,” growled Stacks, “I’ll land 
them anyway.” 

  
Bernadette Summers rotated her neck and 

blinked her eyes open. Standing in front of her was a 
number of shaven-headed, tattooed and body-pierced 
gentlemen that she didn’t recognize as members of 
the local contingent of Yoofs. She ran her tongue 
around her mouth and spat out the pieces of 
sackcloth that had come loose as she had struggled 
with her captors as they stuffed her head in the hood. 

“What the fuck do you want?” she sneered 
contemptuously. “Do you know who I am?” 
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One of the Yoofs stepped forward an equally 
contemptuous look on his face. “Right now you are 
just a chick dressed in fucking clobber whose arse is 
grass.” 

Bernadette spat in his eye. 
 
Lisa Sutton was found bound and gagged and 

tied to a tree in a secluded copse just on the 
perimeter of the campus. Around her neck the Yoof’s 
had hung a simple sign. It said “Give us Cathryn 
Cassidy or the Bounder will suffer.” 

 
Yvonne Godfrey stepped out of the shadows. 
“Evening, Bounder,” she drawled. “This is an 

unexpected bonus. I take it you have been well-
treated?” 

Bernadette’s coal-black eyes narrowed. 
“Godders and the Bitch. Well, well, well. I hope you 
know what you’ve got yourself into.” 

Yvonne Godfrey took off her black leather 
glove and slapped Bernadette across both sides of her 
face. “I could have you hung, drawn and quartered 
and measured for a pair of concrete bumbags. We 
could bury you on the Downs and nobody would be 
any the wiser. But right now you are bait. So let’s see 
how cool Cat really is.” 
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A Council of War 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy’s eyes flickered around the 

room. Mr Humphries had convened a Council of War 
comprised of the highest echelons of his inner 
sanctum.  

“You can’t stop me,” Cat told them. “They have 
the Bounder stashed away and they’ll hurt her if we 
don’t hurry. Lisa says that the Yoofs who collared her 
were Scousers. They’ll be as dim as three sheep but 
they’ll be ruthless.” 

 
Mr Humphries and Stacks looked grimly at the 

picture that had been e-mailed to them. Bernadette 
was bound and gagged in a chair. 

“We want the Cassidy chick,” said the Yoof on 
the telephone. “We’re gonna send a car to the gates 
and you’d better have her ready or it’ll be worse for 
this bimbo, whoever she is.” 

“You touch one hair on Bernadette’s head and 
you’ll answer to me,” snarled Stacks into the 
speakerphone. 

The Yoof laughed. “And you would be?” 



The Return of the Ice Maiden 
 

 

“Stacks, Stacks Monroe, you may have heard 
of me?” 

“Well you listen to me old man,” chuckled the 
Yoof arrogantly. “It ain’t the hairs on her head we aim 
on hurting. Every hour on the hour we’re gonna give 
this little brown bimbo a thrashing and we’ve brought 
in specialists to help us. Now give us Cassidy and go 
home old man. You’re playing away from home and 
we’ve got you out-numbered. Outside the gates in 
fifteen minutes or this gal gets a thrashing.” 

The phone went dead. 
 
“What the fucks going on here?” asked Stacks. 

“What the fuck are Scouser’s doing in Sussex?” 
“Cathryn’s probably right. The local Yoofs have 

probably drafted them in because they’re ruthless,” 
said Police Sergeant Ellen Millar. “Cathryn’s father was 
on the list of the fifty wealthiest men in the country, 
so I suspect it’s about ransom. That yobo was right 
about one thing they’ll be mob-handed you’ll be out-
numbered, maybe we should get some 
reinforcements.” 

“Out-numbered my arse,” growled Stacks. 
“You think Mickey is gonna care if he’s out-numbered 
when they’ve got Bernadette? That boy’s gonna be 
wearing somebody’s bollocks for earrings before the 
night’s out, and you can take that to the bank!” 

 “What do you think, Ellen?” asked Mr 
Humphries. 

 
Sergeant Ellen Millar had been greeted warmly 

by the inmates of the facility. Since her first visit to 
the unit, when she had been put over Lady Vix’s knee 
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for a damn good spanking, she had often returned 
and kicked back with her new galpals. 

“It’s a risk but we may not find them if we 
don’t take the bait. I can mobilize a dozen squad cars 
if you need them,” said Ellen. 

“No Plod,” snapped Stacks Monroe. “This is my 
fucking god-daughter and I swore to her father I’d 
protect her.” 

Ellen Millar nodded. “I rather thought that you 
might take that stance Mr Monroe. I’ll cut you some 
slack but if it starts going pear-shaped I’ll follow 
channels. I wouldn’t want another disciplinary 
hearing.” 

The Council of War giggled at that. 
 
Cat got up and stretched. “I’d better get 

going,” she said coolly. “The car will be here shortly.” 
Lady Victoria Brompton stood up. “I’m going 

too,” she announced. “Come on Cat; let’s get the 
show on the road. You guys get fawkin’ organized. 
This is fawkin’ Woody business and let’s take care of 
it properly.” 

“I should come with you,” said Ms Suzy Scott.  
Cat shook her head. “If you find us you need 

to be beside Mickey. He’s going to come in all guns 
blazing and he needs you to cover his back. Me and 
Vix can handle ourselves.” 

 
The Council of War huddled in conference.  
“How many cars are there on the premises?” 

asked Ellen. 
“Three SUV’s and a couple of town cars,” said 

the Grand Master. 
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“We’ll need to spread out,” said the 
policewoman. “There are four deserted farms within 
ten miles of here; my bet is the Yoofs will have taken 
Bernadette to one of them. They wouldn’t risk taking 
her to any of their usual hangouts.” 

Nixdown and Penny Ann were positioned by 
the main gates, stealthily secreted behind a four 
hundred year oak tree. 

“The car’s at the gates. Are you really going to 
let Cat and Vix go?” Nix whispered into her cell-
phone. 

“Is Mickey in position?” asked the Grand 
Master. 

“He called in, he’s ready,” reported Nixdown. 
“Give us five minutes to load-up and then open 

the gate,” instructed Mr Humphries. 
“Roger on that,” responded Nix, “and stop the 

cars, you ain’t going nowhere without me and Pen.” 
“Roger on that, sis,” said Jojo. 
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Strap Her Over the Horse 

 
 
The gates to the facility swung open and 

Cathryn Cassidy and Lady Victoria Brompton stepped 
out of the compound. 

The same Commer van that had been used to 
abduct Lisa and the Bounder was waiting. Two Yoofs 
came around and tried to roughly grab at the two 
gals. 

From under her surveillance tree Nixdown 
clapped her hands, “Go Vix!” she squealed. The Yoof 
who had tried to grab Vix was recoiling with his hands 
to his nose. Lady Victoria’s head butt had taken him 
by surprise. 

“You fucking bitch,” he was groaning. 
“Rock on Bucko,” laughed Vix. Cat opened the 

back doors to the van and calmly climbed in. 
 
In the darkness of the woods that surrounded 

the compound Mickey the Purveyor turned over his 
motorcycle. He watched the van pulling away. 

“We’re on,” he said quietly into the radio, 
“keep in contact.” 
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“Go get ‘em Mickey,” said Nix, “we’ll be right 
behind you.” 

 
“Where are they going?” asked Jojo. 
“No way of telling yet,” said Ellen Millar, “that’s 

why we need to split up, but if we can work it out 
quickly then we can still all get there in time. We can’t 
let Mickey go in alone. The Confederacy is ruthless 
and organized. These aren’t just local Yoof’s these are 
hard-core thugs.” 

 
The SUV’s were packed. Along with the 

professionals that Stacks had brought with him there 
was no stopping the Famous Four, Rachel, Lisa, 
Penny Ann and Cassie Cassy clambering aboard two 
SUV’s driven by Ellen and Suzy Scott.  

Stacks and Mr Humphries got into one of the 
town cars driven by the chief bodyguard. The convoy 
raced out of the compound. 

Despite their disappointment at missing out on 
a scrap Claire Brooks and Melanie White had 
volunteered to stay and manage the war room. They 
understood that somebody needed to keep the unit 
calm and to organize defenses in case anything went 
pear-shaped. They appointed the Bond Twins, Ronnie 
and Reggie, as their Captain’s in Arms and dispatched 
them in searched of any weapons that might be used 
in case of emergencies. The Woody Back to School 
Unit went on full Red Alert. 

 
Bernadette Summers felt the ropes around her 

ankles being loosened. She waited patiently while the 
rest of the restraints were removed. 
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Despite being bundled into the vehicle and 
having her head thrust into a sack before being 
dragged off and tied up the Bounder had managed to 
keep calm. Bernadette Summers had plenty of 
experience of having to keep a cool head under 
pressure.  

When she was still a schoolgirl she had stood 
up to two days of intense interrogation from Plod 
while they tried to pry out of her the whereabouts of 
her father, the notorious fraudster Joe Summers. 
While Joe was funneling money out of domestic bank 
accounts and liquidating assets his daughter had 
refused to be bowed. Joe had told her he needed 
forty eight hours to hide the swag and the Bounder 
meant to give him all the time he needed. 

Joe Summers and Stacks Monroe moved 
millions into bank accounts in Dubai and the Cayman 
Islands. Joe was facing a long-stretch, but his 
sentence would have been significantly reduced if he 
gave up Stacks. Nonetheless, despite his fraudulent 
nature Joe was a stand-up guy and took the rap 
alone, entrusting Stacks to look after his daughter’s 
welfare. 

Even in court Bernadette had refused to give 
up information and when an exasperated barrister 
accused her of lying she defiantly challenged him to 
either charge her with perjury or go piss in his wig. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell grinned 

wolfishly. They were each flexing long slender senior 
canes between their hands. 

“Just like old times’ huh Bounder?” laughed 
Yvonne. “I’ve waited a long time for this.”  
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The Bounder curled her lip contemptuously. “I 
don’t know what you think you’re doing but you won’t 
get away with it.” 

Mitch the Bitch scoffed. “You think you’re so 
tough don’t you Bounder, well let’s see just how 
tough you really are.” She turned to the leader of the 
Scousers. “Strap her over the horse, we’re gonna 
thrash her for old times sake,” she ordered 
imperiously.  
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Alley Cat 

 
 
The Bounder was manacled across a vaulting 

horse with her skirt turned back and her bumbags 
around her ankles. She had not gone quietly, it had 
taken several burly Yoofs to drag her over to the 
horse and Bernadette had got her share of bites and 
scratches and kicks in before she was strapped down. 

Janet and Yvonne swished their canes through 
the air. The room full of Yoofs watched in disbelief as 
the two former prefects from the Back to School unit 
approached the defenseless Bernadette. Yvonne 
stepped up first and sliced her cane downwards in a 
vicious arc and left an immediate angry weal across 
the upturned rump. 

Bernadette gritted her teeth. The stripe of the 
cane had burned feverishly but there was no way in 
the world she was going to make a sound. 

Standing beside the vaulting horse was a Yoof 
holding up a cell phone. 

Inside the town car Stacks Monroe was 
seething as they listened to the sounds of the cane 
slicing off his god-daughters backside. 
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“I’ll fucking kill ‘em,” he growled. “Let god be 
my witness I’ll fucking kill them with my own bare 
hands.” 

Claire’s voice came over the radio. “Mickey 
called in, they’ve turned north on the Hove road, does 
that mean anything?” 

Ellen clapped her hands. “There’s only one 
farm in that direction,” she shouted into her radio and 
span the SUV around. “Get everyone to this address.” 

“And make it fucking sharpish,” snapped the 
Grand Master. 

