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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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Such a Beautiful Degenerate 

 
 
“Are you really sure that you’re ready for this?” 

asked Jojo. 
Nixdown’s eye’s twinkled. “I’ve been almost 

three weeks without any action,” she grinned 
salaciously. “What do you think?” 

“Oh Nix, you are such a degenerate,” smiled 
Jojo affectionately. “But, you are such a beautiful 
degenerate.” 

Nicola Jane Nixon winked at her best chum. 
 
Three weeks earlier Nicola Jane Nixon had 

been the victim of an ambush by the Confederacy of 
Yoofs. Her horse had been shot with a pellet, 
discharged from a high powered air rifle, while she 
was out riding on the Downs. As Nix struggled to 
calm her horse, Confucius, a second shot had hit her 
in the shoulder causing her to be thrown. 

Although she had only been battered and 
bruised, her doctor’s had forbidden her from 
participating in spanking activities for several weeks. 
Not unreasonably Nixdown, who was a notoriously 
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belligerent cove by nature, had staged a sit-down 
strike and insisted on being ferried around the facility 
in a wheelchair until the sanction was lifted. 

 
Nixdown had selected a provocative micro-mini 

gymslip that barely covered her bumbags from her 
extensive clobber collection. As she had sauntered 
across the quadrangle the Woody Wags exchanged 
glances and winked at each other. 

“She’s back,” they whispered. 
 
Nixdown entered the stable and closed the 

door behind her. She approached Penny Ann and 
Suzy and came to a halt. She placed her hands on top 
of her head. 

“I’m back,” she said quietly.  
“She’s back,” grinned Penelope Ann Evans. 
“She’s back,” nodded Miss Suzy Scott. 
 
Penelope Ann Evans looked striking in a white 

double breasted Irish linen show-shirt that Nixdown 
had bought her after they had won the championship 
at the National Horse Trials. She had on form-fitting 
black breeches and a pair of elasticated ankle boots. 
Her bundle of blonde curls was piled up under a silk 
Duchess of Beaufort dress top hat. She wore black 
leather riding gloves and slapped a vintage riding crop 
into the palm of her hand. 

Nixdown thought Penny Ann Evans looked 
magnificent. 

 
Suzy Scott was dressed in a black silk singlet 

and tiny turquoise satin running shorts that showed 
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off her honed and toned body and the discrete 
tattoos on her shoulders and calves.  

Suzy was holding a violin bow that Nixdown 
had commissioned from Heiko Wunderlich, the master 
bow maker based in the Markneukirchen region of 
Germany. It was crafted from a moderately firm and 
rounded pernambuco wood. It sported a silver-
mounted ebony frog with a pearl eye set into a silver 
ring. Weighing in at sixty grams it was ideally 
balanced for delivering Suzy’s signature super weal. 

 
The stables were dimly lit by tall candles in 

silver holders. Penny Ann had set out several ice-
buckets filled with bottles of Nixdown’s favorite tipple, 
a 1996 Veuve Cliquet Grand Damme.   

 
Nixdown approached Penny Ann. Without 

being requested she raised her arms and linked her 
hands on top of her head. 

Penny Ann stepped forward and began to 
inspect Nicola Jane’s red and black striped blazer for 
signs of imperfections. 

Once she was completed she told Nix to, 
“Remove your blazer and lower your bib.” 

Nixdown took her hands off her head and 
unfastened the top button of her blazer. She 
shrugged it off and set it aside. She reached up and 
unfastened the buttons on the shoulders of her 
gymslip, letting the bib fall downwards. She took the 
shaft of her tie and laid it over her left shoulder. She 
returned her hands to the top of her head and stared 
straight ahead. 
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Penelope Ann Evans set aside the riding crop 
and removed her black gloves. She stepped up to 
Nixdown and slowly circled her. 

Suzy Scott sat down on a bale of hay and 
sipped a glass of the champagne. 

Penny Ann came back around to the front of 
Nix and leaned forward. She began to carefully 
inspect each individual button down the front of Nix’s 
blouse, rolling them between her fingers and checking 
the stitching. Just as meticulously Penny Ann 
inspected every seam and hem of Nicola Jane’s 
clobber. Nixdown just continued to stare straight 
ahead without blinking. 
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Miss Nixon 

 
 
Nicola Jane Nixon’s backside was burning 

furiously and she was grinning like a Cheshire cat. 
The lovers had commenced the evening’s activities 
with Nixdown spread out across Penny Ann’s lap for a 
moderately warm hand spanking, but had quickly 
progressed to a six-stroke whipping with the leather 
crop. 

They had taken a short break to sip 
champagne but Nix was keen to proceed to the next 
stage of her comeback. 

 
Penny Ann leaned back on a bale of hay and 

sighed. She had half-heartedly tried to dissuade 
Nixdown from over-extending herself after her three 
week cool-arse lay-off but her lover had just laughed 
at her. 

“I can take a twelve stroke bare bender 
standing on my head,” she assured Penny Ann. 

Pen had been forced to chuckle. “I doubt very 
much that you’ll be standing on your head, sweetie,” 
she had observed. 
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Suzy Scott moved a hand-crafted thirty-seven- 
inch high Maplewood saddle stand into the center of 
the stable. She placed a walnut stained leather 
Sheridan saddle, with a seventeen inch seat, over the 
stand.  

The seat of the saddle was a perfect fit for 
Nixdown’s tiny frame as she bent over. Her bottom 
sat up proud and prominent. Even though she 
couldn’t reach the ground on the far side she felt 
comfortable. The smell of freshly polished leather was 
quite intoxicating. 

Suzy Scott carefully turned back the skirt of 
Nix’s gymslip and then slipped her bumbags down 
behind her knees. She took up position and tapped 
the violin bow down on Nixdown’s naked nates. 

 
It was the general consensus amongst the 

members of the Woody community that keeping a 
safe distance between their rear ends and Suzy’s bow 
was prudent practice. 

Since her appointment Suzy had garnered rave 
reviews on the GalGab web-site and was consistently 
ranked amongst the hottest whoppers on campus.  

The prospect of volunteering to be beaten on 
the bare bum by Suzy Scott would have seemed a tad 
reckless to even the most whop-hardened minx. 

 
Nicola Jane wiggled her bottom saucily. She 

felt perfectly relaxed and content bent across the 
saddle. Behind her she heard the ominous whistle of 
pernambuco wood slicing through the air. 
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The bow sliced across the sweet spot of 
Nixdown’s swollen derrière with the accuracy of a 
heat-seeking missile. Nixdown groaned with pleasure. 

 
Nicola Jane’s penchant for pain was strictly 

limited to the recreational arena. She had a strong 
distaste for being formally punished that dated back 
to her schooldays.  

She was the daughter of a successful auteur 
who specialized in producing movies of the 
sophisticated oeuvre. Nixdown’s birth-mother had 
absconded early in the piece and Nicolas Nixon had 
taken up with a French actress named Petronelle 
Duval. Petron was beautiful, funny and incredibly 
chic.  

Nicolas and Petron were considered to be icons 
of the avant-garde and their sprawling beachside villa 
was the venue for many exotic and sometimes 
borderline erotic soirees. Nixdown existed in a world 
filled with artists and bohemians. She was doted upon 
and considered fetchingly precocious. 

She was enrolled in a liberal boarding school 
where corporal punishment was only used as a last 
resort. Nicola Jane soon gained a reputation for 
brazen promiscuity and sold lessons in French kissing 
and the fine art of cunnilingus to the older students. 
When her racket was exposed the Headmistress 
informed Nix that she intended to cane her. Nicola 
Jane did not take kindly to the proposal and retaliated 
by hacking the principal in the shins. She was 
promptly expelled. 

The remainder of Nicola Jane’s education took 
on a peripatetic theme. She was successfully caned at 
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several schools but her shin-hacking responses 
generally concluded in her being swiftly shown the 
door. 

At the last school she attended she was caned 
in front of her assembled school-mates over a matter 
regarding acts of gross indecency. Nixdown was 
severely pissed off and did not consider shin-hacking 
to be a severe enough retribution. She promptly 
retaliated by fire-bombing the Headmistress’s car. 
Miss Nixon spent the rest of her educational career 
locked up in a reformatory. 

 
Nix discovered her penchant for pain when a 

cameraman she was dating put her over his knee 
after she kept him waiting in a restaurant for over an 
hour. Nixdown’s initial reaction was to slap him 
around the kisser and hack him in the shins. 
However, she later found herself inexplicably aroused 
and returned to his apartment and demanded that he 
Rodger her eyes out. 

 
Suzy sliced the violin bow down. It cracked off 

Nicola Jane’s defenseless rear end like a rifle-shot. 
Nixdown purred with pleasure. 
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A New Red-shirt 

 
 
Deborah Morton was over-whelmed by the 

abundance of cards, e-mails and flowers she had 
received wishing her good luck in her new role as 
Red-shirt. She had received a standing ovation at the 
swearing-in ceremony. Mr Humphries had surprised 
and delighted her by presenting her with an original 
Conn Silver and Gold alto saxophone that Jojo had 
told him Debs coveted but could never afford to buy. 

 
Deborah was acutely aware that a few months 

earlier she had been considered too high maintenance 
for a position of such extreme responsibility. 
However, Lady Victoria Brompton had surprised her 
by first appointing her as the Captain of the Red 
House and subsequently inviting her to partner her as 
Deputy Red-shirt. Deborah had repaid Lady Vix’s trust 
by performing her duties with an outstanding 
demonstration of compassion and integrity. In four 
month’s Deborah had been required to deliver almost 
a hundred spankings and canings. Lady Victoria had 
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not received a single complaint or even the hint of an 
appeal. 

 
The Corps d’Elite that Deborah would preside 

over was unlike any of its previous incarnations. At an 
Elite Whops and Clobber Summit the whole Elite had 
deferred their spanking and thrashing rights to Debs. 
With the exception of the Dorm Raids, which would 
still be performed by Claire and Melons, and the Blue 
House beatings, Deborah Morton found herself as the 
de facto Elite disciplinarian. 

 
Lady Derby Huntington laid out a stack of 

boxes on Deborah’s bed and began to unpack Debs 
new clobber. Generously Nicola Jane Nixon had 
insisted that she would foot the bill for Deborah’s new 
wardrobe and had mobilized her clobber consultant. 

Derby helped Debs into the red blouse that 
would symbolize her new authority. Nixdown had 
procured the customized red blouse with black 
braided piping around the collar from her favorite 
seamstress in the Hang Gai district in Hanoi. The 
heavy raw silk fabric was designed to be soft and 
sensual against the flesh but was specially treated to 
appear sharp and crisp from the outside.  

Derby fastened the hand crafted vintage glass 
buttons that Nixdown’s consultant had secured from a 
specialist in New Haven. She turned up the collar of 
Debs blouse and threaded the black silk tie with a red 
‘W’ woven into the shaft around Deborah’s neck. She 
helped Deborah into her cashmere skirt and secured 
her red sash around her waist, knotting it neatly at 
the left hip. Nixdown’s consultant had special ordered 
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a collection of ties and sashes from a boutique factory 
in the Indian town of Kanchipuran. The factory only 
used wild-crafted silks from hand-spun Tussal yarns. 

Deborah was about to try on her cashmere and 
mohair blazer when there was a knock on the door. 

“I have a special gift for you,” said Lady 
Victoria handing Deborah a gift box wrapped in gold 
paper and tied with a large ribbon. 

Debs opened the box curiously. Inside was an 
exquisite garment. It was an ankle length red and 
black striped mandarin coat with seven buttons down 
the front and a long tapering skirt. 

“What is this?” gasped Deborah. 
“It’s your very own Posh Coat,” smiled Victoria. 

“Nixdown had it made for me by some Navajo Indians 
from some place called Chimayo in New Mexico. I’ve 
seen you wearing Christy’s coat sometimes and I 
thought that you should have a Woody version. Mr 
Humphries has approved it so you can wear it 
whenever you like.” 

Deborah felt the woven fabric. “This is 
beautiful,” she breathed. “I can’t believe that you 
guys are being so kind to me.” 

Victoria hugged Deborah. “Hey, you think 
we’re paying for any of this?” Vix grinned. “We’re 
banking on getting major payouts from the Bounder 
when you get your first caning as a Red-shirt. I have 
some serious quids betting that you won’t make it 
through the first week. The Bounder’s going to lose 
her blouse, her blazer and her bumbags,” Vix 
laughed. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Debs. 
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“And speaking of which,” said Victoria. “If I’m 
getting back into the game I’m going to need some 
training benders. Give me thirty minutes and meet me 
up in the library.” She winked at Derby. “What about 
you, sis? Are you in need of any training?” 

“Yes Ma’am, I certainly am,” smiled Derby. “I’ll 
cut right along.” 

Deborah rolled her eyes. “Barking! You are 
both fucking barking!” she groaned. 
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The Two Lady’s 

 
 
“Whoa, look at you,” said Rosemary 

admiringly. “You look fantastic.” 
Deborah smiled and curtsied. “All courtesy of 

Nix,” she grinned. “I never thought that I’d brush up 
this well.” 

Rosemary produced a bottle of 1996 Veuve 
Cliquet Grand Damme. “Speaking of Nix, she wanted 
you to have this. She’s unavoidably detained in the 
stables but she thought you might like a glass of 
celebratory bubbles before your big day.” 

“That’s so sweet,” said Debs, “but we’ll have to 
wait for a little while. Victoria wants me to cane her.” 

Rosemary’s eyes widened. “She does?” 
Deborah nodded. “She says that if she’s 

getting back in the game she needs some training 
benders.” 

Rosemary looked thoughtful. “Well, I can see 
the logic in that,” she mused. 

 
The inmates looked curious. Lady Victoria 

Brompton was striding through the quadrangle, arm-
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in-arm with Lady Derby Huntington. Victoria was 
wearing a red and black-striped blazer over a gymslip 
with a ‘V’ embroidered on the bib. 

For the past fifteen months the inmates had 
become used to seeing Vix in her official Red-shirt 
regalia, seeing her dressed in full clobber raised an 
eyebrow or two. 

 
Victoria and Derby mounted the stairs leading 

to the library landing. 
“I was only joking when I suggested you join 

me,” said Vix. 
Derby chuckled. “Are you kidding me? Do you 

think I’d miss the opportunity to get caned by Miss 
Morton? Last Saturday night Spanky and Christy let 
me tag along. Miss Morton was kind enough to thrash 
me. I think it was probably the most perfect six of the 
best I’ve ever received. It was heavenly.” 

Vix smiled. “I heard about that,” she replied. 
Then she said thoughtfully. “I think I’m going to go 
for a Double Berkeley.” 

Derby visibly perked. A Double Berkeley was 
Woody code for a twelve-stroke beating, named after 
the infamous Victorian dominatrix, Theresa ‘Six of the 
Best’ Berkeley. 

“Does that mean I can get one too?” asked 
Derby enthusiastically. 

“You’ll have to ask Debs,” said Victoria. “Now 
hush, you know the rules, absolute silence on this 
landing.” 

