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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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Opening Night 

 
 
At seven o’clock on Saturday evening two 

luxury air-conditioned coaches pulled up in front of 
the red and black striped awning that covered the red 
velvet carpet leading to the entrance to Café Woodys. 

Security guards provided by Stacks Monroe 
held the paparazzi at bay while the inmates of the 
Woody Back to School unit glided up the walkway and 
flocked into the new nightclub owned by Miss Spanky 
Botts. 

 
In the atrium Spanky and Christy Cranfield 

were waiting to welcome their chums. Earlier in the 
day Cassie Cassy and a small team of her most 
trusted assistants had formed an advance party to 
prepare an exotic buffet which included oysters 
imported from the Puget Sound and Beluga caviar 
shipped in from the duty free concession in Dubai. 
Michelle Morgan and Frankie Reese busied 
themselves popping open bottles of 1997 Veuve 
Clicquot Ponsardin and handing out flutes filled with 
the icily chilled bubbles. 
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Cathy Cooper and Karen Masters escorted the 
inmates on a guided tour of the new establishment. 
The Woody gals were immediately impressed. Spanky 
Botts had spared no expense in outfitting the new 
headquarters for the devoted patrons of 
www.woodettes.com. Spanky had commissioned Jojo 
Heyworth to help her recreate an atmosphere that 
incorporated many elements of the Woody facility. In 
the downstairs bar area a collection of Nicola Jane 
Nixon’s candid photographs featuring many of the 
Woody celebrities adorned the wood paneled walls. 

On the second floor there was a large locker 
room where guests at the nightclub could change out 
of their civilian working attire and put on their 
clobber. Across the hall Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises had established a Whops and Clobber 
boutique. Patrons of the nighterie would be able to 
purchase original Woody paraphernalia and 
memorabilia and be measured for customized clobber 
that would be tailored and bear the exclusive BSE 
motif.  

The third floor was even more impressive. Jojo 
had lovingly created three punishment salons. The 
first was a re-creation of a lecture room from the 
Woody facility, complete with six slope-lidded desks 
and an original Pearson Roller revolving blackboard. 

The second room was an exact facsimile of the 
imposing punishment room at the back of the Woody 
library, replete with a customized spanking stool that 
Karen informed them Spanky had commissioned from 
a member of the Royal Family that had gone into the 
carpentry business. 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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Finally there was a replica of the Grand 
Master’s study. Hanging on the walls were the 
reproduction paintings from the Joe Summers 
Collection that Jojo and her team had produced to 
thwart the Man from Berlin and his gang of thugs.  

Sitting on the large oak desk was a thirty-six 
inch long super cane with a red and black striped 
leather handle. A straight-backed chair was placed 
ominously in front of an ornate fireplace. The artful 
setup was reason enough to send the gals scurrying 
back downstairs in search of more champagne and 
caviar. 

 
Spanky Botts had staged a lottery on the 

www.woodettes.com website and three hundred lucky 
Woodettes had received invitations to attend the gala 
opening at the very reasonable price of a grand a 
skull. All the proceeds would be donated to the newly 
established Spanky Botts Foundation. 

At eight o’clock a fleet of white stretch 
limousines pulled up at the café and discharged an 
array of clobber-clad Woodettes onto the red carpet.  

Clobber was de rigueur to obtain admission to 
the gala opening. Spanky had established strict house 
rules. Gals who wished to participate in the evenings 
activities wore the traditional red and black striped 
ties identical to those worn by the inmates of the 
Woody Back to School unit. They would become 
members of the exclusive club known as ‘Stripies’. 
Others, who preferred just to act as observers, wore 
block red ties.  
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Christy Cranfield, resplendent in her ornately 
embroidered Posh Coat, greeted the guests at the 
door. Miss Cranfield would act as hostess and 
Mistress of Discipline at the establishment. 

Back-stage Claire Brooks was preparing to 
open the evening’s entertainment with her one-
woman revue ‘Caned Laughter’. Spanky had filled 
Claire’s dressing room with champagne and roses and 
the comediennes chums milled about giggling and 
offering encouragement. 

 
Next door, Deborah Morton was also preparing 

to participate in the opening gala but she was 
showing significantly less enthusiasm. 

“I don’t know how I let you persuade me to do 
this,” she groaned for the thousandth time. 

“It’ll be very private, only essential personnel 
will be allowed in the rooms,” Bernadette Summers 
reassured her, “and I’ve made sure it’s an all female 
crew.” 

“Yeah, very private! Three hundred whooping 
Woodettes are going to watch me get my bum 
whapped on close circuit TV,” moaned Debs. “Not to 
mention that pictures of my bumbags are going to be 
circulating around the world in these magazines.” 

The Bounder put her arms around Deborah. 
“We’ve talked about this a hundred times,” she said 
reassuringly. “It’s just a couple of spankings and you’ll 
make out like a bandit. Trust me on this.” 

Deborah grunted unenthusiastically. 
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The Spanking Comedienne 

 
 
At eight thirty Spanky Botts mounted the steps 

of the stage to officially greet her guests. As usual 
Spanky’s clobber was immaculate. Nicola Jane Nixon 
had loaned Spanky her personal clobber consultant 
and they had procured an array of exquisite sets of 
clobber from Nixdown’s international network of 
bespoke tailor’s. Her blazer and the skirt of her 
gymslip sashayed in perfect synchronization as she 
strode onto the stage. The Woody gals and the 
Woodettes whooped and clapped as she politely 
curtsied. 

With a huge beam on her face Spanky 
welcomed the international guests. She explained 
some of the house rules. 

“Anyone who so wishes will be more than 
welcome to go home with a sore bottom tonight,” she 
assured the audience. “And speaking of sore bottoms, 
it is my great pleasure to introduce a friend of mine 
and a genuine Woody legend who is particularly well-
versed in the subject of sore-bottoms. Ladies, lets put 
our hands together for Miss Claire Brooks.”  
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Claire Brooks strode onto the stage looking 
long and lithe. She had selected a short gymslip that 
showed off her shapely legs. As usual Claire’s whiter 
than white blouse was crisply starched and her tie 
was knotted into a perfect vee. Her shoulder length 
auburn hair was pulled back under a matching hair-
clip with her fringe arranged in bangs. 

“Ma brought us up to believe that there is no 
problem that can’t be solved by a sore bottom,” she 
began. “Obviously I don’t have any problems because 
for the past twenty years I’ve been suffering from a 
virulent strain of sore-arse syndrome.” 

 
The idea for the Caned Laughter Revue was a 

result of several lengthy discussions with the Grand 
Master regarding ways that Claire’s legendary over-
worked jaw bone could be better employed than 
constantly interrupting lectures with her pithy 
observations. She had debuted the Revue at a 
Saturday Night Feast back at the facility and had 
received rave reviews from the inmates. 

When Spanky had invited her to give an 
abbreviated thirty-minute version of the show to open 
the club Claire had canvassed her chums for their 
favorite parts of her yarns. With over two decades of 
spankings and canings under her bumbags there was 
no shortage of material to choose from. 

Her account of her first caning at the ultra-
posh Dayton Manor boarding school brought tears to 
the eyes of the Woodettes. She recounted her 
surprise when she found a pink envelope in her 
pigeon hole containing a polite invitation from her 
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House Captain to repair to her study to participate in 
a six o’clock swishing. An RSVP was requested. 

According to Claire six o’clock swishing’s soon 
became a regular feature on her social calendar. She 
proudly confided with the audience that she emerged 
from her educational career as the second most 
caned school pupil in history, just slightly behind Debs 
Morton. 

However, she claimed gleefully, she did hold a 
record of her own. She had been caught in a 
compromising position with a stable boy discussing 
Ugandan affairs and was hauled before the Board of 
Governors.  

At the insistence of Baroness Fielding, whom it 
would later be revealed is the younger sister of 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe, an ancient and defunct 
protocol was invoked. Claire was sentenced to be 
horsed and birched. 

 
According to the records of the Ministry of 

Education between the beginning and end of the 
great European wars of the twentieth century horsing 
and birching became quite the vogue amongst the 
strictest girl’s boarding schools. Nonetheless, the 
punishment was considered so ghastly that ministerial 
approval was required. Only ninety five applications 
were ever approved out of almost five hundred that 
were submitted.  

The last officially endorsed horsing and 
birching was delivered to the hind-quarters of Anne 
Stanthorpe, Duchess of Lambourne, for lewd and 
drunken behavior. The approval was dated in the 
winter of 1945. The Duchess would later become a 
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conservative Member of Parliament and was 
staunchly opposed to the abolition of corporal 
punishment. 

Apparently Baroness Fielding hadn’t read any 
memos from the Ministry and persuaded the Dayton 
Manor Board of Governors to proceed with the 
punishment. Claire Brooks became the first schoolgirl 
in over forty-five years to be subjected to the 
humiliating punishment. 

Although Claire confesses on her blog that it is 
one of her least favorite memories it was a tribute to 
her remarkable comedic talents that she was able to 
recount the unfortunate tale with enormous and 
endearing pith and wit.  

 
Claire proved equally witty as she chronicled 

the trials and tribulations of her bumbags during her 
sentence at the Big House. Her imitations of Patty, 
Katie and the Wart were particularly well-received but 
she was a tad nervous, that despite the Radical 
Rights boycott of the opening, word might get back to 
them. She rather fancied that Patty Hodge might not 
appreciate being the brunt of her barbed humor. It 
made her bottom squirm just thinking of the 
consequences; but trouper that she was Claire Brooks 
soldiered on. 

By the time Claire finished her routine and took 
a bow to a standing ovation the Woodettes were 
thoroughly warmed up for the forthcoming 
entertainment. 
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Flimsy Tennis Shorts 

 
 
Upstairs in the salon that had been designed 

as a replica of the back room in the library at the 
Woody School Back to School unit Lady Derby 
Huntington and Rosemary Booker were doing their 
best to keep Deborah’s spirits up. 

While Claire was onstage delivering her revue 
the camerawoman had busied herself taking some 
conventional face and body shots of Debs and Rachel 
Cox in a variety of pretty tennis outfits. Debs was 
rather pleased with the results.  

Deborah had always had a somewhat rounded 
physique, although she preferred it when the press 
referred to her as shapely. Unfortunately even a slight 
upward weight fluctuation was noticeable and several 
gutter journalists had reduced her to tears when they 
had cruelly accused her of being over-weight and 
unfit when she had lost grueling tennis matches. 
However, over the past nine months she had started 
a new kick-boxing work-out regime with Suzy Scott. 
She was genuinely thrilled and amazed by the results. 
Although she remained rounded there was not an 
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ounce of excess fat on her. Her legs looked terrific 
and her arms looked strong and muscular without 
appearing bulked up. She was most delighted with 
her butt, which she had always felt looked overly 
plump. Now, thanks to Suzy’s regime it was perfectly 
rounded, although she had heeded Suzy’s warning 
that it would be wise for a Woody gal to keep a little 
spare flesh in that region. 

Deborah loved digital cameras; the 
camerawoman showed them the results after each 
pose and allowed them to veto any they didn’t care 
for. 

However, Debs was beginning to get nervous. 
The set designer had placed the replica spanking 
stool in front of the fire-place and the camera crew 
was making last minute lighting adjustments. 

 
For the first of the two photo shoots Deborah 

was going to be dangled by her training partner 
Rachel Cox. Rachel was famous in her own right. She 
had played on the international tennis circuit at the 
same time as Debs and had been one of the first 
celebrities that the dark forces of the System had 
targeted during the early days of the Purge of the 
Ladettes. 

After the success of the Clobber Monthly shoot 
featuring Debs being spanked by Lady Vix it had 
occurred to the editor of the prestigious sports 
magazine that a layout of Debs being spanked by her 
doubles partner would sell like hot cakes. 

Debs and Rachel would model one of the 
hottest new designer collections of tennis outfits, 
which they got to keep after the shoot. 
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Deborah dismally studied the customized 

leather paddle. It was a miniature replica of a tennis 
racquet. The leather face had been precision cut to 
resemble the strings of a racquet. 

“This looks like it will smart big time,” Debs 
complained. 

Rosemary looked sympathetic. “It certainly 
looks aero-dynamic,” she agreed. 

Derby hurried over with a glass of champagne 
for Debs. 

The Bounder wandered over. “They’re ready 
whenever you are,” she told Deborah. She winked, 
“bottoms up sis,” she grinned. 

Deborah scowled. “I can’t wait until the next 
time I have your bottom up,” she growled. 

The Bounder just continued to grin. 
 
“Do not take any shots until I’m properly over 

and up,” insisted Debs. 
Due to the extended height of the infamous 

spanking stool getting positioned for a dangling was 
not always an elegant process. Although Debs was an 
athletic cove and had considerable experience of 
getting mounted she did not want pictures of her 
being hoisted over Rachel’s lap floating around the 
internet. 

 
Deborah gritted her teeth and settled in. Under 

the terms of her contracts the spankings she would 
receive over the course of the evening were required 
to be genuine. 
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Her first outfit of the evening was a passion 
pink hauteur-neck singlet and a pair of matching 
cotton tennis shorts. As she felt the paddle slowly 
circling her rear-end Debs felt fairly certain that the 
flimsy shorts would not extend her much protection. 

Deborah was acutely aware of the power of 
Rachel’s right arm. During the previous year, when 
Rachel was fulfilling the role of Deputy Red-shirt, the 
Wart had forced her to chuck Deborah out of the 
cafeteria on barely legitimate charges of causing an 
excessive disturbance. Following an unfortunate 
series of events the Wart instructed Rachel to subject 
Deborah to a twelve stroke running bender. By any 
standards it was a fantastic caning. Like Deborah, 
Rachel’s incredible eye-ball coordination translated 
well to the business of whops. 

Deborah had no doubt that Rachel Cox would 
prove equally potent with a leather paddle as she had 
with a senior cane. 

 
Debs Morton felt herself being maneuvered 

tightly into the crease of Rachel’s lap and then all hell 
broke loose inside her flimsy tennis shorts. 
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A Very Public Whopping 

 
 
Downstairs in the bar the Woodettes were 

monitoring the progress of the photo shoot on flat 
screen plasma screens with eyes as big as saucers. 
Most of them were ardent fans of Deborah’s blog on 
the web-site and had shared her woes over the many 
misadventures of her poor beleaguered bum. 
However, few of them had ever dreamed that they 
would get the opportunity to watch the author getting 
her bum whupped live on close circuit TV. 

 
Poor Debs was clearly not having the greatest 

time of it. Her contract with the sports mag required 
that she would receive an initial six across the seat of 
the flimsy tennis shorts, followed by two sets of three 
wearing different dresses. 

 
Debs had been perfectly correct in her 

assumption that the tennis shorts would offer little 
protection from the leather paddle. The hatched 
design of the paddle head gave her the disconcerting 
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impression that her backside was being tattooed with 
a pattern that strongly resembled waffle-weave.  

 
Rachel Cox loved Deborah like a sister. For a 

decade and a half they had played tennis together. 
Starting as top-ranked juniors and then progressing 
to the professional circuit. Although they were highly 
competitive they were close friends. As the first 
British women to appear amongst the highest 
echelons of the Grand Prix rankings for over a quarter 
of a century they formed a strong bond and a 
formidable doubles partnership. 

Nonetheless Rachel and Debs had agreed to 
fulfill the terms of their contract and Rachel wasn’t 
holding back. 

 
The photographer was shooting from every 

angle and ignoring Deborah’s obvious consternation 
encouraged Rachel to spank her even harder. The 
process was extremely slow and it took almost ten 
minutes for the first six to be completed. For even a 
dangle-hardened veteran like Debs it seemed like an 
eternity. 

 
“Are you okay?” asked Rachel as the two 

models prepared to change costumes.  
Debs stared at her bum in the mirror. “That 

thing is lethal,” she groaned. “Where the fuck did you 
get that from?” 

Rachel giggled. “Spanky and the Bounder had 
it commissioned. It’s quite unique.” 
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“So is the state of my arse,” complained Debs 
staring at the latticed swelling. “Just great! Waffle 
arse! That thing really stings.”  