 
In the back of the Commer van Cat and Vix 

were poking fun at the Yoofs. The two yobos didn’t 
know what to make of the two chums who didn’t 
appear the least bit intimidated by being abducted. 

“Shut the fuck up,” the man with the bloodied 
nose kept shouting, “you won’t think it’s so funny 
when you get where you’re going.” 

“Tough talk Bucko!” taunted Victoria. 
“And quit calling me Bucko you bitch!” 
“Yeah rock on … Bucko,” laughed Cat. 
 
Bernadette Summers had to mine her reserves 

to keep from howling. To the jeers and cheers of the 
assembled Yoofs Yvonne and Janet were slashing 
their canes down unrelentingly. They each delivered a 
full twelve strokes before they decided to quit. 

“Don’t worry you’ll get another go at her in an 
hour,” Yvonne grinned at Janet. “If those mugs think 
I’m letting her go when Cassidy arrives they are 
fucking barking.” 
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“Stacks Monroe is not going to like this,” said 
Janet nervously. 

“Even if they find us we have them out-
numbered ten to one,” laughed Yvonne. “I’ve 
positioned some top guns on the perimeter. We’re 
gonna make five mil and vanish into the ether.” 

Mitch the Bitch nodded conspiratorially. 
Nonetheless, she felt an urgent need to retire to the 
bathroom. 

 
The Commer van pulled up at the door. The 

two Yoofs came around and opened the back door. 
“Out!” said the one with the strawberry nose, 

“and no more of your fucking lip.” 
“Nice nose,” giggled Vix. 
“Shut the fuck up before I crack you one,” 

shouted the man. 
Vix glared at him. “You care to try?” she asked 

pugnaciously. The man bunched his fists but when 
Vix just stared at him calmly he pulled out a key and 
unlocked the front door. 

“Inside,” he snarled. 
 
Cat and Vix looked around the room. The open 

plan farmhouse was filled with Yoofs. In the middle of 
the room Bernadette was back bound and gagged to 
a chair. 

The two chums scanned the room and then to 
their surprise they spotted Yvonne and Janet, kicking 
back with self amused grins on their faces. 

“Surprise, surprise, Cathryn,” grinned Godders. 
“Remember me?” 

Cathryn Cassidy’s eyes narrowed. 
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“You’re behind this?” 
“Well me and my chums from the 

Confederacy,” nodded Yvonne. 
One of the Scousers stepped forward. “You 

must be Cassidy, who’s this?” he asked pointing at 
Victoria. 

“Victoria Brompton,” said Vix, “and that’s Lady 
Victoria Brompton to you.” 

“What’s she doing here?” the Scouser asked 
the two men that had driven them, “and what the 
fuck happened to your nose?” 

The man looked defensive. “She just climbed 
into the van,” he said, “and she fucking nutted me.” 

The top Scouser stared from the man to Vix. 
“You nutted him?” he said incredulously. “Oh, very 
fucking ladylike.” Then, “Hey you, what the fuck do 
you think you’re doing?” 

“I’m going to untie my friend,” said Cat calmly. 
“You behave yourself,” shouted the Scouser 

and grabbed Cathryn by the arm. 
“Piss off,” said Cat and reached out and 

gouged her fingernails down the Scouser’s face. That 
being done she calmly continued walking towards 
Bernadette and reached forward and grabbed the gag 
out of the Bounders mouth. “You okay sis?” she 
asked. 

The Bounder nodded. “I’ll live. Which is more 
than can be said for those arseholes if I get my hands 
on them,” nodding towards Janet and Yvonne. 

“Get your old man on the phone,” snapped 
Yvonne. “I’m gonna give him our terms.” 

Cat snatched the cell phone. “This I gotta 
hear,” she drawled languidly. 
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Total Wankers 
 
 

“There’s a bunch of soldiers on the perimeter,” 
Mickey hissed into the radio.  

“Don’t do nothing stupid now, son,” instructed 
Stacks, “wait at the end of the lane. We’ll be there in 
five minutes.” 

“But Cathryn and Victoria are already in the 
farmhouse, I’m going in.” 

“Do as I say,” barked Stacks. “When we go in 
we’re going in fast and together, and them fucking 
Yoofs ain’t gonna know whether it’s Christmas Day or 
Pancake fucking Tuesday. We’re getting them gals 
out; you have my word on that!” 

 
Chris and Caroline Cassidy were already 

speeding through the night in their flame- red Ferrari 
Dino when the call came in. 

“Five million quid is a lot of money,” said Chris, 
“it’ll take several days to get it in cash. But, just you 
remember son if you hurt my daughter I’ve got a lot 
more than five million to use to track you down. Now 
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put Cathryn on the phone, her mother wants to speak 
to her.” 

 
The Confederacy of Yoofs security plans had 

not taken into account half a dozen hard men in black 
skullcaps and leather jackets pitching up and 
prodding them with stun sticks. Most of the Yoofs 
guards were stoned on fine weed that the Scouser’s 
had brought down from Merseyside and those who 
weren’t stoned were as pissed as pirates on peach 
brandy. It only took a few seconds for Mickey and his 
men to secure the perimeter. 

 
Despite her aggressive resistance the Yoofs 

had managed to over-power Cathryn and tie her 
down over the vaulting horse. Vix had also been 
grabbed and dragged across to a chair to be bound 
up. Several Yoofs were busy trying to gag Bernadette 
again to stem the torrent of abuse she was giving 
them. A couple Yoofs were searching for Elastoplasts 
to cover chunks of flesh that Bernadette had chewed 
off their fingers. 

 
Janet Mitchell and Yvonne Godfrey were 

gleefully warming up their caning arms in readiness to 
give their archenemy, Cathryn Cassidy, a thrashing 
she wouldn’t forget in a hurry. They flexed their long 
thin canes. 

 
Janet Mitchell yanked down Cat’s bumbags. 

“You know something Cassidy I’m going to enjoy 
this.” 

“Fuck you Bitchypoo,” drawled Miss Cathryn. 
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“Look at all those shiny bikes,” said Sergeant 

Ellen Miller as she gunned the engine of the SUV. The 
policewoman was approaching the farmhouse from 
the rear. Along the back was a paved courtyard 
where a substantial number of expensive motorbikes 
had been parked, all doubtless purchased with the 
proceeds of the Yoofs nefarious activities. “This’ll get 
their attention,” she smiled. “You ready to go in?” she 
hissed into the radio. 

“All set,” hissed back Mickey. 
“I’m right behind you, Mickey,” confirmed Suzy 

Scott. 
“Then go!” instructed the policewoman and 

she put her foot down.  
 
Janet Mitchell was about to swipe the cane 

down across Cathryn Cassidy’s defenseless rear end 
when there was a screech of metal being torn up 
from outside the farmhouse. Several Yoofs raced to 
the back door shouting “what the fuck?” 

At the same time the front door was kicked 
open and Mickey and Suzy Scott stormed in followed 
by Stacks Monroe’s hard-bodied professionals. 

“What the fuck?” gasped the top Scouser, 
which was the last thing he could say for sometime 
after Mickey the Purveyor punched him in the 
windpipe. Suzy Scott took up position covering 
Mickey’s back. 

A huge tattooed Yoof swung a baseball bat at 
Mickey. Suzy Scott went in low and sucker kicked him 
just below the knee. He staggered off balance. Suzy 
span around and leapt in the air, she scissor kicked 
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the Yoof under the chin, rendering him instantly 
unconscious. She landed deftly on her feet and kicked 
another attacker in the balls. Suzy covered Mickey’s 
back as he muscled his way through the mêlée, 
cracking heads of anybody foolish enough to get in 
his way. Mickey the Purveyor was in pursuit of his 
beloved Bounder. 

The Yoofs with numbers on their sides grabbed 
baseball bats and pool cues and piled into the fray.  
Despite their over-whelming odds they were no match 
for the professional hard men and resistance was 
short. 

Yoofs scattered through doors and windows, 
having it on their toes across the fields. 

“Leave them,” laughed Ellen Miller and radioed 
into the Chief Constable. “Hostages freed safe and 
sound,” she reported. “Send some cars to round up 
the plonkers who have legged it, then give us half an 
hour to clear things up and then send a squad around 
to the farm house.” She chortled into the phone. “And 
we thought they were ruthless? They were total 
wankers, boss.” 

“Fucking Scouser’s,” muttered Stacks Monroe 
in the background. 
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Catching the Ice Maiden 
 
 

The Woody gals had rushed in behind the hard 
men, screaming like banshee’s, and were freeing their 
chums. As soon as she was untied Lady Victoria 
promptly put the nut on two unsuspecting Yoofs. 

“Where did Yvonne and Janet go?” demanded 
Cat as she was freed from the horse. 

“Yvonne and Janet?” asked Jojo, “Godders and 
the Bitch were here?” 

Cat nodded. “They can’t have gone far. Hurry 
we can still catch them.” 

 
Mickey and Stacks were hugging Bernadette, 

“You ok?” they asked.  
Bernadette nodded, “Bums a bit sore, but 

what’s new about that?” 
The Woody gals were out of the doors like a 

herd of turtles searching the horizon for their prey.  
“Maybe we should take the vehicles and cut 

them off up at the road,” suggested Suzy Scott. 
“They can’t have got far and my guys will 

round them up later,” said Ellen reassuringly. 
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“We don’t want them in the hands of Plod yet,” 
said Cat. “I want a word with those two be-yotches 
first.” 

The Bounder was squinting into the distance. 
“Is that someone?” she asked. 

The gals stared into the darkness. 
“That’s Janet Mitchell,” nodded Debs. “Quick, 

you take the vans; me and Rachel will go overland. I 
can run that bitch down any night of the week.” With 
that she took off across the fields with Rachel Cox 
sprinting in her wake. 

 
Inside the farmhouse Stack’s chaps had 

disarmed the few remaining Yoofs and were hog-
tying them on the floor. 

The Bounder had stayed behind and was 
pointing out the four ring-leaders to her Uncle Stacks. 
The Top Scouser was still on his knees clutching at 
his windpipe and gasping for breath. Bernadette toed 
him contemptuously.  

“He thinks he’s the bee’s bollocks,” she told her 
godfather. 

“I’m taking these four punks with me,” Uncle 
Stack’s told Ellen Miller. “You can have the rest. I’ll let 
you know where to find these yahoo’s in the 
morning.” 

The policewoman shrugged. “We’re going to 
be busy booking the rest of these yobo’s so you take 
your time. Just don’t do anything I’m going to have to 
arrest you for.” 

Stacks grinned. “Have I ever?” he beamed. He 
leaned over and hugged the policewoman. “You’re 
not a bad sort for a rozzer.” 
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She hugged him back, “and you’re not a bad 
sort for a crim,” she laughed. 

Deborah Morton’s new training regime had left 
her super-fit and she was crossing the fields like 
lightening. In the darkness she could make out the 
figure of Janet Mitchell still several hundred yards 
ahead. Squinting her eyes and pressing on tirelessly 
she suddenly saw a second figure far in the distance.  
She guessed it was Yvonne Godfrey. 

She called back over her shoulder, “Raitch, 
we’ve got both of them, lets grab Janet first and then 
I’ll go after Godders.” 

“I’m right behind ya,” confirmed Rachel as they 
raced into the night. 

Debs and Rachel caught up with Janet and 
overpowered her. Across the fields Yvonne Godfrey 
was putting distance between herself and her 
pursuers. 

“Call this in and get Ms Scott to bring the 
truck, I’m going after Yvonne,” said Debs, “but hell I 
can’t run like this.” She kicked off her shoes and 
socks, and shrugged off her blazer. 

“Good luck,” called Rachel and she knelt on 
Janet’s back. Deborah took off bare-foot like a hare. 