 
Deborah decided against christening the 

spectacular red and black striped Posh coat that Vix 
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had presented her. She pulled on the black cashmere 
and mohair blazer with red silk lining, and fastened 
the five crested bone buttons. 

Rosemary handed Debs a thirty-six inch long 
cane, which she tucked under her left arm. 

“Here let me take a snap of you that I can post 
on the Woodette web-site while I’m waiting,” she 
grinned and pulled out her digital camera. 

 
Deborah felt uncharacteristically nervous as 

she strode through the labyrinth of corridors and 
stairways that led to the library. Over the past four 
months she had become extremely close to Lady Vix. 
She had been genuinely touched when Victoria had 
put her faith in her and appointed her as Captain of 
the Red House. Earlier in Victoria’s first term as Red-
shirt their relationship had gone through a thorny 
period due to Deborah’s persistent misbehavior in the 
assembly hall but they had eventually reconciled. 
Deborah was aware that Victoria had stuck her 
bumbags out for her when the general consensus was 
that she was probably too high maintenance for a 
position of high office. 

Deborah adored and admired Lady Victoria. Vix 
had always been the patron saint of the underdog but 
her achievements as Red-shirt were truly outstanding.  

Victoria had revolutionized the Elite. She had 
outlawed the heinous practices of sweating, collaring 
and sporting spanking. She had decimated the Secret 
Society of Serial Spankers and demanded 
justifications for the widely abused practice of dishing 
out red marks for the ill-defined offense of ‘rubbishing 
a pre’. Victoria Brompton had openly defied Patty 
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Hodge and her cohorts on the Radical Right, refusing 
to allow her Elite to comply with their demands to 
perform bogus beatings.   

Victoria’s reforms had resulted in a huge 
reduction in the number of gals reporting to the 
library. Consequently, when the inmates found 
themselves doing nose and toes up on the landing 
they at least knew that they were in for a thoroughly 
well-deserved thrashing. 

Working closely with Victoria, Debs had come 
to truly appreciate the aristocrat’s sense of fair-play 
and her deeply compassionate nature. 

 
Deborah entered the landing. At the far end 

the two Lady’s were standing silently outside the 
library door. They had their hands on their heads and 
their noses pressed against the wall. 
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Perfectly Primed 

 
 
Inside the library Victoria and Derby moved a 

leather chesterfield sofa in front of the fireplace. They 
stepped aside and without instruction they raised 
their arms and clasped their hands on top of their 
heads. 

 
Deborah took her time. She unfastened the 

buttons of her blazer and hung it neatly on a coat 
stand. She loosened her tie a little and undid the top 
button of her blouse. Finally she rolled back the cuffs 
of her red shirt before picking up the cane and flexing 
it between her hands.  

She looked over at the two aristocrats.  
 
Deborah was an avid historian and she was 

aware that for almost a millennium the Brompton’s 
and the Huntington’s had remained amongst the most 
aristocratic and powerful families in the nation. While 
the dynasty’s of their peers had often been abruptly 
terminated by prevailing ‘off with his head’ or ‘hang, 
draw and quarter the bastard’ mentality’s of the 
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monarch’s and mandarin’s of the day the two families 
had managed to survive through political dexterity 
and ruthless guile. It did not escape Deborah 
Morton’s attention that she was about to beat the 
patrician backsides of two members of the nations 
most distinguished and noble family’s. 

 
“We should start with six,” suggested Deborah. 
“Fawk awf,” drawled Victoria. “If I’m getting 

back in the game I’ll need a Double Berkeley.” 
Debs groaned. 
“And I want a running bare bender,” insisted 

Vix. “That way you won’t be able to pull the strokes.” 
“Me too,” chorused Derby. 
“Barking,” muttered Debs. “You’re both fucking 

barking.” 
 
Deborah licked her dry lips. She pointed her 

cane at Victoria. “Alright Brompton, remove your 
blazer and bend over the back of the sofa.” 

Victoria Brompton lowered her arms and 
shrugged off her blazer. She was a fetchingly striking 
woman with dark shoulder length hair, hazel eyes and 
a somewhat bee-stung mouth. She worked out 
regularly in the wellness center and was in extremely 
good shape. She looked rather serene as she turned 
around and draped herself over the back of the 
chesterfield sofa. 

Deborah stepped up and turned back the skirt 
of Victoria’s gymslip and then with a sigh she put her 
fingers in the elastic waistband of Vix’s bumbags and 
turned them inside out, pulling them down until they 
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were behind Victoria’s knees. Debs turned around and 
took twelve paces down the library. 

 
Debs looked down the room. Victoria was bent 

over, her legs straight back, taking her weight on the 
balls of her feet with her heels slightly raised from the 
ground. Her skirt, the tail of her blouse and her 
bumbags were well clear of the target area. Debs 
could tell that Victoria’s arms were fully outstretched 
and her head well down. This forced her shapely rear 
end to sit up proud. It was the perfect set-up; Victoria 
Brompton was perfectly primed for a thrashing. 

Deborah set off down the library, picking up 
pace as she made her approach. 

 
Lady Victoria was as tough as nails. Debs knew 

that Vix was perfectly capable of putting it up and 
keeping it up no matter how hot and sweaty she was 
feeling.  

Debs glided down the library with an athletic 
stride, her eyes glued to her target. At the last second 
she bent her knees slightly and sliced the cane across 
the sweet spot with unerring accuracy. 

 
Lady Victoria grimaced, her mouth contorted 

into a silent howl. The opening stroke had been 
sensational. Four months earlier Victoria had availed 
of Deborah’s thrashing services as a trial prior to 
appointing her as Captain of the Red House. She had 
been duly impressed with Debs artistry. The trial 
bender had been limited to six strokes but it had 
taken a considerable period for the effects to wear 
off. Victoria Brompton rather fancied that the effects 
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of a twelve stroke running bare bender were going to 
be with her for quite some time. 

 
With Victoria in a position of relative comfort 

across the back of the sofa Deborah was leaving 
thirty seconds between strokes. This was an adequate 
interval to allow the initial sharp flesh burns to 
translate into nerve-jangling explosions around 
Victoria’s central nervous system. 

 
Deborah concentrated on her rhythm. Bizarre 

as she found the notion of beating the bottom of the 
unit’s all-time most respected Red-shirt she was 
determined to deliver a perfect caning. She sailed 
down the library in athletic strides, accelerating at the 
approach and then slicing the cane across the 
defenseless nates with hearty thwacks. 

 
Deborah was impressed; aside from some 

minor buttock twitching Victoria was showing no signs 
of distress. She kept her head down and her arse well 
up. Deborah took a deep breath and set herself up to 
deliver the closer. 

 
 



 

 

6 

 
The Tails of Two Lady’s 

 
 
When Lady Victoria was sentenced to the Big 

House, for dancing as naked as a jay-bird in the 
fountain’s of Trafalgar Square on her twenty-first 
birthday, she was already a whop-hardened veteran. 
She had attended the Priory, a school that catered to 
the international aristocracy. Apparently the blue-
bloods were a rowdy bunch and the cane was in 
frequent use.  

Lady Victoria had been brought up in the rough 
and tumble of Brompton Castle with four elder 
brothers. She was a tomboy and had already 
developed her legendary potty-mouth by the time she 
entered the Priory.  

Like many private schools of the era the task 
of dispensing corporal punishment was the bailiwick 
of the Head Prefect. Victoria was regularly sent to the 
Headgirls study to be caned for her lapses in 
appropriate etiquette. Lady Victoria could boast that 
she had been swished by several European princesses 
and the daughter of a South American dictator. 
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Victoria was already developing her pugnacious 
tendency of defending the underdog and caused an 
international incident when she popped the daughter 
of an African despot on the hooter for bullying a 
younger and weaker individual. Vix was rewarded for 
her intervention with her first ever public flogging. 
The Headgirl who delivered the flogging was a 
Russian aristocrat who would later lay claim to the 
title of Empress of Muscovy. 

Eventually Victoria would be appointed as 
Headgirl, an experience that prepared her well to 
fulfill the role of Red-shirt at the Woody Back to 
School unit.  

Along with the patrician backsides of numerous 
members of the British nobility Victoria was required 
to cane two Indian princesses and the future wife of 
the king of a mid-sized African nation. 

By the time she left school Lady Victoria was 
fully immersed in the culture of the cane. 

 
Lady Victoria straightened up. She smoothed 

down her skirt. Her face had taken on a slight pallor 
and she was a little stiff-legged when she retrieved 
her blazer. Being swished by a woman who was once 
the nation’s champion tennis player was tough duty, 
even for an experienced campaigner like Her 
Ladyship. Nonetheless, she smiled at Debs and threw 
her a wink. She stepped aside and returned her 
hands to the top of her head.  

 
Deborah pointed the cane at Derby. 
“Your turn Lady Huntington,” she said. 

“Remove your blazer and bend over.” 
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Lady Derby Huntington lowered her arms and 
unfastened the top button of her striped blazer. She 
was doing her best to appear cool, calm and collected 
but there was no disguising her excitement.  

 
On the previous Sunday Debs wanted to show 

her appreciation to her grubby so she had secured 
permission from the Grand Master to take Derby for 
brunch at Monets. 

They had shared a bottle of Heidsieck 
Monopole Gold Top 2001 and a platter of raw oysters 
and Alaskan snow-crab legs. As usual the 
conversation turned to whops and clobber. 

Lady Derby was in surprisingly good cheer 
considering she was sporting six stripes inside her 
bumbags. The previous evening Derby had joined 
Miss Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield upstairs in 
the library for their late night post-feast ritual 
canings.  

Lady Huntington intrigued Deborah. Over the 
years the newspapers and gossip mag’s had painted a 
picture of the aristocrat as a wild and irresponsible 
young lady. She had been one of the first disciples of 
the international whops and clobber zeitgeist and was 
regularly photographed dancing on tables in 
nightclubs and exposing her navy blue bumbags to 
the world at large. She was considered to be the 
poster child of the jeunesse dorée and the new 
generation of Extreme Ladettes. 

When the Grand Master had informed Deborah 
that he was assigning the famous socialite to grub for 
her Deborah had suspected she might prove quite a 
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handful. However, Derby had proved to be quite the 
opposite of her widely reported public persona. 

She went far beyond the normal requirements 
of a grubby and had assumed the role of Deborah’s 
personal valet. Much as Debs appreciated Derby’s 
diligence she constantly encouraged her to take more 
personal quality time but the aristocrat just smiled her 
crooked smile and carried on grubbing. 

 
“So how was it?” asked Debs. 
Derby’s eyes twinkled. “It was thrilling,” replied 

the aristocrat. 
Deborah sipped her champagne thoughtfully. 

“You actually enjoy being beaten?” 
Derby giggled. “Ma’am,” she said cheerfully. “I 

love being beaten.” 
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The Joy of Being Beaten 

 
 
Lady Derby Huntington wiggled her bum. Her 

heart was pounding with excitement. She could hear 
the sound of Debs feet approaching and then heard 
the cane cutting through the air. She suppressed a 
giggle. 

 
The revelation that Lady Derby Huntington was 

a fully-paid up spankette had not come as a complete 
surprise to Deborah. Whenever Derby pitched up at 
Debs study to report to her mentor that she had been 
spanked or caned she always appeared remarkably 
cheerful. She routinely refused Deborah’s offers to 
soothe her backside with Rosemary’s mystical balms 
and seemed quite content to go about her business 
with smoke billowing out from beneath her gymslip. 
Deborah had never been quite certain whether Derby 
actually enjoyed being caned or whether she was just 
as crazy as Cassie Cassy. 

Over brunch Lady Derby had confessed that 
she had discovered her passion when she had been 
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dispatched to the Queensgate Academy, Deborah’s 
own alma mater.  

“I know it sounds strange,” she told Debs, “but 
I always got a thrill out of getting in trouble. I even 
liked the build-up of getting scolded, but it was such 
a let-down to be sent to the detention room to write 
stupid lines. Queensgate was just so rock ‘n’ roll. All 
those rituals and knowing at the end of it you might 
get popped.” 

Deborah smiled. “I wouldn’t know anything 
about that,” she chuckled. 

“But didn’t you find it thrilling?” asked Derby. 
Debs toyed with an oyster, squeezing a lemon 

and grinding black pepper over it before dipping it 
into horseradish sauce and popping it into her mouth. 
She washed it down with a sip of champagne. 

“Thrilling is an interesting word,” she said 
finally. “I enjoyed the cut and thrust of presenting my 
defense and when I won it was very exhilarating. I 
can’t say I was ever very thrilled when they informed 
me that I was due for a popping.” 

“But you held the record for being ‘Put on the 
Menu’, weren’t you trying to get popped?” asked 
Derby. 

Debs grinned. “During the first four years 
before I was put on special report I was on the menu 
over two hundred and fifty times. I defended myself 
successfully at over ninety percent of my 
appearances. So, no Derby,” she laughed, “I was 
definitely not trying to get popped.” 

“Hmmm,” said Lady Derby and began to break 
open a crab-leg. 
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Deborah Morton knew as much about being 
beaten as any woman in the universe. She was the 
most caned school pupil in the history of the 
education system and was now ranked number two 
on the All-Time Big BUTT at the Back to School unit. 
Approaching her twenty-seventh birthday she had 
accumulated over three-hundred and fifty canings, 
spankings, and beatings with instruments including 
hair-brushes, reform school straps, violin bows, 
slippers, tawses and a variety of kitchen utensils. 
However, Deborah considered her unfortunate record 
to be the unavoidable by-product of being one of the 
worlds most incorrigible mega-minxes.  

Whops and Clobber was the most widely 
discussed topic on the Woody campus. Deborah had 
spent many hours discussing the subject of erotic 
masochism with her good chum Nicola Jane. She 
sometimes found it difficult to understand how 
Nixdown could make such a clear distinction between 
being caned in the lecture rooms and being whipped 
in the stables by her lover. She had always thought 
Nix to be a unique case-study and deemed her to be 
slightly barking. 

However, when Spanky Botts launched the 
www.woodettes.com web-site Deborah’s eyes had 
been opened to a whole new world. Clearly Nicola 
Jane was not quite as unique as Deborah had 
suspected. The web-site had thousands of members 
who spent hours every night in chat-rooms and on 
message boards discussing whops and clobber. 

She had been further astonished when she was 
reacquainted with Christy Cranfield to find that her 
idol from her Queensgate days was a major 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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spankette. Although the two chums had spent hours 
analyzing and dissecting the numerous canings they 
both received Deborah had never suspected that 
Christy was addicted to whops. 

 
Deborah had always been a dedicated writer 

and diarist. At Spanky’s behest she had started to 
publish a popular blog called Debs Diary on the web-
site.  

Debs had also started work on a magnum opus 
titled ‘Waiting to be caned. A history of Woodys’. She 
had begun to compile dozens of interviews of former 
pupils of the original Woody School and with past and 
present inmates of its current incarnation as the 
austere Back to School unit.  

She was surprised to find how many women 
who had been subjected to the severity of the 
corporal punishment regimes at the two institutions 
were regular visitors to the web-site and amongst her 
most frequents correspondents. 