Rachel gave Deborah a hug and handed her a 
short lilac dress. Debs took it unenthusiastically and 
pulled it over her head. “Where’s Derby?” she asked 
hopefully. “I need another glass of bubbles.” 

 
Deborah hung upside down panting. Three 

more spanks of the lethal paddle had exploded off her 
right buttock. Rachel turned down Deborah’s skirt and 
helped her dismount. 

“Some excellent affects, Miss Morton,” said the 
camerawoman enthusiastically. “Keep up the good 
work.” 

Deborah frowned and stomped off towards the 
dressing room. She was not finding it particularly 
difficult to provide good affects when a leather paddle 
was colliding with her arse. She selected a black and 
white chequered dress which she thought made her 
look quite pretty. She gingerly sat down in a padded 
chair and allowed the make-up woman to give her a 
touch-up. 

 
Downstairs the excitement was palpable. The 

Woodettes were overjoyed at the opportunity to 
commune with the Woody legends that they had read 
so much about. During the breaks between takes they 
rushed about taking snap-shots with their heroines. 

Spanky Botts watched the frenetic activity was 
a satisfied smile on her face. Her former lover, the 
famous artist William Graham had left her a death-
bed note instructing her to spend his vast fortune on 



Café Woodys 
 

 

a life of divine decadence. Spanky Botts liked to think 
she was fulfilling her obligation. 

 
Every head craned back towards the screens 

as Debs reappeared head down, arse up with the skirt 
of her dress turned back and a pair of white panties 
stretched across her buttocks. The sound of the 
paddle slapping down blasted out of the speakers as 
Deborah’s very public whopping continued. 

 
Deborah received a well-deserved standing 

ovation as she appeared in the bar dressed in her 
red-shirt clobber. Spanky hurried over and escorted 
her to the VIP area where Mr Humphries, Jojo, 
Rosemary and Nixdown were waiting with a chilled 
bottle of vintage Dom Perignon. She slid into a seat 
and did her best to look cheerful. She chinked glasses 
with her closest chums and surveyed the array of 
clobber-clad Woodettes milling around amongst the 
inmates of the legendary Back to School unit. 

“This is really something,” she muttered. 
Her chums smiled indulgently. “Bottoms up, 

sis,” they chorused. 
“Not funny,” muttered Deborah Morton bleakly, 

“not funny at all.” 
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Miss Cooper and Miss Masters 

 
 
The stage lights went down and when the 

curtain rose and the lights came up a large oak panel 
had been lowered from the ceiling. Two women in 
striped blazers stood facing the panel with their backs 
to the audience, their hands were intertwined on top 
of their heads and their noses pressed against the 
wood. 

 
Momentarily the familiar figures of Christy 

Cranfield and Spanky Botts stepped onto the stage. 
There was a buzz of excited expectation in the bar 
area. 

“Silence, silence in the facility,” came over the 
intercom system. “Mandatory six of the best for 
anybody who makes another sound.”  

Following a momentary murmur of nervous 
sniggering silence fell in the bar. 

 
“Lower your arms and turnaround,” Spanky 

instructed the two Woodettes. 
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Despite the silence mandate the denizens of 
the Woodettes web-based community burst into a 
round of spontaneous applause as Karen Masters and 
Cathy Cooper obediently took their hands off their 
heads and turned to face the audience. 

The two women were both well-known and 
highly-respected elders in the community. They were 
the original hostesses of the www.woodettes.com 
web-site and had been on-line to personally welcome 
new members on the night of the launch. They were 
the senior moderators in the chat rooms and worked 
tirelessly to ensure that the Woodettes were 
protected from unsavory predators. 

 
Karen Masters friendship with Spanky dated 

back to the days when Miss Botts had been the 
notorious spanking muse of William Graham. Karen 
had regularly joined Spanky bent over the balustrade 
of the third floor Venetian Palazzo, entertaining 
tourists on the Grand Canal as they were thrashed by 
the famous artist. 

Karen had helped Spanky nurse William during 
his tragic illness and stayed by her side while she 
grieved his passing. 

Karen and Spanky had been the first women to 
appear at the Snobs and Rotters Tribunal kitted out in 
clobber and they were largely responsible for the 
launch of the Whops and Clobber phenomena.  

Karen had gained a reputation as the resident 
on-line agony aunt and had been appointed as High 
Priestess of Community Relations for the new café. 
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Cathy Cooper had been quick to join Spanky 
and Karen in the front row of the Tribunal. Cathy was 
already a well-respected figure amongst the spanking 
establishment. She made a tidy living hosting regular 
spanking happenings all around the country and in 
mainland Europe and Scandinavia. Since the launch of 
the web-site she had expanded operations to the US 
and Canada and was looking at potential openings in 
Japan and other parts of Asia. Spanky had appointed 
Cathy as the Sorceress of Events and Happenings. 

 
Spanky stepped forward. Karen and Cathy 

stood meekly to attention. 
“Miss Cooper and Miss Masters,” said Spanky 

sternly. “You have each been charged with Gross 
Insubordination in the First Degree and you have 
each elected to enter pleas of not guilty, is this 
correct?” 

“Yes Madam Sergeant-at-Arms, that is correct,” 
the two women chorused. 

“Miss Cooper and Miss Masters it is my duty to 
inform you that after careful consideration of the facts 
the panel is unable to accept the defenses you have 
offered,” said Spanky. “Therefore in light of the 
severity of the charges you will each receive nine 
pops of the popping stick.” 

The Woody gals watched intently. Although the 
performance was staged and the outcome pre-
ordained they studied the reactions of the two women 
on stage. Cathy and Karen did their best to maintain 
a stony-faced demeanor but when their punishment 
was announced their eyes momentarily flickered 
down towards the floor, the corners of their mouths 
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twitched slightly and Cathy Cooper balled her fists 
and then splayed her fingers open again. The Woody 
gals knew exactly how the two women felt. 

“Madam Sergeant-at-Arms, escort Miss Cooper 
to the Popping Seat and prepare her for a popping,” 
instructed Christy in a voice that resonated authority. 

 
When Cathy Cooper was at school her chums 

had teased her that she must be related to an albino. 
Her fine hair was almost as white as freshly fallen 
snow, she had oddly pale blue eyes and her skin was 
the shade and texture of porcelain. Her waif-like 
physique and impish features made her vaguely 
resemble a wood nymph. 

 
Cathy unfastened the top button of her striped 

blazer, shrugged it off and handed it to Spanky.  
“Bend over and assume the position,” ordered 

Spanky. 
The Popping Seat was a large leather 

chesterfield. Cathy Cooper obediently bent over the 
arm and buried her face in the cushioned seat. 
Spanky hung up the blazer and then reached over 
and turned back Cathy’s skirt revealing a miniscule 
rear end. 
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The Mistress of Discipline 

 
 
Christy unfastened the buttons of her ornate 

Posh Coat and handed it to her Sergeant-at-Arms. 
Unhurriedly Christy loosened the knot of her tie and 
unfastened the top button of her blouse. She neatly 
turned back the cuffs of her blouse to just below the 
elbow and then accepted the ceremonial popping 
stick from Spanky.  

Christy flexed the cane between her hands and 
then took several practice swings. The long whippy 
stick cut through the air with an ominous whistle. 
Once she was satisfied with her grip Christy 
approached Catherine, set the cane down across her 
upturned bumbags and tapped it down three times to 
get her measure. She raised her arm in the air and 
brought it down swiping.  

 
The seasoned observers from the Woody Back 

to School unit were duly impressed. Christy’s 
preparation had been meticulously timed. Cathy had 
been prostrated across the arm of the chesterfield 
with her bumbags on display for almost three full 
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minutes before Christy made her final approach. The 
Woody gals knew from experience that one hundred 
and eighty seconds could seem like an eternity when 
they were bent over and waiting to be caned. 

It was clear to the whop-hardened veterans of 
the Woody Back to School unit that Spanky Botts had 
known what she was doing when she appointed Miss 
Christy Cranfield as the official Mistress of Discipline 
at the new café. 

Not that there was ever much question as to 
who should be offered the job. Christy Cranfield’s 
credentials were impeccable. 

 
Christy had served her apprenticeship at the 

school of hard whops. She had attended the 
legendary Queensgate Academy where she had 
amongst its most errant pupils. Her wayward behavior 
had caused her to end up on the receiving end of 
forty-five beatings. 

Despite considerable opposition from the 
Grand Dame the charismatic Christy was voted in as 
the all powerful President of Posh by her peers. 

 
Her term of office was not without controversy. 

The Grand Dame had declared a brutal war on 
Deborah Morton’s bumbags. Debs had been placed in 
a grossly unfair special disciplinary program and was 
the only girl in the school who could be sentenced to 
be beaten without the right to defend herself. 

Christy had railed against the injustice and had 
considered standing down so she would not be forced 
to beat her best chum. However, Deborah had 
begged her to stay on as President, reasoning that if 
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she was going to be beaten then it was better to be 
beaten by someone she trusted. 

It was a catastrophic year for Debs. Week in 
and week out she failed to conform to the minimum 
requirements of the program. Every Friday evening 
throughout the school year she was required to report 
to the Posh HQ where she would be thrashed by 
Christy Cranfield. 

However far from creating a rift between the 
two friends their bond grew even stronger. After she 
had been beaten Deborah was dispatched to her 
rooms to spend the remainder of the evening in 
solitary confinement. Defiantly Christy would sneak 
upstairs to comfort Debs and they would spend the 
evening dissecting the caning whop by whop. 

 
Another Woody legend to attend the academy 

during Christy’s term of office was the Bounder. For a 
brief and inglorious period Bernadette Summers had 
posed a serious challenge to Deborah’s reputation as 
the schools enfant terrible. Her surly belligerence and 
her disrespect for authority did not sit well with the 
refined Dames and she was regularly ‘Put on the 
Menu’. Christy Cranfield was required to cane 
Bernadette half a dozen times in as many weeks 
before Miss Summers was dispatched to a 
reformatory as a result of perjuring herself during her 
father’s fraud trial.  

 
During her year in office Christy was required 

to deliver over three hundred beatings, nonetheless 
on an internet poll of the academy’s alumni she was 
voted the most popular President of Posh in history.  
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Christy Cranfield knew her way around both 
ends of a cane. There had been no question in 
Spanky’s mind that Christy was ideally suited for the 
role of Mistress of Discipline at the café. 
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Not Much to Shoot At 

 
 
Cathy Cooper’s heart was racing as she lay 

stretched out across the arm of the leather 
chesterfield with her skirt turned back and her navy 
blue bumbags on display.  

Cathy had been publicly spanked at numerous 
of her happenings but they were generally intimate 
affairs limited to less than a dozen folks. The prospect 
of being caned in front of an audience comprised of 
nearly four hundred souls was a daunting proposition.  

The sound of Christy testing the suppleness of 
the long cane made her bottom squirm and her 
tummy turned a somersault. She heard Christy’s feet 
approaching. She swallowed hard. Time seemed to be 
moving very slowly. Cathy Cooper felt a tremor of 
nerves as the cane tapped down. Nonetheless, she 
thrust her miniscule backside up and settled in to be 
thrashed.  

 
In relative terms Cathy Cooper was a 

newcomer to the cane. The school she had attended 
hadn’t practiced corporal punishment and she had 
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only happened upon her predilection for spanking by 
accident while she was a student at university. At a 
school themed fancy dress party the female guests 
had taken it in turns to bend over the arm of a sofa 
and had to guess who was spanking them. The parlor 
game became an obsession with Cathy and had 
inspired her to become the hostess of the intimate 
happenings. 

It was not until she met Spanky, Karen and 
Christy that she extended her repertoire to include 
being beaten with a variety of more punishing 
instruments. Over the past six months she had 
become intimately familiar with the effects of canes, 
straps, slippers and crops. She clenched her teeth as 
she heard the ominous whistle of the long cane slicing 
through the air. 

 
The Woodettes watched intently. The sound of 

rattan rebounding from navy blue gossamer filled the 
night-club. 

Christy was working with methodical precision. 
Cathy’s diminutive physique meant that the sweet 
spot was quite small and she did not have much to 
shoot at. Nonetheless, Christy was determined to land 
all nine strokes in the target area. She caned Cathy at 
a leisurely place, leaving plenty of time between 
strokes to allow her to experience the full cycle of 
each stroke. 

 
Cathy Copper had her head nestled into her 

folded arms. Each stroke was ricocheting around her 
central nervous system with excruciating effect. She 
had been caned many times by Christy in the privacy 
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of Spanky’s Mayfair mews home and she had 
complete confidence in her chum to deliver a 
perfectly safe beating. 

 
The Woodettes watched in awed fascination. 

For some of them it was the first opportunity to 
witness a live caning. Some of the women who had 
elected to wear striped ties for the evening were 
beginning to wonder at the wisdom of their choice. 

 
Cathy Cooper did her best to keep her legs 

stretched out and her body arched. Despite the 
excruciating heat in her backside she understood the 
necessity of presenting Christy with the perfect 
target.  

 
Christy took a tight grip on the cane. The first 

eight strokes had gone of swimmingly, landing 
unerringly across the sweet spot, Christy was 
determined to finish with the perfect closer. She took 
aim and swung the cane through the air. 

 
Cathy Cooper braced herself. She knew what 

to expect, Christy Cranfield would close the caning 
with a diagonal stripe. 

The sound of the cane slicing across her navy 
blue bumbags exploded in her ears. The impact of the 
closer had an instant nerve-jangling, teeth-chattering 
effect. Cathy’s left leg involuntarily crooked at the 
knee. She gritted her teeth and balled her fists as the 
wave of pain wracked through her body.   
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Karen Masters licked her dry lips as she 
watched Christy stepping in for the closer. She 
watched Cathy’s back arch and her ankle twitch as 
the cane sliced down with perfect timing and 
accuracy. Karen Master’s knew that Cathy’s backside 
would be sizzling like a pan filled with sausages and 
that in just a few minutes her own would be 
experiencing similar sensations. She could hardly 
wait.  
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Twitchy Bumbags 

 
 
Meeting Spanky Botts in Venice had been a 

revelation for Karen Masters. She had been fascinated 
with spanking ever since she had witnessed an 
unfortunate school friend being unexpectedly turned 
over a teacher’s knee.  

She had experimented on the BDSM scene 
while she was at university, but the results had 
generally been unsatisfactory. Then she had met 
Spanky Botts and William Graham. She was 
immediately intoxicated by their lifestyle devoted to 
divine decadence. They treated her fabulously, 
inviting her to stay at the palazzo. After several 
months she plucked up the courage to make her 
debut bent over the balustrade to be publicly caned in 
front of hundreds of gawking tourists. Now she 
plucked up her courage and prepared to be caned in 
front of several hundred gawking Woodettes. 

 
Karen Masters felt a shiver of excitement as 

she felt her skirt being neatly turned back. In some 
ways Karen was unusual. She had discussed the 
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anatomy of being beaten in the www.woodettes.com 
chat rooms and had been surprised to discover that 
this was the moment that most Woodettes dreaded, 
the finality of having their bumbags exposed. By 
contrast it was a moment that Karen cherished.  

Karen Masters loved the ritual of preparation. 
She loved being told to remove her blazer and to 
bend over. She loved the nervous sensation of 
physically folding herself in half and offering her 
backside up for punishment and she almost burst with 
excitement when her skirt was finally turned back. 

 
Christy Cranfield shared Karen’s love of rituals. 

She tapped the cane down three times and then 
waited a few seconds before swinging her arm 
through the air, knowing that Karen would be 
exploding with excitement. 

Karen panted with joy. The effect of the first 
stroke was quite exquisite. First the breath-taking 
sharpness of the immediate impact, followed by the 
nerve-jangling electric shocks at the far extremities of 
her body, and then the slow underburn as the stripes 
worked their magic deep beneath her flesh. She 
waited for the next one to arrive. 