Yvonne Godfrey was an athletic gal and had no 
intention of being caught but Debs was relentless and 
as they crossed field after field she closed in on her 
quarry. Yvonne was finally running out of breath as 
she approached a five bar gate and tried to clamber 
over. As Deborah came from behind, grabbing at 
Godder’s foot the SUV skidded to a halt on the other 
side of the gate, the doors flying open and Jojo, Nix, 
Rosemary, Penny Ann, Lisa and Cassie poured out. 
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Sullen and breathless Yvonne Godfrey slid 
down off the gate and glared at the Woody gals. 

Ms Scott stepped out of the vehicle, speaking 
into her cell phone. 

“Bring them directly to the unit,” Mr Humphries 
instructed her. “I’ll make the appropriate calls.” 

 
 
 



 

 

9 

 
Sub-Brats 
 
 

Monday Morning Edition 
 
Early this morning town residents on their way to 

work were startled to happen upon the spectacle of four 
naked men trussed up on lamp posts in the towns busiest 
thoroughfare. 

“They were heavily tattooed and had shaved heads,” 
said one observer, “I assumed that they were Yoofs and this 
was part of some gang turf war. They looked very cold and 
desperate,” she added. 

Despite several calls to report the incident it was 
several hours before emergency services released them. A 
spokeswoman for the services, Sergeant Ellen Miller said 
that, “there was a significant Yoof incident last night that 
continued into the morning. Our crews were spread out 
over the countryside and we reacted as soon as possible.” 

She confirmed that the incidents were related and 
that police were investigating a kidnapping incident 
associated with the local Woody Back to School Unit. 

“We have a strong relationship with the unit and 
they are being cooperative,” she said. “Any assistance in 
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curbing the activities of the Confederacy of Yoof’s is 
always greatly appreciated.” 

The ever newsworthy Woody Back to School unit 
acknowledged that they were helping police with enquiries 
in a Yoof related matter. “I am unable to comment on the 
details,” said Mr Humphries who is Grand Master at the 
unit, “but needless to say any reduction in Yoof related 
criminal activity will be a blessing to the community.” 

The authorities have scheduled a press conference 
at midday.  

 
Seated behind a long table that had been set 

up in the Woody gymnasium were Mr Humphries, 
Christopher Brooks, three senior agents of the System 
and Police Sergeant Ellen Miller. Across from them 
Yvonne Godfrey was looking sullen and defiant and 
Janet Mitchell stood quaking in her boots. 

 
Ellen Millar was earnestly addressing the 

members of the authorities. “The Chief Constable is 
more than satisfied,” she explained. “We have several 
senior members of the local chapter of the 
Confederacy in custody and more than fifty Scousers 
singing like canaries. We’re going to get some healthy 
convictions and not only will we have penetrated the 
Confederacy but we’re going to get a whole bunch of 
Yoofs off the streets for a few years.” 

“What about these two rotters?” asked 
Christopher Brooks. 

“Theoretically we can charge them with 
conspiracy to kidnap but we don’t have much direct 
evidence against them. We can probably get them 
convicted of being present at the perpetration of a 
crime but they’ll just get one or two years at a 
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minimum security prison and we’d have to drag you 
guys into court to give evidence.” She shrugged. 
“With the Yoofs all pleading guilty there won’t be any 
need for trials, so the Chief Constable figured that 
these two are Woody business.” 

One of the agents for the System looked over 
at Mr Humphries. “I don’t know the details of what 
happened last night and I don’t want to know,” he 
said, “but I assume that you don’t want any of this 
becoming too public?” 

“It’s probably better that we treat this matter 
with some delicacy,” Mr Humphries agreed.  

The agent smiled at the Grand Master, “I 
assume that you have a proposal?” he asked. 

Mr Humphries smiled. 
 
Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell looked as if 

they might faint as Mr Humphries outlined his 
proposal. The two gals who had once ruled the facility 
with fear and tyranny were to return for the next 
three years in the role of Permanent General Grubbys. 
They would be assigned the most menial chores that 
were routinely carried out by the Little Brats or Third 
Party contractors. Yvonne and Janet would clean 
latrines, scrub floors, wash windows and each day 
they would relieve a Brat of her duties and grub for a 
member of the Elite. The two gals would be required 
to permanently wear Full Clobber even when 
scrubbing and cleaning and would be subjected to 
regular spot inspections to ensure that their uniforms 
were pristine at all times. 

Mr Humphries explained that although they 
would sleep on the floor in the Brat-dorm and would 
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be required to keep Brat hours their status would be 
as subordinates to the Brats and new Sub-Brat 
protocols would be drawn up. 

The agents of the System asked Christopher 
Brooks to draw up the paperwork post haste and 
authorized Mr Humphries to take Yvonne and Janet 
into the custody of the Back to School Unit with 
immediate effect. 
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A Night of Celebration 
 
 

Monday Evening Edition 
 
At a crowded press conference Chief Constable 

Collins announced that the four Yoofs found trussed naked 
to main street lamp posts this morning have been charged 
with kidnapping, conspiracy to secure funds through illegal 
capture, and assault related activities. 

“All four Yoofs have shown an unusual willingness 
to assist us in out enquiries,” Mr Collins informed the 
conference. “Related arrests have been made of over 
seventy Yoofs, at least fifty of whom appear to have come 
down from Liverpool. They have confessed to participating 
in the kidnapping.” 

When pressed upon the participation of the Woody 
Back to School Unit in the incident the Chief Constable 
responded that for security reasons he was not at liberty to 
name the inmates that had been targeted, but stated that the 
unit had responded positively to the threat and had offered 
invaluable assistance. 

There has been wide speculation that the target of 
the kidnap attempt was Cathryn Cassidy, the daughter of 
music mogul Chris Cassidy. Cathryn is a former inmate of 
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the Back to School Unit who has stayed at the facility while 
she takes an online degree in International Business Law 
and Modern Languages. Her younger sister, Cassandra, is 
also an inmate at the facility and it is not known whether 
she was also a target. Representatives of Mr Cassidy had no 
comment. 

Chief Constable Collins concluded the conference 
by commending Sergeant Ellen Miller who he described as 
coordinating the operation with considerable skill and 
efficiency.  

“I am recommending Sergeant Miller for a citation 
for bravery,” said Mr Collins, “and for promotion. In light 
of last nights events Sergeant Miller will act as Security 
Liaison Officer to the Woody Back to School unit and will 
also act as an advisor on the establishment of a national 
Anti-Yoof Unit.” 

 
In the Great Hall Chris Cassidy and his wife 

were hosting a champagne reception. The glamorous 
couple went around the room hugging and thanking 
everybody that had helped in his daughter’s rescue. 

“What you need here,” he told Mr Humphries, 
“is a recording studio.” 

Mr Humphries laughed, “That’s in next year’s 
budget.” 

“Not now its not,” said Chris, “after all you just 
saved me five mil.” 

“You would have paid wouldn’t you,” said Mr 
Humphries. 

Chris put his arm around Cat, “Ten times 
over,” he grinned. 

 
Ellen Millar was beaming. She was being feted 

as a heroine. 



The Return of the Ice Maiden 
 

 

“We will make quarters available to you in the 
Old Gals unit,” said the Grand Master. “That way you 
can come and go as you please.” 

Ellen smiled prettily. “I think I’ll stay around for 
a few days. The Confederacy won’t like what’s 
happened and they’ll regroup. I will do a security 
check on the perimeter of the compound and prepare 
a recommendation for any upgrades that need to be 
installed.” 

 
Suzy Scott giggled. The Woody gals were 

doing imitations of her kick boxing activities in the 
farm house. 

“I can’t believe how you took all those big guys 
out,” said Lady Vix admiringly.  

Suzy grinned. “Hey, you weren’t doing so badly 
yourself. That head butt of yours is lethal. Where on 
earth did you learn to nut people like that?” 

“Four older brothers,” giggled Victoria. 
 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe looked forlorn. “I’m so 

sorry Cat,” she said. “I know my mother is behind 
this.” 

“Why would your mother go into the 
kidnapping business?” asked Cathryn, “she’s as rich 
as Croesus.” 

“It’s not the money,” explained Sarah, “it’s 
about revenge. The unit thwarted her plan and made 
a public fool of her. She won’t forget that in a hurry.” 

“Well, she can send as many Yoofs as she 
wants,” laughed Cat. “We’ll be ready and waiting. 
And, hey, don’t be blaming yourself. She’s cut you off 
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and ostracized you. You’re a Woody gal now and 
don’t you forget it.” 

“It’s a terrible thing to say,” groaned Sarah, 
“but I really hate my mother.” 

 Cat put her arm around Sarah’s shoulder. “Oh 
don’t get all watery eyed on me, let’s go a find some 
bubbly. This is a night of celebration.”  
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No Sympathy 

 
 
“Don’t you come in here whining about your 

misfortune,” snapped the gymslip clad Katie Beck, 
“look at me! Things have changed around here and 
not for the better.” 

If Yvonne and Janet were hoping for any 
sympathy from their old mentor, they were fresh out 
of luck. Katie had been assigned to kit out the new 
inmates with clobber and was determined to 
demonstrate to her ex-cohorts that they were now 
strictly persona non grata. She found spare uniforms 
that were ridiculously ill-fitting and in dire need of 
repair; telling them it would be a week before their 
own uniforms were delivered. 

“But this clobber is wrecked,” wailed Janet. 
“Then you’d better fix it quick. I’ll be inspecting 

you thoroughly before your flogging, so you’ve got 
less than an hour,” said Katie. “Now you,” she said 
pointing at Yvonne get out on the landing and do 
nose and toes. If you move a muscle I’ll take the skin 
off your arse. I’m taking the Bitch down to the Brat 
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Dorm under a full collar and then I’m coming back for 
you!”  

 
The sight of Janet Mitchell being hustled 

through the facility did not elicit any sympathy 
whatsoever amongst the inmates of the Woody Back 
to School Unit. Mr Humphries had gathered them in 
the assembly hall and instructed them not to pelt the 
former prefect with tomatoes or attack her with their 
peashooters and catapults. He told the inmates that 
anybody meting out rough justice would join Yvonne 
and Janet on the stage for a public flogging. 
Nonetheless the subliminal vibes that Janet was 
receiving as she was paraded through the unit were 
extremely hostile.  

 
Janet Mitchell stared at the clobber that Katie 

had chucked on the floor at her feet. She picked up 
the blouse and looked at it miserably. The tips of the 
collar needed darning and every button needed the 
threads clipped. She picked up the gymslip and 
noticed the hem needed stitching. She couldn’t 
believe that Katie could have been so cruel. Just two 
years earlier Katie and Janet had been as thick as 
thieves. Katie Beck was a former Commandant of the 
Confederacy of Yoofs and the founder of the cult of 
Serial Spankers. She had been overjoyed by the 
brutal tactics that her old chums, Janet and Yvonne, 
had employed. Most evenings she would drop by the 
two prefect’s studies and revel in their tales of the 
daily sweatings, collarings and lickings that they had 
dished out. Although Janet had expected an 
unhealthy reception from the Woody gals she had at 
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least expected to be welcomed back by her old chum 
Katie. 

Janet looked hopelessly at the garments, in an 
hour’s time she was going to be inspected and she 
had the feeling that Katie was going to be extremely 
thorough. She hurriedly picked up the sewing kit that 
Katie had tossed at her and started to try to fix the 
offending clobber. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell stood in 

Katie Beck’s study with their bibs down, ties back and 
their hands on their heads. Janet had been correct 
that Katie intended to be thorough. Despite the two 
gals efforts to fix the clobber Katie had found four 
faults with Janet and three with Yvonne. Each fault 
earned them six smacks with the slipper to be 
delivered on their bare bottoms before brekker the 
following morning. 