 
Although she was passionately interested in all 

things Whops and Clobber Debs Morton was still not 
sure that she fully appreciated the true joy of being 
beaten. 

 
Debs sliced the cane down across Derby’s 

bumbags and shook her head in bewilderment as her 
grubby moaned with ecstasy. 
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A Modicum of Self-Discipline 

 
 
Deborah sighed. Towards the back of the hall 

Rosemary was waving her red card and formally 
charging Lisa Sutton with goofing. Lisa rose to her 
feet and stumbled passed the knees of the other 
inmates seated along her row. 

With her head slightly lowered Lisa hurried up 
to the front of the hall.  

 
Debs sighed. It was not the start that she had 

hoped for on her first official day on duty as Red-
shirt. Nonetheless, she could hardly complain 
considering her own abysmal record for misbehaving 
in the assembly hall. She watched Lisa take up 
position midway between the doors of the hall and 
the steps leading to the stage.  

Seconds later the new Red-shirt was distracted 
as another hall monitor raised her arm in the air and 
waved a red-card at Cassie Cassy. 

 
Deborah studied the two gals at the front of 

the hall. Lisa’s body was tense and her cheeks were 
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slightly flushed and she had a vaguely embarrassed 
look on her face. Her eyes flickered nervously towards 
the door as she heard the click of heels in the corridor 
as the Brass approached. In contrast Cassie Cassy 
looked relaxed and self-amused. Debs couldn’t help 
noticing that Cassie’s collar and tie was in an abusive 
condition. 

 
As usual Patty Hodge and the Wart took the 

time to stop and make unnecessary remarks to the 
two disgraced inmates. Patty theatrically pulled out a 
red-card and instructed Cassie to make an 
appointment with Katie Beck to be slippered for 
clobber abuse. 

 
Lisa looked relieved when the Grand Master 

merely dispatched them upstairs to be inspected. She 
was aware that her recent record for misbehaving in 
assembly was far from stellar. This was the fifth time 
she’d been sent to stand up at the front since the unit 
reconvened after summer furlough. Lisa was very 
aware that when Deborah Morton had accumulated 
the same amount of chuck-outs in a similar time-
frame the Grand Master had taken the unprecedented 
step of putting her over his knee on the stage and 
giving her a damn good public spanking. Lisa hurried 
out of the hall as quickly as her legs would carry her. 

The no gabbing, goofing, larking or pranking in 
the assembly hall protocol dated back to the original 
Woody School. Gretchen Lawrence, one of the 
founding sisters, was the author of the rules, 
regulations and protocols, and was responsible for 
imposing the austere disciplinary regime.  In the 
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original protocols she wrote that, ‘it is not an 
unreasonable expectation for students to demonstrate 
a modicum of self-discipline between ingress and 
egress of the assembly hall. The hall monitors will be 
charged with maintaining order in the hall and 
students who fail to conform will be dismissed and 
subject to a mandatory Berkeley.’    

The protocol had remained in place throughout 
the school’s history and according to the Punishment 
Record Books such luminaries as Susan Lawton, 
Patricia Hodge, Penny Morton and Chrissy Brooks all 
received six of the best after being ‘chucked out of 
the assembly hall for disorderly conduct’. 

When Ms Lawton was invited to open the 
nation’s most austere Back to School unit she had 
based her own rules, regulations and protocols on her 
alma mater. She saw no reason to revise the 
requirement for a brief period of self-discipline in the 
assembly hall. The Elite were instructed to impose the 
rule with zero tolerance. 

Initially Mr Humphries had considered relaxing 
the protocol but Ms Lawton prevailed on him to wait a 
while and observe the behaviors of the inmates. 
During his first month of tenure the Grand Master was 
genuinely surprised by the number of inmates who 
were chucked out and acknowledged that the 
requirement for a modicum of self-discipline was not 
an unreasonable expectation. Inmates that persisted 
in making a nuisance of themselves would continue to 
face a mandatory bare bender.  

 
Lisa Sutton was not enthusiastic about the 

prospect of another mandatory bare bender. As usual 
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her loud declarations of behavioral reform had gone 
pear-shaped on her. She had been caned three times 
over the past ten days and retained the rank of 
number two on the Annual Hall of Shame. Facing the 
wall outside the Grand Master’s office Lisa Sutton was 
forced to dismally acknowledge that self-discipline 
might not be her long suit. 

 
By contrast Cassie Cassy gleefully reveled in 

her reputation for possessing a total lack of self-
discipline. The self-appointed heir apparent to Jojo as 
the All-Time Big BUTT worked tirelessly on honing her 
minxing skills. In Cassie’s mind being chucked out of 
assembly and then scoring a supplementary slippering 
for clobber abuse was a significant achievement. 
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Spontaneous Ear-Flicking 

 
 
Mr Humphries found it difficult to ever get 

annoyed with Cassie Cassy. The Grand Master fully 
subscribed to the popular opinion that she was 
certifiably barking. Her exuberance was infectious and 
she was rarely seen without a grin that split her 
angelic face from ear to ear.  

She stood in front of the Grand Masters desk 
with her head slightly cocked and not the slightest 
indication of contrition on her face. 

“How did it go with Katie?” asked Mr 
Humphries. 

Cassie shrugged. “I’m booked in for a 
slippering in the morning,” she reported. “She gave 
me a bib down, tie back inspection but she didn’t find 
anything. She didn’t seem to be looking too hard.” 

The Grand Master grinned. “It probably helps 
that your sister is still her probation officer.” 

Cassie’s eyes twinkled. “You know I’d never 
use that to my advantage, sir,” she said earnestly. 

Mr Humphries smiled. “No Cassandra, I doubt 
that you would.” He stood up from behind his desk. 
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“Now if you don’t mind I’ll need you to remove your 
blazer and bend over the back of the chair.” 

 
Lisa Sutton counted down the strokes as they 

emanated from behind the heavy oak door. She had 
her hands on her head and her nose pressed to the 
wall. Katie Beck was watching like a hawk for any 
minor infraction of the protocols for performing nose 
and toes. 

 
Cassie stepped out onto the landing. “Your 

turn,” she told the Minxster cheerily. “Careful, he’s on 
rare form,” and then the blonde-haired ditz hurried 
into the stairwell. 

 
“Miss Sutton,” said Mr Humphries politely when 

Lisa had positioned herself three feet in front of his 
desk. 

“Grand Master,” she responded with as much 
confidence as she could muster. 

“Well, it would seem that you’ve taken over 
from Deborah as the enfant terrible of the assembly 
hall,” he said slowly. 

Lisa blushed slightly. “I’m sorry sir, I don’t 
know what came over me,” she muttered. 

“Rosemary tells me that you leaned forward 
and flicked the gal seated in front of you behind the 
ear,” said the Grand Master. 

Lisa blushed a deeper crimson. “I didn’t mean 
too, sir,” she said earnestly. “It was just one of those 
things. I didn’t plan on doing it, it just kind of 
happened. I know that sounds silly, but sometimes 
things just happen spontaneously.” 
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The Grand Master suppressed a grin. He was 
fond of the Minxster and he doubted very much that 
she had meant any malice in her action. Unlike Cassie 
she at least was making a serious effort to look 
contrite. Nonetheless, ear-flicking, spontaneous or 
otherwise needed to be discouraged. 

The Grand Master picked up the long, thin 
super-cane and flexed it between his hands. Lisa’s 
shoulders slumped slightly in resignation but without 
needing any instruction she turned and walked 
towards the straight-backed chair. 

 
Lisa felt the cane tap down three times and 

gritted her teeth. She could have kicked herself for 
her stupidity. It seemed that no matter how hard she 
tried to behave herself she always seemed to be 
tottering on the brink of disaster.  

She had no earthly explanation of what had 
inspired the urge to flick Ronnie Bond in the lughole. 
It had been done without any premeditation and with 
a total lack of subtlety or guile. It hadn’t even been 
that funny and now she was bent over the back of a 
chair with her bumbags around her ankles, waiting to 
be caned. 

 
She didn’t have long to wait. The cane sliced 

across her bare buttocks causing her face to contort 
in shock and her fists to clench with consternation. 

Lisa had once famously observed that ‘three 
strokes across the palm of the hand do not prepare 
you for six hot ones across the seat of thin pajamas.’ 
However, she had soon realized that six hot ones 
across the seat of thin pajamas do not prepare you 
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for the next six hot ones. No matter how often she 
was caned Lisa Sutton never felt prepared for the 
excruciating sensation of whippy rattan cutting across 
her rear end. 

Also working against her was the fact that she 
had long been inducted in to the ‘Double Berkeley’ 
club and her rank stupidity had earned her a twelve-
stroke bare bender. 

 
The Grand Master was laying it on middling 

thick, which Lisa considered was quite thick enough. 
Even with the minimum of back-swing the super cane 
was capable of making her flesh feel like it had been 
scorched with welding rods. 

Nonetheless, Lisa was a trouper; despite the 
increasing heat in her backside she bravely kept her 
head down and her arse well up. 

 
Mr Humphries adjusted his position. Eleven 

tramlines were neatly tattooed across Lisa’s behind in 
a tight formation. He sliced the cane down diagonally, 
landing it across the scarlet weals. Lisa’s knee 
crooked backwards and her head shook as the heat 
waves rebounded around her central nervous system, 
causing her teeth to chatter and her eyes to water. 

Middling thick or not Miss Lisa Sutton felt as 
though she had just been well and truly whopped.  
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Rear-View Mirrors 

 
 
Joanna Heyworth scowled at Patty Hodge. 

Patricia was unhooking her cane from the hook on the 
wall. 

“Remove your blazer and step up,” she 
grinned. She placed the wye-tipped cane on the front 
desk with a rattle and unfastened the buttons of her 
jacket.  

Jojo stood up and shrugged off her red 
prefect’s blazer and hung it over the back of her 
chair. She stepped out from behind her desk and 
slowly approached the front of the lecture room. 

 
Jojo Heyworth had made her name on the Big 

BUTT as an outlandish minx. She had accumulated a 
huge collection of vintage catapults, water-pistols and 
pea-shooters which she used to great effect in the 
lecture rooms.  

She had selected a hand-crafted wooden 
slingshot with a suede and leather pocket, which she 
had just purchased on-line, for the day’s missions. 
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Patty Hodge had selected the life of Ted 
Hughes for her lecture. Despite her social bypass 
disorder Patricia was an interesting and erudite 
educator. Her ruminations on Ted and Sylvia’s 
marriage were particularly riveting. Nonetheless, 
when she turned the lights down to show a short 
tribute video Jojo saw a window of opportunity for 
creating some mischief and mayhem. 

She slipped her catty out of her satchel and 
armed herself with a pellet of plasticine. When she 
was sure that Patty was concentrating on the screen 
Jojo looked around for an appropriate target.  

Jojo grinned to herself. Rosemary appeared to 
be taking the opportunity to take a quick snooze while 
the lights were down. Jojo figured that Rosie had 
been up late chatting to her cyber lover, the Silver 
Fox. Jojo took careful aim. 

 
Rosemary Booker was rudely awakened by the 

missile beaning her on the noggin with considerably 
more momentum than Jojo had intended. She span 
around rubbing her noodle and looking for the culprit. 

“I saw that,” growled Patty Hodge. She 
snatched down her cane and pointed it at Jojo. 

Jojo gaped at her incredulously. There was no 
way Patty could have seen her unless she had 
developed eyes in the back of her head. 

Jojo scowled at Patty and pushed back her 
chair. 

 
Patty grinned with satisfaction. She was well 

aware of the hi-jinx that went on in the lecture room 
the moment her back was turned. She knew that all 
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of the mega-mixes came to lectures well-armed for 
causing mischief whenever the opportunity arose. 

It was Katie who had given her the idea. “What 
you need is rearview mirrors,” the unit matron had 
suggested in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 

When the lights had gone down Patty had 
palmed a compact mirror from her jacket pocket. It 
didn’t give her the best of views but at the right angle 
she could monitor the activities of three of the 
Famous Four, who were the most likely candidates to 
get up to a caper under the cover of darkness. 

Patty didn’t have to wait long. She spotted Jojo 
reaching down into her satchel and immediately knew 
that something was about to go down. She watched 
Jojo loading the plasticine sling-shot and was about to 
spin around when Jojo unleashed the pellet with 
unerring accuracy. 

 
Gloomily Jojo handed over the catapult. She 

had been astonished at the power of her new sling 
and was disappointed to have it confiscated. It was 
exactly the type of apparatus a gal needed in her 
armory. 

She walked around to the far side of the desk 
and slid her upper torso across the wood and 
stretched out her arms. She felt Patty turn back the 
hem of her black pleated skirt.  

 
Patty looked down at her navy blue gossamer 

clad target and weighed up her options. Since 
returning to the circuit as a full-time lecturer she had 
been practicing a new technique. She had studied the 
protocols and noticed a loop-hole. They specifically 
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prohibited the Dames from lowering the gals’ 
bumbags when beatings were delivered locally in the 
lecture halls. However, the rules were silent on the 
subject of the legitimacy of baring the victim’s 
buttocks by yanking their bumbags upwards. It was 
just the type of loop-hole that Patty reveled in 
exploiting. Much to the chagrin of the beleaguered 
Woody gal’s they found that when Patty beat them 
they were actually being subjected to bare benders. 

Patty was extremely chuffed with the success 
of her new technique and used it liberally. However, 
Patricia Hodge was a cunning and canny cove. It 
occurred to her that it might be a tad risky to bare 
the buttocks of the Grand Master’s fiancé. Although 
she very much doubted that Jojo would run off and 
tittle-tattle on her she knew that it only took a loose-
lipped moment and Mr Humphries would be all over 
her like a badly cut set of clobber. 

Patty sighed and tapped her wye-tipped cane 
down on Jojo’s the tautened navy blue gossamer. 
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Patty Power 

 
 
Patricia Hodge was an imposing specimen. She 

stood over six feet tall in her trademark stiletto heels. 
Her flame red hair, laser green eyes and perfectly 
marbled features made her a creature of great allure. 
Even in her early fifties she was still fetchingly 
beautiful and the local lothario’s continued to salivate 
over her in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 

Nonetheless, she was a cruel, spiteful and 
vindictive individual who derived infinite pleasure from 
the misfortune of others. 

 
Patricia Hodge discovered her passion for 

corporal punishment during her first year at the 
original Woody School. She was assigned to grub for 
the Red-shirt, a girl named Maria Francis. One of 
Patty’s tasks was to seek out unfortunate miscreants 
and advise them that they were required to repair to 
the library to wait for a dose of Miss Francis’s cane. 
She took considerable pleasure in being the bearer of 
bad news and it amused her to watch the luckless 
recipients trudging off in the direction of the library. 
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Patty often risked her own bumbags by following 
them and sneaking up to the library door to watch the 
thrashings through the keyhole. 

Patty’s physical beauty and her forceful 
personality earned her legions of admirers. Ms Lawton 
remembers that ‘over half the students had wild 
crushes on Patty. She was absolutley gorgeous and 
surrounded herself with sycophants that she 
considered to be her personal slaves. She treated 
them deplorably, but the more she humiliated them 
the more cloying they became.’  