 
Spanky Botts had promised her guests a night 

to remember and from the excited looks on the faces 
of the Woodettes it was clear that she was delivering 
the goods. 

 
Christy Cranfield was delivering the goods. 

Karen Masters was expecting a good, tight thrashing 
and Christy wasn’t letting her down. Christy swung 
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the cane with consummate ease and piercing 
accuracy. The swishes and thwacks echoed around 
the cafe.  

 
Karen Masters was squirming with excitement. 

The first six stripes were sizzling under her bumbags 
and she still had three bonus pops to look forward 
too. She wiggled her bum provocatively. The cane 
whistled through the air. 

 
All around the bar area the Woodettes were 

exchanging glances. Some of them were veterans of 
the BDSM scene, a few of them had actually been 
caned at school, but for the majority of the guests the 
Grand Opening was an opportunity to bring their 
deepest fantasies to life for the first time. However, it 
was clear that Karen was getting a world-class 
whopping and backsides all around the bar were 
beginning to twitch nervously. 

 
Christy sliced the cane down for the ninth time, 

delivering an explosive closer. Even Karen couldn’t 
stop her legs from kicking in a mixture of delight and 
agitation as the heat seared across her upturned 
derriere.  

For a few seconds she hung upside down, 
trying to catch her breath. Finally she pushed herself 
up from the Popping Seat. Spanky handed Karen her 
blazer. 

 
Cathy Cooper, Christy Cranfield and Karen 

Masters joined hands and took a bow to rapturous 
applause.  
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Miss Spanky Botts stepped forward with a 

smile on her face. Michelle Morgan and Frankie Reese 
carried a large barrel shaped tombola onto the stage. 
The Woodettes watched curiously. Bumbag twitching 
was taking on a new intensity. 
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Rules of Engagement 

 
 
With a twinkle in her eye Spanky Botts 

announced the rules of engagement at the new 
establishment. 

Periodically a draw would be held. The names 
of three of the guests who had elected to wear 
striped-ties would be announced. They would be 
required to repair immediately to stand at the bottom 
of the stairwell and perform nose and toes for fifteen 
minutes. Subsequently they would adjourn to the 
upstairs salon that they had each been allocated 
where they would receive six of the best. Her 
announcement was met with a communal gasp from 
the Stripies. 

In the publicity material for the Grand Opening 
Spanky had been somewhat vague in her invitation 
for the Woodettes to participate in the evening’s 
activities; merely offering them the opportunity to 
participate in ‘some good old fashioned spanking fun.’ 

Watching Cathy and Karen getting their 
backsides whipped with long, swishy canes certainly 
put a whole new definition on the concept of fun. 
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It was a once in lifetime opportunity Spanky 
explained. Not only would they have the chance to be 
punished by legendary Woody Gals including Vicky 
Brompton, Claire Brooks, Cat Cassidy, Melons and the 
Butcher Twins, but by several genuine members of 
the Brass as well. Dotty Hammell, Jane Lummell, 
Pauline Gascoigne, Suzy Scott and Stephanie Powell 
had made themselves available. Even the Dyke had 
donned a tuxedo and bow-tie and brought her 
fearsome tawse to the opening. 

Generously, Spanky gave the Stripies an 
opportunity for a last-minute bail-out. There was a 
collection of block ties available for anybody who 
wished to change their minds about participating, she 
informed them. 

 
All around the bar area the Stripies exchanged 

uncertain glances. Unquestionably, several were 
thinking that an exchange of neckwear might be a 
good idea but nobody seemed to want to be the first 
one to bail-out. 

Spanky gave them a few minutes and when 
nobody left the bar area she shrugged and span the 
tombola. Christy Cranfield opened the lid and stuck 
her arm inside. She extracted three cards and read 
them out one by one. 

 
It was a tribute to the international flavor of 

the Whops and Clobber zeitgeist when the first name 
was announced. 

“Miss Mika Yoshida, visiting us from Tokyo, 
please proceed to the bottom of the stairwell and 
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assume the pose,” instructed Christy. “Ms Gascoigne 
will be along to beat you shortly.” 

Every head in the bar area turned and watched 
as the sound of a bar-stool was heard scraping on the 
wooden floor. 

Miss Yoshida of Tokyo looked a little stunned 
as she slipped off the stool. She wore her dark 
shoulder-length hair loose under a straw boater with 
a red and black striped band and the WB2SU logo in 
the front. Her clobber was immaculate. She edged 
her way around the tables and sofas that filled the 
room and walked towards the stairwell, averting her 
eyes and looking self-conscious. She hurried over to 
the wooden panels and leaned her neck forward until 
her nose was touching the wall. Slowly she raised her 
arms and linked her fingers on the top of her straw 
hat. 

Once Mika was satisfactorily positioned Christy 
announced a second name. “Miss Romana Papezova, 
visiting us from the Czech Republic,” announced 
Christy, continuing the international theme, “please 
repair to the stairwell and assume the position. Miss 
Melanie White will be thrashing you this evening.” 

The Czech woman looked equally shocked as 
her predecessor. She did her best to look nonchalant 
as she passed through the bar but her gait was 
awkward and like Mika she averted her eyes from the 
gawking Woodettes as she crossed the room. 

“And finally for this round,” announced Christy, 
“we have a young lady who did not have to travel so 
far this evening. Miss Amanda Parker, who took the 
train up from South Kensington to join us this 



Café Woodys 
 

 

evening, please take up your position. Lady Victoria 
Brompton will be dealing with you tonight.” 

Amanda Parker rose with a confident and 
truculent swagger. As she crossed the room under 
the surveillance of the trained eyes of the Woody Gals 
there was an unspoken consensus that this might not 
be Miss Parker’s first rodeo. 

 
With the three Woodettes lined up at the 

bottom of the stairs Christy told the guests that they 
were free to resume their gabbing but warned that 
any excessive goofing, larking or pranking could 
result in them joining the trio at the foot of the stairs. 
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Clobber à la Cat 

 
 
Deborah was beginning to feel a little better. 

Her buttocks were still throbbing from the workout 
with the lattice faced paddle but she conceded that 
this was not an unusual state of affairs and wasn’t a 
reason not to have any fun. Lady Derby was keeping 
her glass replenished. Debs was not a big drinker but 
she considered that getting marginally squiffy was an 
appropriate plan of action for the type of mission she 
was undertaking.  

Debs spirits had been increasingly buoyed 
when Bernadette had made the commercially prudent 
move of persuading the editor of the sports magazine 
to cut a cheque made out for cash.  

Debs stared at the cheque. “Considering how 
many times I’ve been spanked and caned gratis, I 
suppose it’s not bad dosh,” she sighed.  

“There’s plenty more where that came from,” 
said the Bounder. “I can get you loads of contracts 
and not a bad deal at my twenty-per-cent 
commission.” 

“Fifteen-per-cent, Bounder,” corrected Debs.  
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“Whatever,” shrugged Bernadette and she 
turned to Lady Derby. “Make sure that Miss Morton’s 
glass is amply replenished,” she said magnanimously.  

Deborah giggled. “Very generous Bounder, the 
booze is free.” 

“Whatever,” said Bernadette and hurried over 
the concession stand to see how the sale of 
memorabilia was going. 

 
“It’s time to go up,” said Cat Cassidy, “the 

dresser is waiting.” 
Deborah sighed and swallowed down her drink. 

She followed Cat across the bar area.  
“Good luck,” she whispered to the three gals 

standing at the foot of the stairs with their hands on 
their heads.  

 
Deborah had personally requested for Cat 

Cassidy to carry out the first over-the-knee spanking. 
Debs had always been chummy with Cat but recently 
they had become very tight. 

Debs knew that Cathryn had been extremely 
influential in Lady Victoria’s decisions to promote her, 
first as Captain of the Red House, then as her deputy 
and finally to the ultimate role of Red-shirt. With Lady 
Vix officially back in the game it was Cat that Deborah 
turned to for sage advice when she had tricky 
disciplinary decisions to make. 

The dresser handed Deborah an exquisite silk 
turquoise ball gown. She went behind the changing 
curtain and slipped it on. To her delight it clung to her 
like a second skin. 
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“Ooh, look at you,” smiled Cat, clapping her 
hands. “Bella, bella!”   

 Deborah grinned. 
 
Cat Cassidy’s chums teased her that she looked 

like a gypsy straight from central casting. She had 
inherited her lush dark hair and coal black eyes from 
her father, the music mogul, Chris Cassidy. Before 
being dispatched to the Big House Cathryn had been 
amongst the most photographed women in the world 
as she flitted from party to party on every continent. 
She had been considered to be the global 
ambassador of the Extreme Ladette movement. She 
had favored black turtle-necks, leather jackets in a 
variety of colors and was rarely seen without 
sunglasses. She was considered a fashion icon. 

For the Grand Opening she was wearing 
clobber à la Cat. Cathryn had her blouses tailored by 
a Saville Row shirt-maker who had been frequented 
by Cat’s idol, Frankie Sin. The collars were specially 
designed to accent a slightly loosened tie. “Frank was 
a man who really knew how to wear a tie loose,” Cat 
was fond of telling her chums. She wore a micro-mini 
skirt that barely covered her bumbags, black fishnet 
stockings with a matching suspender belt. On her 
head she wore her trademark boater at a jaunty 
angle. Her dark eyes were accented with black eye-
liner and her broad, smiley mouth was painted with 
scarlet lip gloss. Cathryn Cassidy knew how to make 
clobber look like a style statement. 
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Deborah posed for a number of conventional 
shots in the turquoise gown accentuated with a 
variety of necklaces, bangles and earrings.  

“We’ll be just a few minutes before we start 
the main shoot,” said the camerawoman. “The salons 
are about to be temporarily occupied.” 

Debs could hear steps in the stairwell as the 
unfortunate Stripies made their way upstairs for their 
meetings with destiny. 
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Miss Yoshida of Tokyo 

 
 
Mika Yoshida looked around the lecture room 

somewhat apprehensively. There were six desks, 
neatly positioned in two rows with a central aisle 
about four feet wide separating them. There was a 
single larger table at the front of the room, along with 
a tall rolling blackboard. In many ways it resembled 
the classrooms she had frequented years ago back in 
Tokyo, with the exception that several crook handled 
canes hung from hooks screwed into the sides of the 
blackboard. 

 
“Is this your first time?” asked Christy. 
Mika nodded. “With the cane, yes,” she said. “I 

have been spanked many times but always with the 
hand.” 

Christy nodded. “Ms Gascoigne is a very skilled 
practitioner. You will be in safe hands.” 

“Will she absolutely cream me?” asked Mika. 
She spoke with a strong accent, her r’s sounding as 
l’s. 
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Christy studied the Japanese woman. It was 
difficult to discern her age, her skin was flawless and 
wrinkle-free. She could have been aged anywhere 
between twenty and fifty. 

“No,” said Christy, “I wouldn’t suggest being 
creamed the first time out. Ms Gascoigne will give you 
six, middling warm.” 

Mika nodded her head. 
“If you wish to stop at anytime just holler, Ms 

Gascoigne will give you plenty of time between 
strokes,” Christy told Mika. 

“I won’t holler,” said Miss Yoshida proudly. 
“Only muffs yell.” 

 
Pauline Gascoigne flexed the cane between her 

hands. Mika Yoshida was bent across one the desks, 
her arms dangling over the far side, her jet black hair 
cascading between her arms. 

Ms Gascoigne was impressed; Mika had 
removed her hat and blazer and bent forward without 
any fuss. Pauline turned back the hem of the navy 
blue gymslip. She tapped the cane down three times. 

 
Pauline had been delighted when Spanky had 

elected to invite the Brass to the opening. Over the 
past few months’ she had taken to attending the 
Saturday night feasts back at the facility. At first it 
had just been her and Dotty Hammell, on a tipsy 
dare. However, much to her surprise Pauline had 
enjoyed herself despite getting a very stiff nine-stroke 
whopping from Christy Cranfield. She had continued 
to attend the feasts and had persuaded Stephanie 
Powell and Jane Lummell to join them. 
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Sportingly the Dames had agreed to participate 
in the post-dinner activities and Pauline had received 
two more canings. She had also been required to 
deliver several gratuitous punishments. 

Ms Pauline Gascoigne had been responsible for 
caning hundreds of backsides in a formal setting. She 
had always prided herself in being able to act 
dispassionately. She was just performing her duty. 
But in the light-hearted atmosphere of the Great Hall 
she had found herself having terrific fun. She saw no 
reason to turn down Miss Spanky Botts’s generous 
invitation to attend the gala opening. 

 
Miss Yoshida of Tokyo flinched as the cane cut 

across her bumbags. The sensation was 
extraordinary, unlike anything she had ever felt 
before. At school she had been spanked several times 
for misbehaving. She had found the experience 
thrilling and during college and, later, when she had 
found work in a beauty salon she had pursued 
spanking opportunities whenever they presented 
themselves. 

Mika Yoshida had come across the 
www.woodettes.com web-site in a routine Google for 
the word spanking. She had been immediately 
enthralled. She had read everything she could find 
and became enamored by the idea of six of the best, 
or 最もよいのの6 in her native tongue. Nonetheless, 
when she had boarded the plane at Narita Airport she 
had not imagined that she would find herself in the 
position of being bent across a desk with Pauline 
Gascoigne beating her bandy with a whippy stick. 
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However, Miss Yoshida did not have much time 
to ruminate over her circumstances; she was deeply 
engrossed in the business of keeping from howling.  

 
Christy watched the proceedings admiringly. 

There was no question that Pauline was highly skilled 
with the cane. She was swinging her arm quite 
gently, delivering the type of caning that would barely 
make a whop-hardened veteran from the Woody Back 
to School unit blink. Nonetheless, the strokes were 
arriving with enough sting and smart to get the 
attention of an inexperienced newbie like Mika. 

 
The smart and sting of the cane had certainly 

got Mika’s full attention. The heat in her rear end had 
risen to a previously unimaginable temperature. She 
tottered to her feet. She looked as if she dearly 
wished to break into an idiot gig and rub and rub and 
rub. 

“You did very well,” smiled Christy. “You can 
rub if you want?” 

“Only muffs rub,” grunted Miss Yoshida from 
Tokyo through clenched teeth. 
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Miss Papezova of Prague 

 
 
Romana Papezova was looking distinctly 

anxious. The sounds of Mika being caned in the next 
room had made her tummy turn somersaults. She 
licked her lips apprehensively as Christy entered the 
space designed to replicate the punishment room 
from the Woody facility. 

“You look nervous,” said Christy in a gentle 
voice. 

“A little,” responded Romana. 
Christy was surprised; the woman had barely a 

hint of an Eastern European accent. 
“You speak good English,” said Christy. 
“I am a translator at the British embassy in 

Prague,” explained Romana. 
Christy nodded. “You don’t have to go through 

with this,” she assured the Czechoslovakian woman. 
“Everything at the café is voluntary.” 

Romana shrugged. “I chose to keep my striped 
tie on,” she said pointedly.  

“Fair enough,” said Christy. “Have you ever 
been caned before?” 
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Romana shook her head. “But I have a friend 
at the embassy, an English woman, she was caned at 
school. We have discussed her experiences 
extensively.”  

Christy narrowed her eyes slightly. “At least 
that’s something I suppose,” she said to herself.  

“No experience at all?” she asked aloud. 
Romana shook her head. “That is why I’m 

here,” she said. “I wish to gain some experience in 
these matters.” 

Christy nodded. “Miss White will be dealing 
with you tonight. She is a very professional lady. 
Romana, you must promise me one thing. If at any 
time you don’t like this you must tell us. We will stop 
immediately.” 

Miss Romana Papezova of Prague nodded her 
head. “Yes Ma’am,” she said. “I promise I will.” 

 
Melanie White removed her red blazer and 

loosened her tie. She slowly rolled back the sleeves of 
her blouse. She looked over at Romana. When Melons 
had first entered the room the Czech had still looked 
anxious but now her expression had turned to one of 
intense curiosity. She was staring at the long, thin 
cane that Melanie was flexing between her hands 
with her head cocked to one side. 