Both gals were having considerable difficulty 
keeping still during the inspection. Ten minutes earlier 
Yvonne and Janet had been marched into the Grand 
Masters study where they had each been treated to a 
long, over the knee, bare bottom spanking. It had 
been several years since either gal had received a 
hand spanking and they couldn’t ever remember the 
effects being so devastating. Mr Humphries had 
hands like bricks and a full gross of spanks had made 
the two gals kick and writhe energetically.  

After they had been inspected the two former 
SS stalwarts were handed undersized whopping bags 
to change into before being taken down to the hall so 
that the height of the vaulting horses could be 
appropriately set. 
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After the previous nights excitement Mr 

Humphries had rewarded the inmates by declaring a 
day of rest and recreation. 

 “Kick back and loosen your ties,” he’d told 
them, “we’ll have a whop free day except in extreme 
circumstances.” 

Most of the gals were exhausted and spent the 
morning taking naps and making excursions to a 
buffet brunch that had set up in the dining hall by 
outside caterers to allow Cassie Cassy to get some 
rest.    

 
At two forty five in the afternoon the gals were 

instructed over the public announcement system to 
“fasten your collars and repair to the landings. 
Prepare for a full collar walk through. Yvonne 
Godfrey, public flogging, twenty four strokes of the 
cane. Janet Mitchell, public flogging twenty four 
strokes of the cane. When your landing is cleared 
repair to the assembly hall via the back staircase.” 

The Woody gals hurriedly grabbed their blazers 
and fastened their collars and cuffs and headed out 
onto the landings. 
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Full Collar Walk Through 

 
 
Mr Humphries had assigned Cathryn Cassidy 

and Bernadette to deliver Yvonne and Janet to the 
assembly hall. Starting at the top landing the two 
errants would be hustled through the facility under a 
full collar. 

“Make it as unpleasant as you like,” the Grand 
Master told Cat and the Bounder indifferently. “I want 
Yvonne and Janet to get the message that they are 
facing a very long three years.” 

 
There were plenty of gals who took great 

satisfaction at seeing Yvonne and Janet, with their 
arms twisted behind them and their escorts with a 
tight grip on the collars of their blouses. During the 
Year of Operation Scorched Arse collaring had been 
rife. Of course it was Katie Beck who had originated 
the technique but Yvonne and Janet had added new 
twists such as giving a gal a Chinese burn or two 
along the way. 

Jojo and Deborah exchanged glances; during 
the year of Operation Scorched Arse the two gals had 
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both been sentenced to several formal house beatings 
and Janet and Yvonne had both taken the opportunity 
to hustle them through the living quarters on the way 
to the gymnasium for twelve stroke running benders.  

Debs sneered at Janet; the two gals had a 
particularly acrimonious history. When she had first 
been sentenced to the Back to School Unit Janet 
Mitchell had been the star of the tennis team and had 
won the Scholar of the Year award.  

When Debs arrived at the unit, two years later, 
Janet’s nose had been put out of joint. She could 
accept that Debs was a famous tennis pro but she 
was deeply aggrieved to find that the tennis star was 
also an academic wunderkind. The spite had festered 
for years and she was delighted that her term in the 
Elite had coincided with Operation Scorched Arse and 
Deborah’s dizzying fall from favor with Ms Lawton. 

Janet had collared and caned Deborah at every 
opportunity, she had chucked the Phase 5 inmate out 
of assembly on numerous occasions on trumped up 
charges, constantly issued her red marks which 
ensured Debs was regularly dangled by the Red-shirt, 
and had been instrumental in hammering the final 
nail into Deborah’s coffin when she grassed her up 
and got the hapless Debs chucked out of chapel in 
front of her chaps.  

The sight of Janet being led through the facility 
under a full collar was extremely gratifying to 
Deborah Morton. 

 
Yvonne and Janet stumbled along as Cat and 

Bernadette propelled them along the landings. They 
struggled for breath as their collars were yanked into 
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their larynxes. As the parade passed through each 
landing the Woody gals laughed and jeered. 

 
There was a gala atmosphere in the assembly 

hall. The two shamed conspirators were standing 
beside the two vaulting horses with their hands on 
their heads. They were dressed in white blouses, 
striped ties and tight white whopping bags. Janet 
Mitchell was clearly in a funk and looked as though 
she might burst into tears at any minute. 

 Despite her predilection for using the cane 
Janet Mitchell had always shown a distinct lack of 
enthusiasm of getting her own bumbags in the way of 
any swinging sticks. Any time she sensed her 
bumbags were under threat she would grovel and 
whine and do her best to divert the blame onto some 
other unsuspecting punter.  

Yvonne was made of sterner stuff, but 
nonetheless, her normally haughty demeanor was 
looking slightly ruffled. Unlike Janet, Yvonne was no 
stranger to the cane and during her incarceration at 
the facility she had been caned in front of the unit on 
several occasions. However the prospect of twenty 
four strokes was extremely intimidating. Yvonne 
watched the Grand Master mount the steps to the 
stage with obvious apprehension. 

Mr Humphries damning condemnation of the 
two conspirators brought tears to their eyes. He made 
no attempt to hide his contempt for the would be 
kidnappers and promised the other Woody gals that 
he was tightening security and was working with Plod 
to make sure that downtown was adequately 
patrolled for any remaining Yoofs. 
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The Grand Master introduced Ellen Miller to 
respectful applause and told the assembled inmates 
that all cell phones would have her number 
programmed and at the first sign of any Yoof activity 
they were to call her immediately. 

Next Mr Humphries had an unpleasant surprise 
for Yvonne and Janet when he announced that their 
floggings would be delivered by Bernadette and 
Cathryn. 

 
 



 

 

13 

 
Kidnappers Comeuppance 

 
 
Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell hung 

upside down across the vaulting horses. Katie had 
raised the height of each piece of apparatus so that 
the gals were up on the tips of their toes. The thin 
white gym shorts were stretched so tight across their 
bottoms that the seams looked in danger of coming 
apart. 

Mr Humphries handed Cat and the Bounder 
super canes and stepped aside. It had been agreed 
that they would each give Yvonne and Janet twelve 
strokes and then changeover. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy stepped up and tapped the 

cane down across Yvonne’s upturned behind. She 
raised the slender stick and brought it down sharply. 

During her term in the Elite, Cathryn had a 
reputation for using the cane sparingly. Nonetheless, 
those gals that she had taken up to the library were 
able to testify to her proficiency. It was a good clean 
strike, delivered across the crown of Yvonne’s 
posterior and caused her to hiss with consternation. 
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The Bounder had spent the past hour with Ms 
Scott being trained in the fine art of whopping. Many 
of the Woody experts considered the young tattooed 
Dame to be a true virtuoso. Ever since she had bent 
Debs Morton over the piano stool and given her first 
exhibition of landing six strokes on top of each other 
to produce the super weal she had been treated with 
an extremely healthy respect. She had taken 
Bernadette down to the practice range and tutored 
her in the art of precision caning.  

The Bounder who had been bent over the 
piano stool herself a time or two was a quick learn 
and was soon landing the cane across the chalk 
marks Ms Scott drew on the mannequin’s bumbags. 

 
The Bounders first strike was a beauty, causing 

Janet’s leg to crook at the knee and her head to 
swing from side to side in genuine anguish. The 
Bounder grinned in satisfaction. 

 
All around the hall the Woody gals were 

grinning with satisfaction. The sight of the two most 
hated inmates in the history of the unit getting their 
comeuppance was truly delicious.  

 
Cat and the Bounder swung their canes with 

leisurely ease. Mr Humphries had explained the 
dynamics of the super canes. Manufactured by a 
master craftsman in San Francisco they had an eight-
inch straight run polyethylene grip that the shaft of 
the cane fitted into. The straight run grip allowed a 
shorter arm action and offered greater control and 
accuracy whilst delivering each stripe with maximum 
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whip. The cane’s had been sent to him after the 
Snobs and Rotter’s Tribunal and had become a 
prominent fixture in Mr Humphries artillery.  

The dozens of gals at the Back to School Unit 
who had been the recipients of punishments with the 
new millennium super canes had nothing good to say 
about the generous donor and wished he had kept his 
nose out of Woody business. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell were being 

introduced to the new super canes for the first time 
and also were not enjoying the experience. On the 
rare occasions that Janet had been caned she had 
only ever received the traditional six of the best. On 
the two occasions that Yvonne had been flogged she 
had received nine and twelve strokes. On the night of 
the Dirty Dozen’s revenge they had both been 
thrashed relentlessly by Vix and her chums, but 
nothing that had prepared them for a twenty four 
stroke public flogging.  

 
By the time Cat and Bounder swapped places 

Yvonne and Janet’s anguish was palpable. Every well 
aimed stroke was eliciting heartfelt moans and 
groans. Under normal circumstances the audience 
would have been filled with sympathy but the torment 
of Yvonne and Janet was met with considerable 
delight. 

 
Yvonne was trying to rally. Despite her 

poisonous personality she had never been accused of 
being a muff. As the Bounder sliced the cane down 
Godders gritted her teeth and swallowed back a howl. 
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Next to her Janet Mitchell was not quite so 
resolved. Her head was swimming with the pain that 
wracked through her body. With the vaulting horse up 
so high she could do nothing to defend herself 
against the ferocious licks of the cane. She vainly 
tried to pull herself up but the Bounder walked 
around the horse and put her hand on Janet’s neck, 
roughly pushing down and forcing the hapless 
kidnappers feet clear off the floor. 

 
Cat lashed the cane down across Yvonne’s 

backside with obvious relish. There was no love lost 
between the two gals. Cat had constantly fought back 
against the SS and had loathed Yvonne with a 
passion. However, her efforts were often thwarted by 
Ms Hodge and the Radical Right who retaliated by 
targeting Cat relentlessly and making her the most 
caned prefect in the units history. 

As Yvonne squirmed beneath the bite of the 
stick Cathryn Cassidy smiled. Payback was a 
wonderful thing. 

 



 

 

14 

 
Holy Smoking Bumbags!  

 
 
Janet Mitchell had lost count of the strokes 

that had bombarded her behind. It felt as if she had 
been bent over the horse for an eternity. The strokes 
were being delivered in an unhurried manner, leaving 
plenty of time for the heat to permeate through every 
nerve ending of her body. As Bernadette brought the 
cane down Janet Mitchell could no longer restrain 
herself, she opened up her lungs and howled. 

 
“Holy smoking bumbags,” grinned Nixdown. 

“Go Bounder!” 
Jojo smiled, “That is a gal on a mission, I don’t 

think the Bounder cared much for being bagged and 
gagged.” 

 
Yvonne writhed as yet another stripe seared 

her backside. Her bum felt as if it had been scalded 
with welding rods but she refused to howl.  

It was very difficult to ruffle Cathryn Cassidy’s 
feathers but she drew a line at punter’s trying to blag 
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five mil of her father’s hard-earneds and decided it 
was time to crank up the volume. 

 
Beside Yvonne, Janet was now in full voice; 

her howls filled the hall and were followed by long 
impassioned sobs. Bernadette grinned. Her bum was 
still tender from the beating that the two former 
prefects had given her in the farmhouse and she was 
intent on making Janet’s whopping bags smoke. 

 
Cat swung the cane with extreme prejudice, 

aiming at Yvonne’s sulcus. It was a perfect low rider, 
the whippy stick cutting across the sensitive crease 
between Yvonne’s buttocks and the top of her hips. It 
was too much for Godders, twenty one strokes on top 
of a very well spanked bottom had been bad enough 
but a well delivered low rider was too much for her. 
Yvonne Godfrey threw back her head and howled. 