Patty found herself excited when her 
unfortunate class-mates were being spanked or 
caned. Such was her power over her serfs that she 
would instruct them to misbehave in order that she 
could have the pleasure of witnessing them being 
thrashed.  

 
Despite her dominance over her adoring 

disciples Patty was not completely satisfied. She knew 
that the true power at the school resided with the 
Elite. Patty had no intention of waiting until her final 
year at the school to become part of the all-powerful 
corps. She planned a daring coup. 

Towards the end of her fourth year at the 
school Patty decided that she needed a Red-shirt on 
her staff. She looked over the ballot and selected a 
young lady named Elaine Milton. 

Elaine was not the most popular candidate and 
was flattered when Patty offered to act as her 
campaign manager. Patricia Hodge’s endorsement 
was considered crucial. Not only did she guarantee a 
huge body of votes amongst the students but she 
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also carried considerable influence with the Brass. 
Despite the autocratic manner with which she treated 
her loyal followers Patty could be deviously charming 
and unctuous in the extreme when it suited her. 
Patty’s academic genius naturally ingratiated her to 
the Brass and she made sure that she volunteered for 
any additional programs that would keep her in their 
best graces. 

Patty Hodge delivered a grateful Elaine Milton 
the symbolic red-shirt by a record-breaking margin. 
To ensure her absolute power Patty cynically seduced 
the new Head Prefect and persuaded her to be 
photographed in a number of indiscrete poses. Armed 
with an album filled with compromising pictures Patty 
Hodge established herself as the self-appointed 
eminence grise of the Elite. Elaine was nothing more 
than her puppet.  

Patty ordered a record number of beatings up 
in the library. She maintained a black-book and 
recorded slurs, actual or imagined. She embarked on 
a campaign of malicious obsessions. Despite the 
protocols dictating that Elite beatings were carried out 
in private, Patty insisted that she was allowed to 
attend as a witness and forced Elaine to appoint her 
as her technical advisor. Patty had found her calling. 

Despite her cruelty Patty’s followers remained 
faithful. She retained a small unpaid and over-worked 
staff of sycophantic serf’s that she would train to 
become the first recorded incarnation of the Secret 
Sorority of Serial Spankers. 

She successfully managed two more Red-shirt 
campaigns that allowed her to maintain autonomous 
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power over the school. She was directly responsible 
for hundreds of beatings. 

When she finally ran for office the 
Headmistress had difficulty finding anybody to run 
against her. Susan Lawton remembers, ‘I campaigned 
for the opposition, but it was a hopeless task and 
Patty never forgave me.’ 

Patty’s landslide victory left her at liberty to 
expose the students to a year of outrageous tyranny 
and barbaric beatings. Patty’s power was absolute 
and she abused her position of privilege with 
impunity.     

Susan Lawton was the target of Patty’s most 
malicious obsession and she subjected her future 
employer to a year of especially cruel treatment. She 
arranged for Susan to receive the first recorded public 
flogging and she used her to introduce the school to 
the heinous art of public collaring. Susan Lawton was 
forced to act as the guinea pig for Patty’s early 
experiments with proto-types of her wye-tipped cane.  

Despite the overtures of many famous 
universities Patty elected to attend a teacher’s 
training college which would offer her access to more 
bottoms to beat. It was a shrewd move for a whop 
junkie and for the next twenty years she would 
consistently maintain the rank of the education 
systems most active female disciplinarian. 

Her appointment to the Woody Back to School 
unit was inevitable. Even Ms Lawton, who had 
suffered brutally from one of Patty’s malicious 
obsessions, was forced to concede that Thrasher 
Hodge was ideally qualified for the mission at hand. 
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Patty Lays It On Thick 

 
 
Jojo’s chums watched distastefully as Patty 

slashed the cane down across Joanna’s upturned rear 
end. Being caned by Patty was never pleasant. It was 
not just the eye-watering potency of her customized 
wye-tipped canes that made it so disagreeable; it was 
her whole demeanor. There had been plenty of 
Dames and prefects who had made no effort to 
disguise the pleasure that they derived from inflicting 
punishment and pain, but not even Katie or the Wart 
could display their unbridled pleasure quite like Patty. 

At the moment of impact Patty’s lips split into a 
gloating grin. Her obvious relish made Jojo’s chum’s 
want to run up to the front of the room and hack her 
in the shins. 

 
Jojo blinked as the cane cannoned off her 

backside. If the opener was anything to go by Patty 
was going for it big time. 

Jojo was hardly surprised. Joanna had led the 
intervention when Patty looked like she was going to 
thrash the living daylights out of Debs. As a result 
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Patty had been forced to endure the humiliation of 
wearing clobber for a week and being forced to grub 
for her arch-nemesis. Patty was not the forgiving type 
and Jojo suspected that she had spent many 
sleepless hours plotting her revenge. 

 
Patty swung the cane with unerring accuracy. 

Despite her vigilante tendencies she was a highly 
proficient practitioner and never wasted a stroke. 
With the confiscated catapult as irrefutable evidence 
she had no qualms about delivering a thrashing of the 
utmost severity. 

 
Although she had been out of the mainstream 

minxing game for several months Jojo’s rear end was 
not completely out of practice. Her fiancé, Mr 
Humphries, took care of that. 

Despite the ferocity with which Patty was 
slashing the cane down Jojo managed to get herself 
into the zone.  

“It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” she repeated 
over and over in her head. 

 
Patty took her time, keeping her breathing 

even between strokes. Although Jojo was stoically 
showing little outward reaction Patty was confident 
that her victim would be feeling increasingly hot and 
sweaty as the beating progressed. 

Patty continued to grin and gloat as the sound 
of the strokes echoed around the lecture room like 
pistol-shots. 
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Much as they hated her, the Woody mega-
minxes had a grudging admiration for Patty Hodge. 
There was no question that she was a total 
professional when it came to the business of whops. 
Her execution strategy was always well-thought out 
and her timing and delivery perfect. Patty Hodge 
knew how to lay it on thick. 

 
Jojo’s chums watched admiringly. Despite her 

recent lay-off Jojo from activity on the Big BUTT she 
had lost none of her capacity to take a damn good 
licking. She kept her body in perfect formation, her 
arms and legs out-stretched and her bottom well-up 
to allow Patty a good crack at it. As usual Patty had 
positioned her victim so that she was facing the 
audience, but aside from the occasional blink upon 
impact Jojo’s face was set, her lips in a tight line. 

 
Patty took a tight grip on the cane. She had 

left a full sixty seconds after the fifth stroke and was 
preparing herself to unleash the lethal closer. 

 
Jojo braced herself. Even though she had 

willed herself to stay still and not give Patty the 
satisfaction of showing how much she was hurting 
her Jojo was feeling decidedly hot and sweaty. The 
first five strokes had been excruciating and she knew 
the best was yet to come. 

 
Along the corridors the lecture rooms had gone 

quiet. The Dames knew that it futile trying to 
continue their lectures while the sound of a caning 
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was echoing along the hallway. They waited patiently 
for the report of the closer before continuing. 

 
It took every iota of Jojo’s will-power to stay 

perfectly still as the final stroke sliced across her 
bumbags. Patty had completed the thrashing with a 
perfect five-bar gate, swiping the cane diagonally 
across the existing stripes. Very slowly Jojo pushed 
herself up from the desk. 

 
Jojo scowled at Patty and climbed up onto the 

seat of the chair. She raised her arms and placed her 
hands on her head. Even though she felt a tad silly 
Jojo was somewhat relieved at not having to lower 
her frazzled rear end onto a hard and unforgiving 
wooden seat. 

Patty hung up her cane and put on her jacket. 
She clicked the remote control. 

“Now,” she addressed her students. “Where 
were we?” 
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Time to Bring in Reinforcements 

 
 
Deborah breathed a sigh of relief as she slid 

under the duvet. All things considered it had not been 
such a bad first day in office. When Lisa and Cassie 
had been evicted from the assembly hall she had 
fretted that the inmates were planning a day of major 
mega-minxing to test her mettle. However, during the 
remainder of the day the natives had been 
remarkably peaceful. 

Debs was not naïve enough to imagine that 
this was a mark of respect. She knew that it all came 
down to the money. She had watched the frenzied 
activity on the GalGab and www.woodettes.com web-
sites. The inmates and the international Woodette 
community had been betting large on who would be 
the first gal that Debs would whop in her new role. 

Sensibly the Bounder didn’t allow the inmates 
to bet on their own bumbags which dissuaded them 
from attempting to stack the deck.  

Debs yawned and took a sip of her glass of 
chardonnay. She very much doubted that this display 
of good behavior would last very long. She 
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anticipated that her already over-worked right arm 
would soon be going into overdrive. 

 
Her personal performance hadn’t proved too 

shabby either. For the first time for as long as she 
could remember she had got through a full day of 
lectures without accumulating a single scolding, 
verbal warning or yellow card. This was particularly 
creditable considering that she had attended lectures 
hosted by both Patty and the Wart.  

Both Dames routinely gave her verbal warnings 
apropos of nothing just so they could tee her up for 
potential yellow cards as soon as she put a foot out of 
place and increase their odds of getting a shot at her 
bumbags. 

Even her daily visit to the Warts Lair to discuss 
Red House business had proven to be relatively 
innocuous. Deborah had become used to the tedium 
of listening to the Mistress of the House making veiled 
threats about the future of her backside. Debs knew 
that Ms Wharton had no intention of following up on 
her threats but it was still grating on the nerves to 
have to listen to her every day. However, the Wart 
had merely asked her if there were any updates and 
when Deborah had told her that business was fine the 
Dame had dismissed her, albeit with an unnecessarily 
superior tone of voice. 

Deborah sighed. She was under no illusions 
that Patty and her cronies were going to miraculously 
withdraw their jihad. She felt certain that their eyes 
were going to remain firmly trained on her bumbags. 
She finished her drink and turned off the light. 
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Patty Hodge had her eyes firmly trained on 
Deborah Morton’s bumbags. She had stretched them 
over her mannequin and was preparing to give them 
their nightly whipping. 

Patty had a spent a pleasant evening in the 
saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. She had regaled 
her chums with a whop-by-whop account of the 
thrashing of Jojo. Elite bumbags were prized trophies 
so Katie and the Wart were happy to stand the drinks. 
Patty had scored quite a buzz. Nonetheless, the 
evening had not been a total success. She had 
brought up the necessity to re-strategize the ‘Get 
Morton’ campaign. Her cronies had looked at her as if 
she had two heads and had quickly changed the 
subject. 

 
Patty sliced the cane down across the tautened 

bumbags, reciting her ‘Get Morton, Get Morton,’ 
mantra as she sliced and diced. She gave the 
bumbags six swipes, and then another. 

She had been feeling out of sorts ever since 
the announcement that the object of her most 
malicious obsession had been appointed in the 
hallowed role of Red-shirt. Although thrashing Debs 
bumbags was a great source of therapy, Patty was 
determined to get her hands on the real thing. 

She was disturbed by the lack of support she 
was getting from her cohorts on the Radical Right. As 
far as Patty was concerned Deborah’s promotion 
made her vulnerable to unlimited opportunities to 
expose her as a reprobate and a degenerate. 

She raised the cane again and sliced it down 
another six times, wishing that it was Deborah’s real 
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bum that was in the firing line. Patty continued to 
pump her arm up and down as she contemplated her 
next move. If Katie and the Wart were not going to 
play ball it was time to bring in reinforcements she 
decided. 

 
 



 

 

14 

 
A Curious Venue for a Beating 

 
 
Katie tucked Janet Mitchell in tightly and 

brought her slipper down with significant force. Janet 
was not a happy camper; it had taken Katie 
considerable effort to drag Mitch the Bitch over her 
knees. 

“Patty wants to meet Yvonne in the orchard,” 
Katie informed Janet between spanks. 

“Are you fucking barking?” squealed Janet. 
“Why doesn’t she just fucking ask her? Why am I 
being slippered? Ow! That fucking hurts!” 

“You are the official Oberstgruppenführer with 
the special responsibility for Interface and 
Communications. We’re just working through the 
agreed channels,” said Katie as she whapped her 
slipper down. 

“This is so fucking bogus,” wailed Janet 
Mitchell. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey stood in the orchard with her 

hands on her head. Her tie was thrown over her left 
shoulder and the bib of her gymslip lowered. 
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“I’m upping the bounty on Morton’s bumbags,” 
Patty told Yvonne as she inspected the buttons of 
Yvonne’s blouse. “I need you to contacts the Yoofs.” 

Yvonne scowled at Patty. “Perhaps it has 
escaped your attention but I am under permanent 
house arrest and I’m wearing a transponder around 
my ankle.” 

Patty just shrugged. “I’ll make the appropriate 
arrangements for you to stay off the radar for a few 
minutes.” Patty pulled out a cell-phone. “This is 
untraceable. Make the call at four o’clock this 
afternoon.” She picked up Yvonne’s blazer and stuffed 
the phone in the pocket. 

“Are you fucking barking, if I get caught with 
that phone I’ll probably be flogged,” spluttered 
Yvonne. 

“It’s a risk you’ll have to take,” said Patty. 
“What’s in this for me?” asked Yvonne. 
“If you do as you’re told I personally guarantee 

that I’ll get you out of here,” said Patty. 
“What precisely do you want me to tell the 

Yoofs?” enquired Yvonne suspiciously. 
“Tell them that Morton is playing in a 

tournament the week after next, she’ll be required to 
perform a routine drug test. I want the Yoof’s to 
make sure that she tests positive,” said Patty. 

Yvonne raised her eyebrows. “And how would 
you suggest they pull off this little scam?” asked 
Yvonne. 

“I’ll leave the details to you,” said Patty.  
“The Yoofs don’t come cheap for this type of 

caper,” said Yvonne. 
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“Don’t worry about the money, I’ll take care of 
that,” said Patty curtly. “Now I’m afraid I going to 
have to ask you to bend over?” 

Yvonne gaped at Patty. “You what?” she 
spluttered.  

Patty nodded in the direction of the gate. 
“Speak of the devil, Morton’s approaching. Now bend 
over, I’m going to have to make this look good.” 

Yvonne scowled. Very slowly she reached 
down and touched her toes. 

 
Deborah ground to a halt and watched from a 

distance as Patty slashed the cane down across 
Yvonne’s bumbags. It occurred to Debs that the 
middle of the orchard was a rather curious venue for 
a beating. She remained a polite distance away and 
watched the proceedings. Much as she hated Yvonne 
she felt a pang of sympathy. Patty was going at it 
with considerable gusto. Deborah knew from personal 
experience how disagreeable a really tight whupping 
from Patty could be. On the Debs Book of Lists that 
she posted on her blog she had rated a beating she 
had received from Patty, the previous year, amongst 
the top-ten canings of her life.  

 
Debs watched as Patty wound herself up for 

the closer. The cane sliced through the air with a loud 
whine and the explosion as it rebounded off Yvonne’s 
bumbags was clearly audible fifty feet away. 

Debs waited while Yvonne straightened up and 
adjusted her clobber before approaching. 