“Are you ready?” asked Melanie. 
Romana nodded.  
“Then I must ask you to remove your blazer 

and to bend over and touch your toes,” said Melanie. 
“Yes Ma’am,” said Romana. 
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Melons had a reputation as a terrific whopper. 
During her Elite year she had served as the Dorm 
Raider and had returned to share the role with Claire 
Brooks during the current year. She consistently 
scored high marks for artistic merit, technical content 
and heat factor on the GalGab web-site. Her canings 
were always controlled, accurate and extremely tight. 
However, as she took aim at the upturned bumbags 
of Miss Papezova of Prague Melanie White knew that 
she would have to bring all her skills to bear. She 
pulled back her arm and swung the cane through the 
air.  

Caning a newbie was a balancing act. Romana 
had made it clear that she wanted to experience six 
of the best so Melanie felt obliged to deliver 
something more than six gentle taps. Nonetheless, 
she was careful not to lay it on too thick.  

 
Romana took a sharp intake of breath as the 

cane sliced across the crown of her buttocks. The 
subsequent ignition of every nerve ending in her body 
almost overwhelmed her. Nothing she had read or the 
conversations she had with her English friend at the 
embassy could have prepared her for the effects of 
her first ever stroke of the cane. 

 
Melanie waited patiently, watching for any 

signs that Romana wanted her to stop. The Czech 
woman’s knees had buckled slightly when the cane 
made impact and her hands had slid up her shins. 
She stamped one of her feet on the floor and shook 
her head from side to side.  
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Finally Romana straightened her legs, reached 
back down and touched her toes and bravely pushed 
her bottom up a little higher. 

Melanie White stepped in and swung the cane 
through the air. 

 
“You did very well Miss Papezova,” smiled 

Melanie. “Are you okay?” 
The Czechoslovakian grimaced. “I was not sure what 
to expect,” she said through gritted teeth, “but as we 
say in my home country ‘Budu žít další den na smrt’. 

Melanie arched an eyebrow. “And that would 
mean?” 

“I will live to die another day,” and she grinned 
weakly. 
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Miss Parker of South Kensington 

 
 
Amanda Parker stood in an untidy slouch with 

her hands thrust in the pockets of her open blazer. 
Her tie was loosened and her top button unfastened. 
She did not look the least bit intimidated by her 
surroundings. 

“Let me guess,” said Christy, “I’d say that this 
isn’t your first trip to the circus?” 

Amanda shook her head. “I got the cane a few 
times at school and I’ve scened quite a bit since 
then,” she said quite nonchalantly. “I copped a plea 
and did a two year stretch at Radcliffe for 
Misdemeanor Ladetting,” she added. “It was a 
complete drag. I should have waited and let them 
send me to Woodys, seems like that would have been 
a lot more fun,” said Miss Parker coolly. 

Christy grinned. “I’m going to leave you alone 
for a few moments,” she said. “I will return with Lady 
Brompton. I suggest that you use the time to 
straighten up your clobber and assume a rather more 
respectful pose before she arrives.” 
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Amanda Parker’s eyes flickered with 
amusement. “Yes Ma’am,” she drawled. 

 
Christy grinned at Vix. “You’ve got a live one in 

there,” she told her chum. “I don’t think you’ll need to 
worry about pulling the strokes, she’s jonesing for a 
hot one.” 

Vicky Brompton rolled her eyes. 
 
Amanda Parker had ignored Christy’s advice to 

rearrange her clobber but she did shuffle into 
something vaguely resembling an attention as Victoria 
approached her. She appeared completely at ease in 
the room that had been decorated similarly to the 
Grand Master’s office back at the facility. 

It was hardly surprising that Amanda seemed 
at home in her surroundings. As a schoolgirl she had 
spent an inordinate amount of time in the 
Headmistress’s office at the expensive boarding 
school she had attended.  

Although she was a studious cove and was 
rarely disruptive in class boarding school had not 
suited Amanda. She was a loner by nature and had 
not responded well to the pack-animal routines that 
tend to prevail at such institutions. She liked to go off 
and do her own thing, which predominantly involved 
breaking the rules with no apparent rhyme or reason. 

The Headmistress and her staff tore their hair 
out. There was no particular pattern to Mandy’s 
misbehavior, except persistence. She appeared to 
break the rules just because they were rules. When 
confronted regarding her erratic behavior Amanda 
rarely offered any explanation or excuse and seemed 
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perfectly amenable to accepting the consequences of 
her actions.    

The school considered itself to be a liberal 
institute and used corporal punishment sparingly. 
Pupils who received the cane rarely returned for a 
second helping. During the period that Amanda 
attended the school only two other girls went back for 
a repeat dose. By contrast, Amanda Parker was caned 
a dozen times.  

Much to the Headmistress’s chagrin being 
caned didn’t seem to bother her most errant pupil and 
sometimes she suspected that it amused Amanda.  

 
Despite her appalling disciplinary record she 

graduated with good grades and secured a place at 
Camford to read Medieval History. Apparently the 
strictures of university life didn’t suit Miss Parker 
much either and her anti-establishment tendencies 
brought her into conflict with the authorities. During 
her short tenure at the college the former resident 
disciplinarian, Ms Phyllis MacAllister, was invited to 
return on several occasions to roast Amanda’s rump 
with the two-tailed tawse. 

 After being sent down following an incident 
involving minor arson she moved to the Smoke. 
Despite benefiting from a generous trust fund 
established by a wealthy aunt she chose to seek 
employment. She waited tables at the famous school-
themed cabaret, the Tuck Shop, where she rubbed 
elbows with Miss Spanky Botts. Amanda regularly 
augmented her tips by touting her navy blue 
bumbags to enthusiastic revelers. She was also 
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frequently featured as a special guest at Cathy 
Cooper’s spanking happenings. 

Unfortunately trouble continued to follow Miss 
Parker wherever she went and she caught the 
attention of the Dark Agents of the System. During 
her second appearance before the sentencing 
committee she was warned that a further charge of 
Ladetting would earn her a seven year stretch at the 
Big House under the three strikes and out rules. 
Daunted by the prospect of the lengthy sentence she 
accepted an offer of a two year stretch at the 
Radcliffe Back to School unit.  

Trouble continued to hound her and on several 
occasions she was required to hold out her hand to 
be caned with the instrument originally procured to 
punish Lisa Sutton. Mandy only escaped being 
transferred to Woodys due to the annual quota of 
twelve new inmates having already been filled. 

When Amanda emerged from Radcliffe the 
Whops and Clobber zeitgeist was in full flow. Amanda 
immediately visited a haberdashery and purchased a 
striped blazer and associated Woody clobber 
accessories. She secured membership on the 
www.woodettes.com web-site and in the privacy of 
her South Kensington apartment she spent her days 
immersing herself in the daily reports of the antics of 
the legends from the Woody Back to School unit.  

 
 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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Caned by a Legend 

 
 
Lady Victoria Brompton looked Amanda Parker 

up and down. 
“Your tie’s undone and your blazer is 

unfastened,” she said pointedly. 
Mandy shrugged. “What of it?”  
“Spanky posted the Clobber Protocols on the 

web-site,” Victoria said evenly. 
Amanda nodded. “Yes Ma’am, I read them.” 
“Then you understand the consequences of 

blatant clobber abuse?” asked Victoria. 
Amanda nodded again. “Yes Ma’am, I believe I 

do.” 
“Very well,” said Lady Vix. “Miss Cranfield 

please make a note that when Miss Parker next visits 
the café she is to report upstairs for a mandatory 
slippering.” 

Victoria couldn’t help noticing the flicker of a 
smile that crossed Amanda’s face when she heard the 
news. 

“Now Miss Parker, I must ask you to remove 
your blazer and bend over the chair,” said Victoria.  
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Although Lady Vix had delivered the vast 
majority of her punishments with the ceremonial Red-
shirt hairbrush the protocols dictated that she 
maintained her certification with the cane. Following 
the Sally Poffers fiasco during the previous year 
Victoria had been forced to stand in as Captain of the 
Blue House while Claire’s appointment as successor 
was being formally ratified. Vix had been required to 
beat several gals on House Business and had received 
rave reviews for her prowess with the cane. Vix was 
confident that if Miss Parker was jonesing for a hot 
one, she could deliver. 

 
Amanda shrugged off her blazer and 

unhurriedly approached the straight-backed chair in 
front of the fireplace. She hung the jacket across the 
back and slowly folded herself in half so that she was 
reaching over and gripping the rung just below the 
cushioned seat. Once she was in position she settled 
in. She couldn’t believe her good fortune. She hadn’t 
really known what to expect at the café, Spanky had 
played her cards close to her chest. Never in her 
wildest dreams had Amanda Parker imagined she 
would find herself bent over the back of a chair 
waiting to be caned by a legend. 

 
Victoria watched intently for Amanda’s 

reaction. The former Red-shirt had unleashed a 
relatively hot one as an opener. Amanda’s back had 
arched a little at the moment of impact but she had 
stayed resolutely in position. If anything she had 
poked her bottom up a little higher as she waited for 
the second stroke to arrive. 
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Christy and Victoria were impressed by Miss 

Parker of South Kensington. Clearly she was cut from 
the right stuff. Lady Victoria had kept the heat factor 
up high for the first five strokes but Amanda had 
barely squirmed. She kept her body in tight 
formation, her head well down and her arse well up. 

Victoria took a tight grip on the cane and 
stepped in to deliver the closer. 

 
Amanda Parker gritted her teeth. Despite her 

courageous display the slender cane was getting her 
fullest attention. She gripped the rung of the chair 
and waited for the closer to arrive. 

 
Victoria sliced the cane down diagonally to 

complete a perfect five-bar gate. It was a magnificent 
strike that echoed around the room like a rifle-shot. 

 
Victoria and Christy waited patiently while 

Amanda gathered herself. She remained folded over 
the back of the chair, her buttocks twitching visibly, 
for almost a full sixty seconds before straightening 
up. 

 
Amanda kept her eyes closed as the waves of 

pain surged through her body. She had forgotten how 
much it hurt to be thrashed with a whippy stick, 
nonetheless as the pain cycled through her system 
she felt a rush of exhilaration. She slowly pushed 
herself up from her prone position and turned to face 
Vicky and Christy. Her lips were slightly pursed and 
her face was pale but there was a noticeable twinkle 
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in her eye. She kept her hands by her sides and 
showed no inclination to reach back and rub. 

“Bravo,” smiled Christy. 
“Well taken,” grinned Victoria. 
Amanda let her breath out in a long, low hiss. 

She nodded her head slightly in acknowledgement. 
She winked at Victoria. 

“You’re good,” she said, “you are very, very 
good.” 
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A Cat Spanking 

 
 
Downstairs in the bar area the Woodettes 

watched the plasma screens. Upstairs in the replica 
library Cathryn Cassidy was seated on an armless 
chair. The guests watched excitedly as Deborah 
offered Cat Cassidy her wrist and allowed herself to 
be lowered downwards. 

 
Debs stretched out into a full drape. The 

camerawoman crouched down and asked her to raise 
her head and stare into the lens. The motor wind 
whirred and the shutter snapped a dozen times. The 
camerawoman stood up and Debs lowered her head 
back down between her out-stretched arms. She felt 
Cathryn smoothing out the material of the skirt of her 
gown over her upturned buttocks. She sighed and 
waited to be spanked. 

 
Cat Cassidy put her arm around Deborah’s 

waist and tucked her in tightly to the crease of her 
lap. She raised her hand in the air and started to 
spank. 
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The size of the cheque from the sports 
magazine and Lady Derby’s frequent replenishment of 
her champagne flute had revived Deborah’s spirits 
somewhat. Although her backside was still tender 
from the earlier excursion over Rachel’s knee the 
spanking was quite tolerable. 

Cat was delivering the smacks in a leisurely 
and systematic manner. Six slow spanks to the right 
buttock followed by six on the left. Deborah settled 
into the rhythm, wriggling and squirming theatrically. 
Every now and again the camerawoman would crouch 
down and Deborah would dutifully contort her face 
into a silent howl.  

Cat delivered a second leisurely set of twelve 
spanks that were barely an inconvenience to a whop-
hardened veteran like Deborah Morton. It occurred to 
Debs that at five hundred quid a spank it was good 
work if you could get it. She hammed it up for the 
camera. 

 
“Jeez,” panted Debs. The sudden full-on blitz 

attack had caught her unawares. Twelve full blooded 
spanks had rained down on her unsuspecting 
posterior at a rapid pace. Involuntarily her legs had 
scissored spastically, her fists had pummeled the air 
and her head had shaken from side to side. 

“Perfect,” applauded the camerawoman as 
Debs shocked face was caught up front and personal. 

“Yowser!” groaned Debs as the camerawoman 
busied herself photographing her squirming rear end. 

 
Cathryn helped Debs to her feet and put her 

arms around her. “Are you okay,” she asked. 
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“Jeez Cat, that was some wicked spanking,” 
groaned Debs. “You took me by surprise. I was not 
expecting a fucking blitz attack. Sometimes I forget 
how effective a plain good old fashioned hand 
spanking can be.” 

 
Lady Derby Huntington hurried over with a 

glass of champagne. “Here drink this,” she told Debs. 
“Rosemary’s going to be along in a second to cool you 
down before your next session.” She turned to 
Cathryn. “You were fantastic Miss Cassidy,” she said. 
“Any one who can make Miss Morton wriggle and 
squirm like that must be a true artiste. I’d be honored 
if you’d spank me sometime at your convenience.” 

“Oh good fucking grief, Derby, you are truly 
fucking barking,” giggled Debs. 

Derby just giggled and retrieved a rather 
fetching red chiffon dress from a hanger. 

 
Rosemary spread Deborah out across her lap 

and dipped her fingers into a pot of cooling balm.  
“That’s quite a glow you’ve got going on,” she 

remarked as she ran her fingers over the hot and 
swollen flesh. 

“Oh, ya think,” snorted Debs. “You don’t think 
I’d noticed? Who’d have guessed that Cat’s got hands 
like fucking house bricks?” 

“Well you’re nearly finished now,” said 
Rosemary reassuringly. “Just one more session and 
you’re done for the night.” 

“That’s easy for you to say,” groaned Debs. 
“Just one more session maybe, but its just one more 
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session with the Butcher Twins and I’m pretty sure 
that those gals can spank hard.” 

Rosemary rubbed the mystical balm into 
Deborah’s swollen flesh. “Just think of all the lovely 
wonga you’re making,” she advised, “and you’ll get 
through it.” 

“Hmmm,” muttered Deborah Morton. 
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The New Celebrities 

 
 
Downstairs Mika, Romana and Mandy Parker 

had been feted like conquering heroines when they 
had wriggled back into the bar area.  

The three gals were greeted with a huge 
whoop of applause and stamping of feet. They were 
hugged and kissed and copious flutes brimming with 
icy bubbles were thrust into their hands. Wisely all 
three of them declined the offers of seats as they 
sipped their champagne and began to give whop by 
whop accounts of their close encounters with the 
Woody legends. They had become instant celebrities. 

 
While Deborah was switching outfits in 

preparation for her final photo-shoot of the night 
three more Stripies were nervously mounting the 
stairs that led to the punishment salons. Once again 
the draw had produced an international selection of 
Woodettes featuring guests from Australia, Iceland 
and a small town in Southern Ireland. They each had 
vaguely befuddled looks on their faces as they 
climbed the stairs. 
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Spanky slipped into a chair in the VIP area 
where Jojo and Mr Humphries were seated. 

“How do you think its going?” she asked 
somewhat nervously. 

Jojo smiled. “Look around you,” she replied. 
“Everybody’s having a blast.” 

Spanky grinned. “How about you guys?” she 
asked. “I’m sorry everybody is bothering you, but 
you’re Woody royalty.” 

Jojo patted Spanky’s hand. “We’re fine. It’s so 
great to have a chance to meet all the gals from the 
chat rooms. You should be proud of yourself.” 

Miss Spanky Botts beamed from ear to ear.  
 