The audience rose to their feet and applauded, 
“Go Cat! Go Bounder!” they shrieked, “Give ‘em hell!” 

 
Cathryn and Bernadette did not let up as they 

entered into the final stretch. They whipped the 
super-canes down with extreme prejudice. The howls 
of the two kidnappers’ filled the hall. 

The Woody gals exchanged grins. 
“Fucking muffs,” they muttered. 
 
Janet Mitchell thrust her hands back to cup her 

scorched behind, she was still squealing in agony. 
“Cease those ridiculous noises,” the Grand 

Master ordered her curtly, “and get your hands off 
your backside and on top of your head!”  
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Mr Humphries briefly explained the principles 

of Yvonne and Janet’s new roles as Permanent 
General Grubbies. To the two gals with raw and 
swollen backsides their plight sounded even worse 
than when the Grand Master had first outlined his 
plan to the agents of the System. 

For the next three years the two gals would be 
reduced to virtual skivvies, even grubbys would be 
able to give them orders and assign them duties. He 
explained that a register would be established on the 
GalGab server and if anybody noticed cleaning and 
maintenance work that needed doing they would be 
able to post it on the register and it would be up to 
Yvonne and Janet to take care of it. Their 
performance would be monitored carefully for any 
signs of slacking. 

Yvonne and Janet looked woebegone and 
pathetic. Janet was still shifting her weight from foot 
to foot, trying to dispel the furnace raging beneath 
her whopping bags. 

Mr Humphries curtly told her to stand still 
unless she wanted another trip across his knee. Janet 
responded with a series of gurgling noises that drew 
amused chuckles from the remaining Woody gals. 

 
Patricia Hodge had watched the proceedings 

with distaste. She acknowledged that Godders and 
Bitchypoo had probably been rash going into the 
kidnapping business but she considered a good tight 
flogging to be punishment enough. In her opinion 
now that they were back at the facility their 
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experience should be used to restore some good old-
fashioned discipline. 

Ms Hodge had kept her opinions to herself, 
speculating that she may be in the minority. 
Nonetheless, she was already conspiring as how best 
she could use her former accomplices to help her 
bring down the regime and to re-establish herself 
amongst the upper-echelons of the unit’s hierarchy. 

 
 
 



 

 

15 

 
Old Gal Thrashings 

 
 
The following morning the inmates were 

obliged to return to the lecture rooms to continue 
their social rehabilitation programs. Predictably after 
all the recent excitement they had difficulty settling 
back to their books. 

Mr Humphries had requested the Brass to cut 
the inmates a reasonable degree of slack. However, 
within an hour of the recommencement four inmates 
had been caned. 

Ginger Beckett, who was generally regarded as 
a studious cove received a red card and a six stroke 
bare bender from the Grand Master for cussing during 
a lecture.  

Bernadette Summers was invited up to the 
front of the room to touch her toes by the Wart. The 
Bounder was fresh out of luck. For once Ms Wharton 
managed to remain calm and collected and she 
dished out a rip-roaring six that had even the whop-
hardened Bounder hopping from foot to foot. 

Most spectacularly Claire Brooks and Penelope 
Ann Evans were thrashed by Patty Hodge.  



59 
 

 

 

Claire had completed the main part of her 
sentence and was now officially on parole. She had 
elected to remain at the facility and enter into the Old 
Gal program so that she could remain on the riding 
team. She was studying for her degree on line. She 
hoped to be a veterinarian specializing in the care of 
horses.  

Penelope Ann Evans was now officially a free-
woman, but she had also elected to stay at the facility 
to be close to Nixdown and to compete again in the 
National Horse Trials. Like Claire, she also hoped to 
become a veterinarian. 

Generally the Old Gals studied in the 
sumptuous apartments that Mr Humphries had 
outfitted for them. However, outside of their core 
degree’s they were required to take a number of 
broader side-subjects that were taught by the 
appropriate Dames. 

Patty Hodge was an academic genius and had 
volunteered to tutor the Old Gals in some of the more 
obscure papers that they were required to submit. 

 
Claire and Penny Ann had pitched up for a 

lecture on Freud’s Psychopathology of Everyday Life. 
Patty was an expert on Freud. There was no question 
that she was a talented educator and despite the Old 
Gals inherent dislike for the savage Dame her lectures 
were generally well-received. 

 Unfortunately for Penny Ann, Claire was not 
much in the mood for being educated and kept 
interrupting with pithy observations. Penny Ann 
couldn’t restrain herself and kept cracking up at her 
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chum’s witty asides. Patty was furious and showed 
both gals a yellow card.  

Penelope Ann had an unsettling feeling. 
Despite her close friendships with the likes of Cat 
Cassidy, Melons and the Butcher Twins she was too 
reserved ever to become a true mega-minx. She was 
caned occasionally but generally as a participant in 
some group shenanigans. Penny Ann was rarely 
shown yellow cards. She cut her eyes and sneaked a 
look at Claire. Her chum seemed sublimely indifferent. 
In contrast to Pen, Claire had accumulated hundreds 
of yellow cards during her illustrious career as one of 
the unit’s all-time great mega-minxes. Penny Ann 
willed Claire to button her lip. 

 
The lecture was almost over and Pen was 

beginning to relax when quite out of the blue Claire 
interjected another witty riposte into the proceedings. 
Penny Ann couldn’t help herself, she doubled over 
with mirth. 

Patty Hodge grinned wolfishly. “I think you’d 
better go and change into clobber,” she told the two 
Old Gals. 

 
“I’m sorry,” said Claire as they crossed the 

quadrangle. 
Penelope Ann shrugged resignedly. “Shit 

happens,” she said, “but I bet she beats us bandy.” 
Claire sighed and the two gals continued on in 

silence, lost in their own thoughts. 
According to the Old Gals Whops and Clobber 

agreement Old Gals who were to receive a beating 
were required to present themselves for punishment 
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in Full Clobber. Claire and Penny Ann returned to the 
lecture room dressed in red and black striped blazers 
and gymslips with their initials embroidered on the 
bibs. 

Patty Hodge was waiting for them cane in 
hand. 

 
Claire Brooks removed her blazer and slithered 

her chest across the front desk until her arms dangled 
over the far side. She felt her skirt being turned back 
and waited to be thrashed. 

 
 



 

 

16 

 
Raised Bumbags 

 
 
Patty Hodge grinned to herself. At varying 

times both Claire and Penny Ann had been subjects of 
her malicious obsessions. The opportunity to thrash 
the pair of them together was whop junkie manna 
from heaven. 

 
Claire Brooks felt Patty’s fingers in the elastic 

waist-band of her bumbags. Patty yanked them 
upwards until Claire’s buttocks were fully exposed. 
Claire frowned, she had heard about Patty’s little 
ruse. According to the protocols the only people 
authorized to lower a gal’s bumbags were the Grand 
Master and the Red-shirt. However, earlier in the year 
Patty had come up with a wizard wheeze. She studied 
the protocols and noticed that they did not specifically 
prohibit the baring of a gals posterior by alternative 
means. By yanking a gal’s bumbags upwards until her 
buttocks were bared she considered herself to be 
operating within the protocols.  



63 
 

 

 

Claire gritted her teeth as the cane tapped 
downwards. She heard the ominous whistle of rattan 
cutting through the air and braced herself. 

 
Penny Ann tried not to flinch as the wye-tipped 

cane branded her chums right buttock. There was no 
question that Patty was a consummate power-beater. 
Unlike some of the other Whop Junkies she never 
allowed her desire for a fix to overwhelm her. She 
delivered every stroke with maximum force and 
extreme prejudice. 

Penny Ann tried not to panic. 
 
Claire Brooks shook her head and tried to 

control the fog of pain. “It’s only whops, it’s only 
whops,” she repeated over and over in her head. 

 
Patty took her time. She knew that Claire and 

Penny Ann had no other pressing engagements and 
she had a personal free period following the lecture. 
She could take her own sweet time and savor every 
moment. 

 
Penny Ann felt vaguely ridiculous standing 

there with her hands on her head in the traditional 
pose of disgrace. 

Every now and again Patty would turn to her, 
“That was a good one wasn’t it Evans,” she’d chortle. 
“Just remember I’m going to whip your arse so hard 
that you won’t sit down for a week.” 

 
Claire braced herself. She had been bent 

across the desk for almost seven minutes. She was 
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exhausted but she knew she had to mine her reserves 
for the closer. 

Claire involuntarily hissed with consternation 
and both knees crooked, her feet lifted clear off the 
floor. The final crack had been a winner. 

Patty Hodge chuckled. 
 
Penny Ann lowered her arms and miserably 

bent over the desk. Beside her Patty had forced Claire 
to climb up on a chair and stand with her hands on 
her head. 

Patty was having a good day. 
 
A few years earlier Penny Ann might not have 

been cut-out for this kind of mission but over the past 
eighteen months her passionate BDSM relationship 
with Nixdown had prepared her for all eventualities. 

 
Claire Brooks stood on her chair with her hands 

on her head. She dared not move a muscle. Patty had 
assured her that if she moved she would be taking 
another trip across the desk. Despite the horrendous 
pain in her rear end Claire did her best not to twitch. 

 
Penny Ann stubbornly refused to twitch, 

squirm or wriggle. She gritted her teeth and clenched 
her fists tightly but she refused to give Patty the 
satisfaction of seeing how excruciatingly painful the 
caning really was. 

 
The two Old Gals tottered into Claire’s 

apartment like drunken sailors on shore leave. 
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“Awwww man that sucked big time,” groaned 
Claire. 

Penny Ann extracted her hands from the 
pockets of her blazer. “I don’t care what you think of 
me,” she said emphatically, “but I’m gonna rub.” 

“Rub away, sister,” grunted Claire. “I think I 
might be doing some rubbing myself.” 

Without further ado the two Old Gals burst into 
a spontaneous idiot gig as they grabbed at their 
tortured rear ends and began to rub and rub and rub. 

 
Nixdown studied the stripes on her lovers bum. 

“I know she’s a fucking be-yotch but she sure does 
good work.” 

Penny Ann groaned. “Eighteen months ago I 
doubt I could have taken a licking like that without 
howling. You’ve certainly toughened me up.” 

“How’s Claire holding up?” asked Nix. 
“Oh you know Claire, a quick rub and she was 

thinking about going riding,” giggled Pen. “That gal’s 
arse must be made of leather.” 

 
 



 

 

17 

 
Trouble in the Cafeteria  

 
 
Nixdown and Debs lolled back against a wall in 

the cafeteria. With well-trained eyes the two Duty 
Monitors scouted the room for excessive goofing, 
larking or pranking as the inmates queued up at the 
buffet table filling their trays from the selection of 
soups, salads, quiches and cold cuts. 

The Luncheon Protocols were relatively broad 
and benign. Pinching, prodding and poking while 
waiting in line were forbidden and there was an 
expectation for a reasonable level of social decorum 
to prevail. Nonetheless, in general, the Duty Monitors 
were given considerable latitude in moderating the 
room. 

If the inmate’s became overly raucous yellow 
cards were occasionally flashed, but red cards were 
extremely rare. Ironically the only two inmates in the 
history of the unit to be red carded out of the 
cafeteria were on duty together. 
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Debs red card had been an act of pure malice 
perpetuated by the Wart and had resulted in radical 
reforms to the Luncheon Protocols.  