“You looking for me, Morton?” asked Patty. 
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Deborah shook her head. “No, Ma’am, actually 
I was looking for Godfrey,” said Debs. 

Yvonne was not looking in good shapes. She 
was shifting her weight from foot to foot and her 
ashen face was contorted into a ghastly grimace. 
Deborah was looking for her to go and fix one of the 
lavatories in the changing rooms but she really didn’t 
have the heart to send a gal with smoke billowing out 
from beneath her gymslip to perform latrine duty. 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter,” Debs said finally. “I’ll 
go and find Janet.” She turned and walked back 
across the orchard. 
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Nailed 

 
 
Claire Brooks groaned as she pushed her chair 

back. Beside her Lady Vix was also standing up. 
Victoria had a slight grin on her face as she walked 
towards the door. The two Old Gals stepped out into 
the corridor and set off for their apartments where 
they would change into full clobber and prepare for a 
beating. 

 
Claire Brooks had always loved Victoria like a 

sister. However, she had been greatly alarmed by the 
news that Vix was getting back in the game. 
Throughout their careers at Woodys Claire and 
Victoria had been two of the top competitors on the 
Big BUTT. When, at the end of the sixth year of her 
sentence, Victoria had officially hung up her bumbags 
to concentrate on her role of Red-shirt she had been 
marginally ahead of Claire, ranking number two to 
Claire’s number five. 

However, despite her good intentions Claire’s 
career was far from over. She spectacularly overtook 
Cat Cassidy to become the most thrashed prefect in 
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history and was now the only Old Gal in history to 
rank in the top ten on the Annual Big BUTT. 

Over the years Claire and Victoria had regularly 
taken it in turns to bend over their desks or the 
straight-backed chair up in the Beak’s office. Claire 
Brooks suspected that Victoria’s return to minxdom 
would not bode well for her already beleaguered 
bumbags. Now her suspicions had come to fruition. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne was a tolerant soul, 

particularly when it came to the Old Gals. She liked 
her lectures to be conducted in atmosphere of relative 
informality. However, relative informality did not 
stretch to water pistol duels so she was forced to 
send Claire and Victoria up to their rooms to change 
into clobber.   

 
Claire watched Victoria bending over her desk 

and stretching her arms down to grip the legs on the 
far side. Vix was up on the balls of her feet with her 
backside thrust up prominently. Pauline adjusted the 
aristocrat’s gymslip and picked up her cane. 

Claire Brooks was not of a nervous disposition 
but she had a bad case of the butterflies as the cane 
slashed down across Victoria’s bumbags. Claire 
Brooks was suffering from what the Woody Wags 
called ‘Going Second Syndrome’. 

It was extremely unnerving to watch a gal in 
the process of being absolutley creamed knowing that 
in a very few minutes you were going to share her 
fate. 

Claire watched the cane slice through the air, 
her tummy turned a somersault. Claire Brooks had 
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already suffered the misfortune of being absolutley 
creamed by Ms Gascoigne on several occasions and 
knew that it was a most disagreeable experience. 
With two down and just four more to go Claire’s 
anxiety was increasing by the whop. 

 
Victoria Brompton’s head shook from side to 

side. The third stroke had nearly lifted her out of her 
shoes. Lady Vix had been caned by Pauline on a 
number of occasions but this was her first experience 
of the Dame’s ultimate weapon of bumbag 
destruction, the absolute creaming. She was 
beginning to question the wisdom of packing her 
water pistol when she came to the tutorial. 

 
Claire groaned inwardly. She fumbled with the 

top button of her blazer and then slipped it off. She 
hung it over the back of the chair. Without needing to 
be told she slithered her upper torso across the 
slanted lid of her desk. 

Claire had a reputation for her calm and 
composure but as she hung upside down over the 
desk she realized she was actually perspiring. Claire 
felt her skirt being neatly folded up her back and the 
tails of her blouse being rearranged. She felt the 
gentle tap of the cane, once, twice and then thrice. 
She desperately tried to get into the zone before it 
was too late, but her heart was pounding, her mouth 
was bone-dry and she had goose-bumps all over her 
legs. 

The swipe of the cane knocked the breath out 
of Claire. The pain ricocheted around her central 
nervous system like a pinball. Her whole body 
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shuddered with consternation. Claire Brooks had the 
feeling that she was about to be totally nailed. 

 
Pauline felt some sympathy for Claire. The 

Dame was aware that Victoria had started the pistol 
exchange. Nonetheless Claire had retaliated so it 
would hardly be sporting to cream one of them and 
not cream the other. Pauline took aim and unleashed 
a sizzler.  

 
Victoria hugged Claire. “Are you okay?” she 

asked her chum in a concerned voice. She had never 
seen Claire react so passionately. She was literally 
dancing on the spot and rubbing and rubbing and 
rubbing. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” groaned Claire. “She just 
nailed me. Watching you getting it sent me into a tail-
spin I just couldn’t get into the zone.” 

Victoria gave her a sympathetic squeeze. She 
fully understood, not to be able to get into the zone 
was a minx’s greatest nightmare.  

“Let me fix you a drink,” said Victoria, “then 
let’s have you over my lap and we’ll see if we can’t 
help repair the damage.” 
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Dreams of Freedom 

 
 
Patty Hodge made the call from a pay-phone. 

“Mr Armanisuit,” she said, “I have a proposal that 
might be of interest to your client.” 

 
Patty sat on a barstool in the saloon bar of the 

Bunch of Grapes sipping a gin and tonic. She had 
taken the afternoon off so that she could put her plan 
in motion. She grinned to herself. Just ten more days 
and Deborah Morton’s world was going to collapse 
around her ears. She ran the plan through her head. 
It was flawless. 

Yvonne had contacted the highest echelons of 
the Confederacy of Yoof’s. Shadowy coves who were 
a far cry from the public image of the confederacy. In 
contrast to the beer-swilling, shaven-headed, tattooed 
and body-pierced thugs that roamed the streets, the 
top Yoofs frequented private nighterie’s and spent 
thousands of quids every night on vintage Cristal 
while they plotted and planned the dastardly deeds of 
their minions. Yvonne promised Patty that the top 
Yoofs would personally over-see the doping 
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operation, but she warned her that they would not 
come cheap. 

Melissa Forsham-Smythe had secreted herself 
on her private Caribbean island far from the clutches 
of the authorities who were keen to interview her. 
Several times a week she would appear on her MFS 
network show to deliver anti-Woody tirades. She had 
been delighted to hear from Patty and agreed to 
finance the ‘Get Morton’ plan that Patty out-lined. 

It wasn’t only money that Melissa brought to 
the table. Despite her official dismissal from the 
System she still remained a dark and powerful force. 
She promised Patty that when Deborah tested 
positive she would ensure that the System threw the 
book at her. Not only would Deborah be publicly 
discredited and her dreams of returning to the tennis 
circuit destroyed but she would also be sentenced to 
spend another full seven years at the unit. 

It was perfect. With just one dodgy pee-test 
Debs Morton would be destroyed. Her public image 
would be in tatters and her career over. Without 
question Mr Humphries would be compelled to stand 
her down as Red-shirt and with any luck Patty would 
have the great pleasure of witnessing Deborah being 
subjected to another public flogging. But best of all 
Patty Hodge would have seven more years filled with 
opportunities to cut Debs bumbags to tatters with her 
wye-tipped canes. Patty tittered to herself, then 
swallowed down her drink and ordered a refill. She 
told the barman to charge the drinks to Katie’s tab. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey was in a foul mood. She had 

spent an uncomfortable night tossing and turning in 
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her scratch. The weals from Patty’s cane stuck to her 
jimjams in a most disconcerting and uncomfortable 
manner. The stripes were still giving her gyp when 
she woke up. 

She had dressed quickly and hurried across the 
quadrangle. It was her rotational day to assist Lady 
Derby Huntington in grubbing for Debs Morton. Derby 
was a tough task-mistress and didn’t tolerate tardy 
time-keeping. Yvonne knew it would be a very long 
day. Derby always had a list as long as her arm of 
odd-jobs that needed doing. Besides from being run-
ragged by the hyper-critical grubby Yvonne also had a 
stack of menial tasks that needed to be completed 
around the compound.   

Derby was already waiting when Yvonne 
arrived at Deborah’s study. 

“Hurry up,” snapped Derby. “I need you to 
clean out the fireplace and light a fire. It’s freezing in 
here and I don’t want Miss Morton getting a chill. 
She’s got an important tournament coming up and I 
don’t want her going down with a cold.” 

Despite her ill-disposition Yvonne was tempted 
to snigger. She had no intention of Miss Morton going 
down with a cold and thwarting her passage to 
freedom. However she kept her thoughts to herself 
and merely glowered at Lady Derby before 
unenthusiastically stepping over to the fireplace. 

Cleaning out a soot-filled grate whilst dressed 
in a fresh white blouse was a very dodgy proposition 
for a gal whose clobber was subject to random 
inspections twenty-four-seven. She considered asking 
Derby for dispensation to roll back her sleeves but the 
grubby was already in the bedroom laying out 



A New Red-shirt 
 

 

Deborah’s clothes. Yvonne continued to scowl as she 
picked up a brush and pan. 

 
“I will arrange to have your transponder turned 

off for fifteen minutes,” Patty had promised. “Arrange 
for a Yoof to provide transport to the docks. A boat 
will be waiting. You will be given fifty grand in 
untraceable smackers and false papers. After that I 
never want to hear from you again.” 

Yvonne dug into the grate and dreamed of 
freedom. 
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Waiting to be Dangled 

 
 
“Excuse me, Ma’am, I’m sorry to bother you,” 

said Lady Derby Huntington, “but Michelle Morgan is 
outside the library waiting to be dangled.” 

Debs rolled her eyes. “Who showed her the 
fifth black mark?” asked the Red-shirt. 

“Missy Goldbum. Apparently Michelle rubbished 
her royally in front of several witnesses,” reported 
Derby. 

Deborah sighed. Missy was a straight-shooter 
and sound as a trout. She had been one of the first 
prefects to cede her thrashing and spanking rights to 
Debs. If Missy felt that she had been rubbished 
Deborah was more than willing to take her word for 
it. She reached over to retrieve her black blazer. 

“Ma’am, shouldn’t you wear your Posh Coat?” 
asked Derby. 

Debs blushed slightly. “Don’t you think that 
would be a little ostentatious?”   

Derby frowned. “It was a gift from the most 
revered Red-shirt in history, she trusts you to use it 
wisely.” 
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Deborah eyed her grubby thoughtfully. 
Sometimes she suspected that her loyal aide-de-camp 
might have more than a few bats loose in her belfry. 

 
Derby Huntington helped Deborah into the 

long black and red striped coat. It was a fabulous 
garment. It featured a mandarin collar, a tapered 
waist, a long flowing skirt to the floor and slightly 
trumpeted sleeves. It was internally lined with heavy 
red silk. 

Derby smiled admiringly. “You look truly 
magnificent, Ma’am,” she told Debs. 

Deborah stared at herself in the mirror. For 
once she tended to agree with her grubby, the coat 
was perfectly tailored and sashayed as she moved. 
She smiled to herself. 

 
Michelle Morgan moved the spanking stool in 

front of the fireplace. She removed her blazer and 
then placed her hands on her head. 

Deborah removed her coat and hung it up. She 
loosened her black tie and unfastened the top button 
of her red blouse. She rolled back the cuffs. 

Debs crossed to a small table and unlocked the 
drawer. She removed the long handled, wood-backed 
hairbrush. She crossed to the tall stool and climbed 
up. Deborah motioned to Michelle to approach. 

 
Getting Michelle mounted across Deborah’s lap 

proved a relatively trouble free operation. Michelle’s 
waif-like physique was very maneuverable. Deborah 
pulled her in tightly and allowed her a few seconds to 
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become acclimatized to the unique sensation of being 
dangled. 

 
The fine art of dangling was another invention 

of Katie Beck’s warped mind. During her period as 
Red-shirt at the facility Katie had worked assiduously 
to conceive new and creative methods of making life 
miserable for the inmates.  

Katie had successfully persuaded Ms Lawton to 
allow her to make the transition from the traditional 
prefect’s ashplant to the wood-backed hairbrush. Not 
only was the hairbrush a more potent and punishing 
weapon, but it came with an added benefit. Hairbrush 
spankings are best delivered in the much despised 
over-the-knee position. Katie delighted in the dismay 
of the more senior inmates as she dragged them 
head down, arse up over her lap. When she 
happened upon the bar stool with its elongated legs 
and the internalized crossbars she immediately saw 
an opportunity to add a new dimension to the time 
honored tradition of over-the-knee. 

 
Michelle was momentarily disorientated. Debs 

had insisted that Michelle loosen her collar and tie 
and unfasten the cuffs of her blouse.  

“I’m sorry, Morgan,” Deborah had told her, 
“but no matter how tempting, you must not hold onto 
the legs of the stool. If you touch the woodwork I’m 
obliged to disallow the spank and it has to be 
repeated.” 

“Understood Ma’am,” nodded Michelle. “Miss 
Heyworth taught me that during induction training.” 
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Michelle felt as though she was in complete 
limbo. Her fingers reached vainly for the floor which 
was a good twelve inches out of reach, her hair 
cascaded down over the sleeves of her blouse and 
her head was crooked between her outstretched 
arms. On the far side her legs were similarly airborne. 
She felt Deborah’s fingers gently folding back the hem 
of her gymslip and then her bumbags being rolled 
down. As she was pulled in tightly to the fold of 
Deborah’s waist she had never felt quite as 
defenseless in her life. 

 
Deborah made her final adjustments to 

Michelle.  
“I’m going to need you to put it up and keep it 

up,” she said quietly. In many ways it was an 
unnecessary request. Once a gal was in a dangle she 
had very little choice but to put it up and keep it up. 
Nonetheless, every Red-shirt who had ever spanked 
her had always preached the mantra and Debs saw 
no reason to break with tradition.  

“Are you ready?” asked Debs. She received a 
grunt in response which she interpreted to be in the 
affirmative.  
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The Compassionate Dangler 

 
 
Michelle’s buttocks tensed momentarily as 

Deborah circled the back of the hairbrush across the 
naked flesh. Debs was intimately familiar with the 
experience of being upside down, with no place to go, 
knowing that any second now the fireworks were 
about to begin. It was quite unnerving. She waited 
until Michelle had relaxed her buttocks and then 
brought the brush back and took aim.   

 
Michelle blinked in consternation as the 

hairbrush crashed down, landing on the underside of 
her right buttock. She had read many accounts of 
gals being dangled on the GalGab website but even 
the most articulately written description couldn’t fully 
real-time prepare a gal for her first experience. 

 
Debs worked slowly, leaving thirty seconds 

between spanks. The first three spanks turned 
Michelle’s right buttock an unhealthy red from top to 
bottom. She tucked Michelle in tightly and began to 
work on the left cheek. 
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Deborah watched as each slow and juicy spank 
discolored her victim’s derriere. Deborah was 
extremely fond of Michelle Morgan but she knew that 
she couldn’t let her emotions get in her way. She 
raised the brush for the sixth time and smacked it 
down with considerable force. 