Miss Bernadette Summers beamed from ear to 

ear as she counted the moolah she was taking at the 
concession stand. Even taking into account the large 
charitable contribution she was obliged to make to 
the Spanky Botts Foundation the Bounder was making 
out like a bandit. She dearly wished that she had 
commissioned her Uncle Stacks sweatshops to work a 
few extra shifts. 

 
Christy Cranfield monitored the proceedings 

upstairs in the punishment salons. The three Stripies 
were doing remarkably well, but, of course, they were 
in safe hands. Claire Brooks, Dotty Hammell and 
Phyllis MacAllister had been selected to deliver the 
lickings. 

 
Christy was particularly impressed by the 

Dyke’s performance. Phyllis was dressed in a spiffy 
tuxedo, a starched wing-collar shirt and a silk bow-tie. 
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She had selected a grey topper with a six-inch crown 
and a toned black grosgrain ribbon for the evening. 
She sported a monocle and spats with white binding 
and silver snaps. The Dyke had an eight and a half 
inch long telescopic cigarette holder, with a butt 
ejection feature, clamped between her teeth. She was 
carrying a tumbler filled with a healthy slug of 
Famous Grouse when she strode into the upstairs 
salon. 

The Dyke was scheduled to thrash Siobhan 
O’Rielly, a dark haired beauty from Castletownroach 
in County Cork. Siobhan had confessed to Christy that 
she had some limited experience of corporal 
punishment. She had once received a bare bottom 
spanking with a hairbrush in front of the whole 
school, delivered by one of the Sisters of Mercy from 
the convent she had attended.  

 
Christy was slightly concerned that Phyllis 

MacAllister might be a little intimidating for the 
recreational spanking theater. The Dyke had a 
reputation for being an ultra-tough disciplinarian. Her 
gravelly voice and almost impenetrable Highland 
accent added to her dour aura. However, Christy 
needn’t have worried, everything went off 
swimmingly. Phyllis was charm itself and actually 
cracked a couple of jokes with Siobhan before 
bending her over and beating her bandy with the 
two-tailed tawse.  

Miss O’Reilly of County Cork showed 
remarkable resilience and even shared a hug with the 
Dyke before returning downstairs to bask in her new 
found celebrity. 
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The guest’s attention returned to the plasma 

screens as Debs entered the replica library 
accompanied by Patsy and Lindsey Butcher. 

Deborah stood five feet four in stockinged feet 
and was relatively short in stature for an international 
class tennis player. The Amazonian Rastafarians 
towered over her in their high-heeled shoes. 
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The Tom-Tom Drumming Twins 

 
 
“You have to be kidding me!” wailed Debs as 

the crew explained the art direction for the next 
photo-session. 

“It’ll add a little humor to the piece,” the art 
director told her. 

“Yes, very funny,” growled Debs, “my sides are 
splitting from laughing.” 

 
The beautiful Rastafarian twins were seated on 

two chairs facing each other. As usual the twins 
looked magnificent. When the athletic twins had been 
at the height of their fame as the fastest two women 
in the country they had regularly been courted by the 
glitterati of the fashion world and were amongst the 
highest paid models in the world. Side by side they 
were almost indistinguishable although back to back 
Lindsey was half an inch taller. 

The twins were dressed identically in skin 
hugging white blouses which contrasted with their 
ebony flesh, and micro-mini skirts that showed off 
their long, athletic legs. Their ties were loosened and 
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their cuffs rolled back. They both wore their hair 
pulled back from their faces with their waist-length 
braided dreadlocks tied back in matching scrunchies. 

Dressed in a slinky red chiffon number 
Deborah was draped across their knees. The two 
former Woody inmates were simultaneously spanking 
a buttock each. Using both hands the twins were 
beating time to a samba soundtrack that the 
photographer had thoughtfully put in the CD player. 

“This is ridiculous! I feel like a damned tom-
tom drum,” Debs complained. The twins ignored her 
and continued to spank her bottom in perfect 
synchronization with the music. 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Debs as the camera 
flashed in her face. 

 
Although she was tight with the Butcher Twins 

Deborah Morton was having considerable difficulty 
feeling the love. She was not amused at the tinkles of 
laughter coming from the bar while she was being 
samba spanked. The Butcher twins hands rat-a-tat-
tatted off the seat of her dress at an alarming pace. 
Although the spanks were not being delivered with 
much force the speed with which they were arriving 
was extremely disconcerting. 

 
Downstairs the Woodettes were getting into 

the swing of things. Gals were bending over tables, 
bar stools and sofas encouraging their chums to slap 
their bums to the rhythm of the exotic music. 

Spanky Botts grinned widely. “Have you ever 
seen anything like this?” she giggled. 
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Jojo shook her head in amazement. “Never,” 
she laughed. “Just look at Nix and Penny Ann and Ms 
Scott,” she said in disbelief. 

Nicola Jane Nixon had folded herself across a 
barstool and flipped up her skirt. Penny Ann and Suzy 
Scott were gleefully spanking her to the sound of 
samba. 

 
Upstairs, Deborah was beginning to gyrate 

gymnastically. The samba-spanking was going on 
considerably longer than she cared for.  

“Just another couple of dozen spanks,” the art 
director assured her.  

“Are you fucking kidding me, I’m done,” Debs 
spluttered and tried to scramble free. 

Patsy and Lindsey exchanged glances, 
uncertain whether to release their chum. Sensing a 
window of opportunity for escape Deborah used all 
her strength to catapult herself from the twins’ laps. 
It was not an elegant exit but it proved successful. In 
one athletic bound she was free. 

 
There was considerable tension in the room. 

The twins were adamant that they would not continue 
without Deborah’s full consent. Bernadette and the 
art director were haggling over contractual liabilities. 
Debs had gone to the changing rooms and was 
inspecting the state of her rear end. 

“Everybody thought that was funny?” Debs 
asked sulkily. 

Spanky Botts smiled and handed Debs a 
camcorder and showed her video footage of the 
boisterous shenanigans in the downstairs bar. 
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Deborah peered into the viewfinder. “Oh good 
fucking grief,” was all she could think of to say. 

 
“I’ve negotiated a completion bonus,” 

announced the Bounder. 
Debs snorted. “I’ve told you, I’m done,” she 

snapped. “Now go and collect my cheque. I’ve kept 
my end of the bargain. How many photographs can 
they need?” 

“Oh come on Debs,” pleaded Bernadette. 
“What harm? I mean the twins aren’t even spanking 
you hard. It’s just a little paddy whacking.” 

Deborah scowled. “I felt ridiculous. I’m not 
going to act as a fucking tom-tom. People are going 
to start calling me Bongo Bum.” 

“That part is finished,” said Bernadette 
smoothly. “They just want you to get a quick 
spanking from each of the twins and then it’ll be done 
with.” 

Deborah narrowed her eyes. “What to you 
define as a quick spanking?” she asked suspiciously. 
“And how much is this fucking completion bonus?” 
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Just a Couple of Quick Spankings 

 
 
“Oh my lawd, I must be fucking barking,” 

muttered Debs as Patsy Butcher’s right hand loudly 
rebounded off the seat of her skirt.  

 
It had taken all of the Bounders negotiating 

skills to persuade Debs back into the punishment 
salon. Bernadette had finally been reduced to offering 
Deborah a volume discount on her commissions if she 
agreed to take another trip over each of the twins’ 
laps.  

 
When Deborah had emerged from the 

changing rooms in a little black cocktail dress and 
three inched spiked heels she had felt rather elegant. 
Her hair had been bundled prettily on top of her head 
and she wore an exquisite pearl necklace with 
matching earrings. She posed for several fashion 
shots before she allowed herself to be lowered face 
down across Patsy’s lap. However, she was quickly 
finding it difficult to feel even vaguely elegant spread-
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eagled face down and arse up having her bottom 
soundly spanked by an Amazonian Rastafarian. 

 
Deborah wriggled and squirmed in Patsy’s lap. 

It occurred to her that she would have been better off 
continuing the Great Samba Spanking. Although she 
had felt ridiculous acting as a tom-tom drum the slaps 
had been delivered with considerably less force than 
the taxing bombardment she was currently suffering 
under the terms of her completion bonus. 
Nonetheless, she gritted her teeth and settled in. 

“It’s only a fucking spanking,” she consoled 
herself. 

 
Patsy possessed a good right arm. Several 

nights a week she returned to the compound and 
worked out with weights in the facilities Wellness 
Center. She was spanking Debs at a leisurely pace, 
three spanks on the right buttock, followed by three 
on the left, and then methodically repeating the 
process. 

 
The camerawoman was crouched down with 

her lens focused on Deborah’s face capturing every 
nuance as the spanking proceeded. Even through the 
material of the cocktail dress the spanking was 
generating considerable heat in Deborah’s already 
tender rear end. She was having no difficulty showing 
the full gamut of her emotions.  

 
Patty blew on her right hand. “You’ve got a 

hard arse,” she grinned, “my hand is stinging like 
crazy.” 
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“Oh I am so sorry,” Deborah drawled 
sarcastically. “Perhaps if you hadn’t spanked me so 
hard you wouldn’t have that problem.” 

Debs was taking a brief breather to have her 
hair and make-up touched up. The art director was 
explaining that they would shoot the final spanking 
from the rear end. 

“I’d like to see plenty of wriggling and 
squirming,” she told Debs, “and if you can look back 
over your shoulder that would be great.” 

“I don’t know whether you’ve ever had a 
spanking, honey,” growled Debs, “but I can assure 
you that I’ll have more than enough on my mind for 
the next few minutes without having to think about 
art direction. You’ll just have to make do with what 
you get.” 

“Well do your best,” said the art director airily. 
 
Unenthusiastically Debs stretched out across 

Lindsey’s lap. The brief interval had not been quite 
long enough to allow her bottom to cool down to the 
warm glow that followed a hand-spanking and it was 
still burning furiously. She felt Lindsey tucking her in 
and smoothing down her skirt.  

Debs was conscious of the camerawoman 
pointing the camera at her rear end. Six months ago 
it would have been unthinkable to Deborah to have 
that view of her anatomy photographed. For years 
she had struggled with fluctuating weight and she 
had always been particularly self-conscious about her 
bottom, which she considered to be overly padded. 
However the combination of Rosemary’s new diet 
program and her kick-boxing work-outs with Suzy 
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Scott had toned her bum considerably. For the first 
time in her life she was rather proud of her pert 
protuberance. 

 
“Whenever you’re ready Miss Butcher,” said 

the art director gaily. 
Debs Morton gritted her teeth again and 

waited for the spanking to commence.  
 
Lindsey Butcher was proving equally adept in 

the business of spanking as her twin sister. She was 
employing a medley technique, a spank here, a spank 
there, and then a couple of spanks on the same spot. 
The unpredictability of her targets made it impossible 
for Deborah to settle into the rhythm. Debs had no 
difficulty providing the art director with as much 
wriggling and squirming as she desired. By the time 
they were finished Deborah made no effort to rise. 
She just hung upside down across Lindsey’s lap 
panting. 
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Self-Interest and Commissions 

 
 
Debs had changed back into her official red 

shirt and black tie. She found a seat in the VIP area 
with Jojo and Mr Humphries and gratefully accepted a 
glass of bubbles from Lady Derby. 

The Bounder sidled up and sat down beside 
her. She reached into her blazer pocket and extracted 
another generous cheque. 

“Not a bad night’s work, sis,” she grinned. 
Debs sipped her drink. Although becoming an 

international spanking model had never featured in 
her comeback plans she had to admit that it was 
lucrative work. Even if she didn’t win a single squid of 
prize-money when she returned to the professional 
tennis circuit the proceeds from the night’s spankings 
would give her a reasonable financial cushion so that 
she could travel in relative comfort. 

“I’ll make sure it gets into your account in the 
Cayman Islands,” promised the Bounder.  

Debs nodded. “Thanks Bernie,” she said. 
“Now sis there is just one last thing,” smiled 

Bernadette. 
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Debs slit her eyes suspiciously. 
“I took a call from Clobber Monthly,” started 

the Bounder. “They’ve heard about the photo-shoots 
and I think they are a tad jealous. They’d like to make 
you an offer.” 

“No Bounder! I don’t even want to hear any 
more of your nonsense,” said Debs emphatically. 
“Now do me a favor and leave me alone to let my 
bum cool down so I can enjoy the rest of the 
evening.” 

The Bounder scowled. “That’s a very negative 
attitude,” she growled. “I’m working very hard looking 
out for your best interests and you won’t even hear 
me out.” 

“Bounder, your only interest is self-interest and 
your commissions,” snapped Debs. 

Bernadette continued to scowl. “You’re making 
a big mistake,” she said sulkily. “Thirty grand for six 
whaps with a puny little riding crop is some serious 
wedge.” 

Deborah glared at the Bounder. “No!” she said 
irritably, “now beat it; you’re beginning to give me 
the pip.”  

The Bounder pouted and stomped off to check 
on the takings at the concession store. 

 
The Bounder’s disappointment at Deborah’s 

refusal to participate in another photo-shoot was 
short-lived. The Bernadette Summers Enterprises 
Whops and Clobber boutique was quickly selling out 
of memorabilia. The Bounder rubbed her bumbags 
with glee when Lisa Sutton informed her that the 
orders for personalized clobber bearing the exclusive 
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BSE motif would keep the seamstresses at her Uncle 
Stacks’s sweatshops in overtime wages for months to 
come.  

She looked thoughtful. “How much cash have 
we got in the till?” she asked Lisa. 

The Minxster shrugged. “Not much, a few 
grand I should imagine, most of the punters pay on 
credit cards.” 

“Give me what you’ve got,” said Bernadette. 
“What on earth for? There’s nothing to spend 

money on here.” asked Lisa. “Food and booze is on 
Spanky.” 

The Bounder scowled. “There are always 
business transactions to be taken care of. Now just 
give me the wedge and don’t worry I’ll give you an 
IOU so that your accounts balance,” she growled. 

Lisa sighed. She knew better to probe into 
Bernadette’s mysterious business transactions. The 
Bounder was an exceptionally canny businesswoman 
and often pitched up with large quantities of wedge 
from unexplained sources. Lisa went to the till and 
started to count out bank-notes. 

 
Deborah scowled as Bernadette pulled up a 

chair in the VIP area. 
“How’s ya bum?” the Bounder asked. “Cooling 

down a bit by now, I should imagine.” 
Deborah just grunted in response. 
The Bounder reached under her skirt and 

extracted a thick wad of banknotes from the elastic 
waistband of her bumbags. She placed the pile of 
cash on the table in front of Debs. 

“What’s that?” asked Debs suspiciously. 
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“A goodwill down-payment,” said Bernadette. 
She reached over and retrieved the pile and fanned it 
out between her fingers. “There’s nearly five grand 
cash here,” she said. “When was the last time you 
had that much real wedge at your disposal? Still if 
you don’t want it, I’ll be on my way.” She packed the 
notes back into a neat pile, reached under her skirt 
and replaced the wad in the waist-band of her 
bumbags, stood up and ambled back towards the bar-
area. 

 
 
 



 

 

20 

 
Bibs Down, Ties Back 

 
 
Miss Spanky Botts took to the stage and 

announced a full clobber stand-down. She instructed 
the Stripies to stand up and place their hands on their 
heads. 

The guests in the striped ties nervously got to 
their feet. The tension in the bar was palpable.  
Spanky’s polling on the www.woodettes.com web-site 
had revealed that clobber inspection was an area of 
acute fascination amongst the Woodettes. When 
Spanky had sent out the invitations to the Grand 
Opening she had included copies of the rules, 
regulations and protocols of the Woody Politics of 
Clobber and warned the guests to read them 
carefully. 

Spanky had solicited the assistance of steady 
hands like Claire, Cat and Melons to perform full bib 
down, tie back inspections of the Stripies. The Woody 
legends circulated around the bar, taking their time 
over the inspections. As the evening had worn on 
several of the Woodettes had begun to get squiffy 
and had unfastened their collars and loosened their 
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ties. By the time the inspections were completed half 
a dozen Stripies had been red carded and dispatched 
to form a line at the foot of the stairs. 