By contrast, Nixdown’s eviction from the 
cafeteria, during the previous year, had been totally 
justified. Nix had been furious at Ali Stone whom she 
suspected of propelling pellets at her rear end with 
the aid of a high-powered catapult. In an attempted 
act of retribution Nix had launched a spoonful of jello 
in Ali’s direction. Unfortunately for Nix her aim was 
wildly off and she had only succeeded in splattering 
the Deputy Red-shirt, Rachel Cox’s, blouse with the 
gooey projectile. Rachel was a noted clothes-horse 
and was less than impressed. Without any 
compunction she showed Nixdown a red-card. 

 
The atmosphere in the cafeteria was calm and 

convivial. Nixdown and Debs chatted idly while they 
waited for their assignment to conclude so that they 
would be free to repair to the Elite dining room and 
chow down themselves. 

 
“Oh, you fucking be-yotch,” squealed Reggie 

Bond. 
Debs and Nix’s heads both turned in the 

direction of the outburst. Reggie was standing up, a 
plate of food in her hand and she was glaring at her 
twin sister Ronnie. Salad leaves and what looked 
suspiciously like raspberry vinaigrette was dripping 
from her hair. 

Debs reached into her pocket for her Red-card, 
“Order! Order!” she yelled as the two prefects strode 
towards the table, but it was too late. Reggie 
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launched the contents of her plate in the direction of 
her twin. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Nix and Debs 
in unison. 

The food from Reggie’s plate had not only 
splattered all over her sister but had covered several 
of her neighbors in spinach and shrimp salad. The 
response was instantaneous. 

“Food fight! Food fight!” squealed the inmates 
excitedly and within seconds the room was raining 
flying salads and vegetables. 

“Holy shit,” groaned Debs, as she ducked to 
avoid a flying apple that threatened to bean her. 
“ORDER! ORDER!” she shrieked. “Oh shit,” she 
muttered as a projectile of honey mustard dressing 
hit her in the chest. She reached into her pocket and 
pulled out her brass Acme Thundered whistle and 
tooted it as hard as she could blow. She groaned as a 
spoonful of mayonnaise landed in her hair and began 
to drip down her forehead and onto the end of her 
nose. She pulled out her cell-phone. 

“Victoria,” she yelled. “Mobilize the Elite, its 
fucking pandemonium in here.” 

Nixdown and Deborah’s desperately tried to 
regain control but their efforts were somewhat 
impaired as they were forced to take cover from the 
flying coleslaw and taramasalata raining down on 
them. 

Debs blew her whistle again. The inmates were 
running out of food to throw and the food fight was 
beginning to peter out. 
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“Alright,” growled Debs. “Everybody stand up 
and place your hands on your heads. Six of the best 
for anyone who moves.” 

Victoria Brompton rushed into the room 
followed by the remaining members of the Elite. 

“Oh good fawkin’ grief,” she groaned. 
All around the room the inmates stood sullenly, 

their plates empty and food dripping from their hair 
and clobber. 

   
“Who started this fiasco?” Lady Vix asked 

Debs.  
“The Bond twins,” said Debs gruffly, “Well 

Ronnie actually started it. She flicked a spoonful of 
vinaigrette at Reggie. I didn’t actually see her, I just 
heard Reggie scream and when I looked over she was 
aiming a plate at Ronnie. I tried to intervene and you 
can see the results.” 

Rosemary handed Debs a face cloth. Debs was 
not looking her best.  She had taken several direct 
hits and the mayonnaise in her hair continued to drip 
down her forehead.  

Nixdown glowered darkly. During the mêlée 
her blazer had been splattered with egg salad, her 
crisp white blouse was dripping with raspberry 
vinaigrette and she had lemon meringue in her hair. 
Jojo handed her a towel. 

Cassie Cassy was standing with her hands on 
her hips looking indignant. 

“The ungrateful be-yotch’s!” she spluttered. 
“I’ve a good mind to serve them gruel and grits for 
the rest of the week!” 
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18 

 
A Mass Beating  

 
 
Vix turned to the members of the Elite 

surrounding her. “Take them to the assembly hall,” 
she instructed them, “I’m gonna call the Beak.” 

 
With their hands still on their heads the 

inmates were corralled into the assembly hall. With 
food still stuck to their clobber they were instructed to 
remain standing. 

After a short while Mr Humphries strode into 
the hall and mounted the steps to the stage. He 
looked out over the assembled gals and had to do his 
best to refrain from laughing out loud. Few of the 
gals had managed to avoid getting some food on 
themselves and they looked a motley and bedraggled 
bunch. 

 
The Grand Master stood at the front of the 

stage. “First, while you are all covered in food you will 
return to the cafeteria and clean up the mess until the 
place is spotless. After you have finished cleaning the 
cafeteria you will have thirty minutes to clean 
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yourselves and your clobber up thoroughly. At one 
thirty precisely you will return to the hall where we 
will have a full bib-down tie-back clobber inspection. 
Any residual stains and marks will be punished 
appropriately. After inspection every one of you will 
receive six strokes of the cane.” 

“But first I’m going to request Miss Veronica 
Bond to join me on the stage,” he continued. 

 
At first the Grand Master had attempted to 

determine between the innocent and the guilty. Once 
they had showered and changed into clean clobber Mr 
Humphries had summonsed Debs and Nixdown to his 
office. On the way the two chums had fretted that he 
was going to hold them responsible for the lunchtime 
debacle. Debs was gloomily predicting an unpleasant 
few minutes bent over the back of a chair. However, 
to their relief the Grand Master greeted them warmly 
and complimented them for regaining control and 
restoring order so quickly. Nonetheless the two 
prefects were reticent to identify particular gals who 
had participated in the food fight. 

“It really wouldn’t be fair,” Debs told him 
apologetically, “we know that Veronica started it and 
that Regina retaliated. I saw a whole bunch of gals 
joining in but it wouldn’t be right to single them out.” 

Nixdown agreed. “To be honest I was taken by 
surprise and was trying to get out of the way of a 
flying fruit salad. I couldn’t tell you exactly who was 
involved and who wasn’t. But I’m pretty sure it was 
nearly everybody.” 

Mr Humphries nodded understandingly. “Well if 
there’s a couple of undeserved sore bottoms so be it, 
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but I’m damned if I’m going to let the unit get away 
with acting like guests at a chimpanzee’s shit-
throwing-party.” 

 
 Ronnie looked surly as she approached the 

front of the hall. She trudged up the steps. 
“I’m told you started this nonsense young 

lady,” the Grand Master said sternly. 
Ronnie Bond averted her eyes. “Suppose so,” 

she grunted. 
Mr Humphries crossed the stage and took the 

cane down from the hook. Ronnie watched him 
warily. 

“Bend over and touch your toes. I’m going to 
give your twelve strokes,” he informed her. Ronnie 
pulled a face but obediently turned around and 
reached forward with her bottom facing the 
assembled inmates. 

 
Mr Humphries raised the hem of Ronnie’s 

gymslip and gave her a good, tight licking. Veronica 
did her best to maintain position and keep her fingers 
on the tips of her shoes. Occasionally she would pull 
up as the sharp cracks of the cane almost 
overwhelmed her. As the whippy stick resounded off 
her tautened bumbags she shook her head from side 
to side causing slivers of raw carrot and shredded 
lettuce to shake loose from her hair and scatter on 
the floor of the stage. 

When he had finished Mr Humphries explained 
to Ronnie Bond that she would be personally 
responsible for cleaning Nix and Deborah’s clobber. If 
necessary she would be required to pay for dry 
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cleaning and if their clobber was damaged irreparably 
she would be responsible for replacing it at her own 
cost. 

Ronnie Bond nodded glumly. 
 
 The atmosphere in the assembly hall was 

tense. Clobber cleaning after a food fight had not 
proven easy and a large number of the inmates were 
aware that they had not been completely successful.  

 
Katie Beck rubbed her bumbags with glee. The 

Grand Master had instructed her to be thorough in 
her inspections. She grinned wolfishly as the first 
inmate stepped onto the stage. 

 
 



 

 

19 

 
Pygalgia 
 
 

Mr Humphries had suggested that as Duty 
Monitors Nicola Jane and Debs should carry out the 
canings. As usual Nixdown had politely declined. 

“I can’t cane all sixty-six of them,” groaned 
Debs, “my arm would be dropping off by the time I’m 
finished.” 

The Grand Master grinned. “I’m not sure that’s 
true. How many tennis balls do you hit a day? But, 
I’m sure Lady Victoria will help you out.”  

 
The Grand Master had decided that the errant 

inmates would be beaten in reverse order of seniority, 
commencing with the women in the sixth phase of 
their sentences. Deborah and Lady Vix would take it 
in turns to deliver the thrashings. 

 
Bernadette Summers gloomily reached own 

and touched her toes. Things were not going well for 
the Bounder. The six strokes that she had received 
from the Wart, earlier in the day, were still on active 
duty. Her attempts to clean up her clobber had been 
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unsuccessful and she had received four citations for 
clobber abuse. Each citation attracted three slaps of 
the slipper in addition to the six strokes of the cane 
that they would receive for participating in the food 
fight. Bernadette was also suffering from the 
phenomena known as pygalgia. The prospect of being 
thrashed by Deborah Morton was extremely 
unappealing.  

 
It is generally accepted amongst the 

aficionados in such matters that if you are going to 
get twelve whops it is preferable to get them all at 
once. During the aftermath of a caning the initial 
surface flesh burns begin to migrate into the sub-
surface of the buttocks, working into the Gluteus 
Maximus muscles and creating the most disagreeable 
syndrome known as pygalgia.  

In the published diaries from her Queensgate 
days Debs Morton describes the syndrome. She 
writes, ‘Pauline did a bang-up job on me. Nine 
absolute scorchers that frazzled my bum big time. It 
was definitely her best work yet. Unfortunately I 
didn’t get a chance to walk them off. The Grand 
Dame forced me to stand outside the staff room, 
facing the wall, with my hands on my head until the 
lock-down bell rang. My flesh was still sizzling at bed-
time but I did manage to get a few hours sleep. 
Unfortunately, when I woke up a chronic case of 
pygalgia had set in and my bum muscles felt like I’d 
done a hundred sit-ups after a month’s lay-off.’ 

‘I was due back at the Posh HQ at six o’clock 
and was in no shape to be popped. As soon as 
classes were over I raced over to the gym and 
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worked out as hard as I could for an hour and a half. 
It was a busy night in the Tank and I had to wait 
another hour and half before going in for my beating. 
It was pretty wretched but thankfully the work-out 
had loosened my muscles up and the pygalgia had 
gone away. Thank heavens for small mercies.’ 

 
Deborah stepped in close. She was very fond 

of the Bounder but was she was still seething at the 
indignity of being pelted with food. She raised her 
cane in the air and sliced it downwards with 
considerable vim. 

 
The Bounder hissed with consternation. It was 

a classic Debs caning, as tight as they come and 
finished with a perfect five-bar gate. It was an 
extremely alarming experience for a gal suffering with 
a bad case of pygalgia. 

“Holy shit,” she muttered as she shuffled off 
the stage. 

 
Katie Beck was in hog heaven. Every inmate’s 

clobber was subjected to her most intense scrutiny. 
Besides the food remnants she uncovered an array of 
chipped buttons, loose stitching and frayed cuffs. 
Citations for clobber abuse were abundant. The 
stairwell leading up to her office was going to be 
extremely busy the following morning. It was 
satisfying work. 

 
Mr Humphries was impressed. Deborah and 

Lady Victoria were methodically caning their way 
through the inmates with consummate and tireless 



The Return of the Ice Maiden 
 

 

precision. It was a time-consuming process. The 
inspections took three to four minutes each and then 
the inmates spent another two or three minutes 
bending over while they had their bumbags cut to 
tatters. 

 
It was almost six o’ clock before Lady Derby 

Huntington graced the stage. 
 



 

 

20 

 
Will you be taking care of me? 
 