 
Michelle hung upside down panting; her 

backside felt as if she had inadvertently stuck it in an 
open furnace. She felt her bumbags being pulled up 
and her gymslip being turned back. Deborah gently 
assisted her so that she could dismount.  

Returned to the vertical Michelle felt slightly 
dizzy and breathless. She reached under her skirt and 
straightened her bumbags. 

Deborah hopped down from the stool. 
“Are you okay?” she asked. 
Michelle nodded. “Just out of breath,” she 

panted. 
“Take your time,” said Deborah gently. She 

crossed to the side cabinet and locked the brush 
away. She rolled down the sleeves of her blouse and 
fastened the cuffs. She did up her top button and 
rearranged her tie before slipping on her long striped 
Posh Coat. 

Michelle shuffled stiff-legged across the 
wooden floor and retrieved her blazer. She 
rearranged her clobber and pulled out her 
Punishment Record Book so that the dangling could 
be post-processed. 

“Phew,” she said puffing out her cheeks. “That 
was quite an experience.” 
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Deborah signed the book and handed it back. 
She reached over and hugged Michelle. 

“Let’s get you back up to the landing and see if 
we can’t get you cooled down a little,” she whispered. 

Despite her intense discomfort Michelle Morgan 
giggled. “Debs Morton, the compassionate dangler. 
Warm’s you up, then cools you down. You should 
have cards made up.” 

Deborah giggled too. 
 
Bernadette Summers rubbed her bumbags with 

glee. The news that Michelle had been the first 
inmate punished by Deborah in her new role as Red-
shirt was music to her ears.  

Setting the odds on Michelle had been 
challenging. When Miss Morgan had started her 
sentence she had been enrolled in the newly 
established Brat Beating program. Under normal 
circumstances when she was sent along to Deborah’s 
study on routine Brat business she would be treated 
in the conventional manner and put over Debs knee 
for a dusting. However, a clause in the amendment to 
the Brat Charter dictated that members of the Beaten 
Brat squad who accumulated five black marks and 
were dispatched to the library would be subjected to 
a full blown, bare bottom hairbrush dangling. 

The cagey Bounder found an excuse to visit 
the Elite common room, ostensibly on a generous 
mission to offer the prefects an opportunity to score 
some discount bubbly. However, while she was there 
she took the opportunity to peruse the status of the 
Beaten Brats on the scoreboard hanging on the wall. 
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Lady Derby and Frankie Reese were relatively 
safe with only two black marks a piece, but Michelle’s 
envelope was sitting in the hot zone and it would only 
take one more incident of rubbishing before she was 
over Deborah’s knee being walloped with the wood-
backed hairbrush. 

Bernadette Summers Enterprises had posted 
the odds on Michelle’s bumbags at an unattractive 4-1 
and she’d made out like a bandit. 
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Beyond the Call of Duty 

 
 
Ellen Millar put her arms around Stacks Monroe 

and gave him a kiss on the smacker. 
“Hello Gangster,” she giggled. 
“Hello Mata Hari,” he smiled indulgently. 

“How’s the spy game?”  
Ellen grinned. “Thrilling,” she laughed. “So 

what brings you up here unannounced?” 
Stacks took her arm. “Let’s go into the VIP bar 

where it’s quiet.” 
 
“I have a man keeping the lawyer Armanisuit 

under obs,” Stacks told Ellen when they were settled 
in with drinks. “He overheard an interesting 
conversation that our lawyer friend was having with a 
high-flyer from the Confederacy. Armanisuit was 
commissioning the Yoofs to stitch Deborah Morton up 
like a kipper.” 

“How are they going to do that?” asked Ellen. 
“They plan on contaminating her drug test at 

the next tournament that she plays in,” he reported. 
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“Holy shit,” gasped Ellen, “that would be 
disastrous for her.” 

“Exactly,” said Stacks. “We’ll need to have a 
well-thought out plan.” 

 
Deborah looked like she might faint. “The lousy 

bastards,” she groaned. 
Mr Humphries put his arm on her shoulder. 

“Don’t worry Deborah; we’re taking care of it.” 
“What have the fucking Yoof’s got against 

me?” asked Debs. 
“It’s not the Yoofs, they’re just thugs for hire,” 

said the Grand Master, “this is down to Malicious 
Forsham-Smythe.” 

“Oh shit,” groaned Deborah Morton. 
“You just worry about playing tennis,” said Mr 

Humphries reassuringly, “we’ll take care of the rest.” 
 
Ms Lawton scowled as she read the sheet of 

paper she had been handed by Detective Inspector 
Kate Faulkner. 

“It’s just as you thought Ma’am,” said Kate. 
“The place is still riddled with corruption. The 
punishments that get reported never get carried out. 
That’s the list of prices the inmates pay to get out of 
trouble free.” 

Ms Lawton sighed. She had suspected that the 
Brass of the Ripley Back to School Unit was still on 
the take, but she was disappointed at the scale of the 
operation. She had done her best to instill some 
discipline and formality into the unit’s operations but 
sometimes she felt as if she was swimming uphill in 
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molasses. She looked down at the menu of fees the 
Brass was levying. 

 
Punishment Get Out of Trouble Fee 

Lines 5 Quid for every 25 lines 
Detention 25 Quid per Hour 
Gatings 50 Quid per Weekend 
Trip to the Beaks Office 75 Quid per Trip 
Whops 100 Quid a Whop 

 
“Thank you Detective Inspector,” said Ms 

Lawton. “I take it that your assignment is 
completed?” 

“Not quite, Ma’am,” said Kate evenly. “I’m 
afraid that I need you to flog us and flunk us.” 

Ms Lawton gaped at Kate. 
“Did you just say what I thought I heard?” she 

asked incredulously.  
Kate nodded her head firmly. “I just got a call 

from my old friend Ellen Millar, I believe you know 
her?” 

Susan Lawton nodded. 
“Melissa Forsham-Smythe is making another 

attack on Woodys,” explained Kate. “She’s specifically 
targeting Deborah Morton. She’s using the Yoofs of 
course so Ellen has asked me and Angie to go 
undercover at Woodys and act as bodyguards. I have 
contacts amongst the highest echelons of the 
Confederacy and I’m going to try to smoke them out.” 

“Why can’t we just transfer you?” asked Ms 
Lawton. 

“This needs to make national news,” said Kate. 
“We need witnesses. I have a feeling that Felicity 
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Robertson will be more than happy to talk to the 
press.” 

Ms Lawton sighed. Since Kate Faulkner and her 
partner Angie Ashurst had arrived at Ripley to 
investigate the corrupt practices instituted by Mrs 
Hayden-White she had been forced to cane them 
both on half a dozen occasions. Kate and Angie had 
insisted she whopped them properly in case anybody 
got suspicious and demanded to inspect their stripes. 

Susan Lawton greatly admired the two police-
women but she wondered whether volunteering their 
bumbags for a public flogging wasn’t going beyond 
the call of duty.  
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Kate and Angie 

 
 
Kate Faulkner fastened the striped tie that Ms 

Lawton had provided. She picked up the thin white 
whopping bags and pulled them on. It was hard for 
her to believe that in a few minutes she would be 
bent over a vaulting horse, voluntarily having her 
backside thrashed in front of a large audience. 

 
As a schoolgirl Kate Faulkner had been 

considered a model pupil. She was studious and a 
fine scholar. She represented the school at grass 
hockey, sang in the choir and played in the school 
orchestra. Her behavior was considered exemplary. 
During seven years of boarding school she was only 
sent to the Headmistress’s office once, where she 
received a gentle chiding for some minor tomfoolery. 
Her selection as Headgirl was automatic. At university 
she came first in her year in Criminology and Criminal 
Law and was scouted by the Metropolitan Police to 
join them in a role as a senior officer.   

Her career was a huge success. She was 
responsible for numerous notable arrests including 
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the capture of Sarah Forsham-Smythe and her 
cronies. When Police Sergeant Ellen Millar took up the 
role of Head of Security at the Woody Back to School 
unit Kate took over as the senior officer assigned to 
cracking the Confederacy of Yoofs. Throughout her 
investigations the specter of Melissa Forsham-Smythe 
continued to bubble just beneath the surface. 

Kate and Melissa already had history. After the 
arrest of Sarah Kate received several veiled threats 
that although never proven undoubtedly originated 
from within the Forsham-Smythe dynasty. Kate 
Faulkner was determined to nail Melissa’s tits to the 
mast. 

During her investigation of a Yoof controlled 
designer drug ring she learned that inmates of the 
Ripley Back to School unit remained some of their 
most significant clients. Knowing Melissa’s long and 
unseemly association with the facility Kate 
volunteered to go undercover. 

 
Kate Faulkner had almost given up on finding a 

partner to join her at Ripley when Angie Ashurst 
strolled into her office. The young police sergeant 
handed her a box. 

“What are these?” asked Kate. 
“My school reports,” Angie winked. 
Kate spent the evening poring over the 

reports. She was staggered by the contrast to her 
own. Whereas she had received universal plaudits 
from her teachers, Angie had been described as 
feckless, head strong and uncontrollable. 

At the bottom of each of Angie’s reports was a 
box that listed the hours of detention she had 
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received, number of lines that she had written and 
finally her visits to the Headmistress’s office for the 
cane. Kate, whose school hadn’t practiced corporal 
punishment, was astonished to see that Angie Ashurst 
had been required to present her bottom to be 
beaten over thirty times during her school career.  

Kate Faulkner had found herself an ideal 
partner for her trip to the Ripley Back to School unit. 

  
Ms Lawton had done her best to stamp out the 

booze and weed culture that her predecessor had 
nurtured. She enforced mandatory attendance of 
lectures and prowled the facility in search of signs of 
mischief and malfeasance. However, the System only 
allowed her to use the cane in specific circumstances 
and more often than not she was forced to send ne’er 
do wells to the detention room or to impose other 
lesser forms of punishment. 

 
Kate and Angie went on a blitzkrieg of minxing. 

Almost every day they were set impositions, placed in 
detention or sent up to Ms Lawton’s office. They were 
always given the opportunity to buy their way out of 
trouble but they frustrated the Brass with their 
adamant refusals.  

 
Kate’s first visit to Ms Lawton’s office was 

nerve wracking. She was taken aback by the 
extremity of the scolding she received. Nobody had 
ever spoken to quite so harshly. She was grateful to 
Angie, who clearly had experience in these matters, 
and knew exactly how to stand stony faced with the 
correct balance of contrition and defiance. Ms Lawton 
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had been on top form and had delivered the type of 
well-crafted harangue that had successfully brought 
tears to the eyes of many military personnel and 
some of the most whop-hardened inmates of the 
Woody Back to School unit. 

Kate watched in horrified fascination as Angie 
Ashurst approached the straight backed chair with her 
head held high and a confident swagger to her gait. 
Angie shrugged off her jacket and hung it over the 
back of the chair, before lithely bending forward at 
the waist. 

Ms Lawton caned Angie with consummate 
efficiency. Landing the first five stripes across the 
crown her behind and then swiping the last stroke 
down diagonally to complete her trade mark five bar 
gate. 

Kate Faulkner plucked up her courage and 
approached the chair. 
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Flogged and Flunked 

 
 
Kate watched Angie fold herself across the 

suede saddle of the vaulting horse. Beside her Ms 
Lawton stood flexing a long, thin cane. As usual the 
Grand Dame of the facility looked immaculate. She 
wore a white silk blouse with the collar turned up at 
the back, a dark skirt and high-heels. Her make-up 
was immaculate and her hair perfectly coiffed. In 
many ways Susan Lawton was the epitome of soft, 
feminine beauty but Kate knew that beneath the 
surface the former military major was a tough as 
nails. 

 
Angie Ashurst was as tough as nails. She had 

attended a mixed grammar school where she had a 
reputation as a fearless tomboy. The pupils practiced 
their own version of the Big BUTT. Nine of the top ten 
places were populated by boys who were highly 
competitive when it came to accumulating whops. 
Much to their chagrin the top place was taken by a 
girl named Angie Ashurst. 
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Ms Lawton’s arm pumped up and down, slicing 
the cane across Angie’s cotton clad behind with the 
sound of rifle-shot’s. Kate Faulkner’s heart was 
pounding. They had agreed on a nine-stroke flogging 
which was three strokes more than Kate had received 
on the six occasions that she had bent over the back 
of the chair up in Ms Lawton’s office. The prospect of 
the extra strokes made her extremely nervous. 

 
It was not the first time Angie Ashurst had 

been caned in front of a large audience, nor the first 
time that she had received more than six of the best. 

During her sixth year at school Angie had been 
spotted in town by a teacher, sporting a pair of sun-
glasses while dressed in her school uniform, which 
was strictly against the rules. The following morning 
she was hauled up on the stage during morning 
assembly. The Headmistress demanded that she 
make a public apology for bringing the reputation of 
the school into disrepute. 

Angie thought the rule was ridiculous and told 
the Headmistress so. She stubbornly refused to 
apologize. The Headmistress told her that if she didn’t 
comply that she would be caned in front of the 
school. Angie continued to refuse. 

The boys and the male staff were ordered out 
of the hall and Angie was instructed to touch her 
toes. The Headmistress gave Angie six of the best 
and continued to demand an apology. Angie 
stubbornly refused. The Headmistress told her to 
bend over a second time and gave her three more 
across the seat of her bumbags. Despite the 
horrendous pain in her backside Angie continued to 
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defy the Headmistress and was forced to bend over 
for a third time.  

When it dawned on the Headmistress that no 
matter how hard she beat her Angie Ashurst was 
never going to give up. She was promptly suspended 
from school for a week. 

During her week off Angie happened upon an 
advertisement recruiting police cadets. She applied 
and was accepted. Angie Ashurst never returned to 
school. 

 
Angie pushed herself up from the horse. She 

looked pale but surprisingly unruffled. With a heavy 
tread Kate Faulkner approached the vaulting horse 
and stretched her body across the saddle. 

Despite the butterflies in her tummy Kate was 
determined not to make a show of herself. Angie had 
instilled into her the importance of getting into the 
zone. Kate reached down and gripped the legs of the 
horse. She concentrated on a spot on the floor and 
did her best to keep her breathing easy. 

 
Ms Lawton had the utmost respect for 

Detective Inspector Faulkner and regretted having to 
participate in the charade. Nonetheless, Kate’s logic 
was irrefutable, if she was publicly discredited then 
she would have more chance to infiltrate the Yoofs 
and assist in the downfall of Melissa Forsham-Smythe. 
Ms Lawton still had warm memories of the inmates at 
the Woody Back to School unit and would do 
whatever was necessary to protect them. She slashed 
the cane through the air. 
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Kate Faulkner and Angie Ashurst were escorted 
through the grounds in handcuffs. They were placed 
in the back of a vehicle with darkened windows. The 
Dark Agents whisked them away to a silo of the 
System where they would face Formal Flunking 
charges. 
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Extreme Plodettes 

 
 

The Rise and Fall of the Plodettes 
 

By Gossip E 
 
A police spokeswoman spoke this morning of the 

force’s regret that Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner and 
Sergeant Angie Ashurst had been placed on long-term 
suspension. 