 
Katie Beck was bitching up a storm in the 

saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. She was iridescent 
with anger at Patty Hodge’s insistence that the 
Radical Right boycott the Grand Opening. 

Katie had been delighted to receive an 
invitation and had been keenly looking forward to 
attending the gala party. 

“Spanky Botts is a degenerate,” Patty had 
pronounced autocratically, “we cannot be seen to be 
supporting this ridiculous event.” 

“But Patricia, we’ve attended other Woody 
events like the Great Spank-off and the after-show 
entertainment at the Westside Story production,” 
argued Katie. “You had a wonderful time.”  

Patty Hodge had merely sneered at Katie and 
jabbed her in the chest with her long pointed finger. 
“You will not be attending,” she said imperiously, 
“and that is an order!” 

Katie Beck pouted sulkily. She was beginning 
to have serious reservations about Patty’s suitability 
to continue in her role as Commander-in-Chief of the 
Radical Right. 

 
Spanky Botts had taken inordinate care to 

ensure that her guests at the café enjoyed the best 
facsimile of the Woody experience as possible. She 
had dispatched a Woodette who resided in Athens to 
visit the flea markets in Monastiraki to procure leather 
soled sandals from the vendor favored by Katie Beck.   
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The majority of the Stripies who had been 

cited for clobber abuse were only guilty of having 
their ties loosened and escaped with six spanks. 
However, one Woodette had excelled herself in the 
field of sloppy clobber. 

 
Claire Brooks had performed the inspection of 

Miss Diana Dunlop. Clearly Miss Dunlop had indulged 
in a few scoops and clobber monitoring had not been 
on her list of priorities. Unlike the majority of the 
Stripies Diana was not wearing a bib-fronted gymslip. 
Not only was the knot of her tie halfway to her midriff 
but the tails of her blouse hung out of the waistband 
of her short pleated skirt and her socks were 
concertinaed around her ankles. She was a mess by 
any standards. 

 
Claire and Christy outlined Diana’s options to 

her. She could elect to receive a full eighteen spank 
rump roasting or she could schedule the slippering in 
shorter six spank sessions to be completed on 
subsequent visits to the café. 

 
Fifteen minutes of nose and toes appeared to 

have sobered Miss Dunlop up somewhat. She listened 
intently to Christy’s explanation of her options. Every 
now and again her eyes would avert to the leather 
soled sandal on the table. 

“Can I see that thing?” she asked.  
Claire shrugged and handed Diana the slipper. 
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Diana studied the slipper, waving it through 
the air and then unexpectedly she slapped it down on 
the palm of her left hand. 

“Wow,” she squealed, shaking her hand in the 
air. “That was not a good idea, that thing smarts.” 

Christy and Claire suppressed grins.  
“So what’s the plan, Miss Dunlop?” asked 

Christy. 
 
 



 

 

21 

 
Diana Expands her Horizons 

 
 
Diana Dunlop lay across Claire Brooks lap. She 

squirmed into position and stretched her arms and 
legs out fully. Claire carefully turned back the short 
pleated skirt revealing a neatly rounded navy blue 
gossamer clad rear end. 

Christy handed Claire the leather soled sandal. 
“Are you ready?” Claire asked Diana.  
Diana just grunted. 
Claire raised the sandal in the air and brought 

it down hard. 
 
Any remnants of the euphoria generated by 

the numerous Bacardi and cokes she had consumed 
were immediately dispelled with the stinging arrival of 
the slipper. 

 
Diana Dunlop had been delighted when she 

had received notification that she had won a ticket to 
the Grand Opening. 

Diana had always been an avid fan of Ronald 
Searle books and the films featuring the riotous 
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adventures of the belles of St Trinians. Naturally she 
had been fascinated by the revelations of life 
imitating art during the Snobs and Rotters tribunal 
and became an instant Woodette. Most evenings she 
visited the chat rooms on the www.woodette.com 
web-site and enthusiastically monitored the trials and 
tribulations of the beleaguered bumbags of the 
inmates at the Woody facility. 

Diana found herself increasingly preoccupied 
with the subject of spanking and corporal 
punishment. She surfed the net, poring over pictures 
of clobber clad females having their bottoms 
whacked, wondering what it would be like. 

At the suggestion of a fellow Woodette she 
procured a wooden spatula hand-crafted from 
Canadian redwood that was ideal for self flagellation. 
Although she disliked the actual moment of impact 
Diana discovered that she enjoyed the sensations of 
the aftermath. She liked to sit at her computer 
chatting with her chums with a warm and rosy 
bottom underneath her navy blue bumbags. 

When Spanky had extended the invitation for 
the guests to participate in a night of good old 
fashioned spanking fun Diana was delighted at the 
prospect of expanding her horizons and arrived at the 
café sporting a striped tie. 

 
Diana Dunlop was beginning to question the 

wisdom of expanding her horizons. Claire Brooks had 
her tucked in tightly and was bouncing the leather 
soled sandal of Diana’s bumbags with considerable 
authority. 
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It occurred to Diana that her experiments with 
self-flagellation had not fully prepared her for a full 
blown real-time spanking. Nonetheless, she was 
determined to fully explore the experience so she 
gritted her teeth and kept her head well down and 
her arse well up. 

 
Claire Brooks worked methodically. She 

spanked Diana’s bottom up one side and back down 
the other. After six spanks she offered Diana the 
opportunity to be released and to continue the 
slippering at a later date. Diana Dunlop politely 
declined the offer. 

 
Claire Brooks had the rare distinction of being 

the only inmate during the Woody Back to School 
unit’s history who had never received a slippering for 
clobber abuse. Nonetheless, the vivid accounts of her 
less fortunate chums of their encounters with the 
potent leather-soled sandals made her certain that 
Diana’s backside would be heating up furiously. 

 
Claire Brooks smoothed down Diana’s skirt and 

helped her to return to the vertical. The expression on 
Diana’s face left Claire in no doubt that the spanking 
had been a success. Her victim’s eyelids were 
flickering and she was puffing out her cheeks and 
letting out her breath in sharp pants. She shifted her 
weight from foot to foot and clenched and unclenched 
her hands as she struggled to resist the temptation to 
rub. 

Diana Dunlop tucked her blouse back into the 
waistband of her skirt and reached down and pulled 
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up her socks. She fastened the top two buttons of her 
blouse and corrected the knot of her tie. She 
retrieved her blazer and accepted the offer of a 
hairbrush from Christy. 

As she brushed her hair Diana Dunlop 
evaluated the past few moments of her life. At thirty 
years old she had just received her first real spanking. 
She had read numerous accounts of over the knee 
spankings but nothing could really prepare a gal for 
the experience of being face down, arse up across 
another woman’s lap in the ultimate position of 
submission. As her skirt was being folded back she 
had been filled with apprehension. When Claire 
maneuvered her into the crease of her lap and took a 
tight grip around her waist Diana had felt completely 
defenseless. 

Claire had delivered a professional class 
spanking. Long, slow and very, very juicy. Between 
spanks Diana’s mind had raced. Every spank was 
excruciating; part of her wanted Claire to deliver the 
spanks faster so it would be over with, but another 
part of her dreaded the arrival of another scalding 
slap of the sandal. It had been a roller-coaster of an 
experience. As she handed the hairbrush back to 
Christy Diana had a hint of a smile on her face. As the 
warm glow started to settle in Diana Dunlop 
concluded that it was an experience she would like to 
repeat. 

 



 

 

22 

 
Spanked by a Rozzer 

 
 
Spanky Botts was not about to host the 

opening of her nightclub without seeing some action 
herself. 

She shrugged off her blazer and stretched out 
across ex-Police Sergeant Ellen Millar’s lap. When she 
had first arrived at the nightclub Ellen had been 
wearing the Woody prefects clobber that she had 
taken to wearing since she had been reassigned from 
the Rozzers to take up the position of Head of 
Security at the Woody facility. However, for the 
forthcoming entertainment she had dressed in the 
ceremonial police uniform that she had kept as a 
souvenir from her time as a rozzer. She wore a black 
silver buttoned tunic and skirt over a white blouse 
and black tie. She had pinned her hair up under her 
black hat with the black and white chequered band.   

The sight of the policewoman spanking the 
gymslip attired Spanky inspired renewed rounds of 
applause and glass chinking. 
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Spanky Botts wiggled her bottom cheekily in 
response to the whooping Woodettes and settled in 
for an extended bottom warming session. 

 
Spanky Botts had always fantasized about 

being spanked by a rozzer. She often got dressed up 
in her full clobber and drove her sports car at reckless 
speeds up and down the motorways hoping to get 
stopped by Plod. However, to her disappointment she 
had somehow escaped the radar, although she was 
certain it was only a matter of time before she was 
caught. Miss Spanky Botts planned on exchanging 
spanks for speeding fines. 

The sight of Ellen in her ceremonial uniform 
had sent a pleasant tingle up her spine. 

 
Ellen Millar had felt compelled to resign her 

commission with the constabulary after entering into 
a passionate affair with Bernadette Summers 
godfather, the legendary nightclub owner and 
suspected mobster, Stacks Monroe.  

Ellen’s relationship with the higher echelons of 
Plod had often been precarious. Despite her sterling 
record for courage in the course of action she had 
received several formal reprimands for extra curricula 
hi-jinx.  

Ellen Millar had sensed that fraternizing with 
one of the Smoke’s rummest coves would be 
considered bad form by her more Neanderthal 
superiors. She cut her losses before she was hauled 
over the coals and had availed of Mr Humphries’ 
invitation to join his staff. Ms Lawton had kindly 
arranged for her to be placed on the payroll as a 
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consultant to Military Intelligence so that her pension 
would be protected. 

Ellen loved life at Woodys. Her heroics and 
leadership during the attacks by the Confederacy of 
Yoofs and the Man from Berlin had given her an open 
invitation to sit at the top table amongst the Woody 
mega-minxes. 

When she was still at school, Ellen had always 
wanted to be a prefect but untoward circumstances 
had prevailed and she had never fulfilled her dream. 
When she joined the staff at the Woody facility she 
had requested to be allowed to wear the clobber of 
the Elite, complete with her sergeant’s stripes stitched 
onto the sleeves of her red blazer. 

Ellen Millar was determined to give Miss 
Spanky Botts a bum warming she wouldn’t forget in a 
hurry. 

 
Ex-Police Sergeant Ellen Millar was warming to 

her work. Since taking up residence at the Woody 
Back to School unit Ellen had been given ample 
opportunity to observe the mechanics of a damn good 
spanking. She regularly assisted Ms Suzy Scott in her 
reviews of the daily close circuit TV tapes to ensure 
that discipline was being administered strictly in 
compliance with the rules, regulations and protocols. 

 
Ellen Millar grinned with satisfaction. Spanky’s 

bum was turning a healthy rouge as smack after 
smack bombarded her. Ellen worked her way up one 
side and down the other, making sure that every 
centimeter of the bared flesh was accounted for. 
Spanky was beginning to wriggle in earnest as the 
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temperature of her backside increased to furnace 
level. 

 
The Woodettes whooped and hollered. Clearly 

ex-Police Sergeant Ellen Millar was doing a sterling 
job. Spanky Botts legs had begun to scissor 
rhythmically and her head was shaking from side to 
side as the bombardment reached its crescendo. Ellen 
finished with a well-orchestrated blitz attack that 
caused Spanky to writhe and squirm with 
considerable energy. 

 
Ellen rolled up Spanky’s bumbags and 

smoothed down her gymslip. 
“That will be all Miss Botts,” the ex-rozzer said 

dryly and helped Spanky to her feet. 
The audience whooped and cheered and 

cavorted in the aisles as Ellen and Spanky Botts took 
a bow. 

 
 
 



 

 

23 

 
A Red-Card 

 
 
The bar area fell silent at the sound of the 

whistle. 
Miss Jane Bowles of Chelmsford turned bright 

red and hung her head momentarily before sliding off 
her bar-stool. 

Melanie White stood before her waving a red-
card. 

“Jane Bowles, six of the best for excessive 
goofing,” Melons announced loudly. “Repair to the 
library, I’ll be along to beat you shortly.” 

With her shoulders slightly slumped and a 
somewhat inelegant gait to her step Miss Bowles 
looked self-conscious as she maneuvered her way 
through the crowded bar.  

At least when the tombola was brought up 
onto the stage the Stripies had a brief opportunity to 
prepare themselves for the possibility that they may 
shortly be taking a visit upstairs to bend over. 
However, the timing of the delivery of red-cards was 
completely unpredictable and placed them at a 
considerable disadvantage.  
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The inmates of the Woody facility watched 
sympathetically as Miss Bowles was forced to trudge 
towards the stairs with her head bowed and eyes 
averted. No matter how cynical and whop-hardened 
the inmates had become they all still experienced the 
same heart-stopping, gut-wrenching sensation every 
time a red-card was thrust in their face. 

 
Jane Bowles took up position outside the 

library. She pressed her nose to the wall and placed 
her hands on her head. Her heart was racing, her 
tummy was churning and her backside was throbbing. 

Earlier in the evening her name had been 
drawn from the tombola and she had attended the 
punishment salon made up like the lecture room 
where she had been caned by Cathryn Cassidy. 

 
Miss Bowles had not arrived at the café 

sporting a virgin arse. Like many of the more 
experienced Woodettes her interest in corporal 
punishment had first evolved at boarding school.  

The school she attended had operated a 
system where throughout the year the pupils were 
awarded positive and negative performance marks. At 
the end of the year the girl from each year that had 
the lowest overall score was dispatched to the 
gymnasium to be caned. The idea was to give the 
luckless recipients something to think about over the 
summer hols so they would return the following year 
suitably inspired to improve their performance.  

Like any school there were numerous cliques. 
At one end of the scale were the prim and proper 
swats that groveled to the staff and worked 
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assiduously to maximize their collection of positive 
points. At the other end of the spectrum were Jane 
Bowles and her pals. 

They were more interested in fashion and pop 
music than Latin and Greek. They spent hours in 
detention writing lines and were regularly gated after 
being caught in town smoking, drinking and carousing 
with the local likely lads. They treated the system as a 
competitive sport.     

At the end of her first year at the school Jane 
represented her chums in the gymnasium where she 
received six strokes of the cane. Clearly Miss Bowles 
was not greatly inspired by the experience. Out of the 
six years she was eligible Jane was caned four times. 
It was a record of which she was immensely proud. 

 
After leaving school she would periodically 

reunite with her old gang. They would sometimes 
spend a whole day in their traditional uniforms. They 
established an elaborate points system and reverted 
to their wayward days of competitive misbehavior. At 
the end of the evening the worst behaved of the 
friends would be subjected to six of the best. Jane 
Bowles was always deeply miffed if she failed to take 
the honors. 

 
She had followed the tribunal avidly and had 

been amongst the first subscribers to Spanky’s new 
web-site. Jane Bowles had been thrilled when she had 
been selected to attend the Grand Opening and had 
invested serious quids in the most exclusive range of 
clobber available from the Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises on-line collection. 
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She had been equally thrilled when her name 

was drawn from the tombola and was ecstatic to 
learn that it was Cathryn Cassidy that would beat her. 
Cat was one of her favorite Woody characters. During 
her brief interview with Christy she had assured the 
Mistress of Discipline that she was ready and willing 
for a hot one. Cat had obliged her by delivering a 
scorching five-bar gate. Jane Bowles had returned to 
the bar-area delighted with the after-effects. 

 
Once they had visited the punishment salons 

most of the Stripies elected to replace their neckwear, 
satisfied that their backsides had been adequately 
warmed for one evening. Jane Bowles decided to 
tempt fate and continue to wear her striped tie. 

 
With her hands on her head and her nose 

pressed to the wall Miss Bowles was debating the 
wisdom of her decision. She heard the sound of feet 
approaching in the stairwell. She took a deep breath 
and tried to gather herself. 
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Hardly a Wriggle or a Squirm 

 
 
“You chose to continue to wear your striped-tie 

so I considered you were still fair game,” said Christy 
gently, “but if you want a postponement we’ll fully 
understand.” 