 

Lady Derby looked sheepish. “I promise I didn’t 
throw any food in your direction, Ma’am,” she assured 
Deborah. 

Derby was laying out a new set of clobber for 
Debs. Deborah picked up a crisp white blouse and 
began to button it. 

“You need to clean yourself up or you’ll fail 
inspection,” she told her grubby. “Your backside is 
going to be smarting enough; you don’t need an 
additional slippering.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Derby. “Will you be taking 
care of me personally during the Mass Beating?” 

Debs looked at Derby curiously. “I’m sure that 
could be arranged,” she said slowly. 

“Oh good,” said Derby cheerfully. “Would it be 
okay if I borrow your clothes-brush?” 

 
Katie’s spoils of war had been impressive. Over 

twenty inmates had been cited for clobber abuse and 
were nervously waiting to learn when the mass 
slipperings would be conducted.  
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Lady Derby Huntington stood on the stage with 
her bib-down, her tie over her shoulder and her 
hands on her head. Katie Beck painstakingly 
inspected each of the buttons down the front of the 
Little Brat’s blouse. 

Deborah watched over Katie like a hawk. She 
knew that the unit matron would like nothing better 
than to make trouble for her grubby. Katie and Debs 
had a long and acrimonious relationship. Throughout 
her sentence Deborah Morton had persistently 
featured amongst the top five most clobber-
challenged gals at the unit. She had taken over 
twenty-five trips across Katie’s knee. During the fifth 
year of her sentence her dismissal from the assembly 
hall for blatant collar and tie abuse is widely 
considered to be the incident that sparked the 
imposition of Operation Scorched Arse. 

 
Katie gnashed her teeth in disappointment. 

Despite her most scrupulous inspection she was 
unable to expose a single flaw in Lady Derby’s 
clobber. Derby Huntington removed her hands from 
her head and reached down and touched her toes.  

 
Deborah turned back the hem of her grubby’s 

gymslip and prepared to take care of her. 
Deborah was thoroughly confused by Lady 

Derby. All the reports she had read in the gossip 
magazines accused the aristocrat of being arrogant 
and conceited. However, she had demonstrated none 
of these traits to Deborah. She was a meticulous 
grubby and tended to Debs every need twenty-four-
seven. Debs regularly tried to persuade her to take 
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time out but Her Ladyship just smiled and carried on 
grubbing. 

 
Debs had taught herself to be dispassionate 

about caning the other inmates, but staring down at 
Lady Derby’s tautened bumbags she felt a twinge of 
regret. Nonetheless, she knew it was her duty and 
that her grubby had put her trust in her. It was just 
like back in the day, during the height of her troubles 
at the Queensgate Academy Deborah had been 
grateful that it had been Pauline Gascoigne and 
Christy Cranfield who had delivered her most lethal 
thrashings. They had taken care of her and now it 
was her duty to take care of Lady Derby. She slashed 
the cane downwards. 

 
Deborah was extremely proud of her grubby’s 

stoicism. She remained perfectly still throughout the 
beating, not even wriggling or squirming in the brief 
intermissions between strokes.  

 
Lady Derby straightened up and returned her 

hands to the top of her head. She had a peculiarly 
ethereal look on her face. She winked at Debs. 
Deborah Morton shook her head in bewilderment. 

 
The remaining Little Brats were lined up at the 

foot of the steps to the stage. Generally the protocol 
was for the inmates to be caned in alphabetical 
sequence dictated by their surnames. However, Mr 
Humphries was aware that for the majority of the 
newbies this was going to be their first experience of 
the cane. 
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After Lady Derby’s stellar performance he 
considered it wise to let another experienced 
campaigner set an example. 

“Miss Morgan, would you please step up onto 
the stage?” he requested. 

Michelle Morgan strode up the stairs looking 
remarkably confident and self-assured. 

 
 



 

 

21 

 
Last Chance Morgan 
 
 

Miss Michelle Morgan had considerable 
experience of being caned in public. She had 
attended the prestigious Nottingham Forest boarding 
school, which enjoyed a reputation as liberal and 
progressive. According to brochures advertising the 
school, published around the time of Michelle’s 
enrollment, corporal punishment was only 
administered in extreme circumstances. The second 
naughtiest girl in the school’s history was caned four 
times in a seven year career. In contrast, Michelle 
was caned fifty times during a shorter, five year stint 
and lived under the constant threat of expulsion. 
However, despite her errant ways she was extremely 
charming and popular and was somehow always 
given another chance. Michelle earned herself the 
nickname of Last Chance Morgan. 

The top-secret files held in the archives of the 
Ministry of Education are crammed with contrasting 
letters of complaint to her parents and memorandums 
of commendation for her generous and charitable 
acts. In one letter the Grand Dame notes with some 
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frustration, “Michelle is naturally big-hearted and 
considerate, however she is a quintessential scallywag 
and I was forced to cane her yet again this morning 
for an act of unnecessary malfeasance. This may be 
her last chance.” 

During her final year the Grand Dame took the 
unprecedented decision to cane Michelle in front of 
the whole school. It was an action she repeated three 
further times before Last Chance eventually lived up 
to her nickname and was finally sacked. 

According to the records dating back to the 
eighteen-fifties, compiled by the national archive, 
Michelle Morgan ranks as number four on the list of 
all-time most punished schoolgirls in the nations 
history.  

 
Michelle Morgan had already gained the 

reputation of being something of a dandy. Her 
clobber was always immaculate so not surprisingly 
Katie was thwarted in her search for hanging threads 
or chipped buttons.  

Michelle Morgan calmly bent forward at the 
waist and waited to be caned for the first time in the 
ten years since she had been chucked out of school. 

 
Victoria regularly hung out in Jojo’s study and 

had developed an instant fondness for her good 
chum’s grubby. At twenty-six years old Michelle was 
the eldest woman ever to be sentenced under the 
austere anti-Ladette laws and was a similar age to 
most of the Elite. Despite her status as a lowly grubby 
the Elite treated her as one of their own.  
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Victoria sighed and tapped the cane down on 
the tautened navy blue gossamer. Although Lady 
Victoria’s primary instrument of punishment was her 
ceremonial wood-backed hairbrush she was required 
to maintain her certification with the cane. During the 
past few hours she had shown that her training had 
not gone to waste. She brought her arm back and the 
cane sizzled across Michelle Morgan’s bumbags. 

 
Michelle Morgan took a sharp intake of breath. 

Ten years was a long time to be out of the game and 
the first stroke was an unpleasant reminder of the 
awesome power of a thirty-six inch rattan cane. She 
gritted her teeth determinedly. There was no way on 
earth that she was going to make a muff of herself in 
front of her new chums. 

 
Lady Vix stepped in to deliver the closer. She 

was proud of Michelle. The Little Brat had gamely 
stayed in position and put it up and kept it up. She 
sliced the cane down diagonally across Michelle’s 
throbbing stripes. 

 
Mr Humphries strategy of having the two 

experienced campaigner’s beaten first proved 
successful. The remaining Little Brats performed well 
and aside from some heart-felt groans they generally 
didn’t make a terrible fuss. 

 
By the time the last gal was caned it was early 

evening and the whole afternoon had been wasted. 
The inmates were exhausted from standing bolt 
upright and their arms ached from being kept above 



The Return of the Ice Maiden 
 

 

their heads. Their bottoms stung from six of the very 
best from Debs or Victoria. 

 
Mr Humphries stepped forward. “Tomorrow 

those of you who have received clobber abuse 
citations will be punished during morning assembly.” 
He looked at his watch. “It is far too late to expect Ms 
Hammell and Miss Cassidy to prepare much in the 
way of supper,” he said, “and I’m not sure they would 
feel so inclined after your performance today. I 
suggest you make your way to the kitchen and 
scrounge up whatever you can find.” Then he 
grinned. “I’m sure that this evening’s supper will be 
consumed in a somewhat more decorous manner 
than lunch.” 

 



 

 

22 

 
Ronnie in a Tight Hole 
 
 

Veronica Bond emptied the laundry bags that 
had been left out in the Elite landing by Lady Derby 
and Frankie Reese. She groaned. As they had raced 
forward to try to gain control of the cafeteria it was 
clear that Nix and Debs had stepped into the heart of 
the crossfire. There was no way that she could wash 
and press the garments herself and she was 
somewhat dubious that even professional dry 
cleaning would produce satisfactory results. 

Mr Humphries had given her forty-eight hours 
to either salvage the ruined clobber or replace the 
garments.    

Ronnie Bond faced a major problem. She 
looked at the labels. Nicola Jane Nixon was 
notoriously fickle about her appearance. Although the 
rules of the facility only required the gals to have a 
minimum contingency of spare clobber Nixdown had 
more than five hundred percent redundancy in her 
wardrobe. Her closet was packed with blouses, skirts, 
gymslips, ties and blazers and it was not unknown for 
her to change her clobber two or three times a day. 
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All of it was hand-picked for her by her personal 
clobber consultant and hand-sewn at bespoke tailors. 
Ronnie Bond had no doubt that replacing Nixdown’s 
clobber was not going to be cheap. 

Worse still for Ronnie, during the summer 
furlough, Nicola Jane had taken Debs under her wing 
and insisted that she upgrade her wardrobe to a 
similar quality.  

 
“How much?” gasped Ronnie. 
“I have already told you,” came the response, 

“Miss Nixon’s blazers are custom made, they run at a 
hundred and fifty quids a pop.” 

“But I can get them for fifty quid at the local 
haberdashery,” wailed Ronnie. 

“Then I suggest you go to the local 
haberdashery and take it up with Miss Nixon,” the 
tailor said curtly. “Will there be anything else?” 

“Not right now,” groaned Ronnie and put down 
the phone. 

 
Ronnie pulled out her pda and tapped into her 

personal finance spreadsheet. She swallowed hard; it 
did not make good reading. At the beginning of term 
she had bet serious quids on the Big BUTT 
sweepstakes with the Bounder and lost heavily. She 
was already facing salad days, without the expense of 
having to pick up the tab for clobber replacement. 

“It ain’t fair,” Ronnie wailed to her sister. “It 
was just a jape and now I’m in a tight hole. You’ve 
got to help me.” 

Regina Bond looked at her twin sister cynically. 
“I didn’t think it was much of a jape to get splattered 
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with vinaigrette and you have to remember I got a 
good tight licking to boot. You made your bed sister 
and you can sleep in it.” 

“Bitch,” hissed Ronnie Bond. 
 
The Bounder and the Minxster were 

unsympathetic. 
“We both got licked,” growled the Bounder. “If 

BSE bails you out its going to cost you plenty of 
quids.” 

“How much is plenty?” wailed Ronnie Bond. 
Lisa Sutton grinned and pulled out her 

calculator. “I’ll work out the vig,” she told Veronica. 
 
Victoria Brompton and Debs kicked back in 

Vix’s apartment sipping glasses of chardonnay. 
“It’s kind of ironic that I should be handing out 

clobber abuse slipperings,” laughed Deborah. “I’m 
always such a mess.” 

Victoria smiled. “Not any more,” she told her 
chum. “Look at all that fancy clobber you’ve got on. 
I’ve never seen such an improvement.” 

“That’s because Derby dresses me and 
Nixdown fusses over me,” grinned Debs. “Left to my 
own devices I’d still be a mess.” 

Victoria chortled. “Actually you’re a fawkin’ 
fashion icon, have you seen this?” She pulled out a 
glossy magazine. Inside was a picture of Deborah 
leaving Monet’s after her lunch date with Pablo. Mr 
Humphries had given her flexible clobber 
dispensation. She had worn her white blouse with the 
top two buttons unfastened and her red silk tie 
rakishly loosened, form-fitting grey pin-stripe gaucho 
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pants tucked in to cowboy boots and a frayed denim 
jacket with a ‘D’ embroidered on one breast pocket 
and ‘W’ on the other. Her hair was brushed back 
under a red head band that matched her tie. 