The two decorated policewomen had been 
participating in an experimental disciplinary program 
where they had been placed in the Ripley Back to School 
unit for a period of social rehabilitation. 

The spokeswoman confirmed that the two 
policewomen were last night brought before a special 
hearing of the System where it was agreed that they would 
be transferred to the notorious Woody Back to School unit 
where they will be detained for seven years without the 
possibility of parole. 

Initially Ms Susan Lawton, the Grand Dame at 
Ripley refused to comment but Gossip E was able to secure 
the inside scoop from other sources. 
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According to an inmate knowledgeable in the 
matter the two policewomen were guilty of starting a fire at 
the facility. The insider informed me that they were 
‘flogged and flunked’. 

When confronted with the evidence Ms Lawton 
agreed to a telephone interview. She informed me that 
‘Unfortunately Detective Inspector Faulkner and Sergeant 
Ashurst failed to respond to the Ripley program of social 
rehabilitation. They were a highly disruptive influence, 
particularly Miss Faulkner. Miss Faulkner is extremely 
charismatic and a natural leader. However, she chose to use 
these gifts in a subversive manner causing what became 
known to the Brass as the ‘Faulkner Syndrome’. I was 
charged with restoring discipline at the unit and Kate 
Faulkner was determined to undermine my efforts.  We had 
reached a point where it was detrimental to allow either 
Miss Faulkner or Miss Ashurst into mainstream lectures 
and they were entered in to a special learning program.’ 

Ms Lawton confirmed that she had been forced to 
cane both policewomen with ‘unacceptable regularity’. She 
also confirmed that yesterday morning the policewomen 
started a malicious fire and that they were publicly flogged 
for their trouble. 

A spokesperson for the System said that the two 
women were the worst examples of Extreme Ladetting and 
were ‘exactly the type of degenerates the Woody facility is 
designed to house’. 

This is a sad tale of the rise and fall of two highly-
decorated officers. Both women were members of the elite 
anti-Yoof organization. Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner 
accentuated an already gilded career when she was selected 
to take over from the famous police officer Ellen Millar to 
head up the squad. 

Faulkner and Ashurst were tasked with infiltrating 
the highest echelons of the Confederacy of Yoofs. 
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According to knowledgeable sources they were successful. 
However, according to the source it was well known that 
the women began taking a walk on the dark side. They 
sported expensive jewelry and haute couture outfits 
purchased by wealthy members of the Confederacy. They 
were sighted at high-profile sporting occasions and social 
events. It was suspected that Kate Faulkner was having an 
indiscrete relationship with Lord Rufus Lewis. It has long 
been rumored, although never proven, that Lord Rufus was 
the original architect of the criminal organization. For 
several years he was the paramour of Yvonne Godfrey who 
is detained at the Woody facility. At her anti-Ladette 
hearing Godfrey, or the Ice Maiden as she is known, was 
exposed as the most powerful woman in the Confederacy.  

Faulkner and Ashurst appear to have escaped 
disciplinary proceedings until they both failed random drug 
tests and were sent to Ripley.  

It is a great shame to read of the downfall of two of 
our finest and personally Gossip E hopes that the austere 
regime at the Woody Back to School unit will be enough to 
rehabilitate them so they can resume their careers. 

This morning, Faulkner and Ashurst were driven to 
a haberdashery’s where they will be fitted for clobber. They 
are scheduled to start their sentences at midday. 

In a related story, Felicity Robertson, the inmate at 
Ripley who is suing Mrs Hayden-White over the 
introduction of corporal punishment at the unit has filed a 
new complaint. 

Through her lawyers she has requested a new 
hearing on the matter. Robertson claims that the 
introduction of public flogging at the facility has placed her 
in danger of further barbaric abuses. In her complaint she 
claims that she has been caned on several occasions, a 
punishment that she calls ‘cruel and unusual’ and wants 
restitution from Hayden-White, the disgraced former Grand 
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Dame of the facility. Earlier in the year Miss Robertson’s 
first complaint was heard by magistrates who ruled that she 
would have to wait until after Hayden-Whites trial before 
they would consider the matter. 

The long-awaited Hayden-White trial is now 
scheduled to begin in a month’s time. The former Grand 
Dame will be charged with racketeering, larceny, fraud, 
operating a shop-lifting ring and benefiting from the sale of 
narcotics. If she is found guilty of all charges she faces a 
prison sentence of up to thirty years. 

In a separate indictment she is to be charged with 
abuse of privilege under the Charter of the System. This 
charge has never previously been prosecuted and as the 
Charter is protected under the Secrecy Act it is not known 
what her sentence would be if she is found guilty. 
However, it would not be unreasonable to speculate that 
Mrs Hayden-White might have some difficulty sitting 
down in the future.   

 
Over and out! 
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The New Inmates 

 
 
Ellen threw her arms around Kate and hugged 

her. “I owe you big time for this, I’m so sorry you got 
flogged.” 

Kate hugged Ellen back. “It’s ok, no big deal,” 
she grinned. “What is it you gals say? It was only 
whops?” 

“Everybody, this is Kate Faulkner,” said Ellen, 
“an old and trusted friend.” 

Kate smiled. “This is my partner Angie 
Ashurst.” 

Angie grinned. 
Mr Humphries stepped forward and introduced 

himself. “And this is Deborah Morton,” he said. 
Debs stood up to shake hands. 
“It’s a pleasure Miss Morton,” said Kate. 
“Debs,” corrected Deborah, “just plain old 

Debs.” 
Angie stepped forward and shook hands. Ellen 

Millar busied herself pouring glasses of bubbles for 
the guests. 
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“Alright, listen up, this is the plan,” said Ellen. 
“Debs is scheduled to play her opening game a week 
from Saturday. According to our intel Melissa 
Forsham-Smythe has commissioned the Yoofs to ruin 
Debs career. We have warned the police and the 
Lawn Tennis Association. Debs will give two samples, 
the clean one will be privately tested and the results 
of the contaminated one will be discarded.” 

“Suzy and I will travel with Deborah as 
bodyguards, so I’ll need you two to take over security 
while I’m away,” she continued. “When we return you 
will be assigned to guard Debs. Melissa will not like 
being thwarted and is bound to try something else. 
You’ll act as Deborah’s grubbies.” 

“Derby’s not going to like that,” interjected 
Debs. 

“We can be assistant grubbies,” said Kate 
smoothly. 

Debs liked Kate already. 
 
“How do you want to play this ladies?” asked 

the Grand Master.   
Kate and Angie looked at one another. 
“We’ve talked about that,” replied Kate. “To be 

honest sir I had so much fun at Ripley I’d like to be 
treated as a normal inmate. I was a bit of a goodie-
two-shoes at school and I didn’t know what I was 
missing out on.” 

The Grand Master nodded. “I’ve been 
reviewing your record Kate. Although you will be 
officially designated as a Little Brat I plan to assign 
you to participate in the Elite curriculum. It’s very 
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advanced and I think you’ll enjoy it. What about you 
Angie?” 

“Well I was no whiz at school but I want to 
stick with Kate,” she giggled. “Somebody has to keep 
this wild-woman’s bumbags out of trouble.” 

 
Lady Derby Huntington looked Kate and Angie 

up and down suspiciously. 
“I run a tight ship,” she said sharply. 
Kate nodded. “I know you do, I’m a big fan of 

Debs blog. She always speaks so highly of you,” she 
said sweetly. 

Derby looked thoughtful and then she smiled. 
“Well, if you’re here to protect Miss Morton you can’t 
be all bad,” she said cheerily. “Now let me show you 
around and introduce you to some folks.”   

 
“Hello Sarah,” said Kate evenly. 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe’s face was a mask. The 

last time the two women had met face to face Kate 
Faulkner was handcuffing her and arresting her on 
board her mother’s plane which was loaded down 
with stolen haut couture. 

“I heard you were coming and I know why 
you’re here,” said Sarah. “I doubt we’ll ever be 
buddies but I count Deborah as a friend. I think my 
mother has finally taken leave of her senses and she 
needs to be stopped. I don’t want to cause harm to 
my family but this is a terrible thing that she’s doing. 
If you think I can help I’ll make myself available.” 

“That’s very generous,” said Kate. “I’ll bear 
that in mind.” 
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“Cya around,” said Sarah and turned on her 
heel and strode down the landing. 

“You two know each other?” asked Lady Derby 
Huntington. 

Kate Faulkner nodded. “We have rather a 
colorful history,” she told Her Ladyship. 
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Smoked and Sliced 

 
 
The following morning Kate and Angie got an 

insight into life at Woodys. Rosemary Booker was at 
the front of the lecture room, bent forward at the 
waist with her arms stretched out so that she could 
reach down and touch her toes.  

It was also an opportunity for the new inmates 
to view Rosemary’s voluptuous rear end up close and 
personal. Her chums liked to pull Rosie’s leg and 
called her remarkable protrusion the Eighth Wonder 
of the World. 

Ms Wharton was a particularly avid admirer of 
Rosemary’s rear end. The navy blue gossamer of her 
bumbags seemed to cling to the perfectly rounded 
semi-spheres, following the contours and providing a 
perfectly delectable target. 

The Wart took her time flexing the cane 
between her hands and doing her breathing exercises 
in the manner that Patty had taught her. In recent 
months her technique had improved drastically and 
her rate of miss-hits and glancing blows had reduced 
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noticeably. None of this boded well for Rosemary’s 
bumbags.  

Having completed her preparations the Wart 
stepped in close. She swung the cane with extreme 
malice. It was an almost perfect strike, landing across 
the crest of the voluptuous orbs with power and 
accuracy. Rosemary’s chums winced. There was no 
question that she had opened with a smoker, which 
didn’t bode well for Rosemary’s bumbags either. 

 
The Wart took her time, allowing the opener to 

work its way through Rosemary’s central nervous 
system causing disaster and destruction in its wake. 
She raised the cane high in the air and smoked 
Rosemary for a second time. 

 
The toe-touching position was particularly 

despised by the inmates. The protocols dictated that 
a gals fingers must remain physically touching the 
toes of her shoes throughout the beating. If a gal 
jerked back the stroke could be discounted. It was 
not a protocol that was much adhered to by any other 
than the cruelest members of the Brass and Elite. 
Unfortunately for Rosemary Robin Wharton was a 
warped and evil woman and she regularly discounted 
strokes for even minor jerking. 

The joint challenge of being smoked and 
staying down was causing Rosemary considerable 
consternation.  

 
The Wart took aim and landed another perfect 

strike. Rosemary’s head jerked back but somehow 
she managed to stay down. 
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The Wart was enjoying herself. She knew that 
the longer she took between strokes the more 
difficulty Rosemary would have maintaining position. 
She waited almost half a minute before stepping in 
again. 

 
The heat in Rosemary’s behind was reaching 

fever pitch. However, whop-hardened veterans like 
Rosemary understood that there was an art to being 
beaten. It was all about presentation, the better she 
presented her backside the less the chance of low or 
high riders. She gritted her teeth and concentrated on 
keeping her head well down and her arse well up. 

 
The Wart slashed the cane downwards, 

smoking Rosemary for the fifth time. To her disgust 
Rosemary steadfastly stayed down.  

 
Robin Wharton considered her options. The 

safe option was to deliver a conventional closer and 
go for a five-bar gate. However, she was very 
tempted to finish with a bacon slicer. Until recently 
she had not had much success with the difficult 
technique. She had once sprained her wrist in a failed 
attempt to slice Debs and she had abandoned any 
further attempts. However her recent training was 
improving her confidence and she had finally got her 
own back on Deborah with a perfectly delivered slice. 

The Wart took a deep breath and raised the 
cane. She brought it down vertically. Although the 
cane only made minimum impact, the effect was eye-
watering. Momentarily Rosemary felt as if a sliver of 
flesh had been physically sliced of her arse. 
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The Wart was watching like a hawk, 
Rosemary’s head had shaken from side to side and 
her shoulders arched but she had somehow managed 
to stay in position. It was disappointing but the Wart 
couldn’t help but smile to herself. Her gloating tale of 
smoking and slicing the unit’s most spectacular rear 
end guaranteed that she would wine and dine liberally 
at the expense of her cronies later that evening. 

 
Kate and Angie were suitably impressed. 
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A Severe Case of the Residuals 

 
 
Lisa Sutton was deeply unimpressed. She was 

bent forward at the front of the lecture room with her 
skirt turned back and her fingers balanced on the tips 
of her toes. 

 
Ms Wharton was ecstatic. She was still reveling 

in the success of beating Rosemary when she caught 
Lisa Sutton bang to rights with a pea-shooter pressed 
to her lips. The Wart couldn’t believe her good 
fortune. The GeoDame whipped down her cane and 
Lisa disconsolately shrugged off her blazer. 

 
Lisa Sutton’s rear end was not in the greatest 

condition for six of the best. The previous evening 
she had been playing poker dice with the Bounder. 
Lisa had been on a roll and Bernadette was losing her 
blouse, her blazer and her bumbags. When the 
lockdown warning bell had rung they had changed 
out of their clobber into their red and black striped 
silk jimjams, dealt with their laundry and performed 
their bed-time ablutions before turning in for the 
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night. Lisa Sutton turned off her bedside light smiling 
blissfully. She liked nothing better than taking the 
Bounders money. 

 
The Bounder was a notoriously grumpy cove 

when it came to losing her dosh at the tables and she 
tossed and turned restlessly in her pit. 

When Claire Brooks opened the door and 
flashed her spotlight Bernadette Summers feigned 
sleep.  

Finally Bernadette slid out of bed and padded 
barefoot across the small bed-room the two chums 
shared. She carried a small spotlight and the five dice 
with her. She shook Lisa awake. 

“One last roll,” she whispered. “Five hundred 
squids and I’ll give you two to one.” 

“Not in these jimjams,” hissed Lisa. “Now go 
back to bed before you get us both whopped.” 

The Bounder rattled the dice. “Just one hand,” 
she whispered. “Claire won’t be back for fifteen 
minutes.” 

“Piss off Bounder,” hissed Lisa irritably. “Stop 
being such a bad loser and turn off that torch.” She 
could see Bernadette scowling in the shadows.  

 
“This fucking sucks,” grumbled the Bounder. 

She stared at the dice incredulously. She had started 
so well, Ace, king, queen, jack and a nine. She had 
kept the top end of her straight and re-rolled the 
runt. To her amazement, against the odds, on both 
her next throws the dice had turned face up showing 
her a nine and she couldn’t even make a pair. Lisa 
giggled in the dim light. 
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“Double or quits,” growled the Bounder. 
Claire Brooks padded along the Phase Six 

landing in her soft crepe-soled shoes. Momentarily 
the Dorm Raider thought she saw a flicker of light 
under the door of the study shared by Lisa and the 
Bounder but an instant later it had gone. She put her 
ear to the door. She breathed a sigh of relief, she 
didn’t hear a murmur. She continued along the 
corridor listening at each door for sounds of goofing 
or gabbing. She turned back and started towards the 
stairwell. As she approached Lisa and Bernadette’s 
door for the last time the light flickered again. This 
time it stayed on longer. Claire Brooks sighed. She 
had no choice other than to investigate. She quietly 
turned the handle of the door.    