Jane Bowles chewed on her lower lip. She 
shook her head. “No thanks, Ma’am, I’m up for 
another six,” she said. 

“Positive?” asked Christy. 
Jane nodded her head firmly. “Positive,” she 

said quietly. “Please ask Miss White to lay it on as 
thick as she likes. I’ve never had a double bender and 
I want to know what it feels like.” 

 
Melanie White strode confidently into the 

salon. The diminutive Old Gal was dressed in full Elite 
regalia and carried an ashplant tucked under her left 
arm. Christy had Jane standing to attention, shoulders 
back, knees together, eyes front and her arms stiffly 
by her sides. 

Wordlessly Melons approached Jane; she 
placed the short cane on a side table with a rattle. 
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Unhurriedly Melanie proceeded to undo the five 
buttons down the front of her red prefect’s blazer and 
shrugged it off. She took her time to neatly fold it and 
place it to one side. She reached up, loosened her tie 
and unfastened the top button of her blouse. She 
carefully turned back her cuffs to just below her 
elbows, before finally retrieving the cane. She flexed 
it between her hands and then cut it through the air 
several times to demonstrate its whippiness for the 
edification of Miss Bowles. 

 
Jane Bowles felt a shiver up her spine and 

goose bumps breaking out on her bare legs. Ever 
since she had been unexpectedly shown the red-card 
and forced to scurry somewhat ignominiously out of 
the bar her sense of apprehension and anxiety had 
been increasing.   

Melanie’s slow and silent divestment of her 
blazer and the loosening of the collar and cuffs of her 
blouse had sent a subliminally powerful message to 
Jane that she meant business. 

 
“I’m going to need you to remove your blazer, 

step over to the fireplace, turnaround and bend over 
and touch your toes,” said Melons unemotionally. 

 
Jane Bowles felt Melanie turning back the hem 

of her gymslip, followed by the tail of her white 
blouse. Bent forward with her fingers balanced on her 
toes the stripes from her earlier caning strained 
sensitively across the curve of her behind, causing her 
to wince. She gritted her teeth as she felt the cane 
tap down. 
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Jane Bowles had studied every word of wisdom 
published on the www.woodettes.com web-site. She 
had digested Deborah Morton’s seminal dissertation 
on ‘The Art of Being Beaten’ and read Jojo’s sage 
advise to ‘get yourself a mantra and then get with the 
program’.   

“It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” she 
muttered as the slender cane sliced across her rear 
end. 

 
Although the smaller slimmer sticks used by 

the Elite did not have the weight and heft of the 
canes available to the Brass they were not to be 
underestimated. In expert hands they could generate 
an extremely high degree of sting and smart.  

During the two periods Melanie White had 
served as Dorm Raider at the Woody facility she had 
earned a reputation for performing stellar work with 
the whippy ashplant. 

 
Jane Bowles caught her breath and puffed out 

her cheeks. She concentrated on keeping her fingers 
glued to the tips of her shoes. The shaft of the cane 
had landed right in the center of the sweet spot, 
intermingling with the swollen stripes left from her 
caning from Cat. Jane Bowles swallowed hard. This 
was going to be her first venture into an extended 
bender and she quickly concluded that it was going to 
be a trip to remember. 

 
Melanie gauged Jane’s reaction with expert 

eyes. She had timed the opener at the hotter end of 
the scale and depending on Jane’s response she 
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would judge how to best continue. Despite Jane’s 
demands for the Old Gal to lay it on thick Melons had 
no intention of giving her a thrashing outside of her 
tolerance limits. 

Miss Bowles barely flinched. Melons and 
Christy exchanged approving glances. Melanie White 
stepped in and unleashed a scorcher. 

 
Jane Bowles beamed proudly as Melons and 

Christy hugged her and showered her with effusive 
compliments. The flesh of her buttocks was sizzling 
but she didn’t care, in fact she rather liked the 
sensation. Somehow she had managed to maintain 
her position during the most challenging caning of her 
life.  

“Let me buy you a drink,” enthused Melanie. “I 
want to toast a new star on the Whops and Clobber 
circuit.” 

“Bottoms up to that, sis,” agreed Christy. 
“Hardly a wriggle or a squirm during a Melons caning, 
now that’s what I call impressive.”  

 
   

 



 

 

25 

 
A Spontaneous Spanking 

 
 
Christy Cranfield strode purposefully through 

the bar area. With her long embroidered coat 
sweeping her ankles, her elegant gait and waist 
length braid the Mistress of Discipline cut an 
impressive and self-assured figure.  

Throughout the evening Christy had vigilantly 
monitored the activities in the upstairs punishment 
salons. The Stripies represented a broad spectrum of 
the international Whops and Clobber community. 
Some of the guests, like Amanda Parker, were 
experienced spankettes while others were complete 
novices and were embarking on a voyage of 
discovery. 

Spanky and her gang had performed 
considerable research amongst the members on the 
web-site prior to the opening in an effort to ensure 
that the guest’s predilections were adequately catered 
for. 

As each new Stripy was invited into a salon 
Christy quickly assessed the guest’s profile to 
establish their degree of experience. She briefed their 
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designated ‘Thrasher’ on their particular predilections 
and expected level of tolerance before each beating 
began. 

 
Christy glided through the bar until she came 

to a tall bistro table occupied by three women. They 
beamed at her as she approached, flattered to be 
singled out for the Mistress of Discipline’s attention. 
Without any warning Christy reached over to one of 
the trio, took her firmly by the arm and eased her out 
of her seat. 

The woman looked completely taken aback but 
Christy was already striding through the parting 
crowd. The confused guest had no choice but to try 
to keep up as she was hustled along. 

 
Christy reached a leather couch. She tersely 

evicted the occupants, and in one fluid movement she 
sat down and turned the breathless Woodette over 
her knee. The whole operation had taken less than 
thirty seconds and the next thing the Woodette knew 
the skirt of her gymslip was being turned back and 
her bottom was being smacked. 

 
Christy’s stunned victim was a young lady by 

the name of Charlotte Barber. She was a regular 
visitor to the web-site and on her profile she cited her 
interest in spanking dating back to an incident from 
her schooldays. Apparently Charlie, as she liked to be 
called, had been misbehaving in the lunch queue and 
had been shocked to be suddenly pounced upon by a 
teacher, put over her knee and spanked in the middle 
of the cafeteria. She describes the experience as both 
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extremely humiliating and extraordinarily thrilling at 
the same time. 

 
Charlie Barber’s legs kicked spastically. Christy 

was spanking her briskly and moving from one 
buttock to the other without any rhythm. 

Earlier in the evening Charlie had been 
selected to repair to an upstairs salon where she had 
been caned by Stephanie Powell. It had not proven to 
be a disagreeable experience but she had assumed 
that her bottom warming activities were over for the 
evening. She was totally unprepared for a 
spontaneous spanking. 

“Holy shit!” she squealed as Christy landed 
several resounding spanks on her right buttock. 

 
The guests watched in wide-eyed 

astonishment. The earlier proceedings had a 
somewhat formal and predictable feel to them. The 
idea of suddenly being unexpectedly jerked out of 
their seats, hustled across the floor of the bar and 
then unceremoniously dragged face down for a damn 
good spanking brought a whole new perspective on 
the evening’s activities. 

 
Charlie Barber looked genuinely shocked when 

she was released. In a very short time Christy 
Cranfield had landed thirty-six burning spanks across 
Charlie’s squirming behind. She stared at Christy with 
her mouth open; she looked like she might wish to 
voice an opinion but her tongue appeared to have 
come off its hinges. She wagged her jaw wordlessly. 
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“Go and stand in the corner,” said Christy 
authoritatively. “I’ll inform you when you can return 
to the bar.” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” Charlie somehow managed to 
blurt out and hurried away looking stunned. 

 
 
 



 

 

26 

 
Another Perfect Kodak Moment 

 
 
“I suppose it’s just coincidence that Penny Ann 

just happens to have her riding clobber hanging up in 
the changing rooms?” asked Deborah suspiciously. 
She looked across the room to where the dresser was 
hanging up a gymslip with a ‘D’ embroidered on the 
front. “And what the fuck is my gymslip doing here?’ 
she demanded. “When exactly did you get this phone-
call from Clobber Monthly?” 

“Well, several days ago, actually,” admitted the 
Bounder, “but I know that you’ve been busy with your 
training schedule. I didn’t want to burden you with 
unnecessary details so I took the liberty of packing 
some clobber for you.” 

Deborah snorted. “Unnecessary details? You 
are auctioning my bumbags on the open market and 
you don’t think that I might have a vested interest in 
these negotiations” asked Debs incredulously. “You 
just went into my closet and liberated my clobber? 
Does Derby know about this?”  

“Derby was otherwise occupied,” shrugged the 
Bounder. “This is all good publicity,” she said blithely. 
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“There are many tennis stars that would have to pay 
thousands for this type of public relations exposure.” 

Deborah shook her head in disbelief. 
 
Penny Ann Evans looked splendid in her 

tailored blue riding jacket, form fitting jodhpurs and 
knee length riding boots. Deborah watched warily as 
the photographer took several preliminary shots of 
Pen slapping the crop against her leather gloved 
hand. 

“Are you ready?” Penny Ann asked gently. 
Deborah grunted unenthusiastically. She 

couldn’t believe that she had allowed the Bounder to 
bribe and cajole her into participating in another 
photo-shoot but she offered Penny her wrist and 
allowed herself to be lowered downwards. 

 
Deborah was dressed in classic clobber. She 

wore a white blouse and striped tie. Her box-top 
gymslip with the ‘D’ embroidered on the front had a 
red sash looped around the waist and knotted over 
her left hip. She wore her hair pulled back under a 
head band that matched the red braiding around the 
collar of her blouse. Her flat-soled shoes shone to a 
high gleam and she wore white ankle socks. When 
Penny Ann turned back the skirt of her gymslip Debs 
navy blue gossamer bumbags were stretched across 
her upturned derriere like a second skin.  

 
Deborah stretched herself out into a full drape. 

The camerawoman busied herself taking shots from 
all angles. Debs raised her head and glared into the 
camera.  
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“Six and no more,” Debs told the photographer 
emphatically. “After six, I’m done, no more setups, no 
more lighting checks, after six I’m up and out of 
here!” 

 
“Jeeeeeezzzz!” hissed Debs. 
If the camerawoman was hoping to capture an 

expression of anguish on Deborah’s face the first slap 
of the crop had delivered the perfect shot. At the 
moment of impact Debs had thrown her head back, 
her face screwed up in pure agony, her back arched, 
fists clenched and her legs kicking spastically. 

“Perfect, perfect,” the camerawoman enthused 
as she snapped away. 

It occurred to Deborah that the combination of 
pockets filled with lovely lucre and an over-abundance 
of bubbly had seriously impaired her judgment.   

 “Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Debs Morton as 
she slumped back into position. “I’ll kill you Bounder,” 
she muttered under her breath. “I’ll string you up by 
your fucking bumbags and leave you to die a long 
slow death.” 

 
“Poor Debs,” groaned Rosemary Booker. 
Jojo put her arm around Rosemary’s shoulder 

comfortingly. “She’ll be okay, sis,” she reassured 
Deborah’s best chum. “You know Debs, she’ll tough it 
out.” 

Nixdown giggled and licked her lips 
lasciviously. “Poor Debs, my arse,” she chuckled. 
“Lucky Debs would be more like it.” 
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Rosemary and Jojo exchanged incredulous 
glances. “Sometimes Nix I think you’re fucking 
barking,” said Jojo. 

“Woof-Woof,” chortled Nix as the riding crop 
exploded off Deborah’s backside with a second 
spectacular thwack. 

 
Debs Morton was not feeling in the least bit 

lucky. The crop was enlivening every nerve ending 
throughout her central nervous system. She was no 
longer distracted by the flashes of the camera or the 
instructions from the photographer and art director. 
She was totally immersed in the zone, her whole mind 
was now concentrated on her poor beleaguered bum. 
Her backside had become the burning epicenter of 
her whole existence. Deborah braced herself as she 
heard the ominous whine of the braided crop slicing 
through the air. 

As the crop slashed across her tautened 
bumbags Debs head jerked back, her eyes squeezed 
shut and her mouth opened into an anguished silent 
howl. The camerawoman snapped the shutter in 
another perfect Kodak moment. 

   
 



 

 

27 

 
Cha-Ching 

 
 
“Just one more,” Penny Ann whispered. “Just 

put it up and keep it up once more and it’ll all be 
over.” 

Miserably Debs allowed herself to be 
maneuvered back into a full drape. She took a deep 
breath and tried to settle herself. Her backside felt as 
though she had been sitting on a griddle for the past 
few hours. 

“Are you ready?” asked Penelope Ann Evans. 
Deborah Morton grunted and pushed her 

backside up as high as she dared. Penny Ann raised 
her arm and then brought it down swiping. 

 
 “Cha-ching,” squealed the Bounder and 

punched the air with her fist as the crop exploded off 
Deborah’s poor beleaguered bum for the sixth time. 

Although Bernadette had been forced to make 
further reductions in her commission to persuade 
Deborah to go through with the unscheduled photo-
shoot she was still making enough wedge to choke a 
donkey.   



Café Woodys 
 

 

The Bounder rubbed her bumbags with glee.  
 
Debs rubbed her bumbags in consternation.  
“I’ll fucking kill you Bounder,” Deborah growled 

as she hopped around the changing room desperately 
trying to dissipate the blazing heat in her rear end. 
“As God is my witness I’m going to kill you.” 

“Now, now,” said Bernadette smoothly. “You 
know you’ll cool down in a little bit and when you see 
your bank-statements you’ll be thanking me.” 

Debs glared threateningly at the Bounder.  
Bernadette grinned coyly. “I’ll be downstairs if 

you need me,” she said and prudently reversed out of 
the door. 

 
“This is a bit of a mess,” observed Rosemary 

as she massaged soothing balm into Deborah’s raw 
and swollen behind. 

 “Well spotted, Sherlock,” Debs groaned. “That 
was a real killer. I feel like I won’t be able to sit down 
for a week. I hate that fucking crop!” 

“Would more champagne help, Miss Morton?” 
asked Lady Derby sympathetically. 

“Are you kidding me? Bring me the whole 
fucking bottle and make it sharpish,” pleaded Debs. 

 
Downstairs the atmosphere in the bar was 

filled with joie de vivre. The inmates from the nation’s 
most notorious social rehabilitation facility mingled 
with the Woodettes, swapping yarns and having their 
pictures taken. 

The Woodettes who had only previously 
communicated late into the night in the chat rooms of 
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the web-site were delighted to make the real-life 
acquaintance of their cyber-chums. 

The gab was all about Whops and Clobber. 
Several dozen Stripies had paid visits to the salons 
and were wallowing in their new found celebrity. 

Several of the guests who had originally 
arrived in block-colored ties had now procured striped 
replacements from the Bounder’s boutique and were 
jonesing for some action. 

 
Miss Spanky Botts surveyed her new domain 

contentedly. The sound of canes, straps and slippers 
rebounding off gossamer continued to emanate from 
behind the closed doors of the upstairs punishment 
salons. Seeing the wide-eyed excitement on the faces 
of her guests filled her with confidence that her Willy 
would be delighted with her latest dispersment of his 
bequeathment.  

Spanky Botts looked heavenwards and winked 
up at her beloved departed. 

 
All night long Jojo had been inundated with 

requests for autographs and photographs. Bernadette 
was tearing her hair out because Jojo refused to allow 
her to charge the guests. 

“I just don’t understand you,” Bernadette 
complained. “We have the opportunity to make some 
serious wedge and you’re just squandering it.” 

Jojo just patted Bernadette’s hand and smiled 
for the cameras. 

Jojo leaned her head on Mr Humphries 
shoulder.  
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“She’s some gal, our Spanky,” she laughed. 
“She might be totally nuts but it took some 
organization to put this place together.” 