‘Former tennis super-star and long-time inmate 
of the Woody Back to School unit, Miss Debs Morton, 
was spotted out on the town dressed in what is 
quickly being dubbed ‘Semi-clobber’ by fashion 
aficionados,’ the caption said. ‘Stripies, as the gaucho 
pants have been dubbed are filling the racks available 
at the glitzy clobber stores in London, Milan, Paris, 
New York and Tokyo.” 

“Oh good grief,” laughed Debs. 
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The Loud One’s Don’t Hurt  
 
 

Katie Beck was apoplectic. Her bubble of 
euphoria was rudely burst when the Grand Master 
announced that Victoria and Deborah would perform 
the Mass Slipperings. 

“This is strictly Elite business,” he told the unit 
Matron. 

 
“It’s fucking clobber business, I don’t care 

what he says. I should be getting some action,” 
growled Katie, in the saloon bar of the Bunch of 
Grapes as she slammed down a tequila shot. “I did all 
the hard work. I uncovered abuses those bitches 
would never have noticed. It’s a blatant breach of the 
Politics of Clobber protocols.”  

Patty Hodge nodded sympathetically. “An 
opportunity lost,” she agreed. Secretly Patty didn’t 
much care that Katie had been shut out from getting 
her kicks, but she acknowledged that it was 
deliberate slur to a member of the Radical Right.  

“Next they’ll be wanting to borrow one of my 
slippers,” ranted Katie and ordered another shot.     
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Debs hefted the over-sized slipper that she had 
borrowed from Jane Lummell in her hand. She had Ali 
Stone spread out across her lap. 

Although Deborah had been loath to assign 
individual blame for participation in the food fight she 
did have one enduring memory. She had just ducked 
to avoid a flying tangerine and as she came up out of 
her stoop she was confronted with the sight of Ali 
with a grin on her face and a spoon in her hand. 
Despite Deborah’s naturally adroit reflexes she had no 
time to move. A globule of what she would later 
determine to be roasted red pepper aioli hit her above 
the vee of her blazer, splattering her crisp white 
blouse and red silk tie. 

Deborah Morton tucked Ali in tight and brought 
the slipper down hard. 

All-in-all the final tally of clobber abuser’s had 
been twenty-two. Ali Stone had launched herself into 
the food fight with considerable gusto and had got 
herself covered from head to foot in sauces and 
salads. It had proved to be an impossible task to 
clean off her clobber before her inspection. She had 
not fared well and Katie had delivered six citations, 
each that attracted three spanks of the slipper. 

 
During the first five years of her sentence Ali 

had experienced several encounters with the 
customized men’s size thirteen plimsoll. She was 
aware that the thick ribbed rubber sole was a 
formidable adversary. However, her previous 
encounters had been limited to six whaps across her 
nylon gym-shorts. In Miss Stone’s learned opinion this 
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was quite adequate. The prospect of eighteen spanks 
was extremely disquieting. 

The explosive sound of rubber rebounding 
from navy blue gossamer was alarming to the queue 
of inmates lined up ready to take their turn on the 
stage to be spanked.      

 
During the 1960’s a Headmistress was brought 

before the courts for slippering one of her pupils 
without the consent of her parents.  

During the complaint the daughter claimed she 
had been embarrassed that the sound of the 
slippering was so loud that it could be heard all 
around the school.  

The Headmistress’s famous rebuttal was ‘then 
I can’t have done her any harm. Everybody knows 
that the loud ones don’t hurt.’ 

Remarkably the magistrates upheld the 
Headmistress’s claim and ordered the daughter to be 
caned for wasting the courts time. 

The quote was widely reported in the press 
giving rise to the curious urban legend.  

 
Ali Stone was not subscribing to any urban 

legends. The smacks of the slipper were exploding in 
her ears and the rubber sole was causing her 
considerable gyp. Ali was as tough as nails but she 
wriggled and squirmed, bucked and kicked in 
Deborah’s lap as it seemed like the flesh of her 
backside might ignite into flames at any moment. 
Debs tucked her in tight and blistered her arse. 

“Roasted red pepper aioli,” Debs muttered as 
she spanked, “I’ll show you roasted red peppers.” 



The Return of the Ice Maiden 
 

 

 
The spankings varied in length. Several 

inmates escaped with the bare minimum of three 
spanks, but most of the inmates received nine or 
twelve. The most unfortunate individual was Belinda 
Lee, the most notorious clobber abuser at the unit, 
universally known as ‘The Scruff’, who was sentenced 
to twenty-four spanks. 
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The Scruff Dodges a Bullet  
 
 

Belinda Lee was a quiet and unassuming cove. 
Her sentence to the Big House had resulted from her 
love of attending raves on the Ladette party circuit. 
She was twice caught up in mass busts and charged 
with Misdemeanor Ladetting. Inadvisably she took the 
counsel of a cheap, shiny-suited, solicitor and turned 
down a two-year sentence at the Radcliffe Back to 
School unit. When she was arrested for the third time 
she was sentenced to the Big House under the 
mandatory ‘three strikes and out’ law. 

 
Bee Lee was a pretty little thing but she had an 

unfortunate flaw. Her chums said she looked like 
somebody that had been sent over from Central 
Casting when a scruffy little urchin had been ordered. 
No matter how hard she tried she always seemed to 
look as though she had just been pulled through a 
hedge backwards. 

Her socks always seemed to defy gravity and 
be slipping down, the knot of her tie shared the same 
problem and the top button of her blouse was always 
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exposed. She seemed to always have ink on her 
blouse; buttons seemed to inexplicably fall off her 
garments throughout the day, hems came unfastened 
on her skirts, and she always seemed to have food 
remnants down the front of her blazer and gymslip. 
No matter how often she brushed her hair within 
minutes it looked like a wind-swept crows-nest. 

Nonetheless, she was a well-loved member of 
the community and not a particularly naughty gal by 
Woody’s standards. Over eighty-five percent of her 
punishments had been a direct result of clobber 
abuse. She was Katie Beck’s most frequent client. 

 
The Scruff had not participated too much in 

the food fight. She had quickly lobbed some 
taramasalata and then ducked under a table until the 
mêlée was over. 

When she climbed onto the stage to be 
inspected she had no signs of food on her clobber, 
but it was still a monumental disaster. Katie 
discovered two chipped buttons, a hanging hem, the 
braid on her blouse collar was unstitched in two 
places, one sock was dangling, her shoes were 
scuffed and she had an ink stain on the cuff of her 
blouse. As best as Belinda could remember her 
clobber had been in perfect condition when she had 
got dressed in the morning. 

 
“What are you suggesting?” the Grand Master 

asked Debs. 
“She’s the only one who didn’t have any traces 

of food on her clobber,” said Deborah. “She says that 
she was under a table and I believe her. It seems 
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unfair that she should be spanked more than anybody 
else just because she’s scruffy. She already got the 
cane.” 

The Grand Master eyed the Deputy Red-shirt 
thoughtfully. “You told me that you couldn’t tell 
exactly who was involved in the food fight. Are you 
saying that you’ve changed your mind?” 

Debs shook her head emphatically. “No sir, but 
I think that these slipperings should be limited to gals 
who had been clearly involved in the fight.” 

“What do you think, Victoria?” asked the Grand 
Master. 

“Deborah was the Senior Duty Monitor in the 
cafeteria, I think we should give her final call,” replied 
Lady Vix. 

The Grand Master nodded. “Your call Miss 
Morton,” he agreed. 

 
Katie Beck’s jaw hit her chest and her 

eyebrows reached the ceiling. She looked like she 
might faint. Katie was resigned to the fact that she 
had been excluded from participating in the 
proceedings but she was still enjoying the show. She 
had been excitedly looking forward to witnessing Bee 
Lee getting an extended rump roasting. 

“Grand Master,” she squealed as she watched 
Belinda leave the stage with her bumbags intact. 
“This is outrageous. I want to lodge the strongest 
appeal.”  

“Take it up with Miss Morton,” said the Grand 
Master curtly. 

“Son of a bitch,” groaned Katie Beck. 
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“That be-yotch, I’ll flail her alive,” ranted Katie 
in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 

Patty Hodge grinned. “I’m glad you’re back 
focused on the ‘Get Morton’ program. I’ve been very 
disappointed in your recent performance,” she said 
imperiously. 

Katie scowled. “That be-yotch will wish that 
she never crossed me,” said Katie darkly. 

“That’s the spirit,” said Patty and ordered a 
round of drinks on Katie’s tab. 
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Aftermath 
 
 

During the days immediately following the food 
fight the inmates of the facility were 
uncharacteristically subdued. Although Mr Humphries 
had never once raised his voice or scolded them he 
had left them with no doubt that he was seriously 
displeased with them. 

Lectures and tutorials were conducted in an 
atmosphere of relative calm, nobody at the unit 
wanted to be the first to be sent upstairs in the 
aftermath of the mass beating. Even the likes of Patty 
Hodge and the Wart were unable to manufacture 
reasons to chastise the inmates. During the periods of 
recreation and free-time the gals busied themselves 
amongst the many extra-curricula programs the 
Grand Master had made available to them. 

The Breaking Whops area of the GalGab 
website hadn’t displayed a new posting in over 
seventy-two hours, a feat which represented the 
longest period of inactivity in the Woody Back to 
School units history. 
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Mr Humphries watched with amusement, much 
as he appreciated the gals earnest efforts to stay 
clear of trouble he viewed it as a mere hiatus. 

“Actually it’s quite boring,” he confided in his 
fiancée Joanna Heyworth over dinner at Monet’s on 
Friday night. “I can’t imagine that a mass beating 
would have put much of a hitch in your strides.” 

Jojo giggled, “Maybe not, but the gals 
genuinely think you’re pissed at them.” 

The Grand Master laughed and beckoned the 
waiter to replenish their wine glasses. “Oh, I’m not 
pissed at them. They just needed to know that there 
are limits to my joie de vie.” 

“I know,” laughed Jojo, “and behaving like 
visitors at a chimpanzee’s shit-throwing-party is one 
of them. I’ve heard it already. Still it must have been 
fun.” 

Jojo dug her spoon into her sorbet. “What 
would you do if I put this cold spoon against the tip of 
your nose?” she giggled. “What would that do for 
your joie de vie?” 

“I’d put you over my knee in the middle of the 
restaurant and give you a damn good spanking,” her 
fiancée said calmly. 

“Oh,” Jojo sighed. 
 
“Lord Brompton has offered us the use of the 

castle for the wedding,” Jojo told the Grand Master. 
Mr Humphries smiled. “What do you think?” 
“I think it’s terribly sweet. I’ve always loved it 

there,” enthused Jojo. 
“Then tell him we’ll take him up on the offer,” 

smiled Mr Humphries indulgently. He laughed. “Lord 
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Brompton will like that; he’s been trying to marry me 
off for years.” 

“You’ve known Lord Brompton for years?” 
asked Jojo. 

“Oh yes,” said Mr Humphries. 
“So you knew Victoria before Woodys?” asked 

Jojo. 
“Not really, I remember her being born and 

that kind of thing, but me and Lord Brompton’s 
relationship wasn’t really a family thing,” shrugged Mr 
Humphries. 

Jojo giggled. “Makes it sound like you were 
spies,” she said. 

The Grand Master just smiled enigmatically. 
“You never tell me anything about your past,” 

complained Joanna. 
The Grand Master just continued to grin and 

ordered a large brandy. 
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