 
Lisa Sutton had spent a miserable night lying 

on her tummy with smoke billowing out from beneath 
the duvet. She cursed her own greed and foolishness. 
One hand of poker dice had turned into another as 
Lisa took several thousand squids from her room-
mate. The Bounder was becoming increasingly 
frustrated and made rash bet after rash bet. Despite 
her better judgment Lisa Sutton allowed herself to be 
persuaded to play one last hand.   

 
Lisa Sutton was suffering from a severe case of 

the residuals when she climbed out of her scratch in 
the morning. She went into the bathroom and rolled 
down the trews of her jimjams. She ran her fingers 
across the tender flesh. She cursed the Bounder. 

Bernadette came into the bathroom. She had a 
sullen scowl on her face. 
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“You owe me six grand,” snapped Lisa, “and 
don’t think you’re taking it out of the BSE account and 
stealing my commissions. This is coming out of your 
personal stash. If you try any of your sleight of hand 
bullshit I’ll string you up by your bumbags.” 

Bernadette just grunted. She brushed her teeth 
and then went across to the coffee maker and poured 
herself a cup of steaming java. She topped it off with 
a healthy shot of Kahlua. The Bounder didn’t blame 
Lisa for being mad at her but that didn’t help her 
disposition. Losing six grand was bad enough but 
topping it off with an explosive six on the silks was 
enough to make the temperamental Bounder more 
than a tad tetchy.  

Bernadette took her loaded coffee and crossed 
to her closet. She pushed the hangers holding her 
clobber apart and pressed her thumb against the wall. 
A section of the wall slid away. Bernadette reached 
into the secret panel and pulled out a wedge of 
banknotes thick enough to choke a donkey. She took 
them back into the living area and grumpily started to 
pile the twenties into neat sets. It made her feel sick 
to her stomach. She hurried over to the bar area and 
poured herself another healthy slug of liqueur. 

 
Lisa Sutton was feeling sick to her stomach. 

Bending over made her frazzled flesh stretch 
uncomfortably. She felt the cane tap down. She tried 
to focus on something more pleasant. 

“Six grand, six grand,” she muttered to herself 
as the cane sliced across her buttocks. 
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A Controversial Low-Rider 

 
 
Lisa Sutton was cursing Ali Stone. Ali was a 

notorious prankster and was an expert with the 
catapult. She had perfected the art of firing sideways 
from a trajectory just below the lid of her desk.  

The first paper pellet had caught Lisa on her 
bare thigh just below the hem of her skirt, the second 
on her calf. Although the projectiles were only formed 
from folded paper when launched from a high-
powered catty they stung like crazy. Lisa rubbed her 
leg and glared at Ali. As usual Ali was looking 
innocent and staring straight ahead at the overhead 
projector at the front of the lecture room. 

Lisa reached into her satchel and pulled out a 
comet pea-shooter. The barrel featured a copper-
brazed, double-wall steel construction with a 
galvanized zinc coating adding a nice weight for 
steady, surer shots. The flared end allowed faster 
loading and more concentrated pressure behind every 
shot. 

Ali was wearing her waist-length hair tied back 
in a pony-tail. Lisa Sutton put two dried peas in her 
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mouth and took aim. She made two perfect hits on 
the tip of Ali’s ear causing her to half-raise herself out 
of her seat in surprise. 

Unfortunately Ms Wharton picked that exact 
moment to turn around to address the room.  

 
Every morning, before starting her round of 

lectures, the Wart logged onto the ‘Breaking Whops’ 
section of the GalGab website. She liked to keep 
abreast of recent Big BUTT activity and it helped her 
compile her list of potential targets.  

The Dorm Raid whoppings were post-
processed before brekker the following morning so 
when she arrived in the lecture rooms the Wart was 
armed with a list of names of gals who would be 
suffering from a case of the residuals. 

 
The Wart grinned to herself. She left Lisa a 

little more time to sweat and then raised her arm in 
the air. After her successful raid on Rosemary’s 
tautened bumbags the Wart was brimming with 
confidence. She slashed the cane downwards with 
considerable venom. 

It took all Lisa’s willpower to stay down for the 
first two strokes. The pain was excruciating and she 
was feeling giddy and bilious. The third strike was 
over-whelming. Cruelly Ms Wharton had delivered a 
low-rider, slashing the cane across the sensitive fleshy 
sulcus where her buttocks and thighs joined. She 
jerked upwards, a tortured look on her face. 

“Discounted!” snapped the Wart. “Get back 
into position.” 
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Bernadette Summers leapt to her feet. “You 
can’t discount it, that was a fucking low-rider,” she 
growled. 

The Wart stared at the Bounder incredulously. 
“What did you say?” she snarled. 

The Bounder glared at the dame. “That was a 
low-rider, you can’t discount the stroke,” she said 
pugnaciously. “Stand up Lisa, we’re launching an 
appeal.” 

Ms Wharton scowled. “Stay down,” she 
ordered Lisa, “I haven’t finished with you and you 
button your mouth, Summers, I’ll deal with you next.” 

Bernadette stepped out into the aisle. She 
strode towards the front of the lecture hall. “Stand 
up, Lisa,” she growled, “and you,” she snapped at the 
Wart, “call the Grand Master, let’s see what he has to 
say.” 

“Have you taken leave of your senses?” 
demanded the Wart. “I’ll do no such thing, now bend 
over Sutton I’m going to thrash the living daylights 
out of you.” 

Bernadette pushed passed Lisa and got 
between her and the Dame. “Call the Grand Master,” 
she growled hostilely.  

 
Bernadette Summers was a beautiful creature. 

She had glowing dusky skin, thick black hair, dark 
almond shaped eyes, a button nose and a pouty 
mouth. Nonetheless when she was grumpy, which 
was a regular occurrence, her countenance took on 
an extremely threatening look. Her eyes hooded and 
her body emanated an animal aggression. The Wart 
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took a step back. She fully believed that the Bounder 
was about to biff her on the hooter. 

 
The administration of low-riders was strongly 

discouraged. During her schooldays Ms Lawton had 
been one of the unfortunate participants in Patty 
Hodge’s original low-rider trials. She considered the 
technique to be cruel and barbaric and wrote special 
provisions into the protocols to limit their use. Ms 
Lawton was a firm believer that the female physique 
was designed broad of beam and perfectly suited to 
absorb a properly delivered six of the best. She did 
not consider that low-riders constituted proper 
delivery. Nonetheless, she understood that even the 
most skilled practitioner could occasionally miss-swing 
so the protocols allowed ‘a single involuntary low-
rider,’ however, the recipients punishment record 
book had to be annotated with ‘1 Inv. L-R’ so that she 
could monitor for serial low-riding. The protocol also 
dictated that in the event that a second low-rider was 
delivered the punishment was immediately 
terminated.  

Most importantly for Lisa the protocols also 
stated that administration of a low-rider disqualified 
the stroke from being discounted. Bernadette 
Summers had the Wart bang to rights. 
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Fresh Out of Luck 

 
 
“You knuckle-headed buffoon!” raged Patty in 

the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. “Have you 
heard what he’s doing? He’s installing surveillance 
cameras in the lecture halls!” 

“He beat me with the Reform School Strap,” 
wailed the Wart.  

“You got lucky,” ranted Patty. “I have a good 
mind to beat you around the head with a hockey 
stick. How could you be so stupid?” 

The Wart scowled. The day had started so well 
with her glorious beating of Rosemary’s behind. She 
had fully expected to be drinking champagne and 
slurping down oysters at Patty’s expense. However, 
things had not gone as planned and she was forced 
to remain standing at the bar as she was unable to 
bring herself to rest her tortured sitmedown on the 
bar stool. She couldn’t help noticing that Patty Hodge 
was drinking copiously and had set the tab up in the 
Wart’s name. She growled under her breath. 
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Patty Hodge staggered about her apartment. 
She reached into the closet to take down her effigy of 
Deborah’s rear end but she fell backwards landing on 
her own backside with a bump. She groaned. 
Sometimes she felt her world was collapsing around 
her. Patty was sure that the Wart’s latest act of 
buffoonery would result in even more intense scrutiny 
of her activities just when she needed to be skirting 
the radar. She staggered to her feet and wobbled her 
way over to her laptop. After three attempts she 
remembered her password and logged onto the 
secret area of the MFS website where she 
communicated with Armanisuit in encrypted 
messages. 

For the first time in hours she felt uplifted. 
Once deciphered the rambling message regarding 
Horatio Nelson’s last days at the Battle of Trafalgar 
restored her faith in humanity. Armanisuit informed 
her that the Yoofs would be deploying a top operative 
for the ‘Get Morton’ mission. He also informed her 
that arrangements had been made to ensure that 
Yvonne Godfrey would be recaptured and returned to 
Woodys. The fifty grand get out of jail money would 
be sequestered and placed in an offshore bank 
account in Patty’s name. 

Patty grinned gleefully. The good news had 
sobered her up and she felt sufficiently buoyed to 
make another attempt at retrieving her effigy. She 
placed it over the end of the sofa. She fetched one of 
her wye-tipped canes and prepared to whip the 
bejaysus out of Deborah’s stolen bumbags. 
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Lisa Sutton handed the Bounder the wedge of 
banknotes. 

“That was amazing,” she said appreciatively. “I 
thought she was going to have a heart attack when 
you forced her to call the Grand Master.” 

“She’s a thug,” scowled the Bounder. She 
looked at the wedge. “What’s that?” 

Lisa shrugged. “I feel bad about taking your 
loot.” 

The Bounder squinted her eyes. “You won it 
fair and square. I don’t like losing but I always pay 
my bets.” 

Lisa rattled the dice. “How about all or 
nothing?” 

“That’s a mugs bet for you?” said the Bounder. 
Lisa shrugged again. “One shot, Bounder,” she 

said. “If I win I’m keeping it.” 
Bernadette took five of the dice. The two 

chums hunched down using their arms for cover. 
They rolled their dice. 

“I’ll stick,” said Bernadette. 
Lisa creased her brow. She wondered whether 

the Bounder was bluffing. Lisa had a fair hand. Two 
nines and two jacks. It would be tempting to simply 
go for a full house. However, she scooped up the 
nines and the runt and rolled again. She scored 
another jack and two runts. She picked up the runts 
and rolled for the final time. She couldn’t believe her 
eyes when she saw two jacks on the upper faces of 
the dice. She raised her arm to show the Bounder. 

“I’m sorry Bernie but it seems you’ve just been 
fresh out of luck these past twenty-four hours,” she 
said sympathetically. 
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The Bounder stared at the dice, he face not 
registering any emotion. Lisa reached over to pick up 
the stack of lolly off the table top. Bernadette slowly 
raised her arm. The five dice lay on the table facing 
upwards. Ace, ace, ace, ace, and then another ace. 
Slowly her face split into a smile.    
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Just a Couple of Spankings 

 
 
The buzz on the gossvine was all about the 

grand opening of Miss Spanky Botts Café Woodys 
scheduled for the coming Saturday night. 

Spanky and Christy had driven up from the 
Smoke to brief the inmates on the opening night’s 
proceedings. 

Mr Humphries told the inmates that he had got 
dispensation from Claire’s father, the Minister of 
Extreme Social Rehabilitation, for a tribal outing. Air 
conditioned coaches would be provided and he had 
block booked a boutique hotel in the heart of the 
Smoke to protect them from the paparazzi. 

Spanky told them that three hundred lucky 
members of the official Woodette web-site had been 
randomly selected to attend the opening. They would 
be flying in from all over the globe.  

 
The Bounder reached under her skirt and 

extracted a sheaf of squids from the elastic waistband 
of her bumbags. She handed them to Debs. 

“What’s this?” asked Deborah. 
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The Bounder grinned. “You got through your 
first week as Red-shirt without getting caned. You 
wouldn’t believe how much mullah I’ve made off your 
bumbags. I thought I’d cut you in for a couple of g’s.” 

Deborah didn’t immediately take the wedge. 
“Bernie,” she said uncertainly. “I’ve been 

thinking about these spankings on Saturday night at 
the opening. I’m not sure they’re such a good idea.” 

The Bounders eyes opened as big as saucers. 
“Are you fucking barking?” she shrieked. “You’ve 
signed contracts. There are photographers and set 
designers and dressers in place. If you back out now 
they’ll sue you for breach of contract. It will take 
more than a couple of g’s to get your sorry arse out 
of the crack.” 

Deborah pouted. “I signed the contracts under 
duress,” she said. “You got me squiffy.” 

The Bounder scowled. “You’ve made a lot of 
money from the last photo-shoot and whether you 
like it or not you’re bumbags are all over the internet 
for now and for eternity. What difference will a few 
more shots make?” she asked angrily. 

Debs sighed; it was hard to argue that the 
Bounder didn’t have a valid point. When she googled 
herself and clicked on images there were now over a 
hundred shots of her in clobber or semi-clobber, far 
out-weighing the pictures of her playing tennis. By far 
the most popular was the unflattering picture of her 
with her face screwed up in agony at the moment 
Lady Victoria cracked the hairbrush off her 
defenseless buttocks. 

There was no question that the money was 
good and she certainly needed it. When the Extreme 
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Ladettes were sentenced to serve time at Woodys 
their assets were automatically seized by the Dark 
Agents of the System. Some of the inmates like Cat 
and Cassie Cassy, Vix, Nix and Lisa Sutton had 
enormous untouchable trust funds that even the Dark 
Agents had been unable to sequester. Deborah was 
less fortunate. She was a millionairess several times 
over by the time she turned twenty. She had acquired 
a conservative portfolio of stock, art and property but 
it was not protected by an entity that could ward off 
the clutching fingers of the System. The day that she 
was sentenced her fortune was wiped out and the 
Inland Revenue sent her a massive bill for taxes that 
was now accruing interest. 

Deborah’s parents were moderately wealthy 
but did not have the resources to sponsor her return 
to the international Grand Prix circuit. Even if she 
traveled cattle class and stayed in low-rent pensiones 
the bill for her and her team could run to a couple of 
hundred thousand quid in a heartbeat.  

She had squirreled away most of the dosh she 
had made from allowing Spanking Nick Warren to 
cane her after the West Side Story production. She 
had made a little money when she had won the 
tournament in Marbella and the photo-shoot had 
certainly contributed to her war-chest. Nonetheless, 
she was still a long way from any form of financial 
security. 

“Come on, Debs,” said Bernadette, “it’s just 
going to be a couple of spankings.” 

Debs groaned. The sports magazine had 
offered a cash and sponsorship deal. They would 
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supply her outfits and racquets for six months. It 
would take a great financial weight off her shoulders. 

The glamour magazine had offered to allow 
her to keep the dresses. Although Debs was not much 
interested in fashion she acknowledged it would be 
nice to have couple of pretty frocks in her wardrobe 
that she would never dream of buying for herself. 

“Yes,” she muttered. “I suppose you’re right, 
it’s just a couple of spankings.”  

Bernadette winked at Debs and tossed the wad 
of banknotes on the desk. 
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