“Top notch,” agreed Mr Humphries. “She’s 
donating the proceeds from the cafe to a bunch of 
orphanages. She asked me whether the Woody gals 
would donate some time to help her set up the 
charities.” 

Jojo nuzzled Mr Humphries neck. “You know 
we’ll help her,” she whispered. “I’m sure if she asks 
nicely even the Bounder will pitch in.” 

The Grand Master laughed. “Now that would a 
true demonstration of social rehabilitation.” 

Jojo grinned. 
 
  
 
 
 
 



 

 

28 

 
The Royal Couple 

 
 
The Grand Master chinked the lip of his glass 

against Jojo’s. “Are we ready?” he asked his beloved. 
Jojo giggled. “You don’t really want to cane me 

in front of all these people, do you darling?” she said 
coyly. 

Mr Humphries grinned. “Sometimes duty 
prevails, Your Highness,” he told his fiancé. 

Jojo squished up her nose. “Sometimes duty 
sucks,” she said pointedly. 

The Grand Master just chuckled and emptied 
his glass. 

 
Amidst rapturous applause Jojo and the Grand 

Master mounted the steps to the stage. Spanky Botts 
was waiting to greet them. 

“Ladies,” she addressed the audience. “This 
has been a long and exciting evening which sadly 
must shortly draw to a close. However, before we 
depart, it is my honor and privilege to introduce you 
to two of my dearest friends, Miss Joanna Heyworth, 
the reigning All-Time Big BUTT, and the Grand 
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Master, Mr Humphries. Ladies, please put your hands 
together for the Royal Couple.” 

“Oh good grief,” muttered Jojo as she stepped 
forward and curtsied politely. 

 
Jojo approached the straight backed chair that 

had been placed in the center of the stage and 
illuminated with a single spotlight. She unfastened the 
buttons down the front of her red blazer and removed 
it. She hung it neatly over the back of the chair. 
Bending forward at the waist, she reached down and 
gripped the front crossbar of the chair. She stared 
down at the cushioned seat and waited to be caned. 

 
Mr Humphries removed his jacket and handed 

it to Spanky. She offered him a thirty-six inch long 
super-cane in exchange. Spanky had personally 
commissioned the cane from a specialist craftsman 
located in New Hampshire. It had a straight run shaft 
that fitted into a Delrin handle covered in red and 
black striped leather. The handle was decorated with 
a silver end piece engraved with a ‘W’. The Grand 
Master swished it through the air to familiarize himself 
with its weight and balance. He nodded at Spanky. It 
was certainly a cane fit for royalty. 

 
Jojo felt the cane tapping down on her 

bumbags and braced herself. She had spent the past 
few minutes getting herself into the zone. She did not 
feel the least bit self-conscious having her bumbags 
exposed to the gawking Woodettes. One of the 
numerous records she had established during her 
incarceration at the Woody Back to School facility was 
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for being publicly flogged on more occasions than any 
other inmate in the unit’s history. She focused on a 
small square of the stage floor and repeated the 
classic Woody mantra over and over in her head. 

 
Mr Humphries swung the cane through the air. 

He was immediately impressed, the new cane was so 
finely crafted that he barely needed a backswing to 
achieve the perfect amount of sting and smart 
appropriate for an exhibition caning. 

 
Jojo was not in the least bit impressed by the 

fine craftsmanship of the cane-maker. Over the years 
Joanna’s rear end had developed into a finely 
calibrated whopometer. The instant that the new 
cane sliced across the crown of her buttocks she 
officially classified the instrument as a lethal weapon. 
In Jojo’s opinion punters who took the time to qualify 
in carpentry should pursue more traditional careers 
such as furniture-making or better still making their 
own coffins. 

 
There was a hush around the bar. The 

Woodettes watched in spellbound awe. The evening’s 
entertainment had already far surpassed their 
expectations but never in their wildest dreams had 
they imagined that they would have the privilege of 
witnessing the legendary Jojo being caned by her 
fiancé, up close and personal. 

Jojo had been given little choice other than to 
participate in the gala entertainment. Spanky had 
approached her and told her that the guests were 
willing to chuck in an additional hundred squids a 
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skull to the Spanky Botts Foundation if she would 
grace the stage for an exhibition caning. Jojo thought 
that it would probably be churlish to refuse. 

 
Somewhat unenthusiastically Jojo had agreed 

to subject herself to a full twelve strokes of the cane. 
She kept her head down and her arse well up, 
presenting Mr Humphries with the perfect target. The 
Grand Master was delivering the strokes at a leisurely 
pace so Jojo used the short intermissions to hatch an 
elaborate plan for accelerating the demise of the 
cane-maker from New Hampshire.  

 
 



 

 

29 

 
Whops and Clobber are Addictive 

 
 
Jojo snuggled her head against Mr Humphries 

chest. “Gosh, listen to that,” she giggled. “They’re still 
at it.” 

Mr Humphries chuckled. “Whops and clobber 
are very addictive,” he said as the unmistakable 
sound of a cane rebounding off bare flesh resounded 
along the hotel corridor. 

 
It had been two o’clock in the morning before 

the doors closed on the opening night of Café 
Woodys. Two air-conditioned coaches had 
transported the gals across town to the boutique 
hotel Mr Humphries had rented for the night. Stacks 
Monroe had sent a fleet of SUV’s filled with hard-
bodied men to discourage any die-hard paparazzi 
from attempting to follow. 

 
“You should go and get some sleep,” Debs told 

Lady Huntington. “I really want to thank you for 
looking after me tonight. You are truly amazing.” 
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Derby smiled. “You don’t need to thank me 
Miss Morton, but if you’d like to show your 
appreciation you could come next door and spank me 
before I turn in.” 

Deborah rolled her eyes. 
“And by the way,” giggled Derby. “I rather 

think that Miss Cranfield is hoping that you’ll give her 
six on the silks to help her sleep.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Debs 
hopelessly. 

 
Nicola Jane Nixon squealed blissfully as the 

riding crop sliced across her upturned buttocks. She 
was spread out across Penny Ann’s lap, with her skirt 
turned back and her bumbags concertinaed around 
her ankles. She wriggled in anticipation as the crop 
cut through the air. 

 
“I hope you returned that cane to Spanky,” 

said Jojo. 
“The Spanky Botts Special?” laughed Mr 

Humphries, “hell no, that was a gift. I think it will 
complement my collection quite nicely.” 

“I was worried you were going to say that,” 
groaned Jojo. 

 
Debs was drinking a half bottle of Veuve 

Clicquot Ponsardin by the neck. 
“I don’t know whether I should do this,” she 

said apprehensively. 
“Oh get on with it,” drawled Christy. “You 

know me, I like to live dangerously.” 
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Deborah sighed and tapped the cane down to 
take her measure. 

“Thank you Miss Morton,” said Derby as Debs 
helped her to her feet. “Shall I come next door and 
help you prepare for bed?” 

Debs shook her head. “No, you hop under the 
covers,” she told her loyal grubby. “It’s my turn to 
tuck you in.”  

 
Bleary-eyed and chronically hungover the 

Woody gals slowly trickled into the hotel dining room 
to forage at a buffet brunch that Cassie Cassy had 
supervised. The mimosa and Bloody Mary stand was 
proving particularly popular. 

Mr Humphries had declared Sunday a long 
snooze and loose tie day to allow the inmates to 
recover from the late night revelries. Despite their 
fragile conditions the inmates were exhilarated with 
the spectacular success of the previous evening’s gala 
opening. They milled about trading yarns and candid 
digital photographs. 

  
Joanna Heyworth and Mr Humphries sat up in 

bed drinking coffee. 
“That was one strange night,” laughed Jojo. 

“Just imagine if the press gets hold of it. Think of the 
headlines, ‘The Woodettes come out of the 
woodwork’.” 

Mr Humphries smiled. “Well, even though 
Stacks’s guys did a great job keeping the paparazzi 
out of your faces you know this’ll be all over the 
papers.” 
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Just after midday Michelle Morgan knocked on 
the door of Jojo and the Grand Master’s room. 

“Excuse me Jojo,” she said earnestly. “Ms Scott 
said that the Grand Master would want to see these 
as soon as possible.” She handed Joanna several 
newspapers. “They’re the mid-morning editions. 
Woodys is back in the news.” 

Joanna thanked her and took the pile of 
newspapers back into the bedroom. 

 
 



 

 

30 

 
A Night Out for Degenerates 

 
 
“Look at this,” Jojo laughed. “A Night Out for 

Degenerates,” By Gossip E. This should be good.” She 
laid the paper out on the bed so they could both read. 

 
A Night Out for Degenerates 

Gossip E 
 

In yet another exhibition of their brazen disregard 
for authority the inmates of the notorious Woody Back to 
School unit arrived en masse for the opening of Café 
Woodys. 

The new nighterie, located in the fashionable 
warehouse district of the Smoke, is the latest outrageous 
venture launched by the www.woodettes.com entrepreneur 
Miss Spanky Botts. 

The Cafe was heavily guarded by shaven-headed 
hoodlums rumored to be on the payroll of the alleged 
gangster Stacks Monroe. The hard-bodied goons escorted 
clobber-clad Woodettes onto the red carpet as they arrived 
in a fleet of stretch limousines. Miss Botts was on hand to 
greet her guests at the door. 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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Miss Botts is a controversial figure. She first came 
to public attention as the muse of artist and photographer 
William Graham. Graham, now deceased, spent the latter 
period of his career painting and photographing Botts in a 
variety of sado-masochistic poses. They shared a palazzo in 
Venice where Botts gained local celebrity for regularly 
bending over a balcony overlooking the Grand Canal while 
she was thrashed by her lover. While the liberated 
indigenous population considered this nothing more than 
performance art tourists were often shocked and offended 
by these public displays. 

Following the premature death of Graham, Botts 
retired to Mayfair and dropped off the radar for a period. 
She re-emerged to public life arriving at the Snobs and 
Rotters tribunal sporting attire that would shortly become 
known internationally as ‘Clobber’. 

During the tribunal Miss Botts launched the pro-
Rotter’s web-site where she has paid homage to the 
nation’s most degenerate Ladettes and made them sound 
like cultural icons. She is largely responsible for the 
ridiculous Whops and Clobber zeitgeist. 

Botts latest venture attracted a healthy turnout but 
access to the club was strictly by invitation only and 
Monroe’s goons hovered threateningly to prevent any gate-
crashing.  

It was two o’clock in the morning before the party 
broke up. As they left the party and were chaperoned to 
waiting vehicles, the revelers were tight-lipped and refused 
to comment on the exact nature of the evening’s 
proceedings. However, with the assistance of an influential 
Woodette, this paper has gained access to the member’s 
area of the website where Miss Botts posted invitations 
promising a night of Spanking Good Fun.  

The cost of entrance to this debauched gala was a 
thousand quid a skull. Clearly Miss Botts intends to profit 
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royally from her role as high-priestess of this disturbing 
cult. 

The followers of the cult are fanatical and 
throughout the night there was copious traffic on the web-
site that features chat-rooms and message boards.  

According to these late night postings the infamous 
degenerate Debbie ‘Fart-pants’ Morton was up to her usual 
tricks. In recent months this column has reported on her 
publicly cavorting with a Spanish flamenco guitarist, and 
she has allowed herself to be featured being spanked with a 
hairbrush by Lady Victoria Brompton in Clobber Monthly. 
According to the informed observers Miss Morton has 
again auctioned her bumbags to the highest bidders and 
will be featured in several magazines getting her bottom 
warmed. So much for Miss Fart-pants social rehabilitation. 

Morton was not alone in getting her bottom warmed 
at the party. According to the late-night internet traffic 
numerous Woodettes, including Botts herself, volunteered 
to join in the Spanking Good Fun.  

Nobody denies that a night of hanky spanky might 
be good fun, but hasn’t the popularity of the Whops and 
Clobber culture diverted our attention from the original 
intent of the Back to School units?  

The Woody Back to School unit was established to 
socially rehabilitate the nation’s most Extreme Ladettes. 
These young women’s behavior was considered so socially 
unacceptable that they have been sentenced to seven-year 
programs of intense social rehabilitation.  Was last night’s 
party really a demonstration of the success of the social 
rehabilitation program that Mr Humphries boasted of at the 
Snobs and Rotters tribunal? How were eighty-four 
convicted felons granted leave of absence to attend what 
can only be described as a bacchanalian debauch? Does this 
not support the Right Honorable Melissa Forsham-
Smythe’s contention that the Woody Back to School unit is 
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a flawed and failed program that should be closed down 
and the inmates placed in high-security institutions? Does 
this not give credence to the argument that the decision of 
the panel at the Snobs and Rotters tribunal made a terrible 
mistake and delivered one of the great miscarriages of 
justice of the century?  

What is going on at the Woody Back to School 
unit? Gossip E demands to know and he demands to know 
now. 

Over and Out! 
 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Jojo, “Debs is going 
to have a fucking cow.” 
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Debs Asks a Favor 

 
 
Debs head was pounding. She was propped up 

in bed sipping black coffee. Due to her strict training 
regime Deborah was not a big drinker and the 
copious amounts of champagne she had consumed 
were having disagreeable after-effects. 

“Should I bring you a mimosa, Miss Morton?” 
asked Lady Derby. “It might help.” 

Debs groaned and shook her head. 
There was a knock on the door and Kate 

Faulkner came in. She went over and sat on the edge 
of the bed. She handed Debs a newspaper, it was 
folded open at Gossip E’s column. 

“I’m sorry Debs, but you’re going to see this 
sooner or later,” she said in a gentle tone. 

Deborah scanned the article, sipping her 
coffee. 

“Debbie Fart-pants?” she squealed indignantly, 
nearly choking herself. “I’ll fucking kill him!” She sunk 
back on her pillows and looked close to tears. 

“I think I’d better fetch you that drink, Miss 
Morton,” said Lady Derby hurriedly. 
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Stacks Monroe and Mr Humphries sat in the 
hotel bar. 

“Alleged fucking gangster?” snarled Stacks. “I’ll 
show that little bastard what I think of his allegations. 
Mickey the Purveyor is picking him up and bringing 
him to the club. I’m going to have a little whisper in 
his shell-like. Care to join me?” 

Mr Humphries nodded. “This is one 
conversation I wouldn’t want to miss, but remember 
its going to be difficult to get a retraction. His column 
is only published in the Forsham-Smythe press.” 

Stacks Monroe snorted. “There are plenty of 
other hacks in the Smoke who enjoy my hospitality. 
It’s time we nailed Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s tits to 
the mast.”  

“Bottoms up to that,” grinned the Grand 
Master. 

 
“I’m so sorry Grand Master,” said Spanky Botts 

plaintively. “I don’t know how security on the web-
site was breached. I have my best techies working on 
it but I’m going to need Nicola Jane’s help. If he 
breached www.woodettes.com then Gossip E will also 
have access to the GalGab site.” 

“Don’t be too hard on yourself,” said Mr 
Humphries reassuringly, “it was inevitable that 
Malicious would try to make trouble. Nicola Jane and 
her team are at your disposal.”  

“I’ll get on it as soon as we’re back at the 
facility,” nodded Nixdown.  

 
“Stacks is going to send a convoy to escort the 

coaches back to the facility,” the Grand Master told 

http://www.woodettes.com/�


123 
 

 

 

Ellen Millar and Suzy Scott, “they’ll keep the paparazzi 
at bay.” 

“Don’t worry sir, we’ll get everyone home 
safely,” said Ellen, “although I really wish I could 
come to the club and listen to the chat with that 
scumbag Gossip E.” 

 
“When you’re back at the facility you can 

declare a loose tie and minimum whops amnesty for 
the rest of the day,” the Grand Master told Deborah. 

“Yes, sir,” confirmed Debs. “And sir, I heard 
that you’re going to visit Gossip E? Would you do me 
a favor?” 

“What’s that?” asked Mr Humphries. 
“Would you kick him in the balls for me?” said 

Deborah, “really hard!”  
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